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Accounts of Wanton Ruthlessness

Who Escaped When City Was Destroyed Sound Like

Stories of Cruelties

Told by Priests and Civilians

of Yaqui Indians.

By BRAND WHITLOCK

United States Minister to Belglum y )
(Copynght, 1815, by Brand Whitlock, under the title "Memories of Belgium Under the f;erman

erupation.”’
reserved for France,

All nghts reserved, Copyrighted in
Belgium, Holland, ltaly, Spair

Uahed by special arrangement with the MeClure Nowspaper Syndicate.)

N Wednesday morning, August 26th, when Villalobar and | drove over to

see General the Baron Arthur von
office. The Germans had established

and shut off the Park and the rue de la Loi; there were sentries everywhere
and much explaining about der Spanisc

Vereinigton-Staaten and we waited a Ic

had sat so often waiting to see M. Davignon.

and going, very much at home.
General von Littwitz, who was most a
man of strength and will. We began, V

tion of communication and to make suggestions about Brussels; the guestion
But the general said:
“Please grapt me a truce for two days until 1 can install a civil adminis-

of food, for instance.

tration. After that has been done all w
As we were about to go General vor
““A dreadful thing has occurred at

there was talking with the Burgomaster when the son of the Burgomaster !
shot the general, and the population began firing on the German troops."” '
We did not at once grasp the whole significance of the remark.

“And now, of course,” he went on,
‘“wa have 1o destroy the city. The or-
ders are glven and not one stone will

be left on another. 1'm afraid that that

beautiful Hotel de Ville, which we saw
as we came through there the other
day, |s now no more.”

When he gald this he lifted up his
hands In a gesture of regrel.

That evening CGibeon and Blount re-
turned from Antwerp, full of news;

first, and best of all, a digpatch from
Washington approving my course and
leaving 1he question of the removal of
the legation entirely to my judgment.
Only those who have been at the end
of a telegraph wire, 3000 miles away
from home, and In the midst of difficul-
ties, can know the consolation that such
words would afford.

It had been ralning during the night
but it cleared partly. Davis expected
to leava at 1 o'clock with Gerald Mor-
gan and Miss Boyle O'Rellly on a troop
train for Alx-la-Chapelle.

“1 told them,” he sald, at parting,
“that In four days the American min-

__ister would begin to inquire about me ;
that Is the way they always do It on
the stage.’”” He sald this with his hu-
morous mouth twitching, fumbling with
the broad black ribbon of his eyve glass.
1 bade him good-bye and watched him
drive away In & flacre. It was drawn
by the sorriest pair of nags [ ever saw,
and yet he sat there as calm and dis-
tingulshed as if he were driving up
Fifth avenue. And I thought of Van
Hibber, and of how the avenue Inoks
in the late afternoon when the throngs
ara going up Murray hill Ah me!
Did that gay Insouciance still exist
anywhere in the world? 1 stood and
watched him out of sight, regretting
his departure. And 1 never saw him
Agalin,

The horror of Louvain was on us ke

A nightmare, all the more terrible be-
cause It was vague, undefined, a kind
of nameless, formless thing., that sent

a shudder through Brussels, as perhaps
it was Intended to do, where the like
might happen at any hour. The city
wan filled with foreboding and vague
apprehension; miserable refugees, with|
dumb expressions and evea that had
looked on horror, came plodding wearlily
into town.

Hundreds Shot
At Louvain

Late in the afternoon it was reported
at the legation that at Louvain the
Germans at that moment -were massa-
creing the people: that ths town was
burning, mnd the tragedy complete;
hundreds had been shot down: the ca-
thedral, the llbrary, the LHotel de Ville,
were in flames, Forty priests, some of
them from the American college, had
been selzed as hostages, and were even
then belng driven In cagts along the
road to Brussels.

