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dagger she had driven in with so firm a hand

... or if they had taken the time to remove

it ... or if that symbol of Germany's free-

dom would be found ages hence in a handful

of dust when the man who had taught her all

she would ever know of love or living was
long forgotten. . . .

But in a moment these vagrant fancies,

drifting from a tired brain, took flight, her

reluctant mind focused itself, and she knelt

beside the bier, pressing the folds of the

cloak about her face and weeping heavily.

It was her final tribute to her womanhood.

That she had rescued her country and inci-

dentally the world, making democracy and

liberty safe for the first time in its history,

mattered nothing to her then. Nor her im-

mortal fame.

To regret was impossible. Strong souls

are inaccessible to regret. But she hated life

and her bitter destiny, for she had sacri-

ficed the life that gave meaning to her own,

and she wished that the implacable Powers

that rule the destinies of individuals and na-


