A PEEP INTO THE EDUCATIONAL FUTURE
BY DOROTHY CANFIELD FISHER
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O M E wise man has said that the date
of a man's life depends not on the
calendar but on the geographical position of his home. There are in remote parts
of India tribes who still dwell in the stone
age, and everybody knows one or more philosophers who live about A.D. 2015. In my
own case, living on a side road on the flank
of a mountain in Vermont, it goes without
saying that I am living about fifty years ago.
We do things for ourselves. That is the
mark of a bygone generation.
When we want roast chicken, for instance,
we do not sit down at a table and order roast
chicken. We go out after dark, select our
fowl, cut its head off, pluck it, dress it, and
in due time roast it. Bread for us means
procuring the yeast, the flour the salt, and
the water, and combining these ingredients in
the right proportions. We buy our milk from
a neighbor. We fetch it home ourselves, and
we are intimately cognizant of the source of
it. If the cow is indisposed, we go without
milk for a few days, and we aid our neighbor
in the strenuous undertaking of giving the cow
the inevitable linseed oil. We plow and harrow our own garden, sow and water and weed
it, and when the vegetables are ready we
pull or cut them ourselves, wash and prepare
and cook them. If we did not do these things,
we would go without vegetables. Stone age
simplicity could go no further.
Like the other inhabitants of 1855 or
thereabouts, we read for the most part serious
books. Not long ago I had been perusing
several extremely serious books relating to
the practicability, or lack of it, of Socialism,
of communized effort as a basis of human
life, when carried out in details. Each author
had a different opinion, not only about the
desirability of this principle of organization,
but about its possibility. While I was conscientiously trying to weigh their different
arguments pro and con I was called away
from home to look over an open-air school,
said to be a very modern school—indeed, the
most modern of schools. I took the night
train from home, spent the night comfortably
asleep in that magic carpet the sleeping-car,
and woke up five hundred miles and about a
hundred years from home. For in that first
half-hour of fresh vision when one looks at

a new thing and really sees it I perceived
that my various authors were discussing the
feasibility of a condition which had unobtrusively arrived under their very noses. And
everybody else was so used to it that it passed
unnoticed.
I took a big street car—an enormous, formidable structure it seemed to me, used as
I am to going out to the barn to hitch up
before getting to town. This was soon filled
with plainly dressed people (it was early in the
morning), who absent-mindedly dropped a
five-cent piece in a little machine, and who
with equal negligence pushed a button when
they wanted the great machine to stop.
They were so accustomed to the use of this
huge common carrier that it was as wholly
theirs as ever the family horse had been their
fathers'. To use it was automatic as pulling
on the right rein to go to the right. And as
I looked out of the windows and saw the big
city waking up for the day I saw a hundred
other instances of this automatic acceptance
of what is still being argued about in books.
All over the city white-uniformed men drove
white carts up one street and down another.
At each house they stopped, took out one or
two loaves of bread, and left them in the
kitchen. The women in-those kitchens received this manna from heaven without a
blink. They had, so to speak, pressed a
button and bread ensued. They knew no
more about yeast than I know about a
spinning-wheel. And mixed in with these
white carts drove other white carts laden
with bottles of milk, received by those same
housekeepers with the same obliviousness of
the processes by which milk is secured. No
personal acquaintance with the vagaries of a
cow there, no rejoicing over the arrival of a'
calf. They had dropped a nickel in the slot
(that is, they had telephoned to a milk company to supply them with milk), and from
that moment to the end of their lives they
need never give the matter another thought,
beyond earning the money to pay for it.
Everything reduced itself to that. If you
had enough nickels to drop, you could extract
anything you pleased from the slot. Vegetable carts, meat wagons, everything was at
hand, and laundry wagons whisked away the
soiled clothes and brought back clean ones.
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Nor need these moderns give any thought to
the problems of sewing. There was another
slot provided for that. We passed block
after block of show windows displaying
every possible variety of ready-made clothes
that could be desired by any possible woman.
All that was needed was an ample enough
supply of nickels.
I fell to wondering what they did do with
their time, these people who never had to
think of yeast, or thread, or the right diet for
chickens, or which is the best soap for washing, clothes. As far as I could judge from
the scraps of conversation I overheard on
the street cars, in the shops, on the streets,
they thought chiefly of how to make the
money to oil all this vast machinery. That
was natural enough, I thought, seeing how
vastly important money was to them, and
their faces looked so like other people's, like
faces of 1850 (or, for that matter, like faces
of 15S0, judging from contemporary portraits)—they looked, in short, so remarkably
like everybody else—that I saw no reason to
fear that the new system was especially bad
for the human organism.
