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PREFACE

J^y had famed,ruospkndidbloom. I drew ^eath.forJta.k approached its eruling, and looked up from ZylZZ

ien^orme web of Diplomacy Had veiUd tUm fromJL
«w«m, o cZoW ,„ (A« shape of a man's clenched Hat in agauntleted glove of mail.

''^rKnea Jiat m a

tooIlSl' r*'"'!;'^
"^ ^""^ "^ "^ "^^ ^-^0 that

riTn /r**""*
"''^-tf^^ing of big Naval gun. atZ ,f"t"^'

"^"^ ''^"'^ the grim shapjof Super 2)7eJnoughts, Dreadno^.„H,s, pre-Dreadnonghl aL SJ-crl^rs

«Ae *<«,«,„, escyrted by a flotilla of destriers and ascZZsui^r^nes. Night feU. and sea, land !nd sTya^^tl

J^Ucr^M :'"", ""^ '^'"^ '» ^''"»>«''2' Code.

t^^^H T '^*? ""'"* "^ "^ ^*«'"«' --' havebeen roused by outbursts offull-throated British cheerim, and

;««» <Ae i'^.A.p commanding the Southern Fleet. No
Tii
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sound reached im atltore btU the hush of the waves, the uihisper

of the night-teind, md the plaintive ululatum of the rmnuing

ovaU on MuUersmoor. Yet, what we saw that nigJU uxu the

auxilcening of OreM Britain to the knowledge that her greatness

is not past and gone.

Since then, the menacing cloud in the east has assumed

solidity. The mailid fist has fallen, imprirUing Ruin on the

soil of a neutfd country, demolishing the matchless heirlooms

of Art and the priceless treasures of Literature, bringing down

in greyfragments the glories of Gothic architecture, everywhere

destroying the Temple of Ood and shattering the House of

Life. In its ruthless grasp, the chastity of matrons and the

innocence of virgins are immolated, the white hairs of Age are

not spared, the transfixed babe is brandished on the bayonet.

The galleries and capinets of noble and burgher, the treasure-

hotises of a nation, are plundered to satiate its rapacious,

monstrous greed.

We have lived to see the War of Nations. We are in it,

fighting as our Allies of Belgium, France, and Russia are

fighting ; for racial name, national existence, social inde-

pendence, and freedom of bodies ard souls. And this being

so, I see no cause to blot a line that J have umtten. For the

Oermany of 1870 tons not the Germany of 1915.

The New Spirit of Teutonism had not shown its cloven hoof,

or unfolded its bat-wings in those dead days I have tried to

vivify. The Franco-Prussian War of 1870 ukm waged sternly

and mercilessly, biU not in defiance of the Rules that govern

the Great Game. Treaties were held as something more sacred

than scraps of paper. Blood was lavishly poured out, gold

relentlessly wrung from the coffers of a State vanquished and

impoverished. Things were done—as in the instances of

Bazeittes and Chdteaudun—that made the world shudder, but

not with the sickness of mortal loathing. The plan of the
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taaieian. the art of the etrategiet, were not mingled with the
obscene malice of the ape. and the destructive frenzy of thema«KK. Kings and nobles made War like noblemen and
Htngs.

Yet that great Minister whose prodigious labours reared up
stone bj, stone, the German Empire, was. unless biographers
have l,ed haunted and obsessed in his declining days by
remorse of conscience and terrors of tU soul. " But for me '•

he,s reportedtoh^vesaid. " three great wars would not have
been made, nor would 800,000 of my fellow-men have diedby violence. Kow, for all that I have to answer before
Almighty God ! . .

.' Could the relentless exponent of the
fierce gospel of Blood and Iron have foreseen the imminent
approacMng disintegration of his colossal life-work, under
the frenzied hands of the modem Auila.-might he have 'nown
what Dead Sea fruit of ashes and bitterness his fatal creed
grafted upon the oak of Germany, was doomed to bringforth-
he would have drunk ere death of the crimson lees of the Cup
ofJudgrnent .-he would have seen in the inhuman shape ofAm ternbU pupil, the grotesque, distorted image of Himself
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The ensuing ttory doe* not pretend to be a volume

of reference for the student of European History,

or a biographical record of the actual sayings

and doings of women noble and ignoble, and
men eminent or infamous; but is to be read

merely as a work of fiction, founded upon the

rock of indisputable fact.
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or olimbing on » chair Jl"3f^. *" "'^^^ "''"'"•

one brief halfWs conceit^S aM'brtetrmore knowledge of Life Death .^ Tu
."""'"o *»ble,

than wouldTerwisTL^Smeti' ""'"' °' ^^'"'"'y'

half a dozen more veaiT
to him m the course of

AmateJ^ JZoTti^^T '^^ * «»«<i»bout jacket",

little different To^Ld^TifT^''^'' ^'"'''^ '^

least which way vouX^ t
^"^ ""* '"''**«' >" t^e

theywer^yeZi / r.^°" '^^"^ ^*° them,

hi« ju^" hytS^tZTu"^^!^ ^"•''"'^ ^y^- Alan

th^ and^t^eSrrrLTer"'^,^''"''""!
stared with aU her might

^"^^'^ *°^

pleted,^7ScSd h.^

that the breeches were not com-

ohaU^-marksfTd^i^^^J^ Se^ "'

^T"-re vain, their -treaties ^fdZfeo^Z"!'
1
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attempt to remove the o»u»e of contention by force resulted

in Nurse's being butted, though not hard 1 and Miss Josey

kicked with viciousness. In the confusion that ensued, the

Kibei effected an escape from the scene of combat. And

the door of the sitting-room being open, Carolan trotted

across the Government cocoa-nut matting of the landing

with the intention of confessing his own misdeeds, since

Miss Josey was quite certain to report him at headqiiarters,

had not this often-tested method of blunting the edge of

retributory justice failed, through his own fault.

For upon entering the large, shabbily furnished room,

situated on the second floor of a gaunt, gray stone building

known as Block D, Married OtBoers' Quarters—the room

that served Captain Breagh and his second wife as sitting-

room, dining-room, smoking-room and boudoir— Carolan

became aware that his stepmother, quite unconscious of

his intrusion, was dusting the china vases on the mantel-

shelf; and was instantly possessed by the conviotuin that

it would be huge fun to hide under the large round table

that occupied the middle of the worn Diussels carpet, and

bounce out upon the poor lady when she turned, making

her say " Owh !"

So the boy noiselessly dived under the deep, hanging,

silk-fringed border of the Indian shawl that covered the

circular Pembroke table, upon which were ranged, about a

central basket of wax fruit and flowers, gilt frames with

spotty daguerrotypes, albums of scraps. Books of Beauty

containing the loveliest specimens of Early Victorian female

aristocracy, and Garlands of Poetry reeking with the senti-

mental effusions of Eliza Cook and L. E. L., interspersed

with certain card-cases and paper-knives of Indian carved

ivory and sandal-wood, and other trifles of brass and

filigree-ware.

The big, shabbily furnished second-floor room had three

windows looking out upon the gravelled expanse of the
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ttWded patch of sacred green turf, enoloied by po>t« andoJuun., that graced the front of the pillared, Ld^S
JIJ

porticoed building that hou»d the'office^'C"Swhen the regiment got the route for another garrison townne«ly everything the room oontained-fro*™S

'

broke centre-table and chintt-coverod «,fa, Z the »ort

eather^vered armchair in which he «tt, and the BencS

Xe'^^'^tr"°"'' •" P-'^ed.Jwith ieSof the Duke of Wellington at the Battle of Vimie« ^
caws, with the before-mentioned chimney-glass curtains

number of other things; and then after a p^^orumbhng confu^on thero would be a new sitZ^,"

i fS °" '"°*''" bar^ck-square, other bedrS^d
B. fresh nur8eiy,-and Carolan would forget the old on.»

meTtT^T^r'^ ''*''• ^•-tterTfact.ieZ^m^t had been shifted four time. «nce its iWumWfadi», when Carolan was little more than a babv TndMonica and Alan and Baba were nowhere at ^ "

'

Now either Mrs. Breagh occupied an unconscionable

Si T't
**"* -«-"-> "»k^ up the fire fortr

m the East was susceptible to chill; or Carolan, v^th themental mstability shared by the child and the sav^Tl^tmterest m his new project and abandoned it. T^
eT^.^T^.^ "^ ^^-Vl^ when Miss Joly

exaggerations and one malicious falsehood, and witness^he exhibit on of a bulgy ankle in a badl^-garteiSS
SthfJ^ ^-nounting an elastic-sM^cI^ ^tWhen the governess withdrew, consoled by Mrs Bre*^'.sympathy. Nurse Povah was summoned from tht^t
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•We of the UndJng by • tinUe of the luuid-b«U, aod bore
tout witneai on the onlprit'i tide.

" Did ye Me her leg, I'd nuJu w bould m wk, or dk.
ye take her worrud for ut f And—ev there wm anythin'
to .how bmrin' a flaybite, it nt natheral a boy wud pairnt
wid hia furr»t breeches widont a kick ? Sure, they're the
apple av hit eye. and the joy av hit harrut I And her—
wid her talk av bendin' hit wiU and breakin' hit temper I

it ut like ye wud lay a Bnger on the Captain't eldett ton,
to plaie the like* of her ?"

" The Captain hat laid himielf—over and over—that a
tound thrathing would be a capital thing for Carry," Mrt.
Breagh returned.

" He praiohee—ay, bedad !—but doet he ever praotuit T"
demanded Nurse, tmoothing her apron with out, matronly
handt, and -getting very red in the cheeks. "Niver fear
but he'd be too wite to bring a curse upon hiniaelf byill-
thrating a motherkse child I"

" Mothtrlaa /" What did the word mean T Carolan won-
dered, recalling how Nurse would describe somo particularly
down-hearted person as being at long in the jaw at a mother-
less calt. And now Mrs. Breagh was saying, in the kind of
voice some good people use for the purpose of Scriptural
quotation, and which it not in tho least like their aooento
of every day . . .

"Solomon said, 'Ho that spareth tho rod'—hot yon
CathoUos junet seem to read the Bible. And I always
treat Carolan as if ho were my own child-and you know
I do I 'Ssh: Hero comes the Captain—and I think I
hear Baba crying. . .

."

And Nurse, with the honours of war, retired to the
nursery on the other side of the landing, as Captain Breagh's
hasty footsteps and the jingle of his scabbard were heard
on the stone stair. A minuto Uter he entered the room.
But during the minute's interval Carolan had had timo to
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h»ndi fe t lo like hanH. ^ '"" ™ »»• "^Mon why her

^.^ whyw iST-i:::? t^'™"'*
*'"^ *"-'>«»

n.onu„g_w^ . tS;- hrS:wt:fr^'-^,-8ht.nd
'rithout. He knew-L„H ''""'f^f""*'

»«>«»« have gone

And then^^ S^"' """t" *»>• bn.wn retriever,

pit of hi. i„f«ntLT^ tSt",!""^'* '^ «"-

ooverie.. He had diZ^eL^tT J°u^ ' ^^ °* ^
'WJ. real n,other I STS^St*/ "°°* " ^" ««" '^
•ndAlan'. and BabI'. nl?^ ^. "° °"* *" •* M»ni<»'«

A «,b ««. inS^^.L'tr.'^'«''''^ter.U ,

«««t«d water. bT^^ ,1.^*' ''^ "y^" '«««*<'

ownenearer. The d«,r„~1^7 bampling and clanking

ile coT^nly ,L'^°r:f-±',*''«'"-«inthe^
bottom, of t^^.Si^LK"«^° •^oto. «>d the

"trapped over them bS t^l L^"^^ *'"'' '^"
the boou the^Zj^J;tLt:^^f\^'-
ooat with the Roval bli,« w ^ ' ''^^t briok-red

war-medals, the cSu^n '^Tj !f
^'"^ """^ ^J""

oout^ment^topp^^lTt^^^ *^\"»»:» "'''""J «=-

whoBc wealth Tje^bT^k^ 'r ; °r'''
'^'^ *^« ''•««'

•iresser'g window in oomhin.tu fu ,
™'"°°*ble hair-

%bt blue eyes k^dZeC^rr'' ^«"-' ^-*"-. '

deteriorated by Mess Jrf^l,T^ °"' "* y«* «"'=elyoy Mew port, wh»ky punch, and late hours
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THE MAN OF IRON
Captain Breagh kissed Mrs. Breagh with a hearty smack

that made Carolan start in his hiding-place, and said the
wind was enough to cut you in two, and that the fire
looked tempting, as he laid down his pipeclayed gloves
and dreas-sohako with the gilt grenade and white ball-iaft
on the aged and dilapidated sideboard, and permitted his
lady to relieve him of his sword. Then he rubbed his hands
and thrust them to the blaze enjoyingly, and threw him-
self into the creaking leathern arm-chair. This, it sud-
denly occurred to Carolan, would be a favourable moment
for emerging from concealment. He had got on all-fours,
ready to appear in the character of a bear or tiger, wheii
Mrs. Breagh stopped him by b^inning to tell tales. The
child was beyond control, she declared—there was no end
to his naughtiness. For the sake of his immortal soul,
something would have to be done. ...

" What's he been doing ? For my own part—I wouldn't
give a brass farthing for a pup that wouldn't bite, or a
boy that wouldn't show fight when he was put to it

!"

The arm-chair creaked suggestively as the Captain stretched
out his legs, and the fireligl i danced in the polish of his
boots, hardly dimmed by the dry gravel of the parade-
ground. " And it's in the blood, that high spirit. Don't
suppose I'm bragging that the Breaghs are any great
shakes in the way of family !—though the name's a« decent
a one as you'U meet in a long day's march. But Carolan's
a Fermeroy on the mother's side—and they're a hot-
headed, high-handed breed," the Captain added, taking
the newspaper from the Pembroke table, "and have been
ever since the year One—if you take the trouble to look
'em up in Irish History. Not that I've ever read any,
but my poor Milly used to say "

His wife's eyes snapped with irrepressible jealousy at
the reference to her predecessor. " And everything that
came from her you took for Gospel, I suppose ?"
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crackling sheets '^'.T *^^^ dipped into the
• «nd I've don^ itl LTv ^v ?'''" ^""'^ *° ^P^'k,
dut, h, the ohiid-ietli^^: X!!l;.- '^°^ -°-

^^''drr^.?^C^^HTr.t%^« ^^^^'' -^
won't have poor mil^f^L ^ "T-* ^ ^^^ y°" ^

«ions! SHe's^dead'?ir,:ttS,'^"' ''"- ^^--

-e ;j:t:- oHhit^a-tr'

^- ^-^^ «- -*«'-

^ ™ willing, Alexander, I'm sure I w„+ ii .u-
Sidered, I must say I think i^. I .

* *" **"°8« '=°'»-

»d left you a widower r^
P'*^ '''" ^y^^P died

-n^rhTvelti?;:; s"^^
^°- r ^' '-

able, and not her ^yZlr'Zl^tr ''°"°"-

sprawhng on the heartimii^ »nH u
newspaper

down his pipe and "w%2Ct"e""" "''""'^
mantelshelf, proceeded t^ ^n .J "® *'°"'«'' °f the

-haun.. and when^^wtfe H L S'
^«"-browned meer-

him as an olive bLch hlM^^ t
'P'" '^^'^ •'^^ '* *«

wi^t did the^,5S'ttrp'uue? :r r''*
-^-

amber mouthpiece and stared fnL ^u t ** ^^''^d
the lire, commLng with ttfothe^s ff^h'S d^.'^"^every man ?

that dwells within

n.

of Infantiy, winning h^pl of ^"''t ^^ ^^«^«<">'
and Hardinge and Gilbert on,h T^"^ ""''"^ «°"gt
where standi FeroJ^X ^^ "'""^ '^^'''^ *^« S"««j.
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" For I don't pretend to be a hero or anything of that
sort, but I've never shirked my share of fighting," stud the
silent voice within him, and the Captain exhaled a spirt of
smoke and mumbled: "I believe you!" And the other
Breagh went on

:

" Fair play and no favour won us our honours, mind •

you I though the chance didn't come imtil later on. True,
we helped Sir Harry Smith to pound the Sikhs at Feroz-
shahr and at Aliwal, when the cavalry of his Bight had
driven the Khalsas back across the Bed Foid. Waiting
for the elephants with the heavy siege-guns and the am-
munition, and stores, to come up from Delhi, took a hell
of a time. Seven long weeks of broiling by day and
freezing o' nights, while Tij Sinh and his thirty-five thou-
sand Khalsas entrenched themselves, mounted their heavy
artillery—made their bridge of boats, and encamped their
cavalry up the river. But the day came—our day !—
and I don't forget that foggy tenth of February while I'm
breathing."

Captain Breagh sucked at his pipe and reflectively pulled
a whisker. And the silent voice went on

:

" We were with the Left Division under General Dick,
and led the assault, while GUbert and Smith feigned t<i

attack on the enemy's left and centre. And in that charge,
—when the General got his death-wound from a swivel-
ball,—I was the second red ..at to cross the ditch, and
scramble over the big mi^J rampart, and sabre a Sikh
gunner with his linstock in his hand ! . .

."

Mrs. Breagh, chagrined at remaining so long the object
of her husband's inattention, picked up his fallen news-
paper and almost timidly laid it on his knee. And the
child under the table kept as quiet as a mouse, almost

" Thank ye, my dear !" said the Captain, while the other
Breagh went on:

" And when the Treaty was signed and the rumpus all
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thTl^JZ t'"'
*!!^*

^-^'^^ Dalhoa«e'8 bungling broughtthe hometo about our eaiB again !-we nfarohed fiLl*hore to Calcutta with Great Britain's victorious ann^barr-ng the force we'd left with Lawrence at Mian Mir "
i silence continuing, Mrs. Breagh drew her work

toeless and heel-less stoclongs. As she did this she sighedThe^C^ptam smoked thoughtfully. And th, inwarltlce

Smitfl^.r™^!"^""*'^ "^^ "^^ "de with Sir Harry

fhTt camf «' Advanc^-and between the Cavalry Brig^that came after 'em-for Sir Harry swore he'd be dariedbut smce we'd seen the hottest of the fighting, wesS
ZT"^ "'J^'^awn by the Govemm^telepha^^wo hundred and fifty Sikh guns we'd taken at So£n
The Captain's eyes were fixed on the fire. He smokedm quick, short puffs.

smoKea

a brt!^^ """T^'
^""^ "°^^ *^'>^ heads off, anda bit o oot m most men's knapsacks. Glory for the deadand pra»e and promotion forTe UvinglwdT it^'worthwhile-just then !-to be a B^l^h SeH Z

i S^rr^"^ ^"'* """"«'' *° "^^ intei^ting andtta Special Mention in Despatch««_and the i^wS
Hoie ib^ Lh iS Td^^i^".''*

«--"--*
,

"^''"' ^'**o- And whether it was Fata—n,.that way she had of looking up under her e^J^^d
over tne top of her fan, I've never been quite clear Rnt

Z Hof M-fr" '"Z""^
"*~'^"='^ LieutenlXh S

«!n , ^' °*^ ^he was as mad for me '"
Still silence reigned in the room, only broken by the
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^m«,cirofw2^t^!f! ^' """^ ^^ l^ket of little

the man within her husZ.dZZVf'' "^""f'
''"* «

within the woman U^ikT^^^^ '"^ •"•">' ''^'' "'""-n

toiitTmou fo7rtw,i^*;"f'*''/r "'^^'^ *» »* »<>

3tan^ ^««^ wtrherl^;:S'-;tL^-'^ ""SI took It home to quarters-and V^Tl TT ^^
away with her lotfL^TlZt ototCl''°^'

'*"^"'

unifonn-case. . . Fannv hJ!-* *,
^^"^ m e, tia

.. j<anny hasn t an idea of that 1"m smoke-pufe came more slowly and tCl Aneedle now worked busUv ThTlZ- t
^ daming-

was drilling a sauad „7 Zl v
** °' * "^'«««'* who

the ParaT ^ """"*^ """"^ ^ «^ barks from

" The PermeroyB were great folks r^ i , r
Augustus Permerov—Millvl i

' " " ^°'°°^' ^"^
Cavahy sweHn thf /

""<''°' ^»« "^ tremendous Light

-"dwtrattwo'irStt^? '*^*- °^
between his brr er'« ™u T T^' °* *" «°gagement

man Justice, he ov^hra^M'"""'!*"-^*" "^^ '^' °M
of a mai«hi;g reSnt ofT f

.""" 2~*"'* " Lieutenant

couldn't live wSl:^h„2r "^ "^ ^" "'^'^ ^
-firat at a Protestant J '~-? '^^''^ "^^'^ ««"etJya i-rotestant Mission Church, and then by a

i
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S'renoh Franciscan padre—and A* j u

told a white lie or tJTT)!. °^'''~*"'* " ^ *'»*''

fair in love I-and we wel .J i t
^°*- ^"* ""'»

Buppose I was a^wTh LT *'"''' ^'*'' " ^«»«eance. 1

he^^pleTuL!!-" ***«" *° <'<««Milly into deceiving

«« it fell acwes her f^ '^*'°''- *^- «"»gt feezed

ne:.\?J.retred^'°'%l^ ?7r ^'««'' -•*«
we enlightened 'em by sUo.un!Z Joot T^e ^"".'r"of my war-cheet wasn't over and awTfl

^\^.'»°*«°'>
got a month's leave for th« M * i ? Aounshing, but I

rupee funnshed'^JowlfSh ^7^ * *"-*y-
-befor* the hue and ^ tl^^^ZT^r T' """^"S
got a chit from Miily byW^r^r ^' ^^ '^"S"'*"^

»«Pposing m^ to have bJn ™^/^ ""^ ***" '''^"»«''

Ihe pipe was nearly smoked out but th« n.^ j-.not appear aware of that ^P**™ *<1

oJhe'Sr.
'".^'^' ""' '*^°~ *»-« -onths we« over

Cla«h
! Mrs. Breagh had let her scissors fall H„ Kband m^e a long arm. picked them up^^^-grth::

Bu^S^entrsuSrtL"'' "^^ ^'^^^'^ ^^^^-l^-

.owawfunywell. Oorh^i^ ^LSirnS
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i

Qo conceivable oiroumstances would they ever admit
within their doow an offioer who had acted go dishononr-
aWy, but they'd receive Milly whenever she liked to come
Nor would they—though her uncle was her guardian and
truste^eprive her of her fortune-seven thousand
pounds m E^t India Stock, Home Rails, and Gov«nm,ent

TT um. u*"-
^"* *^''y ""^ •* "P *'«''* *or the benefit

of the child that was coming, and others that might come-m what they called a Post-Matrimonial Settlement, and
I was^reeable; though, mind you !-I had the law on my
ride If Id chosen to make a fuss. And I was too much in
love to bother over money-or to care a cowrie aboutbemg cut oy the Fermeroys' friends."
Nothing but gray ashes remained in the pipe-bowl
" I don't know whether it wasn't to get me out of theway that the regiment was ordered to Sikandarabad.

There d been a Sepoy rising at Haidarabad, six miles north
of the Subsidiary Force's cantonments-and as the bie
Mussulman city was swarming with aU the blackguards

*u n ff
'° "'^ I^kk»n-^nd bazar-j;,^ hadTt that

another Rohilla riot was threatening-Ours got the route

1 ^Lk-"^
MJly-<3od bless her I wouldn't hear of being

left behmd. And we steamed down coast to Masulipatam
and marched the two hundred miles; and though it wa^
early m January, the roads were confoundedly squashy and
the heat was like a vapour-bath-there being no winier to
speak of m the South."

" He's in a regular brown study," said her unseen gossipand confidante to the Captain's second wife. " Perhane

J^^°\t' ^° '^'""^8 ''*'" °' •»«'« been losing It

7t J^" T"r ""* °^ 'P^*«' '"°"«y'« ««"«'auy
at the bottom of it

! Better get him to tell what's thematter by-and-by—^not now !"

"And the long road ran like a brown snake between
mangrove-swamps auJ paddy-fields, where it wasn't coffee-
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pJMitation, and cotton-gronnd. And there were black-buck and partndge for the shooting when you could getW ^ a/^K "°!"TL!'"'

'*'""' ""'' "^P« -ten wew«ehung up at the nver-fords waiting for the elephanta thatWOTe to take over the baggage and guns."
The shouts of the drill-sergeant came more faintly from

v!f^t*^'°""'^-
"^^ ^P*»« '^°'«<J to doze aTh"sucked at the empty pipe, but Memory's voice went on

:

carri2''„rT''.f"'*
"^^^ °^ *'"'' ""^ "^^ fll« were

3eld h
*t''„'«'88'«^w»88ons, and the officers' wives

faavelled by buUock-to^va or palH^k. under an escort of

Knt d T °' *'' ^"^''""'y ^°^- *»•« Brigadierh^sent down from cantomnents. Milly laughed at theiro^covered wickerwork chimney-pot hals and Httlo

ninlTl T^' ""'^ ^^^ umnentionables and bare san-

trft^
«»*'t«y-"l'ln't keep the beggars of bea^.from tummg out of the road and taking short-cuts through

^le-paths. Then they'd dump the palkis down in the

ttieir hubble-bubbles or chew betel And Millv'sWackguards had gone out of sight behind some treeTa^d

?nd r '^.^'^^ herself alone and unprotected.And she tned to bo calm and plucky, thinking of-whatshe and me were looking for. ... But sometUng trottedout of a cane-brake and snuffed at the paJfo'-curtain^-and
she went off m a dead faint and small blame to her I Forth«r« were the prints of a full-grown tiger's pugs in the^t ground round tho palanquin-and the JJe whereh« hmd-claws had torn up tho grass when he bomx<S^

The forgotten pipe was upsido down in the smoker'smouth now. A pmch of ashes had fallen upon the breastof the unhooked scarlet coat.

Htil/«V^T "P ^ """^^ *''°'° coolie-brutes eat plenty
stack. But MUly-poor giri ! had got her death-blow And
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fl^y the Last Saoramente-baptised the boy for miil

to-day—and hem T S .

™- *«'' 't » 8« years ago

other aa chalk'« diffe e„ fromT^Lt/ *" "^' ^^^

have called her a vulgar ZTTTS. ^J!
^^^^^ '"'^

And vet—MilW „^„
^ ^ ^"'^ "he would

!

keeper. I've been Lif r
^*°"y « * "" honse-

thaTi eJrwTrLT rs''r r'^''"!f
^-

man! ..." oeiore. Xee, Im a happy

ofL heart. * °'* "°"''* °°* ^""^ «"«"™ t^e crying

wean whitas'^l.tg^'Suft"t>r '.

'""""''^'^

with his wedding-ring iMn^"^ ^ "^""^"^ «*°«'^"g«

had ite valuei:^ iZ/^/eeij;,^'' '"' *'^?™u" ue ceased to company with the
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gloomy, warmed:
<Je«d. His regard, at first chill and
good-humoured smilo curled his fnU red lips again.

15

his

Why, how you look, love I" said Mrs. Breagh, and shero« »nd came to his side. Then she sat on his knee and
maoothed his hair from his forehead. And the Captain
retumod her kiss, and told himself that true wisdom lavm makmg tI,o best of one's luck generally, and being
grateful for whatever good the gods chose to grant.

No use coding over spilt milk 1 . . . Beg pardon, my
aear I—but what were you asking me ?"

" I was asking-supposing Carolan had never been bom-or had died-whether you would have come into hismotner s monev ?"

"Would Ihavo inherited Milly's seven thousand
pounds? Notahalfpemiyofit,mydearl In the event
of her decease without issue it would have gone back to
her familv. And even during Milly's lifetime she only had
the half-yearly interest. Couldn't sell out stock, or raise
a lump sum for-ahem I-for the benefit of any personshed a mmd to help. And husband and wife are one
nesh, so the Bible tells you !"

"The poor thins that's gone ought to have had more
spirit than to let you be treated so !" said the second wifewho had possessed no fortmie beyond a hundred pounds
or «,, bestowed as dowry on his younger daughter by the
hard-worked apothecary of an EngUsh country town; andwas conscious that in marrying her the Captain had not
aspired to a union above his social rank.
"B^adJ my dear! I don't mind owning that Lord

Augustus hated me, from the top hair of my head to the
last peg m my boot-sole. And-when he died-and he
did go over to the majority not long after the Fermeroys
had sailed for England with Ix,rd Harding^whon he died
It didn t make a pin's difference, for under that settlement
I ve told you of, the co-trustee, a solicitor-Mr. Mustey of
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Vm^val's Inn, Holbom, London-took hi. «m u -j
been m«le partner in hi. burine^lT hiitj^'~ ''fu''

go to school aad oolli!«i__»n^ k ^!^ enough to

to st^^^^n, p.^^i^i;,""'^ r"« '^^ "^ '- hund„^

adi^STherrrf "^M h""'*?
'^°"' ^''y''* hatched,"

With wifely compliance Mre. Breach placed fh« »»,; i.
decanter and the Delhi olav.bottleT,.!,-^^

"''y"

her Alexander's elhT Yon a™ / •
°«7''**' "~'
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m.
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h.p darning into hTCS^^KM^' "''^^ '^o <»«'PPta8

h.d^:z,.y p^^z mists' 1^;l r""" ^"."^
Iain in ambiuh beneath thr, P i. t

'"°"'*' •"« '^'d

trait of tho Duke oTw«ir 5
"'''"'''' *''''«' '^''^ t^e por-

-anting the Royal EnT'IJJwInlr'^ir*-"^"-
prodigies of gallantrj- in coSi™iThe /i^fT^"

°'

-«t»ring with bolting blue evL Z, -^^^ '* ^"^'^
a ^eld-Marshal. M^the:^:^^C^^*^ '^"'

a Srsrif^'te^.r "- ^^-^^ -^ -•*'^

renting in a b^ ofT„Z^ ^T' \^"' ""

adom^Tih^Stc'eeXtt ZS^'"-", ^'°*''

wido apart upon the tiger-sto hJLZ r*^^' P'*"**^

thrust forward with th!^ "earthrug, and his stomach

newly.n.ade^p.^?st
"'^''' d-acteristic of the

"Why tho devil were yon hidine the™ ? m,
Turk, you ?" blustered ^e Captefn ' ^°" ^°"°8

toHl*;^^^"'" •^'^ ^- «-«•' -<ily. "never go

'•Farver Haygarty " Carolan began.

Papistical teachi^nf 7h
^'°*««*»°* K<»'ge rose at the
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her, contoinplating her with a new exprewion in a very
mund pair of oddly amber-flecked gray eyes. And being
a woalc, ill-balanced, underbred woman, and a mother into
the bargain, she truckled, aa such women will, <o the latent
potantialiUox vested in the stubborn wearer of the mifinished
suit of clothes.

"Not but what Father Haygarty is a good man and
much respected—and I dare say you're sorry for having
kicked poor Josey. So, since it's your birthday we won't
say any more about itr-and Nurse shoU pull out thow
basting-threads and sow on the brace-buttons when you'ro
in bed to-night

"

" There 1 you hear I Stop, you young rascal 1 Come
back and kiss your mother, and thank her, and run away
to Mrs. Povah!" bade the Cfcptain, for Carolan. driving a
pair of grubby fiste deep into the pockeU of the new
breeches, had swung contemptuously upon his heel, and
made for the door.

" She's not my muwer !" said the son, pausing in hi*
struggle with the door-handle to turn a flushed and frowning
face upon his sire. " She said so just now and so did yon I"

" Then ahut the door !" thundered the Captain, but it
had slammed before the words wer» fairly out. And
Carolan stamped across the landing whistling deflantly,
and burst into the nursery, where Baba—for the moment
Its sole occupant—was asleep in her bassinette, Alan and
Momca having gone out to walk with Miss Josey, and
Nurse being busy in the adjoining room.

Carolan's head was hot, and his heart felt big and
swoUen. He was a person of consequence, and at the
same time a thing of no account. Thus the pride that
flamed in his gray eyes was presently quenched by scald-
ing salt drops of resentful indignation. He was sorrowful,
elated, angry, and complacent, all at once, as he stood bv
Baba's crib.

•'
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He had never unUl now «u.pected Mr.. Bmgh wm notW» mother. He bad oallad k^^ " m.

"""»" '™» not

couU n»k V "^^"w M»mm» ever «ince he

thrrJ^ f ''"'•*'°" "^ "^^ '^'•" *« W» Mind •• to

When Ae h«l .eemed mort hateful in hi. eve., by rewor

•he couldn t keep a «oret if .he promi«xi you ever m andw« -Iway. telling Ule. of yon to Dada !_Qi^J^' t?;

Xw""r w'
'""^

^^ «°'"« '"^^™" -^oa ng ner that woman under hi. breath. The anpallmg «««, of crime, involved with the relief thiapLl

.v^Z2«T ^•^^8*''"»"»t»^toCaroIan. He^ the wn of another woman-and .he wa. dead in India

Only tb. d
, before, Corolan had found^ what tho

meant. He had given a .hiny «xpence that hadlL
hidden for week, at the bottom of thTpockrin^ oW

tr^Td'-^^ "'^^ ofdiTndiit; ct:dew^ And t had squatted on the foul floor of the little

pantmg, with nT<Sed feathers and open beak.

Fimierty had said that the bird would thrive on snails

Sj^H^td'"'"'""', 'r'
^"""'^ '* P'entyTf thi

^u^ .

'"''"'* *° '">8« fo' them through allthe Midlers' vegetable-allotments, and ransack thTpfLJg™«nd flower-beds. But all at once the tS^^h had fS^"over on its side, fluttering and stmggling-andlaS-ot
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had been so sorry for it that he had thrust his pudgy hand
into the cage, and taken the poor sufferer out with the
intention of nursing it in his pinafore for a little, and then
letting it go free, since it was so unhappy in captivity.
But when he had bidden it fly away it had had no

strength to do so. It had lain helpless in his hands, and
the strange quivering thrills that had passed through its

slender body had commi.-ucafed themselves to the child.
Something was taking place— somo change was coming.
Without previous knowledge he had been suro of that.
And the change had come, with the drawing of the thin

grey membrane from the comers next the beak, over the
round yellow-rimmed eyes. Then the upper and under-
lids had sealed themselves over the veiled eyeballs—tho
quick panting had changed to long gasps, the head had
roUed to one side helplessly—and with a long shuddering
convulsion the thing had taken place. The slender body
had stiffened in Carolan's hand, the glossy wings had closed
down tightly against its dappled sides, its scaly legs had
stretched out rigidly and not been drawn back again.
And a voice that seemed to speak inside Carolan had said
to him: " This is death !"

Now broke in upon his immature brain a flash of blind-
ing brilliancy. Milly, who had been his mother, was dead,
Uke the thrush. The snuffing Thing that had come out of
the jungle had frightened her, and sho had died under
canvas by the roadside. He shut his eyes, and saw her
lying, very palo and pretty and helpless, with ruffled
brown hair the exact colour of tho bird's feathers, and
beautiful brown eyes—why was he so certain that they
had been brown ?—all dim and filmy, and her slender
body and long graceful limbs now quivering and convulsed,
and now growing rigid and stiff. And a lump roso in his
throat, and a tear splashed on the front of tho brand-new
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the Mess House, andTS^le^""!T^ °' '"^ '-^-e

because, though Miss iosoy S Ls B^Sr V"' "'
would never caU "mamma "Xinl'tfr^''^"'"''^
practice-Father Haygarty saidUW

™'*' '* " ^"P"''
for the dead ^ ^ *'^* <»ie ""gtt to pray
Surely one ought to nrav fn, *i,

would understanl it w^to I .' T °^ ^'^^ She
never done it before T^ ^°^

'
^^ »«« had

h^'t l^ownl^pl, SoTSynr".':,' ^°^"
been there with his new tin ™^J, !

'""''^ ''^ bad
Thing came out of the il.u Tl- "^^ ^bat snuiBng
she had died;

.

^""^'^ '«'* ^gbtened her so t^

InSlJ2e"cotl*';,^rj- "^^^ '"^ Mo-^'"
either side of Ws wli ^^r""^**^ ^^ ^^b on
head above NuS J^ four-poster. At the bed

'

Calvary, andT^a^ hoT Z!"' .' ^"'« P'-**^
Carolan's little folding ca^oC^!;''.?^'

**oup, and over
of ebony and carv^i^v^^-^,^^ ^"7 " «°"e orubife
two i,.n staples held it inl; ^Jt

"^ *"' " "^^ *»-*

death in rhltlw^ Ktedt^r.^^'^''^- --
beneath the drooped t^,^ f!

"'^^ *'^* *be br«ast
'ong Sighs. tSrS i^'r^^^Yor^"";.'"!^ '^^^
shuddering suasms ri„«\L !f'^ °' breath—that lonir

bnnging'Imr.^rC.^t;'^ T"^ ^^the lines that he bov I^ i ,
^'°'*' tbe meaning of

buned. ..." ./"^ »» . . . Mj^e^g^;
. . . OTirf waa

^<i that was Why we prayed to Him for the dead and
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«

buried people, because He had suffered death and gone
down into the dark grave, and He knew how to help souls.

. . . Carolan nailed his resolution to say a nightly " Our
Father " for poor Milly to the masthead of determination
unaware that Father Haygarty had incurred the dis-
pleMure of Mrs. Breagh by urging the nacessary discharge
of this filial duty as a reason why tho boy should b« told
about his mother who was dead.
We may guess that the influence of the second wife had

inspired the Captain to insist that the hour of enlighten-
ment should bo deferred indefinitely. And if anyone had
suggested to Mrs. Breagh that sho had been prompted by
a belated jealousy of her predecessor, she would have been
genuinely horrified at the idea.

Nurse came in as Carolan decided on his course of future
loyalty, and started at the sight of the sturdy little figure
standing, with legs planted wide apart, on the shabby
nursery drugget, its childish brows puckered with pro-
found thought.

"Now may the Saints stand between you and the
mischief I know you'ro plannin' !" said Nurse, who prided
herself on reading thoughts in faces. "Is ut playin'
acreybats on the windy-siU, or shavin' wid the Captain's
razor ? Spake ut out

!"

Carolan spoke.

"Mamma is not my muwer, an' I shall ca." her Mrs
Breagh alwaya !"

"God be good to mo!" said Nurse, quite pale, and
pnttmg her hand to her side. "An" who tould ye that,
an' set the two eyes of ye blazin' like coals of fire ?"

" You saided it 1—and she saided it^-and Dada saided
It—when I was playin* robber's cave under the sittin'-
woom table," Carolan proclaimed. "And I'm goin' to
pray for Milly—that's my weal muwer—because she's
dead—even if they say I shan't !"
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"There'll none dnret," ^«d Nurse rather awfullv " winBndgetPovahtothefore! And what elL t'^'^'

'''
Shghtly damped by the prospect of being permitted tn

Sa^irtT"^ "- ^^^-^^ -^*^- ^^So"

Ho:^^;tr.:L^^;xreLsrriam gomg to have them when I grow up^^ ^ ^°' ^

Sure!" said Nurse, slightly bewildered, "a sovereign« the same as a wan-pound note! Ye have hZ th^thmgs. have ye not?"
'"^

Carolan had seen the aoilfvl «>»<,»< n i

^^. on ^r.et.days:rthTrel^^n^ri"1:f

thZ^wTn^^^ tir i^s^n;;;r* *^^ ^^^"

^^ye would^e gettin^W tl^iSn'^CLtWhere arr ye go „' now, ye onaisy wandherer J Wid yTurhoop for a rewl in the Barrack-square J Take yow car.
^ remember that wheniver ye're clane outlay" sL^Biddy Povah has her eve on you !" ^ '

doS'thrtl."'^
""^^ °"* °* '"- -- --^ ^''"-y

Outside under the bine sky. with its flocks nf a^
Jite clouds an hurrying southwax^, it J'^y ; ,^^^the thmgs that had hurt. The crackle nf ihJZ a ,

eoTuZ tfe ""^.f
7'«*«^= t'^' ringing clatter when one

fnl^'^LtrciyTt^h; tritr';
"'^" ""^ --

pleasant things
^ *' Barrack-gat^were familiar.

J'T^nt^°- ^ *•« ^''''^'y - ?"-rd' g-at-coated-



24 THE MAN OF IRON

• 2 J, ,

^«*° ** *^« yeUow-painted sontry-box with

Cteffn ttn- "'"J.'"
^""^'"' ^^'^ ""'utLedpnvates in the famihar red coats with Royal blue facingsap^whng on plank beds reading thumL no'spT^

accoutred that had the charm of a well-known, never toofanuh^a.ght. To other senses besides the eTesTd e^appealed the iigure of Mary Daa. the appT cZ Tndg.nger.pop woman sitting under a vast an/^^;pl^blue gmgham umbrella at her stall, made of a short X^
iTrofth?r T'^'

"'""^^ '""^ «^-* bare waton tSleft of the Barrack-entrance, exercising a privilese t^rnutted to no other, because Mary's stone ging^Xt'^;
might be reUed upon as containing nothinreto.

boSe^ r^'^'^'/'f
'""^ ^'^' oobble-stoned place,bOKlered by a- ime of shops and houses, broken by the

Jli' ""^r
''^'"^ ^"^-"^ " f''"""^ aahnon-nver wass^hmgwth people out to buy and sell and enjoy him

Indl, K ,i * "«^* ^^ ^"^ **« C'^tbolic Church 8modem bmldmg of no great design, animated bmS'of

Of an isolated "^ond^TrZTnr^rth^

£

ZTth bvSi„?r'"'"'r ^^^ 'K^^* *l^« Common.

Sed fn tt^ ""'
""^ ^^ ^*°"'« round-shot yetDtxtaea m the massive masonry.

'

ab^^rhf^"*'"^^'"'^"""'*'^ accompaniment of a round-

ilhnt^ °" the ear from a field where some cartvansofst^olhng show-people had encamped themselves. Rows oempty jaunting-cars, shafts down waited th»,v •
owners in the bleakest angle Of themJkSaltranrnT

I
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farm-carts with feather-beds H tJ,.
patchwork counterpa„e«!The sin'""'"^

"'*'' ^^^
buxom maids of the hill f«rn,«

'^^^PP'^K """roiis and
olted and Joggled from ZJ IZr^"^-'"'"'''

^^^
last bargain made-would iolt anH ,

^°'^'' ""''-tte
Booths and stalls pTrdedoirK \l^^'

^"^^ ''^'^
butter, and other dlfrv^^ ''^ *^"'"' «^Wl''*«d cheese,

with quacking dnck^ZTl^T ^l*"'
"^^« «^''-"«J

of Bhaggy-foofed ho^r^d w"'".^ '""'' ^*™*^«
"'nged along the ker^rto. ?1°^ ''°''**^ ""^^ ''^'e

hurdled pen! of swj wai^^L' ^ """"^-'^ P"«^-r;
staple article of comme^el^ Tj T °^^™= »>"* 'he
»ood, alive and squ^ o^d !, "^'T

"""^ *^« P«^«ve
I« -eking basemente^w':^ ?h '""'f'

""« ^'^
potatoes, cabbages, and onfonT

^^^P^-^e'lars where
and turf and Wood —dTh'^.^'l *° '''^ P''--*'
*aiK fresh and dried, ri^llS th^ tfjT' ^""^ °^ P'««-
larity and were bom^ home w^Jp^'^if™"8 » POP"'
kerchiefs, and stowed a.wB.t^u '^^'^Potted hand-
f-^ied over turf-Zt^T,^;^/—'

°^ '"'*«' *<- be

elaHofetratuir^':;!::^:'; T" °^ '^ ^'^'''^ ^^^^
the market-place. And-fortt ^ ^ ^ *^' "'''<"« of

« the early fifties-theZj^h/^'"''"*''" ^^* °^ ^^'and
white frilled capT^tt f* "^ °" ^""^ "ue cloaks and

the unwedded womTn-^h^ !?
handkerchief-shawls of

stockings and bu~Lrl^^°„^2^ "'^^ ''"^ -^''-

*?«»y or blue coats and^LV "T'
*''*" '""K-'^'led

chinmey-pots-gave clarm fn^^"^' """^w-brimmed
scene. ^^ "*"" ™<^ ^anety to the shifting

•-Z!:;, reiLrwTmrr
ia*';^

''^^"°- "^ --.
- the neighbourhoo^Tth! "at V'*'"^''"*'"'''"''™--Who. uncover. hr:rSLUattr=

i'?'
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2« THE MAN OF IRON
sagging nets of black chenille-velvet, and uniform attire of
clean starehed cotton print, worn over a m'jltiplicity of
whaleboned jjetticoats, bespoke them,—as did their coarse
speech and loud laughter,—members of the ancient sister-
hood of-Rahab and Delilah, followers of the most ancient
profession in the world.

Prone at all times to hunt in pack or couples, the wearers
of the greasy hair-nets tauntingly displayed a pair of cap-
tive red-coats. One of them was fairly" sober, and sulky
at bei-ig thus paraded under tho eyes of his countrymen.
The other, a raw young recruit, half-fuddled with libations
of porter and whisky, staggeringly promenade the pave-
ment with a siren on either elbv,*, ; and, being in the pug-
nacious stage of liquor, was stung by some sarcastic com-
ment from the crowd into shaking off the women who
supported while they feigned to lean on him,—and chal-
lenging the critic of morals, in broad Yorkshire, to a bout
at hsticnifs.

" Leggo o' me, tha' !" ho hiccoughed to the Paphians.
'Cannowt a chap walk wi'out women-fowk hangin' on.
an' armin' him ? As for tha' ! "—he addressed the critic—'
" Ah'U teach tha' to meddle wi' thy betters. If tha'rt a
mon—coom on !"

" Kght, is ut ? Och, yo poor oraythiir, the wind av a
fist wud level ye," commented the censor, turning on his
heel contemptuously. Upon which, the belligerent, taking
the act as a confession of recreancy, wrenched himself from
the women, and, staggering forwards, came into violent
contact with Mary Daa's plank-and-barrel stall; with the
result that certain apples, oranges, and cakes, displayed
to tempt customers, were scattered on the flagged side-
walk, or rolled gaily down the gutter; pursued with yells
of joy by certain ragged urchins who usually were to be
found in the vicinity of Mary's stall.

Carolan clapped his hands with a child's delight in the
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«pset and the subsequent fray, as Mary, vociferating male-
dictions on the soldier's drunken clums-ness and the preda-

te activity of tho raiders, shook her fists at their flj.ng

"Ah nivir meant t' domm^ tha I WuU sixpence nectmaak gwd thy loss f tha !" stammered the Yorkshireman,
thrusting a hand into his trousers-pocket in search of the
coin Then his flaming face darkened heavily, and he said
withdrawing the hand, empty, "Ah havena a brass
farden t pitch at dog or devil, let alone sixpence. Maktoop to her, Noorah lass, an' Ah'll gie't thee back agean !'•

And tho woman he had caUed Norah said, linking her armm tho soldier s and affectionately ogling him:
" Sure, I'll give tho ould craythur a shillin'! asthore, and

• a toss av the handsome boy you aio will pay me i»
Then happened what Carolan, with a child's intuitive

sense of^hings that arc incomprehensible, saw with a strange
shock and thrill that never quite passed away.

ITio bright new shilling tendered to Mary by die plump
clean fingers with the twinkling glass-and-pinchbeck rings
on them was dashed to the flags by a fierce blow of the old
bony, wrinkled hand. ...

'

" Take up yer money, yo livin' disgrace !" Mary had said^rnly to tho staring woman, "and thrapse upon your

And under the regard of many eyes, for nearly all the
faces m the crowded market-places seemed, to be looking
that way, the woman had picked up the coin; and as hw
comrades hurried on, had slunk after them, leaving the tipsv
soldier standing there.

J'
Had ye no modher, yo fool-man ?" Mary asked him

that ye are ha«tin' quick to hell, arrum-in-arrum widiium Wans ?

And the tipsy young soldier had given a thick grunt that
might have meant anything, and hung his head sulkily.
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and gone staggering upon his way, but in an opposite direc-tion to that taken by the women. And Mary Daa lookedwter him long and sorrowfully.

"Please tell me," asked Carolan, edging up to the apple-woman for Mary and he had struck up a friendship over

^ir* ^T'^'^r**'"'' P'"'' peppermint-oandystioC
what are they, and why are they wicked ?"
Jlary brought round the weather-stained brown tunnel

aM'n J!!' ''"f/*'"'~'''«
»~"°«t. and became aware of

pay See
""

" '""''* *^^^°' ^"^ "^ "^ '"'°««t

shlwT' ^'^^' "' ^" "^^ demanded, and there wereBhmmg drops of water on her wrinkled cheeks, and thecracked glassee of her huge iron-framed spectacles werefW She took them off, and wiped them oA^er oldgZ .

s mm Sa::.'""'""
^"^^ *'"* ''«^ •-"f^^^

;'What arr they? Wandherin' waves av the saypmsonouB pUnets; thraps for the feet, fiery dhragons th^tate up the bod.es an' souls av men ! Look^ne i„%he face^d your chJd s eyes, ye that will be a man wan day, ^•
get by han-ut the worrud, I'm spakin' to you ! An' whenthe pith ,s set ^din your bones, and the hair is thick up^your hp, and the blood is hot widin the veins av y"^
kape them womids in mind !"

Carolan thanked Mary Daa, and, having a stray haK-penny, purchased a cooked-hat of brown pepperminl rock

Twr Z" °™°°^- =" ^ ^^^^ good deathat day. The mystery of Death and the power^onTvhad been revealed to him. Also, he had ga£ed some sUghtprehmmary mkling of the forces that aA arrayed aSstthe human soul in its march through this Strang Z7dolours, and of the strange and foul and ugly thin^ that hehidden beneath the shming surface of Laef ^
*"" ''^
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IV.

«iI«rfTn
«>bble-8toneg unrelieved by any patch ol

skins-ITfK
^^^''^^' " boa-constrictors doif theirsiuns—at the approach of Winter_Tr..«,i, i- r

tho year of stress
,

"."^
.
""°*«'^-*^'™ivaI'8 Inn, even jn

visitor L, J£Z ^''*-""P«^ '»««« upon the casual

dry B^t th^f^n ^ " T* ''•**^" ""^ " ^ustyone in

that noZ; ' "^;tT"T' ?"' """'•^ ^"^ -'<1

there.
^^ ^ '^

"' ^''y "' ^*"''^ «>"ld ever flourish

witi'Sr;tthr"JirT^«°i''''''^''--'yw^^

PonctuaUy upon the stroke of the hour vo,i mi„i,. k

appeared at the St rf M, . f ?PP«^-»'* buttons.
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noting the masterful tug given by the early visitor to the
dingy brass bell-handle—third of a row of six sticking out
like organ-stops on the right of the heavy, low-browed
outer door. " And again 1 . . . Don't be shy I" said the
porter, who was something of a cynic: " Break the bell-
wire, and then you won't have done no good to yourself I

supposing yon to be a client or a creditor of Mustey and
Son—though you're over-young to be the first and over-
cheerful to be tho second, it strikes me ! Good-day, Mr.
Chown !" And the porter touched his hat to a lean, mild-
looking, elderly man in black, who turned in at that moment
beneath the smaller archway. " You're not tho first this
morning, early as you are. There's a young chap who
don't seem in tho mind to take no answer—has been ringing
ten minutes without stopping at Mr. Mustey's bell.

'

"Pressing business, I suppose, to bring him out so
early 1" said tho persr>n addressed.

A glance of intelligence may havo been exchanged be-
tween Mr. Chown and the porter, but there were no further
words. Mr. Chown passed on, and joined the younger man
on the doorstep under the fourth ^jortico on th. left side,
as he prepared to fulfil tho porter's prophecy about breaking
«*e bell-wire; and said, shifting his umbrella to the hand
that held a shiny bag of legal appearance, and drawing a
shabby lateh-key from the pocket of his vest:

" Excuse me, but if it is a business appointment with
Mr. Mustey Junior,"—he tapped the key upon the tarnished
brass door-handle as though to knock some grains of dust
out of the wards, and went on. punctuating his utterances
with more tapping—" I happen to know "—tap-tap-tap—
" that he won't be here to-day." He added, as he took a
brief, comprehensive survey of the healthy, square-
shouldered, well-built youngster of some five feet eight
(with a hopeful promise of more inches in the breadth of
the shoulders, and the depth of the chest), buttoned up in
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Md not Son ? In Ihil J'^P-'^P) " you want,

to wait Bome time'a. thl^ "'T,'"'
"''"^ y°"'" ^^^

<^t work yeste^lTy 1 luS „Cr T ''**^"*'' ^^'^ ''''«

in the capacity of^hea^-trt by^S ' V """/"P'o^^d
who have offices on thTJL^A i ^^ * ^™ °' wlicitora

neath Uu.teyZa2?\^;^f;^Z!:^r'^-^^y "nder-

'owttJaTJonitrrf *'''P'"«' '^^'^ »t the

the right-hand row JS,"" T" °' '"'"='' P"'°'' """^'"B
'• Wotterspoon Td cSJ^r ?"'"« '°^'' *''•' «"«« <>'

sioners of Oaths
" hT!"^' J^*'""''^"

""'^ Commis-

detained mS\nd did'nrf
^ "^' *''°"«'' ^ --

noticed particuWIv-wJen TITZ *" ^'«'>*-*Wrty. I

s'^eyXrarwtreai'iJjS^^^^^ - ^^e

-rthrh:^2Syti:-i-?^^
tioned; and whose fZ™ M .f''*'"

previously n,en-

rather freckl^ W^ ^', ^'"°*-^^*>^' fresh-coloured

clear an.Hn'Si ^Z o
7"^" ^'' " ^^ °^ ^^

witn yellow. Ho i„d[^t!;
" T^ ^T'"'

""""""'y ^^^^
carried, two din^ ^fe^S^ *.

'^""^ "^«-^*'«'' "«
and Mess™ W^' '"^^''''"^^ windows on the first floor

n«« of the iol Iv ^ !f'*^™*'°"- »»^ that the dark-

greenish pa^'f'^i^
*''«'" "- t^^-n into ..hef by a

hungoverthe hefw3th.M f^
*° '^^ ^"^'^"^S^

trod bless my soul, so it is I"
J.he speaker, w'"

• tallowy change in his wimplexion.
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stepped backwards from the doorstep to the p«yemcBt,
conveyed himaelf in the game orab-like fashion to the
centre of the quadrangle of ancient biiUdinga constituting
the Inn, and so rtood, staring up at the window with tho
yellow-green flare behind the dusty brown wire-blind.,
and tapping his latchkey on his chin as ho had tapped it
on the door-knob. Then he rejoined the other to say, with
ratner a perturbed and dubious air:

" If your business could wait half-an-hour or so, and yon
—being a stranger, as I take it ?—and new to the sights of
London—were to indulge in a Uttle walk along Holbom—
say as far as Bloomsbury Street—and drop in at the
Bntish Museum, and have a look at tho Elgin Marbles or
the Assyrian Bulls,—or the—the Mummies in the Egyptian
Department,—and then come back again,—you might
stand a Iietter chance of getting the bell answered." The
speaker added, meeting a look of decided obstinacy, quite
in keepmg with the pouting, deeply-cut lips and tho square
ohm with a cleft in it: " Unless you can suggest a better
idea, you know. ..."

"My idea is to stop here and ring until tho beU if
answered. But I am obliged to yon all the same 1" said
the young man.
"You've waited long enough, you think?" hesitated

Messrs. Wotherspoou and Cadderby's head-clerk.
The answer came with a flash of strong white teeth in the

fresh-coloured countenance that was dusted with dark
brown freckles.

" Just twenty-three years," said the shaggy-haired youne
man. ^ °

"Lord bless me!" said Mr. Chown, "you must have
begun waitmg in your cradle I But timo flies and business
presses, and "

"My view exactly I" returned the freckled young man.
as the head-clerk inserted his latchkey into the hea^ door



I

THE MAN OF IRON

heoommented. h.vingJkTnTf 1 T^""'"'" ''"•'"

But I .upp„„ y„„.^^ „"^t u r-"^
'"'''"«• '- '-•

dayl.ght^«itted by the own1^!^^
°' ""^ *''« °'"°''« of

-^ «.m. of the g.ntle™r:;:'^'rh
'
1"* ' '"P^-

.till away on their vaoation.-!t. bT "'"""'«'« here are
»t anger from the oountryl,tZ7'"'^^* '«•'"-*«''

Stuffy I" correr,*^ .l "® oJose."

Pl»«. « ohock-fu]] of the fumeTof bu^f"'^^''''' ' The
Here I HaUo 1 What fh^J; "™* 8"npowder^t «fo you HieTr ^° ''"^ "" y°" t^tag to do

;

^fetl,ot:C ^c^Zlt '"* ^^'^ ^---
in hjm^ had caught him by the r^ ^r"'""^ °^^^touched a dilapidated matLt ?

""''^^ eager foot had
at the foot of theunTa^j

"^ "" * '""'^ ^^ the unwa^

and w dea.o.«„, to^eh^^^^Mhe tJ°
^"-''°«''

I mean "
jj^ rhn™ ^ 'hreshold.

evidently qmte.musS^toiiT' °i
'"*'''"'' "^o ""d

^« «ha«gy young man u^^ £« ^1,«/« ^'^ove with

^n , ho panted, .....^..^•^-n^vem^.^j
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" I should be a tool if I couldn't see that you're hiding

something. Let go I" said tho red-haired young man, not
at aU malevolently, " or 1 shall have to hurt you ! I'm
going upstaiiB, and you can't stop me I What harm do
you think I am going to do to the white-haired old man
who's lying fast asleep across his table ? I shan't go in

.
without knocking, if that's what you're thinking of ! And
what harm do you suppose he's going to do to me ?"
A suUen bang answered, for Mr. Chown had reached out

a wary hand behind his own respectable back, and grabbed
at the dim brass knob and slammed tho heavy door upon
himself and his antagonist. There were circles round his
eyes, and he puffed and panted liccviiy.

"You young—p«^_ idiot !" ho gasped. "I'm not—
tcAoo//— considering you— for—a— tt*M^ /— moment.
It's him,"—he pulled out a coloured handkerchief and
mopped his face—"him that I'vo known since I was
first articled, and had many a kindly word from, and many
a liberal present. And now that this has happened—

I

may say I've seen it coming, and many a night I've stayed
here—knowing him busy over his accounts above, and
many a time I've been on the point of going up and
knocking and offering a word of sympathy. But—it
wasn't to be done I . . . You could never take a Hbeirty with
him. alive—and no one shall if I can stop 'em—now that
he isn't

!"

" Now that he—why, man I—you don't mean tosay—"
They confronted each other on the doorstep, and tho

shaggy, obstinate young, man had now flushed to ripo
tomato-colour as he stammered:
" You don't mean he's dead ? It isn't possible

!"

" I say nothing and I mean nothing. There's no third
party present." asserted Mr. Chown. with professional
caution, " to testify to what I said or didn't say. But his
son has to be looked for. and brought here if they can find
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His housekeeper I've hl^ . V° «° "'*° ^^^ ^oom.

oXJr' """^ •"'^""P*"'- "^''^gton Square.

it on the BtrangerT-^^rJtr"" f*''^^ P«^
Hill !' "^ ^"^ * » telegraph office at Snow

' Where is Snow TTiil » t<_
it .happens I ZfZm'ZLTZt'^'''^''- ^
^n,ve«ity town fa North (C^yll^'k^fTr"'"

'
^pomtment with Messrs. MusteyTnd £n^^ Th« r"*^^ young man pofated to tho*e fi^'f.

^*'*'?Wgy-
adding: "The eHn, ™.^ nrat-floor wfadows
moth»'. Jte!!SZT " "'"*' *™«*- of^y
othe.v-thatis.htCb^irT^:' "^f- " *»"«

of mfae. .
. . ForTSt^l^ "^"^ °^ " «^*-^<'^

mother's settlement untu*T f !f'
'""""^K *« "'y

-it happens, rmCltrrS?^''^'^'^^- ^"'

OoodCtTL^^r" P»^i*he money overl . . .

a worHitis.-SSt'rlLK;^*'^''^-^'"^' "-'"'*

upstairs'mtt d^^^^X^T"^ "^^ °"^ '«"-
snarled the younge™ I„T t T """^'^ 8^^ '^'a '"

shoulderm a Jp^ha^!l?A «^* ^''^ head-clerk by *,he

" Look hare 1^!^^]^^S ?>
""^'^^'^^^^

Just inside fa the haU there. T'h ^_ ., .

yon remember—I was lonIri„!lV "1 A °^PP^ 't, don't

--aid you smelt ZSS"'"el'*!°,^?-"'«»'y°»
<^. " and then itlT^'on^^"^ *'" '^"'«^«



^mj^^^^ -31^

98 THE MAN OF IRON
"You did on met—«nd I thought you'd gone oraiy

Look here " the other began.
" To be at all effective I had to take you suddenly,"

»aid Mr. Chown, adding, with a mild gleam of pride, " and
you must add—I was effective ! And if you've got it into
your head that there's life in the poor old man yet—put it
out again I For he shot himself last night just on the
stroke of nine—and I could take my oath of it ! I heard
what must have been the—the noise—as I passed out at
the gate, and the porter he said to me: " A gas explosion
somewhere in the neighbourhood, Hfr. Chown, or else it was
a thunderclap." And I thought it might have been tiinnder
—for the weather observations in the newspapers had men-
tioned storms as prevailing in South and South-Eastem
England—end tiie winds have been blowing from south and
south-east. And my wife has headaches when electricity'sm the atmosphere—and sha has been bad three days past."

" But let's do something—not stand here with our handsm our pockets !" urged the red-haired young man with
eagerness. "I'm a surgeon-^iot diplomaed, worse luck!
but enough of a one to give aia in such a case as you've
hinted at."

" My key's inside the house-«8 I've told you !" retorted
Mr. Chown, " and unless we were to break down the door—
which would bring the poUce upon us before they're wanted
-^r one of us could climb like a cat^-so as to look in at
that window and make certain "

" Dmnervxtter/ Good ideal" said the shaggy young
man, m whose conversation mingled interjectional scraps
and snatches of a language not comprehended by Mr
Chown, but dimly conjectured to be German. In the same
uwtant he had puUed off his frieze overcoat, revealing the
unsuspected fact that he wore no jacket under it—had
thrown it upon the area-railings close to the row of bells
that resembled organ-stops, and mounted upon it, shirt-



THE MAN OF lEON
37

from the waU i:«™4\we £ h'J^'T-^"***''long arm and Krasned it_In^ * 1 .
^^- ^^ °"«Je a

the head-clerk^^rJ^Vl^ " ^'"'^ obeervation of

fly. But in reah^nn^w^L"'.^"''" "'«»'«>"-
border of sooty masonry T^» V^, *" °™«»«»t<»l

description, that outr^the H
''"'*-«-''°d-b™k-out

Innb„iidin^;^;Sf,^«»-™ »d ^^^^^ o^ «>e

testified to no smaU dmJ^Z^- T ™PP'«"««*^
Di^ctly afterwards h^^ oCSl''^ •

' 'T'"" "P"
getting over the sootv hJ V^^ to be m the act of

ledZf BtonrrSg^ToSt'" *'f "^ "^ -"°-
-d the head-cleXTMi^'^b^H

t^^t""'
"^"^'

peer in over a wire blind ' '^ "^^P »°d

had lost its ™^y^,J^- "Sr ^ •' '""' '''"* "« <"-
gone up. much to tTf^ ^u '

"""""^ ^°^ <« ^e had

Chown'^r^untranrreSTelan' 1"^°^"^ °* ^•
who had arrived unonfL

legal-looking personages

little crowd n^nTZl^::^.^^^ ^ •^"^*«^

« he dr«w the former genSZ^n^^ "'' " "^ '^ *<'-•

new^^kingLolf ^:ri;rhi:^S^- ^"''^

fd^meonlyLe^'^"^!:,^ r^";^^^ '' ^«
sir I" said Mr Chowr, Ki • ',..

'' '''" **e° his ruin,

wiping his ey?°Civ ^?.'^"'**^*''fl°-«h,and
heen. . . . You mftv^r^ ,.

"""' ^- William hw.. i:ou may depend upon that I"Saad the young man from North Germany. ^^, ,„^
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shabby overcoat: " The table ia covered with papers, and
the safe facing the window ia open. ... Do you think "

" I don't think—I know I He had a kind of swooning
fit a week back, when the crash came, and a Receiving

Order in Bankruptcy was made against him on the petition

of his creditors. He was a long time coming round—and
I stayed by him while the caretaker went to fetch a hackney-
oab—for I'd been called, being a sort of favourite with him,
and having known him for years. He'd been robbed and
plundered then, because he groaned it out to me ; and he
pointed to that safe, and told me that it had been gutted

by means of false keys—^the Bramah he always wore on his

watch-riband having been got at and copied. 'All the
cash I had left in the world, Chown, besides seven thousand
in Trust Securities ! . . . It's my punishment for having
been near and hard to others that I might be generous to
Mm /' Are you going ?"

The shaggy young man, crimson to the lining-edge of the
old gray wideawake he had pulled over his brows after

buttoning his overcoat, made an incoherent sound in his
throat, and swung abruptly round upon his heel. The
reflection had occurrea to him: " He'd have been generous
to me if he'd waited to have seen me—and blown out my
brains before scattering his own,—k/«»7—over that table

and all the papers 1" But he did not voice it aloud.
" Leave me your address," said the kindly-hearted Mr.

Chown, "and—^it's not business to say you may trust

me I—but I'll undertake to bring your name before the
Official Receiver—^for you're one of the principal creditors

—provided what you've told me can be proved. . .
."

" I suppose you know that—dead man's writing when
you see it ?" said the other, ^swinging round on Mr. Chown
with no very pleasant look.

"As well as I know my ownl" retorted Mr. Chown,
nodding back.
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"H Bo-and not becaw I admit yon'vo any nghtl—

but because I choose to show it you—you may read this I"
WOTt on the late Mr. Muste/s chief creditor, pullinR awther worn and crumpled oblong envelope out of his
pocket and exhibiting the direction written on it in a
flowing, old-fashioned, legal hand.

„
'"^-

p- Breagh. Esq., care of Frau Busch, Jaeger
Btrasse, Sohwarz-Brettmgen, N. Germany.' . But 1waJly shouldn't have dreamed " began Mr. Chown.

Read it 1" said the owner of the letter, savagely thrust^
ing It upon him, and the head-elerk with another protest
nipped m mid-utterance by another order to read it'
mastered the contents.

'

The writer acknowledged thereoeipt of Mr. P. C. Breach's
letter, and begged to remind him that he was quite weU
acquamted with the terms of his late mother's Mamage
Settlement. He congratulated his young friend on having
so nearly attained the age of discretion decider- onder the
provisiOTS of the instrument referred to .nd appointed the
hour of mne o'clock upon the mor of the 3rd of
January, to discharge his trust and . ^d over the ca=h
deposit-notes, and securities. ...
" While aU the time he knew—none better, except his

precious partner !-that I should leave his office as poor asId come there. It would have been decent," snarled
Patnok Carolan Breagh, " to have owned the tnth "

And accused his own son !—And now I look at the
date of this it was written on the day before that affair of
the false Bramah. ... Do him justice, Mr. Breagh I

Try to think he meant fair by you. Wherever he's
gone

. . Mr. Chown looked vaguely up at the mono-
chromatic sky-iiow darkening as though it meant to rainm eamest-and then down at the cobble-stones, "he'U
be no worse for that, and you'll be the better here. I dare
to say i You-U give me your address, sir ? I don't know
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^*-!^.!!Ii
'"'" '"'" *'"' ^'^ *° 'J^'" the body von'llbe «^ted to give evidence before the Corone^^'

^

hei^tt^S7rv:.tJJdLtre 7T'"
If
12''^"'"' beastly cheapJ^ ZZ'^'^

turn of Fortune's wheel, a beg^? ^ **^ "'^•*«°

V.

the diggi ^^ "p "^ ^ "^"^ '•>« cuffing nose andKgmg paw, so P. C. Breagh, on the long^xpeoted
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works, and violent of ?„^Z ™^°^ 8^«»» P^ting-

vertical tvpe-cylinde« oftTXk^h ,*'"™^°'^«
maohine_theniniteheydaylw«T^ ^™ ^™*'"e-
«id pileB of wood-blook; ohnk^r!^ ' ^°™«" °* type
The smella from theS^r .^r u

"""""^ t^^oronghf^
tt^^led in metal tm™!17."^;''°"*^''^'er« sausages

tapped boUer8?anS;s^f d^b« , T^" ^*^'""'^ " '"S

"oney to w^bSsHve^ ,^ "^^ "^ J*°P'e with
in clean sUrt-sleeveTtndtir * "«''* °^ compositors
oil to the eyeb^TeaSg^t^Llir^ ^^ -''
»veloy, and drinking Por^r^^^^^f, «^,-- ""d
of great buildings loarne with ,^J^-

""^ doorsteps

Breagh with Taifd«I^
* ««ehmery-«ckened P. c.

of^'s:^Ssti^:Lt:ttLt=^^---«
" though a knotted ^S^ertSf^t'^''.' *'«'^* '"'^
His hand did not shake ^0,!^ u ^ *'^"* ^ temples.
•'i^ eyes and iook:^^*^^^'*"^':,^"^*^ '^''^'

way so clumsily alonff th,. „.^ "^ Mouldered his
he found himseS et?It ZTZ::"'^^- '''^"""^ *'"'*

more or less incensed ™Srtril I
^ ''°^^'"' ^th some

who cried, " Now th^1*"r ""^ " ^' Peter's devil,

to ?" or the stouT SlcS 'aL'^'^^t,'^ ^' -<'0'»«'

row of bootlaces andapTSoTsl^ir ^^''' ^P^^^^ »
who emeixed fxom thTZ^iT^*^'^'^'^^^'>'"^i^

whether he caUed toseK yt^ 1^ ^'**«<^ to know
A weU-dressed, elderly JnllT^ °' ' °"^ """J' ?ueny gentleman, carrying a calf-gki„ bag
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and a gold-mounted mubtella, oonfoonded him for »
bungling, blundering, blackguardly! . . . and was left

revelling in aUiterativee as the provoker of his wrath swung
out of the Lane and found himself upon the reported Tom
Tiddler's ground of Fleet Street. And then a curious
swirling giddiness overtook him, and he dropped down
upon some stone steps imder the Gothic doorway of a
church with a lofty tower, and sat there with hunohtiJ
shoulders and drooped head, staring dully at the pavement
between his muddy boots.

He was conscious of a dull resentment at his lot, but no
base hatred of that old man with the shattered skull, lyfaig

prone amongst the bloody litter of his office-table, mingled
with it. All his life, since that sixth birthday when he had
learned the meaning of Death, and the potential value of
Money, the attainment of his twenty-third year had been
the goal towards i^iioh he had striven; and every third of

January crossed off the almanac " brings me nearer," he had
said to himself, "to the money that will be mine to apend an
I ihtOl choose I"

And now . . . without a profession—for he had failed to
obtain his degrees in Mediome and Surgery—without funds,
for a reason that did him no dishonour-—without books
or betengings of any kind except the clothes upon his back

;

without hope—for who can be hopeful on an empty and
craving stomach ?—without work to occupy those strong
young hands and the sound, capable brain bdiind those
gray, amber-flecked eyes, the unlucky young man who had
been reared on expectations sat under St. Dunstan's Tower;
and heard" St. Dunstan's clock and St. Paul's, and all the
other City churches answer the boom of Big Ben of
Westminster, solemnly striking the hour of ten.
His prospects had been blighted and ruined, his young

hopes lay dead: he felt bruised and battered by the ex-
periencee and discoveries of that birthday morning, as
though the pair of wooden clock-giants that some forty
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y»«. back h«d figured amongst the CSty righu from their

I'^lm' tu"!"*
**^'"' "^ ^'- »>™^''». h»d beaten

out the hour with their mallet* on his head.

ffis stepmother had always resented the monetary inde-
pendenco of her husband's son by MiUy Fermeroy. Weillshe and her vulgarities, her reeentments and jealousies, had
long been laid to rest, poor soul

!

In that Woody June of the Mutiny of '67 she andher two youngest children had perished at Cawnpore.

t1.„ I,
? u

'"'^^ Major Breagh, previously wounded inthe head by a shell-spUnter in the defence of the en-
trenchments, was bayoneted by a Sepoy infantrymandunng a desperate sortie.

'

Carols had remained as a boarder at the Preparatory

S^^ . w 1*^ 1^*^^"^ "tKo^khampton, wherThehad

Breagh had phrased it, of the Eegimental Chaplain, Father
Haygarty. And owing to the same influence, Monica,
Carolan s jumor by two years, had-after the double strokeofFate that left the children orphaned^been sent T^easters of the Annunciation in I/,ndon, the charges of hersu^rt and education being defrayed out of the interest

^n^^^ " *^*" *^>°»«»nd, and the companionate aUow-
ance of twenty-five pomids grunted her by Government
as the orphan daughter of an officer killed in war.

VI.

To-day. as P. C. Breagh sat panpered on the doorstep of

Z'^^T^ '' ' "^^"^ ^^"^ ^"^ '^"I'lhood to this hour,dead Milly's money had been his bane.

