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KGHTING FOB PEACE

ital, was rolled into the ditch. The mighty
host of mvaders, having long been ready,
marched triumphantly mto the dismantled
fortress, and along their smooth, unlawful
way to France. I had caught, in June,
angling along the Httle river, a passing
glimpse of the preparation for that march.
But what about things on the French side

of the border in that same week of June,
1914? WeU, I can only tell what I saw.
Returning to Holland by way of Paris, I
saw no soldiers in the trains, only a few
scattered members of the local garrisons
at the raHway stations, not a man in arms
within ten kilometres of the frontier. It
seemed as if France slept quietly at the
southern edge of Luxembourg, believing
that the solemn treaty, which had made
Germany respect the neutrality of that
little land even in the war of 1870, still

held good to safeguard her from a treach-
erous attack in the rear, through a peaceful
neighbor's garden. Longwy—the poor, old-
fashioned fortress in the northeast comer
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