But at once I asked myself uneasily, how
about the children ? Until they are of age
to begin to earn the nickels which thereafter
they spend their lives pushing into slots,
what can they do that is their very own in
this new world of getting and spending
money ? In an existence totally separated
from all close connection with the vital processes of life, how can the child ever learn
anything about the real nature of things ?
One of these adults, brought up under the
old system, knows perfectly well (although he
may have forgotten it for practical purposes)
that bread does not grow in loaves done up
in waxed paper. But how can a child who
sees nothing but the button pressed and the
desired object produced ever come to close
enough grips with real processes to know
where he is in the world, what kind of world
it is, what the nature of things is ? How
can he strike his tap-root deep enough into
the subsoil of actuality to sustain him all
through the droughts and storms of complicated modern life ? His father is for the
most part invisible, making money. His
mother is busy spending it as conscientiously
as she knows how. Neither of those processes can be well shared by a child. His
home is as full of buttons to be pressed as
his father's money can buy and his mother's
ingenuity can devise. Was it, I wondered

uneasily, a very good form of activity for the
child to do nothing but to press them and
passively to accept the resultant phenomena ?
And yet, in all this world of infinitely subdivided effort, what high lookout place could
there be where children could see things in a
true perspective ? '
And then I came to the school, and saw
that these prodigious moderns had thought
even of that contingency. In this very latest
thing in schools a lookout place has been
provided. I stared at that place for some
time before I suddenly recognized what an
old friend it was, although each detail as it
drew my attention in turn had a familiar look.
I saw, first of all, a big plot of ground,
grassed deep, shaded by fine old trees, with
a number of picturesque, smallish, dark-green,
open, shed-like buildings clustered near . a
large old-fashioned house. Through the gate
in the fence streamed a procession of children—some who had come in automobiles,
and others again on the two standing feet of
them, as the Celtic phrase goes. All of these
children had one trait in common. Without
exception they all turned in at the gate eagerly
and hurried along from the street into the big
green inclosure. Mostly they skipped and
jumped as they arrived, although some were
too intent on their purpose for that. They
ran about like children who return home
from a visit and who take up the familiar occupations with spontaneous zest. One little,
little boy squatted for a prolonged, patient
inspection of a small plot of ground fenced
around with stakes. " It's my garden," he
explained to me. " I was»in a hurry to get
here to see if the seeds have come up yet."
" When did you plant them .'" I asked.
" Yesterday," he said, almost applying his
eye to the ground in his hopeful search.
I left him there to see what the elegantly
attired twelve-year-old just out of a costly
limousine wanted so much to do that she
must run at break-neck speed down the path
and into one of the bungalows. What she
wanted so much to do was to snatch a broom
and with it to sweep off the catkins fallen
from a birch tree on the walk. Out in the
middle of the grassy plot a mixed crowd of
boys and girls played ball. Near me two
eight-year-olds strove with a burning-glass to
concentrate sunlight enough to set fire to a
pile of fluff. Beyond them, grave and intent,
a little girl-—a very, very little girl—^tied a
white oilcloth apron over a beautiful smocked
dress and, sitting on her heels, began to daub
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green stain on a chicken-coop. The coop
looked as though the child herself had constructed it. It sheltered a biddy and a brood
of chicks. The little girl painted on, oblivious
of the screaming fun of a tag-playing crowd
of children near her. She chewed her
tongue earnestly as she labored. Her expression was of entire and unalloyed bliss.
Her hat fell off unnoticed, and I remarked
that it came from New York, from a very
expensive importer's on Fifth Avenue. The
littie girl .went on in silent ecstasy daubing
green stain on the rough slats of the chickencoop.
I tucked all these heterogeneous facts
away in my memory, meaning to try later
to arrange them so that I could make sense
out of them. They vaguely suggested something to my mind.
But there was too much going on then to
philosophize. More children, arriving in
cars or hand in hand with fathers or mothers, gave these parents a hasty peck and
hastened down the walk with that same air
of arriving at the center of things. There
rose from the scattered assembly that free
roar of chatter and laughter and shouting
which delights the ear of a child-lover and
to an imaginative eye hangs above a crowd of
happy children like a shimmering aroma of
vitality.
