
THE WHITE MORNING 187

firml> molded and so erect and supple thtt it

was, for all her fashionable clothes, quite inde-

pendent of the corset. She had c'larming manners
combined with an imperturba*^' serenity, and al-

ways seemed faintly amused. a the other hand,

she displayed none of the oflFensive German conceit

and arrogance.

We spent -veral days together at Partenkirchen,

one of the ^^ -st picturesque spots in the Bavarian

Alps, and as we were both good walker^ and there

was no one else in the hotel who interested us, we be-

came quite intimate. She was one of the first to talk

to me about the deep discontent and disgust of the

German women, and of her own utter contempt for

the meek hausfrau type, and for the tyrannies,

petty, coarse, often brutal, of the mar his home.

Nothing, she was determined, wruld ev tempt her

to marry, and she could iihm.^ many others who
were making an ind-"; -^ndent i. o for themselves,

although, lacking forti :, often in secret. No mat-

ter how much she might fancy herself in love (and
I imagine that she had had her enlightening ex-

periences) she would not risk a lifelong clash of

wills with a man who might turn out to be a medi-

eval despot.

It was then that she told me of the tentative pro-

posal of one of her beaux (she had many) "Qeorg


