
THE WHITE MORNING

COUNTESS GISELA NIEBUHR sat in

the long dusk of Munich staring over at

the beautiful park that in happier days had

been famous in the world as the Englischer

Garten, and deliberately recalled on what

might be the last night of her life the succes-

sive causes that had led to her profound dis-

satisfaction with her country as a woman.

She was so thoroughly disgusted with it as a

German that personal grievances were far

from necessary to fortify her for the mo-

mentous role she was to play with the dawn

;

but in this rare hour of leisure it amused her

naturally introspective mind to rehearse cer-

tain episodes whose sum had made her what

she was.
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