"WhenlwMquitealittleshaverlexpected to be knockedunder to and given the best of everything, because I wasRoing t^ be rich one day. ... I knew my moneyT
stepmother from grumbling I

'
1 nagging I And- -my
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flm ttnriiing at Rookliamiiton wm beo»u* I'd bngged

th.t I Bhould be obbged to him one d.y, if I w«„^.t ?^momentl And my fl«t flght-„o, my .eoond-becu*,
the fint was over my Iridi brogue I -my .eoond flchtcame off beca»«, I'd foi^otten my le«on, «,d tSaSut
«on m the Household Cavahy when I rfiould oomo ot Z^... Silly young idiot I And when 1 wa. old enough foTapubho sohool-^nd pa«ed-I wonder, with my luck, howI managed to pawf-into Bradenbury CollV-I had£ ml-"!^ r'*''

*"* '*"°^ *^'"'' l^"* I^nldn't
Jteep mum about my expectations."

H«l«anedhi8du8tyelbow8onhis"knees"andwentonthink-
m. as a tegular procession of legs of aU sexes, ages, and
colours went past, and the muddy river of FleTstreet
tMffio roared over the cobble^itones, boiled in swirlingedies where ,t received the stream flowing down Chance.;Lane, and choked and gurgled in and out of ^TZarchways of Temple Bar.

^
"I'd talked of Oxford ui a preliminary to S«ndhu«t and

En^'S-^r^?'":*"' ^ '^^ " '"' «« Exhibitfon

Kn^T" !!!
""y •'^™ queered me for the UniversityKnock Number One I The Head put it on tb, ItriEUtin I'd Wed from the Marist Fathers-and wh^WV.rpl, and Ovid, Horace. Qesar, and lavy. and tl^of 'em. should be supposed to have pii^oTnc^ tSStT * ^1*^ '^"""* ^'^^ -^^ been able tounderstand I When I went up for the Woolwich Opet

Cavaby !-my plane trigonometry dished mo for theRoyal Horse Artillery. ... Knock Number TwoT So Itold myself that it wasn't as easy getting intoTou^'s
uruform as .t was in my father's time . T^ You were 2enthe Comnussaon-or you bought it^d if vou ^^d^ri rand maioL, and iight, no more was asked of TOu AnJ
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to beliov, I do I Even theSeL I hi^l!??^people I'd no claim on-«ndXTTi, .
*^ *'*'"

claim on , Have I ZTTJ:^^^ eXh'
*"" *

yo„ have begin" tS ^ ^ °'' ''^^ ^'^''
'
'«"-

inSdr/ib^x^jcSr'^n'^'^'^"-
times when I BusnXjT.f^ • '

' ' ^*'*° * there

He stubbed with the toe of his nwddv boot f),» ; **

money. There had bJn 7^ •
^""^' ' ^**««t- "

Bn?S,^ J"^£r^' "* "^^^ madee«us« to

J- "uw. ... And that-if I reaUy meant to go infer
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my I^gne in Surgwjr and Medidne, for I'd nuule np my
mind to be • medical twell—I li«l-_if Monicawm to bo on
staying with the SIrtenI—I'd got to give up the idea of
Kdinburgh, or the London Univenity, and matricuUte
•omewhere abroad. So I went to 8ohwIr«-Brettingen,
»nd shared rooms with another English chap. ... It was
admitted I had soUd abilitie^-the ProfeMon whciee leoturee
I attended thought weU of mo. And I failed I—Failed for
the fourth time

! Have I the accursed money to thank for
that last blow t"

He perspired as though he had been running, and,
indeed, nothing takes it out of you like a sprint over the
course of the past with your consoienoe a* pacer.

" I'd thought myself rather a fine fellow when, with my
Btudentrcapd in my pocket and my AnmddHngtlmek in my
hand, I called—in company with a squad of other candi-
dates—on the Rector Maguificue. We had a punch after-
wards, and a drive and coffee at the Please—and made a
night of it at Friti'e. I woke with a first-class student's
headache in the morning, and a ha«y recollection that I'd
told one or two of the British colony—in oonfideno»-and
several Germans—about tho money I was coming into
by-and-by. . .

."

He ground his teeth and squeezed hid eyeUds together,
trying to shut out the picture of P. 0. Breagh in the
character of a howling cad,

"But if I bragged—and I did biag!-I worked. . . .

The Marist Fathers had grounded me in French and Germanm spite of myself, and my pride had been nicely stung up by
that faUurefor Sandhnrat and the others.... Men told me
what I'd got to grind at, and I ground ; filling piles of lecture-
pads with notes on aU sorts of subjects. Anatomy, physio-
logy, physics, chemistry, botany, and zoology My brain
was a salad of 'em-but I passed the Abiturienten-Sxamen
at a classical gymnasium with a better certificate than a
lot of other Freshman—thanks to the Marist Fathers
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who'd ponnded Latiii And o«—1, 1 »

•'t«twVye«of«^h^,'°*° ""'l-«>d then-

tion. And I Swr^"!',*?.!?'''"'8ular examine,

while l-M b^aSg,'"^*
*^* ^'^ <>' Novembei^not

tatted and scarletVo-^-fTT^ "''* ** *•"> ="X=k«d-

P-<. young ^!^^2r^^l ^'^ "^'•'""^ •

.wfulp,«aenceoftheDeI^arE»t "^f'
'"*" *»"

oi Surgery and Medicine^
Exammers m the Faculties

cut'tt"risr:^:i^l'-t"" "-*• '-
glove, inseparablo fromTTT fV ^** °™''**' '"^^
ordeal of e^^nataon at"(Xfrf""""^^' °' *''«'

inquiaitorB al«o in fonnal f.^^" ^;:!t^'
^"^^ ^ia

facing the door, and looking .inll;,^^ "ul'

'"°""'""'''

of indgmentllftor te^?
ex^^ers. Upon thi. .tool

invited to seat hinaself. nt^^tn^I tf,
""?

the Early Theorists An^ k- 1.T^ °i*ned the ball with

P. C. B^ghS on tL1^ TTf ""'*" "^ "o**"" t»

Coneg. th\ preZrtf£:inb'Trrt^peutioal formulas of Zoroaster ChZ^ ' ^^ ""*"-

^e^the dietetic melK 'igZ^E:!'^'"
'"^''

barley-water !—the observiitiL; *^ ,

'^''° invented

and the criticisn« o^S^In Ti?r "l"'
'''^''^^'''

_or E..^h,». who foUowed the Dean, and waa
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»l.

reported to bo a tenor, when correctly replied to upon an
inteiTogation as to the chemical composition of the fatty
acids, vouchsafed a grunt of approbation.

Professor Troppenritt, who succeeded Barselius, was a
person with a reputation for amiability, and a mobiUty of
mental constitution which enabled him to flit like the
butterfly or leap like the grasshopper from subject to
subject, harking back to Number One, perhaps, when you
felt quite t are he had done with it tor good. But on that
fatef-il third of November a tricksy demon seemed to possess
Troppenritt. He no longer flitted like the butterfly, or
hopped like the grasshopper—he sported with the seven
great departments of Structural Anatomy, Physiology,
Pathological Anatomy, General Pathology, Ophthalmology^
Medicme, Hygiene and Midwifery—as a fountain might
toss up glrjs balls, or a conjurer juggle with daggers. . . .

His victim after a while found himself breathlessly watching
the huge knobby rampart of forehead, behind which the
Professor's intentions were hiding, in the vain hope that
the next question might be foreshadowed on its shming
surface. A hope destined never to be fulfilled. . . .

The fact remains that P. C. Breagh, after some really
creditable answers, was beginning to recover the use of his
mental faculties, when the Dean—prompted by the candi-
date's evil genius—suggested a little pause for cake and
wine. It was awful to see how Hofrath and Professors-
there were three of them besides the conjurer Troppenritt
—enjoyed themselves at this sacrificial banquet, which had
been arranged upon' a Uttle table in a comer, waiting the
flve-minuto interval. And P. C. Breagh rejected cake,
which was of the gingerbread variety, garnished with
blanched almonds and sugar-plums. But the single glass
of Rudesheimer he accepted might have been the Brob-
dingnagian silver-mounted horn that hung within a garland
of frequently-renewed laurel leaves upon the walls of a
famous students' beer-hall—or have been filled with raw

i

i
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i^irite above proof,-the contents mounted so unerringly to
his head, and wreaked such havoc therein
The three remaining Profeaaora were almost tender with

W 'JfT:^"* >;:?''* '^PI»"i" ^ begun, the winehad completed. The mdu v^r's had be^n succeedingone another at marked intervals.-like distress-signTo^
funereal mmute-guns, when the traditional three hours

w«^"f^"!f^rrr^*** *" ""'•* ^""e^ ^ tt" antaroom-
was detamed but five minutes longer His nervous

^ver^ had reached a crescendo, when the beadle opened

^2y: Jft'^ ^^' ''"PP'^B forward, in stTcato
accents dehvered himself:

"Candidate, from the quality of the dissertations ^wnting previously submitted, we, the Faculty of SwKervand Medicine of the University of Schwarz-LtthZZ
wou^d a more »Usfaction-imparting result have anticijted
«a the result of the just-concluded oral examination u^^gone by you.

. But although lacking in OedachtnUs-

^».^,J° ""^ °° 5'°"' P^' " ^''emarkable degree

IS.?"" "l^
^"^^ *'"'* ''"' ^"^''y of-hesitat^

none-whatever havo in the foUowing-advice-to-you-im-
partmg^-Yourself another semester give, or better sJSa^her twelvemonth I and try again,Vung mlnU^y'

it ^t,^l '^"'^'Z
""' ^°"^ ""^^ "^"^ to follow

rf sev!! fr'"^^'^" T"' "^^ **•" inheritor-expectant
rf sev» thousand pounds scorned to toil and moTover
mteUectual ground already traversed. He had tried for

Zr7' Ti ^: ^ '*"'^' """^ *° *••« hypnotistmethods of the too-agile Troppenritt.
^^^

hi^ ^fh
^"^^ "'1''* *^* """""y **" ^°"ld have kepthim, with economy, for sii months, in giving a fareweUbanquet te his friends, caUed-in his best atSL,SMgloves and a buttonhole bouquet^n his favouSe £.
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turars; left cards ou tho wives of those who possessed
them; paid his landlady—who had faithfully laboured to
convert his formal, class-room Gennan into a malleable,
useful tongue,—kissed her round cheek—tipped the civil
servant-maid five dollars,—and turned his back for ever on
Sohwarz-Brettingen, its Aula, CoUegien-Haus. Theatmm
Anatomieum, Botanical Garden, Library and Career—(a
correctional edifice the interior accommodations of which
were only known to him by hearsay),—its restaurants, beer-
saloons, coffee-gardens, and fencing-halls; its chilly wood-
stoves, its glowing enthusiasms; its pleasant companion-
ships, its passing flirtations with schoppen-heaiing Hebee
and nymphs of tho coffee-garden, restaurant, or ninepin-
alley. One cannot say its love-affairs, because in the
^teem of P. C. Breagh-thongh Passion might bloom red
by the wayside at every mile of a man's journey—Love
was a rare blossom found once in a lifetime, too often never
found at all.

P. C. Breagh's idea of Love was that it should be spelt with
a capital, and spoken of in whispers. Nor, let us hint, was
the ideal Woman at whose feet, he promised himself, he
would one day pour forth aU tho gold and jewels of his
heart and intellect, a being to be lightly trifled with.

To commence with, she would have to be six feet hirfi or
thereabouts.

. . . Blue-eyed, blonde-haired, of classical
features, cream-and-rose complexion, powerful intellect
and thews matching, the ideal woman of P. C. Breagh must
have weighed about fdurteen stone. He imagined her a
kind of Britoraart-Krimhilde-Briinhilde-Isolde—with adash
of Marj- Queen of Soots, Kingsley's Hyiiatia, and a spice of
Edith Domboy and the beautiful shrewish Roman Princess
out of "The Cloister and the Hearth "—though these
heromes were jetty-locl-ec^. and for this reason feU short of
P. C. Breagh's ideal of female loveliness. Fair and colossal
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fresco. onhHalS^sS. B.JhJVJ"''''''^"^encountered her in the flesh n^'« ^ .u
^ "^"^ ^^

•nd she would be^oJ^'f^ ^ ^^^^ ^""^^ ""X^

made her quite funt^ if^h f.
*''' ^"'*' """^ *''»*

hiMe.Isolde^„r8oirtr^/"*^'"'^-^'°'^'''''-Briin-
,-th the othe™,tr"i'^rstrrr ""^'"^
lived who would not bow dm^ ^^' ,P'"°n«°'»n
with this 8tiff.neokedr.riHr Ti^'- ?* '"'"'•* **"°* Wm
view onthttei^^frif '^,'"' ""> ''-"« of »« inter-

covered.8cominghe^dcommuSti hr^m f."he would quell hnr f*™,^* * *'"^ '"°°°- And

«p«.achesATii!;rg£ffir:asrLt "r •"*'

Md ccart smiles ThBnT ^ *° P*y homage

Si't^u^hiithiTotrr ""^ "''^^ ^-* -
brr-adly speaJnJ^or hT"^f-^^ Provide nrnterials,

beforeLwTntothei,!* °™" totK^lase funerals-

dapped. Cl^ZT^^Tr^.rr
^'^-^ ^^^ ^<^

-'"i, ruinfuny scaling tCfZZiT °^ '^^'^^
into the . .." etc.

f"»^^ng masonry, disappeared

the body f^n. gZfs^fc^'Xl «JT'
-"--•*

-t you may stub your toe. Z""^.^^^7^^^
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stones occaaionally. But you pick yourself up again and
proceed more warily—none tlie less rejoicing, seeing the
splendour of the sunset, or braving the blaze of noonday.
or drinking in the delicate spring-like hues of dawn
One does not know how long P. C. Breagh might have

ve»nained upon the steps of St. Dunstan's, had not the hour
of twelve sounded from the new clock-a youngster barely
forty years old-that had replaced the gong-hammering
wooden giants, now on view outside the Marquis of Herti-
fords villa in Regent's Park. A constable civilly asked
him to move on. Ho got up, heavily, and mechanioaUy
felt for the watch that was in keeping of the landlord of
the fourth-rate hosteby in the Euston Road. And it
ooouned to him-as a pin-prick amongst innumerable
stiletto strokes -that the watch alone, being a heavy
silver one attached to a slender gold make-chain once the
property of dead MiUy-would have satisfied the man's
otann, which, exorbitant as it was. for the accommodation
afforded, was considerably under three pounds. You are
to understand that P. C. Breagh had been so certain of
retunmig in a few hours, heavy with ready money, that helu^ treated the landlord's detention of his luggage as a

The present situation waa no joke. But Youth preserves
above aU the propert^y of rising unbruised and elastic froma tumble, and of healing readily when it has sustained
mental or physical wounds I

The blood in the veins of P. C. Breagh was mingled with
the finer stram that came from the breed of PermeiovHe had no Idea of finding a craven's refuge in suicide. The
single shJhng remaining to him might purchase sufficient
strychmne for a painful, unheroic . rit, but P C Breach

Zl^ frf:*" ^'*^ ^ "^""""'"8 <"»Pital inZt
unpleasant alkaloid. And neither did it occur to him then
to test the depth and drowningKsapacity of the muddy liquid
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rnnning under any one of London's bridges, ttoxb West-
minster to the Tower. For by the contradictory law of
Nature, reversing scientific fact, a helpless weight that hune
about his strong young neck kept his moral head above the
turbid waters of Despondency.

He was not alone in the world. There was Monica
With the remembrance of that frail link, binding him to the
reBt of humanity, awakened in him the desire to see herHe turned his face Westward and stepped into the moving

VII.

Thb Great Oass fermented in irrepressible excitement.
Snbsequentiy to the arrival of a foreign mail, Juliette
Bayard had been summoned by an attendant lay-sister to
the presence of Mdre M. Catherine-Rose.
Sho had remained nearly half an hour in the Parlour of

Ool* Fee<^-60 caUed in recognition of the fact that the
apartment contained no fireplace, and that even in the
hottest weather, cool draughts played hide-and-seek across
the polished parquet from circular brazen gratings insertedm tho wainscot, which ancient legend connected with the
presence of a French cahrifire.

When tho door opened and Juliette emerged, somewhere
about tho middle of tho noon recreation, an advance-patrolm tho shape of a pupil of the Little Class, by name Laura
Foljambe—happened to be buttoning a shoe-strap at the
end of tho corridor. The apoplectic attitude ixi&eparable
from this part^icular employment would have rendered
observation impossible—in the case of an adult. But
Laura, under the cover of a luxuriant head of yeUow ringlete,
unconflned by any comb or ribbon, observed, firstly that
Jubette had been crying, and secondly, that Mftce M.
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Catherine-Rose had tears in her own eyee. Moi», she had
called JuUette baok, embraced her affectionately, and said:
" We shall miss you, my dear I" "You will be brave, I
know !" and " Remember to write !" Packed with news,
Laura rushed into the Lesser Hall, where the seniors van
gathered round the store, the raw chill of the January
weather rendering the garden a place of penitence, and
emptied her budget of intelligence upon the spot.

Juliette must be going away 1 The forty girls of the
Great Class had unanimously arrived at this conclusion
when Juliette herself arrived upon the scene. It needed
but a glance to assure her of the treachery of Laura; it

needed but a moment, and the spy, blubbering and pro-
testing, was seized, shaken, and forced upon her knees. . . .

You are to understand that when Juliette Bayard was
angry, she was so with a vengeance. Heroic by tempera-
ment, her wrath smacked of the superhuman. A demi-
goddess enraged might have manifested as semi-divine a
frenzy. Ordinary prose seemed too poor a vehicle to
convey such indignation. You expected hexameters or
Alexandrines. . . .

" That you listened I would stake my honour !—I would
pledge my life !—I would put the hand in the fire ! Mean I

Basel Despicable 1 Ah, you look simple, little Hung,
but you are cunning as a mouse—fine m amber I No ! I
do not pinch, I would scorn it—you know that perfectly !

Yes I I will permit you to go when you confess who set
you on !"

Laura, unwilling to incur the resentment of forty grown-
ups, undesirous of forfeiting the saccharino reward of
treachery, boohooed in a whisper, for class-hour was ap-
proaching. The wrathful goddess towfered over her, eyed
with blue lightning, crowned with dusky cteuds of thunder,
flushed like the sunset that comes after the day of storm.
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iTtf^n ,
•,^"1™''-''P~'. hehnoted her ^th . Liedwater-hly leaf, and given the smiling world Titenia in theohwacter of Pallaa Athen*. or QuZ Mab a« anTa *„

AadJuhette would never have parfoned tho^S,"":
For-despite the testimony of her tale of inoheLihe

h'::git o^f^ra^:-'*
-'- - *•"-- ^^- ^^°^^

"I shall not be beautiful, no I but I shall be command-

deigned to bestow her imperial confidence. This selectnumber m turn possessing a circle of confidantes, the drop

the om,le of the day scholars, rc:«,hing the Orphanage by»d-by. and tnckhng at length into the basement. wheL

tIZ ^ "^"^^ "^ Wednesdays and Fridays.

ll^.T J.u^A ^ ^"^^ °* knowledge that fell from thetables of the daughters of the great and rich

cJi^a'""^ r^" *'"' "*"'' ^ ^""^ HaU upon thischUly day m January. Excitement was much morwarm-mgth«»crowdmg round the smoky stoves. Of the semi-

^^^1? ^1^^""^^ black school^besses.enUve«>d
on^y by the red or white olass-rosettes, or the pale Muenb»ds of the Children of Mary, all the heads.'tlon^d
vnth every shade of feminine tresses.-nvU the eW ofTu
colours, set m faces plain or pretty-were turned to^
the tragic figure of Juliette.

"nraros

fhice kindled, such violet fires of wrath blazed in those
implacable eyes, one wonld have supposed nothing couldever quench them. But when she wTsorrow^ Thevwere bottomless h^kes of misery. Despair lay^S^j^^

it im.^ »^ l"^ '^^''^ ^^^^ '^°^'>^ themIt seemed as thnugh no h„t, could ever .hine. But when
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the laugh was bom. it ImtwH t^ !.. _i
that caught the light andShSfC^ ""^ ' '"''"

anybody else.
"*''" "^^^ belonged to

If you would mow of hsr—anH .*t^ *t. ^
you either sought or Ihu^, !^' *''?^ •'°'«™**

would have had you dn ^.T^
'''^ " loathed-a, riie

candid yott^ r„t, . T '" •" **^'*' "'«««' and

tionor vauntof rose. HeloW^^rtf" °° "T °*"^
pale. She would havfLured'!'"'" *''»<«* 'J^»y»

likened those colourless ehSf^hfr*^-,^""' ^ '^^

herself upon a ta of^ '"
l'"'^"

^he prided

antipodeTto the^m«tir« ;rt,'\r"^°°P'»«''
often heard her say

*"• '^'''''«' »« '" yon

a i^^i:T^rrizi:zt ^^r^ '''-» ^ ««
able. A frameCk^f sS^«^''"*'"°*»*''"'»»"k-
with tender, he^tbfJ fltS h^Th ^^-^y ---i
much that in her loose-bcSd Su.l 1!^ T,

'^°^ '"

school unifom, she seei?ll"t"*;;Ssh•"« "T"

"

-ed head a tiny ;-r^yl^ltr,^ ^^d^^
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!*'»» Md nails and flncep-ti™! n* i...
feet I have heard it «m k " """"^ hwda.-and

th« wa, a Jn<£nT:i^rtS^,'^^ P«*«^that
m tho early Juno seamn W T '•", •***""« »trawberrie«

.tealing, nale« it U LCi^ ** """*'' *'*

coi:ei!ri%:^L-^dmt- ^''«'- ^- ^

d^. wh^n «,eJ^t °"^»^ h«l » perfect taste Z
ordinary hat u^e^Jrd^^^' '^°'™'-

^''-S'^ -
become a nuracle of exqi2te^i"°"^^«»"' "°"''»

floweiB, and landscaiJ^!^.^
miihnery; her grtyufs of

heads, w«e «rhSd«*d' 5" °"^"'" '"'«'«

eyo. She sang out of tune b^t^^- '^'^8-a'«ter's
but hatedX piano Z'oS^Kt' ?'"^^ '*"««"y'

dandelion-doTO orT™^^ * "^ «W-wafted tuft of

hacTa Heaved" 'LfSrIT v
''^'' evening,_a„d

Of this last riftlnn
* bousekeeping and cookery.

or^Jt StC^^rthe'T'^,^""' ^*'-''
P«H^bes, cuhninatta; ^«Lw^T* °^ P*"^"""** «"
might have dam^ a faSf n«'^'',!°''

"^ ''"P ^'^"b
prone, moaning aTj^^f .Tr^™' ^""^ ^"^

n.»or«,athr?wnrutw2i stt f"***'
P'*'"*^ "^

the victim's ooiw,.
""**™^' "^^' P»Ie as ashes, beside

"Darling Laura
! sweetest Laura I—tell ^<. i 1.hurt you

1 J„st Heaven ! how^ouldl" twl
^^^ °°*

who am so strong! Indeed llv^f ^ f ''^ you ?-I,
ft»y for me. my httttSl,^ ^5^1^""' ^°" ' • •

•

owe my temner a. nr *I
".'^ "eed a miracle to

Cannot you 5 'up" X'^VT'T ''°'^'"'' -3-K«- up r Bo try. to pleaso me I Tell me
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wh€«. you feel mort injured T Quick, or I know I iluOl be
angry again I . . . Show mo tlio bmiw I Pouf I that i« »
mere nothing I I will kin it and make it weU. »nd you
shall have the blue bead Roaary."
The mention of the blue beads palpably reatoi«d vitaHty

The »nflerer was nnderrtood to intimate that a ohooolat<J
elephant would abmlntely complete the cure.

" The elephant to-morrow when the Onsat Claos return
from the promenade. Tho Roeary before Benediction
Away with you 1"

Laura scuttled. Jnlic-tte blew her a parting kia, and
said with a oomprehenaiye glanoo of scorn at the faces of
her olassraatea:

" It was not she who deserved the I have not the
expresmon I . .

.
It ia one of your English words that mean

many things together ... a kiss ... a blow ... the boat of a
swlor who catches fishes and crabs. ... I have seen such
boats at Havre and Weymouth.and they are very prttty.

li
^"^ ^ "^ember. You call them fishing-spMAg !"'

The dm shrieked. Juliette stood cahnly while tho
tamult of laughter and exclamations raged about her.
Her long upper-lip shut down upon its scarlet neighbour
her brows frowned a littlo; her slender arms, lost in thei^
loose sleeves, hung str»ightly by her narrow sides. Millais
would, seeing her, have painted a maiden martyr. Wattsnu^t have Umned her as Persephone new-loosed from tho
dark embrace of Dis. her wooer, taking her first timid sten
upon the glowing floor of Hell.

"When you have finished making so much noise-ww
mporte—but I have a piece of news to tell you. You Vrenone of you inquisitive-that goes without saying l_or
you would not have despatched that poor infant to play
the spy outside the parlour door. Bridget-Mary and
Alethea Bawne, I do not mean you-you are souls of
honoui--mcapable of curiosity I . . . Also, Monica Breagh
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cV- M «m fnoi„dre diftnu I But there are othei»-yet my
friendj-who are not «, deUcte.-and to theee I addreH
myi»M. You do not dewrve to hear-and yet 1 cannot be
unkind to you; I, who have .uoh joy of the heart in the
knowledge that I am to return to my dear father !-*uch

SrSdbt)l I'

"* """'' ^"^ °' ^ ""^ ^ *^'^'°« *'•"' '^

" Not for good f

"

" You are going to leave the Elchool 7"
•' Dear, darhng Juliette, gay you're only joking !"

Sheismeamert. Look at her upper lip 1"

KoiM moqua-voua du monde de parUr aituil"
Throbbed cut a Spanish voice, husky and passionate •

QrUvervOema/ No. no. es mponbOe r
^•^Sure. dear, you'd not be so cruel as to make game

Her heart sweUed, her eyes were heavy with the promiseIfram^ Her slender arms went out as though she would have
embraced them all.

"My ^rs, it is true I I go to Versailles to rejoin my
fttter. Ho says to me also-I have his letter here I"
SUenoo feU upon the turbulent crowd as she laid a slenderhwd on tho place where her heart could be seen throbbingThe paper rustled, but she did not draw it forth

qul'cSy r^'
'" '^^^ "" *° ^ "^^ • •

'°on.-v^

A Babel of cries, ejaculations, and exclamations broke

Xie^ ^ **'''" '"'''*• ""^ '^"'''°' '^ *•"> «»*.

vZ^J^^ ^"^ **"'~' ^^*'" "«1 I'^'ke down in

h^°f fobbing Juliette repUed, those about hephushed to hear; and in the oasis of sUence her tender
silvery vo.ce rose like a fountain springing from the heari
01 pxiniy.
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••Mvl.th«- ta not whrt you «y. but the Emp.ror'tb«T.^'d.er«d. noble g«.tl«n«. I «„ p,o„d tT^wh« b, c .mm«d. I H. hM «ld to mo thTl am to^

Would he wta. to bring nnh.ppine« upon hi. Juliette r
tag ttere defending hfa; with her little h«.d keeping down^burning be^ i „g^, ^d ^, ,^^ J«^^
«««pentupbeUndL>r«,rrowful«pphireeye..... Hw

^He wouW not if ho 1 what you h.ve de^ribedlilm I.
. . But-unlew yon knew of thi. befow>-Jt ia so

^^nkin; " """''' -eem to argue that M. le Colonelwas thinking more-you will not be offended I-of theUpprn^.^ of w. future «,n-in.law than of hisHu^t

" ^o»- "«». "on /" She made an emphatic sesture withher httle hand and shook her head so that a tSu f^m
Lady Biddy-you are mistaken. Foi^mpreheiid ^7-my happme«i ,s in obeying that beteved father, aWFor me th«e » no greater joy. ... And his letierh^

m^k S'u r ""T"^ "^^ "inc^behold ZJT
t^»tj»«on-my father beetow, on mo a husband, and Iam—content I See you well T"

It was faulty English, yet Juliette's "See you weU '"
haunted the music loving ear.

'

And now even the reserved began to question while the

S^^o- " M°°';j"^.
-PortuXconLung thll^L o

elect, the number and uniform of hi. regiment. For. of

Ji
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ctmne, he wa. oertofn to be an officer of cavalry, Dreeoon.I-»ce", or CwraMier.. That he mu.t be iJI^!^2
wear a mowtache only, or iport the hirsute ornament in

Juliette WM beginning to lo« command of herjf^^n
lie ola^^Ung of an iron bell succeeded, the doubledoon at the upper end of the Hall rolled backw«d.

K^ ? °^^ aftemoon School. He hymn wn^tte bnrf htany chanted to an accompanlmentTuyr^
the harmonium by a miatre.. In the purple ChTj^
Juhette and whiap^red in her ear.

"PProached

She waa to go to the dormitory and nack h«r tr„nV£ Td r;'^
•- '-"BhtV by^^e i" h^S:M««n. And this done, she was free to snend th. i.ri«

^:!r *° ^"'*''"°" *° «>» parii'^:!!^
'^-

Bra^.dTfiu'^
'°^ ^ •^""****'' »•"»>«<* and kiss ofgwtitude. She waa usuaUy chary of care«« ~,i.. u

wished to hide her eyes
™7 "' »™»«««. Perhape she

l,«»o « J i ^J^ ^•*°y ^'"" '"ccour and pity to roclrherself and hug her bleeding heart. And all tZ- tK-
Juliette did, until the dull th,m^„f fo^ i

'"«"

-Wiping boards betoken^ tfe ^vj^flhT^" .*''

be«ing the oilskin-coTcmi dr«J^kiIS, LT*"'
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frugal and pradent in the eipendituio of leaources (" / am
tauibli:, me/"), Juliette was economical of time. Ten
minute* might be spared to lo-pemsal of the letter that
had set her faith in that dearest father rooking like a palm
in tempest, and wrung such tears of anguish from the heart
that worshipped him.

She drew the bulky envekpe from its pure hiding-place,
kissed it, and moaned a little. There were three sheets of
thin foreign note, flourished over in a big, bold, soldierly
hand. The date bore evidence that the letter bad bsen
penned on the Eve of Saint Sylvestre. answering to our
New Year's Eve. The address was:

" BjHRACES or TBM ITtTB RtOIIIXST.
" UOVSTXD OHASIMTJXS OF THE IllPMaiJL OUAKD,

., ,- „ " VMBSjULLMS.
Mr DAcaaTsa,

" Of news thy father hat not much to teU thee that tho»
leouUtt find of the mott interesting, tave that of the fashions
prevailing in Paris at the moment, the most daring and eccen-
tric is the littk hat or miniature bonnet, tilted forward upon
the forehead by the chignon, and spangled with beetles, dragon-
flies, (Old odur brilliant insects. Jewelled birds, yachts in
fiiO saa, or baskets of flowers, dangle from the ears of aU the
feminine world I

" The Empress is as beautiful as even she could wish to be.
I saw her driving a pair of littU (hoi-nighbred man* in the
low park-photon yesterday in the Bois, near the Bond des
Cascades. She was so-gracious as to recognise me—though I
was in civilian riding-dress—and beckoned me with her
parasol-whip from the line of equestrians respectfully mustered
OK the left side of the road. She patted the gray JUustapha^
thou wilt be glad thy horse was so honoured I—and asked if
I was (fuite recovered of (he wound I received at Solferino.—
proving that an Imperial memory can be conferred with the
hand that raises to Imperial ron*. Later on I met Dumas,

Elf
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<*e comer of the Rue I^fflH^Baron SoAschild and

a If" ;S°'*'~'
""^^ '"^ •»'*«»* <*««' ^m then

W»e,^ ca«««/ « to 6e rf,*^ chiefly fromZT^t

GW Leb<euf M^nu^r 0/ Wor, retain, «A.'^, ^ J^•» tte expired AdminittnUion. M. k UariclZ Zw.c^n^ as MinisUr of the EmperorihZ^ ""g^
^

««*» JoW from the Imperial Treaniry. The last onJ3

'^are to be ce^ by th. municipality in 1871. ^K^

a^ /or .*..« «^. ,^ „^ :7^^ ^^^

m Me W. of the Imperial army of IraZ.^tiXe
Mitrailleuse, comcexvei by the brain of De Reffv^-^n .W
fvifiUed such great^pectations the first time The J^Zsusrd ,n action, at Mentana. against the Oaribaldians ^'Mil describe it, I u^Zy. briefly l^^Ta hZWA-fo«i.„, ^„ of from fourteen I'tuZylZ ba^'.that U has asm^ylccksas barrels ; that itcalZTrJZ^
Kttes a lever, sttttng upon a saddle attached to the Zlcarnage. And that it is a miU thatgZ^^^^^Xt
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¥

haih—death upon an enemy. Armtd u»«A battttia of theae
inmneibk weapont, the march of an invading army wr>uU be
trretiitible !

Two 0/ these marvettoiu giint have been by the Imperial
favour bestowed upon our regiment. The men baptised
them tn wine by the names of Didi and Bibi. They
are treated as regimental infants, and thnve exceedinalu
well.

^

"

" Uy 'hild. whether this news wiU make thee sad or Joyful
tt must be that Juliette joins her father here at Versailles not
laUr than on the twentieth of Oie month of January. Madame
la SupMeure witt supply Aee with funds >» exchange for the
enclosed note of credit furnished me bymy bankers. Purchase
thy,df-on arriving in Parxs-jor certainly the modes of
London wxtt never content a UMe so fastidtous—some fresh
and charming toilettes of the evening, costumes for the houu
theatre or pro-, node, and euitabte Ungerie. Last, but not least
bring a mar,...-e-robe, crown and veil. I am not joking I
assure thee/ for my daughUr I have found a husband A
young man, sincere, upright, honourable, and a good Catholic
whom I have known from boyhood, whom my child witt lov^
as a wife should; and by whom she wiU be adored and
cherished.

Thou h^t Charles Tessier, the >on of my dear mother's
widowed friend, the estimabk Madame Tessie-.- whom we have
visited in the Rue de Provence. Versailles/ Charles has
succeeded to his father's large b^isinesses at Paris. Lyons and
in Belgium, as a manufacturer of woollen dress-materiaU the
pattern Hcavnis. so much in favour with S.M. the Em^s
and the bOes of the Imperial Court, having be.en imported,
woven and supplied by this wise, enterprising and energetic
young nutn. Wh<^-bul it wiU be for his wife to perceive and
jjrawe Am many exceUeneies. I leave thee to the pUasant
task of dtscovenng them.

"My Juliette, if so much of thy father mingles in thy

II
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«*•»« that of att earffrj. tk- t

^

Heaven knuux, they have lo'nff-L '
^^' '° '*««-«

to thriU at the J^ZZm'^t ""^ *^^"' ^"^

fearn / ^or u-Ae„ sucA^^Z^»« '-/»^^' tte

>^rt; blood the sJl ofAlgeZ r{f/ "f^'' "^'^ «'

She hid her anguish as onlylZrs^T: 1" """^^ «*
«««» Khortened by anxietu urT T' *"' *^'' *«^«? We
0/ the OnW« . « . ^ «»«crffo»« during the tfrrihi.

^
"J "le (^nmea; that loar to vrotrnrt^j \,' '*'^*'e war
*"»«« My of England^, fr^M^iZ "T"^ '" <«-
^ rnore fortunate army c F^IT J^ ""^ '^Benng to

<^U bhu, Fate &attJlllZJ"^ ^' "*" ^^

^^Z'Z'a::^^:^Tr^"'''-ofthymother.
. .
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»» some foreign pronine^—or in the event of War at home,—
tndden, unexpectedn-tuxeping as a eaiadytm over thy native
»otl, thou wilt believe me, my Juliette, when I UU thu this
marriage would be abadhUely for the beat I Living or dead,
for me to know thee aafe and eherithed, here at VertaiUe* with
thy htuband Charles and his estimable mother, wouU be happi-ng WiUthou consent to the union ? WiU thou obey
thyfather.wholovestheeashissoult One finds this a scrawl
which wiU prove difficuU to decipher. As thou knowest, Iam a better artist with the sword than wUh the pen.

" WritUn here at my new quarters, which comprise a sUep
*ng chamber and boudoir elegantly furnished, suitable for a
young-lady of refinement: amd a little kitchen. fuU of pots
and bright pans.

"Thy father.

" HtSMi-ASToiira-AiMMnT j>t Batasd,
" Colonel Commandant."

VIII.

Will it not be admitted that a letter such as this waa
calculated to cause a flutter of agitation in the meekest
femmone bosom. To be reoaUed from School before the
completion of the tirewme prooew technically known as

finishing," that wag matter for rejoicing. The little bed-
room-boudoir in the Colonel's quarters at the Cavalry
^Tracks, " elegantly furnished, suitable for a young lady
of refinement," presented an aUuring picture, the tiny
kitchen, fuU of pots and bright pans," charmed.
For Mademoiselle de Bayaid, going back to her Colonel

after two years' absence, laden as the working-bee with the
honey of accomplishments and the well-kneaded wax of
useful knowledge, promised herself that it should not be
long before her idol should, be convinced by practical
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«»«ied aa a portion of the „„L' encSJe '
"^^ "°*

Js^%irZi*t'^.'"'^ '"^ °^ ccpanionahip,

~^..a..i:..r^ro.t::vrTrjrri-

^e.;5i:-strrori:^T.^'i-^

that weighed downl^e ^°in\^*''*^:"l'''*'/ttril'Ute.

Had one ever beheld W^T^e^utC" 'J'"''*'
'

even to on^w'tw u*
""* ''""*•''' *° ^^^ *» «l«it

remembered weU m a Uulf^i!? »
'^""' ^^>" «»"

elderly Udy.Zo^l h^' ^^"t^':^!.':;?n"f'""'*'""''
bad embraced one 7oSv «!!?..' ^'°""'' ''''''

taking immediately^?:
'!;«",e2h*^/" T'^ P""

"andwiches, fruit oak^ LTl^~^^ " ''°"**'°° «*

hungry achoolgirWelcomeTf'' T"'V"'* *" »

What more? ih T,, .^^ ''°'" °* ^''^ <i»y-aore?... Ah, yes I Madame had much deploi^
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Charles's absence, possibly at Lyons or in Belgiui Further,

Madame had remarked to M. le Colonel:
" My friend, your Juliette is the image of hei beloved

grandmoUier !"

"Will nobody over say that I am like my mot her f"

Juliette had gaily cried. And with a strange stiff smi. ', the

Colonel bad answered for Madame Tessier,—who at that

juncture had opportunely upset a dish of little sugar-

cakes.

" There have been moments, my child, when I have "—he
coughed rather awkwardly for M. le Colonel

—" anticipated

that a resemblance might exist."

Could he have been on the verge of saying "feared,"

and substituted the other word at the last moment ? Such
an idea was ridiculous, yet it had occurred to Juliette.

To questions on the subject of the faintly-remembered

mother the grandmother had been impervious. The
Colonel had always answered—yet with palpable reti-

cence. . . .

" You have no mother, my little Juliette; she was taken

from us, my child, while I was absent with the Army in the

Crimea," or, " She left us, while yet I was detained in

Eastern Russia, serving as aide upon the staff of M. le

Marshal Grandguerrier. ... It is true, she was both good
and beautiful when I married her I Now run and play !"

Or, in later years :
" Now come and read to me !" or " Wulk

with me," or " Ride.with me," or " Now tell me how and
where thou didst learn to ttim out such savoury dishes

with thosb tiny pattea de mouche of thine ? Nowhere is

there a chef whose choicest efforts can compare with my
Juliette's. And I have dined with the Emperor—and
with Milord Hertford at Bagatelle—and with CoBsnl-

Qeneral Baron Rothschild—and

—

parole d'honneur/—

I

have told them so !"

And all the time M. le Colonel had been keeping bark
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SZ" the.^",^^'T<^' t^-gtt Juliette, that
invariably been offe^Tfor jf H "^ ^°^' **»» >>«>

de Bayard t^miiy^JZ^fLtT:^ "^'"''^^ "' the

sj^--- '^^ "-n':t.r^t?.i^i:;

ened, the doubt would nerer'sieep a^ ^'T""""
"^"k-

doubta of the WncC ofrr"'';,
^* "''"k™'^ "tinging

f»the«. 'Tear tfTZ^e^V'^T ""^ *«°dere«f of
»W- Ah. my Heaved X*"''^^'" '*' '^'^'^ '" ^e had
images^oh'^visir? '1T«' "^^ "'"'™^«' "°* ™^h
Sitting on her .School locker

,"™*** ''""''e"^ sorrowfully,

her knees, her Uttle Si^^^h '" *^''"«^*' '"'^ «««w, on
hands, you saw her « atl/I h

""'''^ '" '''^ «'«°d»
For while joy made of JulL7**r' """^ ""'« "'mature,

formed h. to thewan^ *liH
'"* T"^"^^' 8^'«^ '"^o'

"^ed her,
, i„ohed h" st^olTh «^'"« '" her place.

She might-.^ empty hlS^tr'"'^'-^ °"^
her looker until the prWnThotM'"' "^ "**^8 "^
%hted upon a coloured^!* u

^^ °°* her 8«i eyee
militaryWe»a^^^rlf ^L'^

^'-•' - ^^
frame fastened by a safetv nfn

!'
f"^

'" " ""'« '^"^y
iimity curtains ihatTmp^^ t""' "V* '^^^''^^ -hite
the little white-eovered d'r^r. b^°*

"'"' ^"^""^ ^
You are to behold Juliette's fathef'
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would nerw dan to h»T« termed him bo in the presence o(

Juliette. And yet lo mutly, soldierlike and ingratiating was

the boldly-featoied face, with its brave eyes, curled mous-

tache and imperial, the fur taipaci with the green and

scarlet plume and the red Hussar bag, was worn with such

an air, the dolman of fine green cloth, laced and corded with

heavy gaUnu of silver and faced with the brilliant red of his

silver-striped puitaloons, fitted his compact round person

with such creaseless tightness, his silver-striped eetnture,

belts and buckles were ao point-deviee, his spurred Hessian

boots graced such neat small feet, his right hand rested

on his hip, his left upon the hilt of his loug sabre, with

so pleasant a grace, that you could not but warm to this

picture of a cavalry commander.

His daughter melted even as she gazed. The generous

soul, once wrouj^t to the xiitoh of heroism, piles sacrifice on

sacrifice. She had meant to temporise, but she would not

do 80 now. She began to comprehend, as stray sentences

of the father's letter floated back, that his mood had been

sorrowful when he wrote it; and that those wounds of the

soul he spoke of had been bleeding, though hidden from his

daughter, many a year. ... He was never sentimental;

that sentence about laying his bones in a trench hastily

dug by pecuiants in a foreign province had been struck from

the steel of his nature by some flint hurled from the sling

of Fate. The words that followed, picturing War,—sudden,

unexpected, sweeping as a cataclysm over the country,

—

had the solemnity -of deep organ-notes. And the rushing

tenderness in the words :
" Living or dead, to know ihu taje

and ehtrithed J" thrilled, and the dignity of the entreaty

touched and conquered: " WiU thou obey thy father, who

lovt» thee a» hit toul f . .
."

You saw light and warmA and youth and loveliness

visibly flowing back into her as she looked at the picture.

The witches' changeling fled, a christened maiden remained
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who h.re never^.Srj"^ ^ will';:" ^Jf
"""-

yo» would wiBh me to thta very night NoTl „lCrnd then go down to Monio* « .
^ P"''''

way to the gueel^W mI^™
'^'^"*<* P~"*^ °" ^er

° Kuen parlour. Monio» waa waiting there.

IX.

TZC '"""'"' *•"• '""^ '^«'«» -^ *te fiery

of Z''*.''" °? ^'^ *''•"
'
H°^ =»» yo» think «> much

"iree, but they are good onee !" She marked
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them off opon h«r tdny flngen. " Fint, to wrre God. . .

.

Again,—to wrve her friendi. . . . Onoe more—to help her
enemies I . . . If not, how ii it that she spent two hours
yesterday, working with you at that F major fugue in

Bach's Bool( of Forty-eipht. . . . Has not that stopped
you the whistle f . . . I have eyes in my head, see you
well T Pour tout dire—^you are an ingrate, you I"

" See you well I" could be a slogan on occasion, a blood-
chilling note heralding the shook of battle. But it came
now in the softest of dove-notes, as they hurried to meet
each other, clasped hands, and kissed.

" Dear one, I am so glad ! See you well, we have a whole
half-hour to spend together. . . . And there is so much to
tell you that I know not where to begin." . . . She drew
back frowning a little, vexed that Monica was not alone.
" I entreat your pardon t . . . I did not know you enter-

tained a visitor. ... It is best that I retire. ... I fear
I am . . . how do you say T . . . very much in the road I"

Monica explained, holding the big red hand of an awkward
young man in a shaggy greatcoat.

" You are not in the way, dear—and this is not a visitor I

Let me introduce my brother, of whom you have heard.
Carol, this is my friend. Mademoiselle de Bayard."
The shaggy young man, blushing savagely to the tips of

his ears and the roots of his flaming hair, made a clumsy
inclination, and offered the large red paw to Mademoiselle.
Who gravely inspected it, drawing down her upper-lip,

folding her own in^tesimal hands before her narrji"

waist, but made no movement to take it.

"He has angry eyes, with curious amber taehte in

them, ..." she thought. " And he looks dusty as a voyager
after a long travel. . . . Not bUn tenu as a gentleman should
be. . . . Living with Qermans in Germany he has become
indifferent to the petita sotns of the toilet. 1 would put
the hand in the Are rather than tell Monica !—but for me.
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n..« u ,
• • • 1 u soon be back again . "

s^ d^o/irhZii ^r *^*' '*"^ ^
'
"--^

of .tiflened JSt-X^rtralSl^r *
'^fdiamond powder with a *.„ • . ,

"bbons and

prudish, duii, doltl * * 0^^»"^^ '^•' "" P"88ish,

kept tho«. long, tL-cr«n/„riint^lhrdoC'*'r'^
"•"'

•iered rather what might be thettt^X-^^
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oealedy Black or brown ? Or-one had had a gleam ofblue when for «» instant she had looked at one TZfycared-but perhaps they were blue »

^

a d^refhar),°"'rT* *° "* ^°^' °<" ^'^ «*« «<««»t«a desire that he should seat himself. She flickered h«r

wSl-lue. '
'^ Britomart-Krimhilde-Briin-

he^oundt'"''* ,f ^^' P"" P"PP** ^ *"« black merino

Or ™rh T
'^'"°« '""•'"* *° ''^ l°'«d one's height.Or perhaps ,t was to keep himself from ma41y shoutingtoMomca to tell them to hurry up with that tray

^

two-and-eightpenoe early on Wednesday, and have din^on a sausage and mashed for threepence, sup^ Tt
mit l"t^'

'""° " P^P " - >ivery-st;ble';CWhen the bed at a coffee-house has cost you a shilhnVbr^kfast of burned -bread coffee, and roU thrZice'and you have spent twopence on a paper coJ^To^

von^n ^' ^°" '"'^* °°* ^*"*"^^ *° »'"^k into this,yon are beginning to return to the savage of the Earli^

ftl*'. ^'''^^'^"8'^^-igi'WtobegZh;

dropped m upon the banquet armed with a flint axe^'po»essed himself of the coveted 6o^.6o,«;Ae.
'"*''"'*

voLi*; ^r^*"
"^ '"'^y astonished at the savage

WsT'veii'r;''?^^- It^'l-otoccurtohimt^
h^s nerve^he had always jeered at men who had talked

that this was the mevitable reaction. His laboriouslvcrammed scientific knowledge had never yetC caU^upon to account for his own bodily sensations-Tnll S
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So'^nv w^"""^'' .^^f'^l'^^aBnoBed as the result of

^Z'i:^ r"
"~'" '^'*'' "* «*'« ^"^ of chairs, its hig^moulded ce,hng, its dingy blue distempered walls, hungwith engravings of Popes and Cardinals, Ro^an view"

SttTT' °« paintings, began to heave and^ge
like the decks of the evil-smelling. second-rate passenger-steamer that had brought him third-class frorOstend.He thought of that old man with the shattered skuUsprawhng among his bloody papers, and knew that inaether moment he should-horror of hoixors I despite tiepresence of yonder speechless ImmobiUty in the fidffle!^died bh^k frock and medalled blue neck ribbon-^S
famt or be violently sick.

—="UBr

its^fL"^°'*M^
^* a'ternative, for the whole .00m, withrtsfaded gdt m^rors, its album-laden tables, its fomalW \ T" '^'°« '^^ ^"'^°*' *1^« little matrfnfront of them, and the beeswaxed floor on which withgromng difficulty he maintained a perpendiculTlsitrn

snJt down down
. . into bottomless, boundless abyss^of mtangible gray mist

""yssee

Out of which, after an interval of a hundred years or

" It's nothing I I'm all "

And then be swallowed up again. Coming to thesurfacem another »on or ^ to ask, with a wince of*pain:
"

like Se rkei',-^"°^
"'"''" ""^ ^ *^« ^'^ ^ I^^-ts

And to receive the answer in a cool little silvery voice

oi a green alley, or the trickle of a brook through 1^grasses and forget-me-not beds.
" You knocked the floor with it when you made to fall
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;^otJ..^. no
! but there wiU certainl, ^'Z big" u^

brought him into' ^^s Ĉt^.;' "h1 T'''"Tever you are ! Vn* *ii ^ ™^ "P' '*''»°"

how giddy I am' T^at!- °°''-
:

" ' "^"^-^er/
r;J T L F **'*"' "" * °^«te

' • • Here I
• . . Give me hold of your fist

!

"

i~i»« tack '^'i.^':^ i'Sf"",""";

subjects-theTtho^nlt^.. °'^-P^«ngs of sacred



THE MAN OF IRON 77M a captive titmouse or rohin .„,„j,i u

aprig Who was the girl ?

Infa„taofthod4Ve2ste"M "".'' '="*'*"'^' *»«

the help the little hCdhXt;nSn'^'^^'''^°"^
was hers, and against her hTh!;?

/^« »>very, sweet voice

J«>r gathenngL Itrt^rcir " ''
^r*!!:Str„rh2l^^-S ^^head/wheJltd*

^ flower, ^l s^'tn^^ ^t. ^"^ "'^ '''^ =°"*'''* °^

again
««'eetness of the voice was in his ears

thatlhavoneverblirm yf T*"
*° ''^^* '^^

that you " ^'°"«««"! Your sister will be grieved

" You are not to tell her I" H^ j
tho chair she hJli. Z!

dropped heavily into

hao ,
'""*aakyoutobegoodenouBh wt,has gone and unbuttoned my coat ?" ^ '

'

'
^^°

X.

poverty into horrible relieTtt^'
'°^"* '''' "'^'^«"

two da^s' wearThe detpt 'LtroHh? ''' ''"^ "'

purchased at an outlay of twC^ ha^^ h'"'^'
""""•

by some traitorous hand durZ wr;n™ hT ™^"*'^
of . moment back. The ooS'^ed bS^T^'^"-young face in flood, as with shaky flnge^ h^w^i^K
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big horn buttons to their buttonholes, and felt about hia
neck to find it wet JnUette had aaid to herself that
he had angry eyee. They were tigerish as they flamed at
her Then the yellow flame died out of them and they
^ -ere nothing but gray and miserable. He said brokenly

:

" I—beg your pardon I I must seem the last thing out
in the way of a brute to you. I had—fainted or some-
thing !—I've been through a lot of late I And you meant
to—be kind, I'm sure. ..."
He had thought her a mere child in size, but her personal

dignity lent her height and presence. Her great eyes met
his full, and they were deeply blue as scillas in May, with
great black pupils and velvety-black bands about the
inses. Shesaidinanioy little voice:

"Sir, it is customary in these dayt to instruct young
ladies in the knowledge of imparting medical aid to the sick
or wounded. A moment since I saw you fall to the floor !

I lanced myself to your side !—I debuti, med your paletot-
sprinkled on your forehead water from thit vase upon the
table,"—she indicated the ornament with m, infinitosimal
forefinger,—" and in a few minutes I have the relief to
behold you sufSoiently recovered to demand if a man has
shooted you ? . . . NaturaUy, I do not mean to be unkind !

But the promise not to speak of this to MademoiseUe, your
sister, see you well ?—I cannot give it ! Young ladies "—
there was an appalling stateliness about the tone and
manner of this deUvery, worthy of a mistress of deport-
ment—"young ladiet do not have secrets with strange
young gentlemen 1 And Monica is my dear friend, not you !"

" Then if she is so much a friend of yours, you would
wish to spare her knowledge of things certain to shock and
grieve her ? You would not like to have her anxious and
worried about what she couldn't help, would you ?" His
eyes constrained and besought. His voice was humbly en-
treating. . . .
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.velaahe^ at the Stl '^^^^ T^^ '^,^-
^'^f

«^^^^^^^

the ey«la8h«, replied Th„.
"'"^ ""**= "^o I"

i^^^nZ^JT encouraged, P. c. Breagh

tni*." '"*"^* ^°"'-y- '-^^ - « you could be

-owB i aJ^'t Zt^LV^f '"^y « Alpine

this overbearing, sha^'l^" sC'i "' f«"*''^'«'

longi^ttir^trr -^ ^*^ '^^ -^^--^ «
TOen I'll risk mine with yon I" said P r B~ l

w s:r;hS:rbX^-£^^^^^^ .
'"hes. "Do not "y rf^f j! J^^^^^*

"^ the We«d
you-I ..riu be trustJateoi^\l,*r «"""'" ^
at all I"

"osoiutely, or I will not be trusted

'^-^f'^edtr';^''^' ''^ »"«> —-Jed, and

hav^^y^terl^tCo^^h'eZldr^Het:* ' T"^'*to one of the white-cnrtainL IT ' ^e got up and went
that masked the outWk 1,^^?"^'r"""*

^"'^°-'
said still more awkward*

^"'^'^gi^'^ Square, and

j^ii^^imTcritrti^rm t- "^ *"-

£rirnr.rti°-,;rr----^
gone bankrupt. iSet ^t T'l*'"'*

^'"^^ «™ ''"^

-the youngfr had s^: 'LT^n Xl^^ ^'"^'''''

pockets." He ground his t^r^ '^LfuTv' " '"'

ever meet that fellow l-he'II ^^T .

Apd if I hve-and'—»»e 11 pay me m inohes of skin ("
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She said, and tho silvern voice had the sweetnen of

Cordelia's:

" I am 80 very sorry I Could you not prevaU upon thin
dishonest gentleman to restore to you your property ?"

P. C. Breagh said, with a flash of white teeth in his blunt-
featured freckled face:

" I might, if he had been considerate enough to mention
where I could find him ! . . . Meanwhile . .

." He shrugged
his strong young shoulders in rather a despondent way.

" Meanwhile you are without a home ... and without
money ?"

He nodded, biting fiercely on his jutting underlip. " Just
now I But by-and-by "

She persisted.

"Without money and—starving I Surely, starving!
and that was why you fainted ! . . . And I, num. Dieu t—
I have been bUnd and stupid. ... Je ne me doutaia de
rien! Forgive me, I beg of you I"

Her small face was all white and pinched and working.
Sobs choked her voice; she struck her little bosom—she
wrung the tiny hands in anguish And it was aU real.
You could not doubt Juliette's sincerity. And though his
manhood was sufficiently new to revolt at commiseration,
still, it was not unpleasant to know that one's misfortunes
had pierced the bucklered pride oi the Uttle Infanta, and
wrung tears from the most wonderful eyes he had ever seen.
And what was she saying ?

" Monsieur Breagh, it is a misfortune of the most grand
that you are a man and I a woman ! Otherwise it would be
so easy to say to you this Me, I am for the moment
nch. I could—if you would accord me the permission ?—
relieve these pressing necessities Let me know where
a letter will readily find you. ... Do not, I entreat you,
be angry that I ask this !"

But he was angry. His broad stripe of meeting red eye-
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^^ until the Wkt 1"™!^ """l ''« clenchef ht
rbun>ed backs. H"tri^^"'i°"* *'"*« "P°» the"

-his sister's schoolmate ^^^ ^ ^""""^ from a pirl

I'm uncommonly obl^^ h ,
^"'"^"^^ ?• C. Breagh

!

•'°"°*'y-^on't do that sort of th f"""'
"""-'" *'«

^Jthe^smaSte'-.rtrhV -T r''^'
'"^-"

P'tiful entreaty. She did Ttt t"^
"' ''''" '"tt «uch

crouched like a savage Utt." If''"!;
'^' contracted-^he

h-m; her muscles g«,w4Sv

!

^ '° 'P"°8 and rend
"kin. He could h^ThTsh ^ ^""^ """^"^ ''^^ transparent

^i^L**""*^
°° thepointofb«St '".r*^"'

utterance
«poke,,t was in a loVclearS^^rl *•"""• W^""" «he
toWunl„cky

auditor, tha:'"a:^S''"'='^«''^^

- » Btain upon hisW ^S":^'*"
7°"^ shrinkC*

rVance, and my brave fai^'^ .•"'"'* "y country of
-ho Will bemyLS ^^T^

'"'^ ^^^^ -'"e gantleLn
that M Charles is not Z^

'

^^J' '' ^°^^^^ ^or yon
hou. he is a master of the sword nT """ ' ^'^^^ « *
taken and I have been jus^ humiha T""' '"^ ^^ "i-

She ':: * ""^ good'afte^oor,"
'^^

• • ^^^-^^ *'"'t

ceremo^ri'^iet^dlrst;^ ^,^- «-«^ with erushing
-uid even reach the dl^f IT *'t^°°-

""^^ hf
dehberate gentleness thatTasmor^l^

-n h,s face with a
have been. ...

^^ '»°'* final than a slam would
' I've done it, by golly ( ' said P. C. Breagh.
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Just after this lofty, dignified fashion hod Britomart-

Krimhilde-Briinhilde-Isolde quitted the scene of many »n ,

imaginary interview. That a being so small and frail

should assume the airs of these heroines tickled even while

it angered him. A moment more he glowered and fumed,

cursing the.Fate that had dealt him another set-back, and
then . . . the tinkle of crockery ) raided the return of Monica
with Slater Boniface and a tray, satisfactorily laden with

a stout brown teapot, bread and butter, home-made pre-

serves, and a dish of somewhat solid ham-sandwiches, the

welcome sight of which drove away the dark blue devils

and restored his cheeriness again. He could go a long

time oa one full meal, he told himself, as be perpetrated a

surprising onslaught on the eatables and thirstily swallowed

cup after cup of Convent tea.

Replete at length, he leaned back in his chair, conscious

—so overwhelming was the sensation of fulness after his

protracted fast—of feeling like a boa-constrictor who had
swallo-^ed his blanket. He longed to sleep: the continual

battle with recurrent yawns was becoming painful; and
yet you are mistaken if you suppose that this young man
did not love his gentle step-sister, and was not glad at

heart to be once more in Monica's company. But Brother
Ass, the body, ridden fast and far by the turbulent spirit

and the eager mind, belaboured by the cudgel of Fate until

his solid ribs were cracking within his shaggy hide, wanted
repose more than social converse. Carolan's eyelids were
closing under the stream of Monica's eager talk. His head
was nodding—his mouth had fallen ajar—a faint snore

was on the point of issuing from the organ immediately
above it—when he started as broad awake as though a
wasp had stung him. . . . Monica was speaking of Juli-

ette. . . .

" I am Sd glad that you have met her !—yet sorry too,

because she is leaving us so soon now. Is she not sweet ?

—
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He blushed as Monica iumnnH im #™

deceived the sisterly obeefvaS^^ ^ "^^'"''P ^
The moustache will come," Monica sajH »{!,

-i.-»ndaboa,drmT^dt"otT'""«^'^"°°'''''

*o»„7" ' CJ^"'*^ ^*'"'* •^""«*t« ^°»W call more

Z^!; ; f"'r™"** 3"««h fellows run shaggy after ayear or two at a German University " ^
He spoke as easily and naturaUy as was Dossibl« wi^Klump in the throat embraced by the ZeHot T ^

'

savage pain teariug at his heart.
^^

' "^ *

She said

:
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:

" It it » bargftin then, and I thall see my old Cuo looking

M he ought to look, next time he comei here I . . . Tell att,

when will next time be ?"

He stuttered, inwardly writhing: " I had no idea you'd
mind the sort of—togs a fellow went about in I You, who
are going—you told me in your huit letter I to tako a vow of

poverty and all the rest t . ,
."

She laughed and patted the brown hand. " But yoti

aren't going to tako a vow of poverty. . . . You will be
independent. . . . You will have everything—1 hopo you
will have everything I that goes to make Life pleasant, and
all the other things that make it—precious. ... I am very
ambitious for you, Carolan !"

He laughed rather roughly

;

" Ambition in the cap and cape of a postulant I What
would the Mistress of the Novices say to that ?"

The face framed in the triple row of white frills was v«ry
pure and tender.

" She would say that there are more kinds of ambition
than one. I am ambitious that my brother should be
spoken of among men—as a man who in tho whole course
of bis career was never once ashamed to own himself a
Catholic, and to prove not only in words, hut in deeds
his loyalty to his Master in the face of tho world I You
understand me, don't you ?"

He answered her in an embarrassed, awkward way, and
with a look that evaded hers.

" Of course ! You mean—^you'd like me to be the kind
of fellow who goes regularly to Mass, and receives the
Blessed Sacrament on all the Feasts of Obligation I Well,

I can't boast of being quite as scrupulous as that I But
at any rate I have—ringed in with the late-comers—at

Christmas and Easter and Whitsuntide. . .
." He added,

"Not that I should have been thought priggish if I'd

gone oftener. ... Of course the bulk of the students at
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" And were alTn?
™ "' ^ •»">»ld think."

^^ziz rchu?hi!ther "^"r* '- -'^
PMked full."

"inrone.-there were three of 'em-

fa a changed' ton?'"
"* '""' •*»^'"« '" "he asked him

He faltered, ,ick at heart at having to lie to her.

byrrhi'fii.i'X-'" "''' -«^- ^-'<-

hU address aboutZ^ ZTlll!>!'' '^f
'^"^

greatcoat constitute his hotel !fc ^ ""^y "'"^ fr^e«»

change the subject he bTnL"^" "^^ "'"»>
' To

fa the Novitiati. She Wked hi" T ^"^ experiences

.VU^hide that her dee.rtotkT;i'^^^^^^

pected it o: you I"
^""Panion—I d never have ex-

^Sear"£* 'T^ '"^ '^""H^ *te ™om.
or ^J^I^ t'ZZT' *'"* ""-- ^-» beings,

hear us laugh and chX°lT'^°"''''P ' "^ou should
the timed fun b^n/Litd'tTheT- ^'"''^ '^^--
-wee„Joythathalf-hV;*^~„:''2-l-^^^^^^^^
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her smile did not leave her, bnt it changed in expression,

—

" not that I did not have my miieTable houis. For the

matter of that I have them still
!"

He got up and went over to the hearth-side, where a tiny

gas-fire made pretence of cheerfulness.

" I never thought it was all jam in the Novitiate. A
fellow I knew who had wanted to be a Carthusian monk

—

and found it impossible to stick out the preliminaries 1

—

hinted as much to me."
" I suppose," she tjid calmly, " that he could not sub-

mit to the—^necessary experiences that lead to the final

breaking of the wiU."
" Breaking of the will !" He kicked the old-fashioned

fender savagely. " What do they do to break yours, in

Heaven's name ?"

" What is done u done in Heaven's name," she said,

" and that is why one can submit cheerfully. But my
first weeks in the noviceship were cloudlessly happy."

She laughed a little. " I thought it was always going to

be like that 1"

" I—see ! . . . I twig t . . . They made much of yon in

the beginning. . .
." He gritted his teeth and turned his

face away;
" Perhaps they did ! . . . I remember I had all the

nicest things to do, and nobody minded. ... I was

allowed to dust the High Altar, change the flowers in the

vases, and help the Sister-Sacristan brush and fold the

vestments away. ' And one day I was permitted to wash

the lunette of the monstrance. It was a wonderful ex-

perience. One could understand how the Magdalene muet

have felt when she wiped the Sacred Feet."

He was silent, for she had soared to heights beyond

him.
" Perhaps it made me proud, for next day I was set to

tidy the linen-room presses. I worked for some we^s



THE MAN OF IRON 97
there, ^rning and mending and folding. Then I was sent

I hked laying the long tables, but I hated washinir Hir^g^tes and di^es, and I simply loathedc^^^^^fj^l
"I should think so I Housemaid's duty I I understand

•irbSu^rr'^""^-^' • •
^yo^^ .

Her deep eyes rested on him calmly •

habiSst!^,' '
Tr,"'^^'^-^*^' ^ ^^' «^i^ed thehabit^I shall most hkely go on having them ! I daresavI shal have them after I have taken the Veil

" ^
He kicked the fender again, his hands shoved deep intobs empty pockets, and felt the shilling, sole coin«Z^^to him, bum against his aching ribs. He would hT^!

fZT^ r 7"^ "^^ ""'* waiting,_in case she shr«i^from the final plunge. He made a great effort and groaZ
" But that won't be for two yean to come. And thinmmay happen_who knows 1"

-ana things

nZP^ !
^ ^™^'" ^"^ *"•* '^^^ ' «ndden flush, " that 1need not wait two years 1" ^

In^h^CT 'l*"^
»^ th*t had been crushing him.in sneer rehef he began to stammer •

I tho^i'.*
" '''^^

i.*^"*
^ ™ ' ^ ^^'^ understand

. .

Jo'^dl^rwo^kn^^^^Sr--- .^r^yo^^on'lvuiuy worK now. That was only for a time nt th^
tegmning Well, I'm glad I I'd hate to tlSc 0'

my
«^rtackhngservants'd„ties,anyway!

Allri^t! wSfrhat are you on to now, eh ? Back at dusting the Alte^-and doing the flowers ?" ^ *"*'

"No. That is for others.-There are many others andeach of them must have a turn at the pleLIntTCWhen you have hved in the community only a short fiiSi
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you begin to understand that. . . . And when yon have
lived in it only a Jittle longer you learn that between the
pleasant duties and the unpleasant duties there is no
difference, whatever. Nothing being done that is not done
for God. When I was scrubbing the desks in the Little
Class to-day,—^there are seventy children, and the tiny
ones come in with muddy boots from the garden in wet
weather, and splash the ink over everything,—I was dust-
ing the Altar. . . . When I was washing the slatee I was
washing the Feet of Christ. It is no matter what we do as
long as It is nothing to be ashamed of—and is done with a
right intention

! . . . The lowest service counts as the
highest in the sight of Almighty God. It is one of the great
mysteries of Faith that this should be so. But it is so I . .

.

There's the first bell for Benediction !"

It was too late now. But even as she rose with that
wonderful look in the calm face framed in by the triple
row of little starched frills, and took his hand and led him
to the door, P. C. Breagh realised that he ought from the
first to have told the truth to her.

The parlour door led them into the corridor upon the
boarder's side. She guided him along it, left him at the
entrance of the chapel, pressed his hand, whispered " Good-
bye for now !" and vanished through a curtained archway
on the right hand, communicating with the cloister,
possibly.

He entered the chapel. A small portion of the nave,
near the west door, was open to the public. Some dozen
worshippers, chiefly elderly ladies, knelt or sat upon the
rush-bottomed chairs. Beyond, a high, wrought-iron
grille partitioned off the capacious choir, separated from
the cloisters upon either hand by the tall carved screen
that backed the rows of stalls. And the dying daylight
of the January afternoon shone through high windows,
stained in hues tender as flower-petals or brilliant as jewels^
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THE MAN OF IRON > „„depicting the various scene, in *K ,-.
*®

of Christ. '""''"*''«"<' of the Virgin Mother
The second bell h„A _ ^

0«ol«n bent the kn^ "^* T T^ ^°' Benediction a.
oentralgateoftheS nSf" ^*° * "^^ »«" "t"
«.d perfume of floZ 'an^tferf'"" °' ^'^^ P™-»-
tte morning Ma«. Tapers taH H I ""'^"'^ ''"™«<1 »*
High Altar, and a nu^fa ^JT",'"/'.'^"'*

'''»»^ on the
fa>elt at a faldstool, a^rbed^t,'.'' """^ "^'""y ^^^^
Mystery of Faith. wSSe „^°™*'°" °^ '^' ""^oned
•econd bell rang. Tbe^i!^J^^ °^ » Paternoster the
moved her stoo'l«y ^1!^' ""''*

'"" '^°-«-'
door ,n the sanctuary. LT» L. ,,

'^•'°* °"* ''3' » «de-
"aters began to gro^upon th«

\'^ "^ «"*°y "'"ving
that masked an'Trrhl^" J'^*'J. ^-^ was drawn'
gnlle upon the right side thT *''« farther side of the
»gnal of a handilap'^d ttZ'^*'! '"^'^'^We conven
mushn veils overA unifll^^Si.

*^«' '° '°°« ^^^^^
and went to the bottom ofTheT^^T^' T^"^ *°««ther;

b u?t";r^"« -"'2;'s!d'Tre'^ 'S.r
*'^™-

owe, the other a crimBnn Ju j ""e wore a nale
One was of solid ;«„"bS"T'^^^ " ^-'-^^
golden hair, vivid red^d 11;^ f"*°^^=«°* Ph^its of
»tiff. if dignified. beS,g iKhr °"^«' *°'' ~ther
of atature almost childlit; vet with ~* '^^^^ <='«''ture

^ shot through with a ££Je7ar'^ "''' °* '^"«^-
nificant as she walked besideT^at^I J"'

"^""^ ^g'
r-^d yet, it was not wall^g buf^^1^

white-veiled mate,
ng

• • . such airv craoA J^ * "^'"8' hovering float

neverdreamedoZ!^rlrS"t,r ^^ ^^ ^"Sh ht^
covered the gro^d Si r;^^^^'^"''''* having
g'acier, or tra^J i^hIr^'^r* '"'^'"«°'=«^
avalanche, when the xiSci^ ofT"''?^'"'"*

"'«'" °f «'"
l^on had compelL.. herto "VvT ""t**""^

«>«»« of
P-nce." or " impetuouslyl^'^t^^ ,

^conqueror'sously gain his side." Now' for the
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first time her mTe::;tor found himself wavering. . . . Was his

heroic ideal too Titanic, too colossal, too big and too

clumsy t Would it not be just as well to shorten her by

half a dozen superfluous inches—^reduce her superabundant

flesh ? And if at the same time, one were to darken her

dandelion tresses ?—tone down the staring china-blue of

her eyes into

What was the colour ? The blue of the spring flower or

the blue of the sapphire ? . . . You never knew until the

looked at you . . . and then you weren't certain . . . you

kept wanting her to look again ! Meek or tigress-like, in

whatever mood you found her, you would always be want-

ing Juliette to look, and look again.

The revelation of his monstrous folly, the knowledge of

his faithlessness came in the instant of recognition, hit him

like a seventh wave and bowled him ofi his mental legs.

Before he had recovered, the white-veiled hovering figure

had vanished. The aisle had noiselessly filled with a great

procession of similar figures, standing motionless, waiting,

two by two. There was a second clap of hands,—and the

white-veiled column knelt in adoration. At a third signal

they rose and slowly filed into their seats. And a second

double line of younger girls, the Middle Class, also white

veiled and white gloved, formed in the place of them, and

the orderly, impreisive manoeuvre was repeated by these.

Little children took their places, and did as their seniors.

A noble voluntary burst from the organ in the high-placed

loft, and the purple-habited, creamy-veiled choir-sisters

poured in and took their stalls, and the lay-sisters and

novioes followed, filling the great choir to overflowing, as

the door of the vestry was opened by a sweet-faced child

in a red cassock and white cotta, and the vested priest, a

scholarly-looking, gray-haired man, came in and went to his
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angel's began t,Znt0 5^'''> P-Bionlees-pnre as an
«ob broke from PC B^^^T'"*"'^ ^"''^'^°« ^^ »

crowding. aTo^'a^'lS^'
t»-at,andhot t«.rs came

Pa^'edtle^ Srr'rS;
•"'

V" ^" " '^"'^ «--
but a moment m^chto^r" ""^l

'"^ * ""''"«°*'

face the raging^Tl,^ ^^"^^ ''*'*°«'*'' """^ breath to

glad he bad'^trdTo^caT^rh:' '''^^'^\ «" ^"^
clothed, and aU but ™nnT • l "" homeless, half-^

I-ndon', and l^oSC^^Z^^U^V'^^' ""**'• °°''^

ci-eing, or clean boote to ke^Xe " ""' " '"'"^ "^

U'.«e-howdidtheygo?...
Somel^^tSs^'^^'*"-

service cJJttjTZ^Jt 7 '*"'*'^- ^** '^^

" I—see !"

courage, and resouroefuhiei n^Z^^ ^^^ ^"^ """'*
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up with what I've got to. Well, I'll have a shot at it I"
said P. 0. Breagh to P. C. Breagh. " I'U do nothing that
I'm ashamed of—and be ashamed of nothing that's honest ;

I'll labour for my daily bread—and for my nightly bed,

—

with theee hands and riioulders,—^if nobody will pay me
for my brains I—And what I do I'U do oheeriully. Shall
I kick at sweeping a crossing, when He was a carpenter 1"

It seemed to him that he had not prayed, and yet he had,
without knowing it. The Benediction seemed to fall on
him like dew. He went out by the west door with the
small congregation, and found Himself in the foggy London •

. square within sound of the roaring traffic of the London
streets, with a return of the old hideous shrinking. A
sensation paralleled by that of the shipwrecked castaway
who has found brief resting-place upon the tiny coral atoll
and must perforce commit himself, upon his crazy raft of
planks and hencoops, to the shark-infested, treacherous
Pacific seas again.