What was to be done? As 1 was
thinking Villalobar came, he too with
that face of horror: there were Spanish
priests in that band of hostages as well.
We declded to go at once to General
Von Luttwitz. Villalobar's car was at
the door and we drove away. It was
T o'clock. There was a heavy guard at
S —— —

LEMONS BRING OUT
THE HIDDEN BEAUTY

Make this lotion for very littie
cost and Just see
for yourself.

An attractive skin wins admiration,
In mocial J1"¢ and in business ths girl
or woman whose face and hands show
evidence of constant care enjoys a
tremendous advantagoe over those who
do not realize the value of a healtuy
skin and & spotless complexion.

At the cost of g smal] jar of ordil-
nary cold cream one can prepare a
iull quarter pint of the nost wonder-
ful lemom skin softener and complex-
jon beautifier, by squeezing the juice
of two fresh lemons into a bottle
containing three ounces of orchard
white. Care should be taken to
strain the juice through a fine cloth
s0 no lgmon pulp gets in, then this
jotion will keep fresh for months.
Every woman knows that Jemon
julce is used to bleach and remove
such blemishes as freckles, sallow=-
ness and tan, and is the ideal gkin
softener, smoothener and beautifier.

Just try it!l Get three ounces of
orchard white at any pharmacy and
two lemons from the grocer and make
up & quartéer pint of this sweetly
fragrant lemon lotion and nassage it
dally into the Tace, neck, arms and

It mnaturally should help to

Finally we were shown into the presence of

All nights
Hussia wnd the Scandinavian couninies.  Pub.

Great Hritain, Canads and Austraba
1,

Luttwitz, we found him at the foreign
themselves in the Belgian ministeres

her Gesandter and der Gesandter der
mg while in the ante-room where we
German officers were coming

ffable and courteous, and evidently a
illalobar and I, to talk about the ques-

ill go beautifully.”
1 Luttwitz said:
Louvain. The general

in command I -
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Germans in Louvain

the sentinels were
impudently mounted |
of the car. At the
forelign office we were told that we
could not see the general. We insisted |
on sending in our cards, and sat there
waliting, sensible, In the movements of
the officers who were comstantly pass-
Ing through, of an evil atmosphere, The
windnws were open and the marquis
and I stood there looking out inteo the
littla place hefore the Palais de la Na-
tion. There were groups of grey sol-
diers on the gteps of the palace, their
arms stacked on the pavement. Two
ugly machine guns were mounted to
sweep the park.
“They vomit death!” said Villalobar,
ns though speaking to himself. Wa
turned away from the window. Finally
Major Hans wvon Herwaerts, who hadl
once been military attache at the Ger- |
man embassy at Washington, and was |
then on the staff of General wvon
Luttwitz, wearing a great palr of tor-
telse shell reading glasses, came out
to recelve us, To him I made my pro-

the ministries and
ugly . one of them
the footboard

EARLIER CHAPTERS
IN BRIEF REVIEW

In the earlier chapters of his nar-
ration of the occupation of Belgium,
Brand Whitlock, the United States
minister to Helgium, has painted a
graphic picture of the happy life in

Belgium in the summer of 1914,
stating that even after Austria’s
summary ultimatum to Serbia, the

Belgians refused to be alarmed, re-

lving upon the security guaranteed
them hy other powers, Their se-
curity was short lived, however, and
withh the c¢larity that characterizes
his writing, Mr, Whitlock has told
of the German demand for a free
passage through Belgium, of King
Albert's prompt and dignified re-

fusal and of the advance of tha 1lit-
tle Belgian army to meet the in-
vader and of the arrival of the Ger-
mans in Hrusssels. Today's install-
ment tells the horrible story of the
wanton destruction of lLouvain and
the migtreatment of Its innocent pop-
ulation. Suhssquent installments
will . relate other German atrocities
in Belgium.

tests about the treatment of the priests
and the professors of tha American
college and indeed such treatment qf
priests in general, and Villalobar mads
gimilar representations on behalf of
the Spanish priests. Major von Her-
waertz understood, rushed into the
room, where behind the closed door
was General von Luttwitz. He came
out and assured us that the release
of the prilests would be immedlately
ordered, anu while he was telling ua
this two tall dark flgures, prlests,
swept out in t . eir long black soutanes.

