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ing person? The women like him, and if

poor mama died he could get another quick

as a wink. But at the best, my dear girls,

matrimony—in Germany, at least—is an un-

mitigated bore. And in a garrison town!
Literally, there is no liberty, even with one's

husband under the thumb. We live by rote.

Every afternoon I have to take coffee at some
house or other, when all those tiresome

women are not at my own. And what do you
suppose they talk about—but invariably?

Looe!" (With ineffable disdain.) ''Noth-

ing else, barring gossip and scandal; as if

they got any good out of love! But they
are stupid for the most part and gorged with
love novels. Tiiey discuss the opera or the

play for the love element only, or the sensual

quality of the music. Let me tell you diat

although I married to get rid of papa, if I

had it to do over I should accept parental

tyranny as the lesser evil. Not that I am
not fond of Karl in a way. He is a dear and
would be quite liarmless if he were not in

love with me. But garrison society—Gott,


