
THE OUTBREAK

Paris had not yet settled down. It was

seething in those first three days of panic that

seemed throughout Europe to foUow the declara-

tion of war. More an atmospheric feeUng than

a state with definite symptoms. People, for

these days, seemed to be moving and speaking

semi-consciously, with the nervous suggestion

in their faces that they expected something

novel and shocking to happen at any second.

The supposed German shops and houses were

being wrecked and looted. Every now and then

there was a hurried rush of feet through the street,

as some suspect was hunted or maltreated. The

spy-hunting mania seems to have been a universal

infection during this time. The disorderly ele-

ments in the big towns got the upper hand for

the moment and the cold-blooded brutahty of

these silent man-hunts was to me infinitely

more shocking than the sight and sound of the

more terrible destruction on the battlefields.

It was the first growl of the beast that we had let

loose, the savage animal in man waking for our

purposes of war. Under my window was a

great courtyard, in which hvndreds of German
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