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plebeian in Germany. An American: that

was another matter. If there were such a

thing as an aristocracy in this absurd coun-

try which pretended to be a democracy and

whose ** society" was erected upon the visi-

ble and screaming American dollar, no doubt

Miss Howland belonged to the highest rank.

In Germany she would have been a princess

—probably of a mediatized house, and, he

confessed it amiably enough, she looked the

part more unapologetically than several he

could mention.

So did Gisela Doring. He sighed that a

woman who would have graced the court of

his Kaiser should have been tossed by a

bungling fate into the rank and file of the

good German people ; so laudably content to

play their insignificant part in their coun-

try's magnificent destiny.

Gisela never told him the truth. Some-

times, irritated by his subtle arrogance, she

was tempted. Also consuming love tempted

her. But of what use? She was without

fortune and he must add to his. He had a
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