Then a big gong sounded, and I followed
the children into a large sunny room with a
fireplace and a piano. It looked like the
living-room of a home, witi enough chairs
set to accommodate an excra number of
children. The children sat down in rows
and took up hymn-books. This was evidently to be the " opening exercises." I
watched them with interest, a little sardonic, having heard that it was becoming
increasingly difficult to devise " devotional
exercises " which would not offend one or
another of these twentieth-century dwellers,
bickering about the degrees of a faith which •
means little enough to any of them. Also I
v?atched for the inevitable bored and herded
expression which children always assume on
such occasions. So far there was none of it.
They sang a hymn very heartily, the littie,
littie ones shouting lustily and tunelessly
after their delicious manner, wagging their
heads in time to the strongly marked rhythm.
The others sang quite in the middle of the '
note. And they really sang, all of, them.
Then the principal stood up, companionably close, not on a platform, but directly in
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front of the littiest of all, who sat cross-legged
on the floor. She asked for a volunteer to
lead them. A little girl trotted forward immediately. She stood there before the roomful of children, quite without self-consciousness, opened her dewy child's lips and began
" The Lord is my shepherd." At once all
the others, a hundred and fifty of them, caught
her up and went on, " I shall not want."
Their children's voices rolling out those sonorous old phrases rang in my ears for many a
day after that. The little leader went back
to her place, and a littie boy's hand shot up.
He was beckoned forward and announced,
" The earth is the Lord's, and the fullness
thereof." The others needed no more clue,
and went on with him, " T h e world, and
they that dwell therein." I caught the
splendor of the words with an inexpressible
pleasure, " Who shall stand in his holy place ?
H e that hath clean hands and a pure heart."
Could there be, I wondered, a skeptic so
bickering as not to feel his heart soar high
to hear that age-old affirmation made again
by those fresh souls ? After several more of
these superb old poems had been thus recited
the principal bowed her head, and all the
black and brown and flaxen heads bowed
with her. The little, little boy sitting on the
floor near her took a fold of her skirt in his
chubby hand and held it tightly while everybody recited in unison the prayer to our Father
which makes us brothers of all mankind. At
the end the little boy raised his head and gave
his teacher a radiant, sudden smile, by the
light of which I made out the answer to my
question. That was the smile a child gives
his mother.
And there was -the meaning of it all. I
took it in with a stinging of eyelids. This
was his home. He ran away with all his
might from the pleasant, charming house,
well kept, abundantly furnished with buttonsto-be-pressed, which was all the twentieth
century permitted his loving parents to give
him ; he ran away from that to his real home.
It was not his parents' fault. Never have
parents taken such anxious thought about
their children's best interests as now. In
fact, his mother was showing the finest and
highest devotion to his best interests by giving him up thus to this other home, which
could cope with the artificiality of modern
conditions so much more successfully than
she could single-handed.
With this key in my hand, everything else
I saw there during a very momentous day of

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

1915

A PEEP INTO THE EDUCATIONAL

sightseeing was clear to me. The twentieth
century has turned its back squarely on the
old-fashioned home close to all the processes
of actual life. That much I had seen on my
way through the streets of the city. I knew,
too,. from those serious books I had been
reading that the twentieth century was very
uneasy about the effect of this new regime
on the children, and that in a hundred different places and in a dozen different ways
fumbling attempts were being made to find
something which would better fit the needs
of children. But here was the completest
answer to the new problem. And what was
it ? There, in 1915, in an ultra-modern city,
I stood in the midst of an old, old-fashioned
home, where every process was open to the
child's eye, where he took part in all that
goes to make a home, where, above all, there
was not a button to be pressed. And this
old, old-fashioned home called itself the very
latest thing in schools ! With twentieth-century precision and accuracy it had analyzed
the ideal of the old home and it had reconstructed everything in it of value to children.
Then I really began to visit the place and
to know what I was seeing. I was not to be
put off the track by any talk of modern
pedagogics or special phonic systems of
teaching reading. Everybody nowadays has
a special phonic system of teaching reading,
and, so far as I can see, they all have about
the same effect on the children. The secret
of that school lay deeper. It lay deeper even
than the " entirely outdoors feature" of
which I had heard so much. I had been
rather suspicious about this. It sounded
" faddy " to me to go to the trouble of keeping children outdoors in a Northern zero climate when the universal experience of the
race is that it is more convenient to work
indoors in warmed rooms; but I was disarmed at a blow by the principal when I put
a cautious leading question to her : " Now,
about this outdoor business ? How important is it, anyhow ?"
