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CHIAPTER XIII.
~~PTla manof the world like MnY-

jself, the mystery is, why you
ever engaged yourself to that

boy. Compared to you, Giles Tredinan
is a boy. Can you deuy itV"

.1 amn nt trying to deuy lit Stili,
the fact romaine that I ara engaged to
him, and intend to marry, him in five
weeks f rein now."

"It is se certain as that!" Hlermann
Muller stoed forward in the big arm-
chair bie occupied, and hie band as
thougli inadlvertently, touched Grace's
band that lay in her lap. Sh. coloured
vîvidly, and drew hier band away, but
ber tone was less assured, as she
uniRwered-

"Yes, au certain se that. I arn ar-
ranging about my trousseau now."

"Ah! your trousseau?1" The man's
dark eyes ran over with an. insistent,
appraising stare. "I have always been
eonsidered a good judge of ladies' gowns.
Perbape I could offer you some sug-
gestions."

Tbey were seiated ini Mrs. Oardew's
drawing-room~ on thie June afternoon,
Grace leaning baek upon the coucli in
what site knew to bie ber most; fascin-
ating pose, and wearing a frock of some
pale blue gauzy material which clung
about bier figure in graceful diaphanous
folds, its colour enbancing the brigbt-
ness of ber eyes, and empbasizing the
delicate lovelineess of ber complexion.
Muller sat near ber, bis dark head
thrown baek egainst a crimson cushion,his eyes drlnking in the superb beauty
of the woman, a littie imile hovering
over bis lips, a smnile thut heid in it,
somnething of moeklng triumph, sme-
tblng of amused cynicism. Thie man

ldç not know tii. world, and above aIl,
thre world of women, for nothing. With
a woman of Graee-'s type, lie could cal-
culate te a nleety just how far h. could
carry easy famillarity into an insolence
that bordered on brutality, just how
mnucli flattery was needed before the. bird
Iiuttered into the mnare.

"I arn usually considered an adept
about gowns myseif,» Grace anawered,
with ber rather bard laugh, but f rom
undiier ber eyelasee 8hot a glane at
lier compan ion that eoinewbat belied bier
laughi. "You can't eay I amn net le-
eomlngly gowned now," aud sir. drew
herRelf upriglit, and looked fulIl at him.

"Yoei are superit, lie replied lazily,
his eyes egaîn appraising ber, frein the.
crown of ber briglit hair t» the tips of
ber dainty sboes, "as I amn trylng te
point out te you, far too muperli to
tbrow yourself away on a soldier and
coluntv squire. Wby did you agree to
do it?",

Hie suddenly dropped his maBterful,
somnewbat brutal ton., und lient toward8
lier agaixi, this time putting his band
flrmly ov.r bers, and keeplng it tiiere.

"That is xny aliair." se smid. but bervokce MiSs not quite under control, and
lier eyes rio longer met bis with their
daring challenge.

"Yon are not going to pretend te me
that vour care for him?" Muller's voie
dropped lut» caresaing aecents, bis band
preseed tiie band that lay beneath il,
eyou won't try to mace me~ beiev. yeu
ares in love wltb that boy."

HIETIIER because of the pressure of
Vhis band, or because of the sudden

tendernesa in his voie, Grae could lier-
self mearoely have told, but samethlng
impelled ber 'ta look traight into his
face, and a slow smii. crept round ber
mouth, as se. met bis signifieant glane.

"I-don't thlnk I believe in being in
love," eh. gald, "hearts are doubtful
blessingé."

"But about a titie and a big place in
the country there can b.e no doubt what-
ever? No, 1 agre. wlth you," sud JLul-
1er, having utter.d bis insolent remarke
leant baclc in bis chair again, -and eyed
ber flusbed face witb a semile more moek-
ing titan before.

"Youi are not the kind of woman te
b. satisfi.d with the 'worsbipful ador-
ation of a boy," Muller went on, before
se could speak, "you need a mnan who
is your master, as well as your slave."