U if §

xn.

He strolled up a short street, and looked for and found a
roomy, double bow-fronted house of warm old red brick,
with huge capacious areas. "Vanity Fair" had been
written there, he kne /, rwrhaps " Esmond " too, though
he was not sure. He took off his hat to the memory of the
magician, and wondered where his other idol, the still

Hving author of the " Cloister and the Hearth," and " Never
Too Late to Mend " might be run to earth ? and made up
his mind to see Dickens' grave in Westminster Abbey on
the morrow, whether it cost sixpence, or whether it did not.

. .
. And then he wavered, sixpence, as we know, being the

moiety of his capital; and then he remembered that to-
morrow could only be reached by 'he bridge of To-Night.
He walked very fast for some distance, trying to exorcise
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W The high raiUn^fthlGJ"„^'"r""y ^ore he

tempted him to tuni in and reT,,!? '^*'y '»'^».

'^^ ^till aomewhat giddy a^^^t" " "^.^ "''''"•'' '°^ ^e
conhdentlyppopheeiedby

thTln^^^V''"'*
the bump so

hu brow. °y *'»'' I'^'nta, had appeared upon

diUy! Sa°ft*itlf̂ ir^e^^J;:
-1 «t«ed «* Picoa-

bn«ea, gieen and royal blue M°!. ? i
°' ^"^^ "'""i-

Behindtheshining^doloflT "** '"''' ^Wte-and-gold.

alternately appeared and ^jS^'°*°f
h«r and whiskers,

fmpsesofwhite-bosomed^rtSs ^""f^^^^^-^Pa^ing
buttons on livery coats Z!' V " *''* *''*^'« <>' gilt

™f.^-ed men, f«qu?n«yinsto I,^^''
'^"*'" "^ "4

whiff of malt, and the tUd^ilT"'' .''*"* ''^ ^^^ »
busmess-houses passed ^^ ?

^"^"^ ^°o'»- Vans of
^•d landaus w,tnS,,7''J.<;W of bells. Victoria
"» them; shut-up SglamTir'';

*"'* """«» ''««««
Of the machine of the^^ 1' l^^'t"?* ^""<«">di«ta
pigmy one. made Heetin!^'; ! *^ * ''^'^^ *''"<«'ed by a
B-gb. Andthed3?^^-*''-f-ofP.^O
and westward-flowing BtZZ J ^' '''"^ ^^"^'""^'^
"Jthout a break in them r ,

^'^•**"''°« *«»» by
"landsofyellowlightuMef?:wT '"«''° *° ""ke
f.

their numbers. HeCnS'-,"^''''°^«l»°dwindhng
b-s aU night y And tC^^^'"'''^ "-''' «<> on likf
on the other end of the^TTl ^'"'."P "''^ ^* ^own-u tant shock and jar ZugHr^^r^''^^^ ^^^''^
He saw the thick-set, rather ZT a'

^'"^^^'^ ^'"'^
fip^e of a man of middleCd^ ™w«i-shouldered
^ttemed in giant checks o^Wact^ V. '"'* "' '^^
--0W in masculine moXrrtSr«K:



y

M THB MAN OF IRON

bat known it. His hat, a low-orowned ohimney-pot in

hard gray felt, was tilted baokwards, his hair, of a pale tow-

oolour, tufted out from beneath the hat in a way that oried

for the attention of the barber; his whiskers, and mous-

tache, of the same shade as the hair, were raggedly in need

of the shears. He wore a buttonhole-bouquet composed

of a pink camellia with Neapolitan violets, and pale lemon

kid gloves, and sucked the carved ivory knob of an ebony

stick he carried, until,—^upon his neighbour's looking round

as above recorded,—^he took it from a somewhat lax and

swollen mouth, and observed that it was a nice afternoon.

Adding, as P. G. Breagh made a sound which might have

been assent or denial:

" If it is afternoon t Without my fellow to post me, I'm

apt to be wrong about tinie. Not that that's remarable.

Lots of people the same, don't you know T Nothing extra

—^notliing ex—oh, damn !"

A covert anxiety—and a very visible tremulousness

were combined in the speaker's manner. His large watery

blue eyes were painfu"y vague and bliured, with distended

pupils that looked uneven; his gestures were tmcertsin,

and his words, well chosen enough, and uttered with the

tone and accent usually distinctive of a gentleman, came

haltingly from a tongue that seemed to be too large for its

owner's mouth:
" You don't regard it as extra . . . Stop a minute I"

A pause ensued, during which the vague-eyed gentleman

waited, clutching )ns stick with both hands, and holding

his swollen mouth ajar. And when he shut the mouth to

shake his head, and looked at P. C. Breagh in the act of

doing this, the perspiration shone upon his puffy cheeks

and stood in beads u}>on his reddened forehead, as though

it had been July instead of a foggy afternoon in January,

and the pink-bordered cambric handkerchief with which

he wiped his worried face, became, after this usage, a very
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,4,.,
"™wy w« the word you wanted, wani't

" Much obliged ! Th« »«•»!
i^<^ words do dodge?„e Tnt ""°""!r"y ' 'Stror'nary

•*rtam gentleman^ 4e ,^r"°" • "'*°™«d t^e^
•dded, pulling at the L~^,-^f"P'***"'«^ *^o^^'- He
•^d that wL dSdX^,':f;.Trr.\^'"»«'-«^
•natters pairicurarly-bu^ iSf ''"" * *"°^ ^at it

notrunkl" ^ ^
'^ P"^«'' you to know that I'm

" Not—what ? . .
."

" Not rank I" reneatflrJ »,-
Phatioally. "Nor^t W.J''*"-r^*^ 8''»"»'»» em-
Not that it's oblig-^J^,^:;' ?"««^; "^^'^' ""^-d!
Perretually queer me 1-^! ,„

"**'*' °^ ^''^ ^ords that
butln-gard It as dt iTm^seUrn *.?° '"" *° ^P'""'
clearly unnerstand the «^^ f: T^^!f

' '^* y°" should
upon the Bench when thT^bbv ran""

*° *^' '"anuscript
or was it Friray ?

""^ «""'y ^0 me m on Thursday-
but I have nev^r beena^E"? T-,^"-"

"«"'"«* -«'
a craiiaw name for my3ioT v?" ^''*»" »^^«
luring cir^nd that'sT.otCof th t "'"'"'" *'»« «"
deuce and all with me ! Zl *

'"'"^ *•"** PV the
all wrong!" '• ^^* ** ^y westick, buttoned

-SS^JJC,^---a «».^ Wk ...
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negleoted uid lo on. As » nuurrar of fact I Hve in dwt
little joppa outtisit I" He waveringly pointed to » Urge,
tuuidiome privkte dwelling with an ornate portico, situated

nearly oppoaite, and sandwiched between two Clubs.
" An' as a namiral conquicense of my temorrary irrability

to pronounce words of the most orinary nature, I am "

He drew an aimless figure in the muddy gravel with his

ivory-topped, ebony stick, and went on with a weak laugh,
" I am absoluly neglected by my own househol'. My
own children seem ashamed cr afray of me—all but Little

Fozhall—splendid Uttle chap is Little Foxhall t But his

mother—my wife " He broke off to say—" You will

esouse my touching on these priva' matters in conversa-

tion with a perfeo' Strang. I am quite conscience I

trepsass against the orinwy usages of propriety, especially

in speaking of my wife I . . . But—the fact is, sir I I am
most desperately wretched. Six people imagine me runk
—out of every half-doisen. While the other six—the
irriots whisser it when they think I'm out of earshock

—

suppose me t>7 be suSrig from Sofrig of the Bray t"

He b^an to tremble and shake, and put his stick be-
tween his knees to hold on to the edge of the seat with his

lemon-kidded hands—and couldn't hold the stick in that
position, and it fell, and P. C. Breagh picked it up and put
it back.

" I am murrabliged," said the owner of the stick, " by
your kind attention !" Something struggled and fought in

the vague blue eyes that he turned upon Carolan,—it

seemed as though in another moment Fear and Terror

might have leapt glaring into sight. "And while I am
boun' to ajopolise for thrussing my privarrafairs upon a
stranger—I feel bound to put the quession ; Why should
thissorathing happen to ME? Goolor! I've been no
worse than lossa urra fellers !" He rose up shaking, and
shakily sat down again, nearly missing the bench.
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dMpMftte " Y-„ ^.r^^ ^^ were pJteou. ,nd

«vl^
. . yo„ „„„,^«

I tv^^,'°'*•»^•<^-
I h»vo played tho be.^i^ d^^l*" '^"^ «oth,r I

<>»lly,»ndim«edit;MdtriedtoI„^ ' ^' ^"* •""Pkati-
•nd went on: "A^d I iS^^ "IT.*^"^''"'*"'^""*.^G~i IW put on the okU withT^

'^ *•" ^* e'«>ve.

"*^I And I rode ay Slth""** ""^"^"^ «'-

«'ni«dfafim,andtheyt<irtrS^'^ •* York. »„d
Oteioraok dfaner. And r^T^^ "Peochifled me »t the
'-•'led fa the wfant'ir^'^.'^t '"^ "^^ ^'>y--
«»ple peering-th,.-QoS^t"^ °'';;P'« "«^.-the

^7 name w« a houaehoW XrTth'J^f^' """^"^d^m^ Ahou«holdword,^'l"rf the Un«ed
Wing and iweating, as the horJ ^ •"

u. ? '""'^e off, trem-
»oe, and p„t ti.e''^rZ^'ZX'^:'' '^°'"' '^*«' the
!fLe-pty blue eyu. from C^l^ l^tJ^'k"f *"^^

•^^--"r---^r.2Sd^^^^^^^

-Ldeeent^-i-r-' ^^ "^ W
'—

t
out o?^ a^'Std t "^L'

"'""^ °^
now approached the bench\^ ^ *"™^ "^^k. Md•m fa the act of uncTeSjfr* .^T'*" '"^P'-ouBly

I

- ^"vfr'SiCo^erit f-'^--^^
I -".l-nu^now. before yourS-^S:^^^-^^

7
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" Home f" Hi* Qnet looked mildly from the Mthori-

totive MurohiMm to the ctately "oottege oppoeite"

Mtd one of the anoertain huidi in the pele lemon Ud
gloTee, m*ki ig m though to pluoli at itn ontrinuned

whiiker, found iteelf imp:iioned in • deferential but

vigoroui grip.

" Home, your Qraoe I" Mid Murohiion, applying mue-
oular leverage to raiie the inert figure.

" All right. Pi»M I better, Murchiion I" He roee to

the perpendicular. ... " Wiah you a very good evening,

ir 1" With a faded reminitoenoe of what mi^t have been

a courtly manner, he touched hi* hat to P. C. Breaf^, who
returned the farewell greeting, avoiding the sharp glance

of Murchison. Then valet and master moved oB, leaving

a little trail of dialogue behind them

:

" You give u* the fair slip that time, your Grace I . .
."

" Perhan ~ did, Murchiaon—now you happen to mention

It."

" Mi«^t have been killed croieing Piccadilly, your Qraoe,

and none of ua the wiaer."

" Goolor I I'd wish I had, Muronison—if it wasn't for

little Foxhall !"
. . . Then in a high, quavering note of

aagemeiac, the plea, pitiable and ridiculous and pathetic:

" I—I say 1 . , . Tell me the boy'd have minded, Murchi-

son—^whass a lie to you, you dam' smoo'-runged Ananias t

—

md I'll give yon my nex' week's soverei|na—I'm dead broke

now !"

And Murchison and His Orace went away together, the

man sceering, with deft guiding touches of the master's

elbow, the latter stepping high and bringing his feet down
with a peculiar thump that 'chrew a light upon the situation

in the eyes of P. C. Breagh. ^ot softening of the brain.

. . . DonTtenoetter ! what were the London doctors

thinldng of ? Had none of them read the " Diattrtation on

Tabea Dorialis " of the Herr Doctor Max Baumgarten,
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t^r column, of th« J«r^J^^"°" '^ «»• Po«-

you anything they'd h.v.l^taL?'^.^"""" ^
o' the Augu.t« Ho.rital^rLi .^ ^'^'^ Wart
They ouwdThat .Up^'^i IS" M^^f'^''°«"" "

• •

k»ving the be.t advice ^-ikT*. ' *'»"»<l«™g iwell and
•" wrong! H^I^^t^^^^^'^T'^y ^^^ *r^M
'^-^y- Heg^up^Zm^ I «" Better be
WW feet and iUUed hJ.^M^.!^!^.*'"" *^^*^ «*<> W«
«ngl, again H?£ 1^3".''*,'!'' '"»- "»"' *W
»««. thaTmay .ome^«!Ti, °"'*'"°« °' »»>* wretched-

•nd yet go hungry,JlndSdori^f "' *"''' "«* •''^•
dwadful BleeKX on i^rr

*° «^ "^ rt«e through

thebrightZectionfSZ^fiSrr*'**- ^"«'«»
i^ Window, of the "lo^0^""^" k''

P'**"
oompariron.. ' I, it U-. fT^

°PPo«te rtnng him t^ ao

'o^ldht^.ry;::'''/:?^:,^^^^'^- mmded,- he
could get a ohancV^ doi^ JZh, «•»:•>" ^aumg^ten
!>»» a mind to drop^a wX^t k

* "'^ '"*'"•'
'

^'^
t^^Herr P.W^ .'n^p.^JJ^' '^^^ " "-« *°

^-nhe.wungouVtt.SrS-Ct:".^-
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he was one of the oiowd rolling Ciicus-worcU, and all the

street gas-lanips hod been lighted by certain officials with

poles, furnished with hooks for keying the gas on, and per-

forated iron sockets filled with blazing tow that had been >^

soaked in naphtha; thus every shop or restaurant became
an Aladdin's cave of brlliancy, and the down-drawn blinds

of the houses and clubs hid splendour unspeakable—if only
one had been able to pull them up. . . .

Alas I to us who live in these pushful days of Electrical

Power Supply, the glories of the illuminated capital in the

year of grace 1870 would appear murky enough. We should

sneer at the stumpy iron lamp-posts and the chandeliers yet

adorned with Early Victorian crystal glass lustres. Thewood
pavement, an invention de hixe economically confined to the

West End, and upon the grefisy surface of which bus-horses

broke legs as easily as the most aristocratic thoroughbreds

—the loose iron gratings covering basement-lights, and
incidentally presenting man-traps for unwary pedestrians,

as receptacles for stray umbrellas, dead cats, wisps of pack-

ing straw, discarded newspapers and orange-peel ;—^the un-

trapped gutter-drains and sewer-vents, would awaken our

ridicule and evoke our indignation, even as the displays in

the shop windows, especially those of modistes, couturiires,

and tailors, would provoke us to mirth.

The extraordinary little hats, pot-shaped or plate -shaped,

worn upon huge chignons, surmounting cascades of ring-

lets, coukur Impiratrice. The preposterous frilled paniera,

the bustles, the jupes of velvet or plush, flovinced to the

waist or kilted—sometimes to mid-leg, displaying boots

—

such as are worn "to this hour by Principal Boys in Christ-

mas Pantomimes and serio-comic ladies of the Variety

Stage, who are, we know. Principal Boys in the pupa, or

chrysalis-state. All these things compel us to hold our

sides when we review them in the illustrated papers of the

Ladies' Mentor,—which illumin°ting periodical—^in the
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vI»itZr^^,?f r-^™ - the. ion,

the present year of pn,gr4s 2^^ Bay8water,-i„
or provoked to wrath.^o'-Tv U ""r^^

*" '^"8''^^'
every

P«>perIy.eorutituted w^!;f'" «>« ambition of
goUiwog and dresaed li^a Zt,- '

° *^ ^'^I*'* J*« »
omuosities of a Bayadere atiT^^f' °' *° '"'q"™ the

<«« we honestly enlarge n^thTh«^*^* everything-
o«r aunts, and «oan overC 115"?' ™I''^Prietie8 ofour mothers' taste in toUett^s ?

It was just six when P C B«» i.Cmms and turned down tow^J^^^ """^ RocadiUy
J>°ny, ho asked him^rwW^ *^ Hayniarket. Why
The restaurants wrSTe^^tr; ^^^ °°^''«"' *« go»
the theatres, the .meSfidtT. -^'-« «"«« *«
oggmess. He shrugged hisTlTuM ^ ""^ '^^'"^ the
»to his empty Pock^^dS rwv'.f''

'""*' ^^^
»long. ""^ »"ed to whistle as he loafed
Misery stalked these West TTnH *

ol-morous. A hurlyZ^ty^ffr^' """P""* and
with his hands in aTfr of 1 !«"' '''"®°« "'-^^g

fC.B^ghj„P^^«^ woman's clogs, entreated
A miserable creature, who«, ^,1^!"^

"^ *'" ""*"'««-grater.
the upper portion of anSt ^1^^?'°* "^^"^ to be
« the professional wWne to^ *™"''"'' ^^8^ him,
orphan boy ! a dalk ?1^ T™ » Pen°y for the pore
hy the kerl dil^ .tby^nr" ''^' ^''^''"^^
wnght of him, forth; love of Gawdf. "T °* ^^^'"^'' he-
widow and her starving o^ans *° P'*^ t''^ ""fortunate
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" Buy a ballad, kind genl'man I On'y a penny—goes to

kloTelly ohoonel"

" Ho I Dennot, jon look 'mlthy now,

Yonr nloes ia neat an' clean,

Hi never sees yon drunk about,

Weieheyer 'ave yon been T"

The stave chanted as an appetiser for the usic-lover,

she wiped the baby's nose with her ostenta usly white

apron, and protested it to be the image of its father

—

blowed up in a Mind.
" You mean a mine, don't you ?" P. C. Breagh was

beginning, when the widow once ^uore burst into song.

" Your wife and Fam'ly—Har they well f

You .once did use them ittynge t

Ho I Har you kinder to them now ?

And wence this 'appy chyngo V

Reverting to prose, aa P. C. Breagh lounged listlessly on,

she demanded why, if he wasn't going to buy, he had

stopped and given a respectable female Tongue.
" And not even fork out a copper, you bUstered swindler 1

You blindin'. blazin.'
"

" Come now, Chaunting Poll, what's all this here row

about 1"

The gruif, not unkindly voice of a policeman broke in

upon the rusty widow's eloquence. P. C. Breagh, yielding

to a sudden impulse, wheeled and swung back again.

" It's all right, constable, the lad}' was only having a bit

of chaS with me I"

" I know her !" said P.C. 999, C. Division, removing a

heavy but not brutal hand from tho lady in quv ^bion,

" and the kind o' chafi she slings. Done Time for it, too,

she 'as—before now !"

But he moved on, huge in his belted greatcoat, walking

with the elephantine, clumping step begotten of boots

with iron toe-caps, and iron-nailed soles at least two inches
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^''ood for you mv d
«i°ce you'« so ci;iJ I"

•*' ' ^*«»<1 "» » drain for luck
He returned-

'

S welp me bob ' -amt >

-i^tresa bar yer VZlZZ ''^
' ^ ^''™*°<=-t «

Not quite " e tnW ,

^°**'-

.batteries of herraiJie^'Jji^'ij:^ ""«.
J^*"

*^« PO^-^-ous

cisr *°-^- - "-^-rirr."jrs

did yer Io«e the rmt-£,?T ';' ^^ ^^^^ " '^
you 'ave 'ad it,m tykeZ^^J-^"^

^ y»" '-en't it no^

«^:!^*^;f^-^eiutched1°rU;:;t" ^^^ ''"'* -*

»

Old 'ard. Mister I 'a„„ V,,!^ ^'*^«' drying:

Ipays for the loan of 'er. No£^,^' ^orkin'-day is wotm narsty weather like thisW^.^l* ^bby-speeiaUy
W'B mine, though, ain't ^ou^J""' "' ^^'"'^ ''^>

;;
Not 'er, that's her folonrl^''

—i-r^tingly.

Hungry, perhaps?" he asked.
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"WhyghonldshebeT . . . Wot did yer'ave far dinner,
Lil T Speak up like a good gal an' tell the gen'lman 1"

The small, grimy finger came out of the wide month.
She lisped confidingly:

" Ay'po'rth o' gin 'ot, an' a stit o' totlit 1"

" My God I" gasped P. C. Breagh in horror, " does that
baby drink hot gin t"
" When she can get it I an' so does Hi 1" explained the

lady of the ballads, whom a short female in a plaid shawl
and a battered brown bonnet had now relieved of the baby.
She added hospitably: "Come an' 'avo two-pennorth o'

comfort along o' me now ! It's meat and drink both ! as
you'll find afore long 1 I'll stand treat—no blarney I"

But he groaned and fled from the tragic pair, seeing the
blazing eyes of the drunkard, set in the small white childish
face, staring at him from the gas-lamps and the hoardings,
from the paving-stones' beneath his hurrying feet, and
from under the hats of passing strangers; and peering be-
tween the slowly-moving shoals of sooty smoke and muddy
vapour, streaking the livid grayness overhead.

xm.

Pau, Mall was some relief. He looked for the Junior
United Service Club, and found it ; for the Rag,—and for a
time walked up and down in the vicinity of both of these
stately institutions, heartened by the memory that his
father had been a member of the former—listening with
eager ears to scraps of conversation between soldierly,

well-groomed, clear-voiced men in evening dress, lingering
on the wide doorsteps to finish some animated discussion,
or waiting for cabs and hansoms, the common hack, or the
smart private vehicle, low on the wheels at that date, and
more heavily built than the later S. and T.



^^^Mm's^p-

THE MAN OF IRON
,05

went by, ^'S^r o'^^^S °- °f,*hem say, as L
head held up, "lookTtW

•"' ''';°'»''J«" "q^^^d, his

Twelve to one in ri^enoL^
"^y-looking chap there I

-eles, infantr^^L'?^:^^'*'^:."- Vt'
" -Pe-ogato^,

their n.mbers^ butll^^eZ"'"*'.'"^ "°* ""^^ 1°"*

of the Army 8wallow«W ^^ '''""'''^ ^'•°"' the rolls

«nation-h^' ZTX^/", '^t
""'^ ^^^^ ot Amalga-

- bun. -rolirS^;^' '"^' °^ ''^ -^ ««

-

Come herT, you sir r ^"^ his paces I Hi I Hi 1

"•ellow circle of igS^l^* 1 the fogginess into the
the brilliant vestibule

^^^ ^^"^^ ""« ^lass doors of

my eye and Bettv Martin^ »d l^„n^* ""T '
' " ^

"""y rt I . .
• '(Jrf^.

"""^ ^ "^"^ t care a dee who hears

number J When wT vln-^f
' '"""° '"^'^ '"'**»«°-

your small-boolc ::rJZot^'"^
'^ot

^^
you ? . . . Everv 8oldi«r h« ' ' V ' ^* *" "bout

-t,you ^^^ZT;^-:z.T;..^t:^i

--rghiht:;:Kri'rtrr^r^'- ^
unconcealed ecstasies at the^Z !t.

"""^
' """"y-

^

victim and the determined altitude0^™^"* °' *'"'

vened:
_

™™°^ °' the mquisitor, inter-
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" Dashed aony 1 My miatake BelUva f.... , - —' — ~~— .» ^rwrf'rv landbd

» oiviluui, after all, Gmerai I"

" Be dee'd
! and bo I have I" the General, after a raking

stare, admitted. Then he took hi* orony'3 arm. they
wheeled,andmarohedintotheClubtogether. Fromwhence
issued, a moment later, a small boy in buttons, who. after a
look up and a look down the street, pursued the retreating
figure of the stalwart young man in the grey felt wide-
awake and shaggy greatcoat, and arrested it with the words

'Arf a jiff, my oovey !" He added, as the retreating
hgure wheeled and surveyed him in hard-eyed silence-
Wasn't It you what Old Fireworks went for just now on

the Rag and Famish ' steps ?"

" The General called to me—mistaking me for "
"I know!" The boy in buttons winked. "He's always

ft-pitehing into somebody in mistake for somebody else 1

Catch hold ! This is for you I"

nis was a warm half-crown, thrust upon P. C. Bieagh
without further ceremony. He flushed a murky, savaa^
red, and shout«d:

" What is this for ? . . . Who had the infernal inso-
lence "

He choked. Buttons, plainly regarding the tramp who
ooiUd be insulted by half-a-orown as a new species, stared
at him with circular orbs of astonishment, retorting:

" What's it for f How do I know, stoopid ? He toldme to catch you and give it you. . . . Cool that I WeU
blow me / . .

." '

These expressions being evoked by the swift, supple
movement of arm and wrist that had sent the half-crown
flying mto the midst bf the Pall Mall traflio. A shwp ring
on the wood-pavement, a yeU, and a flourish of naked heels
and a street Arab had seized the treasure. As the fog
swaUowed the wealthy imp, said Buttons icily:

" That's your game, is it ?—pavin' Pall Mall with 'arf-
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-nyof-em. 8igz„ t^^l^j'- He «„-t got too
be flush I" '' w»»t-and-water tioketa to

^ It been recoverable But 1 *"""'""'' *'""'~°
we™ not more ixietrievabJy gone k"""';'

of yester-year
head and hunched his shoJde™ a^H^"*^ "' ''""8 ^"
tbe region of clubs wherenffll . ?

"*"'"* ^'^ay from
«hop in sublime iidt^nefto l"'**T^^'«'*-'l^^
ohokered attendants stJphLlhl •!k'''*^*''

« ^^*«-
and cheering drinks. ^ ^ '"*^ '»^<'"iy meats .

Be sorry for the bov with th^
heels, and the black dfmt'ffe* r" """"^^^ »* '>'"

ders. That determination ofwT^ "f« °° '^ '*°"1-
<»d take his luck in a cheiS i° r "'^^ '"^K^* <=<"»«.
yet fiercer test before thrd^of^"^T *° ** ^"* *» '^

He was hungry and th.r.*„ 1 ^"^ ^y-
v^to his «>ata^shTli^^g;nh,r^ *^^^*^ *» •'^-^
^mseU and pennileasnL w^ ^tt ^^^r.^T^" •^*-««"
He wondered, as he recall^ to ^nd ^ ^^''"^ "'"'"8ed.

.

npon which he had wantonl^ ^ """"y '^<"'sion«
•»oney. whether an eC,^^! squandered and wasted

"nde.«one,wouldnot2rCa™>
t? ^'' P«'^'»-'y

He presently came byIw^ t*„ '"tu'^
'^"^ '" thrift ?

early for the frequenter ofTh«^T *'"^*'*- ^* ""^ too
Circle. 15utplaygo^™f,«Stelh,a_^^^
to fill the unnum'^red ^al i„Z '''"^ "'" l'<'"'^8 i"
composed of the usualS«thJ^:*''"' ''"'* " ''^^^
of the Pit and Gallery Zlue^^ ^'^'"^ "* *^^ ^">
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flage. Pausing a moment tinder the gas-jet-boTdered, glased

shelter ornamenting the box-office entrance, his unseasoned

eyes winced as they took in a sad, sad sight.

You saw her as a woman not past early middle-age, nobly

proportioned, and even in her dreadful degradation, im-

perially beautiful. An old velvet mantle covered her, from

which the torn and moth-eaten fur-trimming hung in

draggled festoons. A trained silk gown, stained and torn

and flounced with mud of many thicknesses, 'trailed upon
the slushy Strand pavement; a broken bonnet perched on

a palpably false and inconceivably dirty chignon, the false

curls that cascaded from beneath it, hid a woriihouse-crop

of rusty gray. . . . And she lifted her skirts aside, dis-

closing muddy bare feet, shod with a trodden-down,

elastic-sided boot nnd a ragged slipper; and stepped across

the threshold of the gilt and mirrored vestibule with a
graceful, royal air. . . .

" Now then, missus I Out of this, will you t"

A uniformed theatre-attendant had advanced toward ^he

intruder. But she did not retreat in terror at his tmco-

lence. She drew herself up, and folded her arms upon her

bosom, and confronted the menial with a haughty, quelling

stare.

" Man ! who are you to drive me from this threshold T

Out of the way ! Clear t—and let me look at her. Do you
ask whom T She ! that woman who stands behind you
smiling, with the white dove perched upon her whiter

hand. Times have changed, my girl, since you and I last

saw each other I Well, well ! You are the same, whatever

I may be !"

She laughed, a deep, melodious ha, ha, ha ! not at all

like the laughter of everyday people. Even P. C. Breagh,

inexperienced as he was in such matters, recognised it as

the artificial laughter of the stage. And, profiting by the

momentary confusion of the functionary, she swept in
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A long gilt-framed miner hunirh«.w»ti,- _i .

thiB she pointed with th»^* ^ ** portrait, and to

rSn^r:^\C5^V=enTi^^^

the mir^r for y-X^toTl^^t ^V-- -<^

play t.-.„d whtThatt^,?;' f7" ^^'^ »«>- yo»

doesn't come. When it w^f ^''^'^tbe inspiration

you do if God ha^rmi:;: 'a^ir'^" -'^ ^r^"*^u .nd out the devils l U.^^TrJ;.^1^

I'll S'^oX irr^T L'*'^-3
"^' ^"^-^"^"^ -

AnabelFoltrinehar? V ^Z. "^ y°" *^«' ''ear of

1 drew orowrt/th^^ltZ; m!r.^'^ '^
'

-I was beantiful^^^JlTrnX^tr;:;
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be»uty—1.» ' hnng upon my every word. That nutde the
devila jooioo*—the tmooth, lervile, obaeqoioui devils in
white sprona, th»t you find behind the aoenei at every
theatre. They call them drewere, but I know better, you
can't deceive me I You boy, I lilce your face ! You look
at me aa ii I were a Christian, and a man I knew had eyes
4ike yours I . . . Don't leave me I I'll make it worth
your while to stay, only listen I . . . I'll teach yon aU I
know, make you a greater artist than any of them. For
the things that you shall learn from me—I learned myself
in HeU I"

She hung upon the boy's wincing arm, her terrible breath
scorched him, her burnt-out eyes appalled—her greedy,
long-nailed clutch found his flesh through his sleeve like
the talons of a beast of prey. And he wrenched himself
free, and fled, sick at heart ; fancying that the old boot and
shoe were running after him, and that the mud-trimmed
silk gown flapped at his hurrying heels like leathery wings.

He broke into his shilling to pass the turnstile of Water-
loo Bridge, stowed himself in a comer of one of the seated
niches, and found relief in the presence of a stray kitten,
sore-footed, hungry-eyed, ginger-haired, thatrubbed against
his legs and responded with appreciative purrs to his ten-
tative back-strokings and ear-rubbings, administered half-
unconsoio*ly, as he wondered why human beings—under
certain given circumstances, should be so much more
beastly than the brutes ?

The kitten jumped on his knee. He saw that its fur had
been torn—probably by a dog—and shuddered at the re-
membrance of having more than onoe set a rough-haired
terrier—a companion of his early boyhood—to worry stray
cats—and enjoyed the carnage resulting. Why did he
shudder now ? Because by a feat of imagination only
possible to one who was beginning to learn what it is to be



^rn^mf

THE MAN OJ IRON ,„
"»pmeleM»nd hunted and de.Der»f h. k ^

•*' ""Id what we^^' ?f "^bluhed between him-
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" --•>
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^" *"', and a deetv
w« cold and o*J!S^' ^ ''^'^ **" bitten in hi. br2

thath^r.t^t.rrt*^;,''?^ '-' ''^-^'-^
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^'^''^^

vaguely human i„ the wintryiTrll ^"P^" ?»««».
or «>, with an oificial inSl^n r* */"'* Office van
""^"ging lantern, three TiZ'^ "^

t"
''^' "' »

with a formle» mas. uJn Tt „^ J^* ""'*' » troUey
«W-mo.i„g «^^. ^"^; 2;

P"^- ^two^m^^^^^^^
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Towards the StnndwMrd md o( the Bridge there wM
• light, with murky figure* moving about in it. Reveftled

by ita two flaring naphtha-lampe, the characteriatio hostelry

of the London gutters, with it* gaudy paint and patriotic

decorations, its clean shelve* piled up with homely food,

and hung with common orockery, its steaming urns of hot

and comforting drink,—proved a Godsend to one more

hungry and homeless vagrant.

The shipwrecked mariner of his analogy might have

known the same sense of relief, seeing his signal ans.vered

and some stout vessel, flying the red ensign of the British

Mercantile Marine, bearing down upon his tiny, wave-

washed raft. ... P. C. Breagh was guilty of prodigality

at that coffee-stall. A penny cup of coffee, weak, bat hot,

and a twopenny sandwich, consisting of two slioes of bread

smeared with mustard and enclosing something by courtesy

called ham, but realiv nertaining to that less stylish part

of the pig known as "gammon," took the edge off his

savage appetite. A ha'porth of milk for the kitten, and

another ha'porth of ham-trimmings, left him lord of seven-

pence halfpenny cash.

Thus, warmed and cheered, he went back to his seat ui

the niche again, noting that every stone bench he passed

had now its seated group, or prone extended figures. His

recently-vacated place had its occupant, a thin, barefooted

young man, indescribably ragged; who slept with his fam-

ished face—sharp and yellow as a wedge of cheese, turned

to the sky, and the Adam's apple of his lean throat jerking,

as though something alive, swallowed inadvertently, was

madly struggUng to get out.

And as he leaned upon the eastward parapet of the Bridge

with the ginger kitten, now replete and happy, purring .

his shoulder, and watched the wild welter of black water,

pale-patched with foam and spume, rushing away beneath

him, to plunge growling through the arches of Blackfriars



™* MAN OF IRON ,,.

»^le here; wd «, „„ pa,t G^vLTrl'''.' '^'^'°8 *» •
where it flow, between^ W^^TTf'* '"'' *'"' ^°« U«J>t to
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' *° "^^'^^ ^°°d »nd
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! lonrifter tf>. "T "'""" '''« «°lour of

H^;L'''£r'-^""as '""""^ "'"«--* ^
tbrougrtheir°3!'

ffis S'^T.'^'"^ '^'^ri^g
beavy a. s„M lump, of leS ^Zo^'^1:. '^ --

occurred to him that the
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two things most desirable on earth were an arm-chaii and

a roasting fire to toast before. Fuling that, a seat on a

stone bench, with a north wind gnawing you was better

than nothing. . . He thought that by now one of

the sleepers in the niches would have wakened up and

moved on.

Vain hope. Where one had withdrawn, his place had

been filled by three newcomers. Misery, Dirt, Drunken-

ness, Disease, and Wretchedness herded in those stony

refuges, mercifully winked at by the patrolling police-

man, with the unsavoury-smelling bull's-ejre. • And strange

beings perambulated or crept the pavement; 2 a.m. is the

time when you may see them 1—emerging from the foul

hiding-places where they pass the Jaylight hours, to wander

forth unseen. . . .

Such goblin forms, such Gorgon faces, revealed by some

fitful ray of watery moonlight, or the lamp of a languid,

belated cab. ... It was a waking nightmare, a Dantesque

vision realised, inconceivably hideous to nerves already

weakening. The Celtic strain derived from his father, in

conjunction with the sensitive romantic nature bequeathed

by Milly Fermeroy, might have urged their son to end things

that bleak January night, with a leap from the parapet and a

plunge into the wild black welter tumbling under the Bridge

arches. But P. C. Breagh was not fated to join the pro-

cession of grim, unconscious voyagers, that wallow in the

tides and circle in the eddies, flounder under the sides of

barges, beat upon the piles and bridge-piers, and sink to

slumber in the river-sludge awhile, before they rise, more

dreadful than before, to journey on again. . . .

His mother's faith plucked him as before, from the

desperate brink of the temptation; and—he had worked in

the dissecting-rooms and walked the hospitalr, towards that

end of failure previously recorded,—and the hardening did

yeoman's service now. But it went badly with him—at one
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afterward, he said to 0^^ m'^h v
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,,^-
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«-hedapairofjetbrac

trntair'^* '"'^^'^-'' -^
Fortune and Life f

" ""''"'»' eyes upon him

:

,
"I'-iot^t'fSL:"^^^

«of that's left to me r
'^''

' '^' ^^'^ about all I've

yer vast f She added, as he
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stared ttncomprehending
—"Eight or left-hand dook

—

nrhichever the line's brightest in. Have yer a—^No 1 I'll

give yer of my jinnepen for naught !"

He held out the broad, strong palm, grimy enough by

dawn-light. She peered, spat on the chilly gray pavement

and said:

" You keep up heart—there's a change a-coming soon 1"

" Can't come too soon for me !" His smile was

rueful.

" Keep up heart, I tell yer !" she bade him. " Yer'll

travel a long road and a bloody road, and yer'll tramp it

with the one yer love, and never know it. Until the end,

that is, when tute is jasing. And there's a finer fortune

than I meant yer to get o' me 1 Shake her up. Bet !" She

explained, as the other woman turned to rouse the sleeper,

" Taken a great cold, she has ! We're fetching her to the

Hospital. 'Tholomewses in Smithell, for the gorgio doctors

to make her well. ThcnJgh that's not where I would lie,

my rye, and my pipes playing the death-tune. Shoon tu,

dilya ! Better shake her again !"

" Wake up, deer ! There's a good soul
!"

They stood up, supporting the bronchial Irishwoman

between them, shaking and straightening their frowsy

garments—^tidying themselves as the poorest women will.

Then with a farewell word, they moved on, northwards.

And P. C. Breagh, following them with reddened, night-

weary eyes, saw his Fate coming, though he did not

know it, in the person of a small and shabbily-attired

elderly man.

XIV.

He came striding from the Strand side, in a red-hot hurry,

making as much noise with his boots as three ordinary

pedestrians. He wore no overcoat, but was buttoned up
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mixture trousers, rather bagr^the^ ""'^ 8"^^

inoSinT^l^', ^Xlr/n^rj*^"!^ ''™«' ^-^-h were
encased in white totted wot>f T*"

'"'"'^ °' «*^- «^.
»embli„g boxingXefwhe "!'"«' "°* '^«*''"% '^-

the Bridge, he stepped and halL "^^^ *^^ "^^^^^ of
folded h^arn,s and l:f«o-t^:!:;r*.^^^
was watehing him for7he^ e 7Ztt^If ^''^'''' "''°
be the only cheerful-looking Zrntlfo.L?'^^"'''

*°
w.th.n his range of vision-snStt ."""" '^"«
considered the prospect w/th T '"'^™' »nd -

-. In moving Lra^ Tdewa™
T

"a^^t^'^-^^^^^'-view, his sharp black alan^T
^' *• ** *° ex^nd his

neighbour, and\e nXTZalZ^'S ^"'^ °' ^^
began. ""° *''"8 tneir acquaintance

;;e young gentwl"t;::i?3'^^^^^^
that you don't number one amrm^Ti,

^ "" 8^ to see
I was te say Millions-Tshouldn't t"'^r'*'"""^"t.on-who under^timate r v!lu^ Tf 1 '"'*«<'^''-

air. For my part without w T .
^ ^'^'' morning

put up a monument tea h!!
^' °'' "« y°" ««n't

Testimonial."
» te a hve man-I'lJ say, a Living

OftrST^d^eir-crkf ^^- -^^'^ ^ ^-^
Wack eyes twinkled at^r k ..

'''~"^' ^""^ ^'^ bright
»hadowL byTha^S eyeb^ w^S '' """"^ -''ts, o^r!
!>« took off his h^te ctl his he! T^* '''''"^- When
*"d of steam arose, ^ou couJdl'

"^ "''"'' <»"'*« "^

•^Wish. and that his bSy hal ^nd lIT
*'"'* '"' ^«

y nair and large mutton-chop
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side-whiskers owed, like his shaggy eyebrows, their intense

and aggreesive blackness to a conscientious but unskilful

dyer, for by the cold and searching light of morning, delicate

nuances of green and purple were seen to mingle with their

youthful sable, and here and there the roots showed grayish-

white.
" I was given up by the Doctors at the age of twenty,"

said the little man, " as I had been previously give up by
'em at eleven and fifteen. ' The boy's in Rapid Decline,"

says one, ' keep him out o' draughts and give him boiled

snails and asses' milk.' My poor mother did her best,

stopping up window-cracks with paste and paper, and
stuffing chimneys with old carpets. And living as wo was
at Hampstead Village, and the Heath being productive in

snails and donkeys, the rest o' the prescription was easy

to carry out. Still I got lankier and went on coughing o'

nights. Says Doctor Number Two, ' It's a case of Gallop-

ing Consumption. Feed him up, olothe him warmly,

encourage him to take gentle exercise, and avoid chills

whatever you do 1' So my mother swadged me up in

flannel, made me eat a mutton chop every two hours,

and trot up and down the front-garden for exercise between

chops ; and she'd pour half-a-pint o' porter down me when-
ever I stood still. And in Spite of all her affectionate

solicitude," said the little man with a twinkle, " I kep' on
wasting, and coughing and spitting, and doing everything

that a young fellow in a galloping consumption could do,

short of galloping out o' this world into another. And
Doctor Number Three says,—being called in when I was

twenty: ' It's phthisis pulmonalit in the advanced and in-

curable stage. You can do nothing at all for this young
man but get him into an Institute for Incurables. Codliver

Oil, Care, and Kindness,' so says he, ' may prolong his

miserable existence a month or two. For the rest, there's

nothing to be done !' If you'll believe me, that news was
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acted a« Chief Moumel at^^r^ '' ''*, **" '^^
' And !

taj dimming oftokee„blacre;S*?/rr"'^'^ '»''"•«-
and waUced home without Tn ^l .

""^ P°"^»« ^n.
the skin, and stripped a„d Z^"'°''^r^ 8°* -«* to
a-ough supper ofTalkToTtL^I 7""[ ^'^' '""^ """^^
bed and slep' with thrwi^dSrt^'^'.^'' ""'^ ^«»* *<>

And that was over thirty yZTZl 77,^^ '"'^ ''°ttom.

™y morning «Ponge-over^S^ ^ ^' "^^" ""'^^d
shut a window niiht or rv "r

''"'' "°' ""^^^
bill, and don't m'ean to^'i ^"^^^ -" "P a doctor's
blessed old soul was gone! nJtZ. ''°'^'^^"'«~°'"=^

^

"

expected to die Z^'ZL wWH v*'''"-'*"^^««"-always
elled and saw Forei^^^rtt „^°-«^. "other. ^ *«-
to pick the 'ealthiesfcUmaterwTr"^ «°^« '^''°»t
came home and took to B„"£ ^'fl'^

*''°"t abroad-
«»ce, as you may see. My hTaCt ? '^^''^ *° '' «--
fhow of hitting his chest 4Tnttho.;l'^ "^^^ "^

I hve plain, and make aT I !
thought better of it

^y system whonetrirj;«*^°^«««jng Fresh Air into
as a rule, for the moK-s s7n^ "t

•*" P'''"" ^ <"»°e to
Wars Bridge after thTln "£ h**"'

'* °" ^'^'^
patronise being on Ludgate ffiT,

"
I

^''^ eating-house I
don't know whether you hat,Si\ ^l

"^^^^ "And-I
Bill Shakespeare. but'^Z^^^i'^. "^ ^*"^* °^ "'"^

ffl'ght be twisted into ^T>2J^t^ .^^ "^ ^'^^ whichh-^ and dehveredWr&^r- ^^ "^^ " ''^P
Some are bom t™ i.

'""o>™-
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P. 0. Breagh agreed that the speaker might be con-

sidered as belonging to the latter class.

" For at this moment I am as fresh as pnint/' naid the
little man proudly, " and as lively as a kitten, yet I have
been up and about and on my legs all night ! I left

jur plao'j of business at 3.20 a.m., reached Charing
Ciross by 3.30, was on the platform when the Dover
Boat Train steamed in—bringing mails and passengers

that have crossed in the Night Boat from Cally—took over
a shorthand-report from a Special Correspondent—^who has
be«n to Paris to gather details of a political murder," he
tapped the breast of his black frock-coat, which showed the
bulging outline of a thick notebook. " And in the absencu
of our News Editor—who's been sent to Brummagem to
report Mr. Bright's spesch on Popular Education, Irish

Amelioration, and Free Trade,—Parliamentary affairs being

at a standstill this holiday season,—I shall hand 'em to the
Senior Sub., who'll distribute the stuff and have it set up
by the time the Chief drops in from Putney at eleven. It's

for to-morrow's issue, following the ten-line telegram we
publish this morning. A column-and-a-half of Latest

Intelligence !" the little man screwed up his eyes and licked

his lips as though reveUiug in the flavour of some rare

gastronomic delicacy. " And if I had the say as to the

setting of it—^which I haven't !—and was free to indulge

my predilection for showy printing—which I never shall

be !—it should be headed with caps: an inch high—and
spaced and leaded all the way down."
His black eyes snapped: his hectic cheeks grew fiery.

" Headed with inch-high caps, ah ! and spaced and leaded

from the top to the bottom. Fancy how it 'ud lay

siege to the Public Eye, and draw the Public's coppers

!

VVhen I shut my eyes I can fair see the editions running

out."
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Anachronism the wrong way round." said the little man
rather ruefully, " and rightly belong to—say forty yearn
hence. As the poet Shakespeare says, and if it wasn't him
it ought to have been I ' Sweet are the uses of Advertise-
ment.' I'm a believer in Advertisement, always have been
and always shall be !"

His garrulity was an individual and not unpleasant trait,

'

implying confidence in others' sympathy. He went on

:

" Being Nobody in particular, my views have never been
took up and acted on. Though I enjoy a good deal of
confidence and am—I hope I am ! respected in my place.
For as Solomon said, somewhere in Proverbs— ' Designs
are strengthened by counsels,' and our Chief himself hasn't
been too proud to say, on occasion: ' Knewbit, what would
you do in this or that case ?' Such as you see me, I am
often at the 'Ouse of Commons, when sittings are late and
speeches have to be jotted down in mouthfuls and carried
away and set up in snacks. ... For my constitution is of
that degree of toughness—sleep or no sleep matters little

to me, and that I am as fresh at this moment as you are,"
he bit off the end of a yawn, " I wouldn't mind betting's
sixpence now !"

Said P. C. Breagh, at last getting in a word edgeways:
" K you lost—and you would lose !—and paid—and I expect
you'd pay !—my capital would be doubled. I'm not a
young swell who has got up early to look at London. I'm
a vagrant on the streets—and it strikes me I must look
like it. To-day I've got to find work of some kind. Can
you give me a job in your warehouse ? I'm strong and
wilHng and honest^up to now ! But by G— ! if steaUng
a bunch of turnips "off a costermonger's barrow will get me
a full belly and a clean bed in prison, I expect I shall have
to do it before long, if I can't find work anywhere !"

" Bless my soul !" said the garrulous little man ex-
citedly. " And I thought you were a Medical Student or
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•n artist (aome of '^

•te' ing all the timo ! Voru Z"''^'"*
""«» y"

l>*vfc work, though I can-* r.L. .

°''*—o^ wjurse yon shaU

Knewbit,-Chri«tian name ill
^^^^'^ *">* you-I'm

Coram Stre.^-^,,^^^^^"^"- It's No. 288 G^a"
Squaw. Cross the StrJ^ ^^ ^""^ "«••* »bove Ruggell -^w Street, eros^l! ^J,^" «° "^^f«*»" ^'-""^
beat to walk it. Take a^, ' '

:

"'"' y°"''« *°o dead-
5«n.her«u„,e« J:J«,;,«^-;;-vt'll be eighteenpenee
Bo-ow the money f^„, ^^^l^

-».v sense of decency.^ you shall be able to oav ITk i.
^ ^'^^ y°" my

»»-»>! Hi!Phew'wr'^K„« K^'":^"'™'^-
Here

oa%, and the P«temat„Jt'^"!';^^^'"''^ -^ientifl.
and jmgling four-wheelerT^,™^ T^ ^^'"^ °' *„ old

P-p^Breaghstammei^lP "'' '^"'^ ''^^ '^^rt as
I—I can't thank ' v '

fand f
. . . and I'd begun to think T „*°° "'""'""ndedly

or '"onndrels-^^cepfa p^rstk';!""
"'" ^«^ *Weves

yesterday, whoso wffe a^ehnH ^^ °* " «^«" ^ met
valet bullies him ! I ca^t °. " "'"^ ^'^ """ ^hose
are too..." ^ "*"* -^fuse. you know !.. . Thing!

•onge^rtTnS' Jrr.*2:SrJ ^°"^ "^ •"'-*«
^traw-carpeted, mouldy smeU.L'^T*.

*'"" ^"^^ <" the
e-tortion in that man's eye /n>'t "' "^^ ^
that's what I am. BlessZl 7 , r

^""^^^ °^ character
yor the gingerTom^iS^ b

L""".'"***'" ^""^ '"
'diking round P. c. Brea«h'rl^, "^ '^"'' '™''* **"' ^asilreagh s legs, purring insinuatingly.
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and his companion of tho night'* vigil said hesitatingly,

looking at the meagre, homeless mite:

" He seems to think so I And—^he helped me throu(^

last night. Would you mind if I took him T I'll pay for

his keep as soon as ever I
"

Mr. Knewbit shouted in a violent hurry;

" In with you I Cat and all I Don't apologise I Miss

Ling adores 'em I Three in the house already—^waste bits

left on the dustbin for needy strangers. Don't forget 1

288 Great Coram Stieet, Russell Square. Drive on

cabby
!"

He added, dancing up and down excitedly on the pave-

ment, as the jingling four-wheeler rolled on, with the pair

of castaways:
" Lord I if I only had the setting up of that young

fellow's story, how I would give it 'em in leaded capitals 1"

He closed his eyes in, ecstasy and saw, in large black

lett«TS standing out across the clear horizon of the new

day to which London was waking:

LONDON DEAMA.
BEGGARED HEIB TO WEALTH

ROBBED.

CAST ON THE STREETS

!

SOLE COMPANION A KITTEN

!

PATHETIC STORY.

" Not that I know he is the heir to wealth, but it looks

well, uncommon ! Uncommon well, it looks !" said Mr.

Knewbit.

i t
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IM

i,. ui 1 7 " °' pnvate brougham or on foot in

o«!to hS ^r.t .^ wT^'""- ^''' " tke lines ofoarw backed up to the kerb, and were fiUed by brawnv

i^;rka^!rinrw\*^";trar;°'^^^

^^rr;:idt'^St;i=f:^

mopLfaooS* i!r"""l^"P- ^dhewould
'• WeU I 1^ t^^r . *"^ ^variable formula:WeUI weve broke the back of the day's work andlucky rf no one can say no worse of us !"

'

^.^i:^Z at; td'TeTair^'-""* -^ '^" «°'«^

out with his Zfft,i *. !•
°'"'«P»Pe'-l>oy had darted

TuW ilefZ^ ;r •"' ""'"*•' °P«" '°^ t*^" y» that

ment of pLr«T . T""*"*
'^'' ''"« ^««* •>'' the pave-ment of Fleet Street, and the office of the Early JF.vfandaU the other offices that had got off the Morning iTsue had

of hl'ir
""""^ """"S" *he Umited supplyof ha.r remaimng on his cranium with a pocket^ombbtivate hjs whiskers by the aid of a tiny scra^of loS'glass naUed inside his desk-Hd, dust the huZt^,
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collar, straighten his cravat—^which boasted a breaat-pin

that was an oval plaque of china, painted with a miniature
of a young lady with floMring ringlets, rosy cheeks, white
arms and shoulders, pink legs and a diaphanous tut*,

dancing, crowned with loses in front of a sylvan waterfall,

—

and betake himself out to dine.

Sometimes he would patronise the "Old Cheshire
Cheese " chop-house, where they gave you beefsteak

puddings on Saturdays. Or " The Cock " would have his

custom, or he would drop in at an eating-houxe in St. Paul's

Churchyard, where Irish stew, boiled beef with dumplings
and carrots, or tripe and onions, were the staple dishes in

winter months. In summer you got roast mutton and
green peas, and gooseberry tart with custard; but whatever
the season or the dish, it was alwajrs washed down with
whisky-and-water, or gin-and-lemonade, or the strongest

of strong beer.

For this particular tavern was patronised by the penny-a-
liners of Paternoster Row and the vicinity; out-at-olbows,

and generally seedy-looking literary free-lances, who picked
up a living by inditing touching tracts and poignant
pamphlets for religious Societies bearing arresting titles,

such as

:

" Stop ! You axl Oxjt at th« Gathirs 1 Or, The
Tale of a Skirt," and " D«ad Locks fob Live Hbads ! By
A Converted Hairdresser." Or biographical accounts of

the brief livec and protracted deaths of Little E , aged
seven, or Miss Madeline P of X .

Bearded men these, with bulbous noses, studded with
ruby pimples; full of strange oaths, revelling in profane
jest and scurrilous talk. Iianky youths with hollow
eyes, uncut hair and crimson neckties, who boasted of

having cast off all shackles, bonds and fetters, civil, social,

moral and religions, and dreamed in their wilder moments
of the inauguration of a second British Commonwealth, and
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plot, of tracu, and «, forS - "' *'"" *°"W di.ou« the

in ribald «.rt inThS^ Snt::LT„;'rr' ^"""«
-" Mr. Knewbit frequentW?H!!^

el««where; until

to com, down andStn tZhTe^'^.'l
''"' """*"«

•aw wicked Uttle hellishL^^T^-' •"** '»"•''«' you
"Not that I ever .ll '^^l'"*

"~"* ^^^ """"T'.
h- explain^* J7 TbZ^' '^t"

**"«' ^^ 1-°^"
that, to a certain extent ™?*?;

!*'"'"«'' 1 am a man
You've ^n CubSToA Th^ t ^ ''<»'«de«>d a reader,

though three ^^^^^^^X^' '^'''^' ««»
P«ople-to constitute ATther « 1 v!^ ^ u

"P""'"" °' '»°>e
th.^ beet book.StTvtr^^:^ "''"^' ^^'y'" »^«
Bar none 1" "*" *"**™ or ever will be.

He was a Chrirtian belierer himwlf • „f k.
undenominational, non^lurchStod"''a'7*>Sunday came round, MiM Lina .f^^ .

^^ ''hen

potatoeeand Vorkah'irfp^d^'i'iTtS ""' '^ -""^

charge him to watch orer the^m. ^ ^' °'""'- """^^
burning; and put on hir bSt Wn«. ^*^ "^"" ^^
Chr:.«anMi»ionAnnyHaTJh^Z^r J^P °"''' *° *'"'

W.C, for a supply of r«i hoi Z.! -=^ '° '^'"^'* S*"**'

in a week of wLw^lt^T «"*''''«* *° «*»»'' her

kept an eye onThe ^^^r'aL '^: ''°'^^" «°""^«'.

Ws library.
^^' """^ occasionally dipped into

Shakes"ts; *:::trrir"^-^ °' °- ^^'^-
"GalloVglass's Encyoi: '^"*

.t^-^

^ulky v.:.me,

vur^ate ^d ruSrh^usrcts^^
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A.D. 1600, formed Mr. Knewbit's library. In the pagea o< '

these, their owner frequently stated it as his opinion, might

be found the finest literature in the world. He alwaysended

:

" And I bought Gallow^ass for half-a-orown off a burow
in Camberwell, and Shakespeare was give me by a yqung
fellow who found him dollish reading—and the Book that

beats 'em both I picked up in the foorpenny box at a

second-hand bookseller's in Clement's Inn I"

King Solomon and the son of Sirach of Jerusalem, with

the Prophets Isaias and Hosea, were Mr. Knewbit's

favourite Old Testament authors. Of the Books of Wisdom
and Ecolesiasticus he never wearied. One wonders how
much he understood, but he quarried diligently in their

pages, and sometimes emerged into the light figuratively

laden with jewels. Marvellous passages would drive home
to the brain of the man in blinding flashes of illumination,

and he would lose the place in his excitement,—^being an
unmethodical if omnivorous reader,—and never be able to

find them again. ... So he quoted his Prophets from

memory and generally inaccurately, yet BC)ldom without

point or inappropriately. At other times, wearied with

tiieii glorious obecurity, he reverted to the plainest and
simplest of all the stories ever written, and the sweetest

and the saddest too. ...

He spoke of the Saviour as though he had known Him. . .

.

" I never could forgive them fellers
"—I conceive he

meant the Disciples
—" for cutting oS and leaving Him to

be pinched by that gang in the Garden. It was mean,

that's what I call it. ^eea 1 But I will say they owned
up their shabbiness in their writings afterwards. Though
70U notice they hurry over that part. And I'm not sur-

prised ! That young feller downstairs yet, Maria f

"

This was at eight o'clock on the Sunday morning following

Mr. Knewbit's meeting with Carolan on Waterloo Bridge.
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"tu«ed that-1^''" *^ »' setting b^akfaet,

Ii*tt-pMt sii."
^^ '^ «°* "P «d gone out at

" S'or a shave 1"

round of stale loaf n^n
'"?'*'°"- .^^ I^ng, impaling »

turned that he wa. going to chS" ^^ '"^ "««-

To church. . . . Wb'ii i. -. i. .

Knewbit stiU more A^h^y^tt^'T'" '^^ *^-

youandthetoa8ting-fork°n:„rf..^ ^'^ "» "Mxl

And • The Brunswick I™!T? *°° e°<^ *» I* true._
Hthe young manon-fTtleatiSe"?"'""'* t"""

•=°™--

you've finished your to«Z I J^u^:T ^^ '^^ **««>

look for him at t^e a^^iit*"'^ ^" *<> «» »»<»

«-t'. what you mighttS a pS^t d
"* ""' "

'
^'"''

For he had glaoced nT^t ?^ *8»PPomtment 1"

™«ded by thfX^"^:^*5 ??™P °/ »rea-»m„gs com-
«en the leg, of PC aT^K *^^

^.*"*'*° ^^°''- >"d

«*^.tumrk,andSeaL;ri"* ' ^^ "'*''

-^r^de^r^;:SS^^^-ng S^e-.

W died »th»?^;fr?^/° ^°^y'^«' ^to would
««"t hair, gen^eT^r ^ ^"^ ^^^ ^^ "»8nifi-

ooiled up;n^n^^^'^^ Tl^'^ ^ "honyrL

» Httie upwaSf:r^::j;it"-^«^,''«'- *^«' "^^^
yellowish than olive sC .

^^ "'"" "»« ~ther

oook and caterer. ^ ' '°^ "»
* P''"' way. » flmt-rate
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"Thon^ when I left her Ladydiip the Oounteee of

Crowmarah." 8»id Miss' Ling, " after fourteen years spent

in the Castle nurseries, graduaUy rising from nursery-maid

to under-nurse, and then becoming what his Lordship was

pleased to call Head of the Bottle Department—• rery

humorous nobleman his Lordship was at times I—I had

forgotten aU I ever knew of my dew mother's kitchen-

teaching—she was a cook, Mr. Breagh, who had lived with

the first m the land ! and when—being pensioned by the

famUy—I decided to risk the step of taking this house.

aad letting it out to lodgers, preferring single gentlemen--

I -was forcod to engage a widowed person to prepare their

meals at first."

" / remember her," said Mr. Knewbit, with his mouth full

of poached eggs and bacon. "She could under-toil a

pertater and calcin^,a chop with any elderly female I ever

yet come across. Here, pussy ! if you ain't too proud for

rasher-rinds 1 And not yon I" He leahed to the hearths

he was sitting with his back to the glowing range, and

dropped his offering under the nose of the ginger kitten,

which, having already disposed of a saucer of bread-and-

milk, instantly grabbed.

" To-morrow," said P. C. Breagh, looking up from his

rapidly-emptying plate with the smile which Miss Ling

had abeady decided was pleasant, " I hope to prove to you

that, like the kitten, I am not too proud for anything that

comes in my way."

"Presently, presently!" said 'Mr. KnewWt sharply.

" Everything in good time ! . . . I don't Hke to be hurried.

And—what "did you say was the property you'd left with

the—the Greedy Guts who runs that Euston Road hotel ?"

"There were three boxes of books—chiefly works on

medicine and surgery." Carolan reflected a moment,

gHrring his coffee with one of Miss Ling's Britannia-metal

spoons. "And two trunks, with clothes and all that.
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Things I valued. My student's o^ and tMdger, and the
BilTer-mounted beer-hom the English Colony gave me, and
—a Crucifix that was my mother's." The speaker blinked
and spcdce a little huskily; " Used to hang over my bed
when I was a little chap in frocks."

" Don't be oast down. Some wave o' luck may wash
your property adiore at your feet one of these days. What
I will say is—I wish I had the setting-up of that story for
the paper 1" said Mr. Knewbit, handing in his plate for fried
bread. " Supposing yon/'—he jerked his eyes at CaroUn—

" had any talent in the literary line, it 'ud be worth
your while to throw oS a quarter-col. of descriptive stuff."

" Relating to n^y experiences in that fellow's bug-ridden
lodging-housf Why. I don't doubt I could-^ifter a
fashion," said P. C. Breagh.
" After a fashion won't do. Write it the best you know 1

Sit down at the kitchen-table here, when Maria's gone to
her prayer-meeting and I've got my pipe and Solomon to
keep me quiet,—and blacken half a quire o' paper—there's
plenty in the drawer there !—with the story—told short,
crisp and plain, and with a dash o' humour, and within
four hundred words. It would space out lovelv !" said
Mr.Knewbit, wranging imaginary head-lines on the clean
coane tablecloth.

LONDON SHARK
TIOmOSKS STUSXHT I

HE GRABS HIS GOODS
AND LISTS HIH OO !

Ah, dear me I If I had had your education. But it's too
late to alter that. What were you saying, Maria 1"

Miss Ling was hoping Hat Mr. Breagh had passed »
comfortable night ?



132 THE MAN OF IBON
' Fint Tate, ma'am;many thanka to you I" returned tlie

object o( her solicitude.

"For," sai'l Hias Ling, with a homely kind of dignity, "U
anything war wanting, Mr. Bree^ must make ezciuee. The
arrival being unlooked-for and the notice very short." ^

" Dropped on yon out of the skiea, didn't he, Blaria 1"

chuckled Mr. Knewbit. "And you'vo put him, for the

present, in Mr. Ticking's bed I"

" In Mr. Ticking's bed !—Mr. Ticking," explained Miss

Ling, turning to ^e new arrival, "who rents our third-

floor front, being in the country for his holidays."

P. C. Breagh expressed the hope that Mr. Ticking would

not be ottended. <

" Lord bless yon, no t" responded Mr. Knewbit. " Tick-

ing's an agreeable feller. He'd take yon rather as a Boon

than otherwise. Contributes a column of cheerful, gossipy

items weekly, to half-a-dozen of the suburban and district

newspapers that are springing up around us like—^like

musluooms. Alwajrs on the look-out for copy-^Ticking is I

Now Monnteney "

" Mr. Mounteney—^Who is also away on his vacation,

and rents the front sitting-room on our ground-floor, and

the bedroom behind it," said Miss ling, " is a gentleman

who—owing to the nature of his professional employment,

is very refined and sensitive."

" Edits the Health and Beauty column for the Ladia'

Mentor," said Mr. Knewbit, crunching fried bread noisily,

" and is altogether too ladylike a gentleman to take a

liberty with. For the rest, wo are Full Up. To begin

with, 1 occupy a combined bed-and-sitting room behind

this kitchen, and Miss Ling occupies the large front garret

bedroom ; the back one being partitioned oS as a Box and

Lumber room, and a bedroom for the servant gal, who is

now having her breakfast in the scullery, as me and Miss

Ling agreed would be more considerate towards you. . . .
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Oo««ng down ag^in to the ftrrt-floor. the front p«lo„ a„d

"Herr TOn Roehi./' interpolated MiM Line "who i, ..

2t:^"^-s^-—.---Pi:;:

come, back to-mont>wnight.7>'' "^^^Ticbug
" And when does JVBsb Morenov bo ? itfi=. m

e^h^ed Mr. Knewbit withorXtLg'for^a^r^i

a lodg^,_and there you have the truth in .1T^ln

byw too, I'm bo^Jt i^y r
'^^''- "^ ^ *'*''° -

The "e man broke off a« Miss Ling, mindful -' P p

^_ ""^••i-'i—yoounten:^ee:tXin:
"Miss Morenoy has been brought up verv well anH .-^

at^^slS^r!^''
*"«•"«' °^ » eOan'^^iSo'^

S^I^ c^r^'^.rclot'Si^f^ '^ "°'^^"

tr=---^-- ^^^^^^^^^ i^s^^m-t

I'd have my latchkey back"
And-J I ^as you,

' To ask it would be a want of confidence, which would
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wxNuid Wm Moienoy, and upaet her/' Tetumed Mmi Ling,
who h«d risen and was gathering the brealdast thingi

together in rather an agitated way. She added: " /^ud

wUfnlly to hurt a person's feelings is a thing I could not
bring m3rself to do, Soloman. And she goes out. eveiung
after evening, poor thing, to call on relatives who live in

distant parts of London, and is hardly ever back until very
late indeed 1"

" She come in at two o'clock this morning," said Mr.
Knewbit, screwing up his eyes meaningly at Carolan.
" And—^being comparatively early myself on Saturdays

—

I heard her—just as I was getting between the sheeto.

And being anxious to solve the problem as to Why a young
creature like that should go out walking on two feet—and
them remarkably small and pretty ones I—and come back
with Four—and two of 'em uncommon big and heavy ones,

I slipped up the , kitchen-stairs and looked round the
comer-post. ' The seeing eye and the hearing ear,' said my
namesake, * the Lord hath made them both ' . . . and then,

just as I was a-going to ring the garret-bell and bring you
down out of bed in your curl-papers, Mana, I remembered,
' Lie not irt wait for ivickedneu in the house of the jiut, nor
spoil his rest,' ' him ' being understood as 'her,' for you're
a just woman I But judgment must be executed upon the
daughter of Rahab, whether it's Sunday or whether it

ain't I"

" When you begin quoting from the prophets, it takes a

cleverer than me to understand you," said Miss Ling,

fludied to the top of her hi^ cheekbones. " But as a
woman that's her elder, I will stand up for that poor un-
protected young creature against any man that tries to

take her character away !"

" It's nearly time for the Prayer Meeting at the Head-
quarters Branch-Hall of your Christian Mission Army,"
said Mr. Knewbit, looking at an enormous silver watch he
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™^. U you U put on your bonnet and so wh»t I

Sl'SV'' "T
°^"^ *» <'°. wm be comfo^'bj'^t

J

I tbank you, young gentleman I"

emergency ?

hTTL^r^ ^ the meaningful sUenee to indignationhe deUvered hmiself in the following terms •

H^^""^'

Yon imude then^nd you're aware why I don't

:^i:rtratX7 '^^-^''^ -^« - -"^''-"

old man !"
^<''™*^ '"'d shave yourself, you siUy
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A thioUah mMonline chuckle greeted thia aally.

" When we have got you and your companion out of this
tetpeotable house," quoth the wrathful Mr. Knewbit, " I
may have time to attend to my Sunday twylett. Not
before 1 Are you a-going to undo this door ? Becauae/lf
you won't, I am a-going to bust it with the poker ! Once 1"

He applied the end of the weapon named to a panel with a
crack in it. " Twice I

"

" Stop I" cried Miss Ling, and Mr. Knewbit lowered the
poker. " One moi ent, Solomon I—^I want to speak to
herl"

Forgetful of her neat Sabbath attire, she went down upon
her knees before the door, as Mr. Knewbit joined P. C.
Breagh upon the staircase, and laid her work-worn hand as
gently and persuasively upon the threatened panel, as if it

had been a human bosom housing an obdurate heart.
" Miss Morency ! Don't be afraid, my dear ! Maria

ling it is a-speaking to you !" She waited an instant, and
receiving no response, went on.

" Mr. Knewbit has got it in his head—4ie best knows
why !—that you're not Alone in that room, in a manner
of speaking. . . . Open the door and prove to him he's
wrong; or tell me on your solemn honour—before the God
who made you and me both women !—^that he's mistaken,
and I'll believe you—and ask your pardon—and we'll all

go downstairs again I"

There was a silence within the room, and then a thick
whispering voice and a thin whispering voice held indistinct

colloquy. P. C. Breagh and Mr. Knewbit exchanged looks.

Miss ling grew pale, rose, and withdrew from the door.

Her clean Sunday handkerchief was in her hand and the
hand shook, and her mouth was shut tightly, as, with much
shuffling, an obstacle—^probably a chest of drawers—was
removed from the other side, the key was turned, and the

bolt withdrawn.
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trimmed with cheap laoe^JTh J^^ <l«»«ng-gown

^'i^g mode wa. «t u^'n K "f'^'^ "P ^ t^" P"-

oomplonmSrave"rX°Zi;^r'^- ^^^
or a Weet-End diopwalker * ^"'T'^

"^ » restaurant,

debauch, and hiaeyeeIo„7edW^' '" '^"'^ '^»''

With the roeebud^rf 7h
'^/""» "^q""' or sleepleimeM.

mud of the previouniirS V" ^^'">**' "d the

on his head as tkaulh T l-^^ *"' "^ *"t fixed finnly

behind tt:o^fjLSrfx*r*"' "-"^
Ws oane in a hand that WMZftL !^ »J»ce, gripping

roll of his eyes „id " TwTof^*^. t^l.'^'^y-
^"^ '»"•

Mr. Knewbit and P. C B^ «°" - h- glance took in

:
yT^ nrwttrt^t°^^retTi;^refleoting on the moral chapter^he/^f*^ ' *^

m«taken, or whether he^t^ h^peT"
*" '*'

^^ed Miss Ling, looking mildly at the brazen coun-

o^ltuT ' B^if^"if^- ?-- poor ruined young

Whether or no it

W

\"
i
.^"^ '* **''' ^^^ «"« ? •

of decency' "l^^r Z!^!!'' ^"'^"««' -<^ '-» "^ ^^

d.SlJ W: ""'" ^''^P*'^' '^tk lowered eyes

"We'retobemarriedl He's promised me upon hi, oath .'
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Her oompwiion pwpled furiously, and broke oat:
" You're lying, you 1 I pioked you up in the H»y^

market t Do you think I'm afraid of you and your buUiia
there T Stand bwik I"

Fulminating threat*, he thrust roughly past Mis* Lng,
driving her, possibly not with intention, against the landing
vail. She gave a little cry, and the poker fell. ... He
bellowed:
" you I You've broken my arm, you—Uaokguafd I

\Vhere's the police 1"

A grip of steel shut upon his sorufl, and the voice bekmg-
ing to the grip said cheerfully

:

" In the street. Come down and look for 'em, my
man!"
His protests were drowned in the rattling of his boot-

heels on the oil-olotli-oovered staircase, in the violence of
his transit to the ground-Boor. There, as Mr. Knewbit
dodging past, opened the hall door, he was shot {rom its

threshold asahuman bullet from a tpring-oannon, even then
supplying a sensational turn at the Royal Alhambra
Theatre—rolled down the steps, gathering momentum,
and colliding with a late milk-truok that happened to be
passing, suffered abrasions and the ruin of his smart fiook-

coat. Leaving the victim of righteous judgment to appease
the justly-indignant milkman with some of the silver shed
from his trousers pockets in the transit, iSi. Knewbit
slammed the door, and crowed, slapping P. C. Bi«agh
heartily upon the back.

