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bor, or when the triumphant young beauty
ran up to the nursery in town to bring a mes-
sage to tlie little Bolands from her sisters.

It was true that hers was not the seductive
type of beauty, that her large gray eyes were
cool and appraising, her fine skin quite with-
out color, and her soft abundant hair little

darker than Franz's own, but she could be
feminine and charming when she chose and
she would be a wife in whom even a German
would experience a secret and swelling pride.
^yhat chance had she—she—Gisela Doring?
There were days and weeks, during that

second winter, when she was tormented by a
sort of sub-hysteria, a stifled voice in the
region of her heart threatening to force its
way out and shriek. There were times when
she gave way to despair, and thought of her
vigorous youth with a shudder, and at other
times she was so angry and humiliated at
ber surrender and secret chaos, that she was
on the point more than once of breaking defi-
nitely mth Franz Nettelbeck, or even of going
back to Germany. If he missed a Wednes-