Then we all went with the general
inte his—or Iinto Davignon's—room.
He was serlous, and Instantly In-
structed Major von Herwaertz tg give
orders llberating the priests: told him
to glve them by telegraph, by tele-
phone, and in addition to send out
mounted orderlies to meet the col-
umns on the road, and to liberate th=

priests at once.

Tragic Story
Is Told

There was no more that we could do,
but we sat and talked awhile with the

general, He told us that the Germans
everywhere were victorlous and that
they would soon be Ir Paris. And he
said that Burgomaster Max had re-
celved an official telegram from the
French government saying that it
could give Belgium no further aid on
the battlefield. He spoke of M. Max
with admiration.

“A brave man,” he said, “and patri-

otic. I admire him; he stands up and
doesn’t crawl when he comes Into myv
presence.”

1 4ld nvt know why anyboedy should
do thal. |.
When 1 returned to the legation I

found Madame Poulet,
belgian minister of arts and sciences,
with two of her children—little girls
with golden curls, their upturned faces
filled with that distresa and wonder
and despair that children know when
their parents weep, for then the world |
tumbles in ruins about them, and there
is nowhere to go.

The world seemed very much like
that, that evening, to all of us, who
were as helpless as children. "Madame
Foulet's home was in Louvain, and that
afternoon her mother, a woman 80
years old, had walked all the way from
the doomed city, a distance of 24 kilo-

the wife of thel

meters., She told me something of
the awful tale as she knew it—but it
seerned better, ultimately, to talk of

the two little girls standing by, and
as she did so she gathered them into
her arms, folding them in an embrace
like that of countless other mothers
in Belgium that night, and finally led
them away, their curls bobbing, down
the long corridor, somewhat comforted,
I could hope, for there was—strange
miracle in those days'—a smile.
All the next day the panic stricken
people continued to pou‘r into the ecity
from Louvain, with their tales of hor-
;c_:-;i ;rhe mind was stunned; the event
o0 enormous to be asped ; it
seamed to have the inevltaglre and fa-
talistic quality of some great catastro-
phe in nature; it had kappened, that
was all: It was not to be escgped. it
was there before one, in the world,
like an earthquake or a conflagration
or a tornado, il of which in its effect
it so much resembled. Those who
came ftold their stories calmly, sitting
there with blank impassive faces: only
In the eyes that had looked on thosa
horrors the terror of it all was still
reflected. One was struck by their lack
of “rancor; they seemed to have suf-
fered too deeply for that.

Lack of Passion
Is Noticeable

Indeed, all through that experience.
then and afterwards, I was struck by

handsa.
gtu. freshan, bleach and bring out
roses and beauty of any skin. Adv.

those who had &n terribly suffered. 1
seldom heard any of them expreas
hatred of the CGermans or any desire
for revenge. ‘They never even spoke
of them as “Boches” and were by no
means in such a fury of rage and de-
sire for revenge as 1 have observed in
persons safe In luxurious drawing
reoms thousands of miles away. None
of them, s=o far as I could obsarve or
learn, even acted in the tragic manner:
there were no herofes and no histrion-
fes; they did not demean themselves
as do people in the clnema or in the
romanticigtic novels, I have read
somewhere a psychological explana-
tion of this phenomenon by the late
Frofessor William James, who observed

It and made Interesting notes of It
at the time of the San Franclsco
earthquake, In moments of great dan-

ger, of great strain and tragedy, peoplae
are peimple and natural; they do not
act, In the theatrical sense of the word.
It was thus with the young woman
who, on that Tuesday, about eight
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Louvain town hall

after bombardment.

o'clock in the evening., when German
soldlers suddenly beal on the door of
her home in Louvain, and her father
and brother ran to open it, heard shots
and had not seen her father or brother
since. She took her eight weeks old
baby In her arms and, climbing the
garden wall, found refuge in the home
of a friend for a night and a day,.
while on all sides the houses were in

Army Marched
While It Slept

George W. Crile Tells of Nine-Day Retreat of Allied Armies 180
Miles From Mons to Marne After Being Overpow-
ered by the Enemy.

