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We did not stop until after midnight, when it was
only too clear that there was no hope.

It was a bitter business leaving the place feeling that
we had failed and that the little woman was to be led
out before a firing squad within a few hours. But it
was worse to go back to the Legation lo the little
group of English women who were waiting in my ofl^ice
to learn the result of our visit. They had been there
for nearly four hours while Mrs. Whitlock and Miss
Larner sat with them and tried to sustain them through
the hours of waiting. There were Mrs. Gahan, wife of
the English chaplain, Miss B., and several nurses from
Miss Cavell s school. One was a little wisp of a thing
who had been mothered by Miss Cavell, and was
nearly beside herself with grief. There was no way of
breaking the news to them gently, for they could read
the answer in our faces when we came in. All we could
do was to give them each a stiff drink of sherry and
send them home. De Leval was white as death, and I
took him back to his house. I had a splitting head-
ache myself and could not face the idea of going to bed
I went home and read for awhile, but that was no good
so I went out and walked the streets, much to the annoyi
ance of German patrols. I rang the bells of several
houses m a desperate desire to talk to somebody, but
could not find a soul -only sleepy and disgruntled ser-
vants. U was a night I should not like to go through
again, but it wore through somehow and I braced up with
a c-old bath and went to the Legation for the day's work

T)ie day brought forth another loathsome fact in
connection with the case. It seems the sentence^ on
Aliss Cavell was not nronoiinnfd in r>r.or, ^^..-» tt__