She answered, calmly : " Oh, not so very.
It's not the real point of my school at all.
It's just a handier way to manage." And
when I stared rather open-mouthed to have
the wind taken out of my sails in this manner, she explained, patiently tolerant of my
slowness of comprehension : " Why, it's so
much more practical and feasible. The children are infinitely healthier because they are
out of doors all the time, and they don't lose
time from being at home sick. They're
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almost never absent from sickness.
And,
smce they never get nervously tired or tense,
as they do indoors, they can accomplish much
more school work when they're here. Then
it costs about a sixtieth part as much to run
up a bungalovif of rough lumber open on
three sides as it does to build a carefully
constructed modern school building and then
install a costly system of artificial ventilation
and heating. It costs such a lot first to shut
the air out and then let it in again." As simple as Columbus's egg, I reflected a little
breathlessly, as she went on : " Our buildings
don't cost as much as small hay-barns, and
we find they serve their purpose better than
the elaborate, plate-glassed, hardwood-finished, polished modern school-house. They
cost a city nowadays almost as much to build
and maintain as a hospital, you know."
Well, there was sense to that, I had to
admit; but, as 1 had thought this a school
which catered to very well-to-do families, I
was surprised at the emergence of the very
un-American element of thrift. A further
inquiry elicited the fact that the principal, who
has evolved this school out of her inner consciousness, and the spirit of the times, did not
consider it only as a school for those particular
hundred and fifty children, but as an irrefutable proof of what might be arranged anywhere for any children, and (with the exception of the crowded districts of New York
City, which are exceptions to all rules) vi^hat
might be arranged more easily, with less
expense and time for material preparation,
than the imposing, glittering-windowed edifices
for which Americans so devotedly give up so
large a share of their taxes. It was an idea
so new to me that it was starding, and so
entirely feasible that even its newness could
not prevent me from seeing visions of colonies
of such schools, .as the principal went on to
explain her idea to me. We were watching
a first-grade class in reading. They were
sitting cross-legged on the floor, looking up
from their books from time to time to watch
a yellowbird which flew in and out of the
shed-like room, gathering jute for her nest
from a bit of raveled rope. " They don't
need expensive apparatus," said this very
modern educator-woman to me ; " they don't
need anything complicated; the simpler things
are, the better. And simple things cost so
much less ! If the same amount of money—•
oh, much less !—as is now spent for coal,
and janitor-service, and sweeping halls, and
oiling floors, and washing windows, and all
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the upkeepof a beautifully finished modern
building, could be spent in giving the children
more space, all the fresh air there is, natural
surroundings, home-making processes in
which they share, and better teachers—"
She did not finish her sentence, but I looked
around me, knew what she would say, and
saw its truth.
Natural surroundings—there was the keynote of the matter. Given those, an enormous number of problems of education
solved themselves. The question of socalled " discipline," for instance, does not
exist. The children "discipline" themselves, just as they do in any large, well-run
family. In all that crowd of free, active
children there v/as not one who was not
too busy and happy to waste time in quarreling. They helped run that school. Their
own .conviction seemed to be that, if they did
not, everything would fall to pieces. And
how they throve in that divine responsibility
for the common welfare !
•
. They made their own book-shelves and
waste-paper baskets, and stained them green.
They had stained each new bungalow schoolroom as it was put up. They had arranged
the apparatus in the gymnasium ; they were
laying out, landscape-gardener fashion, a neglected corner of the grounds. When something broke or wore out, it did not vanish
into thin air and return mended. The children themselves took counsel how it should
be repaired and then did the repairing in
their own shop. And the kitchen ! that was
a joy to the eye of a housekeeper. It was a
real kitchen, such as any of the little girls
might have later on to work in, and not that
dreary product of artificiality, a domestic
science laboratory. There, too, the work
that was done was set, like everything else
there, in a true, sound, and sincere relation
to real life. The girls were making a breadand-butter pudding that morning ; not Kierely
to learn how to make it, not merely in order
to have it listlessly tasted by each one, as in
duty bound, after all the bother of making
it, but, just as should always be the case when
food is prepared, because some one wanted
very much to eat it, because it was needed
for the school lunch.
