
_jfN#« ai^K^-i. .t^-'i'ii.^

W4 THE BIAN OF IRON
He looked .t her and liatened to her in silence, peihap,in wonder She «»med the Spirit of France mj^^^

pale reed .haken by prophetic wind, from Heaven
It may be so," he said to her gravely. " And i.o«r

" Take it, Moneeigneur !" she bade him
^^e^held it in hi« an instant, saying in his clear^ut

„™™ "^1^r *^.*° ^^^ "^'^ I '"'y *^* I wish that

Z^ '^r'"^ ^*^ " «>»"8ht» like you ! . . " He

member you *hen lam served with them. . . . And for
last night ^ain thank you !.. . Farewell and all hapSness attend you. Mademoiselle !" ^^

His he»Y footsteps crunched the snow. He was goneand she had almost caUed after him-
^^Monseignenr, I do not hate you so much «i I have

J^ on'^r^ 1 *•T °* J»'"»'y 'ighteen Fr«.chguns on Fort Montrouge had been keeping up a bride

^^rn"* ^ ^r^ investing-worr uJi^,

rf
^ '^'7S«f™<» Paris-with a simultaneous uprushof fierce white flame from the mutzle, of seventy rianthow.t«r,, with the detonation of driving-charges, and^^piercmg screams and deafening crashes^tteXt on h^

ttrt T^ r"""-"" °' ^PP'" ^^o «<«e-projectile.,
thetombardment of the doomed Queen Citfof Gtie. hid

A few moments before, as Juliette de Bayard and herW landed upon the steamer-pier at Do^aTag^
French lady, who had stopped Count Bismarck on the iSp-
of the Prefecture of Versailles, had imploringly sakl to hiT


