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FIGHTING FOR PEACE

Prance. Yet we all laughed and joked about
the incident on the way back to Holland
in the train. Only the French, German,
Italian, and Belgian Ministers were not
with us, for these countries have separate

missions in Luxembourg.

At The Hague everything pursued its

tranquil course as usual. Golf set in. The
tulips bloomed in a sea of splendor. I strove

at the footless task of promoting the third

peace conference. It was not until the

season of Pentecost, 1914, that I went to

Luxembourg again, intending to gather

material for a report on the flourishing

steel industry there, which had developed

some new processes, and to get a little

trout-fishing on the side. During that

pleasant journey two things happened which
opened my eyes.

The first was at a luncheon which Prime
Minister Eyschen gave me. It was a friendly

foursome: our genial host; the German
Minister, Von B.; the French Minister, M.;
and myself. Mr. Eyschen's win' cellar was
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