“PEHH.\ S one of the greatest re-

treats in history,” writes George
W. Crile in his recent book, “A Mechan-
istic View of War and FPeace,” “was
that of the allied armiey:from Mons
to the Marne, * * * After a sustained
and heavy action at Mons, being over-
powered by the enemy, the allied armies
began a retirement which continued for
nine days and ;nights—180 miles of
marching without making camp Is the
story of that great retreat in which
the pace was set by the enemy. Only
rarely were sufficiently long halts made
for the men to catch a few moments of
rest. Food and water were scarce and
irregularly supplied.”

But *“the paramount interest in that
retreat 18 found in the sleep phenomena
experienced by these men,” says the
writer. Sleep is as necessary to the body
as food and air. Animals cannot live
longer than five to eight days without
sleep. How then did these men endure
for nine days, in addition to the lack
of sleep. the privations of war—the
scant supply of food and water, the
making of forced marches, the fighting
of one of the greatest batties of history?

“They did dn extraordinary thing—
they slept while they marched! Sheer
fatigue slowed down their pace to a
rate that would permit them to sleep
while walking. When theéy halted they
fell asleep. They slept in water, or
rough ground, when suffering the pa
of hunger and of thirst, and even when
severely wounded. They cared not for
capture, not even for death (f they
could only sleep.”

They marched through towns and
villages asieep, soldier reeling against
his companion in arms as they tramped
with rifles across their shoulders. Ar-
tillerymen slept on horseback. Now
and then a less sleepy man wakened
and aroused to further effort a com-
panion whose limbs were becoming so
heavy with sleep that he was in danger

the lack of passion displayed by all

captured by
asleep.

When the wounded of this sleeping
army were taken to the hospital they
continued to sleep on tneir sleep of ut-
ter exhaustion. In one hospital contain-
ing more than 500 men there was not a
sound. “Not a groan, not a motion,
not a complaint.” Nothing would rouse
these men—food, nor water of which
they were sorely in need, nor the pros-
pect of being comfortably cared for.
They slept even while their wounds were
being dressed, a process which In many
cases would ordinarily have been ex-
tremely painful. Yet the men were too
exhausted even to Teel pain.

During this sleep o1 exhaustion the
dream of the soldier Is always of bat-
tle—never of home and of quiet scenes
in his past life. Sometimes a sleeper
will spring up with a cry and reach
for his rifle.

Dreams of soldiers under the Influ-
ence of anesthetics are the same. “One
day a French soldier in the first stage
of anesthesia broke the stiliness of the
operating room, transfixing every one.
while in low, beautiful tones, and with
intense feeling he sang the Marseil-

the enemy all were found

flames, and finally, carrying her child,
she dodged from street lo street, hold-
ing up one arm and waving a white
handkerchief, and 8o reached the vil-
lage of Loefdael, and from there, Ter-
vueren and at last, Brussels,

It was 80 with the widow of 60
German soldiers at 5 o'clock on Wed-
nesday morning turned her =and her
nlece, a young woman about lo become
a mother, out of her house anfl drove
them from place to place, half clad—
tha guardhouse at St. Martin'm bar-
racks, the Place du Peuple, the Hotal
de ViMle, and finally to the infantry
harracks, rue de Tirlemont. They
were forced every now and then to
kneel on the ground and to raise their
arms above their heads, while the Ger-
mans pressed the muzzles of guns
against their breasts or kicked them
or struck them . then, holding them as
prisoners In the barracks until Thurs-
tday, allowed them to return home to
find their house burned to the ground
and all that the widow had in the
world—shares of théa wvalue of 135000
francs, contained in an iron box in a
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of dropping by the wayside. Of those
who lagged behind the ranks and were

Sixth and Morrison Sts.

