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phal social progress over the bodies of many dis-
comfited and outclassed rivals.

But I found that in New York I was just one
among many girls, most of them richer and much
prettier than I: a nobody with provincial manner-
isms among heaps of somebodies with an air and
manner which I at first despised, then envied, and
soon set to work at ninety miles an hour speed to
imitate.

I had all but completed this self-education whenmy trouble came—a love trouble, of course. I be-
came conscious of a great change in myself. Up to
that point I had held a pretty cheap opinion ofmen m general, and especially of those with whom
I had flirted. But I realized, all suddenly, the
wrongfulness of flirting. That was, I think the first
coherent symptom. The next was the painful doubt
whether a very handsome Austrian, the Count von
Ustelen, was merely flirting with me.

I knew German thoroughly, having spoken it inmy childhood; and I had ample opportunities of
speaking it now with the Count. We both made the
most of them, indeed; until I found—I was only
eighteen, remember—that the world was all bright-
ness and sunshine; the people all good and true;
and the Count the embodiment of all that a girl's
hero should be.

^

I was warned against che Count, of course: one's
mtimate friends always see to that: but the warn-
ings acted as intelligent persons will readily under-