And, when lunch-time came and we all sat
down to plainly, daintily set tables, waited
upon by members of the family (for by this
time nothing could have convinced me that
those hundred and fifty children were not all
brothers and sisters), the bread-and-butter
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pudding was' a main feature of the meal. It
was excellent, and it was appreciated by those
children—who, all knew its history—in a
fashion most gratifying . to the sixth-grade
cooks. Being an enthusiastic cook myself, I
could share their penetrating satisfaction,
which nobody but a cook ever knows, as they
heard the hearty clatter of silver on china as
the spoons scraped the saucers for the last
bit. Then a small girl near me jumped up
on her chair and shouted, " Three cheers for
the bread-and-butter pudding!" leading the
ensuing hurrahs with her napkin like an
undergraduate cheer-leader.
I should say
that there would be no. difficulty in keeping
up an interest in cooking in that school.
After lunch everybody rested—as I
thought nobody but a philosopher or a Neapolitan knew how to. The children wrapped
themselves in blankets and sleeping-bags and
lay flat on the floor, and the teachers did the
sarne. For fifty minutes the world held its
breath. I looked about me almost with awe
to see all those American personalities submitting themselves voluntarily to the influence
of meditative calm. Some of the children,
especially the litder ones, fell soundly asleep,
and several continued to sleep rosily and
deeply long after the others had risen and
were taking up their multifarious activities.
The older boys and girls looked steadily up
at the green-stained rafter of their school
" r o o m s " or out at the sky. I wondered
what they were thinking about. It occurred
to me that probably their fathers and mothers
had never in all their lives given so long a
time to quiet reflection. It also occurred to
me that they were probably building a wall
against nervous prostration and nervous indigestion, and the other wild beasts which assail
modern life.
After the rest hour was over everybody
came back to life .like an acrobat bounding
into the center of the ring. I leaned from
a window and, unobserved, watched a crowd
of boys and girls struggling mightily with
concrete—mixing it, pushing their hoes
through the heavy mass, cracking stones like
little road-makers, bringing sand in wheelbarrows. They were constructing a concrete
walk. And as I watched them labor till the
honest drops stood on their foreheads I
heard a ghostly whisper ^ in my ears, the
whisper of innumerable parents who all over
the country cry : ''We can not get those
children to do a single bit of work at home.
In my day the boys did chores and the
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girls did—" The whisper died away as I
realized that in a modern home practically no
interesting, constructive work suitable for a
child is left to do. There are only a few
rags and tatters of meaningless drudgery,
the fringe which has not yet been taken over
by machinery. The fourth-graders I saw
cleaning out their hen-house and carrying
warmed water to their biddies had no objection to work qua work. Only they need
work which, in their own phrase, they can
see the sense of.
Do I hear an ironic question, " What has
keeping hens to do with the multiplication
table?" If I do, I will lay it low with the
bold answer, " It has everything in the world
to do with the multiplication table !" If I
have not specifically mentioned the methods
of teaching reading and writing and spelling
in this most modern of schools, it is because
I have an ingrained skepticism as to the
importance of differing methods for teaching
those subjects. I have seen so many of them
work equally well. I saw many and many
classes of these outdoor children being instructed in all these subjects. They were
excellent classes, making fine progress in
book-learning; they were being very well
taught, but no better taught than in a good
many well-managed modern schools. And
yet I was not at all surprised to hear that
children going out from this school into
other, indoor, big-building schools are usually
a year in advance of their contemporaries in
all the regular branches of school studies.
That is due, not to the technical excellence of
their teaching, which is duplicated in many a
conscientious school, but precisely to the tonic

and exhilarating effect of concrete walks and
keeping hens and making bread-and-butter
pudding which me.ets with applause, and, better than applause, with good appetites. It
comes from a steady diet of non-vitiated
air, from frequent jumpings up and runnings about in outdoor air, from the sense of
spaciousness and calm which outdoors brings
with i t ; it comes from the poise and lack of
strain which result from natural surroundings. Ah, other teachers, teach they never so
wisely, need not expect their charges to pass
such good examinations in long division as
children who have measured the boards to
make a fence around their own garden.
Everything hangs together in this world !
And, because everything hangs together, I
have spent a good deal of time since I saw
that embodiment of modern ideals for education in wondering what it really meant. It
is not Garyism, it has , nothing to do with
the industrial organization of modern society ;
it affects the very essence of the child's inner
life. What will it mean in the end .' Does
it mean that those children who, grow up
used to simple, natural surroundings, in which
a child's soul and mind are at home, will, as
adults, so appreciate these blessings that they
will insist that all schools shall be like theirs ?
