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THE MAN OF IRON •la
•tooped Mid gBthca«d one or two of the f»liitly-fi»«nuit
bloewm. Md • le.1 of fera Md . qwig of ivy. Ai d>e
•Upped them into the inner pooket of her JMket, the Ch»n-
oellor spoke:

" MademoiMUe, I h«Te to thank yon lor my life
Now iMt night " He sqnu^ly confronted her, hi.
powerful eyei kwking down upon the Uttle figure eo fraU
•nd .lender; "Now, Uet night," he repeated, "b»d you
reiJly beUered th«t my death meant the Miration of your
country

. . WeU I . . . Did you not hold me in the
holk>w of your hand t"

She met hi. rtem regard with a kwk that wa. dear a.
oryrtal. She said in her aUvvr tone*:

"It to true, Honwigneur! Our Lord granted me my
wtoh. You K) great, wrtrong,*) powerful, were helples. as
an mliant I had only not to put out my flnget^-and you
w«re a dead man ! The power of Life and Death wa. mine
yet I oould not let you pertoh, for Almighty Qod would
not permit it.

. . . He willed that you should not die
CruA France or ^lare her. you will not he carrying out the
WMhe. of Count Mnnarok. You will do what God permits
yon to do—no more and no lens ! But when you are mort
rtrong and mort powerful . . . when you play with Kinm
and Emperor, like pawne-^hen I aak you to remember
Juliette Bayard I"

She quivered in every limb, but she went on rewlutely:
You arp not a good man, Monreigneur ! . . . Hard

rabtle, arrogant, cruel and unscrupulous, God made yon to'
be the Pate of France. One day she will lift up her face
from the mire into which you have trodden it, and the star
wiU be bummg unquenched upon her forehead. We may
both be dead before that day dawn.. But rest anured
that when next your armies cross the Rhine they will notgam an ea,y victory | . . . We shall be prepared and
ready, Mon^igneur, when the Germans come again I"


