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THE MAN OF IRON 807
at the diggmg. rf the IriendB he was on the way to look up

l^T*^^^."^ Bamekow's Hu«m«» who are quarter^ma deserted chateau. They gave me some sandwioheB andWW, and then I went on by my»elf to the Villa Laon, where
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**'•••• ^™ '^^ °°*' tlien- live there now »
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Said P. C. Breagh, geiwd with a diudder that knocked hisknee, together, and speaking in a few voice-

M,^ i^°^ ^^^ Excellency to spare her your ironyMadame de Bayard is dead !"
^'

" So ! . .
."m MinistOT'g ejaculation was foUowed by the order-Now the details ! . . . Has she died natunUlv or' braooident—or by a murderer's hand ?"

-st^^n!^''!: '""f?* '^ '"*°'' appiehenrively:
She was luUed by a sheU. There was a bombardment

from Mont Valdrien. .. . It broke out at about a qua,^
past two this moming-just as I reached the Villa
Iffton. . . .

"M
1 now I understand how you got that love-token <»your forehead," said the Minister

Brea^ nodded and wiped his wet forehe«l with a bfood-stamed handkerchief, and shuddered and went on
"Nobody had gone to bed when I got to the villa. Thebhnds of what I could see was a dining-room were up,and the ourtams all drawn back. ... The room w«, brfl!

liantly lighted, lots of mirrors and crystal giiandolee Itwas like a scene on the stage, looking at it from the snowy^ea. Shin deep in snow, because the paths had not b.^
cleared. ... You could not tell where the rmtia were in