" Neatly done ! You could get a well-paid job as pitcher-

out at a West-End bar, if you'd nothing better than your
muscles to rely upon. . . . Wait a lat !" He vanished
upstairs,, walking as softly as a cat does, to return and
explain

:

" The pumps are at work up there I Both of 'em crying—
Bahab's Daughter and Solomon's Virtuous Woman, I
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. . You remember the text f • Bw/trif U lAou,

««£"»/ee< upo, tU,^^ a steady womm.. .
.' and '

flir

A^d ^J^ 'P^*'^ ^ *"• '-or would have ifJb.dm.mod one o.p.ble of .pj«ci.ting a oWcter li^

Seeing that the mind of Mr K»»i.i* -_ ^n»m ^aa !..„«, P. c. B^eSH^^Lr."*^ ™^«

Mr^t.rn:L^:^Cr'^ ""' ''"'"°""^"

her*Sr°,it^"!
"^* "^-^ »'- '«<«' • 8o"x«ce i.

ivVSu f"^'*^"- When in wrrioe with that

fo^ Jl «?r '.'^ *"* "»««-.-*boat twenty!

nun w;«r^^ ^ ongaged to an under-butler—a vounjrman with an .fleotionate natore and a changeabfe^S^

—pretty right, it siema to me I"
-.mug



140 THB HAN OF IRON

of UariA't up-aUok and took Fnnoh laare And thM't
M. And whether hU nuMter knew more than he'd tell

—that's uncertain. Anyhow, a letter arrived «ix month*
after the iteam-yaoht dropped anchor at Plymouth, to
ay that he waa safe and well and happy—^bnt waa n*Tar
coming Home any more. And the believes . . . '6ah I

Here ihe U 1"

It waa MiM ling, who had been crying, undoubtedly, for

her Sunday bonnet-stringi were (potted aswHh rain, and her
clean handkerchief was reduced to a damp wad. Said she:

" I have talked to that poor thing upstairs, as a woman
of my age is privileged to do. And she has softened

wonderful, Solomon, and from what she has owned—has
seen the shame and wickedness of her life clear, and longed

to be delivered from it—this many and many a day, I'm
sure! So if you'll Undly whistle up a four-wheeler,

I'll make bokl—being late for the speaking at the Jndd
Street Branch Hall !—4o take her down to the Christian

Mission Army Headquarters in the Whitechapel Road.
Where I shall find not only the General, as they call

Mr. Booth, but Mrs. Booth, ready and willing, please

Heaven I to help the poor soul to a better life I And though
lilla has gone home to spend Sunday with her mother at

Southampton Mews, I'll jtop there passing and send a note
in, and she'll come rouud and dish up dinner—and don't

you, either of you, dream of waiting a minute for me I

Now I'm going back to Mina Morenoy—^thuugh her real

namn is nothing like so grand as that, poor creature 1"

She turned at the door to nod and smile and say:
" And her and me will carry down her box between us,

so don't I how yourselves to shame her poor swelled face

before the cabman."

" There's a woman I" said Mr. Knewbit exultantly, a

few minutes later, as the hall-door shut and the cab-door
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«rf Holbom Onm.. ' ^ *''•'' *° t*" direotfon

!>«» •arly ta^l^ '" f*'^''^ y«*r I o«me to lodge

w^. Turned it «pb^£„t^?"t"'r^ '*•"<''"

w. f XX'd!:'rt.S":^,^^-rrnje»t wid puddiiur's nff m„ -- .

»™»-«tepB. Now that
boot, for r^^'i^^r^--- I;^^«

put on r.y

*^ your hand at a neat »r«Z <

*"<» whje i-„ ^„^
de-cribing the method* tSt.lT"'*^ '^^^^P'^
for a new term-" th.t Man li;:^n "'^^" "*«* ""^t
j^vi What waa the nll^^o^SfpllT-r''',^"'^-
hagon Hotel.' . . . Whv it f»,ri„ i. / ^y' ^P*"-
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th« hall. Where, being numuoned from the kitchen by •

bellow, P. C. Breagh reoognised bis own trunks and book-

boxes, and wrung the hand of his good genius with a grate-

ful swelling of the heart, and an irrepressible watering ~of

the eyes.

" It was so kind I—and suppose I never am able to pay

yon—or keep you waiting a devil of a time T" he pro-

tested incoherently.

" Young fellow," said Mr. Knewbit, scowling with his

heavy brows and twinkling pleasantly from under them.
" You are a g«itleman bom, and bred and taught.

You must have your Books to keep upyour Latin ^nd Qreek

and other learning—and to keep up your appearance yon

must have your clothes. No man is so down in the world

that he can afford to go downer. This is my opinion, and

also Miss ling's 1"

"And to-morrow Mr. Breagh will find poor Miss

Moloney's room swept and scrubbed and got ready for

him," said Miss ling thi^t evening, during Mr. Knewbit's

absence. " And the rent is—including Kitchen Board

with myself and Mr. Knewbit, who likes homeliness, sixteen

shillings per week. And if I trust Mr. Breagh for a month
—^that will be a chance for him of getting work to do. And
that he will turn from nothing that will bring him in an

honest living, I am certain; and that he will justify the

confidence of Mr. Knewbit, I am equally sure I"

Said P. C. ifoea^, rather chokily:

" I hope to God I may one day be able to thank yon

both as I should like to I You don't know what you have

done for me, either of you I But I will—^will repay you,

I swear 1"

She said in her quaint way:
" What obligation there may be could be repaid now

—

witii Mr. Bread's permission. He saw that most unhappy

girl to-day. ... He has seen a-many—^many like her I
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If he would promiae me—never to bring about a fall like
that, or help to drag a head go fallen, lower I Perhaps I
take a liberty," said Miaa ling, " and presume, being ahnost
a stranger Yet I ask it of Mr. Breagh, I do indeed I"
He gave the promiae, in words that were broken and

hurried, and with eyes that shunned her plain, kind, earnest
laoe. She said:

" There will be a beautiful young lady, one of these days,
all the happier for that promise Mr. Breagh has given.
And I hope he won't think me unjust—^because I am a
woman I uid blind to the wreck and ruin that my sex can
bring about. I knew a young man, once; who was good,
and honest, and worthy; and engaged to marry a young
person of his own rank in life. . .

."

Carolan remembwed . Knewbit's story of the faithless
under-butler.

"He went Abroad to Foreign Countries," said Miss
Ling, mildly, " sailing on a ship that voyaged for months
at a tima. I am told that the women are very beautiful
in the islands that he visited; and somehow or another, he
was led away . . .

."

Though she looked at Carolan, her regard was curiously
impersonal. It was as thou|^ rite saw the wraith of some
face once dear, and although changed, never to be for-
gotten, appear within the outlines of the face that looked
back at her.

'"Die ship sailed Home without him. He wrou —by
another vessel—to the youngwoman he was to have married,
begging her forgiveness. ... He had loved her, he said,
and looked to be happy with her. But the sunshine and
perfume and colour of them foreign places, and the spell
of the beauty of their wild brown foreign women was over
him. He could not come back. ... He never may come
back again But if it happened so—and he, being old
and worn, and weary of strange ways and distant places.
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waa looking for an honest roof to shelter him, and a loving

heart to lean upon at the last. . .
."

" He would find both here, I know I" said Carolan,

gently.

She started, and recalling herself, said in a changed

tone:
" Mr. Breagh must excuse my having delayed him here

ik-taUdng. To work and bustle is more natural to me 1"

He took her hand, and having learned in Germany to

pay such pretty homage without looking foolish, he stooited

above it and touched it with his lips. She smiled her wisM,

kind smile, and said with a touching simplicity:

" Mr. Bibagh is good enough to honour a poor, hard,

working hand I"

He said, and the ^ne had the ring of sincerity

:

" I wish, with all my heart, I were worthier of touching

it 1"

And so went upstairs to sleep in Mr. Ticking's bed.

xvn.

"Mr stadent-cap and iMdger and the silver-mounted

beer-horn the English Colony gave me, and my mother's

Cmoiflx " found their places on the walls of the clean and

comfortable room, and upon cheap stained-deal shelves

the books of which Mr. Knewbit had spoken so respectfully

were ranged, waiting to refresh their owner's memory
whenever he chose to dip into them.

The sharkish manager of the " RoyalCopenhagen Hotel

"

had been oovred into giving up the detained luggage, by

Mr. Knewbit's assurance that the story of his knavery was

even then taking iitorory form under the skilled hand of a

young and aspiring journalist of his (Knewbit's) own
acquaintance, and might shortly appear in a newspaper
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to the oonfnsion of the said mwiager, unless the propertyw« Kjrrendered upon payment of a corrected vend^ of

These tOTme being hastUy accepted, the Rules of FairHay according to Mr. Knewbit, demanded that the writtenrecord of the managers iniquity should be consigned toMiss Ling's kitchen-fiie.

"Not that it ain't a pity, for it ain't half bad for abe^or, though wanting in what I call snap and sparkle.But honour w honour-and if Mr. Tickmg read^ thisknowmg you re not going to use it-yon'U nnd the storv'croppmg up presently in the Camberwett Clarion or theMtfVtan Excehxor.
. . . Couldn't you do something els,^

just for a taster J Or haven't you something finished andput away and forgot 1"

P. C. Breagh finally disinterred from the litter of manu-jonpt notes at the bottom of a book-box, a scrawled descrip-bon of a duel between two Freshmen at a weU-kno-^tovem and concert-room .utside the walls of Schwiirz-
Brettmgen. Tho humours of the battle, waged in a low-
ceiled room in the upper storey, crowded with chaffing
drmfang, smokmg students; the marveUous nature of the

H^r^TUTT ^ *^^ inexperienced Fiichu, thebtows that feU flat, the final entanglement of their sw;rd«and abandonment of these unfamiliar weapons in favour
of fisticufti, made Mr. Knewbit chuckle, and won the-fe^ of Mr. -Ticking; who said the figh; and thTbit of

r^.^"^^!" 1?"™»"«* ^^ V<m^d a knack ofrhyme, penned comic ditties for Lion Comiques, when thesege^lemen would sing them.^nd lived in thlCrf
C^HeWT' .^.""^ ."* ' ^'"'*-^"'' TheatrTone

on d you wer» not educated. He could not have explai.^
10
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to yon- how the proo«8 h»d been carried out. By *«-

terouBly angling matter for ihort paragraphs from the

Bwirl of happenings about him, he contnved-between

the CambenveU Clarion, the IMngtcn Excelavor, and the

Afternoon a late daUy published in Fleet Street-to net

iS^^undsatthe^dafeaoljweek. Thirty shiUrngs

of this went to support an aged and invaUd mother resident

at Brixton; and if you had lauded Mr. Ticking as a heroic

exemplar of fiUal virtues, he would have been exoessivUy

surprised. Though if you had told him that he wrote

Burlesque better than Byron, he would have beheved you

"°Wb° Mounteney, Miss Lmg's ladyUke gentleman, proved

to be a taU, stout, elderly, rather depressed individual, whose

Bold-rimmed glasses, attached to a broad black nbbon sat

a little crookedly upon a high, pink Boman nose. His hght

blue eyes wero over-tried and rather watery, his hair had

come o« at the top, leaving his crown baU and shiny; his

customary attire was a rather seedy black frock-coat, a

drab vest with peari buttons, and rather baggy brown

trousers, and he wore turned-down ooUars and bla<;k nbbon

neckties, and displayed onyx studs and links in a carrfuUy-

preeerved shirt. Pieces of paper protected h« oufis, m-

Variably covered with memoranda written m viotot mk

pencU, referring to the most deUcate and oonad«nt«J

For Mr. Monnteney, under the nom de gwrre oi

" Araminta," edited the " Happiness, Health and Beauty

column of thkt fashionable feminine monthly the LadM

Mentor, into whose bureau, according to Mr. Mounteney,

a vast correspondence.-pemied
by the wives and daughters

of what Mr. Mounteney termed the Flower of Bntam-

rfobiUty and Gentry, as by their govemMses and maids,

»„d the wives and daughters of their butchers, bakers and

candlestick-makers.-continually flowed. Signmg their.-
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with .sc^^^jt^Sed^r^,*" 't°°"-
'^•" '"^'l-^d

he was rather addiot«d T ^ "'' """^S beverage

-^ o. a o^tor'co'^rl^^^jTh'^^ ^emotional strain Tt„t \.

caused by reason of

-pendents X" ^a ^i^TaT.r. °' '"' '=°™-

iaduced the i^tor 0I Sr*Z^^-'^i*'P°»««"' ^'
«»pt a brief, mildly-hnmoro^^X^*" ^ ««*

Gennan ladies' o^V^L/ t^ ' ^^^^P^^ye of au wues oake-and-cofiee party the Ha*.,!. «, •

Breagh, producing^ ^t^et-lSL^""^^""' ^^ ^•

oravats and goggTesC oneoH^^^r^f '^'
^^^I n^anager. instructed Mr. Tic^nrnl^rof

^"-^^^^sisiirSers^ -
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l^

l/th

weie tmwfeired to the back-yard in fine weather, and per-

mitted in the kitchen when it wa« wet. And Mr. Ticking,

though he never mastered the science of the tchliiger,

inducted P. C. Breagh into the mysteries of boating and

velooipeding,—having a cutter-rigged Thames sailing-boat

in housing near Chelsea Bridge Stairs, and a huge-wheeled

bone-shaker of the prevailing type, stowed away in a decrepit

conservatory adjoining the bathroom on Miss ling's

second floor.

Mr. Mounteney could not be prevailed upon to handle

what he stigmatised as " deadly weapons," or to risk his

person on the whirling wheel, while even fresh-water

boating caused him to suffer from symptoms not distantly

resembling those peculiar to the malady of the ocean.

But, flabby as the ladylike gentleman appeared, he was a

vigorous and tireless pedestrian, able to reduce Mr. Ticking,

who was not unhandy in the usage of his feet, into a human

pulp, and walk BIr. Knewbit, who had reason to pride

himself upon his powers of locomotion, completely off his

legs.

Expeditions were made to Addiscombe, in the green

swelling Surrey country, where the once famous East India

College was founded in 1812, and sold and dismantled in 1868

upon the transfer of the Company to the Crown. Of the

3,600 cadets who were trained here, the names of Lawrence,

Napier, Durand, and Roberts are written upon the rolls

in letters of undimming gold. Or to Sydenham with its

acres of glittering crystal, its matchless fountains, and the

view from the North Tower, extending over aix counties

and compassing the whole course of the Thames. Or to

Ascot, with its stretches of sandy heathland, its noble

racecourse and its woods of fir and birch, wotdd the lady-

like gentleman, accompanied by one or the other or both

of his young friends, betake himself upon a highday or

a holiday, when duchesses ceased from troubling and
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«fr«hinent of cold beef and JJ^ i
' *""'' '»™

cheese could be had, aTd w^^^'T .r ""^ ^*"*°"

brightest of ales, that ovir- Arf^l T
** '"""°d««t ""d

forget the ornshinrLir •k^"^*' "''» ^mpted to

defte P-uTof:f.rrCirh^a''^^"''" ^''^

Beauty to the feminine floweVof FnT^?^^'"'^' *"•*

gent^, and eat a«i drink^a t^^'fl^f*' '^^
And upon the return of the th«7 •T ""•"•

'
from these excuTBionTthe™ wou^''**"^ pedestrians

Mr. Tickings room orTZ M \ ' "^'^''^ ™PP«^ ^
in Missl^ng, cir^dt^^SSh:^ "".l"'

'^'

beer and more tobacco —th^«^yl^
kitchen, with more

^.paired by tl^.c^^^tZVl^?."' " -"S^"""
oonfidences,orby exc^: talClt^tTa M m"

""•"*"'

'^^e::^nrote'^^5^^'^^^^^

to whistle a beer-S. ^^^ ''T'iir'
^^^^^^

tumbler on the table in timeTt^l.^**"'" "^ ^
when he drank, and Z^Z^inT. 'fi ^ ."

''"^ "

burst of: " O ierun, iJ. • ® *°*' "^'e^c 0"t-

which histon?'^.Sy'ZL'Z'u'' "^ """ ^
join, and laugh untilL telZTo^^ """^'^ "^

Of the junior-staff room of the Earlv Wi„ . u
Pla«^ lighted by three ^Wom-waZ^^'^J^^' 8»~"*
a eooty yard, or by si, flaring^^ TJ'„°Z ^ °°

weather, Carolan was bv^J^ '^^'"* '"' '" '°«gy
day m«ie free. nZ« oft^JT °'

"^^ '^'"'^8' ""^xx»me. of power were cut witJi peskr^Tes
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on the isk-tplaalted deal tables, and the bottoms of th*
oane-eeated chain had given way under the weight of per-
sonalities now fatnoas, men who were paid for a tingle
article as much as Ticking earned in a year.
And thus P. C. Breagfa joined the gallant company of

the Free Lances of Fleet Street, and very soon had its offices
and eating-houses, its haunts and traditions by heart. What
demi-gods walked upon those historic flags and cobble-
stones. Russell, the pioneer and King of War Comspon-
dents, and Simpson of Crimean fame, whose warnsketchea
for the lUustraUd London Newt had set England ablaze
in '54-S, and George Augustus Sala, and Macready—long
since retired from the stage in 1870,—the veteran Charles
Mathews Mid Byron of burlesque fame, and Bulwer Lytton,
and Tennyson and Browning, and Planch6 and Edmund
Yates, and genial, handsome Tom Roberston, irtio was to
die with his laurels green upon him. in anotiieryear. All
these were pointed out to the young man. with certain
places rendered for ever sacred by the footsteps of Dickens
and Thackeray, and other of the Immortals who have
passed beyond these voices into peace.
And into the world of Music and the Drama, oor fortunate

youth, by virtue of his initiation into the cheery biother-
hood of Pressmen, was now admitted. There wwe free
admissions for Popular Concerts where one could hear
Proiessor Burnett and Signor Piatti play the piano and
violoncello, and Santley most gloriously sing, and Sims
Reeves deliver Beethoven's incomparable "Adelaida"
with that splfendour of voice and style that will never be
surpassed. The Christy Minstrels of St. James's HaU
beguiled our hero o? a stealthy tear or two, and made him
roarwith laughter

; and Blanchard's DruryLane Pantomime
of " Beauty and the Beast," with Kate Santley as Azalea,
the Peri, and Miss Vokes as the lovely Zemira. was an
eye-opener to a youth who had witnessed only provincial
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T>rodnction. In hi. native oountiy. and h*lf • do«en per-

ja. Stnmgw of Koteebn m given by a Btock-oomp^y

«f M^ ^i! ''ff.
^'"^'^ to witoe« the performances

Sanva.e^af^^T"' ""f
•^"^"ganza of "La BelleBanvage at tie St. Jame.'. Theatre, and J. S. Clarke

STswT* '"' *"-" '"^^
"
^-^^ '^^ «-^™"^t

the^flSLhW°' ^t*" f
°"P^ '^ *°"'='^8 the heart, ofthe Bntoh Pubho a. Little Em'ly, Rowe wae tickling people

Lt::t V"^
*^' unotnodties and in,pec„nio^t^ oWber, and a certain Mr. Henry Irving Vaa holdinThLaud.eno«, .peUbound with the sardonic slyness andK

^gueen s Theatre, and evenings spent with these, or withftofe.«>r Pepper at the Polytechnic, or the Germa^^
o^ZJtr "* ^ ^'"^ °* IUustratiVn,-were
crowned by m,pp«. to the grill-room of "He Albion "1^

Garden. And these were meny times and merry mimes mymaeters. and we shall not look upon their likTiLn

anr^tr^t^'
environment I have endeavoured to depict,

Z .7 *^« "*>«»*« I have tried to delineate, andLh

^m^^nf ""^^ '^«^« '^^ •" bloodicarolan's
temperament recovered its elasticity, and hia character
devriopedapace. The magic gift of sympathy found^^egutter on that night of homeless, hungry wandering wallu» now never to be lost or aUenatT^He h^ W^
"^^ t^.?

'' ""^ "^''^ ' "»' »o fit himselftiZ^
gjnger kitten's ragged skin.
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TU bond of brothwhood. Nteblidied betwrn • liiMBr-h-iwd boy and .U other c».ted beings oapeble o£ jWlSd

roeoeptible to suflering, would hold unbroken throuA »U

V,' ^1,!^/u"!f\ ^" •" »'"" *^* "^ confidence olMt Knewht h»d been won that morning on Waterloo
Bridge, Md we have heard Miaa ling (not ordinarily given
to broaoh the robjeot of the faithleaa under-butler), teUhim in her simple way of tho desertion that had left her
kind heart empty and sore. We may know also that Mr.
Ticking revealed with the fact of the existence of the invalid
mother resident at Brixton, tho secret that he was beloved
by a certain Annie, tho orphan daughter of a deceased
relative, who lived with the old lady as housekeeper and
nurse. Annie, it seemed, had a little fortune of her own
and was so kind, so clever and so charming, that only the
indiscreetly-evident anxiety of Ticking's mother to bring
about a match, and the too plainly manifested willingnew
ofAmue to accept the hand of Mr. Ticking, were it offered
—held him back from becoming an engaged man As it
was, he spoke, in sombre whispers, of an amatory entangle-
ment with a splendid creature, not good as Annie was gMid
but possessing the beauty in whose baleful lustre honest
prettiness pales, and the charm whose sorcery kills the
conscience, and wakens the scorching desires of man.

Passion !—there's no going against that, you know I"
he would say, waggmg his head dismaUy, "and if ever you
see Leah, you'll understand."
But when P. C. Bteagh did see Leah, who presided over

tho gaudy necktio and imitation gold cuff-link department

«K "^ ^.^ ?"°** ''****"' ^^ ''"'^ *° understand at aU.
She had big bumt-ont dusky-brown eyes and loops of coarse
black hair, and a big bust and a tiny waist with a gilt
dog-collar belt about it. Peking had paid for the Wtwhen he had taken her to the Crystal Palace, and she had
admired the trinket on one of the fancv staUs in the French
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^^ between two «t pi^ Thr^JTli" *^' ''"k
<fcolM.Uon: and the mothS^^^, *!!? ' °"'*»*'
in the ««„« of illicit pi«Jon °n^^ ^. '^"^ ^^ '^°8»

Mr. Mounteney .pokeK-^ * •"**^ ^'^
but in the exha^tTtclte^? " Tf " ^- ^ioWng,
'-•J dnmk of the oupTo ttiftv

7''^^'"'^ "y-ic who
women, tha„J„ to " Aranunr "Ltte ^JT

*" "'""' »'
to learn. Yet when a oertAn^ ""f

*'"''«' ""thing more
the table at which he i^lT'^ "'^*'*« ''hol.rv^
chop.hou«. proved JS7aS°ir' " '

f'^*
Street

tips. trip, to Kew and^"'^^"* '»°"*»'» «* extra
•ble theatr«.ticket., and t^ d 1 '^""' ""^ »n„mer-
Plainerttenn8thathew«"7

,
Mounteney in the

a beau,"and that Ae Werx^ '"'^-i-dowy i„ flg„^ ,„'

Exchange to elderj n^^/"""? '^«"'' »" the Stock
exprewed prefer^nce'^harrb^^ iZT

Mounteney_ the
t"on,-wa.

tragically T^o in r **** ''^ '''""«°»t«-
wounded vam^q^^ Sy^l^^'f"""""^ °^
{«Jou.y and despair. ^^Xf^ ? ''" ^^y '^
^trayal hi. pale btae ey^ L^tC^^ '^'^^^ the
R^man nose w«, ,«,, anrhi. Jirf^ '^^^ *^' hi.
where hi. despairing fiZ«h^ ^'", "^^ °P "a end,

ribbonnecktie\Sledr^«J'^™"'i''««Jit. His bkck
-olet-inkpencilS^K Z^'Z

""" *^^°*' *•>«
«to blotches and blnrT^

^^"^ ""*'' '^ "Merged

p^X"?l^etrtirrrr----«'
^•noothly-brushed streafa ^^'r. '""/ '"y ""'^ «9« in
"ose paled, his eye.r^^^^J^ '*^"« ""'wn. His

f
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perfnme Hid dMiUng haw. tint disiUiuioned Moonteney
hMl diaoovend « simpls yiolet, and th>t the humble (wvet-
neia and modeat beauty oi thia shrinking bloMom bad
refreshed hie jaded leniee and eolaoed hi* wearied mind.

In terms lew obscure, Mr. Ticking explained that the
humble violet was a certain Miss Hooper, who for a monthly
salary attended at the office of the Ladiet' MeiUor thrice
a week to assist in the Herculean task of opening the letters
addressed to " AraminU "—take down in shorthand her
representative's replies to the interrogations therein con-
tained—make notes of qunriee impossible to answer on
the spot, and ferret out tht Jiswers by application at such
lending centres of information as the Reading-room of
the British Museum, HeraMs' College, the Zoologioal
Qardens, the Doctors' Commons Will Office. Marshall and
Snelgrove's, Whiteley's, Parkins and Ootto'g, Twining*',
the Burlington Arcade, ScotUmd Yard, and the Co-operative
Stores. Ticking added that for years Miss Hooper had
brought her luncheon-sandwiches to the office in a velvet
reticule, and consumed them under cover of the lid of her
desk, but that now, the lady being regularly engaged to
Mr. Mounteney, he suppoeed the couple would go out to
" Araminta's " usual ordinary arm-in-arm. It would be
a jolly lark, he added, if Mounteney took his betrothed to
his customary table, as Flossie had already been thrown
over by the young jobber from Capel Court.
And when P. C. Breagh saw Flossie, who owned a tumed-

np nose (I quote Mr. Ticking) that you might have hung
your hat on. and when he was introduced to Miss Hooper,
who was on the shady side of thirty-five and had a long
sagacious equine face, imd boasted a fringe and chignon
and waterfall of black hair as coarse as the mane of a
Shetland pony, and was Inidled with buids of red velvet,
as the pony might have been,—and caparisoned with leather
belts and strappings garnished with steel rivets, and tossed

I
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with the laithie- F1««1T7^ f•"°° "" wnaeotion

the rtriotly honourable Irind
°""*'P^ " ^'—«»• "

Could the pBMion on which Sh«keei» ^ ^

,

P-«ta «d ruble, of Romeo wd JuUr !;..,^ of Ke.t. throbbed out the deaths. Z
«d Leah, or tho emotion wakened „> the I

Cbuld the emotion of which Cwolan hir.s,

-ething tut wa. never meant ^tLt^^tT. "'

tenano. of w^TZ Moret;Z"J^ et^Tl
''•""

would hang idle between the ij^ ?p TtJa^" ^^
the article oommiauoned bv th« w V ^"^' »nd

ambition. n>agarine^^ tS^bf^t^;,"' *^
"u""

^wTui?h4"--''--=:":^:^.t^^
With hia elbows on the b!ottin=-i3ad ftx™=- .""o P»", espouijg to view
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the shiny plaoes on the right-hand cuff of the old ^,^
JAoket, uid hia eyes vaguely staring at the strip of LoodMl
sky seen above the ohimney-pots of Bernard Street,

P. 0. Bresgh would fall into a brown study, a dreamy
reverie of the kind to which hopeful Youth is prone.
The outer angles of tho eyebrows would lift, giving an

eager, wistful look to the grey ayes that had speoks of
brown and golden dust in them, the nostrils of the short,
determined nose would expand as though in imagination
they were inhaling some rare, strange, delicate fragrance,

the upper lip would lift at the comers, showing the oaninee
of the upper jaw—a mouth of this kind can be fierce, and
yet you have an example of it in the Laug^iing Faun.
A delicate, rushing sweetness would envelop, enter and

possess him, body and brain and mind and soul, and his
heart would beat fiercely for a minute or so, and then not
seem to beat at all ; and he would scarcely be able to breathe
for the strange new joy, and the subtle, mysterious sense
of being drawn to and mingled with the being of another,
someone wholly and unutterably beloved and dear. . . .

A touch, light as a flower, would visit his forehead, and
a voice, small and silvery-clear, and with a liquid tremble
in it that might have been mirth or shyness, would sound
in his ears again. He would sigh and lean back, shutting
his eyes, and feel the slight yet firm support of the delicate
limbs and slender body, and the small soft hand would stir

and flutter in his pahn like a captured bird, and he would
find himself pointing in the choicest colours of his mental
palette upon the background of London sky or neutral-
tinted wall-paper—a face that was not in the least like

Krimhilde-Briinhilde's. And then he would frown, and
shake himself as a red setter might have done, plunging
back out of dripping sedges at the sound of its master's

whistle, and hurl himself savagely upon the pile of blank
pages before him, uid never imuse again until the daily
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!^r«it:s'hiJ^iS„^.-^-p-ti- mood
"»»ld «et h« teeth L™!^' of 1>» stint of kbonr, he

P. C. Ii^^~^\T!^^i^l^ ^^0 Weal of

black-brownhueofr»mH«XwT • *°J"^ *» the

her roaeate cheek.^™^^^ 1'*';'"° Winter.-when

when her towS;.rc.;j^°j;j:,fi.'"'' "^ «"<* -<»y.
to the .lender shaw a!7 2!l *

"•* '^"^ ^ "dwindle

«>aiden',,andherbtrw„«v'**''"*""^*'«' "^ « "Ito

upon the ohang^ ^ worrfupper wa, ahan«,le«lyto dote

But had this been foretold to P C B»^ i.have scouted the nronhet «. V 1
"'8^, he would

the prophecy to s^'^^c^'" ^P*^'' ««1 houghed

««»'««Undd«!^^„J^ * '^ ''»«'. fastidioudy

he called nporTm^'^-^*' ^^^y-^™- clothes!

•ppri^herof theCof L?'hf?r"''' *^ *^'"' *«W of hi. Pn-enttil be^Xtr"^; Tw*" 'T'I»«Teots brought about bvihrSS . •
"^"^ " *^

and Son. ^ *** defalcations of Mnstey

He had not intended to ask aft-, tfc t. ^
-lipped out quite aoclSntaT^t wh r**'

^^ '""^
that by the latest ad^^ »!J^* when Monica returned

of Mademoiselle ^^ ^hTtf""" *^°*' tJ"* I'-^th

the querist waTco^^"3^* ^,'^'«>--» ""eUont.

r.r^-- »' ^'- -srhirrth^fhT^i

Her father-he i. Colonel of the 777th Mbnkted
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CliMW iiiii of the Imperial Gtutrd—had set his heart on
thii—she woTahipahim—she would oonaent to any eaotifioe

—would let henelf be oat to pieces " he but wished it.

Dear Juliette 1"

P. C. Breagh got out, with difficulty, " Thou—but—4ook
here, doesn't she lore the fellow ?"

The word last but three got out with difficulty. His
throat was hurt by its passage. He gulped as he stared

at Monica, moistening his dry lips.

"The fellow." Her eyes widened. "You don't call

the Colonel—that ! . .
."

" Of course not. I referred to the young lady's husband.
Actual or yet expectant." He boggled horribly in the

attempt to seem natural and at ease. " Why should it be
a sacrifice to obey her father—what has the—^the affair got
in common with cutting to pieces if she—if she

"

He stuck there. Monica, of all Juliette's friends alono

held worthy to share the aching secret, had not been told,

for her own peace of mind. Yet loving much, she had seen

madk. Now she sat silent. But a Uttle line of distress

came between her placid eyebrows, and tean were gathering

behind the beautiful, tender eyes, in readiness to fall when
next theymight unseen. Carolanwent on, not looking at hi, ^

" She said he was a noble gentleman,—^master of tl 3

sword, and brave as a lion. That doesn't suggest that she
—would think herself sacrificed in marrying him ?"

A sigh heaved Monica's breast and exhaled unnoticed.

He mumbled'with a hangdog graoo:
" Conid you, when you happen to write, just give her

a message ? Don't ask what it means—it has to do with
something we spoke of here the other day when you were
out of the room."

His eyes sought one particular square in the centre of

the beeswaxed parquet, where he had sat leaning against

the Infanta's knees.
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Jl ?"
h«- tut the man-a fdlow-rt«dent of mine atSchw&rz-B«,ttmge„-,«ali«ed not long after th^JSUj-^mn remember the girl', n«nel_rfter the girl h^

-from how kind and generou. a heart it came. And d,e

AndU entreat, her to forgive, and he thank, her ^tL

Something ,pla,hed upon the clenched hand with whichhe had unconsciously empha««d hi, utterance. HeS2
off the drop furUvely, and »id, .till not looking atM^^but^^whng at that particul... «jnare in the iddl.7^
"With aU hi, heart ! Yon won't forget ?"
He made her promiw it. and left her wondering.

xvin.

BHiro a daughter of France, and a Parisienna te !..
fa>ger-tip.. it could not be that the™tumto?3IhVh^^
capital where aU the brilliancy, e-^^, g^;^*^
"Bnement of modem life were conZ^t^, nko^i^t
rejoice the heart of Mademoiwllede Bayard HerchW
^t,':^*^ °*,^T"' "

'"^^ -'^-«S"fr^^;
paternal .tram, made her omi. three item, from the Z
l^u^ ^o'nmanded by M. le Colonel. To wpZon«elf beforehand with a complete bridal costumeSeview of immediate union with a hueband never to"ne''
faiow'edge. Previou,ly beheld, could anything be more out!ra»«.u,Iy impossible

! Juliette knew that she woulTtit^

irook-coated genUemen who parade Dimii.rf™«„* j
proUbly <augh to madne^ inZt^T^Z^^
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»nd friziled young Imdiea who ahould geek to minuter to
herneeda.

And K), though the fnth and ohanning toilettea of the
evening, the promenade and the theatre, with the snitoble
lingerie were added to Juliette'a wardrobe, the nuptial
robe, orown, and veil remained unbonght.
PMis, a seething pot since the AuteuU aasaaination

early in that January, waa in a state of ebullition upon
Juliette's return. Passing in a fiaere along the Oiampe
Elysiee, the progress of MademoiseUe's hired vehicle was
stopped. A regiment of mounted CSiasseiuv and a detach-
ment of the Ouides blocked the Avenue to stem the black
torrents of people rolling towards Neuilly, to attend tho
funeral of the murdered journalist Victor Noir. The
National Guards occupied the Place de la Concorde, and
in front of the Corps Wgislatit wae a battalion of infantry,
besides a force of nergeiUs de viJU. Yet by other thorough-
fares inky streams of men and women poured steadily
nor'-west, and a vast concourse packed the Passage
Mass«na, where the dead man had Uved, and iriien his
coffin was brou^t out, weeping friends unharnessed the
bony Uack horses from the shabby hearse, and six of
them, hugging the pole, drew it to the Cemetery.
But no speeches were made, though an instant previous

to the lowering of the coffin a dishevelled, red-eyed woman
leaped upon the plinth of a memorial column that neigh-
boured the grave dug in the Jewish quarter of the Cemetery,
and shrieked

:

'

"Hewas only twenty-two, and was to have been married
in a few days I Vengeance upon tho nephew of the Corsican
wild boar I Death to the murderer Bonaparte and all hii
bloody race ! . .

."

The rest was lost in the strangled whoopingg of hysteria.
But upon the ton thousand faces that had turned her way
a crimson glow was thrown, as though the sun of Imperial
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ig,glory were indeed about to let »nrt .1."^t have reached the «^ off. ^" ""* "P *'"'*

pending that extiarZ,^Z7 .
"' ^" ^mpe™! relative,

"««ta, a mh :f^"ui"td tl
"""'"""'

°' ^°""'

down and spirited aJTyU kJ^TT ""^ ^^'^
But the MaraeiUais^T^' ", *"'^' ^^ Ro^olutionistg !

thered^yed ;:^^ i^^^y --^ 7™ loudly than
Indeed, uppn the preZslav^ R^t ,

*°
f"**""

''^'''

the tribune of the cT^uLt^ J"''
'"^ ''^''"ded

»*"«' of the peopleSt^f. ' ""^ P"*^«*«d « the
of the nobircriSTwT'^°r'*""«*'»*^'' trial

composed of JuZ noto^ ? * ^°"^ °' -^""'"^

influence;_p«H=eX
t^ cC^wL'^'"'t'' '° ""^^

Bo^««.s«>n.extre.e1yteX.^r;SS"^ .nd

behalf of the ^^^^f^.'^f Proprietor served on
by the specialautwL oTThel^^T''?" -^ '^'*''

M. Rocheforti was rende«!l / f^ "«"'*"^- Thus
But one of thoZJ^^n ^ ^''** *°' *''«' ceremony.

•-k upon ?aL''^cr^j'^rr:rr*"'"^«
ono of tho boulevards and»F^ k

harkney cab on
eddying about thl^cfet^tdr" !l"™"* ""^^ •"«»

«»wdwith it Zl i..
'*""°d

;
and so rolled and

of PopuhrSecuL^d"'"*^'*''«"«^<=»t tokens

Mademoiselle Crf but Se i^'""! u"""''
*«'-t«d

dear Parisians we™ fn, ' * °""* ^ "'^ed. Her
nanytimrTadTeJ: SdT:'"""«°^^'- «-
«on

? iVench bloodl eSJ^W^,"" * '^** "' ''^"''^

mtle^tiencea„dthe;L7LtH*;i-„^-eU, A

'^eXrh:'ptiaroftrVr^"«^--^- -heavyXre,°'d:!rSrs:^mT:tr,:
II
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1*" il

and dyed 'irown ohin-tnft was inv«ated with an aureola

of semi-div. 'ity. To her at to her sisten, the EmpMor
tood for Fill oe.

Bom ninett n yean before in the very month of the

Coup d'fitat of Sdl, what should she know of the betrayals,

treacheries, orim 9 that had been so many steps in the ladder

leading the man on to suooess. A tidal wave of human
blood had set him upon the throne of St. Louis ; the Church,

first duped, afterwards to be shorn by him of power, had

poured her hallowed oils upon his head; titles, dignities,

gold, had streamed from his open hands upon his sup-

porters; the tradition of the Army that had throned him
was devotion to his name.

And Juliette was a soldier'n daughter. How, then, not

reverence the Emperor, from whose errained purples Field-

Marshal's batons. Grand Crosses of the Legion of Honour,

coveted commands, desired steps, constantly dropped. That

the blind, unreasoning support hitherto accorded to him
by the Army was weakening,—that 50,000 private soldiers'

votes would be recorded against him in the forthcoming

pUbiacitum,—how was a mere girl to conceive of this ?

That her beloved Paris, tramsformed by him into the

gayest and most splendid of BSoropean oain'aib, was tottei-

ing on the verge of bankruptcy, she would uut have believed.

Had she been told that High Finance is too often synony-

mous with knavish trickery, that those who carry oat great

civic works may drain treasuries of the national millions

—

it would have conveyed nothing to her. You cannot talk

to a school-girl in the shibboleth of the Bourse.

But one sign of the trend of popular resentment etched

itself as by a biting acid on her memory. When the sulky

driver of the ramshackle vehicle pulled up in the Avenue
of the Champs filysies, in obedience to the upraised sword-

arm and authoritative voice of u lieutenant of mounted
Chasseurs, Juliette, thrilling with girlish delight at the sight
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"^ '""^
eyed boy who rode -^nt, riS^l"^'. '"^^

wearer of the gWv dtt toZr 0^1
^^ ' f? "^ '° *^''

l^-ted black ooit^ Xk ™VT!^ ""*' "^"S^-
«ding in the daintiestTf htSt S^S"K ^^.T^^P^^heir of the I^peri^tl^J^^^;

^*^ «»«

a-gow. and a green^d-silver Palace equei^
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followed in atteniUnoe, tnooeeded at a TMpeotfnl dittaaco,

by two grooms in the ^^cty of tfao Tuileriea; and a ttoop

of the gloriooB beings known as Gent Onrdes came clatter-

ing after, balanced to a hur on their shiny, prancing black

horses, the long white horse-taiU streaming from their

polished steel helmets, with triooloured side-plumes and

eagled brass plates, their braas-nntted steel cuirasaes re-

flecting their lacquraed moustaches and the adoring glances

of enamoured femineity, their sky-blue tunics with the

scarlet and golden collars, their golden epaulettes mad

aguilettes, their gauntletted gloves of white leather, their

skin-tight bieeohes of snowy buckskin—^their brilliantly

polished boots witl\ huge brass rowelled, steel-spiked spurs,

glancing and dancing, clinking and twinkling in the sun.

Ah me ! Their monUs were doubtful, those moustached

and chin-tufted Antinouses of the Quard, as not only giddy

work-girls and milliners, but fast variety actresses and

frisky ladies of fashion were perfectly aware. But they

were splendid, stately, expensive creatures, and so worthy

to clatter at Imperial heels.

And so gallant was the youthful figure they attended and

gitarded ; so well-graced the seat upon the spirited English

chr;)tnut, so light the boyish hand upon tho maie's snaffle-

rein, so frank and debonair tho smile with which he acknow-

ledged the scanty salutations of a few of the bystanders

;

that Juliette's heart flew to him with her eyes, and there

broke from' her in a voice so dear and thrilling that tho

object of her homage started in his saddle:

" Yivt U Pnnee I Vive U Pnitee Impirial I"

The French are tender to youth and beauty, accessible

to sentiment, lovers of Romance. Other voices joined in

the cry, hats not ominously furbished with crape were

lifted in salutation; a charming dignity was lusnifestefA

in the boy's reception of these tokens of good-will.
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.JZrT.u'^^ *5r
J**"^' "rt to the b««,tifnljo«a«7 of the Ch«np. filyrf.., to the roU o* o«ri.ge. in

to^g water, the nip of keen ,weet «ir, perfumed with the

SIL^*^^ S^*"^ "^ '•'^•» """l wood-smoke.
Delicate tr«e,y of hranohe. « yet b«e, intenpe^ed with

aI ^^r"" °i
P^-' '•'"*^' •"'J iTohe. against a

iL^/ • " y»WI. rtreaked with b«»d floating•carre. of gray-whito vapour, made a background for theg«en.,«keted, red-breeohed Cha»eu« on theb L^
tml "^'"It' 'r^"

^"^^ °' *'""«"' <"»"»"« or con:
t9mptnout,-for the broken nui«e. of the crowd of would-be
demon.t«tor. arr^ ^ their progr,.. by theZLg

r!L^^^ '"^*"« *""y "^ *^« fidgetyZtful che*^nut^he Jbhta^r General balanced on hi. big champ",oh^.-U.e bh>e.and-gold auU and the greef-andTo?
•qufflry, the^oom. wd the e«H,rt of Cent Ga«ie. lookingdecoroudy between the ear. of their weU-trained. .hiSw
bearte. To the left pUce the debilitated fiacre ^^th ^weary Rodnante and red-noeed sulky Jehu, and leaningtcom the open window of the vehiole-^uliette

win, with a blue wmg. in it, on her hi^-piled hair —with a
coquettish jacket of coniuroy-velvet of the shade known

tl LS «^* ''•*'.'• ^"^^ gray.-trimmed withthe hunbekin, fitting close to her .lender sh pe Shewore a p ain bUck dlk ddrt looped high over a ^vid rod
ctottpetUcoat-it w« a fadiionable style of costume tWJ«™d very much worn. A bright ro« bloomed ineach cheek pale a. Ae wae ordinarily; and her black brows

r:i^ "" "^ ^"^"""'y' -'^ ••« -y^ *<>»« w^»^^Whm» in contrart with a little knot of violets at herbrewt and the big bunch held in her Uttle grav-Blovedk«d. And with . very fair aim die threw tSIftT^
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tlwt the bundle of wet fngnaoe Bghtiy bit the Mddl»-flap

oIoM to the knee of iba Imperi*! itripBng, Md behind the

•hoalder of the twerrbig <4M«tmtt, m die oiled •gain :

•' Fine le Prince ImpHrial I"

The boy boned to her, bhahlng at her bewtty end h«r

loy»l enthntiMin.-^the equerry, iHmmeet of the ofBcers

In attenduice; dlnnounted and picked up the flowwt. A

trumpet lounded, a ihort, aharp order waa giT«, th«*e

waa a trampling of hoota and a oUnklng of bridlea aa the

filea wheeled right and left, leaving a browi vmA open

between a double rank of saluting troopera, and the Frinoe

with hia OoTemor and following rode down thia open Tiata

and cantered away by route of the Avenue de l'Imp4r»-

trioe, in the direction of the Boia de Boulogne.

The boy held in hia whip-hand Uie bunch of violate

handed him by the equerry. Only a little grayiih aand

ching to aome of the dark, ahining leavea. He anified

their fragrance and gUnced back aa the trumpet rang out

behind them, and the Avemw waa once more blocked with

mounted Chaaaeuxa.

xnt.

H« waa fourteen, deUcate and rather backward for hia

age, owing to the inevitoble drawbaoka of hia wivironment.

Since the aalvo uf c hundied-aiid-one gnna announcing the

birth of a Print© Imperii^ had oraahed from the battery

of the Esplanade of fjie Invalidee, to be echoed from every

fortieaa throaghont the Em}^; and bolla had pealed from

every steeple, ttag» had broached trom every staS-head,

and duak-faU had seen every city, town, or village,

ablaze with iUumination,—lad he not been environed with

precautions, Upped in hixuryT Where another baby

would have slumbered in a wicker baaainette, the child of

France cried in a oradk of artistio goldamithery. And the
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ttaee gmt official bodk» of tlw Steto. •nd Delegrt^from
•U tho oonatituted AuthoiitiM jMid honuge. And tb«y
•nrollad him in the Fint Regtment of QraiMlim of the
toperi*! QuKd on the d»y of hii Wrth, and pinned the
Grand Oo« of the Legion of Honour on hi* Ub iriien heWM forty-eight houn old.

To gratify the paternal ambition of a father who had
dreaded the ttigma of ohUdleMneM, this graft of hii race
w*« to be forced into precodoiu maturity. Yon might
hare seen the Uttle creature at liz montha of age, strapped
in a cane chair-gaddle upon the back of a Shetland pony
At five he could ride a miUtary charger. DieMed in the
white-faced blue uniform of the Fint Oienadien of the
Guard, his tiny face hidden in a huge fur shako with a
white plume and gakyns and a huge braes-eagled foie-pUte
yon saw him with the Emperor at Imperial Reviews.

It IS uncertain whether he was ever soothed to sleep
Tnth the French equivalent of the rhyme of Baby Buntin/
whether he ever learned of the Archer who shot at a frog
or was thrilled by the adventures of Jack the Giant Killer'We taow that the Napoleonic tradition was his ABC
the Third Empire his primer. At the rime of the war
with Italy, he being then some three years of age, his
utterances on the subject were quoted in the daily papers

;!?J1?!J'*''^
•? wisdom-*narvels of acumen. His seventh

tethday had been celebrated by the production of a
MJitary Spectacle, in the course of which real cannon were
fired and real military evolutions performed upon the
stage. His great-uncle on a white horse, in the little
cooked hat and gray capote of History, was the hero, you
may be sure

; and three hundred soldiers' sons of his own
age flUed the dress circle, stalls and upper tiers. One like*
the pretty story of the fair-hairod child going down amongst
these httle comrades to distribute smiles and bonbons
One can understand the father's pride in the laborious pot-
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168 THE MAN OF IRON
hooks and hangers that compliment him upon the taking
of Mexico—word of ill omen in Imperialist ears !—and^he
scrawled postscript that tells how his horse kicked at
exercise that morning, but that he sat tight and did not
faU. It was not for a long, long time to dawn upon the
expanding mind behind the beautiful, bright blue eyes,
that the Throne Imperial of France was a saddle insecurely
girthed upon a kicking charger, and that the paternal
horsemanship had been, and frequently was severely taxed
in the effort to stick on.

You may imagine the query. Why ?—forming in the
mind of seven years. Perhaps you see him in his lace-
collared, belted blouse and wide Breton breeches of black
velvet, scarlet silk stockings and buckled shoes, curled up
upon the blue-and-golden cushion of the gilded chair of
State upon the three-step dais in the Throne Room of the
Tuileries, where, while their Imperial Majesties dined, he
loved to play hide-and-seek with his tutor and an aide-de-
MTnp or so; and wearied with play, conceive him dreaming
under the gorgeous crimson velvet canopy powdered with
golden N's and symbolical bees, edged with laurel leaves
of beaten gold, and surmounted by a great golden
eagle, perched with outstretched wings upon a laurel
Crown.

Under the brooding wings of the Eagle on the Crown
this child of the Empire wondered about many things. . . .

Did any discovery connected with the peculiar duties
devolving upoh the Cent Gardes and the Tuileries PoUce
ever make the bright young head toss restlessly on its pillow
of down ? For he must one day have learned that noise-
less footsteps patrolled the corridors, that observant eyes
twinkled at every keyhole—that sharp ears were Ustening
at every chink for suspicious sounds not only by night,
for the terror that walketh in the noonday" is the peculiar
bugbear of Emperors and Kings and Presidents.
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that the guardianit oiM T ""^'"'' "^'^ *« ''-''

kept UMleeping Jovl th^"^™^
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air'teTaidTCCeTr^ """^^^^ ^^^^ ^" *•"«

from certain e^WeT^^TH^"'"' °' "« ^""^-^

g-s«es,nistribuXroflS oi'^r'"^"'''
^°-

other public Functions -S^heH"*^"'""'^''''""^naughty people, who, wkile their
^"" ""^^ <>* these

townsfolk in the stre^tecrieJ"'^ Trf"''
''•'^'° °* '''^

silent even thouch fhlr ^ I'np^nal.'" remained

;;^o not onljtl no?:C"rt:the-* hT
""-'-'

«*netimes hissed. Following Lmr\t ,*t°"'
""''

<=overy that there existed rnlVtrT-!
^hoc^ng dis-
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'"''' ^'^

had even tried-^nd ti^dm^^ ?.^* "^'^ ""«««' but
Emperor. ... ^ """* *^''" °nc<^to kill the
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that glass case now yielded up its sinister Mcret to the
cariotis questionings of a child.

The discovery that this father, so indulgent, so tender,

and so much beloved, should be the object of such destroy-

ing hate as was cherished by these nameless men, was
terrible. You may go farther into the thing, and suppose
its breaking in upon him presently that many thousands

of his father's subjects, not criminals or murderers, but
rather estimable persons than otherwise, thrilled with
something else than tenderness at the mention of the
paternal name, and that the Empire, which had hitherto

signified for him the adamantine hub on which rests the

pivot of this spinning world of ours—^was not as solidly

founded as his pedagogues had taught him. That the
Army, the Peasantry, certain of the Nobility—^not of the

Ancient Regime—and a section of the Bourgeoisie sup-
ported it ; but that by the educated middle-class, and by
the intellectual, professional and working-classes it was
held in abomination—execrated and detested; hated with
a bitterness that intensified from day to day.

The cat came out of the bag a full-grown tiger. Revela-
tions, discoveries, succeededone another. Disillusions came
crowding thick and fast. When it was discovered that

he was baokwwd for his age, and the question of a new
private tutor was bdng discussed, he had asked hfs

Governor:
" Could I not go to a day-sohool like Corvisart and Fleury

and the Lab^oydre boys 1"

" Impossible, Monseigneur 1" was the answer.

He urged:
" But, mon eher QitUral, ycri answer that to so many

questions. Pray, this time explain why 1"

Horribly nonplussed, the military governor stammered:
" The heir to an Imperial Throne could not be sent twice

doily to a day-school. Not to be dreamed of I Such an
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innoyation would be the signal for frerfi insults, provooa-fonof newperils.

. . . Never could it be aUowiJ^r

Dlum!^' TJ***! ^^5^ ^' ""'1«' *e silkenplume of ha.r, chestnut brown like his beautiful mother's

I^„ *r ,
^"^ '"*''•'' *" '"~*>°'» "* " peril* " only

Wn v"" r'"-
^' "^"^ thoughtfully thirt morning!^eamng h.s elbow on an unfinished Latin Lrcise thaThS

St. aoni " ^"^"^ "*^ "^''''y ** ^^^ Ch**««"> o^

Pr!wi' ^°7***^P '
""e^ something that is new. But

t^Uege, and did not the late King send his sons to he

a'^'^X^N^t^*"^"^^' ^uldnotlVTbolTrdS^h^ Lycfc Napoleon, or the Lyofe Bonaparte, M. le

tio^ M "T*^ "l^r •"<* » g«»t "Jeal of ciroumlocn-
tJon, M. le GWn^ral explained:

so^^^i't."'
"
^T'"'^'"^^' Monseigneur, and the

same leve^or educated upon identical i^ciples. But a

Sil^° «fevi«ed for bringing your ImpeiL Highnes^mto actual touch with the life of a public school
^^

How? Tell me quickly, M. le GWnArair
The cUld's dehcate face flushed bright red. His eyes^ Be sat upright in his chair as though a vivif^;to^ had pas«rf through him, waiting the reply, ft

" One of the Professors of the Elementary aass has^n engaged to take your Imperial HighnerLoughZ^urse prescnbed for the other pupils. He will ittend
<laily here, or at the Tuileries."

aw'i^i'^'':i "^^ ' °^*'^'^ "* **•» '«»*'' that wasahnost a sob, and a look of bitter disappointment:
Ihe boys Then I shaU not know the boys T"
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" No, Monseigneur, except by liearsay. The Professor

will tell yon their names, ages, and—oh !—Pleading chara<:-

teristics. . . . You will learn with them, and every wefk
you will write a composition with them, recapitulating

what you have leamec'.. And that they will hear of you
goes without sayin-;. Frequently, Monseigneur, but fre-

quently !"

His pupil interrupted:

" They will hear of me, but what is that t They will

never see me—I shall never see them ! Never join in their

games—never be just another boy with them ! Never be
friends or foes with them—never beat them or be
No 1 1 should not like to be beaten at all

!"

M. le GinAral rejoined solemnly:
" That degrading pcesibility, and graver dimgers still, will

be averted by the tact that their Imperial schoolfellow wil'

not be—ah !—^bodily present in their midst, my Prince.

Perhaps your Imperial Hi^iness would like to see the
Professor now ?"

And so the Professor came, and from bim the boy eagerly

gleaned information about his little schoolfellows of the
Seventh Form. He had friends of his own who came to
him after High Mass on Sundays and on all holidays. But
except Espinasse, they had been chosen for him. The joy
of selection and choice he was not to know.

Thus, many men of mark from different Lyo6es succeeded
one another in the work-room at the Chateau and succes-

sively occupied the arm-chair at the end of the leather-

covered table in one of the three windows of his comer study
on the third story of the Pavilion de Flore at the Tuileries

—

and when he had been attentive and pleased his Professor,

—

his reward would be to hear about the boys. . . . Some
were nobi . splendid fellows, full of cleverness, energy and
spirits; others were funny by reason of sheer stupidity,

or some quaint characteristio or absurd failing which had



jfw.it.'f-'iir/ak^

THE MAN OP IRON i„
ff»faed them nicknames »monK the r«.. ^ ,spoken of ahnost with r«J '^ ^*- ^ ^^ *ero

"oientiBte in^bSo budding '
•^'"°''*»*»' ""^oU'ts,

in Virgin co^eiTrf tie eaT.^/'"'*.^ ^'"8 °* F"'n=«

Empire that would '^ Z^l^Z""' "^^ ''^"^ *° ^^^
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'r^ed"^b?:?"^'---e^t:^.^"^^
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ness. But the bovT*^ nf^ °7^P ^*^ 8^'^io»s-

lik«I- Itey^ t„ 1 *"'P°'"^ « •»« would ha^e

^. and ^a^L!" "S ""Mr'
^~'^ J^- in the

seigneur!" boldly, or thev sh^ffl^^^' ^°' M°°-
an^-i, " No, ^^n^U^J, ^"ft^'f. ''^f'

and
biingly, and that was aU

Monseigneur !" mum-

to?eeT2s1Cr?st^LtT£ ^-
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P-d eye,

aad mutual fire that SdL thl
'?"'' °' '='^'^*^

BViendahip's altar He i^„^f ^°^' "^^^^e flame of

to -atohL nSe, y:uSK:ZZ^f°"^
^°-

chosen friend. He 8o„.,h7 . ! * ^^ *orm of his
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Eipinaue, who had neTer oome up to bia Prinoe'a notion
of a boaom-friend. Could it be that the other self did not
exiat anywhere J We turned from that thought, we wljo
were lonely when we were young. It made the world feel
10 big and cold.

The Ffite of St. Charlemagne having paaaed off without
any untoward incident or diaagieeable demonatration, an
unhappy inspiration on the part of M. Victor Dorny
prompted the auggeetion that the Emperor'a heir should
preside at the diatiibution of prizea for the Concoura
Q«n4ral, and thua be for the aecond time brought
into sympathetic touch with the int^lleotual youth of
France.

You are to imagine the picture of the stately entry
into the great Hall upon the first-floor of the Sorbonne
upon an evening in mid-August; the reception by the
Minister of Public Instruction, gowned and capped and
hooded, and the Bepreaentativea of the Faoultiea; the
ominously restricted and frigid applause of profeesors and
students, greeting references made in the Rector's Latin
speech to the presence d an Imperial Prince in the classic

groves of Akademos.
Hoatjlity, hidden behind a mask of frigid inditfererice,

was to dash down the brittle sham, and show the fierce
eyes of scorn and the livid hue of hatred, and the wriflied
lips dumb with reproaohea unutterable. Contempt and
mockery were to be conveyed in the amaU sibilant a'at I
that rippled from parterre to gallery, and by the intolerable
jeering tatter that replied.

Yet aU might have passed off tolerably but for the beldam
Fate, who had arranged that tilie second prize for Greek
translation, a trio of calf-bound, gilt-backed volumes
containing the Works of Thuoydides, had—together with
a laurel crown—^fallen to Louis-Eugene Cavaignac.
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The yotmg voice h^l not faltered in reading the nameupon the Illuminated «oroU. What did it. owner know

^ the Revolutionary wldier. the dauntlew foe of Abd-el-

«r^^L ."^^ Govemor^3eneral of Algeria who had been
reoaUed to Pam to awume the functions of Minister atWar to the RepubUoan Government of 1848. Theman who

that had followed the fatal days of June 1 The candidate
for the Presidency of the RepubUo who had scorned totabe; who had calmly accepted his defeat, and taken
his pUce m the National Assembly, when Charle, Loai,
Napoleon Bonaparto. the good oiti«>n, was elected to the
arm-Chan: upon the tribune, and took the oath of fidelity
to the Republic of France. Who had been imprisoned iithe Fortress of Ham, with other Representatives of thel^t.-^s gaoler a commandant named Baudot, whom ha
himself had appointed in '48,-hi8 guards the 40th Red-ment of the Line, which had been subject to his ordersK,
short a time before.

Of his seven fellow^ptives between those grim andoozing walls, one was paralysed upon release, others were
victims to chrome rheumatism. Cavaignac had lived inretirement untU the elections of June, 1857, when he was
chosen as one of the Deputies for the Seine, in opposition
to to Impenahst candidate. A few weeks later he had died
suddenly, leaving a wife and a son of three yeais old.

This son, who had half-risen from his phice upon thebench at the sound of the voice that called upon himin thename that had been his father's, had all these memories
in his flaming eyes. He did not seem to hear the applausetha greeted his triumph; he gazed stoadUy into the face
of the young Bonaparte, and then looked towards hismother. And Madame Cavaigmic, seated, beautiful andstem as a matron of old Rome, relentless as Fate in the
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front of the gallery opposite, signed to him with an im-
perious gesture to Bt down. He obeyed her. And then
round upon round of deafening plaudits made the walls

'

and rafters of the ancient building shake; and brought
the gray dust of six centuries drifting down upon the black
or brown or golden looks of the hopeful youth of France

After that episode the heir of the Imperial dignities was
not agom brought in contact with the students of the
lyoeums. He made no reference to the prize-w, ,ner who
had refused the prize tendered by the son of his dead
father s relentless enemy. But the insult had gone to the
quick. RecalUng it, he would clench his hands untU the
nailsdug deep into the delicate flesh, crying inwardly : " Oh I

to be a man fuU-grown, and avenge that day with blood 1"
At other times he would weep passionately in secret over

the memory of the outrage; for, being of a sensitive, affec-
tionate and generous nature, it sorely hurt to find him-
self the object of such hatred from one in whom,-it seemed
to h™, and perhaps indeed it was so l-he might have
foimd the bosom friend and otter ego. so keenly longed for
and so eagerly sought.

llie bright dark eyes and clear-cut features, the well-set
head and athletic form, the dignified, yet modest bearing
of this boy, so superior to himself in everything but wealth
and station, fitted the niche previously prepared. And
when he fell to dreaming, young Cavaignao's resolute face
and cahn, contemptuous bearing were invariably opposed to
his own unslumbering resentment, and finally-conquerine
generosity. For, varied as the plot might be, the rfW
men* of each httlo drama would always be the same
They would meet, in manhood, upon some field of bloody

battle, dunng the great war beginning with the French
invasion of the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg, ending with
the conquest of Germany and the annexation of the left
baiik of the Rhine. A youth upon the verge of manhood



THB MAN OF IRON ,„«» drewner would Uve nerfn™,^ .

be a g«.t charge of cav^'^T "PP*"" "^^^ '^-

d

«««ter a dea% (^ oYtfi^^T*'''^'"'''«'^'»«odd.
He would cut'do^ or^2S^ :r "^f"^' "^ '^«'«*
who had wounded aF^^mJ^T" '^'"^

'««>P«»
from hi, own charge,!!"^ fS" ff-

^f,"''*
"«''"y '«i

Sultan Abdul A^iZand Jd^ nJ""" ''^*" ^^ by
-ount Their looWouTd ^fT"*f

"«« *" ^.e and
fiery black eye. would atrike^ I ,'""»-«n»y and the
"-"on. Oh 1 the joy of hl^"l' T'' "^ '""'°»' "cog.
beautiful, „bel]iouL heS ,

**^ «»*ta of fir« upon thft

C SllS^^'-r K.rr°«^ '^^ -v^our, but
-o»ld head a oonajLTto <iZ« T'"'' =»!*'<>'.
would be the wontVS^„^"- "f^-

Moving, a.
tbrough the public pla«« of S^^. T^°' « '""Sni.e
e^ery rank and cla«^T^l^^* ."'P"^' -"togling with
women, wordiipped bvallT ^u" "^°' »" eni«!ma to
dWered the'Stt^'laMTcorr'^*""'^-"course, would be succe«fa V^^''^'"*' ^'''^h, of
hannleesly-the conSS« ^„J^Z """''* «P'°do
''^fe'.-lying under S"e rf h ^^l!

'"'"'^- ^^^^
fortr«»_probably Mont Wl! • ^**'' '" " ""'Mtary
'traw. loaded with mZve^Sr-'^^' "^° 'J»4
young officer. He w^ rSSTth!?" ** ^"**^ ^ y ^
'verer of long ago, and fallSh!? T"^" °^ "s de-
n>y noble friend, Jong ^uX 1, ^^' '"'^"S^ "Alas!
^mest late, but in t"f^i T^i'''' "°^' **<">ae

.

le it po«ibje I 6f "hat art .t
'^^ *°-"'°"«^ '"

Cavaignac would answer coi** '^
^"i S^^'y- then ?"

dethrone the young Empe^r !" « n„ f?."* "''^P^'^ *»
h^m 80 ?" .. Ay 1 te havX„ en^^

*''.°° '"'^^'^ batebeen enem.e8 since boyhood's
12
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day*." ChoUng with emotion, diiMinbled nnder » pale

and molute eztwiw, the viiitor would retnin: " Yet he
hate* thee not I Were he here lie would ny m much to

thee I" "Oan it be poMible ! How, then T" "I
*wew it upon the «oul of my father I Thy Emperor is thy

truoet friend I Here ii my iwoid. Behold thii unde-
fended bieaat, cage of a heart that ha* erer loved thee I

Thraat, I command thee, if thou haat the power I" " Sire,

I i>m conquered ; I have lived for a BepnbUo—I die the
Emperor'* most loyal lubjeotl" "To my arme, then,

Cavaignao I Embraoe me-^thou art forgiven I"

Impoaaible, beautiful dieame, grandiose and abeord,

ridiculous and touching. . . .

He was mentally, carrying on one of these endleee

duologues as he rode through the wintry avenues of the
Bois, and dismounted at my Lord Hertford's exquisite

villa of Bagatelle, set in beautiful, secluded ground* ad-

joining the park.

Bom of a whim of the Comte d'Artois, gay Monsieur,
brother of the SizteenUi Louis, built in fifty-four days by
the architect Bellanger, at a cost of six hundred thousand
livres. Bagatelle had always served as a shelter for gallant

adventures, not all of them set in what Republicans soom-
fully termed " the night of monarchy."

Mademoiselle de Charolais, beautiful and haughty ; Made-
moiselle de Beanhamais, handsome, sensual, and un-
scrupulous; Madame Tallien, constant, noble, and courage-

ous ; the Duchesse de Berri, and how many other women,
famous or infamous, had trodden its velvet lawns and
Kwept over its floors of rare marquetry or its pavements
of mosaic ? The blood of ';he Beauiuumais mingled in this

boy's own veins, with the Corsican and Spanish tides and
the dash of canny Soots derived from distant Kirkpatricks.

That Celtic strain was responsible, it may be, for his

dreaminess and love of solitude.
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From ohiJdhood m»nv oTth.V .
"^*' *<"'«••

nnth.of myrtle and^^Cuu^H"'- ^ 't* '•by-
Wdden, buwtinB with !^w"; ,

*"'* •y"°««- b« luMi

-t«i were SnThim fe'VS"'*!,"'
"'"'" ^^ Pl^

pony and raced with M, doi
'^ ^-^oped W. Shetland

It.broad.heet.oTl.telt^rTHili'T'''^- ^P""
y»oht^q„«lron.. Tw. '^ ''!'"*l-^l^'niniature

•ninduUtfa^ertld 'h *^*'" ^P""' Iway.

««t to be tempted by Im r^f^ "' ^'^"'^ »«
•tuff, or .llu«d b^i'^J;

P°«*^« «o much of the
que«. Knight of thr^, T ' ^""^*' ^8"«t Mar-

8»«o^blellaSS.*i'"T '"'*'• y-tkew^,.
bu coveted fairyland^J^, J^ j^^"^ "«"^ free of
•hould be from home '

**'*' ""^ »' *»>• pl«e.

innocently, it wa. tin^y^ j.^t.
"^^ "

^•'«**
the triangle; and worik^ out th r^"""*^

*'"' "•'"Pe of
of the dreamer, the^ljbI^^^^^

the «.ti,fac^„

<!«" enemy, men grown madW Inl^* ^"«"wd his

witching oreatnre,^r;IZir °°' ^°"^'- " be-
like blue jewels^ aXS '°t"""''«J '-oe, eyes

» little cap of veivS and'^'^tS^tth"'' T""*^ '^*''

•t the Bide. She adored thf^- ' ?"" * *•'"« '"ng get
in the di.gui« of rimp,e^Z:''"J!^ "°" •"»'-«
pa»ion, .he could hear Sii^^iJ**^*^ "^ ^'^^

driven to frenzy by i^ou^rT^^'^^*^ "^"^^d" He,
for the Imperia'iW S' u^l^^iri'^'^" '"^^

- - treas^es nponrId^-^lf-^-th
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when a step echoed in the gallery of arms, and the fair one,

reclining upon this very faateuil in the window commaiid-

ing the graas-plot centred by the Cellini fountain,—sprang

up witii a cry of joy to welcome her lover,—^tLe rejected

aspirant would leap from behind yonder trophy of six-

toenth-century pageant-ehields,topped with the magnificent

embossed and damascened one bearing the monogram and

insignia of Diane de Poitiers; and, seizing yonder rapier

from its stand, would challenge his iiuccessful rival there

and then, to a duel d outranee.

Need it be said that the Prince's well-known mastery of

the 3word would enable him,—^by a lightning e<mp, follow-

ing a feint—^to disarm his antagonist; upon whom he

would finally bestow toot only the lady, but the villa, with

its treasures of paintings by ancient and modem masters,

its marvellous miniatures and enamels, its rooms of porce-

lain, cabinets of priceless coins and gems, galleries of

antique sculpture, its costly furniture, its matchless grounds

and gardens, ending a great many nobly-tnmed sentences

with the dignified peroration:

" Take her, Cavaignac, with all tiieee richee I I ask

nothing in return, but your esteem I"

XX.

OOTTLD Juliette have known how she had been disposed

of in a boy's imagination, perhaps the Spanish Infanta

would have replaced the rosy nymph. But while her

Prince dreamed, her jingling vehicle had crossed the Port

de St. Cloud, and so by Ville d'Avray up the long avenue

between the breasting woods, stately and glorious still,

though stripped by the blasts of January, to the clean

white town that had sprung up, nearly three hundred

years before (upon the site of a little village patronised
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formed the humUer d^uLT ,
°* ^',''"*'''^' *"««-

Official., functiona^i'^
^^vafet. -Irk

'^'^•"'
cooks, barbers and innum«aW^'hJ!!!'

*°''*^' P"°I«-
to tho upkeep of Stet^^ .u

^*""*''' »» necessary

stately t£l feS' T„1 ."" °""* •" '"'"'^
noble avenur^dMnl lift "*'*?' °' *"^'«»8«- ^^^
•unlike cent™ ^sK« f

"^^ °* » ^"^ from the

Behold, as the power^di^ ^.^'^ ""* '"~'"Py «>"•

no le«, han tL^w^r "^^^ °^ *^ """^"^ redoubled,-

regiment ofT^s^^^X out
^"^

ft''»*^'
^^'^'

pneumonia, fever and Zl „ I ° ^''*- ^"^ ''''en

of the«. HapleIs';.^£sTh:tXd:L"har^ t""-""^away by night, and secretly dum^dti^I ^ ^/""^
Purpoee, and the bottoms of Zt^^ - * ' *''*

through a thimungW of tt^^/°^^ "^ «*°
Accounts of the cL^^ ^^^' ""* *''« Building

debts suffi^U^e^^Srr'T.*"*:"' °* -2
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height o{ B Grown likperiftl' was never shown him in Witch

Montespan's magio mirror. The bees that were to swa^
over his lilies and drain their golden honey were not to be

hatched for many years yet. He deemed himsell im-

mortal in spite of the twinges of the gout, until it took

him in the stomach and carried him o5, at seventy-eeven,

leaving France to shndder in the embraces of a far worse

man than himself. Until aphrodisiacs and apoplexy

having made an end of the infamous Begent, and Louis

the Well-Beloved having succumbed to vice and smallpox,

and the Red Widow having hugged the heads ofi Ix>ui8 the

Locksmith and his fair young Queen, the Terror ushered

in the Revolution, Era of liberty. Equality, and Universal

Phlnbotomy; until men, wearied of serving many masters,

looked about for one to lead them, and the Little Corporal

with the pale hatchet-face and the inscrutable gray-blue

eyes under the great marble forehead rose up and said,

"Hen am I'"
The Court of his nephew was just now at the Tnileries,

You saw the town of Versailles in its winter slumber, un-

disturbed by the roll of innumerable carriages, luggage

fourgofu, pastrycooks and tradesmen's vans, and other

vehicles, over its historic and venerable cobblestcoiee. . .

Fashionable people lived there all the year round; many
of the crack regimmts of the Imperial Guard were quar-

tered in tile innumerable barracks; there was no lack of

society—^not the cream of the cream, perhaps, but charm-

ing, lively and gay.

The 777th Mounted Chasseurs of the Lnperial Guard

were garrisoned in that antique quarter of barracks and

churches, convents and Royal harems, once known as

the Faro aux Cerfs. South of the great central avenue

leading from the Place dVirmes to Paris, you found its

huge monumental entrance on the right of the Rue de

I'Orangarie, once the Hotel of the Gardes du Ooorps dn Roi.



THE MAN OF IRON
igg

iron rolling back unon » Jwu^^^^**'°**'°"el»t-

floor uponZ lettZ^dsiJ^S^^^T"^ ''^^'^' ««=°»d-

scribed inheCoCl'Sr*'"^""'^' """^ boudoir, de-

Cbnvent, and in default oT^h- ^^ °°* «°* »* *»>«
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"^'^^^

become a dimnle " T i„ ^^, ^^* Persuaaion to

be .ble ^tS themV^^^oftw"d
°' '^ '^""''^ '

that I may even grow fat Belt 7" '* " P"*"''^
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in delight ^t the paternal iHttio;>m8, while she leaned
upon her Colonel's shoulder, or sat upon the arm <A his
chair; while her slender ann twined round his nedk,
and her cheek, no longer ivory-pale, but painted by the
delicate brush of the artist Joy with the loveliest rose-
flush, was ticUed by the waxed end of his martial mons-
taohio, the hateful shadow of the faceless Charles rose up
and thrust itself between. It blotted out the last rays
of the red wintry sun, it sprawled across the shade of the
Argand lamp. It was heavy though impalpable, and
diffused a numbing chill throughout the little apartment.

Perhaps the father felt it, for as they sat together
talking by the cheerful fire of crackling beech-billets that
burned upon the open hearth, he gradually fell silent.

You can see him id his undress uniform jacket of green
cloth, braided, frogged, and with fur edging, unhooked at
the neck and showing the white shirt, stiff linen collar, and
scarlet tie. His polished boots and bright spurs, buttons,
buckles, and so forth, reflected the dancing firelight!

His forage-cap, a head-dress gaudy and bizarre enough to
have come out of a Christmas cracker, crowned a porce-
lain bust of a young negress, chooolat«-hued, with purplish-
ciimson lips, pink' protruding tongue, and rolling onyx
eyes (an art-object left behind as too fragile for transport
by the previous occupant of the quarters)—^whilst his long
sabre leaned against her wooden pedestal.

His handsome face was very grave, almost sombre, as
he pulled bis cpsp imperial, aftd stared at the little dancing
hearth-flames, forgetful of the excellent cigar burning itseU
away to ash between the first and second fingers of his

well-kept right hand. The other hand sometimes rested
on his knee, sometimes touched his daughter's hair; for
Juliette had slipped from her previous seat to the carpet,
where she sat leaning against him.

