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less vaguely, she had come to comprehend something

of the colossal German threat, and the shadow that

touched this bright banner of which the immigrants'

children piped so briskly in the mission club-room.

She began to understand, though she could not

have told just why, or how, or at what moment

understanding reached her. She began to under-

stand that her country, threatened to the life, had

flung its line those thousands of miles across the sea

to stand and hold Hindenburg and Ludendorff and

all their Kaisers, Kmgs, Dukes, and Crown Princes,

their Krupp and Skoda monstrous engines, and their

monstrous other engines of men made into armies.

Through the long haze of misted sea-miles and the

smoke of land-miles she perceived that brown line

of ours, and knew it stood there that Freedom, and

the Nation itself, might not perish from the earth.

And so, a week later, she went home, and came ner-

vously to Ramsey's mother and found how to direct

the letter she wanted to write. He was in France.

As the old phrase went, she poured out her heart.

It seems to apply to her letter.

She wrote:

Don't misunderstand me. I felt that my bitter speech

to you had driven you to take the step you did. I felt P
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