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flO THE CITY OP BfASKS

.K»^ ^^P^ B«roii-ah«aI- Whi.k.w-^

Count Wilhefan Frederick Von BUtMm,**
^

llT"^ ^T?T •*'''*"^ "P*»" ^ MarchioneM.
Lord T«ni^e m the v„,. He w« * t«U, good-looking
cjap, with hght brown hair that curled tUghtly aboTe
the ears, and ejea that danced.
« Thi., mj dear MarchioneM, ii my friend, Baron

The Baron, whose broad hands were encased in im-
maculate white glove, that failed by a wide margin to
button across his powerful wrists, smiled sheepishly as
he enveloped her Ibgers in his huge palm.
"It is good of you to let me come. Marchioness," he

said awkwardly, a deep flush spreading over his sea-
tanned face.

J*
If I mmn^ge to deport myself like the

buU m the chma shop, pray lay it to clumsiness and
not to ijpiorance. It has been a very long time since
1 touched the hand of a Marchioness."
" SmaU people, like my«jlf. may well afford to be

kind and forgmng to giants," said she, smiling.
•* Dear me, how huge you are."

*

.JILT**- °"? '^ ^^ Emperor's Guard," said he,
strjughtemng hi. figure to its full six feet and a half.The Blue Huwars. I m.y add with pride that Iwa. not .o horribly clum.y in regimental.. After all,
It 1. the clothes that makes the man." He smiled as
he looked himself over. « I ghall not be at all of-
fended or oven embarra.sed if you say * goodne... how
you have grown!'"

I ".^^l ^f^ **'^*" ™ ^"*^°° "«<Je that "uit of
clothes, said Lord Temple, surveying hi. friend with