And all at once the chill barrier of reserve broke down.
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~
«»t«i on the taee oYti^Zi^"^ T° **« "«><» that
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Oh, my father, why mnrt tM. ^"^ "'*''''•
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««t B angnish-my^te^r wi ? T^''^'"', burthi
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on active service. And-Iwerl!^ f °' '**«' »» ordered
a gentleman of h^rtti^J^fZ **"«**" *« '^'^

n>other did. But though mv^} °^ beloved dead
band. War spared her son Y^u^^f"!**' ^«* ^er hus-
"•other, not even wounded cL^^"^ "E"

J'^' ««1 to my
Prehend for me a lot teTf^JZ^*' J^^ « Tou J
•nyone, Take me witTySforT' '"'"^ ""^ ^ '»«4

«nd the clear space hetZeTX V'
^^'^"^^

^^V^<^
^0 candid eyes'Z£X ^^rTofT""^ ^^l'"^-
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We
"^

r"^
''^^- y-

behmd even in the care of mT^' S^*^ ^ *° '^'^e you
none the tes be alone. li^t": T««'«^. you would
but only when her hxubTdTs L^^^ ?""'«"'"* «««;
«»t of .iamage openHaCt a vo

''*'*''« ^'-
bbertine and the seducer dl^1 £,?"*f'

'^'"'«' *»>•

-rtamty-.„,y.b<.herhi"dtrytr^dr' '^^^^
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80 women weie not to be trutted I . . . Hia r*im«
ndght have been banted had he not withdrawn them, so
fie^ the sudden blush that rose in the clear, pale oheeU.
Barely oomprdiending his meaning, she faltered:
" Yot my grandmot^r "

The Colonel broke in hantily

:

" My mother wue a Saint I What I have said does not
apply to her I"

" And my mother ?"

Something like a groan broke fn>m the man. She felt

him wince and shudder as she leaned upon him, saw the
strong square teeth of the upper-jaw nip the ruddy lower
lip, noted the ashen grayness that replaced the ebbed
colour, and the points of moisture that broke out upon hia
temples where his noh black hair wae frosted with white.
And looking, she bleached and shuddered in sympathy.
His haunted eyes and haggard face bent over an upturned
white mask, that had little of the grace of girlho d left in
it. The distended pupils encroached upon the b 9 until
her eyes seemed inky-black. He would have withdrawn
the hand she held in both hers, but the soft little fingers
trmed to living steel, and he could not free himself. And
the blue-black eyes staring out of the {nnohed elfin face,
quested in search of something that his own eyes strove to
hide. As though his had been the weaL^r nature and
h«B the stronger (impossible, the creature being feminine),

he felt his loathed secret being relentlessly drawn to light.

The clear, unshaken question:
" Was not my mother good ?" compelled him to truthful

Utterance. He heard a voice unlike his own replying;
" At the beginning—^yes I I would stake my soul upon

it. But during the war in the Crimea, when the Allies

watered with the best blood of Franco and England that
fatal soil, her loyalty to the absent husband weakened—
her heart strayed !" He struck himself upon the breast
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<rf icy oUy that holdT I^ '' ^^ '^'"^ *''« '^ap,
I «ust atrip off the reil oi iLiT^KT "^f"

'""'™ ^"'^

demanded it:
^ " ^^ '^''* °°' «»U«ing that she

haatened to Autenil wh^shf^ t^ *" *'^»*Ph I
with my mother. tC ern^'r*^

*"«' """ '-««' living

Had other liprthMZi^,^i°' **"^^'* •"*«'li8»noe.
the truth, that night mj^vS^.

""«• -tabbed «e%ith
would not have li^ to^J^YJ"'"' ^'^ ^'^^ it f-I

A deep sich «ti37 "^""ty in strangers' eye. "

^ ^'^tSelrLS'LSttfr k"^
*'"'^-

-ti^outWhing. She™Ji^^'**'"««J'i«t«ned
^J-.dear.,he.tather, Howoid^I.,,,
He said tenderly-

l«**C;r.a„dthyria*tre^ri°' T' ^^'^

-o^iSXlnTrnS-Uth^-^^ "^•>—

.

colour, and the tall. Kthe S:,^*^*^* °* **^y wine-

»«« it costs thee toomuchT
'*'""•••' Do not teU
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Hit compreheiuion wm iniUnt. Very coldly th« answer

(Mune:

" He w»B a penonage of rank in his own ooontry. A
military attache of the Prunian Embassy in Paris. They
had met at one of the Imperial receptions at the Tuileriee

"
" Ii he alive f"

The whispered words might have been shrieked in his
ear, such a leap of the heart and such a thrilling of the
nerves responded. He rose to his feet and said sternly,
not looking at his daughter, but directly at the wall
before him:
" The man is dead ! But he did not fall in a duel.

He lived to meet his end during the Pmsso-Austrian War.
He had left Paris en^ route for Berlin when my representa-
tive called at the Prussian Embassy. Strive as I would.
I could gain no answer from him. Nor might the utmost
influence I could command obtain a response to my cartel.
This being so, the disgrace is his—not mine I"

He grew quite tall in saying this, so dignified was the
little tubby man, so noble in his soldieriy simplicity. His
daughter looked up at him, wondering at him, loving him,
sorrowing over him; yet yearning to hear more of that
beloved, faithless one who had dealt those bleeding wounds
he now bared in the sight of the child she had deserted,
and ploughed such deep lines in his wrung and suffering
face. The words would break out, though she nipped her
lips to stop them:
" And my mother . . . did she repent and ask your

pardon. Did y ,n not forgive her before she died t"
" She did not die I"

The little Colonel had a great voice. His "Oarde d
voiu/" roared down the files like a spherical mortar-shell,

his " Ihargtz I" might have set dead men and horses up
and galloping. Indeed, his nickname among the troopers
of his regiment was, I believe, nothing less than " Bouche
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«7»^1 drop, of the^teS.J^'i' ^«^^ '^^' ""* *''•'

P«;;iou. te„«t danced «d Se^'^Jlr "^* "^ t^e
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"""' *•" ^'"""l

t^mpets sounded fromZ^tTSl^*"'?'^ ''^^'«' »'
Then the " ViveI'Em™^l-^t? *"« *" ^^^ t""*-
b^d c^ehed into "i'Si>rL*;;^l*''« "^-e"**'
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^P'

-'^^d'TiTtX'* ^f » wonJ. to depict the

adequate idea of th^ JterTth ^° *""' ""^ e«^« •<"»«
lonely hour. Joy «t th^d^ T^* °^" *"» « that
of her ohildishilt^hJ^j!^**'' '"""^ -o*''-
at the piercing thSt "Sr^'7^'^'°^'^'°'«8^1'
Shame bumed her c£ki Jt '*'' *« ""^ /°r «e/"
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"^"^ «"-
^eavy as lead. Excen- vJ^ c.
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;^fe who had beenZ.^^l^"'"^' *^- -tidier'.'

de Bay«^, .nj ^^^ now^^ T. T" *^'«^«°'oiseUe

dinner-plates and dishesTnM«« 1^ '''*"^"« «P ^^-^

earthly woman near to whom «h! • u "' *''""' ^"^ "o
in this her hour' of need

""«''* *"" *°' "omfort
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Bnt M alM wept, not the Iraely-flowing tMm of girl-

hood, bat with th« dry sobbiiigt and painful aonviik^na
that tortured women know, there chimed from the great

cathedral Churoh of St. Louia oloae by, the fint long triple

of the Angelna, echoed by the thinner-iounding belli from
the Convent of the Auguetinian Sisters, from the Priory

of the Bemardine Fathen, from the House of the Sooni
de I'Bsperanoe, from the House of the Little Sisters of the
Poor. Mechanically Juliette's hand weut to her bosom,
her pale Ups moved, shaping the saored words. And then
she went to her room, and knelt at the little stiaw-bottomed
prie-Ditu that stood before her Crucifix, and prayed with

passionate earnestness that He Who when hn-nging upon
His Croos of Agony gave His Mother to be our Mother,

would hear Her pure prayer of interoession for that mother
who had deserted her child. Wherever she might be,

however low she might have fallen, whatever the sins,

vices, follies that yet environed her, held her back or
dragged her down, the ray of Divine Oraoe bad power to

reach her, raise her up, and I'-ad her back by the path of

Penance into tiie Way of Peace.

And pending the miracle, towards which end Masses
should be ofiered and Communions given; obedience to

that father so cruelly betrayed, so bitterly wronged, must
more than ever, be the watchword of Juliette. For the

conviction b^an to dawn in her that belief in the innate

purity and truth of her sex having been destroyed in him
by tiie unfaith of that most beloved, most unhappy one,

he sou^t to safeguard her daughter's virtue by means
of a husband, who, being the only son of a widow, and
therefore exempt from the obligations of military service,

must always be on tbo spot. Sorrowfully she sought her

bed, to remember, the moment her head touched the

pillow, that althou^ she had mustered courage to plead

agafnst the Colonel's sentence of marriage, provoking him
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^'T'"* WM he Ilk. »l,i
*P* '•y Infewnoe.

•fevoted to hi. nX ti!r*^' I"'""' 'frtuou.,

Juliette'. bo*.ffl-„^^! «^L*i' '^«''*-''*t<'h-.

J^ told one oi^^uiftC'^'^d'oUowed. She
•«>tote, and h.fa. of ™dd7!5*"'~

°'^«J tk' form of m.
th. ^onnatiTttt S'^p^*' '°°*" ^ad reaped
that of Edgar RaTOnJ^r^Tf ' '**''"•' "-wn' 'ing

the taformation th^^l^L "^T" 1 '""'*^
e^tion of a lover. slendeTh^K^ V^*^ ' duodeoiaio
flW than the bri^t^T'St '^' *"' "°* ""«"'
to oompaw note. in^L C^** '* °°°" *» theee girl.

Claasr "P'**"'" ^"''eyed to the Gwat
One had left School, howevw .-^To go back with that i^IlJ^^t^ '"«" 8'»d <>' «•

Md mingle with tort^J^^'^^ « »«'-» bowm,
women, happily aliverifgVJ:rj°°*'r ^'^ ^'^
have borne that?

""^ *° ^"»*8e- how could one
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to him. {MMioiwtely; ttntohing out h«r tgm» wHh m
wide ggttuTB M tlwai^ loiiietiiiag of the matenuU miagled
with her love for him now. . . . When " Light* Out

"

•oonded. end the gM wm extinguished, end no line of
yellow ihowed under the door, and the footetepe tetn*ted
•nd hie door ihut upon them, Juliette crept out of bed.
lighted the o«ndle, end picked op the lorkp of pftper that
had been puehed aoroH her threshold by the strong,
beloved hand.

It proved to be a note dated that day, and addreaeed
from the Tessier's house in the Rue de Provence, in
Madame's angular, spidery oaligraphy. Felicitations to her
dear friend on the safe return of his dierJshed one were
followed by regrets! *'My Charles, alas I will be detained in
Belgium at least until the Mar jgn*. The meeting of these
dear yonng people must neoessarily be deferred untU that
date. But to-morrow l;eing the Feast of Saint Polyoarpe,
possibly M. le Colonel would bring Mademoiselle tc visit

a friend, old and most affectionate, punctually at the hour
of one midif With tender remembrances the note con-
cluded. Beneath the signature—Marie-AnastasieTessiei^-
M. le Colonel had scrawled in pencil the curt intimation:
" Arranged.—H. A. A. de B."
Knowing Charles safely bestowed in Belgium, Julietvo

sank back upon her pillow, and soon was calmly sleeping
between her two great hair-plaits. But slippered foot-

stops patrolled the Colonel's room until gray dawn showed
between the slits of the window-shutters, and the heavy
sighs and muttered words that broke from him would have
wrung bis daughter's faithful heart. Sleepless and haggard,
the first pale beams of January daylight found him still pac-
ing the brown-striped drugget, a letter—the cause of his

own and (mother's misery.—crushed in his strong right

iiand.
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"««. Armn di i,'Ali,a. f^ui,
" Motrsmm, " i>-mh, is, iNd

with regard to ourollentTJ^i
*^' '"'*»''• y" ««une

who until L ^^^^^'^^^'y'^^^'>^y
«^H t,,p^,-"^<J^^««

-cupied-^a Without

monetary payment, tot^h^ '^"^ ^^ y»° «y
faota which^S-l^ ^ "^'* '"'^ «n^ten«.ce,

1«>8« upon yowZt^'t^„*l'"T*.°°°^* «'^ ^^^

Valverden, late junior^^ ^2?^,J''"J"''«"-
General Sti^. fully atonedfrTZ /T^ ^ **" Pmrian

B»yard: andZfr fa^„
ffttlw^^nt upon Madame de

ample mean..
'''""" *^°'*'««' ^^ not dowered with

" Under the ciroumrtanoea *»)>.» _! j
whoee natural afferHAT* i. i^^ •"vi«ed our client.

moiaelle de Bavard tTT* u ** •°°"*y °^ M*<ie-

.ge. «5 SoL'^^ijeeTrm^ati'T T^"^' -«^'
client doea not^ZTw ho^n"*"^*^' """^ ""^
long dlent chordaof'Swt^*!* '" "^^'""^"^ *''«

'"'"^--"-"•-^^^^iSruTond

'

IS
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that unblemished ' and peaoefnl happiness which is only
to be found by the domeetio fireside.

"Recollect, Monsieur, that no legal bar exists to (his

most virtuous and irreproachable aspiration. And under-

stand that unless a favourable answer is shortly received

by our firm to the application now made by us to you on
behalf of our chent, her next appeal will be made to your

daughter and hers.

" We remain, etc.,

" WiKOxiA, Nadikb asd Batvqvxi,

"aoUcUort."

By the chill lighl) of the new day the Colonel for tino

twentieth time re-read the letter, and its cunning mixture

of truth and falsehood, the venomed hint at knowledge

and complicity, struck fangs once more into his quivering

heart.

A devout Catholic, he had never sought to divorce the

wife who had betrayed him. Thus a civil marriage with

her paramour had been rendered impossible to Adelaide,

even had the Count desired it. Now, furnished with

ample means by the generosity of her dead lover, did

the false wife seek at the hands of the injured husband

rehabilitation, in return for a heap of tainted gold ?

Horrible thought 1 The walls of the room seemed to

close upon de Bayard suffocatingly. He opened the win-

dow and leaned out, drawing in deep draughts of the frosty

morning air. It cleared his brain; he realised in the event

of his contemptuous rejection of the hideous bargain, a
menace to his daughter's peace of mind.

Motherhood is of all earthly relationships the most

sacred. Yet there are mothers who in revenge for

disappointed hopes and thwarted ambitions have not

hesitated to strike, through their own ofbpring, at hus-

bands abhorred. More than ever the husband of Ade-
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embrace.
'* °"' °^ '^'' "^tJ"** spotted awtemal

XXI.

«nay conceive that the w^ uJ"^""" ^'^'^'^ ^°»
plied in the full.kilrS^,''^:^,^-' -^^^ pano-

trousers, black cravat a^d v«.t ZZ ^' F^^ P^^-top

ohinu^y-pot of private^e, wLTa v"^^"'^'^'^
""^

man; and that Us damihter a^~H ^ *'^* 8«°*'«-

oostume of fine bluT^W ^ "^
" "^ "«* ohamung

l>mSng the walk, which absorbed «.. .>«..*

the 0.1oneI barely vonch^L^tri^" One^^irL"^*

Xret^rrrsr -^ --r^r^r
«-J^'2i:;'r^^f ^''!?"'°' I,^"'^ -y-« -able to

appreachin^crjl:;.
""l p^ay'^Jt'^kinT

^""^
liescribe him to me ?" ™ ^"""Sfh *°
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oairies his image in her heart, and doubtless has it on bet

Trails and in her alboms. Look in the one before you

search the others; it will be wise."

" Assuredly. But, my father
"

"CSiutl" TheColonel twirled a waxed end of his mag-

nificent moustache, and resumed presently: "M. Charles

Tessier is a gentleman of honour, an excellent man of busi-

ness, and a most desirable pard for any young girl oi good

family and limited fortune. Could the most exacting

bride-elect demand more than this t In addition, he has

a fine hand
"

" Indeed, dear fattier
"

A fine hand was something tangible. The owner of the

commended extremity might in addition be possessor of a

good figure, broad shoulders, a handsome nose. . . . And

yet hunchbacks occasionally hare neat hands, and the

Colonel had only testified to one. That idea mij^t be

dismissed as fandfuL Of course, Oiarles had the proper

complement of legs and arms. Half-smiling at her own

terrors, Juliette murmured:
" Pray go on, dear father ! You said—a fine hand . .

."

" Hah—aha 1 yes. A fine hand for a stroke at billiards.

In addition, it cannot be denied that Charles has a mag-

nificent head
"

" I am liblening, dear father ! . .
."

" A truly magnificent head for figures ! Book-keeping

by double-fntry is infant's play to this admirable young

man. He must teach thee the logarithms, my child, when

thou art married. . . . Docile and intelligent as thou

art, thou wouldst quickly learn to be his secretary and

head-clerk. It should be a true wife's ambition to help

her husband in business, and this is alone possible ^rtien

his avocations are of the strictly civil kind."

It was tragic. In her dreams JuUette Bayard had aided

td put on the casque, and buckle the cuirass of a stately
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"Mrior. Now she muat Derfonw m...j *i.

quill of a knight ofth^S^o^ ^our'^KfT"aeen how her riender throat Sd^in.^?,, ^* ^^'^

band of velvet T«.
^^ "veiled against the enciroUng

the meeting will not t^k^T ^ ^*'"'' •'"«'>»n*won.

Since OctoWM °i:rt'&!'t?r''*r'»-»-
his moustache—" hZvZ T^^ ~*^* ^'''°«1 twisted

family. The daSi^r*^ °^° °^ *''*"•'»* ^'"""^b

or Clfmentoe." ' ^ "'"•""^'' '^ '^^ Cl^menoe

The Colonel cleated his throat JiiH««^ .
preference for the name TnirJf.^^^"''^ *

begged her paidon ^.n *
™°"'- ^« Co'°nel

norltter.'TS;m^l^^^''""'"'=«- ^"* *"*

nearly as weU a. nZ.^^^ *''* °^* °^ C3Wmenoe

other^s.l^"tre J^v "" J^" ^'"""^ *"8ged at the

•thesnbjeot
'^'^y^^^ moustache, and changed ,

"The pavement rings beneath the heel- I r„«rk

tinted porcelain, her eyes W^^' Z"^""^ ^"'^ T"n-. by the time they'reaci^e^tdlmXi™?*^'
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The house of the Widow Tttnet was in the Rue de Pro-

renoe, which nujs north from the Avenue de Sunt Clond.
not far from above its junction with the Carrefonr de~Mon-
treuil, and ends at the corner of the Boulevard de la Eeine.
A quiet, retiring street, its houses separated by ample

gardens, hidden by high walls of brick faced with fine
gray Caen stone, generally festooned with pretty creepers
and overtopped by stately trees. A noble pine shaded the
green glass conservatory, large enou^ to be termed a
winter-garden, which projected on the south side, from
what was a solidly built villa plastered yellow, with a
raised ground-floor, second storey and attic storey with
Mansard windows; the short sloping roof, and these—
indeed, the whole of the attic storey to the floor-line,

where a fine-worked cornice of stone ran round the build-
ing—being covered with grayish-blue slates.

You rang at a gate of open ironwork, white-painted, in
which was a smaller gate to admit pedestrians, and while
you were waiting for someone to answer the bell, you had
leisure to admire the heavy porte cochin upon your left,

cf solid oak timbers, studded with iron bolts, surmounted
with a fine areh of stone, centred with a blank loisenge, and
the neat balcony railing topping the wall to your right,
in which was a modest little iron-studded door leading to
the kitchen and servants' offices, always secured by a huge'
look, and opened with much groaning of inward bolts.

You are to understand that the roof of the kitchen formed
a leaden terrace upon which the bay of the drawing-room
and other ground-floor windows opened; these, like the
windows on the basement and upper storeys being furnished
with outside shutters, the slatted wooden pattern, with
vihich Continental travellers are familiar, yellow-painted
to match the plaster of the walls. The terrace could be
gained by a short flight of stone steps rising npoi your
right as you entered. But upon a visit of ceremonv you



''^ MAN or IRON*»* on to the nuun .„^ 189

"*»ne, oontmued along thrm;-1?^°r "**^ "' t^e cLn
!«"».» that fronia^j'^°"^ """^ •«* rides of tte

"to the garden at will. llThaST^'
^*"' °*"^^ '^•"cendof the .tables and the oanl

'^'^'^oor conmianded » v,w
*-«^ combined tt^mTZ,::^'^ 1 ""-' -^<^
»^ener. yo„ eould not^^IT '^^ "^"««> of

J^»e. covered as they l^"^T*k^*"8" ""P*""

"orthside of the villa^Z,„, ^ ^^^ "'d to Zformed part of a nobWntnL^""^' '^'^oh n.Mt have
2'-'ksborde«Ki^-tr^'jr'^» onetime. p„r^d
^ongst clumps of oak^S^^*^ ^°° '° '«<J out and
•nd«c«ciasstoodnpontheZ,?r^°*' ""'^ "^^^y limes
.''l-ie near its bound^^b^*'^^°*> velvetW
Mbntus harbonrad th^iT ° J^wthom, svrino* .J
-ioioed the foro/ttytdtl''"'^' -^n^"g
*^^P tree opened itsS^ ^°«'= »nd one^a?
«jn»»ndsnnsof eaSyTriS:."'^'^ •»-^*h^e*»U jntted a stone mdb ^^ ™ *•"* «*stem bonndJv

»hrook that ran away ^^',^«n« » tiny pond,and

n^
°7«'««"n» with fernT^d r '^^^ ^^ nloss
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nndsr » thin ooy«iing of noently-fallen anow. What
strange ums thia place waa to serve before the terriblA

year of 1870 wm ended I How many letters signed
" C!harlee " were to be drawn by the tiny hand of P. C.

Breagh's Infanta from that grinning satyr-mouth.

Entering the house—for yon are to see it plainly, serving

as it did for a theatre upon whose table the life-blood of

France was to flow; and her body, beneath the steady,

skilful hands of a man well fitted to perform such opera-
tions, was fated'to undergo a terrible mutilation—entering
the house by the double glass-doors, you found yourseU
in a parqueted hall, furnished with Empire consoles and
large mirrors in frames of tarnished gilding. TUe chief

staircase, covered,with striped drugget in gray-and-red,

you found immediately upon your right. Under this was
the opening to a servants' stairway leading down to the
kitchen beneath the terrace. Upon your left was a small
door masking another servants' stairway leading to the
attics; and beyond this two large folding-doors, covered
with green baize, led into a medium-siied but lofty

apartment, used as the dining-room, looking out on the
garden, and hung with u crimson flock paper patterned
with gilt palm-leaves, against which htmg some large

landscapes and ratique hunting-scenes in oils. There was
a handsome wUte marble fireplace, with a hi^ mantel-
slab supported by terminal figures, one a nymph, wanton-
lipped and luignid-eyed, her full voluptnons bosom partly
veiled by a leopard skin, her dishevelled hair crowned with
ivy, Uke that of her companion; » faun, and young,
judging by his budding horns.

A third pair of folding-doors facing the hall-entrance

opened into the drawing-room; a fourth to the right of

these gave entrance to the billiard-room, from which
access might be gained by a low glass door into the winter-
garden, a hi^-domed glass house full of palms and tree-
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!»•» going. A door atthritd of I
'"'* '"*''* **

works by rtandardXZ an^.*^
\'"' ^^- "^oal

~«>ove them from thei^Xf^'C"^ * °,^
'*"'"'' **>

bours on either side. And Sinl ltl*°
^^'^

"''S'"-
from ontdde, ons ™rceiv«H ^ *** ooMervatory
length of the rounded^;^'t.fTrf w°°«

""^ -«™
or double-sided balcony Cm' trt°*''*"^° 8»"8^»y'
««'«n.ony of Madame/the^te M ij"'""?f«

*° ^J-"

*«sing-room this aerial rL^^ f ^^' ^°» ^^ose
ghss door, had ben^^^J""'!' »« 8«^e<i by a
and breathe the1^ aooostomed to enjoy the prospect

xxn.

left hand. The mittens^^ • '^?*f °P°n ber mittened
to the memory 0?^^^^:'^ 2S^"<*r*«mourning, grar poDlin on»„ • ^' *^»^n»e's half.

»Pjn the go^, S'tl^'^'t^^'^theT "'"'^ ^^""^
and upon the waist and «1,„X .

expansive skirt

the sa^e shehX ^4tZ tT*"'
"^«''* ''»-'' been

cap had lavender n?CTe;w''***'r^'°°^y' »»
had been chestnut and th^ n!^ ?u, T '^y- "•'«'«»« it

which she confined h'fbS^rJr„,'r^^"'"''-"«'-*->°
l'-ongraylikehermou8tL^eanT;viK^ 'r.^"''"*^*^

-""^

npon it here and thew.
"yebrows, had silver beads
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\ f'^^f"^ d»nghter w«n nuufe weloome, wm enter-
t*taed with wine o£ lUdeira, n.pberry-vineg«-for whiph
iweet, lubMid bevenge, dUuted with water, youn^l»die»
were e^ieoted to ezpnos a preference-HtneoarboM, ratft-
flM. and little pink ice-oakee. The Colonel, having ac-
cepted a ghM of the good vintage and consumed a biMnit,
ezpreesed a denire to walk round the garden; MadameWho had miggerted the exourmon. and Juliette, who had
gone gooM-Seah aU ove^-were left to a UU-d-IHe
During the collation described above, Mad^moieelle'e

blue eyes had discreetly raked the walls of the dining-room
in search of portraita. Nothing rewarded her search buta hjghly-vamished oU prasentment of a simpering vounBwoman m the vast flowery bonaet. the bunohsTof sid,^
curls, and the hifch-waisted gown of 1830, in whom one
must perforce discover Madame in her twentieth year A
case of three miniatures hung beside the copper wood-
tongs on the left of the fireplace. When Madame afleo-
taonately leaned to her young guest, patted her hand, and
bade her take her aeat upon a green velvet fauteuil between
Madame s own high-backed arm-chair and the carved oak
framed, gtass-oovered embroidery jricture of Dido on her
funeial pyre that served as fire-screen, Juliette, in the ai«
Mtawnsit, cast a rapid glance at this case. In vain. Only
M. Tessiw, in a higj» satin stock, gray curb and strips <rf
side-T^usker. Madame in a bee cap, fiddle-bodied brown«* gown, berthe, and cameo biooch, and a chubby infant
of indeterauaate sex, with sausage curl, and tartan
shoulder-knots, rewarded her anxious scrutiny. She could
not restrain a sigh.

To be taken by the chin is not unpleasant to a young
ludj, under the right conditions and given certain circum!
stimo*. But when the ringed and bony finaers enclosedm Madame s black mitten, turned the small, pale oval to
the Ught, a choking lump rose in Juliette's throat, and the
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^nch window,, wrenched it^nr^^*" """' °' t''' long
°"'<"*»ther. Iwond«wh^wV"nf«<ltothe,helte?

t^ leafle* t««,, between^ ^^^ *"« P**'"' ""^er
8«"»<i ivy, already apri^ed l.^.°l •""^Po^dered
PartiaUyth.^ ,4J^"fd with P^tohea of aconite in

^l
leave, and iTZtTjI^"'^''^''''"^-''^^'^

:^}f'>^'^o-^£':^X^^^{:'^ *^ long

^nble chin bent upon hi^ bZt £"« '"> •"" '"'"1»o«'e
Kven h,s boldiy-cnrled mo^^lt"^ '"^ of care.

--«H*o..r.w.thatwern:crbrddt°4rhi:

^« forg-e the cruel^ng HetS '" °"" *"««
"^ee the great betwyal thate'™;^

'"'°"' '^ l^Heve
of .aU mothers, and^hi; Z> '^'^'T' «^« the Mother
»«"*««., gi^,„ ,^^ oppoStt^-^ "" .^ *» P% thew« not to be given toJ~ ^" """ *''•' opportunity
•Madame was sneakinir sn,'

oWn though the ^1 ofherharS^fiLT:-
'"'''' *« "«I«

*o oW to it. She SDuied Z^, ^Ser-tipe rtifl seemed
parenthesis in her well-^wS^ ";:

'""^"^ """^e" of
panctuating her aent^pc^^Jtltt?;' ""'' '""°''*™««

2r;tx-^ «--«'-^--=r2
^^iSr^S.X''--*^: ^--*). -Hat this
--ere to welcome thee-d^ „--•-..

^
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th« feeUngi ii oonwiiaMe " (eliek) " in • young girl of good
education, but neTertheleu one c«mot hide the opinMion
of the heart. IlertM«ured,mylittloone,th«tmyCh»rlee—
who ii to be thy Charles so soon "—Madame's playfulneet,
emphasised by the cliok described, was more than a Uttto
grisly—" snffers as thou dost. He is chagrined to the very
soul, believe me I that he cannot be with thee here to-day.
Detained in Belgium, at Hons-sur-Trouille (where he has
a manufactory for the production of woollen fabrics)—
by important business in connection with an immense
order given by a Paris firm of " (click) " drapers, thou canst
Irioture him counting the hours that must elapse before
the happy moment of his return. He is ardent, my
C!harles—noble, sincere, religious, and candid. I, his
mother, say to thee: Thou art happy" (eliek) "to have
won the love of so estimable a young man 1"

And with this maternal peroration two gray poplin
sleeves went out and enfolded Mademoiselle de Bayard, and
two rapid touches of Madame Tessier's moustache visited
first her left cheek and then her right one. Fluttering like
a caught robin, Juliette faltered:

"You are so good, dear Madame, but when did I win
it ?" She added, released from the imprisoning sleeves,
and with a bright red rose of agitation blooming in the
centre of each pale cheek: " Ahw ! I refer to the love of
M. Charles Teader If I might know where he
has seen me ? . . . I cannot reooUeot his ever having
been presented to me. In my mind, Madame, your son
has no form, no features. ... It is terrible, but there
you have the fact

!"

The truth was out at last. Now that the room had left
off whirling, Madame'a benevolent smile shone forth un-
changed. She clicked, and returned with archness that
was laboured.

" My Juliette, I comprehend. Thou wart just a little
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^;-Wi: '^^.IStu'ir.Si^r °jrr-
• •

•

^ ,

Pny. no I" Juliette'. llttir».^J
^ bywd-by I"

^'y- "Only expi^ d" d-i^^^w**"* »"* «"»*«•».

-WM «, brn«qu,v-*> .^^!!!!77t°^ ^*«''» Tewer I

J-J.
hurriedly ti^n /"n> Se',^74f1*''" ' ^'

ontoher's yard." •'•° driven to the
" Poor little lamb I" droll«rf m.a

Pi»7tn\. «,d diaplayina a ril^T' *'" Port«nton.ly
between the paLth^ 'it^T* ,''?"'•''« ""^ of teeth
iik. the •'-b'^™4'^;*^'«'t -o^ th«. ever
meaning of the smile. mZ'T '^,.'*'°'« «« »ad the
boldne«^ exees.!:, <Xy of'^^rfT ' ^oo much
bM ever disliked in *ox^. wi^^ftf-^^^thou art, how eenritive, «.d CZl^n't ^""^^^

.p2^^?^e^"triS:Sl*''"'^ ^-» "' the
JuUett.'. being, evoking the^ °^ «»np«hen«on through

oC6S mo, , , Itnf fit

,
It waa neoeeU^ to hold on LZt'^T"''*^'"*'"

round orbits. Then thoynj^^ ^^.*T "'*^'* »'»»"-W mind up. She s^d ^^' V^^""!!^ "Ae had made
begone ou?of?er%r;Tlaed1:Sr'^ '^^

No, my child—<Tliii»i„ J.

""«ea it better:

^trothaJthis.;;/S"t^4r-V^- ^'^-
the parents of the yoyxn^T^ f^ "^^ged by

^-\°'»ybelovifneS£i;rrt" ^^ ''"^-'

<^«thatthehusbandofhisjSr.2!^-^'^--t



IM TSIMAK OTIBON
o( tlMmiUtwypMlaMioa^—I am i>rtnt to the idMo< at,"

•0B'« bMtowing hit dmm uptn the FlrotMtMit dwigMer at
» Fkmkh wooUM-niHMifMtaiM^-lor tiwt that wm origin-

>Uymyion'«iBt«itioii,IiriUiiotMektoden7. Wonndad
in my tmderMt and BKWt HMoeptibk tpot by the Miaoiiiioe-
mentof OiMlea'infetiiation.Imight heveeetnjiftad himfor
ever—even hurried on the oateatrophe I (ewed, had not
the edvioe of my director, Dom CloTia, of the Cknnelite
Fathers—jortifled and iiutained me in the trying hoar I

I wrote to my wn. I poured oat my maternal heart in
pleading! the mo«t earnest—^the most tender. I recalled

to him the dispositions of his late father's will. Under
this document," Madame went on. drying a tear with a
deep-hemmed oamJMc handkerchief, " T possess the power
at pleasure, to divert from Cbarles and bis heirs a con-
siderable portion ol his sainted father's funded property.
And that power," said Madame, drying another tear, " I
solemnly assored my child, would—in the event of his
unionwith MadMDoiaeUeOlimenoe BasseUt—nnhedtatingly
be used."

Words might have oome from the pale parted lips before
her. Madame tapped them to silence witii a mittened
fingerand pursued herway.
" Charles is profoundly reasonable—• quality he inherits

from both paroito. He wrote to me a letter inexpressibly
touching fai its expressions of filial trust and confidence,
over whi<A, I assure thee, I have shed the most consolins
tears."

^
Something had previously crackled in the pocket of

Madame's black silk apron, when she had smoothed it over
her knees in seating herself. Now she drew it out, and
Juliette saw a blue envek>pe directed in a handwriting of

the business-like, ooppw-plato description. The sheet of

white paper the envelope contained had an engraved
picture-heading of a square building possessing many
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P««bility of the'^:^*;^^ ^^ir-'f
-e of the i^

JT^- urged me. I ah«<X ^^°V '^'' <>^ '-my
*»»*««»OMeUe CWmenr^f^f ,"'11'^'' henceforth t SinJ
^. be.t «d nobE^» t" be none. ohoo«. the^o^

te me «,me ^x^o^yZ^Z °*°* *^ °«>*^' -elect^ equally «oredX?^f'
"J«" *»«« I -nay confer

,

" Thy CbABi.18 "

'»t^"e;dS'Si'£t"'*'<'-«''''W.M. Terrier

inteM».
° "*"««'**«»> to melt away

Madame came to hm- 1^ t.

WlHwd-room, h„iJt Ld^pl^^f'^'''^ ' vlrit to the
to aflbrf hi, ,„„ whole^^

^^ ''^ ""* '•*« M. Te«ier
o*erwi«,i^„J^^-« |««ation at home.X
•wen alhred bv the ^^ '^ y°"°8 »« miRht h««

ejwy branch of the mSt fcnd ^ "? '"'^ "«'*« o*
M»^me regarded aa gatewaLt °'^^, •"'^''«'- Clnbe
dned another tear JT^T ^J*T^ Perdition. She
'oved child did not^M* ^"^"^ ^^^ that her be!

;fW- Charlesai^f^^- ^^ben possible, Z>

J
constitution render^o^'^^^^g^nital delicacy-»— tohim.heha^tnaa^Zl.'Jl-ii^
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after the consumption of shellfish. Oreen salad w«s. npon

this count, pernicious to his well-being. Nor should he

ever be permitted to sleep without a nif^tcap, having been

subject to earache from his youth.

The mental picture of Charles, snfiering from an attack

of nettle-rash and crowned with his protective nightcap,

sent tb V listener's balance dipping towards hysteria. They

were in the billiard-room, a pleasant, longish tatte, with

two high windows opening on the frontwards terrace. The

glass door stood open leading into the winter-garden: from

whence came a smell of hot-water pipes, damp moss, and

mould, with an added whiff of feminess, and a suggestion

of the cockroaches and mice that pervaded the place.

And then: '"thou snest, my sweet Juliette"—^pray

imagine Madame, indicating with a lifted mitten a gilt-

framed square of canvas hanging between the two French

windows—" a speaking portrait, painted but two years

ago, of my—I should say, of our beloved Charles."

Obediently the eyes of Mademoiselle Bayard followed

the direction of the pointing finger. The painter or the

evil genius of Charles Tessier had induced him to sit for

his portrait in the habiliments of the chase ; thus in sporting

checks of the chessboard pattern, with the addition of

yellow leather leggings, gun pculs, and a game bag, and

holding between his knees a weapon which obviously em-

barrassed him, he was presented for the first time to the

gaze of his future bride. Those eyes of Juliette's fastened

on the canvas a single moment before their dusky lashes

dropped. But in that moment Mademoiselle had classified

Charles as belonging to the Order of Invertebrates; com-

prehended his profound insignificance, and^realised that

from the owner of a head so commonplace, eyes so round,

and a nose so blunt, a mouth so lax, and cheeks so pink

and chubby—^possibly the artist had been liberal of car-

mine—nothing more of originality, decision, manly force,
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Wottmg.paper_J„^™^^;^"'''=t«--.hmnan pad of
One could only pityZmZTi '/"""""g-house stool,

that Bound buinesTcap^iZ i^^ *" '^'' '"°*>'^'''' «^-
characterless We^X^ rhT'^' '^^"^ ^•"'t

short and standing upon enl^lT i"^ '"^ *="* ^«^y
Jate MademoiseZciCnri,:lrf" ** "-• -"«-»»»-
and muscular. One cou^d^nni T^ ? "* generaUy big
Charles by his sCg"houT^ ""T

*^'^* """^ '"'^ '»1^«°

when he had bacC^ out „t^ '^
""""'"y ='"^''«» Wm

Though possiblyheh^2e:iX-XUlarr«^-

th^^wIll^^bllf^rBatc^SeV""* ^--
rArid:*--.t:L-e-^^^^^^^^^^^^^
read her mood from^rZ^*''* ^"° endeavour to
chiselled lines of the ex5Lt°L°fi, ^'t^"''

'^''"^' *^^
-to his own sad C^h^^^^«^f"'^""^

«« a glance at him. re^' ^^ *° ^''^^^^' o^'^'
taxuriant black curls wtreS;,^ * T«' *^' "« °''<=<'

thickly sown with X*tr'Th""'"'r'^'"^y
'^n^age was marred bv rr„r?' , "^"8^' '""rtial

"toop of a manSn whoITf"? °' *^" ^I'oulder^the
ae seams of thermLlJirbr::st T^^^ ^'^"'^ <^'--
ceremony were shiny te pT^eL^r ^°^?°''* °^ "'^^
at .he lapel was frfy^ anTt^ ^' T*** °* ^^<* »''b°°
niched and dull. K^tt 7*^" '^^ ""^J te^-

kopefu. or despont^CX: ;.'
'''' "^'^' ^ ^*

chameleon's wSd«^^?h.f * ' '^1^'' « tl^*ston changes from the hue of dead
14
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bark to the vivid green of young leaves ^en sniUight
touches it, and fades back to the neutial tint when the
golden ray is withdrawn.

Juliette would not have thanked me for that analogy
of the prehenaUe-tongocd, long-tailed lizard. Inconstancy
as described by the poets, is typified by the chameleon,
and her faith in the sincerity and truth of her Colonel was
founded upon the living rock.

We know that she had, or thought she had, discovered
why he dared not trust her to a husband whose career
must lead him from her. "My blood," she had mur-
mured to herself sorrowfully, "it must" (she meant
unfaith) " be in my,blood !" The reason for his desperate
haste was all beyond her. It must be cruel, because it

hurt him so.

That heart of hens was as great as she herself wa tiny.
Titania at need could love Eke a Titaness. And the blood
of Antigone runs in the veins of living women even to this
day, though the noble daughter of jEdipus died a virgin
unspotted. When the fairy hand in the perfectly-fitting

gray glove crept under the Colonel'B elbow, it gave, with
the smile that accompanied it, a silent pledge of fidelity

to the death. But oh, blind father, could you have seen
her, in that inmost chamber of the heart wh^re the most
innocent maiden shrines the im >ginary portrait of a lover
takingdown the stately canvas bearing the presentment of a
soldier-herouiiknown,and hangingup in its place the picture
of a mere Charles Tessier, your eyes, like those of the prota-
gonist of the Greek drama, would have wept tears of blood
That night a letter was penned to Monica in the small,

delicately pointed handwriting that seemed appropriate
to Juliette.

"To you, dear friend, who have exacted of me the

pledge that I wiU write to you before all, a faithful desorip-
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oonvewation r »,
^ *' fervour. Qf !,,„

**

^- •^"» P'M ««. port.- I . ^^^ "°* of
In ««^ to a second letW C '*'°'''''^' "•" •'"

Sf^r^y '^S. *Jt ! ^^* «««'^ed his ae«a«,

•-tb., fi.r'
^» ^ «««« fe,«..«„.

"J,;
- ^^.

^'->%. I plan deligMfn, fi^St^^''« «lj»«
-ti.C

"* Ihoy eat, and
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I

praise the dishes and cry—at least, Madame cries; ^^Ah,

Heaven I if my OharUs were only here /* In a letter which

this morning's post brought me from the person men-

tioned, he dwells with that impassioned luxuriance of

imagery, warmth of colour and fulness of expression not

denied to his sex, upon our approaching union. One

cannot deny that it is pleasant to be the sole object in life

of a young man so worthy and so amiable, and—ah, my
dearest ! were the saorifioe of a personal wish demanded of

me.could I, knowing what I " {scratched out) "refuse to gratify

the cherished desire of my dear father's heart ? Each day

that finds me by his side, closes in deeper respect and love

more ardent. Oiir Lord, Whose will it was to leave me

motherless, decreed that in him I should find the tenderness

of a father and that of a mother too.

"J. M. DB B."

For the delectation of those readers who are anxious to

sample the luxuriant imagery, glowing colour and plenitude

of expression ascribed to the epistolary communication

received by Mademoiselle de Bayard from M. Charles Tessier

I append the letter referred to as above:

"BasselOt and TESSIEE,

"WhOLUALE ilXBOHANTS.

**WlA.VXB8 AZID DVUBH OF 'WoOLLSN FaBAIOB.

" UoNS-SUB-TKOCItlJt,
" Belqittu.

"— Jaiuuuy, 1870.

" MASEMOISEIiLB,

"That I have been tardy in personally assuring you

of my profound regard and unfaltering devotion you will

pardon, knowing me detained in a foreign country in the

interests of my business affairs.

" Assured that all that concerns my welfare will naturally
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entered into a «,heme Km^S".! ^'"*''^*' ^ '"»^
woollen cloth, and oZrZ^tit'^''u'^'^ "^ ""^
«d installation of t}lj^t!^^"" ^"^ *'"' P""''**'
Raw olothB a« now g^l^f^"""T*^ "-^Wnes.
•"iUing. washing, hyL^^ *"

.

Perohing, knotting.

invention, andw3i^atZTf ^f"T"**"
°* ^^'^ '»*«•»

will henceforth vie ^h th* «
7"*^"* °'°"^'»«'^««'tory

"Mymoth«X<Z^' J^S"'"'
«°eJ»nd -""^ France,

l^appiness, MademoSe^SSThi^°"P~r- '^"^
privileged to confer ni^nTn..^ """^ ^''° «''''« be
amiability, the sacz^ name of^e ^"f" C'^'^'

'""^
to hear that for Sajoniee twe^ „,

" "^^^^^re^
for Udies- drapery our h^^l t!^''""™-'*' """^ '^^'^^
« weU a« for tl^ heaWer fabri^ „^ "^ ? '"'* ">P»ta«on,
"Were I now at vo^r «h! k

masculine wear,

confide to youThatCh"teirr''*'°*''« '*-'»« be to

ft i*. extracted t^l':^^,td The"""*
"""^^«-

admired by our Parisian JnZ • •
™W«»ta so mnoh

^ting 1 orurs^ic^rth^tfi;r ^^-^ "- •^
From magenta we derive rosa^iir. ^ """''*' "' *«•
a« pa«rionate as a hr^'JlZ^i".^''' 1 ^"''^'^ y«*
««nt recently made m my SZL^l^rM^ "" '''^

bws --e.rrc£?^tTh^s-
:S:^

^'.^"^l^^tS's^rth^"^---^*-of marriage, will a8snn.«rK i .
*** oonseorated vat



214 THE MAN OF IRON

shades of mtuiye and other oolotiTs can be obtained by
methods equally simple, aiid Trith the addition of aldehyde

and sulphurio aoid, tre seouie a green of the most brilliant,

and a yellow that enohains the eye. By a simple process

these oolouTs may be fortified to stand the test of washing,

«• firmly and onohangeably as the affection I am privileged

to offer yon ; which is hallowed by the blessing of the best of

mothers, and of a father noble as yonr own.
" Kuoeiye thon, dear Mademoiselle, the tenderest assur-

ances of devotion,

"Fro3i yours eternally,

"Crabues Josbfh Tessixb."
I

Over this epistle, apparently begotten between a trade-

eiroular and a polite letter-writer, Juliette had wept help-

less tears of mirth. Beading it, one may conjure up a
picture of the excellent Charles, spurred by the maternal

threat of partial disinheritance to a desperate effort, bending

over the paper in the throes of composition, diluting the

ink with the sweat of a non-intellectual brow.

Also, one may suspect the anonymous heroine of the

experiment with the lily to have been none other than

Mademoiselle Cl^mence Basseldt, but the suspioicm has

not, to the present date, been verified.

xxm
Ik the July of that year, while the gilding was yet untar-

nished upon France's brand-new Constitution—^ratified by

a j)lebiscitmn obtained after the usual methods, and re-

cording seven millions of pinchbeck votes—while the Im-

perial 0>urt of the^Third Napoleon played at Arcadian

pastorate under the nustletoe-draped oaks and spreading

beeches of St. Cloud, the question of the Candidacy of
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'--^True,theSj^*°"^^« that would have

fo emn ae««on) only the tt.weW,*'',?"^*'
"**""*"'^ «

heir to the throne ^.ineZ^Zt "^f^^ative of the legal
wew ver,. well satS^Hf ' .T"'

*'"' ^P^-^J* P^opIe
Catholic gentleWSloTal H^""'" "^ "^^^ '"'•"^ b/a
P»«>n. and nulitery eSL^' "'*""«"»««. handsome

But that a Prussian pl!f ~'"-

I^ssia's Army, should be«S"3?;rt« " ''"'"•"^"ion in
on France's southern fi^nS L^u 'T^ °* ''^"'^g
"^d of what wo^hS^r^^h^""*'' *° ^««P ''^^ to
on the Rhine-was fi;L^r, ^n^' "^* "* mother war

are endangered by'^i^^'^tST.
°' ^^^ "^""^^ '"'«'»•

According to M.TW "th«
^

'
"""^ ^"^^ I'avre.

affront to the natioTbat 1„
"7""^^ '~' °°* °% »n

*««»ts." Qainbet^'S'"'f°^«»'^-»««toitein.
must unite for a ^tio?w»f°^ t"*.

"" ^""J^*"
memorandum in histtwk ^S '^'^''''* "•«»« »

ia«tily.,„nunoned to r,t cT^a
*

!u
^""<"' "^ Ministers

of J>>ly.tlxe Emperor i^"lT!:i°"^« "**'''' «i-*''

Foreign Minist^ a Se^ ^^" ^^ «"«">»*. ^s

the acceesim of the Prir^eoffrT '^f
"""« *»'<*' «;»»
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What htwte to olutoh at the eatua bttti. Wheh the
Ministen quitted the Imperial Council, and the Corps
Ugialatif opened its session, long-oontinued applause

greeted the declaration of Oramont from the tribiue that

a certain unnamed Third Power, by placing one of its

Princes on the throne of Charles V., threatened to disturb

the equilibrium of Europe, to imperil the material interests

and endanger the honour of Trance. " If it be impossible

to prevent this," ran the peroration, " strong in your sup-

port, Messieurs, we shall perform our duty without hesita-

tion or faltering !" Here was an ultimatum that sounded

the very note of war.

Do you hear the echo of the thunderous acclamations

that attended the Foreign Minister to his seat, the clapping

of hands, stamping of feet, roaring of lungs that have
been dost for more than forty years, or are now on the point

of dissolving into their native element ? NaturaUy be-

cause the Bight were defiant, the Left called their utterances

bellicose. Had the Bight manifested a disposition to turn

the other cheek in Scriptural fashion, the Left would have
passionately taunted this band of politioiaas with cowardice,

lack of patriotism, indifference to the sacred cause of

national freedom,—^would have accused them of being

traitors to their country, and Heaven knows what else.

The Press threw oil upon the roaring conflagration.

Wore this affront submitted to, cried the Oauhis, " there

would not exist a woman in the world who would accept

a Frenchman's arm !" The OomgpondarU was " relieved to

find that Frenchmen once more have become Frenchmen."
The Monitear Univernl was charmed to discover that the

blame for this momentous conflict could never be attributed

to the French Oovemment. The Figaro left off making a

cockshy of the Imperial dignity, to admit that for once,

the Kmpsror's official mouthpiece had spoken the right

.word. And the DibcU* praised the attitude taken by the
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^ITC*- "f^ '* *^ J»-°*»" weld." it on>d

that he ooi^iderodR^nrhaJhT •^^^'"^**^"^
resentment Lv^ j! .1! u

^ *'^*" 8*^ °«"«» of

English Embiy ^'p^i'^'jSr
°' ^^ Cowtey. at the

happy affair h^ J^ Zhe ,^
''^"' *'"'* '""^ ™-

it«emedtohimtha7Sh!rtt V '"^•»i*y. though

^y wiah or eCt X^.r*J«^^?««''»l^ Ministers

•evere on the n^„7SL • ^^^ ^'"^ °* J"ly 8th wa«

»«.p*prophe«edthanhe "cid^T.K ^^^ ^''v ^*-
would mean France', ^^^t?^^ °^ thePrusBian Prince

ThePa«if„«SK^ltr^f" -""i A't'-e peril.

«ip8 of Ems water deoli^wi? * WiUiam, who, between

» »d-'ot admirer of » r^J^^ mamge the weakness—

Mr.Knewr^k^^i^r""*^""- ^°"-
the strict Q.T ThaT™f^ ^'^f^""'-" » »»'<» °^
the Goven^ent^t Cri^L ir";^'^ ^'"^ »«»
yonng gentleman. Cte^eftl^^T*' *° *'"'

elderly swell at the TuaLl« wf^ ," '""'"P *" *he

'«««.," Mr. Knewbit adS * „,T n^"^"
°" '"^^"^

•Ute. from his acting inTlmer^f„" f^' '^'''^
« m an emergency as Special War Cot-
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napondent for hia own paper, dnrin' the Fruaio-Aiwtrian

Wor of 1866. It waa at the Battle of that name
atways beats mo "

" Koniggratz, perhaps V suggested Cardan.
" KoniggratE—when this 'ere Bismarok spnrs his big

brown mare np to Colonel ron Somebody to ask him why,

seeing the 'eavy losses ooonrring in his neighbourhood from

Austrian Artillery—he didn't ride forward with his Cuiras-

siers to find out where the shells came from 1 Took our

Chiefs fancy nnoommon, that did, as the iron sugar-

plums was dropping freely in the neighbourhood, and when

he had rode on, ssvearing at the Colonel like anything yon

can imagine—the old man picked \x]t :• cigar-slump he'd

pitched away, and keeps it to this hour in the pen-tray of

the silver inkstand the Proprietors presented him with

when he came home."

Said P. C. Breagh reflectivdy: " It'^the rule, invariably.

Men love Bismu/ck or lampoon him—swear by him—or

swear at him. He's the devil or a demigod—^there's no

alternative I"

" Oood !" said Mr. Enewbit, leaning back in his Windsor

ohair, and rubbing the ear of the ginger Tom with the toe

of one of his carpet slippers. " Tell us a bit more. Any-

thing you can lay hold of. I want to see him stand Ov,t a

bit clearer in my mind."
" He gets his name from the Wmdidi

—

Tve read in the

Xleine Anekdotenbuch," said P. C. Breagh, "that 'Bis-

marck ' really means ' beware ol the thorns.' And there's

a golden sprig of blackberry-bramble among the family

quarterings, so perhaps there's something in it, after all.

An ancestor of his who lived in the sixteenth century was

a tailor—and a natural son of Duke Philip of Hesse, by the

'mvy ! Duke Philip was a lineal descendant of St. Eliza-

beth of Hungary—who in her turn was descended from the

Emperor Charlemagne—"
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219^^ hkm my «ul ,"^ Mr. Knewbit. rubbtag hi.

• '-^^H?,:;;*^:; rofTpri *"'"'"••»'*'—
that ho permittedZr^ f!,

""^^ *" '»''• "^^^y

<»tate of Kneiphora^dLJ"
o^* "T *° **"' P**"^"

•on* of them The cffio^ J^r* '^•'^ °»*<'~«"«« and
<W»king »et of fe^lo™ »!7*k

^^ *^""^° '^'^ » hard-
be outdL brtitr^oTheyLr'^

::T*'"
-""^ *o

and made love tol^iZf^***:
*"''''''"'*'

'"'''^•"•^d.

»"Ppeda„dgambted«dfo^hl7"V~-*^''y '^^'^ ""d
all the thingf me„t„X^wh»t "" *"*' ^""^ "^^
Ugh old time «.d don'to4 a dln^ flr7.

"""^ *° '"'» »
•aid P. C. Breagh, " andwh«„T ^ '^°'"^'«'"«»."

mom ^h oold ^orteJld !
'"^'"'^ '"'^ ""^ing

»P the night withT«i.J^i;Jfi°r-''"-'^'Jy. »d wi„5
the oon^Hinenoes muTbe—!^

"hampagne and porter,

M;:t:rbr..iv/7nrr'"^"^^-"^*«nx,iated
burned kettle^bot^^t''^^"^^ TT''^'^

°-" »
tion that man must hav„ ^^^^ I ,

' ''^"* » conrtitn-
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" I lukTe hewd that the Frknlein PuttksnuiMr'i bmily

objMt«d to the engagement," uid P. C. Breagh, " but be

eemi to have got over their prejudioei in a way peouUariy

hii own. By betrothing himself priyately to the FrftoMn

first, and then calling openly to inciuire how the family

felt about it," he added, in responM to the intenogatiye

hoist of Mr. Knewbit's eyebrows, " and taking the pre-

caution, upon entering the room— to hug the young lady

before all her friends."

" The hugging would settle the thing—in Qermuty t"

asked Mr. Knewbit.
" To a dead oehainty."
" \^^thout any male cousin or an^iihing of that kind

getting up and calling the hugger out 1" asked Mr. Knewbit

dubiously.
" When a man is six feet two inches in height, is as

strong as a bull, and possesses a well-earned reputation

as a fencer and pistol-shot, even male cousins," returned

P. C. Breagh, " are content to sit still and let him hug."

" And then he married her and went into politics—and

to-day, whMi the Press says ' Prussia,' it means Mm /"

cried Mr. Knewbit. "What our Chief likes, and what

fetches me !—is his cool owdaoiousness. If ever I chance

to find myself in Berlin," he added, " before visiting any

State Collection of Art Objects ev« brought together—

I'd choose to ' ave a look at that man I"

SaidP.C. Breagh:

"Pve seen the Iron Chancellor just once—in '67—

passing through SohwSra-Brettingen on his way to Berlin.

It was in my first lemuter at the University, and just after

the Constitution of the North German Bund was put into

force by Royal Patent. The Social Democrats had pro-

tested against the withdrawal of the Prnssiaii garrison from

the indepfflident State of Lnrombonrg—wanted to rush

Germany into war over the business, and they, as well
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window. m^j^^S^^,'''",°°*°''i'<""'rriage
n~th, wd bl.f^frr^r^.*'~^yi»'«'»'ed under-

ranian proverb, 'ie/ »J««^ ^T "^"r"
^°'"'"-

portant. and thS« ^^ i^l
'^^

^^T "P " "^-

Im obliged for your information " uid Mr v vP»^g back luB chair and getting ^p Tr^u ST''*'tobaooo-box from thi. hmlT CiTt
^ '^ '^ •"*•

n»tn™rilriyeTt,»Mt^ ^"^ m«ntetahelf. "H
to you YTC^i° °r~''''"''

"""y be of wriley

paper a. gold « Wll meS.rjrT'f.^.* °°

tobaooo-box-" and nTli • •
"^ ^PP^ *''«' *"«»

only of what you ta7;^hat;:rtrJr ^i^"

""*"" ^*^
He suoked de^airWirttTL ?"* ""^ "^ '"

filling, and flndin/S rttwt
"7°^'" ^'P* *"» ^

the boiling kettull ™i:;•V.**'* ''*'°' ^ ^^^ "Pont of

le^ "to ^0^^^^-^^"^ ^^ ^g-nd
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I'm not a rweinr as a rnle," said the little map, "if I
don't wish I oonld change plaoes with sometliing that ha»
wings. The great man we have been a-talking of is at this

minute at his comitty-seat in Fommerania—that's the
estate he bought with the grant—sixty thousand pounds
English, itcame to—^the Qerman Parliament voted him after

the Prussian-Aiistrian War. And the King of Prussia is at
Ems, a-drinking the waters, and the French Ambassador
has been sent there by the Emperor Napoleon HI. to obtain
a special audience, I'm told. And if you or me could swop
jobs with S' fly on the w^ at one idaoe or the other
being a Qerman insect it would be likdy to understand
their crackjaw language—me or yon would be able to
supply a leaded Half-colunm for Special Issue that would
fairly set the world afire. See this

!"

He took the short poker from the top of Miss Ling's

kitchen -range, and, pushing back his chair, rose and
approached the wall, which was destitute of pictures, and
distempoed in an economical brown colour.

" Look here, I say ! . . ." began P. C. Bieagh.
" The breath of genius inflates me," said Mr. Enewbit,

who had had more than his allowance (rf beer at supper.
" The impulse to prophesy stimulates me. Look at this

!"

He wielded the poker deftly a« he spoke. And on the
Ixown distemper appeared in huge white letters:

WILL THERE BE WAR?
YES!

HOHBNZOLLIIU; QOHSTIOlr NO DIAD DOO 10 FBANOE I

GAUL AND TEUTON BIPB FOE CONFLICT.

BISMARCK'S VIEWS

!

" But, there, my insinraticm gives out," said Mr. Knew-
bit, replacing the poker on the range, and nhttking his head
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•ny other m^n^ ^Z^VTy,r/~^'''^'' '^ «»'
«<J views upon tZ^^y ^u

able to give Bismarck's
P°litio8. Who's th^ r ^^ °'^ "^^i^ dealing with

«*. and now it b^«,lLSr2'T^ '^'^' ^t*-
von Kosins, the "quiet^tWn ^f""' ''^^' Herx
to English students'andS^ l^^''

tanght-Geraan
t«<* of Languages in B^ ^ Germans at the Insti-

hand. °^ *^^^ P'Pe m mouth and hat in
" Meine Henen, I haf t^ i„

tie lutein Lingl__»l ^ ^°" P««ions
! I seek

the tall, broadZulderedfiZL''^*^' "^"^ ""ddenly
tweed clothes was jJrXt,^*^' ^"^^^K «"»eok8l
had civilly removS i^i w'^ ?^ *«»* hat he
•^-whed on his inseparalTm v.

" ^'^' hi» jaws

xrtv

fo' an hour." e^laiS^^^J^ °".*: '?'' '^'"'t ^ back
^ythh* youZ ^ItiSif^T * .''"* " *^ -a.
get it, somehow." °"°« » a hurry, m see that you
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" Thanki, th»nka !" said Herr von Bosius pleasantly.

" So that I shall have my bill within an hoar I ihaU need

nothing. Pray inform the Fr&ulein I haf just received a

- cable from my family in Germany. They tell me I am
wanted at home."

" Sorry, sorry I" said Mr. Knewbit in his pouncing

manner. " Sudden, sudden I Hope no bad news ?"

Von Rofius's pale blue eyes might have been stones,

they were so hard, and had so little expression. He re-

moved and wiped his glasses with his silk handkerchief,

and said, carefully replacing them:
" .Vetn, goHz und gar nxehl, but my mother is in need of

me. So I have resigned my post at the Bemers Street

Institute of Langdages, and got my passport from our North

Oerman Consul in your city. Be so good to give my
message to the Fraulein. I go upstairs to pack my trunks

and bags !"

Von Bosius's long legs had carried him to the first-floor

before Mr. Knewbit had done rubbing his ear and thinking.

When his sitting-room door had banged, and the kitchen

gaselier ceased to vibrate at the concussion, the little man
said, looking at Carolan:

" You have an eye in your head, young chap, and have

lived in that gentleman's country, and speak his language.

And yet the setting of his upper lip and the blank expres-

sion he throwed into his spectacles when I put a plain

question to him, have told me more about him than you've

learned. I'll bet you a ginger-ale that Germany is his

mother, and he has been recalled to serve in the Reserve

Force, I forget what they call it just now."
" They call \ha Reserve the Reserve, but I expect you

mean the Landwehr," returned Carolan, wondering at the

little man's sharpness.

" That's it. Listen to him singing," said Mr. Knewbit.

as the first-floor sitting-room door banged open again.
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' « tW might be »nytw;^,t??!"'°*°* •»"«•• "Now

•*?^. "-"xi I Wi^ouVe ht t5r
'°°; "' *i« kitoW

He served in 'ee he told m! » ^^ °*'' "^ *!»« head •
^-«,the mu^n von I^t,^,,*"^

^r- Kaewbi*. Zi-
°^- and now he's got to Tl I ^ "P^'*^M of hi,«» «.mewhe«, in thf ;i^|^;i»?<"»

a oog or a eoret^

«^y; ^^ • rule,^Z^J^^ ^^ uacon.mon

iiie French gentleman who iT^^'??^ded the dooitj^^" trr^
'»' the second floor had

Mounting to the hall ^ ^1^"^^ '^th Mr. Koki«

15
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The Frenah geatlemMi whoae profeaaion WM Paai* h*d

spoken loudly,—pouibly inthoot the design of being heaid

apon the first flow.

Now, as he paused to wipe hia streaming brow with •
brilliant green silk handknohiif, a door upon the landing

inunediately above was suddenly thrown open, and as a
trunk was dragged aoross the landing, a stave of the German
equivalent to " Rule, Britannia," boomed fwth in Herr von

Bosins' powerful baritone

:

" fmU Om^t a drop (^blocd to run,

W^iU tktrt'a an arm to hold a ffwi—
While then'i a hand to wield a noori"
9rwm—hrwnintml

The Qerman words ware lost in the raokot aooom-

panying the violent ejection of heavy artieleB from the

bedroom. Comparative calm eonied as M. Meguet ocm-

tinued:
" Disciplined, well-drilled, energetic, and brave, the Army

of France is unmatched and invincible. Our Bmperor
assures us upon the honour of a Napoleon, that, equipped

and ready to the last buckle—to the final gaiter-button, it

waits but the signal to roll on. Its musket is infinitely

superior to the Pmsaian needle-gnn, that feeble invention

of an ill-balanced mind !—^its artillery is commanded by a

picked corps of officers—is enforced by that terrific weapon,

the miiraiUaue. The Army of Prussia is a bundle of dry

bones, fastened together—^not with living sinews—^but

with rusty wire. The Fmmian Monarch is a tottering

pantaloon of seventy-three, crowned with dusty laurels ; who
submits to be the puppet of a demon in human form!

The Qenius of France is a divine and glorions being, whose

soul bums with the noble thirst for warlike achievements,

whose blood oouisee with the fire and heat of tmimpaired

youth. . .
."
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b£^^ Z^Z'^ *'• •^ •-^^o-. "-i^ like .

hi> ^oS^^°« tolT'h^T:* P!^°°-Wy. and pitching
on the floor abov«! 'S;«^^'"'' "*^ """^tinotl?
io3t, will inundate the»S^f^ "°" *^'' ^'^<'

' H«
--. «d in one.o^l^L^^ '^^^ ' ^«* «<'^

ieavy canvas holdall Topp^ otr^^'T^ v'
°*'"*«»*«'" »

"PPer landing, niissing the^tlTH ^^"^^ °^ t^e
and a« the ging«r To« ^thTj'"'^''^ ""''''"'"ted inch;

"«-t^anroo«; '

'Z:LrJ^^ ^- "^l^-.
«dded, appearing on e'J?!^^'*- ^»yi»«i<»>."h^
-okefrorKgLe;;Lhlr'*^';"^*t^ volnn^ 5
accident r »«w>naum. I so nwch regret the

July night wag oppreegi^!^^ uL""'t '^^'^f'' though the
rentable a, 1^^SS up thft^ "^*'"'- --
ofothee-brush that had ^aJS ^ ^*''' '^^^"'- "nd
tbe bulky brown oanmZnl^r*.*''*' ''°'''»"' '«aned
and felt in the drawer of T^ *^^ haH-wainsootine

Jad hata on it. iorT^ll'S:V^*"'' *'"'* -^
overwork. <«*o-wnutie that was wheezy from

It is nothinar. Mnnai'^, .

an ^*ant."^^edTMS:^;",r ^^''^ '^ '-
J«ieguet, with ominously smiling
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&oiiA<Hii»e. Tlien nfizing his late audience with hi» eye, h»

mat on aa though the interruption had never happened:—" and obliterate from the face of the earth the entiis

German nation."

Von Roaius opened the hall-door, letting in the sultry

mell of the hot street. He stood upon the threshold, and

blew for a four-wheeler, one tittering, mocking trill.

M. Meguet continued, quavering, and clutching his brow
in the character of the terrified Hohenzollem, and impart-

ing a tremor of agitation to his legs.

"Is it, then, to be wondered at," cries this unhappy
Leopold, "that the opinion of Queen Victoria and the

ofaeerratioos of the Czar of Russia have quickened scruples

already existing in my breast t Will my royal relatives

wonder that I say: Thi$ ihatt not bet The brand de-

signed to set a world on fire has been quenched by my
mother's tears, and the entreaties of my wife and infants.

Let K. de Bismarck mount the Spanish Throne, and adorn

his oiafty temples with this crown of piercing bayonets.

I withdraw from this fatal candidacy, though the whole

world should say "

M. Meguet shrugged his shoulders and struck the blow

for which he had been saviiig himself:—" should say what the latest edition of that admirably-

informed journal, the PaU MaU OaaUe, quotes from this

morning's edition of Le Oatdoit :

"'LaPrugsecane/'"
Von Bosius was standing on the threshold of the open

door as the words hissed past him. Distant wheels were

rumbling up the dusty cobblestones of Coram Street from

the cabstand at the comer of Russell Square.

" Now, what's the English of that 1" asked Mr. Ticking,

rashly.

" Possibly," remarked M. Meguet, with a sardonic

smile at the tall figure and broad shoulders that blocked
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the hall-doorway "H«r,

' '*°^ ^
inform yon !"

'"'' ^'°^»» "night be able to

he bulked large and mentw?£br'"-«"-«
<"°J

iMomtable a. ever and n^,^^V" spectacles were a.
oe'Ient teeth Bho^lTZ-^^ '°<"»t«'he hi, ex^

mhi,trouBe«.poototKi7'j- «« felt for money
^•WithpleaZ. "is a Z" °'?**^^-
blackguards of the lowert aJ«f

"^^"^ "^ ^^ t^o
to • back out • or to ' oWk^ *?" "* ^"^- ' (^""e ' is

Then his heavyfootsteSC'Ir^?*^ "" " ^^ B«««h.
case, from whose- hat^wa^I?^ ^°^ *''« ^^^hen stair-

later, accompanied by mT L^KTT** » '*"' "^"t^i
to help with the luKaT' ^d S!l^',r^°

""^ ^°'»"t««>d
o»b, their owner got faT'it^lw ^"^ '^^'^ °« the
-Asking hands ^hS l^h ^JJ/^^J^-- fripdly
changing a distant salute^fc m « ''''^- «d «-
'"ty vehicle and was dri^ ^^^*' 80* ^to the

antagonist on the m^lr>^'f°'^'^^ ^^ ^ 'acia!

«tting-room he had a m^en^l "*. *° '^' ^'^"^
"•I^«ia climbs d^r- C '^^'^*'*«<^-

tanding before the insertion T^""^ ^- ^^'^W*.
"With the -and on l^e3thJV^' '^*°^''°

'^^*«"»P»
sheddmg • h>.,» as ^sS tt

''^'' *"' " ^^^^
"I should doubt throo^tZ!;fT.''''p'y "•^*»*-«'.
shall advise Maria to kZ "^ °'

*Y «P<"*- Still. I
^ant a day or two-^ L! t ^^tfloor apartment.
do«n-t want\im after ar ^^ T ''°^"'''" '°°*''«
say? •i>e«<m«are^,«.^» ^r" ^"'^t does Solomon
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The kettle wm boiling madly, and a volnme of steam wim

iaaoing from the pipe-bowl. Mr. Knewbit leaoued the

blackened briai-root, meohanioally filled it, and looked for

a light. I

There was a ommpled pale green paper lying near his

boot upon the worn linolenm. He i oked it up, and saw

that it was a cablegram issued by the North Qerman Sub-

marine Telegraph Company, addressed to von Rostus,

and containing a message of four words:

" Lame inden S^nk, VJUan I Hmtptquarlier, BerUn."

" Now, which shall I do ?" asked Mr. Knewbit, scanning

the ba£9ing fore^ words written in the familiar KnglJHh

charaoteis. Tom between oonaoientious scruples and a

characteristic thirsi for information, the little man was

pitiable to see. "Which shall I do. !" he repeated.

" Use this here for a pipe-light—or show it to my young

shaver upstairs 1"

Deciding on the latter course, he climbed to the attio

rented by the young shaver, and knocked at the door.

" Come in ! . . . Tm not working to-night," said P. 0.

Breagh out of the darkness. Upon Mr. Enewbit's striking

a match, the young man, who was leaning back in his chair

before the venerable dayeni>ort, contemplating the dusk

oblong of starry sky visible above the chimney-pots of

Bemaid Street, shook himself free of thought as a setter

shakes ofi water, and got up.
" Feel out of sorts 1" asked Mr. Knewbit, burning his

fingers, and striking another match as he bustled to the

single bracket over the narrow wooden mantelshelf and

lighted the gaa. " Anjrthing wrong 1"

" I feel out of the swim," said P. C. Breagh, sitting down

again astride his chair, and cupping his square chin in a

fist that had ink-smears on it, as he stared at the wobbling

blue flame that presently spread itself into a yellow fan of
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'*^*»«». "Md hipped and Ummtt^ t.

night. The iJt^rT^^^^' ^Z """^ " *°-

like. AM31l':r:^°'~'•»Nob«iy,7Z

>utnobod7to!yS;<^i:"S~^r ^-«°**-.

oon^wie^ ^'^ *"^'y -^^ '^PW 1^ hair di..

nUiTi^..^ «< 4
-Mwnea lo want^to budd a oareer for mv-

m««ed round to find an editor who^ l'!!li?!
™"-

a Taw hand for letters «nt from thelToTwnv^^

^Wi young face, with black eyes that twinkled like jet
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" I d(»i't agiM with yon thftt Maaoned ConMpandcoto

are plentifal. Then an thouaands who're leady to ait in

an ofBoe behind the Compoaiton' Room, and write e^
witnanea' aooounta ot thrilling charge*. Bnt them that

are ready to go out with a Permit and get attached to m
Staff; them that are ready and willing to march with an
Army on theWarmth—itarvewhen there are no rationa,

lie in the fields in the flopping rain when no roofs to be had
to cover 'em—^write account* of the day's fighting under

shell-fire, and cheerfully get killed if a bullet comes their

way in the course o' things I—^you can't call the journalistic

profession OTerstooked with them. If you do, just name me
one such man f9r each finger of theae two big hands of

mine. I defy yon to, so there 1"

They were very Ug hands, and as ill. Knewbit held

them up side by side, with the palms towards his young
sharer, they not undistcmtly resembled a pair of decent-

sized fiat fish.

" To become a mm like one of theae—and they're the

Pick of the British Nation," aoid Mr. Knewbit, " you must
be pitched into the midst of things neck and crop, and left

to aink or swim. I comidiment yon wheo I say that I

b^eve you (me of the swimming kind. Now, supposing

War broke out after all—how much Hard Cash would jrop

want to carry you through a Campaign 1"

"I've got five pounds put away in the Post-Offioe

Savings Bank," returned P. C. Breagh, after a moment's
mental calculation, " and I believe I could manage if I hod
another fifteen."

" Making Twenty Pound," said Hb. Knewbit, biting a

finger thoughtfully. He threw the finger out at P. C.

Breagh, and his black eye* twinkled more than ever.

" For Fifteen Pound down would you undertake to write

and send home to the person advancing you the money,
for—say four weeks (that'd give two nations comfortable
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•««. Mid heard—and feIt_rVj ,!
I*°P'*—^'"'t you've

a Man of War-_.^-«>j- V^ ^ »"»«/• ITor the Lord is

is written that^e 1^^ o^lTl"""*- "^"^ "
the 8oeptre« of Kii^ anH .f™*^""" '^^ "^^k

to hi. bu«ine«, tone, "And^^J!^*\V''T "'""«•'

yon« are mine, to bumTuS « f^' .^^^ ^''***™ °^

I right
! I'U draw up a littJe. **g2^iacjit—and



*H THE MAN OF IRON

to eign U—tiicra'i ytmr FtftotewliMMTCr yon ohooM
Poimdi.—Lord I to think I thonld lire to Mod out • Speoial

CorrMpondaat, aU to my own oheek I It'g » m hmry
I shonld nevar hvn Mitioip«ted."

