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the palace. However, automatic discipline

worked bo^^h ways.

Once more Berlin was as silent as if at rest

for ever under the pall of darkness that

seemed to have descended from the dark and

threatening sky.

But only for a moment.

Berlin suddenly burst into a blinding glare

of light. Untor den Linden from end to end

—excepting only the royal palaces—with its

long lino of imposing public buildings, lio-

tels, and shops, the Kaiser-Franz-Joseph-

Platz, the Zeugplatz, the Lustgarten—the

Schlossplatz—all the magnificent expanse

from the Brandenburg gate to a quarter of

a mile beyond the river Spree—had been

strung and looped with electric lights, and

the scene looked as if touched with a royal

fairy's wand. The side streets from the

Royal Library and the old Kaiser Wilhelm

palace as far as the Schlossbriicke, were also

brilliantly illuminated.

And in all these streets and squares women
stood in close ranks, silent, phlegmatic
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