
FAIR-WEATHEB AND STORM SIGNS

changing of scene and air to get." My Lux-

embourg friends laughed. "Yes, yes," they

said. "That is it. Trier has a splendid cli-

mate for soldiers. The situation js kolossal

for that!"

When we passed through the hot and

dusty little city it was simply swarming

with the field-gray ones—thousands upon

thousands of them—new barracks every-

where; parks of artillery; mountains of

munitions and military stores. It was a

veritable base of operation, ready for war.

Now the point is that Trier is just seven

miles from Wasserbillig on the Luxembourg

frontier, the place where the armed Ger-

man forces entered the neutral land on

August 2, 1914.

The government and the "grande armee"

of the Grand Duchess protested. But—well,

did you ever see a wren resist an eagle?

The motor-van (not the private car of Her

Royal Highness, as rumor has said, but

just an ordinary panier-cl-scdade), which

was drawn up across the road to the cap-

(371

>tp.

a

\t r