" The CorTMpondmt wont be mnoh dm withont • war to

eomepond about," laid Oarolan, growing weary of Mr
Knewbit'a homonr. " And I rappoie there won't be one

now."
" We ehall know for oertain, I daie tay, when you've

thrown your eye over this paper here," laid hia patron,

prodnoing a ommpled oblong of pale green. " That it'i

addreued to another peraon ain't your bnsineM. I mean
that penon no ifajury—and naturally no more don't you.

What you're asked to do ia to Engluh theae wordi for me."

He handed over the cablegram and expanded himself to

hear. P. C. Breagh read with lifting eyebrows:
" ZowM inden Behmh, UkkM. Hauflquarlier, BerUn."
" And i^at's that mean t English it, eant you ?"

napped Mr. Enewbit, rabid with omriosity:

P. C. Breagh Englished it as requested.

" Lanoe in rest, Hnnar. Headquarters, aec\m."

Said Mr. KnewUt later on, wanning his calves despito

the heat of the weather, at the low coke flie in the kitchen

register, while BCiss I<ing bustled about clearing away the

supper-doth:
" That then cable was received in London at six-thirty

this evening, and thoPM Matt Oaxette Meguet quoted from

was the latest issue—about eleven a.m. I shall go down
eariy to the office to-night t"

His Ezodlenoy Fidd-Maidtal General Count von Moltke

had said that day, having dropped in at the Berlin

Headquarters of the Reserve Lanthcehr for the purpose of

perusing cwtain lists sent from London a few days pre-
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g^^^^
uniwgrwit. .t the hmtitnU, in Bemer.

. adopting hi. pUn I"

*^* ^^ "»ke up n,uoh lealug, fa

In the dimly-gadlt nmrkineM of thn*. n'„i~.t t. ...

T».^» _* il7 " ™ "*"*• for th« weather wu on-P«wJVo. yet walking at hi« iini>l iwi fc„* ,

^^

like furnace,, e.n7tbTch^l:rZ'^T '* °^'^ ^^""^
continual beat u^n th.tT'^"'*

teamn^gine, made a

» ^^"n"^ "^r,^^*''^''.*',^*-*' - *he Common.
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short work of that last batch of Bills for the Session. Via

Fo Fum was nothing to 'im. Merchant Shipping, Ballot,

Tnmpikes, Inolosoies—and a baker's dozen of Scotch Bills

'ave bem offered np in a regular 'eoatomb, and anathemas

'ave been 'nrled at the 'eads of the Opposition with the

usual inspiritin' efisot. The gentleman who is a-trying to

put a stop to the employment of young children in Fac-

tories and Workshops 'a« been put down with the powerful

argument that the kids like their work, and would get up
at four in the morning to do it for nothink it they wacn't

paid for it. What a headin' I could make out of that 1

The stoker who was drivin' the engine to give the reg'lar

driver a rest wh^ the CarlisIe,Bailway Disaster happened,

has been released without a stain on 'is character, and

complimented by the Committee on his 'umanity into the

bargain. Mr. Bright is better, and will wake up the Board

of Trade presently. That's all we shall have for our bill

of fare this issue, inoludin' the City Correspondence, Sportin'

Intelligence, Markets, Stocks, and state of the weather,

Railway Shares, Law and Police reports, and Births, Deaths,

and Marriages, and not leavin' out the new midsummer
drama at Sadler's Wells Theatre or the letters written by

gentlemen with grievances, signing theirselves ' Pater-

familias,' ' or 'Englishman,' or 'Verax,' who have bem
sauced by hackney-cab drivers or over-rated by the Income

Tax, or overchaiged for a oold-mutton, lettuce-salad and

cheese luncheon in a country inn. That's all, and no more

than bound to be t And yet I feel as if something was going

to happen. I'm not due in my Department for another

hour. I shall do a bit of a Look Round."

He entered by the swing-doors of the Fleet Street general

entrance, meeting a rush of hot air, powerfully flavoured

with gas and machine-oil, and was instantly borne off his

feet by an avalanche of telegraph-agency messengers

jn oilsk:ji caps and capes. The place was ablaze with gas.
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aproned nien labour^ for dea;ii^!^dhn«"i
"**

machines at hich n««n.«.^ u?'/ *" rteam-powBr

Phaate gone 3:^^ '""^^^ '"'* ^''^ l''^« «'«-

^ thud o. .He .wCdtJ^a^^Zr;- -S.;

heave and .tamp ari^Jort ^ttiTr^^f ^^ *°

five thousand an ho^^s^ttn^T'"lV'^*y-

"'Srn^JedrL!^''*^^^"^^^^^
d<ss?t:;^a:s:Sd'^'7-"^"p-d'
late Debate in the^oJ™

*'"''?''j^ o^- the Report of the
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who wM trying to ttop the Factory Owner* frup em-
ploying Infant Labour, the result of the Commiasion of

Inquiry upon the Carliale Railway Disaster, and all the

News of the day. And in a space reserved iac the Latest

Foreign Intelligenoe appeared a telegram amt from Ems
by the King of Prussia, as condensed at a dinner-council

of three oonvivials, in the Wilhelm Strasse, Berlin.

And all the world read it and commented, as British

stocks went up and Continental Stocks played seesaw:
" The King of Prussia refuses to reoeive the French

Ambassador I . . . This most certainly meNis Wab, I"

XXV.

FsBORSD on tho wall,—hung with an old-world Chinese

paper, figured with spra3rs of bamboo, pagodas, bridges,

mandarins promenading under yellow umbrallas, and fair

Celestials reclining on the banks of a meandering, bright

bhe stream—the German fly of Mr. Enewbit's envy would
have reaped soant information from the conversation of

the three men ntting at the dinner-table, for the reason

that they conversed in En^ish—^perhaps for privacy's

sake.

The apartment, not ordinarily used as a dining-room,

possessed three sets of folding-doors, and beyond a sofa

and twelve heavy chairs, upholstered with a Chinese

brocade matching the paper, was scantily furnished. Tb-i

table plate was solid and handsome. A pair of huge
silver-gilt wine-coolers displa3red a goodly array of oham-
pa^e bottles, a cellar-basket with rows of horizontal

wioker-nests contained claret. Burgundy, and Bfaine wine.

The second course was under discussion, but the servants,

after placing the dishes on the table, had withdrawn. By

ur-^-i^^ 5
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• beU kept on a dnmb-waiter at the hort'. «li„ i„ •

"»uoeB, dean nlatet .«»« „i
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might have belonged to some aged, asoetk) Cardinal! or
venerable FrofeMor of Science, rather than to Baron
Helmuth Carl Bemhard von Moltke, General, Field-

Maishal, and Chief of the Great General Staff of the Prussian
Army; whose heraldic motto, Srtl wflgen dann wagm
summarises his strategical policy; whose conduct of the
Caniiih War of '64 and the Austrian War of '00 had placed

Prussia in the forefront as a military nation, under wLooe
banner were soon to gather the Confederated German
States.

Questioned as to the identity of the man at the head of

the table—the long-limbed, heavily-moulded, powerfully-

built persona^' of five-and-fifty, attired in the undress-

uniform of a Colonel of White Cuirassieis, and wearing
the Order of Commander of the Red Eagle, the citizen

would most likely have scowled, the street-boy spat forth

some unsawury epithet, tacked on to a name that was
destined to be inscribed upon the era in divers mediums,
inclusive of marble and iron, brass and gold and silver;

lead and fire; bright steel and red blood.

For this was the Minister to whom diplomats, Parlia-

mentary orators, and political leader-writers referred when
they mentioned Prussia ; the accursed of UltramontAaes,
the abhorred of SodaliBts. Walking alcie through the
streets, as, indeed, he loved to do. his keen eye and huge
physical strength had saved him, ere now, from the
assassin's bullet or knife. And you could not look upon
him without recognising a Force, all-potent for good
or all-dominant in evil, an enemy to be execrated or a
leader to be adored.

The massive nigh-domed head was scantily covered,

save for a grayiaii lock or so above either temple, and a
thin thatching behind the finely-shaped, sagacious ears.

The eyebrows were thick—of gray mixed with darkish

brown; the luxuriant brown-gray moustache covering the
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digeatod tbingB. Wh*t aie three or four docens dt oyiten

at the oommenoeinent of a dinner ]"

Von Rood agreed, in a hoarse baas, that act the ohandelier-

glaatee ibrating:
" Or a few half-poond tront, or a helping or lo of stewed

oray&h I Mere nothings—to a strong digestion."

" Mine oannot be strong," the great strategist remarked

modestly, " for I find that an over-plentifol meal oppresses

the toain, and hinders steady thought."

Said the Chancellor, filling from a long-neoked bottlo

one of the three large crystal goblets that served him as

wine-glasses, emptying it at a draught and setting it

down;
" Hah I Were that known in a certain high quarter at

Paris, what a cargo of delioaoiee yon would presently

reoeiTe from the Maison Chevet V
Von Roon's big voice came in

:

" Was not Chevet the Parmian purveyor who supplied

the banker-minister Lafltte with fish for a Dieppe dinner

in the time of the French Monarchy t"

" So I" The Chancellor, holding his napkin delicately

in both hands, dried the wine from his moustache, and

added, turning his great, slightly bloodshot eyes upon

the interrogator. " And who ib now chief caterer for the

Emperor Napoleon the Third." He added, glancing back

at Moltke, and observing that his glass stood nnemptied:

" Since Your Ebcoellency will not eat, let me recommend

you the wine, which is of special quality. Not only Riidee-

heim, but good BUdesheim. Ha, ha, ha !"

The veteran's clear eyes became mere slite in the mass

of puckered wrinkles. He pushed back his auburn

peruke, showing his high-arched temples, and laughed,

revealing gums as healthy as a child's, and still aooommo-

dating three or four staunch old grinders inclined at various

angles, like ancient apple-tree stumps.
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"^ 'U material. >^nTde»S^^^\^ '^^- "«pe«We no doubt YourE^^^T^^ *" ««epted. I
The War Minirter ^ZT^ °^^ ^^ '* » "^e"

^"--^ .nd pl^tHS^'ttT i!"
""-^"^

"hen the jert baffle, hi, wT -^^ ^^^ « • man «,„
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wJtl black
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short, lonnded eut, mMdve oheit, •qnare mnnle, Mid red-

rimmed eyee. Fixing tlieae fierce orbs upon bjs mMter
with an affection proved not altogether disinterested by
the copious dribbling of his jaws, the great brute sat up-
right at his left hand, flogged the carpet with l^ heavy
tail, and saluted the placing of the dishes on the table

with three gruff barks.
" Aha, Tyras I"

"Hey, then, Tyrast So they have out short your
furlough, boy !"

" He would tell you, like that sergeant of infantry who
was made postman of a country district aftw the war of

'66, and at whom the illiterate population—who never got

anjrthing but bad news or dunning letters—used to shoot
as a mild hint to keep away altogether, that all the days
are field-days to him. Speaking as a dog with a master
who walks when he does not ride, and must bo waited for

when he is neither riding or walking."

The Chancellor, smiling, looked at the huge brute, whkh
rose and laid its massive jowl entreatingly upon his chair-

arm, and receiving no immediate return in caress, lobbed
a heavy forepaw pettishly upon the tablecloth. A chased
silver-gilt salt-cellar, in the shape of a Bavarian peasant-

girl carrying two milk-pails, toppled, and might have
fallen to the floor, but that the Field-Marshal caught it

dexterously, though without being able to prevent the e. i^

being spilt.

"No harm done I See!" He triumphantly set the

milkmaid in her place again: "Only the salt is spilled

upon the cloth !"

" Now, if Tyras were superstitious !" commented the

host, as a servant hastened to repair the damage with the

aid of a napkin and a porcelain dessert-plate, " he would
be convinced that Madame Tyras and her sons wefe not
doing as well as might be hoped."



:mm.

TBKMANor IRON ^
r^ the di.hT5:idThJ": T'"*' '•'^ <^«d
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^c:rtr„3°"--^^'"x^t

oi^^;Se:s;^*--?^4^trf.r5^^^^

outizs :;tir:h;'„r *'• "'»"'*"-• '^"-

without the «rr«t. ii5T^ "" "* *^ *<'^
Wood of the warlike yonS JnM 11°"** **•* t^"' J""*

^aprof'".^'sxr'"'"'"'-^--"*p-«

tiat.fXl.S:iS„S-P°«Pou.o„e, Henego-
forgetting the^^^ *t
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fo Em. to inform tb^Ki^lV ^'^ ^'' Ambaseador
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t Spam, he writes to the King
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ftyliig that he k onioh Impnand t^ the tuni thingi m«
taUng At Pwif, and though he thinka he eumot in deoenoy
Imak 00 the aAUr, perh«iii 'he King will do it for him I

Meanwhile Prince Leopold, who is the ohief penon oon-
oanied—where withdrawal or aooeptanoe ia in queation—
haa quitted Ems and gone where yon please. . . . Not to
hia parents' country castle of Sigmaringen, but to the
Tyrol. . . . Now why to the Tyrol I This marching and
oountermarching—with no definite purpose in it, makes
my blood boil. Phew I"

And really the perspiration fairly bubbled from the
pores of the old warrior, as he took off his auburn peruke
and mopped hia dripping head and face with a large white
handkerchief.

The Chanoelior, who had been diaoussing a second helping
of the diah before him, laid down his knife and fork upon
their ailver-gilt anpporters, unfastened a hook of his

undress frock, and said, withdrawing a small roll of tissue

papers and separating one thin pencilled sheet from the
zest:

"Then b some reason for the Prince's agitation. This
morning a telegram in dpher^-of which this is a fair tran-
aorq>t—was despatched from Sigmaringen to Olozaga, the
Spanish Ambassador at Paris. It conveys the intimation
that Prince Antony withdraws from the candidacy in the
name of Prince Leopold. It was sent by the French
Emperor's secret agent, a Roumanian named Straz."

He went on, informing himself with a quiet side-glance

to right and left, of the effect his communication was pro-

" Perhaps you do not know Straz—a man with the profile

and curls of one of M. Layard's man-god bulls of Nineveh,
a living tool that might have been tempered in the work-
diop of an Alexander Borgia, or a Catherine de Medioi "

Ho stopped to fill one of his great crystal gobletR from
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'^. i^ been ^Jy^b^^f^^*'''P*^y within

"with the h.ndlce«,hlef i^ZUf'Jf "^ """^^

•«;^Wgely. ^"^"'*^*°*'rf helping hiB,eM

*««d now Md then, «,d he did H i. 1 C'>««>«Uor atut-

•tawned the big glaTt^tK ? ^ "^ t-t»lkmg. » Ho

^ ,

Ai. yes, where wa. I ? ThT^ ^•
Jnly, th. origin^, of ti^ tii2, r^^' *''« ^^Ifth of
•n cipher, were ^t b^^g^ *^r^WB, which are not
The flm. to MaXl^ rZ^" ^^ ^°« Antony.

!•*«. the wo«ii^ ofthi. dv:^*° °'°««»- -oapitn-

;- the prinoij^ounu^ of^^' "T'T'"^^'^
ftmoe Leopold of UobenS^^^'^"^ ^^ ""^^ 'rf

to the Spaniri, «eptre^3. •^''°"" »" Intension,
of initiative." '^ '

"^ "*^'» *« Spain her freedom
Von Boon beUowod lib. . • .

" What MaTSe^hae^Te •*
f'^

'^
go,t,,.

"""nees nae the confounded old billy-

JtiS.tid°;«ts*^-'r ^* - ^ Wig.
" How ha. he atPartal^Ti^^ "^en chert:
The Chancellor ^"^^'°fr%i'ten the old «anr

thoLghtone. twinkling t^„w^"' P^^erfnl eye. upon
The nu«ion of M. 8t«3lf^^ °^ Puokere:^ P"^»tely ««it. upon the advfce
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ot the Duke de OnnioBt, by the KmiMrar of Tnmee to
Bipfiatiagm, (triiUe Connt Benedetti wfin to the King
of Fnuri* »t Ems, end • third emkMiy, Buihotdi. ie Mot
to meuoe Pdnident ZorilU et MMlrid>—the miMion of
M. Stru k to terrify the Prinoe and PrineeM with thiwU
of the aiuMrination of one, if not both their •one."
Commented Moltke, ihragghig • ihoDlder:
" To work on the wonuui, thntyt—U there ie one I . . .

Badinguet's tMtioa are not nsw^bat they an effeetive
beyond doubt."

'* Kna"e I" oame from Roon, in a bhirt o" indignation.
" Sayi jtras to Ftinoe Antony of Holiensollem—I give

yon the exact worde;—' HighncM. Hie Imperial Majeety
the Emperor anthoritea me to hiform you, that a group of
Roumanian oonqriraton are plotting against the life of
your elder ami, Prinoe Charles von Hohen«)ll«an-^iow
CharU of Roumanin. The threads of this plot being
omtred in Paris, it is in the Emperor's power to sever
them-4e will do so if Prinoe Leopold withdraws from
the candidature,—he will not seek to deter the con-
spirators, should the Prinoe prove obstinate. Reflect
in addition that Prinoe Leopold, as King of Spain,
will have to contend against the plots of Alfonaists and
Carlisie—as against the intrigues of Hontpensier and
other aspirants to Isabella's vacated throne. He wiU
not be summoned to reign—he will be called to s
disaster. Death will sit beside him, nndw the Roysl
canopy.."

The reader's muscular white hands drew anothw crack-
ling sheet from the little roll of papers. He wont on

:

" The mother of the two young men was present—as was
intended—when Stras delivered this message from the
Emperor. NaturaUy the Princess brought her batteries
to work upon the Prinoe and her younger son, who,
though it is not admitted, was actually present. She
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Battalions, and Geoeral Bkmdean of the Adm^niatrative

Branch of the War Department, has been authorised to

exceed his credit by the sum of a milUon fhuus." He
ended, showing his small, regular teeth, as he smiled

agreeably upon his hearers; "The Tuileries qntem of

Secret Intelligence is certainly excellent, but I do not

think we are 8o badly served I"

" Badly served !" echoed Boon. " One would say not I"

" You must be served by the great devil himself and aU
his devilkins. Otto, my dear fellow t" said the Chief of the
Oreat General StaS, with a merry chuckle, "to have all

this dished up to you before it is oold 1 Well, well I

Thanks be to the good God—^we are not so far behind
these French m we might be ! No, no I not at all so far

behind ! . .
."

He said this musing^, his startlingly limpid eyes almost

hidden by the wrinkles and puckers, his long, humorous
upper lip drawn down and set firmly on the lower one,

as he cupped his sharp chin in the ptJm of one wrinkled

hand, nursing the elbow appertaining to it in the palm
of the other hand.

" * So far behind,' do you say t" growled von Roon.
" Sapperlot! I should oaQ it a day's march and a half-day's

march ahead I"

" It may be—it may be I" said the Fiekl-BIarshal placidly.

" God grant th\t it prove so !"

" You are as pious as the King to-night," said the Chan-
cellor, faughing heartily. " And your God is the God of

Battles, we all know !"

" Yes, yes, the Friend Above does not forget this oM
fellow !" said the Field-Marshal simply. " The thousand-

ton Krupp gun— whose acquaintance the Parisians made
at the Exposition of 1867,---has been waiting ever since to

make upon them an impression of a diffemit kind I Like

the gun, I have bided my Hnu, as the Scotch say. Neither
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»y rtudy-toble .UvL^VL^^^ '
^'^'^ *o

i-ndicapped by th.^S^^o,'^^ J?"
-g^-Wribly

who fa doing duty with tl.e Kfa^ .T^!^'^^"''
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—ending iMtruotion. tjr^.u ,

°'®*° **""»*«»
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''"^J'on, do not vex rtvad^/* t^ t ? *•* provorb,

mytongn.. ThatoKtlSj^"^f ^"""^
uttered in the «e«Mono*^J.?^^ '^*°'<^"»«»»t.
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•leeple. night. But tW Ift^ ^^'^^ °°* ""^ »»« a
Pn«ia ZSd tw^t !^l^^'"' ^"'' t^"' King of

n>y gioaid a. though I had .^^»J Varan-rtnok in
w« wo«. than OtoW T^'^ • PriokU^burr. ft

tionaheadofmel" ^ "w nothing but nwgn,.
Von Boon agned:

«P«>oiallyafterzJ^that.rJi* "^Jf"^**^"*"'--

von Boon thonderad- "'r^ d ' '
'

bl.«Wo«, rather tC'^.urtir^'^'' ^^^^ ""y
have the effect of the^o!^^' ""'' **""«* y**
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Said the Chanoellor, with a t«inkle of humour:
'They wrought upon mymlf as an emetooathariia. For,

repudiating the (light, and aimultaneoualy expeUing tr^m
my cystem the laat remaina o( compnnotion, I Voided
then and there to hurry off from Vaizin to Ems for the
purpoae of uiging upon His Majesty the urgent necessity
for summoning the Beiohstag. The words I meant to use
kept drumming in my skull—IFe thatt be 'milora to ouneha
if we Jo net accept this ehattenge. WiOmU m imtant's
ddap, iM fliiMf vuiiUte /"

Said Roon:
" Why not, when we are propared to take measures for

the safety of the Rhenish proTinces ? We oan put Saar-
Ifftiok in a s^te of defence in twenty-four hours, and
Mains in less than forty-eight. Is it not so, Herr General
Field-Marshal t"

Von Moltke's dry, level voioe returned quietly:
" My plan of invasion was drawn up in 1868, All my

arrangements are made, as I have said. When His Ifajesty
—.whMi the Chancellor of the Confederation, and Your
Excellencygive the lagnal—^I go home to my quarterson the
first floor of the south-east wing of the Great General StaS
Department, and despatch a telegraphic message ot three

words ..." He began to laugh, rubbing his hands together.

"Then—you will see whether I am ready I All I ask is

Opportunity—like Empp's thousand-tonner gun !"

XXVI.

Trb ChanoeUor said, emptying another bumper of cham-
pagne:

"This morning the opportunity lay within grasp. So
strongly convinced was I of this that as my phaeton passed
through the village of Wussow, on the way to the station,
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that will pmently jtunp out of it, a tertimony in hk own
handwriting that he ia not quite to clevar a iiHow at he
thinks!"

" To^y," boomed Roon, " I met Prinoe Oortohakoff

.

We were riding in the Unter den Linden when he stopped.
He spoke of the King's age-the merest allusion in iclerenoe
to a site he pointed out as being suitable for a statue. His
Majesty was to be represented holding a wreath of laurel
with the dates of 1864 and 1866 upon it. Whilst emblem-
atical figures of Peace, and the Genius of the Domestic
Hearth, were shown disarming him of his hiOmet and
sword."

"A sneer thoroughly merited," said the ChanoeUor "by
these days ofihesitation !" He added :

" The Genius of the
Domestic Hearth is for the moment at C!ohlen». However,
wifely expostulations can be conveyed by telegram. Her
Majesty's cry is,

' Jietaetnber Jena and TOtU and amid uar
even at the eoH of national dishonour P Should these en-
treaties of the Queen prevaU, she will merit the reproof of
Stt Walter Sootl^I think it was Sir Walter Soott !—who
addressed to his greyhound, Maida, who had torn up-
unless I err ?-4he manuscript of a newly-oompleted novel
Poor thing I thtm1ittUhnou)etHhe injury Oouhaal doner"

^

" Women are less reasonable," deolared von Roon,
than bitches, to my mind I"

^

" Nay, nay !" said the Field-Marshal with sudden anger
Maida was not a bitoh. and I cannot agree with you

!

Great and noble female characters have been, and exist
now-^iot only in the pages of history-books. It may be
that Her Majesty is prejudiced—her influence has not
always been favourable to the adoption of meairares I
would have counselled. But she is high-minded I—a great
lady, and truly devoted as a wife. And with this ring
upon my finger "—he held up his wrinkled left hand and
showed the aarrow band of gold—" it would ill become
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M«yi. standing by ay side I" ^ ""^ '^'"'•d wife

white I. ™o«. tlr^tSyt^J "'' ?«"•* •-•"tyT
*het«e. Onth.top^^t^rSu^'^r'.Wyetion
wh««onecUyIJ,auLbe«lK •*j^'»"° "W tomb,
-the brave old ej^i.^"^- »«* befo« that day "

•'«««iy-^tmTbeThatS. u^"^ ''"^ ^'^
" Ut u. drink to tW.'^"trrr'^" '«*^ '"

filled their gla««th.^ta«r?ji",^'"**"«- Aa they
on the door. ^ ' P~"h»r. aoratohing knock
"C!ome in, Bncherl" oried fh. i,-_l i

""""'^ wae an«m«r^ "!* '"^y- ^^ the

PrivyCounoiUon.nSioi^.SJLlt!?', ^"-"y'"
'^. with a ]a^hXTi^S^ktr''^ '"''««"*•-
»i«i whiskers, who wa, dre^ m T^ «°Mtaohe
"ngle-hreasted, ftook ooT^hH ' ^°°"^*^'''°»«d.
buttons, and who wo^'b^ L*1r"? ^th gilt
tongue of the buckle stiokL ut, a^ '^'^' ^*k the
.»«ok of hi. neck, and ^«^ bLt^l**' '""'" "t the
i" the feet of a Pru*!^^Me^"w

"""*'' *«^« ""ding
•hapel«. cloth boot-T^JrZ^ •hT**' J"

'"'«« ""

'

•Ibow of the Chanoeior, to whJ« li™r"*^'«'y *° theh^ » card, la.^ and sou^ ««T T*"TMed. handing

"And«,...Xlal'rruCt™'^v''"^''''°*^
knows what wjfcen aw |» ^^ ' ' ' ^""^ Excellency
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h» lip. to the luge, wall shaped e»r; for evM eatM}, the
Chanoellor overtopped hiu. -

"In the grsoioui Count «'• Uttle red dunaak bMk-
drawing room."

" It i. doubtAd, my good But her, whettai--did the know
how ihe waa honound—the grt ik>ua Connteea would wel-
oomn her viaitor."

" Alas r Your ExoeUenoy I" pbaded the Councillor, " but
Her Eioellenoy doea not know I—and '»he Mom oontaina
nothing yaluable. Only a few famUy piotnre«-^io ohina,
aUTOT, or bricr^-brae. Nothing that it would be any umi
to steal !" '

"Come, oome !" expoatulated the Minirter, his blue eyea
alight with oj^iioal amuaement, "you must not speak of
Madame aa though she were a house-thief. Our good
Buoher," he went on. turning jestingly to his table oom-
pwiona, " sees Uttle difference between a pe»on who picks
brains for pay, and sells the pickings, and another person
who picks looks and steals sUver vases and oups. Rather
a refleotion on the Diplomatic Service, now I think of it <"

" AcK I Hen OoU /" said the Councillor in alarm. " I
oast no reflection. Your Eioellenoy knows it I Onty the
woman is of light reputation "

"And may be light-flngered mto the bugain Pos-
sibly " said the Chancellor, " and aU the better if she
be so! We will risk my wife's family portraits in her
nomity until after dinner. Havo coffee and Uqueurs sent
to her. and beg her to wait a while." He added " Let
them put cigarettes on the tray—I have no doubt she
smokes tobacco. And aa the smell wiU have passed off
before my wife and daughter return from Vanin, neither
of the ladies wiU ever know of the desecration of the red
damask back-drawing room."
And as Bucher shuffied out of the room to exeonte his

errand, his Chief rang the beU for the third course.



THB MAN OF IRON „„By tlM w»y, Exoellenov " ^iA *i. ™

•Wying about Bwlin." " ™ P""' Max Valvwden's is

" So I" oomioented tha hnmt *

"jfiewWy dnU."
™* ^°^ '* ''"T w»rio, and in-

Sbe consoled henelf " ';4 r>
Count M8x'»,uioide." '

^^''' ""°* '«>« after
^' There," bu^ out the Keld-Marshal " ™.PwhMUttble oatartrophei That^T^ ^^ an incom-

<rf the Allied Annie, of031^"^ ""*" ^^^ «t«™
Cri-ea in 18«; and ia iS^Lf^^ j^tf

"^^ '"'" *^«
in Austria a. third aid^^^^T ' ^°""^ '"y*'**
-he murt have been^^n^^' °^°* """^^^d "
He unbuttoned the frook ««.i u .

but wrupulouriy clean wWte ^^T°* "" °°»t««hed,
keen, and taking a little'S^^tittT t "*"*• "'">-

he"^ Itatt^tertLTiir-r "^'^^-
«hew..thewifeofanof^ro!^l'^»*y' ^'"^ -«
who had mffved thnrnZnTtl^

G"«dgaerrier>, Divi«on,
CWmea."

°™»«hont the whole of the War in the
"A eief (Fetcadron of Mounted rh.-^to have taken his wife's <wS„ ^t^^^' *^° •«»»

mentedtheChanoeuT^^^"" Philo«.phically." com-

.hSrSt^ ^'^'^ • ^'^ «^ «»«. «.d gravely

*™% 'or the eSSe had b^^rvT' *tu
"" °PP«'

•^ ^* -»" - ^- -ifu^inr;'srt^
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Army—one Wonld natoraDy h»Te besn oUigsd to le^im

him." He meeMd and went on :
" My j rs^nul acquaint-

anoe with Valverden began ten yean later. He aerred me
—exoellently. One should always give due praiae to tlie

dead. Bat when he returned from Atutria—then hap-

pened the tragedy, at Sohfiofeld hi the AHenwald, whera

lies hia patrimonial property, and where the lady waited.

And—he shot himself, upon the veiy night of Itis retain

to her."

"Not," taterpoeed the oool, lerel Toioe of the Chan-

oellor, " not being expected until noon of tite day foUow-

fag."
" Of that I know nothfaig," said Moltke, turning his

asoetio, tiairleas face full upon the speaker. "What I

know is that an officer who faithfully served his country

and whom I had recommended for distinction, at the

earliest opportunity—died by his own hand > How the

woman was left, I cannot tell you."
" Count HaximiUan von SchSn-Valverden had provided

for Madame de Bayard whoi summoned upon active Ser-

vice," said the Chancellor. " His family did not contest

the will, and she is not badly off. Thoetore," he added

with a smile, " wh^ she condescends to serve my Intelli-

gence Department as a spy, yon may suppose she does not

do it too cheaply. I must refer to my perambulating

ledger, Buoher, before I quote you the exact figures of the

sum I 'am to hand her to-night. She is a orue daughter

of the horseleech, who cries ' Oiee, give, give f incessantly.

But all the same I am indebted to her, for those remark-

ably interesting partictilars concerning the Mission of M. de

Straz to Prince Antony."

"So-P' ejaculated Von Roon in astonishment. The

Field-Marshal rubbed his chin and tamed his dear eyes

upon the speaker, who went on smilingly:

" M. de Straz is susceptible—a fttal fault in a oonspira-
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«> bought one. , J^J'JZ tr*""'
*'«'"8'' '^^^

«' oW. pale ta,«y port^^ «olouiv_^tIy the oolonr
» waiting in my wife-. ^tT'^ ^ '^^ "^^ that aiie

•bte virtue, orr^g^Z^/^^^yJitb^oun^l
I never bet more » .«^K^^ '^'' '^"^ ?"

thaliS
"'«^'^°"^^" "i-^ «oon,^.rL hundred

«« *^<^no^U^^^ '^ '»«i*«J tafldeUtyi"

take Bome of thi« ?" ^^^ Your Exoellenoy

brown baated with ZZ T^"^ *" » ^o'd""

*^e^:!fi;r::?^:S*it.a^ -^it, indi«e«„, to
R<«n declining, hurllS L!!^»*°*" "*'' •»be,gine,. yZ

» "vord, rather than To^„ ^u "** "^"^ «^
P'yfa«bi.gleanung^«r!S?"'?f"- ^he Chancellor,

'r*^ "Pon if oontenf^h „„^' "i?« "^ ^"^^^
• Confederation.mT^rl ? ^ 'PP"*'*«^

--while our teeth a^dt^Xl*.»*--f»8« '"ay deceive

^ oaa find «,„«, «,™Z^7 '"'^'^''^ "^^^ "-> •

vate vegetables, plant oiStt™!^ ^ '"*^' ^ ''^''" ""J-^

•^V. pigs, and priultrS;,*:^;?^"'"*' '»^ ""ttle,

«• the Farmer of Var«in .^' ^"'^ *° ^^ Po^erity
The haU-bell had been heard to "H? a raoaent pre-
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Tioualy. Then wm MiotlMr Mntohing ligiul on the door,

and Buoher appeared, nutniiMtly ezoited and oarrying a

tdegraphio deepatoh.
" What now t" aaked the Chancellor, flnithing a month-

M.
" A telegram from Ema " began the Coonoillor

:

The imperioiu hand whipped it from between hia pudgy

fingers; the maatecfol voioe demanded, aa the envrlope

waa rent open:
" The deoipheiw haa not left t"

" Exoellenoy, no !" twittered the Councillor, agitated by

the portentoui frown of hia Chief, and by the grave faoea

of Moltke and' Roon. The paper waa thruat back to him
with the curt order:

" Get this deciphered—do not delay I"

And a« the Legation Councillor vaniahed, Biimarak laid

with a short laugh, bending his powerful regard on the

gaunt, black stare of the War Minister:

" It is from the Ejng, and will not please us. We may
make up our minds beforehand to that. Yet I drink this

glass to the honour of Prussia I" And filling his great

bumper glass from a fresh bottle that had been placed at

his elbow, he gulped down at least a pint of the oreamnig

neotar of the Widow Clioqnot, and his guests in smaller

measures, pledged the same toast. After that they sat in

silence,, the Chancellor alone continuing to eat with appe-

tite—until the Councillor's big feet bame shuffling back

again.

"The copy. Excellency, 200 groups altogether," he

began, "signed by the Herr Privy Coonoillor von Abekcn,

at His Majesty's command."
The papers he held were whipped aWay from him. The

OhanceUor read—and his countenance most grimly altered.

His brows grew thunderous, trenches dug themselves along

his forehead, oaves appeared about his blazing oyea, and
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> portentonaly

a™ i-nd o^ZL .Kid r?**!.
H. pM^ £

«..t '^ *^o..^rC^^^, P«y ten Dr. Bu.ch
Written for the p™„ to-nighT' ' "*^'*' ""^ ^
He Mid, u the door olond Lm j n .

" Well. genWemBn ~t- ^*"'° "'' "J^io*!-

will «J1 « by onr nlota3 1"**"" '"'^ ^'^ ^"-^f
«d -Deaths Ch,.,.pi™f^;.'^«»"°w- 'Old Hell&..
«d aU the «rt. BntirJ^ J Pommeranian Qg„ -

"nuie will ever deepi,, me «7!r„!f7°" *'"* °° "°«"ny of

"rif«'f"'withth"::fSCr„^- H.we„ton
Some hare oallnl ™. jl t

""""«"«••

you hy what tr WiS'^^,^°j^«-'Jo,- I Will eeU
down to pcrterity. Menl^''!^ °f.*^\will go
King. It fa written in the slw^ '"'""*'" PlnW

^^- He aaid, Tnd the^^ ^^^ '^^ "Pnght a. a
"W Excellency, I ZX^tllnZ^T^'"' '^^'^

tHfhe^"rth:::4^^,^J^5i. ho. .ea^d up ..
«id coldly: '*'"**^ the Fieid.M.rshal and
"Herr General Keld-Marahal, the «hnlr •

'
'^"* wbnke 18 njerifed.
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Holding the King's oommiBsion astColcuel of 'Wliito

Cuirassiers of the Landwehr, I have spoken treasonaUj;

Does your Exoellenoy wish me to ring for my sirord )"
,

' Moltke's wrinkled face flashed into amusement, as the

Chancellor imperturbably atretohed his hand to the bell

beside him. He said, laughing:

"Colonel Count von Bismarck-Schonhansen, I aooept

your apology. I will limit the period of your arrest to

confinement to this room until conclusion of dinner, 0:1

conditicn that you read now this message from Enw."
The Chancellor saluted, and glancing at Boon, who was

now standing, gloomy and downcast. " We look," he said,

" like three mourners about a bier. It is, in fact, Prussia

who lies dead upon the table. However, judge of the situa-

tion for yourselves."

And he read out the faunons tel^jram handed in at Ems
at three-thirty:

" Count BenedetU ipoke tome on the Promenade in order

to demand firom me finally, in a very imporkmt manner, thai

I should aiUhorise him to telegraph at onee to Paris that I

bound myselffor all future time ntver again to give my con-

tent if the Hohenzolleme should renew their candidaiure. I
refused at last somewhat stertHy, as it is neither right or

possible to undertake engagements of this kind a toot jamais.

Naturally I told him that I had received no ne%i>s ; and as he

was earlier informedfrom Paris and Madrid than myself, he

eoM dearly see that my Government once more had no hand

in the matter."

" Ei-ei !" broke in Moltke, " ' Somewhat sternly '
. . .

'Naturally I told' . . . 'Neither right or possible,' and
then 'no hand in the matter T Do I hear the King

—

or have my ears played tricks on me ?"

" Kreuxdonnerwetter I" exploded Boon. " Well might

one ask ' Is this the master or the servant speaking V But

go on, go on, I pray your Excellency !"
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Now the t,U°SL ito^f rr^f^l^t"^"," " '^

Said Moltke- '"L^ ,t h
«»t'^He« to the end."

to say to you'>
^* "*^ ''^^^ little Abeken h« got

ne cold incisive voice lecommenoed reading-

Since felS'Z^Ztr'' ^fi^OxU Ke Has

*-• *« infomed U^H a»f,^S^r*lf^'^^ *" '^

'•«;«<*o« thould not be at ^TZl ^""^ «»«' "i**

PooUf£<:' ^l^^:;^'-"^"- P'oPPed into .
"Waoteristic stut^r

""""^'^ -d «id with hi.

constitution of Hr^ei;" ^'^ '^** »!»» *!«

-^-.^t-tttsaidt:^:^"*^-^-

The ChanoeUor Shrugged and said:
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tnatito, has permitted himself to be heckled by the Em-
peror's Franoo-Italian emisssry. He ignores my urgent
request tha;t he should refer Benedetti to his Fotoign
Minister. Now, by the medium of an inferior official, he
tells me that I may acquaint the repreeentativee of the State
and the Press—that nothing is settled and no definite end
in view I What is settled is, that I resign !"

Von Roon called out harshly, striking a sinewy fist upon
the table:

"Your Excellency will not leave your frrands in this
extremity !"

Moltke turned to him half whimaioally, half plead-
in^y:

" For our sake. Otto, stick by the old waggon !"

The ChancoUor said, with a midden softening of the grim
lines of his strong face, and in the eyes that had been fixed
and expressionlees:

"You talk, both of you, like two babes in the wood. As
far as regards my personal influence to sway the King or
control the feeling of the Reichstag—another band may
guide the State as well as this of mine. Yet, were it pos-
sible—having abeady the King's permission—to produce a
somewhat concentrated version of this verbose tel^ram
Has either of you a pencil ?—mine has been mislaid . .

."

" HCTe, take mine !" said the Field-Marshal eagerly.
The Chancellor took the offered pencil with a brief nod

of thanks, swept the sil\er-gilt milkmaid ruthlessly aside,
and spreading the forms containing the Royal despatch
on the' space she had occupied, pored over them for a
moment, frowning heavily, before the red-chalk crayon
began to play its part. Words were struck out—then
whole sentences . . .

" Ah, ah !" said Moltke, beaming. " He has finished at
« last. Now let us hear what it sounds like with its mane
?; cropped and its tail docked ?"
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iat eye*

raltero-ttn tt"
"^^^"""^ P«P«™. "withoutadition, the message r.ight nm thus

He read:

of Spain &eFr,m^h j/ r""^ "'^ ^°yal Oovemment

,,

Good, very good !» growled Roon.

" 5rai», »M /" roared Roon

'•«oSl.?!?/°'?^: ™'"'*^ *^' ^-^A" delightedly

i£t\^t^i;-£:jr°"'««--' «-*--

oolleagul ° iJrS,^"
P°^*' "S'^'d »?»» '^^^ twosues. ifle Bund ChanceDor carries out wh»t ti,Prussian monarch commands H« «nr ™ • . 7 ^*

cook to show flght 2"
^^^"^ ^'^ P«>^°k« the GaJho

we'irrtht 'pTy :t\cT:S S^^»
ioyfuUy, "that

and we shaU win I^"^.^ „f„,f
,"*• ^\''' ^"U •»-

us perish!"
""^**^ « °W liven, and wiU not let

"'•WJWHim
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" H*» '^°^ Exoellenoy nothing to say to me ?" aaked the

CawnoeUor, fixing his great eyes on the face of Moltke, now
radiant with childlike hat)pme».
"Were I a post," returned the joyous old artist in war,

seizing the hand outstretched to him aoroaa the table, and
wringing it between both his own, " I should crown you
with a wreath of laurel inscribed ' Hml to thee, Gwrdian cf
Pruseia't honour J' or something of that kind. Being what
I am, I say that you are what my English nephews would
call 'a trump.f As you said this morning when you
quitted Varzin. ' War Is Inevitable 1' " He added, hitting
himself a resounding thump in the cheet: " And if I may
but Uve to lead our armies in such a war—then the devil
may come directly we have conquered these Frenchmen
and fetch away this crumbling old carcass !" He added
with a change to gravity: " I do not say my soul, for I am
a decent Christian. Hey, look here, our dinner has eot
cold !" "

It was true; the viands were stagnant in the dishes.
The fillet sat in the oente of a stagnant lake of congealed
gpavy; the roasted lamb, -educed by the onslaughts of
the ChanoeUor to a partial gkeloton, was covered with a
frosting of rich white fat. He said, with a laugh that clat-
tered against walls and ceiling like a discharge of musketry
and reaching for the bell that would summon Bucher:

" It does not matter; my cook has always a second menu
ready in case of delays or aocidenta. Whilst Bucher com-
municates to our Embassies and the European Presa
Agencies the concentrated essence of His Majesty's telegram
—while hundreds of thousands of handbUls are being printed
that shall disseminate the text throughout Germany, and
Busoh writes the articles that shaU put the needful oom-
pleidon on thi^ affair—we will order up the Moet and
Chandon V.Tiite Star—I am thirsty after so much talking

!

—and eat our dinner again !"
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xxvn.

of state b:!.^1vlt^^trr:^'",^''''"-*-'*^

"•""elessly rolled th^gh thrst^T^ * » v'"^' ^"^

» rtate of ebmiition onlytoZr^^K n"^""^''«>
Jammed in the «,lid^ oft^ k^ T""^ °' °^««-

dm Linden and paote^°^ ™'''~"""*»8 'J"* Unter
until the bron^CuSl *^"*^'''*^ *° Bnffooation.-

stuWpalaoe^^lnl^ f**'^'' °^ *'•" -«»»"

P. C. Breagh t«W^*'^^ ' *^^ •»» °f heads -
">^-ro^an^ritrjrt?C;:r°- ^°- ^''^

J°ci';':o^;?t::n„™-- ^^^^^-^-hotcigar-
««<1 the or^kTa i.:r^« *^ ^'^ "^ "is nZ,

Sergeant of Uhlans insinuated itselfTl^ u
*'«^*"'

fourth ribs on the rigH^^^^i^l^T'' ^'t"
'"'

of a servant-girl armed with . *^ ""^ "hignon

crammed with me^r^h V ""P""""" market-basket

sumption. tobbTTtLtf^it ^'*'*:""' '°^ ^''"•''y «on.

that feat^toX^?*"f
° ''" '"°°«' '-heoever he o^ed

kraut, and perBpirine h»m^'* T^"'*'*'*' «"""- »*"«'-

he had been^r ^' ''' "^ ^"^P'" *han ever

M^tUtd'^GTeratir t'f^ * °°-'^' -*h his

of hi. Palace loSon^h^n'^'^''™'' *^' ^"'""d-floor

«ai-y might l^'Tp^-Jt?r;:^ ^"*'^ =^
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The tall, elderly, white-whakered officer in the nndroae

uniform of thu Pruwian foot-guard«—a blue tunio with
red facings, silver buttons aud epaulettes—had already
appeared upon the balcony of a window oyerlooking the
Linden, and touched his spiked helmet in response to the
frenzied acclamations of his scarlet, perspiring subjects,
whose staring eyes and open mouths a Berlin dust-storm
was filling with peppery grit.

Presently the King had moved back into the room behind
him, and returned with the Queen, a tall, thin elegant lady
in half-mourning, who was weeping; people said, because
she hated the thought of war, and had be«)ught her hus-
band, on her knees, to truckle to the Napoleon at Paris,
and thus avert hostilities.

When the royal couple had retired amidst plaudits of
a somewhat lees enthusiastic kind, the people had
demanded the Crown Prince; and the King had stepped
out yet again with his hand on the shoulder of the heir-
apparent, a tall and stalwart man of thirty-nine, with a
clear red-and-white complexion, setting off his well-cut
features, kindly blue eyes, and flowing beard of yellow-
brown.

Unaer /•rite./—his manly good looks and the Order of
Merit shining on his geneial's uniform had provoked fresh
outbm-sts'of patriotic enthusiasm, in which the gray-
powdered foliage of the overrated linden-tieee, limply
resting during a sudden luU of the dust-storm, had been
wildly agitated, and the very street-lamps had rocked.
But when the King, turning to his heir, gave him his

hand,—when the son, reverently bending, raised it to his
lips, and the father with manifest emotion, embraced
him,—there had fallen a silence of sympathetic emotion.

. . Then the great martial Sgaie had reared erect again,
and stepping to the front of the balcony, had shouted to
the people

:
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Warr

^ that greeted tiZZTZ^TT'^7^'^ '^^ ""'g^
"W. dusty blue akyTouTCrrj!:"*" Theaoorob".

with the upward rush of it Z-S^^' k**°«^.
*° ^-^^or

^« foreet of Haggtaffg mountJ^ . ^ '«»'<Jen<^from
House. «.d thTbuSi,™ cT„^„ ""Z*"'

^'•"o. the Opera
««th of the Li.la ^ TT^'r^ ^°^ the Xle
WilhemStra^e.-trbSkt^.^:'*™' ^^"^ °^ 'he
the HohenzoUem ba^e "f2w*f ^"8 °' ftu«ia and

tt^ylr:^- ^--^^^^t'^lZ^Z

"«". mnifestly overetme wit.r^«"'^°«'^'-on>s
<«°wd of heated faces L^.x^T^^' ®*^ the vast
-th „>ari„g mouS^'p^^.'^e ^y*. ^cl holed
Swund-floor windows of^T^!^ ^'^ **'^"'s those

-l»da,lthegapin«.lta^d'rar4C''"''--^^'^

"^t:i:%tS.x::,r;r^T-"---
• • • The central valves of thi T^ '"' ^''^ P^nt.^ now shut. leav^TpenoXr ^n""

^'"'^ ^^"-^
through which mounSXratd Z 7""" """^^ge-way.
despatches pre«.ntlyleei t' . '^ °®°""' "°"^«34

'««er personages. emerZ^f 1^°"°^ *^««' ^hile
trians, began t^ailTalTl^T.*''!''"* '«^* '"' P«dee-
on the Linden Bide of t^.TL^'^^"''

'^"'^ °' ''-^«-

^--.ehus^thJe^etSSlbourth^--
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their whips in the endeavour to force their uim&Ii through
the solid crowd. ...
A man went down under the hoofs of a wretched Rosi-

nante. There were oriei for " Police I" and spiked helmets
appeared m the crowd. It surged and swayed. The
guardian, of the Uw had drawn their cutlasses and were
beatmg their feUow-ohildreu of the Fatherland upon their
heads with the flat of these weapons, in the effect to attempt
a junction between the cabs and those who wished tobm them. T us the pressure on the flanlcs, ribs and
toeast-bone of P. C. Breagh became suffocating. Lifted
from his feet, he was carried backwards and forwards by
niahes, growing less certain of his own identity as the
roaring m his ears became louder. Just as his eyelids
dropped and he passed out of his own knowledge, a power-
ful hand caught him by the ooat-coUar, and a solid rampart
01 human flosh interposed between his Utely-drifting body
and the waves of the human sea that raged beyond.

Oulping, P. C. Breagh became aware that he was spread
eagled against the railings of the Palace courtyard facing
the Unter den Linden, and that a big man in a loose black
waterproof rain-cloak and broad-leaved bUok felt hat was
holdmg to a railing on each side of him and warding off
the rushes.

" Th-thanks I I'm tremendously obliged ! ..." he was
beginning, when the swish of the cutlasses and the shrieking
of the cutlassed drowned his voice. Yet another voice,
masculine, resonant, and imperious, dominated aU others'
it oried

:

" The King commands the poUoe to sheath their swords !"

And upon the instant luU in the tumult that foUowed
came another order:

"His Majesty has work to do for the Fatherland. Let
]

the people disperse quietly to their homes !"

And the crowd, pacified and quieted, answered, " We



THE MAN OP IRON „„

the Palaoe gate n»^.T. ^ "**"• ^•'"" through

«x.k«l, evoked another whwJ^ !!f
**

t'
^*"^ '^^^^

mother, and the oTd^e^r^tltT '"'"'^
*» «-

the lean, stoop.W gewtalTi
*'°"' ^ '''«"'«ri<««e,

who* thin, ajLis :s:^;" t*"" "p''^-' '•«''^;
n»ent, and who*, p«ie bh» evTT^-^, o^^P***^ "wite-
between their T^^r^^lSltZj:^^ good-humouredly
h. which the rtabby b^thamlTt!!* "T"" °''""»'">ity
ledgnH,„t of the oh^T "^'^' •"'»'«' «" wknow-

fedge o£ the b^^ham Sot ^^^^ «l-tching the

heoomeoftheBigPomm^.^nlr'
°f'

"^»* ha,
earned him home ZniTT- J .^«w°»Mhave-hioJ_
work he haa done

-""'^'' '•» '"^ weekWhioL

^ «M. poppmgT a"W^ tr^"^^
i»hnet,

hfongham window: ^*^ ™**' °"t of the

dei,^oTit?'Sw^r,^r rr"^ ^'-^ ''^ -« he

bellowed another BerW ^^^C^ "^ ^"""^ ^"der ?»

»Mwered, pointing the ie^'J^hvl*^' Reld-Marahal
" You want toTowCt^L '^"** ^^'^^^ •

the wheat has sufferj^ Cm .^f
Z'" ^"« ^'^'^'^

' ^o".
potato* promise to te pllTiftJ ^*''*' ''"* '«'°""' ''nd
this year!"

P'*"**'' ""d pumpkins wiU be big
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And the orowd, ipUtting with Uughter, iii«dB w»y for

the faroughwn of the Chief of the General Staff, and the joke

wu loini broadoaat over Qermany before the end of half

•n hour. For were not Moltke'i aooma the oblong, round-

ended bolleta of the PruMian needlo-gun, a* his potatoes

were the ehrapnel ihell eaat by the liz-pouuder steel b(«ech-

loadert deaigned by Kmpp for the Pruisian field-artillery,

and the big pumpkina the seventeen-pound projectiles fired

by the siege-giuis of nine oentimetrss' bore t . . .

The massive ribs that had acted as buffers between

P. C. Breagh and the battering onslaught* of the orowd
shook with laughter as the brougham moved on through

a lane that continuously opened in the mass of bodies and
dosed when it had passed. . . . Then their owner settled

the wide-leaved felt hat more firmly on his head, and said

in well-bred, fluent English, turning his beavily-jowled face

and powerful, fiery-blue eyes on P. C. Breagh. who was
thanking him in his best Qerman for his timely assistance:

" Do not thank me so effusively. I have a habit of

sometimes saving a man's life I Yours happened to be in

peril ; there is no need to say more !"

The clear, incisive tones had an inflection that was almost

contemptuous, yet a smile, curving the heavy moustache,

showed the small and well-preeerved teeth it shadowed,

as he added in his admirable English, fastening a button

of the thin black waterproof cloak which had been dis-

arranged in the recent struggle sufficiently to show that it

covered some sort of'military uniform:
" Save this,—that I happen to possess a son about your

age, and should not care to lose him I"

And with this he was gone, leaving P. C. Breagh breath-

less with the greatness of the adventure that had befallen

him. For the owner of the bulldog face with the fierce

blue eyes blazing over their heavy orbital pouches, was
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!•• unpopular Mini«ter who lud h^ i , . ,

when d^omat. l^T^^^!"**""- ''''» '^ »>««it

Wh»t did he on foot in thoM nub^ ~^ •

f««* when the Jn', 1°^„^
'
"*"^ thorough-

if P«t «, «feirr^K ^T. "' "'^"^^'^ "^gtt play

the point of wS^ (^n°"*''*uT'^^'"^»'«'
fortunate rtar.T

Biamawk believed in hi.

the thing that h^S" t
**^ '^''' *''• '»»«nitudeof

It w«fa^Z>f1^?^ t2T^ '°'' P^'^'^ " sp-

elled in «d upon tL o^e.:^'^!^'
'^'« ^«'« ««^-

doubt M to the iden^i*; oJT'c BrLT'
^"^"^ '^ -

the reven«, wa. the in^^^ion- "iTfi" "^""^ ^P°°-' For Saving From D^Zr •' Wi^!'^ '
' ^^'^ "

24th June, 1842.
^^' ^'**' *'" ^ ^ of the

•notherVrivatefrom^^^r^h'^ orderly-groom and
oavalry officer with thTT^'^*"^ " l«>dwehr
Weu"Ye .ho^dtve rt^^S ^'^' '^ H„«a«.
-uid P. C. Bnagh «,r^eri; -F ?t^^ ^\^
been cart out with „,„ u .

^" '*ie»gh, who had
on- daily 1^^^^:^ ''°" *'" •^*°-' "^^^
offered-4t a ratTof 2^^^ "^^^^ "^'^ ^e had
their colum^ ^S. maW°r:f"*

oh«»pne«.-to supply
of one whoTad ive?^^ ^"^ .'~°' *'''' -xperienZ
of «eing the tSn^caUe^a:"^^ "'""^ '" ''^^^^'^
One Editor had dealt with him drartioally. pitching his
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OMd into the warte-paper bMket, and saying, " No I Get
out with you I" A wxxmd had whittled up a tnbe and
called down a mb-editor, and aaid to him, " Lobk at this

!"

The third had preached a brief but pithy Bermon on pre-

sumption and oookmireneas, winding np with the intima-
tion that if P. C. Breagh ever found liimaelf at the Beat of
war and in possession of any ezjjeriences worth recording,
he might submit them for oonaideration if he ohoae.

These men would never know it, but they were pro-
foundly humiliated. At least one of them had lost a half-

column, striking the note of personal adventure to the
clink of shekels of fine gold. As for Mr. Knewbit . . .

P. C. Breagh could almost hear him chuckling—^had only
to shut his eyes to see the poker, sketching out headings
on the Coran^ Street kitchen wall

:

"ADVENTURE OF YOUNG ENGLISHMAN.
WAB OOREKSPONDBNT IN BERUN.

0B1TSHKD BV TBS OBOWD.

RESCUED BY BISMARCK.

THE IRON HAND SAVES A LIFE !»

Meanwhile, the medal had to be returned to the hands
of its owner, who must, P, C. Breagh was iirm on that I—
consent to receive it feom the hands of the finder, if he
wanted it back again. P. C. Breagh knew the Foreign
Office, in the Wilhehn Stpssse—the shabbiest reddence in

all that street of official palaces—with its high-pitched, red-

tiled Mansard roof, its shabby gray stuccoed front, (a main
building with two short wings, pioced by twelve windows,
and decorated with a sham-Hellenio friese and shallow
pilasfcprs).—and its bi^, park-like gardm stretching away
behind
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. ^' °''>*<'l>fag the pwdons token P n Br»«K i
•>«>k into the crowd. It w« d«t. i. *

^"^ J^"°«»*'

«d. -till luBtily ompngy^i^^.^' T '""^ *"*
him down the LiodT^ faxt^^ °1 "^T^' " »««
Thew it split into tte«"J^!J^^^!''"^»^ Gate.

One of which st^W I^^!^ "^"^ °* '"^'«ity.

officeaoftheoJtSlsL^'TT'^' ^^""^ ^^
war-wi«rd. wrLT^ ^5'

^ ^"^'^'^ *^* »°'»nt
of ^efreehrient S'^^"'*!*' ^°'^r, deairou.

«d with it w«itP.C^Z ^ "" '*"** °' P^J***

xxvm.
»« Foreign Office knocker wm a ooIo«aI fi,n ,of sooty bron» J»u«,l, that wtfc^Ti^™**' '^*^«hoee in the tomb-like roidofJ^^ ""^ ''*'«*^
The .ertibule lay .r^e enl ofT ? "^«^

On the right wa. Im2j^^^^^"^^ P«««8e.
"W eye, belonging to thl C^^ "^°* «'«''°«d

manipuUted T^d^^lrs'^Z "^' *"" '"^
P- C. Breagh, and his hoTolSL "^^ '^^ ^^^

Beed of cleaning The b£L^ ^"^^^ ^^ ^

gold onpola, and Buarded W *Z. ^ " 8^**" "id

AH these details the eye of P C iw„i. .^e arm of the ChanceUor's doorinorifr*
*^"^ "^

ft»«iian. who wore plain blacTXI^V"
*'^'"-'°°*^

no gold-headed etaff y"t wS5 hfj ^^ '^'^ °"^
of the University ot B^k^^J" '"^'""^ '»« «ector

1^ in this «^ce«.SZ^-^;*"^°^ ^^ P"--*ed
What do« he want, The young man mnst know
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tb»t Hia Bzoellenoy the Royal Chanoellor ol the North
Gecnum Confederation is engaged upon State buaineM

—

not to be approached by strangers having no appointilientB

or oredentials ]»evioas)y obtained. An introdnotion to His
Ezoelkncy is indispensable. Where has the young nuui

lived that he does not kno# that 1"

To whioh the young man thus addressed could only

reiterate that he deeply regretted the absence of a lett^

of introduction, and that his credentials could only be

displayed to His Excellency himself.

" It is likely I" The porter's forehead oomigated with

suspicion: "Thus is he approached by lunatics and
dangerous persons, armed with crazy petitions or lethal

"Bosh!" 1

The English word made the porter leap in his square-

toed, steel-buckled half-shoes. Recklessly P. C. Breagh
went on:

" I'm neither a lunatic or an assassin. . . . It's just a

case of Settung amt Oefahr. Two lives saved in the

year 1842, and another less than an hour ago. . . . Send
that message to His Excellency, uid he'll see me, I

believe!" ...
" He believes !" . . . snorted the port»r indignantly.

A little, stooping, shabbily-dressed old man in a okooo-

late coloured frock-coat with gilt buttons came shuffling

across the vestibule carrying a handful of papers, telegrams

they appeared to be. He had paused to listen to the latter

part of the colloquy, holding his head on one side, as

though the better to focus his sharp gray glance on the

dusty, obtrusive young Englishman crowned with a sun-

burnt Oxford straw hat, attired in a well-worn brown

Norfolk jacket, knickerbockers and heather - mixture

woollen stockings, and shod with stout, black, leather-

laoed, hobnailed boots.
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the highly ^.bomS wl«:?"^"T- " Will not
I «iinmon QraxoB and &L^ '?"""""'" <^« *J»>t

littleTf^la'SL'at^^oli::?,^^*"^*'" '"'^ *»>•

forward in h^iZ^^STItTboo? ''"^' ^"«^^
marble pavement of the v^tiWe -^h

°^" *^ "'^PP^y
that an utterance of twT™ ^ "^""^ to me
article that^T^lJ? ^^ °^'' "^^^ to an

iWnghi.ri.XXtackda^.'^"^''^'' =« '^«^«>'

young man: '^of^LMeS^^Z "" *'"' "^ °' *^«

« a memento of the p^t '
,,'^'*^ «»orering-purely

Said Carolan bluntly

me'r
""' ""^ *" -"^ - -*«'- m fact. I have it on

--to the -C;:rter"raS'^rS

hoiS'.^orbtiti'^-^tuSr ''' -- ••
added, having oa«t te a wL .„T^ "" ^'^•" He

.,?rtamly," agreed P. C.Bieagh

approach nearer, "o^^y.^tTT k
^^ ^«'' *°

brand*. Give me the me^ T} ^ °''°""* ^''^'"a
take the money. SucI r^J^'i/S^^""?* -«• «d
street!"

"*
'^ °°t often poked up in the

-.- ^ Sa^; *'"« '^'-^. ^'-ti.^ out hi.

If Hi. Excellency con^nt, to receive me, I wiU per.
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onaDy return the medal to him. Be good enough to let

him Imow as much."
^

" Unhappy young man ! you realiie not the greatnen of

your oym presumption !" expostulated the old gentleman,

lifting up his warty eydidi and puffing out his whiskerod

cheeks over his old-fashioned black satin stock. " Is the

Chanoellor of the Bealm to be—«nd at a natumal crigiB

such as this t—at the beck and call al every Wngliah

traveller V He added with warmth: " For I know you

to be of that nation, young man, though you speak Qer-

man with some approach to fiwiUty. Henoe I Trouble

here no more, but give me that medal before you take

your departure. Otherwise you wiU be forcibly relieved

of it by the hands of those who are accustomed to deal

with bumptious and obstinately-authority-defying persons

of your description. ..."

He added, as the arms of P. C. Breagh were pinioned in

an iron grip that clampM the elbows together behind the

shoulder-blades, drew his arms down, and pinioned his

wrists: "He, he, he! Thatwas acapital stratagem of yours,

my excellent Niederstedt ! Really very smartly done !"

The grim, sablft-olad porter, in whose huge hands

P. C. Brea(^ vainly struggled, relaxed into a smile at

the compliment. He said, as from different points two

stalwart liveried attendants appeared, haeteoing to lend

assistance:

" One has not served in the Prussian Ouards for nothing.

Once a soldier, always a soldieir ! Will the highly well-

bom Herr Legation-Councillor order Grams and Engelberg

to hold this English pig-dog while I iake His Excellency's

medal out of the fellow's clothes V
Snarled P. C. Breagh, livid with rage and glaring at the

hostile faces like a yotmg male tiger-cat

:

" Add robbery to violence if you think well !—^you are

four to one—and in your own country. But as an Ilnglish
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And the
joarnalirt I protert againgt the outrage. .Bntwh Ambassador shaU take the matter up 1"

P C^n-'h ^*?.*''' ^"* °^ ^•*~'«°''' during which

IhL^^ '^ "'^^ °' * '^'^^ °° thelanding

'Z^».^^' * .*''" ""*'• °* '"^> '^ *»>« «•" fell of

dTrtSl^^T^ ,*^^ °'^**' * ""'"'"t ^°1«« calleddown the stejr that led up between the basalt gphuu«r

np^ r
""^ '*^''°*'' ^ "*" ^^ ^•^°'" *<> °<»^

Th?lf^ °*u'"'
***°*^"" ''«*^'' fl^id as an infant'sThe voioe spoke again from the summit of the stair-

Herr Legation-CounciUor, wiU you kindly see Madam.
toheroan^ageJ ^« ««»r. ifad«S e/ 6o» J^^erA hqmd vowe responded

:

beioi'lSi?'""'^'
At Paris-who knows ,-

She pulled down her v«I. onrWed with demure elegance,^camesoftly nu,tlingdown in pale-hued, trailingSdU^ one^ow-white h«.d blazing with sptenSmS
%htly j«Bmg over the bron«e baluster-rail, the othei

^:f^T^ "^ ^'""•^ ••^^ "^ * <^*3; paLof"
As by an afterthought he had called her. Midway inW descent the lady turned to look up at him HHIi^bendmg has powerful eyes upon the fa.^ of sensuo,«S:
Pardon

1 but I beheve-you are a native of France ?"The hmt stung. She returned, with the sUin of any W-^f darkening the ro«« purchased from Rimmel-

Strilt^v. *^°'tlfr°"' *!>« angle of each deUcat^nostnl to the comer of the deep-out, scarlet lips
Monseignenr is correct ... I am a Frenchwoman.

. . . But the heart is free to choose its own countryAnd-mme has learned to beat for the Fatherland I
'

'»'

: '•^•-^^^x^ijaMmMi
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So exquisite wm the oadenoe with which the words were

uttered, that P. C. Breagh heaved an invohuitaiy, sigh.
The Legation-Councillor took snuff—it may have been his
way of showing emotion. The huge porter sighed like a
locomotive blowing off steam. His colleagues, who, like
himself, stood waiting in rigid military uttitudes, suffered
no sympathy to appear in their wooden faces, yet may
have felt the more. But the heavy mask of their master
was divested of all expression.

" Kven," said ha, in his clear, resonant voice, " to the
point of outdoing Agamemnon, King of Argos. For he—
but doubtless you are familiar with the olasdo story I—
merely sacrificed Iphigeneia on the altar of the virginal
Artemis. . .

." He added with a tone of intolerable
irony: " It would have required fewer scruples and more
toughness than Agamemnon possessed to h«,ve offered up
an only daughter to Venus Libertina. . . . Only a woman
of fashion would « capable of such infamy. . . . Pardon!
but you have dro ped your parasol !"

She had shuddered and winced as though his words had
been vitriol,—dropped from above—corroding her delicate
flesh. . . . The costly toy had fallen from her hand as the
shudder had passed over her, and rolled down the stair,

as she continued her descent. P. C. Breagh picked it up
and handbJ it to her, as she set foot upon the lowest ^p
of the staircase. She looked at him, and bent her head.
And the beauty that had been here a moment back, was
so strangely, bleakly altered, he could scarcely repress an
exclamation of dismay.

Thus Circe might have stared, thought P. C. Breagh,
when her feeding hogs leapt up aa men frantic for ven-
geance. Thus Duessa, when the spotted image of her own
vileness was reflected in the glassy shield of Truth.
The change in the boy's face stabbed Madame to oon-

Boiousness. She caught at her mauve tulle veil, forgetful
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*!>« p«»ge ending i„ the hSlt^th'"!"'.' '*"^
knocker. The LeBntmn n TT *"* fanereal

oUhe.j;;:SoStr3^;-JtJ«^ 0„e
the stairoase between thJs t7

Breagh, mounting

lime u soaroe 1" said the man who wa. m«.„t i.Prime Ministem 1.11H ^i*- """ *"° wag meant when

«« English joumaSt
, WhaJZe t "^

'

^° ^°" "*
in Berlin? Sit down J!? L^^"^

'*° y°" ">P««>nt. here

possible!"
*nd tell me m as few words as

They were in a small but lofty room on the fi~* aJ»»ng with green flook paper. K hTa L^L. *~f'

^^pT. n 'pasrv'trjir^diTer

writ.ng-tain,,'"4Srioi"1:71 "eST"^gardens leaohine toth. irx •
..°^ ^^^ extensive
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dgar. He looked balkier thui ever, mad the powerful

modelling of hi« arant-huied temple*, the splcDdid dome
of the skull th*t hound the keenest intellect in Europe,

the masterful regud of the great eyes, the saroastio humour

of the mouth shaded by the heavy moustache—traits and

features reproduced so constantly in the illnstrated news-

papers of the period,—conveyed to Carolan the impression

that a portrait moved and spoke.

He was attired, as usually represented, in a dark blue,

braided military undress - frock, and trousers tightly

strapped over boots with cavalry spurs. An Order hung

at his collar. As he threw back his head in the act of

lighting his cigar, P. C. Breagh recognised the Cross of

a Commander of the Bed Eagle. While on the left breast

of the blue froci-ooat was a small three-cornered rent in

the cloth from which the lost medal had been aomehow

wrenched away. . . .

The sight of that tear in the dark blue faoed-dcth sent

the blood racing to P. C. Bieagh's forehead. He knew

himsdf fc. a presumptuons young man. He plunged his

hand mto the pocket of the brown Norfolk jacket, and

brought out the red-and-white enamelled decoration, and

said, awkwardly laying it npcm the edge of the big

writing-table, in the yellow radhu thrown by the lighted

lamp:
" I found this after Tour Ezcellenoy had gone !"

" Hand it here I" said the heavy blue eyes imperiously.

P. C. Breagh got up and obeyed. The Chancellor's long

arm shot out, and the muscular white fingers whipped the

medal from the palm that oflered it. Its owner assured

himseU by a brief scrutiny that the token had sustained

no injury, nodded, and re-pinned it on the breast of his

frogged military frock-coat. When this war accomplished,

—^the small solution in the continuity of the cloth being

covered by the decoration,—he said, taking the cigar from
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not hUTw uu. "^ ^°" ^^"^ ""J""* they would

y^Lb^^'rt. ".r~"' '-"'*• Now Jto

J>oe«yonrbumnessoonoenitlieW»r?"
P. C. fireagh stammePBd—lor the heavy evwi that rmri^

lo be frank with Your ExoeUenov I «««--.

wLh ';•. ^^"."^"""POndenoe seems to me the hwhert

meTZ^nL ^'^'"*- •• "o newspaper would employme, 1 accepted a private oommisaion eiven out n# -~T

won't deny it «»med a hopeful augury 1'^
'''**"'"'*'y-

^

For the future
! . . . i miderstand I" «kid the Chan-

•Jto, «ning out a long cloud of oigar^moke. «Mdtwhat way do you wiggest that I riiould help you !"

He put the questi(m ao bhmtly that P C Biwiirl, ,•„ ti,

ttocurveofthemoustachesaidasmuch. But the Minister'stone was suave as he went on:
"^i^wrB
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" I think I have graiped the nutiiupring of yoar rwiion

ing. To begin with, you deaire to aooompMiy one o< ofir

armiei on the campaign 1" "*

" Yet—air I Your Exoellenoy, I ihoold lay I"

A lambent light of humour danced in the blue eyea
that wore bent on him. The faint ironic smile l»oadened
into a laugh. The Chancellor took hi* cigar frinn hi*

mouth, knocked off the ash, and laid quite pleaiantly:
" And deducting from thia premiae, I conjecture that

—

becauM I have been privileged to mtb you from being
trampled to death under tlM feet of the mob upon the
Linden, you naturally take it for granted that I would
further your ambition*. Oratitude, one of your English
authon haa adnpably defined aa a lively aenae of favours
to come. . .

."

" I—

I

"

P. C. Breagh, who had been for some time shrinking in

his own estimation, suddenly saw himself in a newer,
meaner light. His torturer went on in mellifluous

Knglish:

" I do not know that any classical German author has
defined gratitude quite so cleverly. But we in Pommerania
have a folk-story which may be new to you." He drew
sharply at his cigar, then laid it glowing on the edge of

the store:

"Tou speak Qerman quite passably, so I will tell

it in our Pommeranian dialect. If this is not done, the
dialogue looks salt. Thus it goes : Wedig Knips, a peasant

of Dalow, whose horses wanted watering, went one winter's

day to brea)( the ice that covered the drinking-hole. . . .

' Bless us ! what have we here V says he, when he finds a
kerl called Peders, frozen in the ice, with his head down
and his heels up. To make a long story short, he chops
out Peders, takes him home, and sets him up to thaw
before the fire. . . . 'Now, neighbour,' says he, ' go about
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ywtt bmbiMi r—' How oan I wiun -.« i i.i_ ,

•win take then.,' ^^L£^:^ '*"«»' "»» '•-' I

trfubcmbmdement ! Have I ^T^ 1^ ~
^r""*-

-.t let m, JZ^l^ iitoS"^ '-^1"^ ^°"

bounden daty • -i i,„„„7i°.
"^iSam. It's your

Shan't make auoh a miJ^t ^"^ ^ '"^"^ ^^^ J^^ '

of that r-1' vrLt T^A '"^ *^' y°" '^y ^ -^

w4 tTa^„'rsrrrhL°\-*^'"^^^^^^
'deaT: •hX „ * ',^ "^ '''^' ««« «• brightHelp me to explain to the wife

'Ay, of course I What
do you agree ?'

w it you want jne to say to her
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'•' Oh I my nothing. Only lot bm ihow he* wuMtly how

I got yon out of the wmtor-hote.'— ' Willingly I'—' Bitt to

bo th»t I auut pat yon baok jatt • minute I'
—

' Pot m«
back r— ' Only for a minute.' ' Promin when I ery

"Otmv/" you'll take me out dinetly I'—' AU right I

Come along I' So Wedig takaa ttdan by the lagi and

tiokii him baek where he found him, driring hie head

well down into the mud at the bottom of the pond.

. . . So—he MTer oried 'Chmitr and Wedig Mt him

then. . .
.»

The hard blue eye* that had been all alight with laoghter,

the heavily-moulded faoe that had unezpeotedly proTed

itaeli capable of oomio changai, the Toioe that, aa the droll

dialogue proceeded, had oonreyed with alight, admirably-

reetn^ned mimicry the complacent aaiuranoe of the linave

jid the doll bewilderment of the Tiotim, changed, became

the Minieter'a again. He aaid, in hia amoothest tonea:

" I cannot put you back into the cruah of the crowd,

becauae by an aj^ieal to ita loyal faalinga and domeatio

inatmot* I was ao fortunate aa to dii>pefie it. What I might

do, of oourae, ia to deliver you to the tender merciea of my
aervante, to whom,—wheo you brought back the medal,

—

you bhiatered about delivering it to me penooally. Thi«

not-ezaotly-very-clever mae would have failed—had I not

happened to atep upon th- soene. Your EngUah policy ia

often more fortunate than maaterly. . . . Fortune cer-

tainly has favoured you to-day. Not in the fulfilment of

your ambition to accompany a Kuasian Army to the field

of aoticb—that ia a wiah impoaaible to gratify. For we

put up a general defence againat the presence of any aave

* the moat highly-accredited Correspondents, and the War

Minister will only grant LtgiHmatioiu to two or three.