Will they turn over their babies to a schoolhome where the almost lost art of an intimate
relationship with life as a whole is preserved ?
Or will they go further still and reconstruct
their own homes on that basis ? I don't
know. Nobody knows. But, though I don't
know where the road leads, I do not fear, as.I
look back on those clear-faced, vital, vigorous
children, to'leave the future in their hands.
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BELGIUM UNDER THE GERMANS .
BY ARNO

A

T the top of the spire of the Cathedral at Antwerp I noticed the German
flag flying the other day as from a
masthead. As I could not remember ever
having seen a flag flying from a church spire
before, I made bold to ask a passing German
soldier if that were the German custom. He
seemed rather mystified and somewhat suspicious at. first, but, evidently thinking I
appreciated the spirit in which it had been
placed there, he answered, laughing :
" Not in Germany, no ; but in Belgium it
is good."
It was in keeping with the general spirit
of the German occupation, which is quite
plain to any one traveling in Belgium to-day.
The Germans regard Belgium as a conquered
province, and are treating it as such. This
is the dominant impression I received from a
. recent tour of the almost conquered country,
and I would be surprised if the Germans
denied that to be their attitude. Whether
Germany intends to incorporate Belgium into
the German Empire may require an expression from Berlin, but one need only travel
through the country to see the signs of Imperialism everywhere. It has two common
physical expressions: the black, white, and
red sentry boxes, which seem always to figure
prominently in the landscape, no matter where
you stand in any Belgium city; and the
great signs, fairly shouting the German
Imperial dominion, " Kaiserliche Gouvernment." These signs are to be seen over the
doorways of all German governmental offices
in Belgium, and they frown down on the
Belgians in a manner that is not to be mistaken. The Germans do not let the Belgians
forget for an instant that they are a conquered
people.
And yet the Belgians do not in any way
admit it. They cannot escape the admission
that the Germans have defeated their army
and overrun their land. The mailed fist is
far too harsh and omnipresent to be denied;
but the Belgians have held firmly to the
belief that it is only a temporary occupancy,
and it has helped carry them through the
severe nervous strain under which they have
been living.
Two minor incidents that
occurred to me in Liege helped me to get the
Belgian point of view.
I saw a street vender selling little buttons

DOSGH
bearing the portraits of the King and Queen
of Belgium, and, while this would not have
struck me as noteworthy in Brussels, where
nearly the whole population flaunts its loyalty
by wearing the portraits of Albert and Elizabeth, it w^s another matter in Liege. The
iron hand is much more prominent there.
So I asked the vender if he was not afraid
of offending the Germans. H e was only a
street vender, but he rose to the situation.
Stepping back and placing his hand on his
heart with perfect dignity, he replied without
a trace of heroics, " We are always Belgians."
The other incident showed me the subtlety
of the Belgian point of view and also gave
me an inkling of the subtlety of their activities.
I noticed that the military authorities had taken
possession of the City Hall and were apparently carrying on the details of city government. When I commented on it, the Belgian
with whom I was walking smiled and replied,
" The Germans think they are running Liege.
For the present it may even seem so."
That was all he said, but the way he
smiled to himself made me feel that he could
have told me a good deal more if he had had
a mind to. At that moment I caught a
cross-glimpse of the German occupation of
Belgium that I should like to have the reader
keep in mind in all I say. It remained continuously in my mind, at least subconsciously,.
during the three weeks I was under the German flag, and I cannot give a truthful report
of what I saw without first emphasizing this
angle of approach. For all the military show
and all the unescapable severity of the mailed
fist, there was danger in the air. There was
a hollow sound, somehow, in the tread of the
German troops. In Belgium I felt that I was
on the half-formed crust in the crajer of a
volcano which might at any moment melt and
boil over.
Belgium is so little conquered in spirit that
it is kept from instant revolt only by the hope
that the Allies will soon drive the Germans
out. The ultimate feelings of the Belgians
were expressed by the mild little wife of a
school-teacher in Antwerp.
" If the fortunes of war should give Belgium to Germany," she said, " there will be
a rebellion immediately, and it will not end
until the last Belgian patriot is dead. And
I too," she added, with sudden vindictive-
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