L

valise ;* her jewelry and diamonds in a
little hand satchel
little
buried in the

. f his townspecple, confined in the ralls
. 4 to Tervueren with other priests; there ke Py
Pﬂﬂf’ Ku:ked % | he had witnessed the murder of Father | W&Y station, had l: l!“h "::'“&“"
L — e ] ——— = Dupierreux, ‘he- had dowa petlie— chure . -
and Cuffed filthy cart, as a hostage, and sent into|was destroyed, the Tlotel do Ville, the
It was so with a young Louvaln|gryssels: and seen thus, the story had $

tragic scene there in the square be-|m'avez sauve la vie!™ (“And you have ; v
fore the rallway atation. He had been | saved my life.”) :":]r;ul"; h:l? ::Tgﬂ:?t“l;;::d ih::: ": m:
seized with others, muade to march in He sat there at my table. a striking Halles of the I‘nliw-rsilr was thée
front of the troops, kicked and cuffed, | fiyure, the delicate face, dignified and hrary it hundreds of thousands

and spat upon, struck with the butts sad, the siiver halr, the long black 80U- | volumes. its rare and anctent

of guns; his hands were tied behind | by g

outrage whila his townsmen one|(yda. Monseigneur described the events, uive

by one were led out and shot, there at| e told it calmly. logleally, (‘nlmr-('tt-dly.]::‘n':"ﬂ‘:.d f;}‘:d:::f:ndh:“w::t qﬁ E
the side of the square, "near the house | his trained mind unfolding the events nd thﬁn. spreading  his arms on the
of Mr. Hemaide.” in orderly sequence; the sound of firing | :‘n._, h,'.g:,,.. him, he bowed his headl
I might go on indefinitely, recount-| from Herent, the sndden uprising of the u;mri i apipge u'om ey i

Ing experiences such as these. they | GGerman soldiers, the murder, the lust, We sat there silent, the two priesth 1
would fill a volume. But of all those | the loot. the fires, ths plllage, the evac- " -
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bls friends and his colleagues had besll ©
murdered bLefore his eyes and IJI* 3
bodies thrown intu a cistern; long lineg "

on Thursday night, and in the morning
he came with two others to thank me.
He had Teft Louvaln when the exodus
wis ordered on Thureday; he had gone

and diamonds in a
hund =atchel, which she had
garden—gone.

finest example of late Gothic e
was doomed, and the Halles of the =

priest 1 knew, one of the group in that | bheen brought to our legation—"et vous

tans and the scarlet sash: in his white
hand a well worn breviary. There were
two other figures, dark, grave and sol-
emn—tiwo Jesult fathers who had come | .. 1ed this point in his recital, he had
with him, sitting by In silent sympathy. begun to pronounce the word “biblige =
They had come to express thelr grati- theque”—he had sald, “la biblio,” anf

mcripts, its8 umnique collection of lm K-
bula, had all been burned, deliberatsly, *
to the last scrap. Monssigneur h‘ -

him with barbed wire and there at the |
FPlace de la Btation he was forced to
remain standing, not even allowed to
lean mgainst lthe wrll; and this for
hours, with repeated Iinsults and per-
sonal

and I—le cocur gros, as the French say
—and our own eyea something llq. -
than molst, 3

They did not remain long after thaly
and when they went away Monsslgneup
forgot his breviary and left it lying B
my table. And I let it lle there. s

(To Be Continued Next Bunday.)

I heard, of all those that were written
out for me, there I8 one that remalns
more vivid In my memory than all the
rest. There was another priest, an old
white-halred ecclesiastic, a scholar and
an educator, whom one addressed as
Monselgneur. He was one of those
priests whose llberation T had secured

uatlon and the destruction of the clty,
and all that.

Great Library
Wantonly Burned

The home of his father
burned,

had been
home of his brother ;

and the
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