But in obtaining for an obscure paragraphist a apeoisi

interview with the Praaaian -Minister for Foreign Affairs

on the eve of a world-oriaie. Fortune has certainly favoured
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••rn b. iot i, I dor. iTi^trp7r°7^r

A. though he i.^.poK^ T^Z^^-
r *titude and honour ^Jri!!?"^ ""^'' ''°°"»°°

^ "d wh» I fo„ndlhnZ!!i*tV-; "^ y^own
yon ••y ! True, you'd «.nM^^ ,

«.-«Motly as
th«k you , y„t S lii^^ h"*

"^ ''" *^'^ *°
Wp me in some w« ZfT r!°*

"^ "« °^8»>t
in the duatbin. for iiiving.TCSl^ *****' *° ""^
niation gained by trioter Th t T""^ ^"' °' 'n**"

•^'^•vlX'^i'^'j'"-*'" He
En«l»hpuWio«,hoB),r'^ • oode of honor, .t the
The Toioe grated. P. 0. Breach hatari i*te «Mwowd, looking wjuawTfa th^^ '""^' ^°*

bontonhim.
-^"wwy m the bnUdog £«» that

of heavy cUwg on «linrirJ^
^ ^^- "-"^ *''« wraping

8ava«7red.;rmmefe^C::^P"^^ ^"^ k-- h^
tag fang, of a huge Cho3T .'^'^ **' '"'^ 8''^'°-
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foi«paws, and lay itill, nhaken by oooaaknuJ mmUiiig

growls.
" You see," iaid the Minister, langhjng, " that I oa^ aflocd

to dispense with the serrioes of detectives when this good

servant is a*-' hand. Come, sit down another moment. . . .

I am really willing to help yon. . . . You have not come

so btidly as yon imagine out of the afiair !"

" But I have said I will not write the article, and I am
intruding on Your Excellency's privacy." The soul of

P. C. Breagh yearned for the freedom of the streets. To

be shut up in the study of the greatest of living Ministers,

—

set beak-to-beak with the man who was occupying the

attention of Europe;—^the master-mind in statecraft, who

used blunt truth as a weapon to beat down diplomatic

falsehood, and 'comported himself amidst the striving

parties of his national Parliament as a giant surrounded

by dwarfs;—^had seemed, previously, a thing to boast of—

a

dazzling feather in the cap of achievement. Now it was no

triumph, butatorture. Hewrithedunderthosekeen,amu8ed,

analytical glances, knowing himself worthy to be so despised.

" I have twenty minutes in which to refresh and rest

not having eaten or sat down since ten o'clock this morning.

Yon have had ten—^I will give you another five. Sit down

again there
!"

Tyras emitted another savage growl as though in support

of his owner's authority, and P. C. Breagh, loathing his host

even more intensely than he hated P. C. Breagh, obeyed the

imperious hand that pointed to the chair he had vacated,

and sat down, white-gilled now, and sick with longing to

be out of this presence into which he had thrust himself

—

beyond the reaoh of the icy, contemptuous tones and the

arrogant, domineering eyes.

The Chancellor had turned away to pull at one of the

red woollen bell-ropes that hung on either side of the fire-
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of the man who stood ^,0^7 • ^ ^^ "^"^ ^^

ff™»t man', faithfal atten<C^"i' 2h "^ '^^

the familiar face and th-T^
"""cned, with one eye on

might maak ^Lmy '"^ "*''*' "" ^''^ "^^-'g^ one that

-ntainingTIoT^nTp'e'JtJrnl"'"' '"''^'"°*''-

heads, hang the half-lemrt^^iTT ** ""™»°t«d pipe-

in ball-d^ Liml „ f-l-POrtr"* of a beautiful ^1
nobk-lcSg ^^"'Z: '«e«-fr»°'ed photograph ofa

Johannal^ttJi^^S'ST^^* '"'"« ^''»J«-

8%« of her asseSfaLy'^sh^rootX ""'" *'*

Md oourageo^,, fil^thoS P C iSLfT'^Twife of a man destined bv wLf ^- ^^^^-*o be the

become a leader of m^ if f"**
^""^ ''^ "a*'"* to

who could k^w^iXworU"',"^'
'°**"' '*« "^ -0""«

She had bes^S^^o^.T •
""*"***'' ^°"'^*»' P<«^on-

begun life ^Sn^tii^inT" *'" """-'^''^ ^^J
»qui.>>. weU worthy rf tbr^"^^"«

^'"^^ Pommeninian

b^wedu^^t^^lL^la^rl? '^ "^'--'^•'

She had sifted the gold out of the swid hk u .never openly displayed her influence -AJHhe
^' ^"^

had been there innHm» ^ • ' *"* ""me »*

had written rh':^'^f.^'tr"tr°r^ • •
He

-mest to be a pow^r'rpoS "'™.
Ko^"'' "T "

^<« made of me/ What sZZri'/ *** ""*"' «"~

^gant, harsh, dommeering, merciless, ,s his eZL
It
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had raason to term him, there most be something noble in
the man who had written like that. He was said to be a
kind, if not over-indulgent father to his two big gpng,
even then serving as privata soldiers in a well-known
regiment of Dragoon Guard*, and to be worshipped by
hia daughter, a feminine copy f himseU, if that oil-
portrait were anything like. . .

" Have you taken any food to-day ! . .
."

The interrogation brought P. C. Breagh'g head round.
A servant must have appeared, and gone, and oome againm answer to the be', summons. For on a dear corner of
an itagbn otherwise piled with official papers and pamphlets,
stood a tray, bearing glasses and a vast crystal jug of cream-
ing golden-hued nectar with miniature icebergs floating on
the surface; and several dishes of rolls, spUt, profusely
buttered, and lifted with something savoury, the sight and
scent of which awoke tender yeamingB within.
"Nol—I thought not. Drink this and eat some of

these sandwiches. I myseU have fasted longer than is
agreeable I"

And a huge goblet of the ice-cold creaming nectar was
handed to P. C. Breagh, who immediately realised that his
tongue and palate were dry as the sun-baked asphalt of
the landen.

" Pronit /" said his host, and drained his glass, adding,
as the guest duly responded according to the classic formula
and drank:" You are University-bred, I see ! What Alma
Mater had the preference? Sohwarz-Brettingan

!

Ah, they thought very badly of me there about the time of
the Luxembourg Garrison Question. N. irly all the little
foxes barked at me as I passed through. However, we are
now reconciled, and more than a thousand of the students
have applied to serve a« volunteers in this war,—there's
an item of interest for your paper [—though you have
Quixotically determined, you say, not to make use of any
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to my code, should bu^«T^ *'°°' " """n- acoording

~me of theae staffer hIT"" ^^"'""*- N°'' «»»

*t yon an example l-«nd?1 .T.?""***- ^"^ *« I
be able to deep^^V^nd™t^ T^^"" *<>"«
oat whenever anytWe^tbri^l'^T'*"''''^; '">'J

fluting appetite r " °»>t»inable, with un-

decanter was sinki„;JX J t,? '^"^ ^^* "^y^
•otW between theuZ7th.^'\^^ "^^ ^"^^ «
themiglowof,uns.tS*^;'':j^":'f»^^^^^
"ifdowB, the liquid iTitTf

*
^nf :?™''^''^^««*«"'

Come, let me fill „
"

,
^^ ^^ emerald.

. .

.

you about'ylLlr1Z.& """ *^- ^ -^-^-d
that ridiculous roTZor^^'S: '^"''^'^^ ^'-
to enable you to useyore^ *^ " "^° ^^'i™*"

tookt'Srm'arttrtJ^T^ "^^^^ ^^^' -'^
«^ed pair of feH l,^ "^^ * """" ""d peifeotly-

'eatherandmoit^tat^ r"'?" ^ bla^f^uJa

An^erioan Colt's mL"!!^^^^??'- °^ *be
inoreases weicht in ™, „ .*•

"""eued—a feature which
-uld beTsX "^d^^Ha:::*

"^"^ *° ^^-t-enessl
they will turn out ,^^^1^,7 ^^^

'

, One day
must wait for that. lam afraW W 1 barrel-but we
to the glasses, with atL. fl r

"* "* *''" ""* belonging

-^nd one thmTmo« T^ ^ ' '* ™""'' ^""^ ^^o^S
certain about itfuTumaL^i^Jr*'°"^'' ^ ''^ ^-
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The writiiig-t»ble stood in the middle of the room. He

moved to it with one of his long, heavy rtridee, sat down
—dipped quill in ink—and penned a few lines rapijdly,
glancing at the sunburnt, faeokled face as though to
ratresh his memory—holding up an imperious hand for
silenoe when the recipient of the field-glasses seemed about
to protest against the value of the gift.

" Your nationality ? — ' British.' Name, ' Patrick
Carolan Breagh—pronounced " Brack." • Your height ?—
Be very accurate. One half-inch too much or too little

might bring you into trouble of a serious kind. 'Five
feet ten '.. . you promise to be taller. Your age . . .

twenty-three last January. . . . Shoulders broad, got.u
muscular development. Your hair . . . reddish, is t

not ? . . . You have gray eyes with what the French
would call tacKu of yellow in them. Complexion fresh,
considerably freckled. Nose short and straight, ear^
small, teeth white and regular. Chin square and with a
cleft—weaklings have not such chins ! . .

."

He added a brief sentence to tho hastily-scrawled de-
scription, signed and blotted it, rose and came to P. C.
Breagh and thrust it in his hand.

" Do not thank me ! It is my passing whim to help you
—regard it in that light. As to this pass, safe-conduct or
whatever one may caU it—it may forward you or hinder
you. , . Potztmuend! I am a mere officer of Cuiras-
siers of the Landwehr—General by courtesy—aot Generalis-
simo

! . . . You, Bucher ! . . . What is there wanted
now ? . ..

."

Forascratch on the door-panel had been succeeded by the
flurried entrance of the little Councillor of Legation, breath-
ing hard, and red in the face. He gabbled in Spanish :

" Pardon, Your Excellency, that I enter without knock-
ing. But His Highness tho Crown Prince is coming
upstairs I . .

."
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^ the stateliest XSt^lal7 ""^T^ ^ «"'^
pJewant, manly voioe^d ' ^^ *" ^"^I*- «d »

to your private^tX. H a rif' *^ ?°" ^-
Sourd delivered the war J^nn*2.^^° °^ ''^•'*''««' ^^

The tall, b^a^° ht^'"'* ^° T* »°* lone i"

undress unifon„Ttr5it'Sr'^"'f' ^'^ *° »»>«

his cap in aoknowSS^t S°C B ^'f^'
^""'"'^^

Balutation. Then, asTote^Ll^" ^^'' "^'P^""!
Minister, the lean ZZ oSthT^f

^ '/*°"^ ^"^ '^'o

"pon P. C. B«a«h',^ ^ ^^ ^'^''^<" 'losed

the room; the ftinoe l^i^j ,
^. '^ P'"°ked from

oonple: * '*'^' S^'^'^ng after the queer

^y one ask who your young friend is V and got

having hadafewartToirnrLS^„r"«'I»''<'«««^
this being 80, he appH« ^ JT^T""^''"""^- And
peiwn m Hii Maw!?^^ •

"'"' "" **"> '«"* leisured

"pw^timeT " ^ d*>n^on.-for a moment oi^

some persons outside ?"
^^^ *P *""'' tronble-

The Minister returned, laughing:

™oaughtmeonmydooiBtftn-_.<.*i,
the badger .-*„d as he b^^^"^^f^

P^'^^^* -ylaid
lost, and which he, luokilvT, V^ »/«ooration I had
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Emperor's deolarstion of war in my hands about an hour
after the opening of Council in the Palace to-d^y."

Said the Prince: v

" Unhappy man ! driven to risk the loss of an Empire
that he may continue to rule a nation of enemies. One
oau hardly doubt the iarae—yet at what coat of lives shall

we not purchase victory !"

Bismarck 8>iid in harsh, metallio tones, bending his
brows upon the Prinoe who all the world knew loved
peace, and loathed the thought of the red months of strife

that were approaching:
" Your Royal Highness is aware that I look upon this

war as necessary, and that I should not have returned to
Varzin without giving in my resignation to His Majesty
had the issue Iteen other than what it is. . . . As for this

wBak-bacl«d Napoleon, this Pierrot stuffed with bran,—
who is kept in an upright attitude only by the slaps I deal
him on one cheek and the buffets the Monarchists and the
Revolutionists lend him on the other !—it will be better
for him to meet his end by a bullet or a sword-thrust on
the banks of the Rhine, than to be blown in pieoen by some
bomb in the streets of Paris, or to die of apoplexy in the bed-
room of some nymph of the theatie-coiitt«««« /"

He drew himself to his full height, and folding his power-
ful arms upon his breast, said, looking full at the Prince,
who had declined a seat and who was stsnding near the
window, his hair and beard glowing golden-red in the full

rays of the setting sun

:

" Your Royal Highness speaks of the effusion of blood.

I am of those who have drawn the sword in the service of

their King and country. I do not regard war from the
point of view of the man who stops at home. More than
this ! . . . His Majesty is not the only father who has a
son serving in our Army. ... I have two. Herbert and
Bill

"
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unity ^oS/Tb^irr'.^'^- YetifOennan

^BP«mtw«t«ih«„.der.jaw. Ha «Ud. laughing i„ hi.

Saw the Prinoe in hifl cordial way:

e^>r^°=.rh:;:iy-

when he received that wire Tt o-™ A ""* '"^"•

oJer^hereaditaloudXutach^oXl^tr "^
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The Uinirter «aid, itill nniliiig:

" My wife poors many oonfidenoe* of the domeetio eort
into Abeken'g bosom. She said to him daring the Gonctftn.
tional Conflict of '66 ...

' Bisnuiok oaiea leaUy nothing at
•11 about these stupid political matters. A cabbage well
grown, or a fir-tree well planted, mean more to him than
the Indemnity Bill.' Yet when the Bill passed she was
all-triumphant. And to-day she remarked to me: 'War
is horrible to me on principle. But it would be equally
horrible to me if yon said to me to-morrow: " AUis over !

vtdonot fight /..."' I made her angry by telling her
that one might parody in application to the mental atti-

tude of her sex the lines of the English Poet Laureate,
and :.'ay:

" Sar nwon rooted in onreMon (tood."

"When our Qerman women become too highly-edu-

cated," said the fair-haiied giant, " Love ^ ill take wing for

a land where the oultuie of the feminine intellect is still

unpopular. We males hold our supremacy on the very
insenure tenure of i carefully-inculcated belief that being
mDn, we must be wise I"

Said the Minister:

" There is a Pommeranian proverb bearing on that ques-
tion. ' In the houK what a gbrip of green hide hangs handy,
the wife will never know better than her old man r "

" Unless she happened to be the stronger of the two,
bodily as well as mentally, dear Count," the Prince re-

joined; "in which case the husband would be well advised
to accept the inferior place. For against brute-strength
and brains combined, there is no remedy but patience."

Biamarok retorted:

" Possibly—but what if the muscular brute with the
brains possesses a share of patience also ? There is nothing
like knowing how to wait—I assure Your Royal Highness !"

,
The Prince looked at the great figure topped by the stolid
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fm^"*;^ yt.^ «"'• "^O" «o««««ty « they p«ed

!r li^. i~^' °' **"* **^°^^ »t the hall-door and
Jtepped .nto hi. w.lti.>g carriage, he .aid to hiJaffl^;^^

"Alix wa. right. He ha. what he ha. waited and~hemedfor. To light thi. international rnCS,n^ewould have ventured down to fetch a bumingZ^d ^j!
pouied out before the fire mav Y» «Tfir.™,«i...j
know, but God alone!"

"^ ""^ »* «taiguMhed-«ow.

XXIX.

o?rSt <?! "?? -^ P"^"**" •'""^ •* tteoflicelof the Great General Staff. He deq»tohed the three-worf

fi„^Tfu^''"^y'"*'^y'^- Nothing wa. left to

or^i^I tr""'"*- N°*'"'P~kofru.tSth.S

Btet^

or bearing, not a drop of oil wa. clogged in any

Day. back the Head, of Departments had been recalled

^ a bnef telegram f„,m the Chief who knewIoH tft^iturn ,n .even language.. Now. while in BerJ « teve^r other city and town of I>ru«ia Proper, »d herWeven Province., palace., manaon. re.t«ur.nf« «^ T
beer.ga.don. and ^hnai^-cellarrwI^rC^th gild'r»ounded w^th the clinking of gla..e., and^e ^tS«to the grihng J„,y „ight. di«,„«ing anrrLi^^^^
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th»t •pedal lupplement of the North Otrmam (kmtU/—
which waa being diitributed gratuitoiuly by hundred* of
thoiuanda,—predioUng the next move of the Han of &on,
and the latest nwe of the Han of Paria,—conauniing tons of
sausage, caviar, pickled salmon, herrings in salad, and potted
tunny, with strawberries and other fruits and sweet dishes,
all washed down by floods of oooUng beer, or iced Moselle'
and champagne—the numberless huge barracks and other
military establishments displayed another kind of activity.
Here no outbursts of patriotic song and festivity checked

the rapid, organised, methodical souny of warlike prepara-
tion. Soldiers ran about like busy ants, purposeful and
unblundering. Long trains of Army Service oart« and
waggons streamed in at divers lofty gates, to emeige at
others after th« briefest interval, heavUy laden with Army
Stores, Army baggage. War-material of all kinds. Night
and day, huge Government factories and foundries dithered
and roared, filling up newly-made vacuums in those huge
magazines and storehouses which must always be kept full.
In the gloomy dominions of the Iron King, Heir Kruppi
that stout-loined Teuton who begat great guns instead of
tall sons, and had them godfathered by Prussian Royalty^
what forests of taU chimneys belched forth smoke, canopy-
ing begrimed and prosperous Westphalian towns, populated
by innumerable swarthy toilers in the gigantic iron and
steel foundries ! At Essen, where mountains of coal kias the
sooty skies, and heavy locomotives ceaselessly grind over
networks of shining steel rails, dragging strings of trucks,
oontainirig yet more fuel for the ever-hungry furnaces,—
within an impregnable rampart of solid masonry, he dwelt
in a Babytonian palace. The panting of innumerable
8t»am-power engines, the banging, moaning, crashing,
groaning, and grinding of forges, lathes, and pUning-
machines

; cutting, shaping, boring, and polishing machines

;

with the beating of siity-two steam-hammers, of all weights
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funded Uke » camion whenever it wm u«rf, and wmW
intorMt of the capital r^nk in it^made hi. concert by d«-and by night wrved for hi, serenade and luJlaby. He mad^Uw, for the control of hi, grimy .ubjecte, th^sZeT^
ten thou,ar.J hand,-and enforced them by the aid of hLown police and magistrate.. With orde^ in com^e^execution for Turkey, China, Egypt. Rn«,ia, and sTn he

Z.^ X"^ ^f'^ ''«'"y «-"- ^ weekT'tL
different artillery depot, of hi. Fathered. Hi, ,ted

»urpa«,ed even Be«emer',. Yet he wa, not a co^Sorpurse-pi^udman. By the chief entrance of the bS^
1^^J":^^'IS^ *• ""^ «»t-bl.ckenedC
SiltJTlnH T ^7"^ ^PP '"^ '•'^•^ ^tt

powerful Iron King had honour from hi, over-Iord.

of^rrir *"*** *.'"' '"•"-o«'«^ «>"«"* at the headquarter,rf the different Army Corp., when the withered fing^
f^Jlv f i^f "P°" ** •""**»"' '^'J the spaA ofelectnciy leaped along a thon«tnd wire., carryinTwith it

n.r.S'3e":b'- u
"°'*'''' -thois^TheT^

new, and made the world dt up.

ftS!-^*''^'"''^
'"^° *** ^«««^«' '"'n of the TwelveP«)v.nce.^who«s .ummon. for araembly lay readv iT fh!Undwehr oiBce of every city, town, viCoTZZt"treaming in at the district depot., bri^;„ each L^^ment up to war-str^gth (neTy doub^^'n^mbei^ •„

tmie of peace). Mobilisation was no foreign wordTo^em

SCin" ir^
""" '•"^•'* *" field-la'bourer h^dre'getting in fhe harvest, and when f?chute, the bank-cWk
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•ad Kunx, Um chemitt't Mtiitont, had got thdr Mmml
utnmn hoUday, Schmidt, Lohulta, and Kuni were a«oiM-
tomed to perform a Reriea of oarvfuUy-rehnaned phyrioal
exeroUe* ending in manotuviea, and a lafe if inglorious
return to the domestic hearth.

Schmidt, Sohulte, and Kun» were only remarkable by
their unlikeneM to each other—Schmidt being the brown,
uncouth, and unihavm husband of a stout wife and
numerous tow-headed babes. Schulta was more reoenUy
married to a young lady remotely connected on the maternal
side with a family possessing the right to inscribe the aristo-
oratio prefix " von " before its surname. The couple lived
frugaUy on Herr Sohnlta's salary of thirty pounds a year,
somewLere upon the outskirts of the select quarter of the
country to4m (fcme four miles distant from Schmidt's native
village)—while Kuna, the graduate of a University, and
author of a text-book of Analytical Chemistry, sold impar-
tiaUy to both, squills, rhubarb-tincture, and porous plasters
over the coimter of his employer's shop.
Served by the Burgomaster's clerk, or a wooden-faced

orderly-corporal, with the compelling bit of paper. Schmidt,
Sohulti, and Kuni, having taken farewell embraces of their
nearest and dearest, would sling over their shoulders canvas
wallets containing a lump of sausage, a shirt or so. a huge
chunk of bead, white or Waok. with a bottle containing
wine or schnaps, and stowing next their skins leathe punee
containing a few coins, and a parchment volume resembling
the English soldier's "small l^k," would hiwten by rail
or road in the direction of thrar regiment : rendeivous,
towards which bourne the Reserve contingent of other
towns, villages, and hamlets would also betake themselves,
imtil the roads were blackened with their tramping bodied
and the trains would be packed choke-fuU. Arrived at
Headquarters, batch after batch,—subsequently to a brief
but exhaustive medical overhauling—would be despatched
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to the •neiui, wh„, .tUohJng theiwelye, to . t»™..„j

an.w»r«g to the twiakli.^ of . Teut^^^^ '" "'""*'""«

booto verv rrZ^^TT^' "«* • P^ of mid-leg-hjgh«w>», very roomy and stronff InnH« »».. i, ^ ^^

top. With theSSo"oU "^Ub! '? "^ ' •"- 'I^-
and bearimr a man-* „r,^! ""t'''*'' •'"'W «>"nd the neck,

comb, and shavin.-Zl ?_J°*:
.''*^ "P"""' ^^^e- fork,

I shaving-glass; and i top imagins a galyamsed
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iion pot, nolding about three quarts, with a tight-fitting

cover which .became, at need, a frying-pan. Arm with a
strong waistbelt-sword about fifteen inches lon^, an on-
burnished needle-gun, heavily grease-coated, and Schmidt,
Schultz, and Kunz, having hung their civilian garments on
the hooks that emt supported the martial panoply, tugged
at a final buckle-strap, wheeled and passed out, trans-

formed, by yet another door.

Always the three had known that an hour would come
when these familiar exercises would not end with half-a-

dozen exceedingly strenuous field-days, and a return,—on
the part of Schmidt and Schultz,—to the arms of their

respective wives. Schmidt, on whose breast shone the

war-medal of '66, and who must now be addressed as
'
' Herr

Sergeant " by his social superiors, seemed not to mind at

all, though he swore at his boots, quite unjustly, for

pinching. But the bank-clerk's espousals were too recent,

and his first experience of paternity few near at hand,
for any display of hardihood, while Herr Kunz was but
newly-betrothed to the apothecary's daughter Mina, and
could not forget how the tears had rolled out of her large

blue eyes at the prospect of pturting with her beloved

Carl.

Therefore, although the mouths of the trio w«re, when
not professionally shut, busily engaged in bellovring " Die

Wacht Am Rhein," " Ich Bin Ein Pretuse," and other

patriotic songs, or sending up deafening " Hochs " for the

King, the Crown Prince, Prince Friedrioh Karl, " Our
Moltke," and another public perdonage recently very much
elevated in the popular esteem,—the mental visions of at

least two of them were occupied with prophetic visions in

which blue-eyed sweethearts pined and f-ded away out of

grief for absent betrotheds, and young wives wept over

empty cradles until they too expired, with filtering mes
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'-usband ao far diBtant on their dying
sogeg of love for t)

lips. . . .

iima Who thus addressed would jerk out

:

Oh, nothing, nothing, Herr Sergeant, truly nothinB at

telegraphic communication with Berlin. MeanwhiUrrlr

When these hardy veteran battalions, formedfnt^diS
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Prtusia contributed some 662,2M acton of small parte

to the said drama, not counting the leading men, start of

the war-theatre, who supported the heavier riUa. And
Bavaria, Wiirtemburg, and Baden contributed their con-

tingents, bringing up the strength of the cast to 780,923
performers. The equine actors numbered 213,169.

The vast machine worked wonderfully. It is interesting

to know that the German Staff maps of France shoved
recently-made roads which in July, 1870, had not been
marked upon any map issued by the Imperial War OfiSce

at Paris, and that within three days from that three-

word signal-wire of Moltke's, military trains full of men,
guns, horses, ammunition, and proviant, began to run at

the rate of forty per day, from north, eaat, and south,

towards the narrow frontier between Strasboiu-g and
Luxembourg.

"For God and Fatherland I" and "Watch well the

Rhine I" said the miniature banners carried by tjiousands of

people. You could see them fluttering from crowded roofs

and packed windows, and variegating the sidewalks of

thoroughfares below, as regiment after regiment marched
to the station, in shining rivers of pickdhavbes and bayonets,

or Dragoon heuuets. Hussar busbies, and Uhlan schapkas,
flowing between upheaped banks of waving women and
cheering men.

Speedily, in response to communications addressed by
the Crown Prince to the South German sovereigns, notifying

these potentates of his appointment as Commander-in-
Chief uf their armies, came replies expressing satisfaction

of different shades and qualities, 'fhe Grand Duke of

Baden's bubbled with joy, and expressed the determination

of his troops to gain their Boyal Commander's confidence

by fidelity and bravery. The King of Wiirtemburg
rejoiced likewise, but in cooler terms, " in onr German
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King of Bavaria t^l^pW^i";^"'^"- ™e

veyed no mor/waHnthtTwai felt
"""«^ '"^''' "-

Had not Count^^\^T^^ ^^^
«--«.

more or lees oompellinff Bi«L i° fu ,*" d°«"menf«,

sorawlii^ hand f &w' r!^ ,,**'f
y°"*"'^ monareh's

expended million of ^ZnVl ^.^^""^ unifornu^

fountains of white teefand r^ '^^**^ '"""P*' P"»>««

ouiraaaed and armed uchof^n 1 '" ""^ ^^"^a,

and-whiteandZa^dS'^oSL'^-'l^'if °' '"•^^•

Shein " as though he hk^Ttti' i ^ ? *•"* '^'^ ^"^
and certainly en!oyS thel, u""'

^""^"^ ^^ abhom>d),

hia -MeeuSShi'rorrjsr '^'^"'^

anoem the character of a ™.„ of actiS*
'""' ""* 'PP^""

0eran'r^.SX\r4lern--*^e«outh
Wilhelm-^ne ha« heard aZlIT *°"*^ *° O'^^'

the di8ability-^d^^^„"t T*^ ^ °"'"»"°" "^

over chiefco^d "*" '"^ despatched to take

inflame the gumbouT^h^ Jr'i';-*
""* «-«• to'

that were daUy to reach him ^Tlt
'^''^'~^^^ accounts

cousin of PruL^ Cked^lt
^"''''^ °' *^» ""'rtial

drew the hood of ^stTni^l^"^"" "" "" "ood. He

20
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iron were his bugbears, and yet thev miglit have been his
tonics too. They might have staved off the black hound of
Destiny, already baying at his heels, and saved him from
vicious decadence, ultimate madness, and a strange and
sordid end.

And yet, how did his chivalrous cousin die, at the
meridian of robust manhood, under the newly-imposed
weight of an Imperial Crown ? Not the swift, soldierly
death that is given by the bullet of a chassepotr—the pro-
jectile from a mitrailleuse—the flying fragment of an
exploding shrapnel^flhell—but a straw-death, a bed-death,
such as angry seers and cursing Valkyrs of Scandinavian
legend, foretold as the speedy punishment of warriors who
had broken ff^ith, and tarnished by false oaths the bright-
ness of their honour.

But no shadow of the grim fate that was to befall him
darkened those brave blue eyes at this period. Labouring
nighc and day at the mobilisation of his Third Army, in
concert with his Chief of Staff, Von Blumenthal, he was
buoyantly happy, d?«nite his hatred of the shedding of
blood and his undisguised compassion for the conjectured
plight of the Man on the Seine.

With whom Britannia at first expressed a sympathy not
at all restrained or guarded, and for the success of whose
arms she was opmly eager, until, towards the close of this
momentous month of July, 1870, the text of a brief but
pithy diplomatic document, penned in precise and elegant
French, and dated a few years previously—made its appear-
ance in the columns of the Timet.
The movements of the opposing forces camped on the

banks of the Meuse and the Saar lost interest for the public
eye in perusal of this rough memorandum of a proposed
treaty between the Third Napoleon and the King of
Prussia, scrawled in Count Benedetti's flowing Italian
hand.
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out. You reoaU the ^t> ofX2;^'' '^V"*
*° J""?

attempt, to aeixe . c^2i p^ "^IT °L"T^°^"*

In return, Prua«i» was to^tot t^ W "°"^'"°«-

reflections damacinff to th« w ^*"'"' and drew

drawn up by Benedel^TsL^So^'^preserve ao explosive a docuS^Tw^^ . it^never to be drawn out and supplied ^l 73 .

"*

y~ 1870, Emud. who m •« i^ ^,^ ^^



npliiai: '"; J*'^

ao8 THE MAN OF IRON

blood and troasore Uvishly to aid him, leoeiTing this plain

proof of tiMchery, stood sorrowfully back and.sawhim
rash upon his fate. Sick aud desperato, madly hurling

his magnificHit Army hither and thither upon the arena,

a Generalissimo out-generalled bo!ore the War was a week
old.

He had made France his mistress and his slave, and now
her fettors were to be hacked ajMui; by the merciless sword

of the invader. Through losses, privations, and humilia-

tions; through an ordeal of suffering unparalleled in the

world's history; through an orgie of vice and an era of

infidelity—through fresh oceans of blood, shed from the

veins of her bravest, she was to pass before she found

herself and QOD again.

Meanwhile, North, East, Southand West, prevailed a great

swarming scurry of military preparation, the tunes of the
" WadU Am Shein " and "HeU Dir Im Siegtrkram " clash-

ing with " Partant Pour La Syrie " and the " ManeiUaitt";

and the solemn strains of masses rising up together with

Lutheran litanies, as two great nations strove to convince

Divine Omnipotence that Oodlin deserved to whip, and

not Short.

Strange ! that Christian men, who frankly confess them-

selves to be sinners, worms, and dust-grains before the

supreme Majesty of the Creator, should be sc prone to offer

Him advice.

XXX.

Thb lovely lady whose lace parasol P. C. Breagfa had picked

up at the bottom of the Prussian Chancellor's staircase, was

driven, by the tipsy-faced Jehu of a debilitated hack-cab,

to a semi-fashionable hotel situated in a gravelled courtyard

facing towards the Linden. The bureau-manager looked
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out of his glMs-cMe 0. ahe swept her mtling draperies oTer

to the pa' --faced ledger-clerk at hja side-

rhl-tt'r'T*'"^"
'""" *''• ^"" "^ *f<"'" »"<J Stettig.

Ld dJLeS!" '

'

'^^ '""^""* '~ P'^""*' P""*^*^

The clerk asaented with a nod of the double-barrelled
order and reaching an envelope from a numbered pigeon-
hole offered it for the inspection of hia auperfor

Baroness von Valverden," sniffed the bureau-manager
and in hia turn reached a aquat red Almanach de G^thafrom the top of a pile of ledgers, and ruffled the leaves withan mdustnoiia thumb. •

" It ia aa I thought—there is no Baroness von Valverden
Baron Ernst von Sch6n-Valverden is a minor and a
baohdor, pnvate ia the_th Regiment of Pot«dam Infantry
of the Guard. This must be the Frenchwoman 1 have heard
Of cs maed up in the scandal connected with the death of
Baron Maiimilian at SohSnfeld in the Altenwald some years
ago. He left Madame a lapful of thalers-I suppose she1« played ,ia« with the money. Not that that matter.
If the hook-nosed, long-haired Slav she has got with her
upstairs has the cash to settle with us I But if not "
The manager's tone was ominous. The clerk scratched

hiB nose with the feather-end of his pen, and said ad-
miringly:

"If not, the Herr Bureau-Director will give orders toaetam their valises and trunks ?"
The bureau-manager smiled, and said, jerking his chin

at^ another envelope reposing in the numbered pigeon-

" Send that up at once and let them know we will stand
no nonseiue. Keep Muller and Stettig's back for the
present. Undoretand f

"
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And the olerk nodded again, and niustled down a tube,
and evoked from regions bek)W a braos-buttoned, gilt-

braided functionary, to whom he entrusted the missive
indicated, which bore the monogram of the hotel-company,
and indeed contained their bill.

It was handed to Madame by the taass-biittoned func-
tionary just as she reached the ante-room of her seoond-floor
suite ol apartments. She took it from the salver, and said
without looking at it:

" Presently !"

The functionary gave a peremptory vwbal message. She
repeated:

" Presently,, sir, presently. ... At this moment I am
exceedingly fatigued I"

The brass-buttoned functionary begged to remind the
gracious lady of similar excuses previously received by the
management. At this she turned upon him the battciy of
her magnificent eyes. Always economical of her forces, she
had removed her torn tulle veil during the cab-drive, and
with a delicate powder-pufi drawn from a jewelled case
dependant from her golden eMUIaine, removed faom her
lovely face all traces of emotion. Only a spiteful woman
would have called her thirty-five And the functionary
was a man, despite his brass buttons and gilt braiding.
When she smiled, he caved in, bowed, and left her. But
he did not forget to leave the bill.

She bad it in her hand as she entered the drawing-room
of the suite of apartments, one of those impossibly-shaxMtd,
fantastically-uncomfortable salons, possessing a multi-
plicity of doors ana windows, upholstered with rose-satin,

and crusted with ormolu, such as are only seen in foreign
hotels and upon the stage. Despite the sultry heat of the
July weather the windows were shut, their Venetian blinds
lowered, aud their thick lace curtains drawn over these,
.^nd in a rose-coloured arm-chair, with twisted golden legs
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the npe outhne. of her yoluptuoua forToonc^Tt.

She looked in dlonce .t the tr»velling-c.p, not at ita

rSiL-^rArs-^'h^j^^^ ?-^-
"

''»onott.k. toft! Pray keep it on I"
Thanki,!" He uttered the word laooniciJly drooninir

Lr. ;

"8"'" '"'^«'' suggestive of the labour of aS
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.of ShkliDMieier or Sennacherib. Bren the oonioal he*d-
dre«» WM reproduced by the modem o»p with iM-^ecee,
and turned-up border; and the deep yellowish-white oi

the alabaster in which the ancient sculptor wrought his

bas-relief was reproduced in thick, smooth, unblemished
skin.

Hai isome as he undoubtedly was in his exotic. Oriental
style, eyen in spite of influenza, Madame contemplated him
with ill-concealed distaste. To a woman who loves, what
matters the temporary thickening of the beloved object's

profile, even when accompanied by attacks of sneezing and
a nmning at the nose and eyes t She can wait the day when
his voice will clear, and his leading feature will regain its

forme' beauty. That is, as long as she continues to

love.

The passion of this man and this woman had in its brief

time burned high and fiercely. So does a fire o£ paper or

straw. Now Passion lay dying, and Satiety and Weariness
were tl.e only watchers by the deaih-bed. Every twenty-
four hours that passed over the heads of the couple

brought nearer the hour when these would give place to

Hatred and Dislike. And meanwhile both were infinitely

hipped.

" Every window. . . . Every curtain. . . . Must we,

then, asphyxiate ? . .
." At the end of her patience, she

made an angry gesture as though to loosen the riband of

mauve velvet that held a diamond locket at the base of her

round 'white throat, bit her full lip—and let her hand drop
idly into her silken lap again.

Her companion stretched out a pair of muscular, but
shortish legs, encased in dark green trousers with braided

side-stripes, and looked with interest at his patent

boots. Then he answered, speaking with a drawling,

nasal accent:

"Unless M. de Bismarck has supplied you with the
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Buy bj, tut the «uwer to your quwtion .hould be

h«tZ?T*^ '^* •" q»-Uoned, „d -id, drooping

ofhiT
'"W"«W"» oy" inder the hud blwk »t«^

you rrf^*^»w'^"
to .peek in . lowered tone, whenyou refer to-that per«,n.ge. One doe. not trifle withhim—here or elaewhere I"

. 1^*,
Poa^erwian bear," «dd her oompanJon, pouting

n<S.LT '" ^' ""* •'"^'""K gingerly at Wb rj^den^
nt»tnl. with a voluminou. cambric handkerchief exhaling

Atoo a hug. m which faende of mine have .tifled. But theywere mien-and yon are an encUnting woman I" Hewmoyed lus cap and bowed; reauming: " Beaide. you went
to M. le Mimstre with a trump in your hand-a littleQueen of Diamonds, freeh a« a rosebud V^^ZT i I
her, may I ask f"

'
""^ " * ""«°"°- «•« you played

anf.^°iLrt'"°? ^. J«^dkerchief,o«ne over to her

attention to the disproportion between hi. huge torso and
Imtoo-shortlegs. He held his furred capupo^CrtJ-^h«.d aid with the other stroked his^wavedTeT^
beard. The rasping sound made by his heavily-rimred
fingers as they passed through the thick, crisp hai«S2hef to anguish. Yet not so long ago ii had thrilleTh^r tosensuous ecstasy.

«"'"<« uei to

" I played the girl-and I have lost !" Almost againsther wilJ a cry broke from her. " My God I what th^Te
fTrmInT

"^^^ '
^^"^ '"""^'^''tio— womenXe

hai^ an^
'°^«d,my Adelaide." said he of the Assyrian

ZS^.'^^^V^^'^ " ' "^^ * "^o-We row of Seth
80 perfect that they struck tho imagination as being c«^ed



su THB MAN OF lEON
out of two toUd ovTM ol ivory^" tlwt yon wm pUyJng
for your own «lT«nt.g«_*Ten whm yon pUyad my
g»me. Did M. le Comte menUon me at any point of tlM

SheitartedattheanespeotedqaMtion. H«r roio« ihook
a little in the reply.

" He said that he had heard—that M. de Strac had lately
virited Berlin. That hia agenta would teU him. W
course I"

" He said nothing of—a flying visit of min* to Sia-
maringen f

"

°

She answered haatil":

" I think not. No I—I am quite certain he did not."
" No T" ,

Strae sniffed and whipped out his handkerchref
grnmbling:

'

" Yet the purport of my mission to that South German
oroVs-nest was known to him—here in Berlin—I can prove
it I—by nightfaU of the day I interviewed th« "-inoe."
He added, trumpeting in his handkerchief, '

^.i oonrae,
M. Bismarck has spies everywhere. But aU the same it
was quick work I"

Her face was immovable. No guilty flush stained ;ti
8m9oth ivory surface. Only the Unes about her scarlet
mouth sharpened, that was all.

StraK went on, peevishly, etroWng to the fireplace, and
leaning an elbow on the comer of the mantelshelf.

" I suppose they call that princely hospitality—to send
a man who has traveUed night and day, and was decanted
out of a crazy railway-stetion dmmihke at the door of their
confounded Siammeehlau at five o'ckxsk in the momii)-—
to an inn !" '

She said in a velvet tone of amorous insinuation, and with
a glance of sleepy fire:

" To an inn where Love lay waiting I . .
."
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"TVuly," h, ^nJttod. "but how WW. they to know

*niT^ng fct,m P»n.-you coming from Berlin J B-ide^

-^»Th K '"T" i""™ °° *••• »"»''• "' tk. Danube !

r.^^V^'^ T ^uT'*'"*''' ^ *^ y°» »»>•» I 'Pit upon"I grind it under the heel of my boot I"
"I^niii

JlL°°'*"!!l'^*^J^"'
'"'««* " '« demonetrated bynetting on the hearthrug. She «id, meeting his ang«bl^k .tare with eye. that w« of the oolol of U^

"The Prince cannot hare regretted hi. omimion i»~>com^odate you with an apartZnt, when ii^^Z>Xmewage wm made known to him |"
^P«w>r

He demanded:

Were either of the old man's sons in danger peSlv

She returned, now Bushed and breathing deeply

tiJL Whe r
''^'*' '* "^ "-"«'"-• «- -

She ro«e. Straz said, going over to h«, taking both herbands, kisdng them and replacing her in her oZ
Compose younelf. Let me understand tho attitude

nntU I had learned from you, that through 4e lam«nt^Count Valverden. you were BufflcientlyTq^mSTS
M. de Bismarck to obt«n an interview diri^»It 2tyou should seek <^e. WeU. you did', and itT ti^^^PU«. You told him of the little episode I witne«^m January-on the d,y of th« ftn^ToTvictor NcTft
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NeuiUy. MoiMMgneur th« Prinoe Imperi.! wm riding
Witt h,, governor ami e«»rt-the Avenue ci the. Chimp,
Elysie. was blocked by troop.. A oharmiig girl th«wM. Lulu a bunoh of violeto-made a little soene of loyalty•nd enthuaiaam in oontrart with the unamiable attitude
of the crowd «.«anbled. An equeny dismounted «,dgave the flower, to Momwigneor. He carried them withhim as he galloped towards the Boi.de Boulogne. Noftine
of importanoe in that, periiaps, had he not afterwards^
for the equerty who had picked up the flower., and saidtohm., blushing, 'Pray teB^„^^^,. g,, .^yj^
a master of phrase, as M. de Bismarck could harfly have
undervalued the querti<m from the heir to an Empire
takwi m combination with the Mush. Or diwiounted

brought him the infonnation that the charming uiinownw« the daughtOT and only child of a certain gallant
Colonel commandmg the 777tii Regiment of mounted
^««>»» of the Imp«ial Guard-at that moment quar-
tered at VersaiUc-Mon^igneur mid, with another blush
a. mgenuous as the first, ' I am glad she is the daughter of
so brave a^ldier I Posribly I may meet her one of these

fc ^. ^.^ *"''' *^* •*" baptismal name was ' JuMette

'

he blushed once more, and wrote it down.-together with

d^"ZT K*
'
fT^f,'°«»

«ddre«,-in a htUe memoran-
dum-book he habituaUy carries. ... And there, my
•xquuate Adelaid.^if your m«rativc style did credit tomy tpaching, the intrnst of M. de Bismarck should have
been engaged."

She lowered her chin and drooped her sombre eyeUds, and
said with curhng lip.:

" It wa.. He took out his watch, aM told me: '
I can

hear you for three minute, longer! Has the Prinoe
Impenal-with the disinterested asnstance of those about
him, altered that powiWlity into a certainty?' I explained
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of violets bei^ ^, jz'z^rtSTtifrrof paper attached f« ti,« *
^'"^ iniervaJs, with a slip

writ^in « ^Soi-S^'S'lTd" "^"' "^ •-'

" And then 1 . . "

•n «vA,«e for the p^nt I Wm f P'»^ «>« P^ of

candour and innocei^Tt^W .1, I
'^^ ^^^ **'««' »*« of

poor .tripling J ^fIT *"^ 8°t ^^' el'''^ on that

Sec^tSe^o^l^tutyTer'S* ^Z *\' '^"'
out of her design, whate'^iJl^t ^"5^°;*^

r^
heads together like thn i»~*i, • .

-Are we to lay our

op«a.rseph.i^2;s;^:^-^t;;L*i°' ''*''"''

it-whioh was^' Jrr^J°°'^'^°y*^'"'«J»»'owrf
" I !»»« ,m " T^ °^ judgment on your part i"

pioions weiHnT^'t^^S^, ^* ^'"'fJ' ""'t hi. «is-

of ancient family^d S^h^w °* ^', """'^'"'^^
«d Wghly-educaS^STS^ r^'^V''""''"*-'''^-~«t living i^Utive ofher^L ^\, 'f« '•*

for the fact. I added thJZ • . '
^" '''® *<> ^o^ch

Monseigneur til^^c^^htunrntt'^''^'^J" '''" "^
been known to lookJTT , ^ "* ""ment had never
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develop hi. mind and mould hi. oWaoter. Somehow in

De Bayard.' «xcl«medM.deBi«m«ck. 'Sj>I ?^ are

tlT- k'k*^'':/^^*'*
Heaven 1-the intolerable to^ Jwhich he uttered the word. I Only the mo.t abandoned ofher sex could have supported the insulting irony of the lookaccompanying them. Choking, I took^y leave. Heaccompanied me to the staircase, with a false ^pearanceof courtesy. A. I turned to descend, he hurled^W

zt °','^',N''«'-' ^ -t ^ me toi:p^ rsentences !-^d yet. I must have them written in^notCmemory
. . He twitted me with my nationality beforeh« secretary and servante. He likened me to a mytWlopcal character with an unpronounceable name He

devote her only daughter to Venus Something-Or-iMier
. . . Next to my husband. I detest that man I"

Straz had been pulling at his moist r«i nnderKp as she

^^fi^* KMf"'^' ^ ." *^y °* '•«•' '^ resentment,

N^^ by a,e n«e,«ty of speaking in a lowered toneNow he drareed the feature out a. though it had been made

bull s shoulders and getting up:
-ee-^ "«

"Youareawomanandheis-B&mMokl Ho does notfor the moment want the war* you desire to sell him. Itwjmhke him-the diplomat who could enoourage MBe^tt. to lay before him lie Emperor's prr^e,^JLm vm*ng-_and ook ,t away for use at a future opportunity-not to be wilhng to secure an adv«it«g^ph^ced befoiehun with oleamees and skiU-Jn the newly-awakened fancy
of a schoolboy who. if he liv«e. will be an Emperor-for aohammg and mnooeut young girl !" He pronounced thesew»ds as though they were smeared with something sweetand 1US0.OUS. hcbng his lips genUy. and rolling Ws dead
btaok eyes » ««.ual enjoyment. " As regards your hus-
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** you aak ?" 4^»i -J J ""*>"»/ man ?

me f Should iZtWWaSlf* °?* ""»« *» 'li^o««

the miy f

"

•"uoutai prejudices had not blocked

thick white finge™ .-

^' '"'* ^«*P^ ** between hie

"Sentimental, why sentimental? t^
'» credit for sufficienT^St^rL^l^" ""^r" ^''

iom ? The desire to beX«l^ '^ '"« °^« ridicn-

him that?" **"'^''°e'^-yo"w?il not even allow

q
" '^^ *="^' -«^«liP -d answered, breathing

o^lVZi:ZT{t^^TT^ "'^valrou^
titter silently, screi^iir^tl

^"^ Stn« commenced tom his shou^'ers'aT^:^^^^^t "^ "^"^ ""'^ «""*-
on his chert. •• An ideTL ™ t "?' *^°^ """ ^'^ed
-doing. ^t^^z^^r^z'^T^'^'"^
•t this distance of timeI^ .^ h«f 1.

"* h-vesaid-
«»« ««!«ffe <Ae initZVr^i. ^^ *^ preaching: '/

"Hie wocds oanui nnt i^ u

Mnowed ads-
"' ""^Mdenng her through

jhi'STeiri^^^iTrir'-. ^-"'^-"^-
how it is she knew thaitwl^ ^ ""*=•* *« l«^t him,
-tual friend may?.::'eXrS'"Lt"'°'"^«^m wme letter of his, m^T^ r 1 ,P^

•** "^^ t^^**



f^. Mm.

S90

detwt him I

THE HAN OF IBON

I bitterly if her paiuon for him wen afaaolutdy
extinguished. She is even jeabna when one speeks of
their daughter, whom he worahipa I will play her on
this string—it may be useful, who knows ?"

Aloud he said:

"Detest your husband, dear friend, if it affords yon
entertainment. Probably he deserves it. though women I
have met who knew him. vowed him un crime d'honme,
worthy of the name he bears." He smiled in his beard,
hearing her foot tap upon the shi7<ing parquet, and went
on. "Men have praised his gallantry and his dis-

interestedness "

" ' Disinterestedness I' " she mocked. " Truly—to the
point of faijatioism he is disinterested. Have we not to
thank that oharaoteristio for the ruin of our plans ?"

SaidStrai:
" A little more subtlety upon the part of your soliciton,

and you might have found M. le Colonel less obstinately
inclined to discourage the idea of a reconciliation. To have
entrusted a portrait to the hands of the lawyers would have
been an excellent move. Once convinced that the thirteen

or fourteen yean that have elapsed since you—^parted

have increased rather than diminished the beauty that
once he worshipped—and I fancy de Bayard would have
accepted your terms I"

He sniggered, and waited as the violet shadows about her
brilliant eyes deepened, and she breathed more quickly.

Then-he went on:

" They were generous—I allude to the conditions. Ninety
men out of a hundred would have accepted them. For
what has de Bayard to condone that others have not winked
at ? You were a mere girl, weary of separation from a

husband who doubtleas consoled himself after his o\t^

fashion, for his detention in the Crimea. Bored to despera-

tion—condemneoi to spend your days in the care of a child,
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Uv. done precisely « youId r " ^""^ ^'^'^

•nd the heavy Bn^f itS^i *""«:, r"" ^'"*
ey«« ooMidewd him between^r '^•-"olonred

-vouredhi.worcTaileS^tfZn^'^"'^- «*"

«P- And the q„.^ti^Ti^Z °?" ^fe^tly-olo^Ki

reoklewneJ^^^ttn '»"»"»%. *nd pride »nd
they .« .u-s^u;::*^erviiht"<? «js!r'^

"

poisonoiw snake.
«uviau»iity of a tigres,, or a

" You speak of weariness m i«,~j

C.trit:j:^.~tf3rt--

burning ey^th,:^-^;^^ -*-"««. '-king ..th

ft»«d2>ie./-howshe^tt. Lrt*^'*'' " "
"

hat,^hat«H-hate theml~^7Ll ^'^
T** "«

m^tf also, most bitterly of il'^
««*.... Pe^h.^,

We have a curious nroverh in ..
mented Straz, with his sS^ •- 7^"°""*^' "<»"-

'^«M has no bottom w^T^n ' ^'^ ""^ S^ a

She said, with undisguised scorn:

--u....b«iie^-te:s^/-,::^--^
SI
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•wtt«f>«n4au> wMm to aeq^laila my hutboitd uiiih my good
qwtUtiu.tht wiU miU Oem teilh the plumt fimn tigmWt
head, on the paper that tompptd a tmUerfig't tgg, wAmi the
hat bought her ink at the ahop ahart they tdl tune I"
Adelude continued, ignoring the laboured wittidam:
" In the letter of farewell that I wrote to de fiayatd I

••id ' Tomr mother wiU eontok yo», I hate no doubt/' . . .

How often 1 have imagined I oould hear her tjtlUng ^j
him He would weep on her kneee, like a Bohoolboy.
She wouH lead him to look at the child, asleep in ita oot by
thesideof herbed.andteUhim, 'A)iio*/eor/ She uiU
rtot be Uie her mother/ She wiU grow iip candid aitd dieereet
and virtmnu/' Everything that Adelaide waa not, you
nndemtand, ... Ha, ha, ha I Absurd oUoreatue I Were
she not dead, I should detest her still

!"

Straz mentally commented:
" The daughter has inherited the hatred, unleca I am

mistaken." Aloud he said:

"Hie projAocy, if made, ha* not been fuMlled, my
Adelaide MademoiseUe. if inferior to her mother in
splendour of beauty, certainly has been dowraed with her
elegance and charm." Ho bunched the fingera-of his right
hand, kissed them, and launched the kiss, oonjeoturaUy, in
the direction of Paris. " A pooket edition of Psyche before
that Uttle affair with Cupid! Anmjewell AcWotype,
give you my word \"

The daintily-shod foot had beatmi time, as Strac enlarged
upon- the theme of Juliette's perfectionB, to what might
have been the tune of a tarantella: now it ceased. She
laughed in the Roumanian's face, and cried, stiU laughing:
"A child

! . . . A schoolgirl—who has seen no more of
the world than the pearl in the oyster I AU this is too
tunny—jitw yov my word /"

Said Straz, lolling his head against the chair-back and
licking his red lips eattishly:
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" ' Or an Empire I'

"

My friend, whether your neul h« w.i;*k ,=._ .

Said Stras:

» Ttnce he barely recognised •

^a, mother murt hare prayed h« Saint, for thi.,"a^»•». that I ahoDld alwa<^B fkil in *i,.
triumph seemed most Z^" l^fZ^Z^^f«

letter terl^"! tii^^^^, ""^^* -'-* "^

She had forgotten Stra... A« «^ ,,aing but her ow.
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friwtratcd unbitioiu, aiid the de«d bod>- of the nwn whow
•nioide had robbed her of a title, and the Urbtg husband
wfaoae stem rejection of her orerture* had left her for ever
ontaide the social pale. . . ,

"Do I not know the man heist ^th another it would
have been so easy. He would hare granted an interviews—I
would have been suppliant and humble/—I would have told
my tale in such a voice ! . . . Tou wart away. ... 7
wot young and inexpmeneed. . . . I fooUMy yieUtd to
the pviuationt of another. . . . One* I had ht Valverden
kite me I fdt mytelj tmirehed for tvtr. I fled with him
because I dared not meet your eyei /"

Strai sniggered. She went on, not hearing him. . . .

" He would have taken me to his heart again. Once
reinstated there I would have regained the entrU to Society.
For a woman who has lived within the pale—even if she
finds it better fun outside—it is hideous to be dMaeih.
A few triumphs,—a Uttle intriguing—wad I should have
been received at Court For the Emperor is above aU
a man of the world; and the Empress loves to surround
herself with beautiful and witty women. With gifts,
talents, ohann like mine, I should have carried all before
me !—I should have reigned—I should have drunk the wine
of Sncoess from a goblet of diamond."
"Without doubt," agreed Stras, "had M. le Colonel

consented to receive you. Yet I contend, his refusal is a
hopeful sign, if it means that he is afraid."

She winced as though he had thrust a knife in her side,
and cried out:

" Afraid I You do not know him No I—I tell you,
that it is to him as though I had never existed. ... Did
we meet, he would look me in the face—pass me by without
the twitch of a muscle—without the flicker of a glance
But you have shown me how I may reach his heart—and
one day I shall thrust my hand into his breast and tear it
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hi.'Si's::ii;':^"*'^"*«»-^'««»*^»p«<ibiowing

«Uw.y. bdi« r««nred for the tr«uportTt^£P«rt. o« be lud on application tothT^uS^S^ori^n>e only insuperable obetacl. to our departr^Sli

-"Sf^'nZr **°^ *** oo'-oio'-ne.i of «,rdid thing,-^tt^Roun»nian o.tenUti„„jy turned out hi. trotS
^You are at «. i,„pa«. for lack of fund, r d.e .Aed

" Upon my life, njy go^ ," stnt Mnilinirly a«nred h«.

w. iio you think I got a frano from anvone » V« i

S?eSJ^k ^« *^"" '* ^ **"'* *^« dirincllnation of

tfiouMnd onrse. on his niggardliness I"
As though prompted by «,me n^ollection of Adelaide's^ous display of tragic pasdon, he scowled^rTwy<^t^ the fireplace, then began to strut abou^^pS;Md waving his ringed, hairy-backed hands

''
^'P*""^
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" PennikM. . . . What duuwble •bnadity t , Tht

EmiaMry of a Potentato ! The Bearer of the BovUrii^—
with Life or Death in my band. For lack of oaah I travel

eoond-olam to that accursed South German Principality^—

I itoop to pnt up at a third-rate inn. Uy Miiaion per-

formed, I yield to the prompting* of my ardent naturew

In the company of her who reigns sultana of my soul/—
who for my sake has shared the discomforts of that

abominable caravanserai—I return to the barbarous cental
of the HohenzoUems—I risk my person in the f<treets of

Berlin. Had my brain been ooolai:'—had your image glowed
less seductively before my mental vision "—^he rolled his

black eyes afnorously and laid a thick ringed hand upon
his breast—" it may be that I should not have acoom-
ptuiied you,—that I might have hurried back express to

Paris—presented myseM to my Imperial master—and
reaped the golden prise I"

"Say rather," responded Madame, in a tone not nn-

tinged with acrimony, " that as the result of your unsuc-

cessful endeavour to enlist the interest of M. de Bismarck
in that charming plan to unite two ingenuous young people

—yon are placed in a position that is not without un-

pleasant possibilities. My bettuas yeua! are lees to blame
than your ambition ' to kill,' as the TCngi"!' say, * duo birdi

tpith OM «<on« /' You "

" Say ' we,' not ' you,' my divine Adelaide," corrected

Steal,' with tendw insistence, " for if not in actuality hus-

band and wife, we are thus inscribed upon the bureau-

register. ' One in sorrow, one in joy,' to quote a poet of

my nation. I wish you were acquainted with the verses

of Stepan Mieciwycz. They would afford you exquisite

delight."

" Possibly," said Madame, with an ominous hardening

of the facial muscles, and a whiteness about the lips.

" What does not afford me delight is tliat these brigands
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*>ini,tol« hare thr«.t«ied to Mice ow hiRBMe If thd,oUimu, not »ti.fied within «. hour."

"«•«•" *^*

S^a^ I ^^!t
°* ''~^-the«. Pn«i«„ wiU findthe -aper. d«,nld they March me to the Ain. Then I^^Vmfe " HeitaliciMdtheMnten^

''

" We AouM be an^tod-^Jragged before official inter-rogator. I-m.pn«oned l_Oh I do not imagine ITl^
^ZKu"^^* ''"'"""^ » °PPort"nity-pening't£«»iUtaf th« war-to tun. the key%« n, ," '^^ *^*

.iiv v''."°
*"" ''"'"•"ded Adelaide. "Do / wear a

«^"t^.; ,-,: -^n."^
Ho^-oilem tol^ams r""

'
™<^ ii" black etare hardened

i
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piciovmly. Hi* iwiit 0riMit4l blood tlw* plgiDMitod hii
•jrw Mkd (kin. Mid fed the luxniiMit growth of faAir upon
Um, iMjMd in the du^ to the oondoiion that he hwl been
betnyed. He Mid, nnUing, and ipeiUcing with a Uip. a
Mek of hi* that boded iU, had ihe but knoirn it:

" Not to my knowledge. ... I have never leanhed
whilat you were tleeping,—or ipioed the draught that made
<the sleep profound."

" My thanke," the taid, keeping her oonnteoanoe mag-
nifioently, " for the glane of mulled Burgundy I gave you
when yoa returned from the ISohloM. You were miilering
from chill—you abiyered and burned alternately. . . ,

Like a woni»n, I did what I could—and you are ungratelul,
like all other men.''

" My aoul," timperad Strac, " I adore you madly. But
like every other man, I am a eon of Adam, and you are a
daughter of Madame Eve. And a little make h<Me« in
my ear whenever I am not looking at yon: ' /SUk« would U
inmtoktrMxifiUvmtfaUtI'"

"Jfiool**; Thia is too much I No, no, I beg of yon to
let me lei^ve you I"

Adelaide aad put her hand to her heart, given him t. look
in which panionate teDdemeas seemed to strivn with
wounded pride, quitted her chair, and hurried, the Rou-
manian hot upon her heels, to the door communicating
with the boudoir. Detained by his feverish grasp upon
her hand, prisoned by the muscular arm about her waist,

she ooubl only reiterate her desire for freedom. Straz
asseverated:

" Yes I when you have forgiven me I Pardon, beloved
Aifelaide I Life of my life, you know we Slavs are naturally
suspicions—it is always in our blood I"

He thrust his face to hen, amorously ogling. The slight

thickening of the consonants, due to oatairh, made his
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V—tiooMitt ipMch Muad grotnquely ridiooloua. The ftp.
IwoMh U hi* mouth, the oonUot of hi* biMth, ramiactod
tb* foatidioui AdeUid* that luoh oolda could b« truM-hmd. So ihe amiled iaatUDglj upon him, md gmtlv
weed henr>U from hie enfoldiog tenUolee, kMuiing her
•ofUy-tinted oheek downwMda to the ehoulder her own
overtopped.

" You ue perdoned, my belored one I But think with
me how thii bill nuy be lettled I Wh*t U you niUly
•hould be in danger in thla pUoe I"
He ehrugged hopeleMly, and ^eonUted:
"SajfritUl I oui oonoeive it poidble. . . . But—

bunpered by the lack vi money, what are we to do T"
She Mid with a etart, aa if suddenly enlightened:
" Deareet, I have Mme jewata. . . . Think nothing of

the aaorifloe I . . . Will it not be made for him who ii
more to me than all T . .

,"

"Aagell... Now 1 know, indeed, that Adelaide !• true
to me I Pardon thy eUve, who ftttd to deem otherwiw I"
Steaa devoured her hand with kiaus, became mora enter-

pieing aa she grew, or aeemed to grow, more yielding.
But she put him from her, suffering her bright glance to
linger on him amorously, saying in tone* of liquid sweet-
ness, with a bewitching accent of rebuke:
" Be good now I I am tired, and must positively dine

in my room to-night. My maid wiU bring you fai a few
momenU a case containing—what I menticmed just now.
Late as it is, shops are still open . . . there is a firm of
jewBilen*—Muller and Stettig in the CSiartotten-Strasse,
who will buy such things for ready-money. ... It should
bring sufficient to supply us with funt" for a long time.
. . . Poor Valvorden paid eighteen thousand thalers for
itl" She added as Stras licked his lips appreciatively:
" It is a star of emwalds and brilliante you have often seen
me weM."
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I O iiicoiiip«»ble AiWude l"
Hhe piuhed him from h«, yet oozing with imUMBioiMd

•ctofration. She gently .hnt the boudoL^oor^KS
le«ly .hot the bolt. Th« her face ohangedT^iTh*
di-g^t for Str«, U, cheap compliment^'JeSne^-h,» arrogjjnoe and aolf-satirf^rtion. hi, impeonnio-»ne«and h.8 cold m the head, wae ^tten on her face and «!

. K!i^^*^rr''"°!°*°*'''"^- She ran across

bedroom beyond, and aronwd a dozing maid

i™17'^''"^;^'f°**" ^'""""^"-intheredmorocco

C^ in the brown leather imperial-the diamond starwith emerald points !"

^^\t'' •7''°^ rummaged, the mistress swiftly re-

^Z?/w r*"""-
^^ '^'''' "»«» "^"^ tl^** dweltbehnd that velvet mask of sensuous beauty had formu-

lated a plan for getting rid of the Slav

t^M^'I^f 'I."
*°*°y dangehMis a. a rattlesmJte, she

Wte T^fK. rJ^^P y«^'-»«>'«"'J'«- and he oamiot

-Ms ,^ft ^ *T
'^' ^ '"*•'"'' "'I^'ty fo' totrigue

^L?^ ?^'°*^ ounninc-even his masculine stren^,-made of h.m a useful aUy, even when he h«l no^
sewets for a clever woman to ferret out and sell
For the brief telegram in cipher, de»patohed byMadame to

»„1^^^^ •"TT'"" Sigmaringen-with thelatfr-sont

^11^°°!" letten^the fomal introduction which

!Z^^ f^;.'"!?*'
ft"* pages of secret instructionmMgined with the Emperor's annotations, had brought in

Lnl^""' TJ^ r°^' "*^ *° *• potency ofmnltod Burgundy heavily do.«l with Uudanum Adelaide

il^rr *i,^°""^*
"' '*'^'' *•"*' ^''^'' *« Slav's blackeyw had looked at her with that sinister stare of .u«ricion,and his conjectures had leaped in the dark, so very near
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tt» «)ta*l Twity. She felt no de«i» to encounter that

80 die pondered, fingering the bulky roll of ftaadanb«Jmote. pwd her by Privy Councillor Bucher a few days
p*yfoualy,--how die might beet get rid of Straz without•noth« »ene. Hw Oriental cunning, hi. childish v«uty,
hi. petulance and senwality, hi, coIo^mJ greed of money
ttd money r worth, blinded her to the ruthle«me» and
fewcity of h« tigerish nature, and provoked her to brave
» risk far greater than she guessed.
She would get rid of him-pUy the game he had devised,

without h,m; and win, in spite o.' cold water thrown by

lis^"^ ^^! *"" '"*^ P^«l *<» o'toh theson (rf the Empei^x- should yet be set snocessfuUy. Was
not the intended bait of livi . maiden's flesh her own JShe felt no pity for the innocence of the girl, or for the
mexpenence of the stripling. She was curious to knowtow_und« pven oiroumstancee-they would comport
themselves; she was eager to bring to terms the Minkter

^f^^"^*"""^^ "'^~*^ ^ proposat-she

j™^ above all for revenge upon the husband she had

Stra. stood in the way, therefore Stiaz must be sweptwde His mission to Prince Antoiy performed, the
»»poleon would have no more use for the >-trument
Perhaps that order on the Privy Purse would never be
oasbed at alL

She arrived at tiijs conclurion as the maid brought the»d morocco jewel-case. She unlocked it with a kev shewore m a bracelet, and drew out a shagreen-covered bozoontMmng the vaunt«l ornament. It had not been givenW by her dead lover; the story of the thousands spent on
t wa, no more rdiable tiian the doubleted emeralds, and
the thin central star of diamonds set flush with ti.e gold
setting of ibe toj.
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But It looked wdl; and Str« wm no »od iud« rf

•um demanded »ite price. Tlie merohantai hid C^t^J!^u«h to dnn her. ^ whea Stra.^^^^*^*t^«r the article for «le to them, the manST^^S

="He9r..thiLj",™iHS^
rrLt^d^,C-:i-,-d:s«ti:^
pnce of the trinket in the hancb cHfm^eS"
with the too-revealing name, of Mnllerand Stetti^XS
Ltir°^ left the bed.«>m and «.ept th.^'4*°"^1

"Nicolaa!" d,e whwpewd, nnbolting the door no«e-I««ly. end opening it a little way.
u«wr nojw-^ Peri, I am here I" „„ffled the impa^doned Kou-

She opened the door a Uttle farther, and thruat out »white palm cradling the elittwir-^ »-w- tT^
on it. leavingSSi^***™^ ''^"'- ^ P""^*^
^^' Remember. Mfiller .ad 8tettig.86. Charlotten Str-e.

-^rer^o^tSTe.rnttTsfX-^'^

inere wm a murmur of voiot;, that of Strar raised as if

bilL S^-V S^^^ "" ^* **" ^'^ ^^^ the hotel-

•• Pack everything. We leave at once for Bnweh."
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The nMid Mid, with peonliax demuien
And Monsieur, Mmi^^tne 1"

Her miftreas told her:
" Monmeur ha. gone to o»U upon hi. banker.."

end^^^^' •"""' ^^'^ ^ •- '»— Honrieur

Madame Mid hartily:

^Pay no heed. The«, are onrtom. connnon in Rou-

jae woinan continued, bridling ^th all the worn
I«bia.wa.tmg-maid£eeUforthepennae«gaUant:

Monrieur endeavoured to borrow of me ten thaler. "Madame .hrugged and bade her-

paly^r"^*^^""^***^' Mon«eurdoe.notaocom-

And without the exchange of another word the mieire*i-d maid underatood each other perfectly. The imT
rrp.

"^ *° ** ietti«>ned for the^ght^"!^

^oW of the ante-room the emi«ary of Me«r.. MSUerwd Stettig. who had caUed for the third time to demand

-'T'^l^f- ^'f«o«««Jforhi.inap^'
L? '«^.°»«W« male of the party, threw unexpected
lig^t on the intention, of Adelaide.

^^
'"Sixteen hundred thaler.,'" he murmured. "Rearon-

rt^e,to<^mo.t««onablel Ihave««iM«l«new^ng
Aeorn«nent and admired it versr much. Ye.,T^ou

He unwound a knitted «lk «,arf that wa. folded round.h« buU-neck. He turned down the collar of hi. A.trakhan.imed coat, and went back with noi«jle«.tep«. lie door
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of the boudoir WM ajar. Hei»tufledhiniBelf4li»tAd^de
WM in the bedroom beyond it. He stepped itt, glanoed
about him, formulating his plan, then locked the boudoir-
door, put the key in his pocket, oxMsed the room, and
knocked upon the door of the bedroom, swiftly stepping
•mde, so that the door—which opened outwards,—ehould
conceal him from those within.

" Who is it knocks ? Open and see 1" he nfcard Madame
command her maid within the bedroom. The maid ap-
peared, crossed the boudoir, found the door fast, and re-
turned to teU her mistress. But then she found the door
of the bedroom she had quitted was bolted on the other
ode. Thare was no sound within, but a kind of rustling,
and once or tWioe a footstep on the carpet. So, with the
patience of her caste, the maid sat down upon a sofa until
It should please her lady to undo the bedroom-door.
Her lady wm incommoded by the grip of Stras's thick

hairy hands upon her windpipe. He freed one in a moment
—and then Adelaide was being blinded by the foMs of a
wlken scarf. . . . Long, wide, and elastic, it served the
Roumanian's purpose admirably. Perhaps it had been
useful in that particular way before. And as he roUeda^ twisted it. he whispwed sniggeringly in the Uttle pearl-
white ear that jutted from between the crimson swathings,
•Imost as though it had been purposely left free:

" So, my Sultuna I—so,—-you would betray me ! . .
."

Enveloped, e^e stammered through the silken meshes
some barely intelligible sentawes. The folds tightened
ohofangly—and the words died in a gasp.
"M<»oyl . . . Forgive I ..."
"Surely, my proud Sultana." said the thioLsh voice

with the catarrhal snufSe in it. " What will men not
pardon to beauty such as yours \"

She moaned and strove to tear away the smooth bands
that were suffocating her. He whipped a velvet ribbon
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them behind her back. Th»t httie «heU-.h«ped eu wmpnrphsh by thi. time. At the point of losing conaoion.-new dio felt him ioftly groping for the treasure Udden in

Sthd^^^l^"''^''
'"*^ ^^^ oTMkling of the roU of note.

frol"^J!^
•••/" «he tried to My. bnt no aotmd camefrom her but a groaning; uid through the roaring of h«

blood she heard him answer back:

hude f Far from .t. I merely take from you what is my
tr /°'-*»'«'° "" t^e t««te of opium in my mouth

7^11"^ "^tf"
^''^''' '"^^'^'*- A"d conviction,

sfaonger ttan proof, eonvince. me that I have been sold.Ehe why thM store of honey in the breast of the Queen of^e garden while the black bee was sent roaming to gather^elsewhere y H., eh 1 1 think I oonld manaje to guess
•t the i«ason why I was to have been detained by those
jewellen on suspicion of theft I My Sultona wouM have
v«i.hed, leav,^ no addres. behind her. . . . /^««/
«Htt the emeraW star would have served your p„rp«K,

There was a silence. Rings of &», stars of emerald
whirled before Adelaide's blinded vision.

" Do not be afraid, my Queen, I am not going to murder
you

!
chuckled the thick voice in the little swollen blacken-mg ear. 'Only to spoil your beauty a iittl^nothing

more terrible. Your eyes will be le«i dear, your sto
less dazrimgly miblemished, after thi& experience. You •

wUl^nevrr again look in your mirror without remembering

n„^^°^ fu"*^
•'"^*^' '^y *" *•"• •*• ''" o"ly keptnpnght by the arm of Stra. about her body. She felt h4

free that arm. shifting her weight against his great cheat
««1 a. die Uy blind and h.!ple«, there, his snig^TvibraS
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through her honiUy. Then—the smooth, slippeiy folda c<
the dlk loarf tightened muideroaaly, itopping &l) bfeath,
ihnttiiig out aonadounuM. Whehned in an kbyM at
Nothingnew, she felt and knew no more. . . .

" Madame is a Uttle unirdl." said Strae, who regained
the ante-ohamber by the way of a dressing-room com-
munioadng with Madame's bedroom. " She wiU caU on
Messrs. Miiller and Stettig to-morrow, and settle their
account. Meanwhile "—ior the representative of the firm
was beginning to ozpostalate—" she returns the emerald-
pointed star with her regreto." He added smilingly as the
relieved employ^ gratefully pocketed the trinket: " Ladies
are not business-like in these little matters of money. But
Heaven, who inspired in man the deeire to see them well-
dressed, has conferred on him the privilese of pavimr their
Mils."

