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just above the house tops until the eyes of

Gisela and Mariette, now accustomed to a

darkness unpierced by moon or stars, made
out a long line of moving blackness in the

narrow gloom of the Koniginstrasse. The

forward cars entered the palace from the

Schlossplatz, and as lights inmaediately ap-

peared in the courtyards Gisela saw eight or

ten men alight stiffly and hurriedly enter

the inner portals. The other automobiles

ranged themselves in an apparently un-

broken line on all sides of the palace. Gisela

had amused herself imagining the nervous

speculations of those war-hardened poten-

tates and warriors as they crawled through

the sinister darkness of the capital—proud

witness of a thousand triumphal marches;

of the shari and darting gaze above the guns

of the armored cars, expecting an ambush at

every corner. How they must hate n situa-

tion so utterly without precedent.

Gisela almost laughed aloud as she saw the

purple flag, denoting that the Emperor was
in residence, run up on the north side of