"Do IV T" e. exclalmed fiercely, rialng
te bier feet, and looking dovu at him
with exactly the. gesture of indignant

pride which he had meant to draw forth,
"do IV'" A man who is my master, in-
deed?, I should like te find the matn
who could master me."

"You would not have a very pro-
longed searche, Muller dragged himself
up f romr bis chair with a well-feign.ed
semrblance of indifference, verging on
boredom, "I want yen, aud I mes» ta
bave what I want, and the sooner you
put an endi te the farce of your engage-
mient to Sir Giles, the better."

In a lightning flash memory brought;
back te bier the chivaîrous courtiuema
of Giles' wooing, but somiething in the
utter brutslity of the big, dark man wbu
towered over hier, made an appeal te the
iugrained eoarseness that underlay bier
delicate beauty. And tbougb she drew
aiway f rom Muller, sud laugbed seorn-
fully, a thrill rau sloug ber pulses.

"The wedding day ls fixed, the trous-
seau ordered, yenu are 'talking nonsense,"
shie said.

"You cari ante-date your wedding,
your trousseau will do as well for one
bridegroom. as for another," h. ansered
quickly. "Goon buying it, I have no
objection te that. Fool Sir Giles te the
top of your bent. The more you food
him, the better pleased I shaîl be,"-a
savage note made itself audible in bis

voe-Iowe him a grudge. If I eau
psy part of it tbrough you, so mnucl the.
better.»

"Wbat is the grudge T"
"Neyer mind just now. ,Ahl you need

remember is that I want Giles Tredman
ta taste a bandful of duet and ashes:
if yours le the baud that gives them, so
ieh the. better."

"But-"j se began, wben b.e inter-
rupted lier sbsrply.

"jISTEN te me," he said, seiziug bier
- bands in a grasp that burt, sud

compelling bier te meet bis gaze, -I
know you tbrough and through. I amn
not a chivalrous sas like yaur prospect.
ive bridegroomn. I baye no delusiens
about women cfi your type. There are
good women in the world, yss! I amn
ready te admit it, but yen don't happen
te bie one of them. But yeu do happen
ta suit me, snd thaugh I ar n ft golng
te f ail down at your feet and tell you
yon are an angel, I eau gîve yau the.
sort of 11f. you will like."

"But-" eh. began again, tryiug toi
wrench ber bande from, hie, only to b.
gripped y et more firmly in hie iron
grasp, wbilst h.e went on speaking as
tbough bier voie bad not reached his
ea.rs.

"You are marrying this Tredman b.
cause b. is ricb, becaus. yeu wsut te, h.
my lady, because you thînk you wiil get
a piesasant rime in the social scsIe. If
you do as I 'wish, yeu will b. a million
tintes riehq tban you dreaxu, and you
will lie able te caîl yourself-prineess!
Will that appeal te your ambitionT"

"I don't understand,» 1 e maid, "you
are Herr Muller, how-"1

"lt suite me to pass bier. as Rerr
Muller. My own naine and titi, are
sometblng quite different. My wîfe wll
cali berseif priness; I arn ricb now,
and if everything works iteeli out -s I
mean that it sbail, my wealth will b. iu-
cressed by-well, by a very large
amoant. And"-h. paused, bis, bande
loosed ber bande, and laid themselves
beavily on ber shoulders, "and you are
thie womau I wsnt for my wife.»

"Yeu tae. teo mueli for grsnted,» @be
eaid iudignantlyý, tryiug iu vain ta draw
away from his elaep. "I amn bound to
satber man. How dar. you-el

«'How dare I1?" h. laugbed, a low,
masterful Iaugb. "How dare 1 do thi-
snd thie?" Hie stooped andi kiesed ber
paeeienat.ly. "Haw dare I? Besuse
I sum your master, my fair lady, and
you knaw iii, aud-you 11k. it.Y And