He accompanied the jerweller's foieman down to ihe
vestibule, chatting agreeably. He carried no valise, so
was allowed to pass out with the man. Keeinng one Uiick,
hairy-backed hand thrust down into a pocket of his Aatra-
khan-furUshed shooting-jacket, dose-clutched up<m the
solid roll of Prussian bank-notes, reft from that smooth
and perfumed hiding-place.

XXXI.

" Tm Crown Prince," wrote P. C. Breagh, " and the Bed
'Mnoo—as people nickname Friedrioh Karl of Fnusia, in
virtue of his partiality for the crimson uniform of his regi-

ment, the Ziethen Hussars,—^have departed amidst scenes
of overwhelming enthusiasm, to take over the respective
commands of the Third and Seoond Army Corps. On
July 31st, at half-past-five noon, t^e very day on ^ich I

pen these lines, the aged Sovereign drove in an open landau



L-i^t ...,^.

THB MAN OF IRON 88?'

d»wn by two tuperb bUtok Hungwiw hone, to join hii^te» and hla Chief of the Great Staff at the station
irtiere waited the special train destined to convey the
•rwawable Commander-in-Chief of the Keld Armies of
"•nnany to the immediate Seat of War."

There was a jolt, the pencU booked furiously, and the
writer's skuU came smartly into contact with the un-
cushioned seat-back of the gray-punted, semi-partitioned
railway transport-oar, in which, with some forty blue-
uniformed infantrymen of the Prussian Guard, P. C. Breagh
was being hurried towards the Rhine frontier, in a dinio
comprehensive that you could only make your neighbour
hear by putting your mouth to his ear and bawling, andm an atmosphere so thick with dust and smells, of varied
degrees of intensity and picturesquenese, that you drew it
mto your lungs in gulps and exhaled it with sensible effort
The partly-gla«ed windows did not let down, bat» began

where the glass left o£f, and therefore the N.C.O.'s of the
Mghth of a company, appropriated to themselves the
oom«-seata. Sandwiched betwem two large and heated
wamors, with his unstrapped ioiapaack on his knee, and
hwelbows jammed immovably against his lower ribs, P. 0.
ftrea^ abandoned the impulse to rub his bump, and oon-tau^ to write, using the old straw hat which crowned
tfce kn^fMaok, as a suppwt for a notebook.
" The Queen," he went on. " who was evidently labonr-

mg ondn the influence of emotion, accompanied His
Majerty. A thundBrstorm coruscated and detonated over-
head a. the Royal salute of guns crashed out, and King •

WiUielm s subjects greeted him with round upon roundrf
"Qthusiaetic 'Bocks.' The object of their acclamations
kept oontmually nnoothing his heavy white moustache
wtt the right, ungloved hand, between the salutes with
which he acknowledged the plaudita of his people-a oharw
•ctttistio gesture of the veteran monarch wh-t-
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Thepencilfaltered. " Undw the influenoe ot emotion "

oonld not bo used again, boMiue it had already done duty
for the Queen, whow eyea, poor lady I had been red with
crying. P. 0. Breagh knocked oS to aharpen hia pencil
and read over what he had aet down. " Conuoated and
detonated " pleaaed him, though to have said that the
thunderstorm had growled and biased would have been a
good deal nearer the mark. And " oharaoteristin gesture

"

was loltier language than "familiar triok" or "habit."
Mr. Knewbit would have snorted at it, it was true, but
this was not one of Mr. Knewbit's stipulated-for letters,
" describing in a style readable by plain, ordinary, everyday
people, what you've seen and heard, and felt, and smelt."

Still, one could not hope to please evetybody—and this
was a descriptive articl»—iiot a chaMy news-letter. When
complete, it would be forwarded to the Bditor of a Leading
Daily, with the brief intimation that more like It mi^t be
had—at a price. That it would draw commigsionB, P. C.
Breagh behoved implicitly. There was a stately stodgineas
about the style that could not fail to impress. So he con-
tinued as •' Z«e Waekt Am lOiein " broke out once more;
and the deep bass notes emitted by his burly right-hand
neighbour tickled his ribs and made him goosefleahy.

" The aged monarch seemed weary, it appeared to me."
" Ach, ach ! but the old m, i. looks tired I" people in the

front had holloaed to one another. All the week-end one
had seen the King bowling up, and down, and round-about
BerUn in his httle one-horse carriage, with a single, mounted
orderly-officer in attendance; giving out colours, addresdng
the regimento, conversing in short, soldierly smtencee with
the field-ofiBcets in command.

" Baron von Moltke, Chief of the Great General Staff,"
went on the pencil, " the War-Minister General von Boon,
and the Federal Chancellor and MinistOT-President General
Count von Bismarok-Schanhausen, with the peramnd of
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j,,Ae Qmt He^n«tef. Stuff iu,d the mobilu^l Fo«Am

«enti«e»t«l nlau^mol^LmJt. *^^^'^y '^
<mtio gavino JTUjiT' f

•*>«» ** •>«« that rigoiou«««« Baying so teudly ,nd in .«,h . pon»ctagJ^
fie

" -n<«t'tr^r^,t:t:ToE'zr-
«g el«»g. fa«. "ag^ Ki.,," -^' r^t^^or'^::!"•We monarch " '• H;...— i. j j « ,

"^"" "» vemr-

t,Sli^f^ •"«*"'•' P^»« • *»*»-I«d of fully

mued with fragmentB of patriotic a^^^pli^l^, Tuonn presented a eea of heads of both%ex^,Tacked bv^

Jmp. and nahonal bunting; sunnonnted by ^^^7^2Kmg between basts of Mohke and Bi«na«k, anTutoJuv

Barrels of genuine Berlin beer, adorned with the Hohen-

^ndSfri^sb^i-^nUryot^t^
^n»d with emnson s«h«. w«ted to quench the tS^
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of PruMik't loldicr (ont. And taking in the oonditidn of

thing* at a glanoe, laid one of the two N.C.O.'a in charge

of the party:
" Himrnddonnenettkr I . . . Lads, there leemi no help

for it. We have got to tuok in again I"

And limultaneouily with the ban reiponse: " At your

crrioe, Htrr Sergeant!" and almost before the glow-

going looomotiTee itopped. panting Samaritana hnrlttd

thenuelvee npon the oarriagea, and anna ending in hands

proffering paduges of comestibles and tobacco, bottles of

beer or frothing glasses, or packete of dgars; were throat

in between the window-bars, until every man's jaws were

busy, and evefy man's hands were laden. . . . Until even

the modestly-retiring P. C. Breagh had been compelled to

accept a mighty hnnk of iced plnm-cake and a giant pack-

age of liver-sandwiches, and forced to empty a foaming

beaker of brown Bavarian.
" Why not, why not, when they have plenty for every-

one?" hiccupped a stalwart private, who had emptied

many mugs: "Won't every fellow of the regiment find

his doubto-pint waiting itim, when the nest train comes

up!"

There was plenty for everyone. Not only the troop-

train that would follow this, containing the odd thousand

rank-and-file, and the rest of the regimental officers, would

find the "cool blonde" and the "dark brunette," the

savoury snack and the soothing weed, as ready for the

alleviation of possible requirements as they had been met

at every halting-place,—^the City of Hanover severely ex-

cepted—rince the huge send-off at Berlin oa the afternoon

of the previous day.

Every class contributed to the refreshment of the

soldiers. Wealthy breweis sent drayloads of barrels, rich

aristocrats gave wines from their cellars. The bakers
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bMtowed bre«3 the pork-bntchen contributed b.ni. ud

dripptag; «d the jervwt-miUd took from her «,«» «.vln^

h, .t!r r* °
u'
«"^ °' "-toh-box^, to di,trib«t,^

th^«t.tion when the militwy tnUn. cine in

aL"Z ^^*^\'^e^*- "ho could be UberiJ in nothingAnd thn. thought the dtUe old wonun when .he oookSher docen ginger-map..
owaea

friSil IT-*'
*''°{

u"';
»»°kV-'~'~> old peawnt, in a

S^ T^r*"""' '"^^ "*• *'"''' WuVaprok andbrown..triped drugget petticoat; and .he ,tood qSif alone

Kiri.1 L"hT' P^'-^-^P"*- "bout her crowded to

t tt« ^*^^.°v *^' ''™'*«' °* *^» i""""^ train.

w«Mer. of the Wue, white-faced Quaid unifoim,, thi. littleI^Z^T "^ *° "*" "" i^r.«^p», wlUoh

tne ray. of an ardent July mm

^ttf<^i^' f?**
*"" '•*'''^"** "^ kept her back, but

putflt i"h 'H^'"^'^ ^ P*^ "P "«» ^o^ the

tadie., and gallantly returning the admiring glance, ofW one.; accepting a leaf-fuU of fruit herf, oT^glaM.Rhine wine or a cigarette there,-began to take fbZ
fIV °'"'*^ """^ *° »«>W »P her badcet to

^J^y
young «.baltem and murm,^: "Pice to

Nert moment^the dandy could not hare meant it-but a. he puahed away the extended b«k«t and sw^W~ond upon hi. heel, hi. diver .word-knot ca^ftTZ
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fMyed ototk or broken wiokcr-noik, and down went the

beiket, and the mapa mre qdlt upoB the groond. . . .

" Then dear God I" the little old woman cried in aogoieh.

"AeK—aakI the good, the delieioiu ginger-napa I . . .

Who now will eat them ? Aek f^Ack I"

And up to her poor eyea went her blue apron. It waa

a terrible tragedy to her. Some people pitied her. Others

were heartlaaa enon^ to lan(^ after the faahion of the

blonde, red-lippe< officer—and to lan^ onoe more at the

iumnuuy faahion of hie aetting-down.

For a terrible, raaping Toioe aaid, apeaidng behind the

dandy anbaltem, and foU four inchea above the lerel of hia

ear:

" Under-Lieutenant IWlle will remedy the damage done

by hia oareleaaneaa before he reaumea hia plaoe in the train I

"

Thna the train waited while the ofiendw, blood-red

with rage and confuaion, piaked up the aticky b't>wii

eakaa with hia anowily-gloTed fingera, and replaced them

in the broken baaket, amidat the little old woman'a humble

^)ologiea, and entreatiee that the gracioua gentleman would

not trouble himaelf. When the Ooktnel, owner of the

raaping voice above referred to, in conjunction with a

budiy acarlet beard and briatling mouataohea, a stately

height of aiz feet four inohee, a regulation waiat, and three

rowa of decorationa, performed an act of bravery for which

lie deaerved another medal atill. For, selecting the snap

that looked deaneat, this dauntleaa warri(>r gravely took it

between hia thumb and finger, bit a piece out, anil declared

it ezoellent. Then, amidst the rapturous plaudita of the

onlookers, he solemnly saluted the twittering old lady, and

awung himself loftily back into hia carriage, thunderin(j

out once more the order

:

" Bntrain I"

Conceive the banging of doora, the bumping and clank-

ing, the cheers and the teaia ia capo, and the curtee.vs
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ifciTvo^.T ?"^^ "*'"°*- Supper th. train «X
' Hey there, Mother Oinger-m..

i«, ; fv . „„we go I

Twenty voicee took up the o' . ^ ,' bMmB were thrust out betweer. t".,> .ar.i«g,.
HMid. waggled. •oUoiting thetrngarj- „,^:;
old woman, torn between th. vi»,ire i ,

^'
poMibility of giving^-danoed lU r » '

.

nntil a giant porter, oompaisionatujB ho
her up like a large doll, and ran with ,.,, j- n .

« hy Mr. Knewbit, «, he knew that the little incident of

fa«tT;*!?^ ^""" '^"'^ '^« P*'^"' delight n^fo« he tucked ,t away in a «fe pigeon-hole of hi.J^Z
wooaen box he «at in, odoriferous with its oor-loniM...

wd perymng hun««.ty, laoed with the sharp sow ofmal^ and mercfully tempered with the fumeTof'^^'

Piff
!

The hot, cinder-flavoured draughtb that raced inover the gh«ed half-windows were poweriess to fr^l^
"

men who, their heavy knaps«=ks disposed in iron rik.
Jove U.em, sat packed as close as sarSines onZn^wlynches, were not a few, who, judging by the mut.e^^Z
t*r '*»-(P<H,med skins, and caiSully-kept finT-Ste
J^nerha^andmoreclearly-modelled'eaTur^ToS
-0 bermany i U()per class.

Jugai
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Shriek I Hu train plunged into » cutting ending in »

tunnel of sheer blaokneai. Borstiog, with another shriek,

into the light of day, she raced for a while neck-and-neok

with a cavalry-train. They were Red Dragoon Guards and

White Cuirassiers of the Qreat Headquarter Staff, and they

exchanged cheers and sharp, staccato shouts of " Hurrah,

Preiuten I" with the infantry of the Quard, as the latter

were hurried by.

Nothing was left to Cihance. All was deadly, methodical

accuracy. The keen, dear brain under Moltke's wig con-

trolled the speed of every train upon the six Rhine and

Moselle railways oyer which the Army of United Germany

was rolling to inundate France.

Trains, trains, trains I

Trains of trucks, laden with gabions woven of split beech-

saplings, with oaken fascines and bales of empty earth-

bags. Commissariat trains of waggons packed with sheep

and cattle, and the ubiquitous pig of the Fatherland.

Cofiee-and-sugar trains, trains of pea-sausage and the rock-

hard brown biscuit idienwith "Our Moltke" fed his

soldier men. Trains of spare arms, cbthing, trenching-

tools and cooking-utensils; trains of cartridge*, gunpowder,

blasting-powder, BoUd shot, shrapnd, and the big pro-

jectiles deetined for the siege-guns; with trains upon trains

olose-paoked with the men who were to use these things,—

took precedence or gave it, because the withered finger

beckoned or waved. . . .

" Our Moltke," so mild and a&ble and courteous, truly,

when the Genius that possessed thee spread his steely wings

and soared, thou wert a very terrible old man, or so it

seems to me.

The descriptive article laid by, you found P. C. Breagh,

in the interests of Mr. Knewbit, studying his fellow-

travellers. The weak-eyed, spectacled young soldier on his
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Mt-httnd, whose fingen ware burned and yellow-Btained, as

thongh their owner had dabbled in ohemioal experimented
and who had remained mute as a fish throughout the
journey, only opening his mouth to eat or drink, or reply

to a remark addressed to him by a non-commissioned
officer, was reading the lUad of Homer in the original,

from a little parohment-bound, Amsterdam-printed, £1-

levir edition, that he seemed to cherish as ^e apple of

one of his short-sighted eyes. ... A handsome young
bugler in the next compartment, had a well-thumbed copy
of " The Pickwick Papers." The huge tanned Guardsman
on his right, whose broad breaat displayed the medals of

1866 and of the Schloswig-Holstein campaign, and whose
powerful bass notes had reverberated through the dia-

phragm of his neighbour when he sang, was chatting with
a younger comrade who sat opposite. Holding the well-

greased, unbomished needle-gun between their solid thighs

—to hang the silver-spiked Guard's helmet on the muzzle
seemed a popular way of disposing of the headpiece—^they

exchanged experiences in a genial roar, subdued to a growl
at confidential passages.

"Oreteoame to the Barracks to bid me God-speed. . . .

There were a few tears—dried when I promised to bring
her a wedding-gift from Paris. Thou seest, she is going
to turn over a new leaf, and get married to a waiter at a
Sommer-garttn—a olub-footed man who is not called upon
to serve—being on the Ex'tmpt List."

They gufiawed at the picture of the happy bride-

groom. Said the senior, wiping his overflowing eyes with
a hand as brown and broad as an imdersized flitch of
bacon:

" I looked up llina in the Landsberger-Strasse. She
could not moet me, as her old woman had a betrothal-
party for one of her daughters. A young student from a
Conservatoire, in a tail-coat three sizes too small for him.
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Md » pair of linen ouffii M big M .tMohed tal>le-n.nkiii.was the ^ctom «ryed up. I »w him «. ICna earriedin
the spioed wjne and rum-puaoh, .md a longer pair of

ilT"'7i I r*' T- ^"* "^^ *^«y "*^ to
table, and I took another peep through the doOT-orack, IP^mae you thoae jaw. of hi. were grinding away hke

"Nu, but J»e punch?" adked the other Guard*,
man. v.»«ivw

" SaM>erfo< /-do you rappoee I went without my whack
of It ?-and -Mma « eye. a. red a. preseryed oherrie. with^J>g about my going to the War f I had had a mug of
the good stuff, and a bottle of wmething or other l-iilt
paper on the 4«,k of it-nothing at aU but fizale inSe.aen I settled down to a jug of cool beer and the breast
ot a turkey, whUe 'Mina wa. waiting on the parlour-folks.
Ueard her step coming along the passage-thought I'dplay the fool with her a bit-so I turned the kitohen-gas
low and nid behind the door. In Ae comes l-l'd got myarms round her and kissed hei^ regular juicy snick or
wo, before-by the yell she gave !-I knew it wasn't
Mina at all. . .

."

" Poizblitz I who wa. it, then t"
"Who but the old woman ? But for the thumping size

of the waist I'd squeezed, and the t«,te of violet-powderm my mouth, I might have thought I'd got hold of one of
the young Frauleins. ' Help, murder, thieve. I' one. she.How dare you insult a respectable mother of a family I

Give your name, you rogue, or I'll have in the poUce!'- Don
t do that,' says I. 'I'm only llina's brothe.^

dropped in to take leave before going to the War I'—' A
,w''i^^"J'

"^^ '**• '»> brothers hug thfir sisters in
that beanah way ? Be off with you quick march I and
think yourself lucky to escape so easily I' . . .' Hewowid
up: But if she had reported me to the Btrr Obent-
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«e«te«<»rf, nothing mnoh would hare oome of It W«M

if^t^ T "^ " ""'"'' "^ ^ oonvewaUon resolvedit«elf into strong tobacoo-gmoke Twilioht J!/ j-

ITntf^ *!, ^ ;
^^ *° ""^ defenders of GermanUnity, the most inTeterate <inni»fa». .»j

uBnn»n

'ere getting deeov^ « ^.^f! ™°^*™'**''"''"«<»Boiung ueepy, and it would be midnight before »!.««««p^tram, travelling, like the othe« th^foUoweiTt at
^etHo«yealouh.tedtopermitoftheslltwsow:r*
wwiMt of sue supplementary trains bearin. »i.« v
""m iir ^T'^r^''^^^'^^^^'^The lamps, .dduijr the flavour of hot kerosene ta th.

^^^":^ki:^°"^'""^^- ^hteS^r^Cdoi'
rf ™n^r^ '^'^ "' *'""»« t'"'* l^'o^ their band

LLl^ "^. ' "^•y-<J«fi"e<l band of opaqTe btaefog, m which medium colour, were neutralised to moZ
S^r.::^ °''*"".?. "^"^^' - chattinT^e^^atmg, or readmg soldiers blurred into vagueneS. wave^«id were blottod out for P. C. Br«.gh in*:! winlo:^^'

^.f^J?*"?** '] ' '»** *"""' *» *'>•' in>" me-nre clanked

^eeHnd s^'
'^'*° °°* "^ «"'P'^ «>^" brat^wneels and axles. Snores of all kinds-from th. .hrii

clanonet-noto of the ,p«,t«.led student of fll^to^d«^ 'cello-bass of the Gu«.Uman who h.^ hui^ 'Mn5.

rrtLe'toST''; '"l^ "^•^'^^ - -M•we*
,
the tobacco-fog had somewhat thinned

ii-mdmg It possible to move, because his bnriv n«f„i,k„

knawack whioh Tj i- " I^ yawned—recovered his
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the ne««t window, and in the perfomiMiw of thii Mt
caught a not unfriendly eye.

^
thi!*!„Tr:.r

'"^ ^""^ '°"' "'"'• """"Pyiog • Pl«e on

tfc t^ °L^ ""^ ••"• '^ '^^ '»i*«rto Mreened by
the body of the huger private who had Ua^d not widely,
•aid, and in English of the Oxford brand:
"You find our men lacking in good manner, t Yet there

!• much fitting on the part of Englidi wldiem, when thej
Me.tandingate.«,,orcffduty. I have myself observed

Ja ^"^ ^" '°T ^^^^ *" ^- C- B'~8»' taterxogated.
•ad ^e pnvate, who was very tail, very blonde, very broad-
AouldMed, .traight-featured, blne^yed, and smaU-waisted
•nswered: i

'

" Pretty well. I have a relative who married a ladvWho 1. your countrywoman. I have been the guest of hwfMmly at their London house. Yon speak o^Tlan^agT
tor I have heard you. And with a North Pru-i^Tiio^
by the way*." '

P. C. Breagh returned:
"I spent three years at SohwSrz-Biettingen. Withtt. «»le re»lt that I can make myself un^tood byGermans who don't speak English. And that I owe tomy landlady."

Said the Guardsman, yawning and smiling •

vJ-L^i"'^'"
"ent me to Oxford. Three terms have

yfalded this resnlt,-4hat I can converse with Englishmenwho know German. Thank, to a charming young lady .
niece of the relative I spoke of just now, who Zfso^
a« to read the poems of Tennyson with me. ' The Princut '

InMenumam/ and ' Ma^/ were her chief favourites^
1 preferred his epics founded on the Arthurian legend.
Though my charming English cousin w«, often vexed
with me for saymg that our Wagner's verse-drama of the
AtUlutyeA-Jttng possessed far truer inspiration, and that
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Dit Wailaurt ud Tfiifcrn would have been fin., *i.
«>ythu.« Te.^y.on h« ever w^tt^"W th^'^^

to ^L^ ^T ^"^^y '^ «W; -he «ud thimi

«r»t t::"'*r**«"'
»1^«'»' *«• terriUe; but shete!

I^v«to, Wore I pre««t mywlf „ . candidate for an

rfquahfyingforaOonuniMionf BfamJTCtwo^
-^'^"^troopen with the Ut Dragoon Gu«^ wh^e^
. pnvate of Ours i, a nephew of Se'e,an^ orZ^other, are cadet, of princely famili*.;^J^^U^^^what your countrymen would caU the 'aj^tocracy^f^3w ^^^ ""f

*" *''" »' *^«» ^" find that ^er.word-knot they are looking tor^-^croe, the fmntir i^ml^where between the Rhine and the MoeeUe ! "
When do you think there wiU be flghtinc ?"

n^'Z^' ^- "" ^^ y-™-lTW when and^ere the dance wa, expected to begin. But hi, eageme*»eemed to free.e the loquaciou. Guardsman. whTbC
m.^tly diverted the current of the talk to other thinT

• *^^ ^'"^ '* ""* °^ Performance at the OpwT^emght before last T Ddphine Zucca could har^y^' ?«husband, young Baron von Bladen, of theJi^trowl^h" been appointed first gaUoper on the Staff of gZ^'Manteuffd Chief of the nr,t Corp. Rr,t iLy^the Zucca u. naturally inconsolable, as they've^y bee^

oTTnlrr''*'- «"*^«'H'*-^«k,'L,t^eLSOf Umted Germany, in a corslet of gilt chain-mail and^
S: o-ted wi.^ oak-boughs, with agr^^iCeiid«,ng over her white muslin robe, w«,"tremendous^
she came down to the centre of the stage to si^ ^S
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f^'oisA/^« JJJein/—oMryiag OUT EMt PrurtmRag and the
bt TMT of the HohenioUern, and followed by other operatio
act wa in character ae the Auxiliary 8tata. aapperhtJ
Wht 9hedrewher»TTOrd,Bhewa»treiiiendou«l And when
•hefe

1
upon her knee., the bigohandeUerin the auditorium

jnmpet She sang the part of OntDAai hut season and
looked I. .t much over thirty. Make-up, beoauM, you know
•hehaaagrandaon who ia a junior-lieutenant in the Duke of
Ooburg'8 Regiment of White Cniraoiera, and mnst be mityM ehe'a a day. Prime donne are like wine., no good tJU
«»«y ve arrived at a ripe old age. Though I could intro-
duce you to a little girl of eighteen or so, juat now doing
a song-and-danoe at the SohUtien-Strasse Tingel-Tangel^o has a voici) that pleases me better than the warblingi^
of any of the highly-paid Opera House nightingales
And what a figure I round and tempting and seductive
And suoh arms, aad—Sopperto*/— what a pair of
legs

!"

Thus prattled the twenty-year-oH ^nig of Qerman aristoc-
racy, to the other youngster, his asnior in ycMrs if his juniorm knowledge of the world. Be went on in his Oxford
£nglish;

" Not that I'm inolinad to ruin w-wlf for wtmHoi, though
Imust say a good many iwetty one. have been uncommonly
kind to me. That sort of thing runs in my family, though '

and I ought to be obliged to my Oooiin Max for dying a
baohefor. Killed himself in '66 about a mistress who was
playing the double game. A regular French adventuress
dubolioaUy handsome, who eloped with him when he was
aUaehi of our Prussian Embassy at Paris in '86, and has a
husband living, they say. Coloual impudenee-actually
passes hwself off as my cousin's widow, in society of a
certain sMt. So, out of the deeiro to deal Madame Venus
a slap in the face, I got a comrade who knew her, to intro-
duce me at a festive supper-party. ... Said he: ' Countess
von SohSn-Valverdgn, permit ma to present my most



raEMANOFmON
851

iatim.tette«,.^d«M.Uofl™y„^.
Would you beKeve

re, the woman nerer turned a h»it. It wm I «h„ „

ne» !—
1 can hear her now, lispiM- ' TU H.^ n ,

borne the name that i. yo^3 iLunT tT .^ u'^"

•tnl™« . ftwee-matoh to awwer: "ShTtook it-^ .-«-n.of Madame de Bayard', .tamp mighty e^teS
^t le» than her roperb .kin and hair, her riiaiM of .
g*-. »d her manrellon. eye^wltCofB»nhan tourmahne." He «nt out a .piml of frag" ntbrowni.h-blue onoke and added- "h.^ i

"'
"',,™8rant

to mv rival F«» !,„ ii.
m.vBeii and left her

onk... Henoethetra«edy::^;S:r..^kl^^^^

witrn::f.f:^^^''r-«'-'*-^ei^e. c.
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He ihnigged, and nnt out Miother ipinl of eie»r-«»oke,

•nd puoeiTinfr th»t hi* whUom lirtenar hewd no loiunr.
oeMed to talk.

^^
The while P. 0. Brei^h plunged into • brown-rtndy by

the ohanoe nttenmoe of a itnuiger'i name, and unUoah-
ingly abandoning the effort to remain true to hi* gigantic
type-ideal, hung fondly over the mentally evoked image
of an Infanta in miniature.

Where wa« Juliette de Bayard now t Had the outbreak
of war hastened or delayed her marriage with the happy
master of swordsmanship t And—worshipping her father
as Monica had said she did-^iow had she borne the parting
from him T

She would bo very calm P. C. Breagh pictured the
little face drawn and pinched with misery ; saw the sapphire
eyes dimmed with tears unshed, imagined the slender
throat convulsed with sobs that were kept resolutely back,
heard the silver-flute voice saying

:

" My father has honoured me with his confidence as long
as I can remember, sir I" and, " See you—I will be trusted
absolutely, or I will not be trusted at all t"

Strange that his elfin qneen-^iis carved ivory Princess-
should bear the same name as the woman the Quaidsman
had gossiped of—the beautiful, evil oieature with the eyes
like Brazilian tonrmahnes. And, what particular colour
in Braxilian tourmalines mi^^t have been intended ?

Some were purple, others pink, yet others reddish-brown.
The woman who had dropped her parasol on the stAircaae
at the CSiancellor's had had eyes of tawny wine-colour.
With the remombrauce, came back the perfume shaken
from her rustling silks and laces, and the languid echo
of her caressing voice.

Drowsiness came next, and then oblivion, in heavy
slumber. And, as the unconscious form ol P. C. Breagh
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!*r!?:
*"• **y •«»*»»•». "ad hi. ohin burrowed deewr

r^^- !?*^ '^^ ''""^ '^"^ *^t wow . thickEwedding ri,H5 uppn the Uttle finger, lowered the h«d „d

e^'i^'^^^°"*' ""''i'J^ «y««- Now the^looked round k, d«rply. that every w,king man in

Tangel gu^l, found it neoeMMy to Mmme the .ppewmMe rfdumber, and the Sergeant', voice «idhoZ^T^ "*

ftivate von Valveiden I"
" At your wrvice, Htrr Seigeant."

^Mvate von Valverden. i. thi. one. then, an Engli.h.

' Undoubtedly, Herr Sergeant I"

I. h^i'^
'^'^ *^' ®"''^'- " ^"* what ia hi. calling TI. he of the newjpaper-oifice. that he .ito and .cribblZol"

a he^orrrj of™pr^;!r„!"^"' ^^

^e Sejgeant .,u>ked in hi. bearded lip., and roUed hi,

W^oi '^" '°°"' •uq.iciouidy than ever. Valvewto

the' S!"J^ ^f J*"^^ '"' "" ••'o^ • paper tothe Halt Commandant at Berlin, and the Hen^oZ
bm^^lf .poke to him and told him he might tr^^^
Lt Tl "^ *^ *''^- ^^ I '"'PP«° to knowthat four Undon new,paper oor«»pondent. have been «credited by the King upon the in.tanoe of Cunt Bi.mLk.one being appomtod to accompany the Crown Princeano.W bemg permitted to accompany the Second aZ'whJe two are attached to the Great HeadquarterSt^The Sergeant «id, glancing at the unconwious .lumberer:

S3
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II

All, 9«l / but i* tUi fellow one of thmit r
" If he be not. Hen Brngemat, he wUl get no fkrther

thmn Bingen, for doubtle* the OonmuuidMt there will be
on the lookout for jMnonc whoee wedentikb are not of
the best."

T^e Sergeant thook U. heiid Tigoroualy, ^Wnkling up
am full-bearded oountenanoe mupioiouily:

'• And (uppose the Commandant it not on the look-ont
Private von Valrerden f See yon, 1 hare had my nis-
piojona iinoe yerterday, and I teU you . .

."

XXXU.
Et«»t waking ear in the neighbom*ood, and there were
now a good many, pricked with ourioeity aa the Sergeant
half-rose, and, inclining his inflamed oountenanoe and
horded Ups towards tho e«- of his selected confidant,
continned in a hoarse rumbling undertone:

" Two of those verdammu Engiish newspaper-scribblers
ttat have got on the blind side of Thefa- Excellencies and
His Majesty the Commander-in-Chief, were at the station
at Berlin picking up information the very day we en-
toained. WeU do I know that paunchy Uttle one with the
big beard, who has. they say, as many Orden as a Field-
Marshal, and who will venture to thrust himself upon
Our Moltke in his study, and accost His ExoeUency Count
BismarrJ. "|>on the very doorsteps of the Reichstag itself
They got o<I three trains ahead of us, paying for men and
horses o.na trucks, to Cologne; and if this fellow were not
a knavo, would he not have gone with them T Aeh ja'
It would have been so I But they did not even know him,
though he pretended to touch his cap to them I tell

you he turned as red as beetroot when they passed him
without a glance. Nu. n» / he is an unlicensed meddler,
if not a French spy, speaking English. Do they not teach
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l»Mt|.rfrLye««T And h. lu. ,„* on th. blind Id. oltt^imnwidmt M Bwhn wd the Ben Colonel. But 1

T^mu^^ "^T* i^* •« •o-gloriou. Moltke, let
•torn. Hm JUjeaty, .hould withw muoli civility theu qulU.
driving Tag,bond. enoou»ge: whan th«y wy the Renoh
Itaperor h- given o«ta, tbt. d»uld the like of fhwa

"Poejibly the N»potoon hw »o«. drtloiwioie. to be<«h»med of, than we h.ve, Btn Sngeant I"

tJiSL' '17 ^"^ **" ®''»^* *»'•* ''^"-^ o»t totae utmort of bn oikpMity and bellowed:
"HimmMm^itrumttar/ m you going to iniiiniate inmy p«»rnoe that the Pru-i« AmyZ ^yibingit ^to be Mhamed of ? Now you've waked this imoIi with

yj)ur racket, maybe you'U dt on hi. head while I go through
hta pooketo. Here, Bmon and Kleiw, oatoh hold of hta•nuB and lege I"

Waking in the chiaroaouro of the wnoke-filled, lamplit.
troopHjarmge to ibd hin«lf i„ the brawny grip of the^or»a.d Braun and Klei„, P. c. Breagh fought for free!

^Ti.'/'^.u''^ P"""**^' "d l*«l^g out with all hi,
might. In the heat of the scrimmage that followed a. a
manular arm in a coanw blue sleeve came round his' neckfrom behind and choked him into wlenoe, K,mebody Mudm hu ear: '

An^"w
"""

u' \."!f
*^ *~ ^ Ongoing... search/"And before he had raUied his wits sufficiently to realise

£^^J^^ "^ '", '^"•''' " ^ o' extra-sizedh«ds had deftly emptied the pocket, of the old brow,
Norfolk jacket, r«Jieved him of the cherished binoculs«

h.^^TZ'"'"^"' ««1 » P"™> "tnd letter-case U,athad been hidden in hi. bowm next the Jdn. Then a
•oiled newiT^per having been spread upoa th« oarria^
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Ixmoh and the pieoea of oonviotion arranged upon it, Ser-
g«uit Schmidt, Bunounded by an audience of admiring
infanors, commenced to interrogate iheir owner.-

_

•' What is thi« r He held up the weU-u«Mi briar-root.A pipe, and yet it might be used to conceal deqwtohet or
traomgs. A pistol also. On the principle of the French
mUraMe. with many barrel.. Priaoner. answer 1 Where
did you get this ?"

Returned P. 0. Breagh, scarlet and breathing shortly:
" I bought it in Berlin from a pawnbroker in tlie Lands-

berger-strasse. By what right . .
."

Someone behind hacked him on the ankle, driving home
the axiom th it silence was wisdom, and he subsided, bofl-mg within, as the Colt, a nearly brand-new six-barreUed
weapon, seenand purchased, together with its box of three
hundred cartridges, for seven of P. 0. Breagh's cherished
overdgns, was laid by, while the Sergeant, breatiiing
•tertorously, examined tho contmits of the purse. He
snorted, letting tho bright coins run through his greedy
fingers like yellow water:

" Nine pieoea of gold. French coins, too, or oaU me a
heepahead I"

"At your service, Herr Sergeant," pnt in the smooth,
weU-bred voice of Valverden, foUowing on the ominous
murmur that had greeted the Sergeant's announcement-
the money is as English as this revolver is American.

Prove the first for yourself. When has the French Em-
peror figured in a woman's hair and cor«a^ f"
A guffaw went up. P. C. Breagh, recognising the voice

which had spoken from behind him, realised that here was
a friend in need. But an attempt at speech on his part
was frustrated by an ominous tightening of the muscular
arm that had previously half-strangled him. The Sergeant,
his fiery pot-ieal rather damped by frequent set-backs,
snapped-to the purse and said, keeping it tucked in one
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SZ."^'- '»• ""-^ 0-t the content. <rf the

Who here'^'l^ff '"«"»-* 'o "^ow him a „gue',

•nd who had been r,-nl!».*i ^. ,
"**"'*"' ™ *« original,

pinion the suW^tne^W u'^r'
"^'^ *»"' ""« *»

corner, "Uu^^Slr^^ri^'tr^^* "^ '^ *«'«*

.. ^. y""" »'^oe. Serf Sei^nt !" '

letter-case: " IhrttZefe^ " *' "°°*«'*» °* ^e
-J^h.andonSSSr-'"*"'^'''"- ^°-

^^fd^lE'^^.^rpS^fH;" '^"^ "^ ««•

'««>«», whounder^tand^*tl.!r!!K^'?iT ®*«'»-'«^1-

wiU corwborate mjTtime^Ttf t ^^* '"'«°^'
him." ^ "wtement if yon will kindly rrfw to

The sSt'!^p^io \n '<S°"°fr"***
«y«tetement.'

. .
.»

looeened^JTc^Cltrb^if
',

'"^''*^ '^'*^« ^J^-

-ne^Wl.twertthona.aSr£i-air

«e:n?^a?tScd^h?eSSro°L^''"''"'^' ^- ^-*—emUt.anTSrSrrig-l:^
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of anUtent to Herr Weber, Dispensing C!hemirt, of Strahl-
rand, nesr Stettin."

"SeAryW Private Kunz," aud the Sergeant; oonaoious
rf the gnns lurking behind the reepeotfnl face, about him.
Tell us plainly, and without lying or skipping, what arethe* paper. Uie feUow had got on himj Put him back

on the seat, Biaun and KJeia, and nt on either dde, each
taking a wmg. Now, Kunz, do thou begin !"

And the little (Aeaf that had been transferred from
the homy olntohes of the Sergeant to the yeUow-stained,
•ensibve-lookmg fingers of the chemist's assistant was
subjected to the scrutiny of the weak eyes behind his large
round spectacles, as sleepy-looking Weetphalian viUages of
cottages with tall tiled roofs, grouped about squariow-
spired churcMes; and league, of lye and bartey, almost
ready for the sickle, streamed by the half-glazed windows,
all blackm shadow and white in the dear, pure radiance of
August s crescent mocm.
lUm, a worn letter in English handwriting of tiie legal

fand, dated in the January previous, and directed to
P. C. Breagh. Esq., Care of Frau Busoh, Jaeger-strasse,
Sohwarz-Brettmgen. Item, a passport issued some ten
days previously, to the same person on application at thel^on Foreign Office, on asbursement of the sum erf Two
ShJhngs, and authorising him. cm payment of the proper
dues and at his own risk, to proceed via Ostend to BerBn.
/fem, another p««port, procured as a last lesource-grai^t-mg the said P. C. Breagh penmarion on the part of the
Berhn Foreign Office, and as a strictly non-combatant
Bntish subject, to transfer hims-lf, via Belgium and
Luxembouix, to French territory. Lastly a half-sheet of
tough Chancellory note-paper, covered with the larce
olosely-set, vigorous handwriting of the man who wasm^nt when newspaper-editors and poUtioians, diplomats
and monarchs. guttersnipes and generals, talked of Prussia
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know. ^- Sraagt thirsted to

What happened was, that the Senwant «,n^«^ •

patient by delay on the part of th« n^^Z,^"^^"^ »•
at the doonment* and dmm^ *i,

»Pectacled one. grabbed

The h^lHv, T^^ dropped them on the unclean floor

p. B^gh had thouX «ttX '"" *•"*

further inquiriesTlUTon^*"*' "' ^'^^ -
Nut

.
.. ffTas t I cannot read the crablwi <rf„« *t. ^

Valverden obeyed and read

^^y ^e. «>i** ** o/,e««., U^r^XClftFurther h*,de»re to proceed xoith ourtrZpa if J,7» ,
-^-PersonaUy .ouch forkUkone^^yan^fS '

"Bebliw,
"Julg, 1870."
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xxxm.
P. C. Bbjaoh never heard the order given; but next
moment hig aching wr>', were released from the huge, hard
gnp of Privates Brr. a and Kleias, and the muBcuiar legs
that had affeotionat iy twined about his own. were with-
drawn. Subsequently, singly, and in silence, the Sergeant
handed back the watch, pipe, tobacco-pouch, purse, and
note-case. Last of all, Valvetden, making a long arm
returned the half-sheet of ChanceUory note, bearing the
signature tt*t had worked the miracle, without words
and lookmg coldly in its owner's face.
"Thanks tremendously!... I've no doubt I'm to blame

for not producing my credentials earlier," said Carolan.
But X d no notion of the rather serious turn things were

going to take. However, all's weU that ends
His smile froze upon hU lips, and died out of his eyes

as he encountered the stare the other turned upon him
answering haughtily:

" I regret that you have suffered some rough handling
from my comrades, under the wrong impression that you
were an agent of the French Secret Service. Admittini!
that our own side act advisedly in employing persons ^e
you, I must say that to me, personally, a spy is-a spy -"

But, hang it
!
you don't suppose " Carolan choked

out after a moment of angry bewUderment. And with the
Sergeants piggish little eyes curiously feed on him
Valverden answered curtly;

" I suppose nothing. Excuse me from further conver-
sation.

The revolv r, with its cartridges, had not been returned
with the other articles. Its owner asked the Sergeant for
It, gettmg in reply only a glare.
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Men who convened I^ •
^"^"^^ ^y ""e and al).

their covertXr^atTth^'LT?^-''"'^"'' -"^'"P^".
verden's regjr^d^ S^^*^**

ndifference of Val-

•oooMed ^the'hoTdt^rstaW^:
if

"^"'-'^
guarantee, testified to th»^l^ Clhanoellor's written

wnage'a document eSal^ ' "* ""'P'""" ^^^^ I*-

•oaring wtth L^nS;S*''"°« "^*^ *^' ^* »' «'™""'.

.piked helme^choS:;^t^»^8 -^^ »- in bra™.'

«" it had been a fewir™ .
r^'*'°°**°8P"t"ot«,

dawn of , «,„,d,^ ^^ ioited'S;;ntgl*'*'
"'""• ^y

'>anioaded doora tesl^ld ^ *' u "°"^ windows and
«rily abandon^tSi^^'^X'"'?.'^ *«'=I«'-
>rith Commissariat »to«Ti^' ^«' °' ^'^^' laden

aptheRC^;:L'J"-;^^;*o.k^were being towed
"'heel "teamen, famiU^X^rih^^f"'™^*'^' ^^''
w«» conveying vDluntariir^ M^i

^'"'"*' ^'^^ others

visitor do,n^2^^"'«*^,:r^»t« and fugitive

Conveyance by S^^jS?" °°*/ "^'^ ^y-
terms prohibitoiy toaTrb^i '™'^-^" to be had upon
J^Jiee. pale or^ with nl- l^**"*" ^^ disheveUed

-d hirmasteT^rC^^^^f *hesUtion.maater

commands and enti«,Sl f^T»°fT~'^*h P-^y*".

^omeNorthward-goCSn
i^^*'

^' *°' P'^^^^ o"

^S^U'^r^.J^T 'r"^"'
*''*' «'>°^' ^'^oo-to

-^-«0fthePrn:-°^S:"-»l:hir^
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even m a tall, lean, red-faoed IiurpeotoT caught his eye ani
beckoned bim imperiougly to quit hit cage, asking:
" You have a Legitimation to proceed with the tMops t

Kreuznach t No ? Then bo good enough to stand and
until I have an opportunity of ascertaining why you wer
originally permitted. Here is the Commandant."
Standing on the whitewashed platform, hot, dusty

unbrushed and unwashed, burdM?.ed with his unstrappet
knapsack, a stout walking-stick, a leather-covered, sorev
topped sliiig water-bottle, some crumpled newspapers ani
a package of solid Bandwiohes—-thrust upon him at one o
the previous atopping-plaoee, P. C. Breagh was consoioui
of cutting a sorry figure. Conscious, too, of Valveixlen'i

supercilious eye-glass, glittering a few yards off, as h(

sfaetched his tong legs on the platform and talked eagerlj
with some comrades of his own standing, straight-backed,
long-legged youngsters, with arrogant manners, oleai

eyes, budding moustaches, newly-fledged whiskers, broad
shoulders and regulation waists.

No new pupil at a young ladies' boarding school, smarting
under the double stigma of plainness and poverty, no
cheaply-arrayed dibvtante at a suburban subscriptbn-ball,
ever blushed more hotly or winoed more painfully under the
omtiny of prettier and richer girls, than did P. C. Breagh
under the glances of these young men.
Not the memory of the Army Service examinations he

had failed in galled him, or that missed shot for the I.C.S.,

or the Univereity career foregone. It was the word " spy "

that rankled in his memory and took the starch out of his

self-conceit.

Before the discovery of the Minister's written guarantee,
Valverden had gossiped with him as an equal—the other
Guardsmen had been friendly in their rougher way. The
fateful half-sheet of Chancellory note had changed every-
thing. " Ae though one had blosscaned out in plague
or small-pox," P. C. Breagh had said to himself bitterly.
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And I fee] like a kind of All RaKt^man wouM„^,^„,,°;^^^^o, .„n.ebody. whose

i^ «P»t, and looked theThfT^ ,®™"° '"'* Klci™

^ b«.,y brushed th?,:2:;Zk ^t"";""-
^«~

Only Kunz, the speotacled^r«r^ J^
^ forage-cap.

<»^% bidden the ^ingterg^r;" *^^*' '"^
He was horriblv bom »f *i. *r^^"y-

in feeling, he had UJ^en a litw II^^.'
''^ ""^ '^"^'o

cynical knowledge of theTorwT''?r^' '*'*"'' '"«' «

n>ent,thatnwiifying8piderwph^r ^".!*>«»'«'« Depart-

emanating f^n. the cCZol ^u"^^*^ «^^- "^d
Berlin »

^nanoellory in the Friedrioh.«traMe,

C.'^^S:^!rr '^-*». - «niy Of them, by

certain dandy Cblonel of ^tiaTS t'^^''*^^*'
^ '

the past two years had filled tl^" nf^'^^'^' *'«> ^r
ribbon DepartmentZiagS IJt^t""'l^"'* °' '»"« »"<1

,
Then why on earth Tsutt^ fr"-^""

*^"**-
^tor returned with theTw* ^' '""*'*"'* t'^^ Halt
k«««d. potty officer, in blue i,^''"'':^*' " ^^te-whis-
ti-e white BhouldJr-sti™ ^m? T'"'™

^^'^ *«*«-
-iddle-agedClonelofmLs^oLnar ''^"^"^ » '^»'
«» tufted sohapka, glitt«^;i!: T ^^y^''"'«f'«dedby
whose teeth wei^ clenZ^„'^^^ ^**"'-""""-J g'^'-es!
whose gaunt, bmad-shouTdrL «„ I'

'»««'«chaum-^„d
•lark blue cavalry untfomi^tJT "^^^ ''^"^^ '" *«
white cr^ss-belt, Cl^e^* '^^/^""^ ?'-«*«»> and
private clothes.

"*" " ^err von Rosius's Berlin-made
For it was undoubtedly Miss I in»>a • .y JMiss Ling s qmet-mannered first.
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floor lodger, who h^ redgned hi. pet of tMoher .t the
Bemer. Street Inatitata of Language* when the wire had
come from Headqtwrtem, bidding him oome back and
be a cog-wheel in Moltke'. big war-maohine. What Mr
Knewbit would have called "the blank expieMon "
appeared behind hi« .pectAoles when they showed him his
young fellow-lodger from Coram Street. But he paused
when the Commandant halted and began to ask queetions-
which Carolan answered in the German so frequently tested
on Herr yon Rodus.

" How came you to travel from Berlin in a train set
apart for the use of the Guard Infantry t Show me vour
^tunattons-Kart and military ticket, if you have oae <~
You have neither ? . . . Then how did you, against the
regnlatione, obtain permission of the authorities to enter a
mtMir-tugf It is inconoeiv-vble that you should have man-
aged to conceal yourself without connivance of some kind !"

Thmgs were getting close to the Chancellory half-sheet
but It would never be displayed with the consent of P. C
Breagh. He had wild ideas of feigning idiocy, of appeal-
ing to von Rosius, but the first resouroe savoured of the
theatre too strongly for adoption, and the second—one
gbnoe at the hard, ignoring eyes behind the steel-rimmed
glasses disposed of that for good.

At his wito' end, a loud, genial voice hailed him in the
Enghah language, flavoured ii-ith the CountyDublin brogue.

By the powers
! and there's the face I'm looking for.

Longer by a yard than it was when you capped me at
Berhn, Faith

!
and I stared at you with all my eyee, won-

denng where in the world I'd last beheld ye ? TiU Chris
Brotherton quizzed me and I bet him five shillings the place
was Fleet Street. Now, on your honour, was it ? Speak
or for ever after hold your tongue !"

" Not quite Fleet Street, sir, but haidly a stone's throw I
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from it I" A ffTii.* - .

"•
«"ki«g heart of?cS^^ """**-«"• hoP* Wtad th.
The big, w»nn voioe Mid tlu Un^ kj u. .

wrought th. mi«ol,. WoZd to'J f .^'rr*'**^gentleffl« of fifty. t<^pMdTl ^u'
'*""' '^"'« »«««1«'

•ttired in a pepj^-a^d «lt «^ ^*^ <P»y Derby, wid

-hiny black mZ'^B^X^r^"''^^ «^
o«.tenngonaomeplumpM,dwBUfI^,v,?^ you met him
m the Mother Country, Vo^w^uw ,,"?'*"*" ^''
the revolver.pouoh tUt dkLT/J?,

^"^ *^'»-»»>tfo.-
belt, and the wallet Sitt^htJiT™'

"'*'•''''''' ''*'*"
w*. .lung ao«« hi. .houTd^fo^"T""^i *""'«'•"•
•urgeon or «,lioitor. of the^ , ! ^"^-^^e country
P- C. BreaghW better J^- °^ ?"«"* ^^- ^*
««-oolo^«.thrbigtt^i'tf»': -°'W ohanged to

" Haidly a minuteV S ""? "^ '*P~''<""' °i«»t:

don-trefreehmomemory'l" 5w wocM^^L""'
"'^ "' y°»

mental legs getting shaTvatTlT 7^"' " ** t' find one'.

Nota.tone-.throTfSi^w".? ' "•^°«»P^

<

the Beadle of Old T^^nt } *** y°«wy » . . . By
Hampton Courtt^Re'^^"^;^-- *^ Maze al
the garden of the Dilkuaha at 1^^^ Petersbuiig, or
Pn.«ng H Squalin^^l^Srowr" *""^ °'

-'^"hllfi!^r^L'^^Cr^''''^^ "-^hcldly
1 and he remembewdTv^ "^^ *°'^"' '^°«'-

to you I"
'°emf)ered my name and pweented me

Fleet Street are anX^ bu7J.
^'""^^'^ °ffioea„d

man than I take hiTTbe bTt"^?"'
'*''''' " •«"'"

vereation.
. . .» Ho brokrnff . i

*• " ^*e"nptmg a con-
•coept my apologfeg bTo ' *^« *" "ffi"'"'- " P»y
finish With my Sfr„d^f"-'"'^*. "' wait while you
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The OomniMdaiit ttiffly nt.imad the gMiial lalute Won

he wheeled and walked off with the Inipeotoruid von RoduB.
Who. while the king of BritiihWm Oomapondento chatted
with hill glowing vaml, had exchanged a tew aentenoen
with these penonagee apart. Then aaid the kindly UtUe
gentleman, with a humorooa twirl o< the eye at the thiee:
"I claimed yonr aoqnaintanoe beoanee 1 mw you nearing

the jaws of a Oennan guardnxwi. Though 1 lanoy you'd
a friend at Court in that Uhlan Cok>nel there ! . . . I heard
him tell the Commandant that he'd no earthly idea how
you got here, but that you were «imply an Engliih iohool-
boy who waa craay to eee a war. And the Commandant
•aid lomothing about turning tail at the firet whirtle of a
flomftcn«ptf««r-thafia8hell.«plinter. Though I'm wetty
certain by the outU your jib you'd df) nothing of the kind !"

He added, aa a familiar shout of " Entrain !" and a bugle-
oaU brought the platform leg-atretchen Mampering to their
plaoeo and the long train of grayi-painted waggcm*. office™'
hone-bozea and baggage trucks, olanked into motion again

:

" Your friends of the Guard have gone without you.
Krauinaoh will be their detraining-point—that's all I can
tell you. For the rea«m—and it's an uncommonly sound
one!—that the newly-mobilised men of the infantry
battalions want a march to limber their joints and stieteh
their new booU a bit. Begad I my own brogues would be
the better of a day or two on the trees. But rheumatism
and corns are the price one pays for experience—and the
privilege of talking like a daddy to harum-Bcarum gossoons
like yourself. You've no business to be here, boyo ! but
wnce jrou are—use your eyes and brains to observe with—
never be ashamed of running away when you can get out of
danger by doing it I and for yonr mother's sake, if she's
living—don't be dragged into fighting on a side. Foiget
that you have a revolvM, if that bulge under your jacket
means that you carry one,—and keep your temper cool and
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Iri-h blood in him «„ / T^'- "
l'?""" ''*'' • d«>p of

not what I dor" "•"•*•'• ^«>"I*dvi»yontodo.
He pnlloj out the baft^M^ _ u .

«d of ita «hort, -ftJ S./i^J""""/-'*'''' •* *•>•

•ying « ith „ «igh of relieT '
'"'' «'•""«• •' «

Wto and sup ? • ^ ^" '^'' *»«"» *ith me and have a

wWoSe"hS*„;*:!^^"87-P>ntoh.,..w,.„^^^^
to be good for youthful ^^^1^ r^«-""3'

"""^
woaid have given a gr^ZTv7":. ^- ^- »"*«'»
beam the invitation ni. ^•'^»'^«'> <»uJd have
f^.^ rot that he W 'l^held ^'*''k?

''•* "•**• '^^ely

VVa, a,m,^pondent.,.^thr™v^ *^
''"""" "^ B^^*

him away. ' "* K»y-Pwnted troop-train carted

XXXIV.

8»neroue amend, for an n^t.^' !* T" *'•" ^""t"''*

l»*vio„sly,atthePof«danXS;X«'"«ht. Two day,
companion had wid to him -^T!^ !?*""•' ^'*"' »hen a
••taiwr who kotowed to you t Fn' ,^ *?*'""^tic young
y«> o"t him unme«nf5y'^lLS^' ' '^""''^ "y- "^
whirl of great affaiw

:

^ Miwered, out of the
" I've no notion ; but I'll m.w.
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Doit underfoot mode the tread fall a* on yelvet. Dust
in the air parched the throat and got in the eyea. And the
inoeosant rolling of the Pruasian side-drums, lanoed through
with signal whistles and sharp bugle-calls, made tiie hot
baked atmosphere quiver, and the play of early mnahine on
myriads of brass helmet-spikes made the eyes water and
blink, as the battalions of blue infantry that had marohod
into Bingen on the previous day mustered from their

billets, were entrained and conjured away; and other

battalions that had marched fifteen miles since cockcrow
tramped in with the thick white dust turned to mud upon
them by the heavy Bhineland dews that had soaked their

boots and damped their uniforms, halted but to breakfast

—

and were oS, almost on the heels of the first.

Division after Division of Cavalry—^Uhlans in light or

daric blue piped with red, and shiny black Lancer sohapkas,

Cuirassiers in white uniforms, with steel breast and back

plates, and steel helmets simple in design as those of

Cromwell's Ironsides. Light blue Dragoons, Hussars with

tufted shakos of miniver, and braided iaokets of red, black.

green, brown and pale blue, with their flying batteries of

Horse Artillery, their proviant columns and ammunition-
trains had been rushed to the frontier with astounding

speed. Now the blue deluge of marching men with needle-

guns came rolling after. With thunder of heavy siege-

trains, with patehes of green upon the monotonous blue,

that stood for picked battalions of sharpshooters; sons of

gamekeepers and forest-rangers; bred from childhood to

woodcraft and hunter's lore; experts in the use of the rifle,

scouts and trackers of daring and skill.

On the seventemth of July the Warlock had said to bio

King, " Give me to the third of August and we are safe."

This was the third of August. And the air was thick with

something besides dust.

Conscious of this, they talked, the neophyte and th.
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^Ped it up to sJ^Zkb^jtl^'^""^ ^««'. who
K«n«^h. lud «ee« t^w h^^'"^ ^""^y R«>«1 from

condition, haymg b^?!!"!!""! k'""«''*
i° i" " chipped

?e«i^n: ot?L;rf^i^^s-srr"-- ^^^ ^^^

foroeatPorbaoh,Bomefiftelor„-^ l*^""* '^P"^ «»id to be strung out ^ZT^T f^" *°"""'J wen being

OWanBwithSC;'S'^'^"f• » •'''*"''^-t of
on the morning of the^S^fZth t??*°^"'^''=l«»
f«>m the oollierie. a ,1o^n stout2 '^'^^' ""'^ ^"^^^
«^d Bupplied with bj^^rt^°'"'f"°«» with picks.
Those grimy stalwartaSt?!^"f«*l^"*«' "'d »o on

^t;-L-orLtS^^^^
=t?.^— -^e::i-^r^----

^ST.5.:^,^^",°^/«^e<^-U*hetwent,
Metzwith his Staff and tteSLT/^r'~° "^- '"'e'*^

formaUytookcommandrf th!l^*''^^'«'I°'P«ri»I. and
the " Army of the^e'vZrt^'''T*' '^''^ -
tteHohenzollerns,commandX^NTo '"''''^^°*
on the right front, flushed a BS«nI i^

•^•' "^oonJioitring
tog a knoll of risinggSi*^^t'f^-"

a wood cove^
"naginaiy frontier-l^e

«« top of which went the

'att'-y of six French filTJl ^ °' thereabouts, a
8piohe,«nberg heiglta Ji^r"T" °^" the slope of tke
•-K-wayd^r^ '

^*^ ">*<> P«Stion on a^feau
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And, while the Prassian dnimmen beat to arms; while

the Hohenzollemg hastily posted their four companies, one
on each of the town's three bridges, and sent one forwards
on the heels of a squadron of Uhlans, up the Forbaoh Road,
which runs through Saarbriiok, rising as it trends to the

west;—^while the rest of the Uhlans stood to their horses in

the Markt Platz, and the civilian population stopped to

look on, or scuttled for cover, six shells were fired, three of

them hitting a little beerhouse on the hill-brow, just off

the Forbaoh Road—and the Imperial cannonade was over,

the artillerists retired, and nothing more had happraied,

though the videtUt and patrols, Gallic and Teuton, had
cracked away at each other from high noon till bat-

light.

Discussinj); these things, the adept and the neophyte came
to tne Victoria, every window of which was crowded with

Pruasian officers, eating, drinking and smoking, or shouting

for breakfast, coffee, beer, wine and tobacco in every key of

the hiuian register.

Distracted waiters ran about like ants, and before the

packed and roaring caravanserai—keeping guard over one

of the little decrepit iron tables that stood under the dusty

acacias—a little table that had a fly-spotted cloth upon it,

and a great glass basin filled with sugar cubes, and was
-further adorned with brown rings made by the bottoms of

cofiee-'cips and beer-glasses, were the two friends referred

to by P. C. Breagh's Good Samaritan.

One was a handsome, fair-haired, 'smiling man in the

scarlet, yellow-faced, gold-adorned uniform of a crack

regiment of British Light Dragoons, " a swell of the haw-

haw type " Mr. Ticking would have termed him. With thii

splendid personage, whowas generally referred to as " Major

Brbtherton," wt^ a shorter, plainer individual with fluffy

whiskers, attired as for the sports of the field, in a white,
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oo^in hi. luggage, for XZ^nSt\"!^.*"
rolled out of onn a« h. -„. r^

"i^iige m a rubber bag

'^thapat«„tcoi:^brhSie'S-K;i'^*''r
•ponge could he t«t.i.~j • ^

«> oesiuned before the

^St out ^"^t^;S"f««•'. Mr- Toole h«,

so^e travelling BriJr. n::'fat
'""«' ^"^^ *»

nea, with £. WaTall^^T *™'^^'-''*<^«d Brimi-

•hotday. Introduced by WBSdr';"tT**°i^
"^ in pink and orange tweedS "^ *° *^* '^"^^

at the rtio^w3,:?""?!r'' °* «---P>oked up
Quanls W^V!!!j^'"'^

°"* "* ' troop-waggon full rf

ol^ed^-^And'lS:^^'?"^ ^^^ ^'-^ and

I to know that the Berlin LiHt
7*"- But how was

"At any rate, the dze of the amnuJ .atifies U> the
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antiquity of your tmo, and so on. For in prehistorio days,
I take it, goats were as big as cows are now !"

" My thanks to yoa, Brotherton, for supplying so

plausible an explanation. I'll salre my pride erf pedigree
with it next time I'm taken for a travelling quaok, and
Prussian soldiers suffering with indigestion ai^y to me
for pills and blaok-dose." He added, with his pleasant
laugh, catching P. C. Breagh's glance of incredulity:
" Actual fact, and no embroidery, I assure you I You
understand that to emphasiie the strictly pacific nature of

my calling, I'm exploiting my honorary degree for all it's

worth !" He added, rather pointedly addressing the hand-
some cavalryman: " I've no special ambition to be shot
as a combatant !"

" Nor have I," said the man in sporting checks, warmly.
"And, Brotherton, my dear fellow, if this 'ere 'umble
individual may add his advice to the counsel you've already
had from the man, by Jove ! who of all men knows best
what he's talkin' about, you'll stow that 'ere lady-killing

uniform, and the silver helmet with the flowin' whitephime
away in some spare portmanteau, and leave 'em with your
sabre, and the dazzlin' horse-fumitune you showed me this

morning, in charge of the landlord here, until yon come
back from the war-path safe and sound. Am I talking

'oss sense. Doctor ?"

" Indeed you are. Tower !" agreed the Doctor. " And,
C!hriB, if you'll listen to him, I'll be eternally grateful to

you, for your own sake. You've too much of what Tower
ai d the Yankees call 'horse sense' not to know you're

handicapped as a war correspondent by your glorious

panoply !"

The Major smiled, and said, smoothing the drooping
moustache with a fine white hand that wore a diamond-set
signet:

" You can't blame me for thirsting to carry the harness
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wuieM are flying in real eaiAert ?"

" Not a bit. dear fellow." «ud theDootor, with a twinkle
•0 long a. you thiirt to do it and don't ! That tettTR

•'

on your shonlder-oord i. hardly big enough toTi^e ascover where those bullete are plentiful. And wiT^ou"
mfl„e^oepi«speot»in life, and position, you-dbe an initeto Fate If you were anxious to die at thirty.four"

InfluMice has been my bane, and the two other thines

bocke™. I ve been Queen's page, and Prince's Equerryand auie-de-camp on the Duke's Staff, and I've nev^r se^

or Shomohffe, or the Cunagh KUdare, or at oarH„e-
Praotioe. What luck do you oaU that »"

" Dashed hard !" said Tower.
Brotherton went on

:

" Iwas a callow cadet at Sandhurst when the Regimentcovered itself with gloiy at Balaclava, and ashl^T*
^tiveServicesinc^I've had no chance to findouTw^exI m a real soldier, or a kid-glove one "

M^ioTLkLtLl'^-'^^'^—' ^- -r-- The

Z *f
Balaclava Day; and I was an only son. Andmy mother was a confidential Lady-in-WaitinJ, andW

To^coM '"''f'i^
'°'' ' "'^" "^y y""*""! ambition^

to be cold-watered. ... And now that the dear soulZgone and I'm on the Retired list-^ter fifteen ^e^L oWmdsor, Buckingham Palace, Whitehall, Pall Mall andHyde Park-out breaks the war that I've been sighing for.And, after hovenng about The ThunderboU office till every
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printer's devil knom me by rukme, and oooling my hsela

on the doorstep of your ohaihbers in the Albion so per-

sistently that your housekeeper believed me a bailiff with a

writ—^I managed to knook over Opportunity on the wing

—

and secured, thanks to you, Doctor t the chance of my life I"

He stood up, a handsome, martial figure in his scarlet

and golden uniform, his eyee ablaze under the silver, gold-

starred, white-plumed helmet, his fine face flushed with the

battle-lust. And as he stretched out his hand across the

spotty tablecloth, the feasting flies rose in a buzzing cloud.

" And glad am I if word of mine helped to get that chance

for you, and you know it, Chris, and that it's a pleasure to

have you with me," said the genial voice, as the Doctor

took the ofle^ hand. " But the military array, my dear

fellow ! The wampum and war-paint—that's what I

kick at, with my gouty toe of fifty-two." He added:
" But here comes the waiter with the coffee and egps, and

bread and butter, and something like the oold slkx I ham
I'm dying for—^if only it doesn't happen to be raw ! o sit

down and we'll fortify ouraelvea against possible short-

commons at Mayenoe. For that's where the King is, with

Moltke and the Great Headquarters. And that's the

destination we take rail for at twelve noon."

He added, as Brotherton tad Tower started in their

chairs, and P. C. Breagh quivered like a fox-terrier shown

a rat. " As for the other chiefs, the Red Prince is—no one

seems able to tell where—and the Crown Prince is on the

frontier. Maybe we'll hear of him at Wiseembourg by-

and-by !"

"We should be there ourselves, in the thick of it,"

asserted Brotherton, savagely slashing at a pallid pat of

butter, as Tower poured boiling milk and coffee into cups

half-an-inoh thick.

** We would be, Chris, me dear man !" said the Doctor,
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tor the opening game I"
^^

Bwtherton retorted with a touch of pomposity

nroW ^'"'
'V"*^"^'

'"• ="* for the^nL of ourprofession, we should extort recognition at th« hJ^. I«-e foreigners. We should. ITSSntetivi'ofrLI
Power, submit to no beUttling. wielding as w"t^Keep aU that toffee for the speeohn.aking end of a

u Of .-epti:nTr::.r^rrr-A^Ti'r.;*

=3£.nr^rwrrru^Si
necessary information painlessly !"

" But, my God I when I think'of what may be doinc at

1 leel as if I should go stark, staring crazy ! Have Iwonficed what I have aacrificed-H»nd-Ld bonie whit I

tTrdi^t^I?,r* ""^ •» "»y be thrown me from*»y to day J I teU you, sir, the mere idea is hoirible to

Sedbvrr'"*"""""'""'"^- My blood isT^ySohiUed by age, or my susceptibilities blunted. " L
be t and taking up the cloak that had been thrown over a

We not yet received my papers back from the HaltCommandant. I will call upon him now '"
" ^^*

Come with you, if you've no objection to walking in
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" Come baok about ten—I m»y have a lonp or two o(

newi worth hearing," laid the Doctor, with impertarbable
good temper, and with a honey touch of the hat on Tower's
part, and a nilkily dignified salute from the Hajor, t&e tall

soldierly figure in its sea-let and blue and gold, and the leas

dignified personality in the clothes that might have been
worn by Toole in th« part of a horsey squire, went away
togetiher, ovm the yellow-bumt grass and the dusty sun-
baked gravel, dotted with Mttle breakfasting groups of

officers, who had been crowded out of the Hotd.
" I'm glad Tower's gone with him. He's in a frame of

mind that won't make for pleasant relations with Prussian
transport-officers," quoth the Doctor, looking after the
retreating couple with something like a twinkle and some-
thing like a sigh. " But he's a grand fellow I—a splendid
fellow is Brotherton !—even if he sometimes reminds me of

the Quaker wife who said to herhusband :
" Friend Timothy,

all the world is wrong except thee and me, and thou is a
little wrong sometimes, Friend Timothy I"

And having got rid of his vexation in one gentle gibe at
the idiosyncrasy of the petulant Brotherto", ho fell to his

breakfast again, urging his guest to a renewed attack on the'

strong ham-sausage and weak coffee, with the words:
" Bad policy—neglecting rations. Must stoke when fuel

for the human engine is to be had, if you're going to chronicle
the deeds of an army that fights as it marches. And when
you've cleaned your pbte, and dnmk another cup of coffee,

you shall tell me why you came here and what you want
to do 1"

He commented, when P. C. Breagh, duly replete, had
stated the nature i i his aims and ambitions; touching upon
his discouragements as briefly as might be:

" War Correspondence I . . . Well, I'll admit I guessed
that you'd set your heart on something of the kind, when
I saw yi. a tumble out of that troop-waggon with a note-
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book rtlotog out of your j.cket.pookrt. And u> old Knew-

kl^^^l Sportingrf him l^d to d«erve. tha?^

.S^t'ttrj;*'^- 0-1 W. Experience.^

i^ortlwts where jvu'To got to b«!"
ff^

pocket, were full, what can you accomplish t I tell von

^IZT'^"*:''' Butifyou-UfLwontheiS

a^t^^"^" i'
''1 "^y ' •°'»P °^ "-^l new. ^d mTya meatybone of valuable mformatioa to«^ to you dTyTy

£; J^^- r? '"* *^'' "^^ °f *e Army Corp. you
t^ V * *"• y^'" ™P y°" fill of raw-heil fTn

r^a^-r *^- """'-- '-- n.e."' wXr-'

*Ji^f*"* ""^ ''•" *" unawuming in his kindneM th».tthe httle one hordlv era8D«H th» *„ii ^ .
"nonewi that

hnuM i,i;„i . ™y »™«Pea the full qjrtent of it, even a.

Sd''J2^ftr^rer'^^°^*^^^-'«'^'^-"

«^u4:cn^t:t^-j,is^----ow
are molThvT w^"* *° "^ ^^™' ^y°' h"* «"<=« you

• m™ fJ*v*
*^ «^'' "'«' y°" ey«» "nd "tuff yourmemory with things worth keeping. Now as mv t^I^Zpre.o.s,_is there anything mo^ouS ^Zw7Only one thmg. ... I have been puzzled by a„_^
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ineident that happened to•—laUow in my own podtian. ..."

P. C. BiMgh boggled honiUy: "Wm nguUrly wt on
getting to the Front—^hadn't • notion how to Mt about it

—

when he—«ooident«lly—managed to get hold ^ a—kind

of oifioial authoriaation. An informal pa*8, certifying the

bearer as trustworthy—written and signed by Count
Biimarok himaeU . . . ."

" And that wasn't half bad," ihe Doctor said, knocking

the ash off the huge dgar, " for a beginner pretty well, it

seems to me I"

Said P. C. Breagh:
" He was tremendously elated at having got the paper.

It seemed to smooth away every difficulty. But later,

when he found himself in touch with Prussian Army men

—

th^,—not only the gentlemen privates qualifying for oom-

missiona, bdt the oonunon rankers,—dropped him like a

hot potato onoe they knew ! And—I'd like to know the

reason why they out me—^I mean him ?—^because they

supposed him to belong to the Secret Intelligence Depart-

ment t ' A spy M

—

a spy / Excutt mt from furihtr am-
vtrtationf" His mouth twisted wryly, repeating the

hateful words.
" I—understand." The Doctor stroked his beard.

" And previously this young Englishman and the rank-and-

file of the Guard Infantry "—^P. C. Breagh kept as straight

an upper-lip as wa^ possible
—" had chatted together upoD

friendly terms t"

" That was it. He had got on splendidly with them—
one fellow especially. And—it hurt, being suddenly sent

to Coventry! . .
."

" And does it strike you "—there was infinite sagacity

in the clear brown eyes behind the gold-rimmed glasses,

" that if you had been chatting freely with a supposed

equal, about your own position, prospects, and opinions,

you would have ' dropped him like a hot potato ' if yon
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^tT"^*^ "" "* '^'"8 oommi-ioned to «,und youfor French .ympathie., predilections. «.d «> forthZl^h«eve of hostilities with Fmnoe f

"

forth-on the

^^wJlJ Te Sred"""'"'
-^ '^ '--"' •^'-^

^Oh. hang itl I never thought of anything «v-«,

Zl L" ; ; •/
''""''"'"^ ^'"y Vslvenlen shied, supposingme a Secret Information agent when th« Arm«V u i

of 'em Tint ti. * „^ '• '""" *™ Army has shoals

miZ; ;.; r^ ^* Government should set such fellows

oi mat. It s not^-oncket, is it sir t"

hJ.W "r^'"'
'^'*y ''"«•' P^«> round the h of a

b^Wastrngpartyofoffic^snotfarofl. He said, lowelg'

nrU°? ff''nl*' the nigger', definitions of yene and

»««. Oo^^*a^m,fatt down vihoppo, dot blank ,LT'P™«an miUtary authority mayhouXt betSn sZ^.on the enemy before the Arm;, ^d^TZ^^JT^
Aey d think differently at the Horse Guards. th.^£
U J

By the way. with regard to that gaunt, lonHw^dLieutenant-Colonel of Uhla..s of the Landwehrw3K
tio^"T"^ '^ y°"' "'*'«' luokay^^trif
taonsr-where did you come across him ? 'I^^^Z^•c^o^' he called you, ' «^y fo «. Tar)' '•

^"''^
F. C. Breagh explained:

m^if**
^"^ ^"^ wmething of me, sir I-though it was themerest ohanoe-our meeting. UntU a we«lr »»« l

teaoW of English at the^niere Sti^elSZte ^fT
*

guages. and lodged at my landWlv". a .. I ^""

^ to Berlin ^t. .Z'^^Cr.^^^^^^^,
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XXXV.
It WM the Dootor*! tnm to whittle.
" Phew ! So that'i how they «py oat Md tnp deMrten

from their ReMnro and Landwehr. Clever—unoommonjy I

Pbiribly it'i not biuineee to tell you, but youVo given »w»y
• genuine bit of infonn«tion. And m t. lewon in caution
for the future, I shall annex your nugget—do you hear ?

In retum—I'tb a paM for an extra groom who has shot
tne moon with three weeks' doable pay in advance, the
cowardly beggar I And—supposing you're not too jttoud
—I'll take you with me as far as Mayenoe."

" I don't know how to thank you, sir I"
" Leave tjianking for the present." He pulled ont the

gold chronometer, secured by i*- twisted thong. "Ten
o'clock, and here come Towers and Brotherton, like Rosen-
onuitz and Quildenstem, •toith a kind o/ eonfetiion in
their loolu which Ihtir modMtitt have not emft enough to

colour.' No news to be had ! No starting for Mayence
before twelve shai^, in spite of honied 'jntieaties lavished
on the authorities T"

" Deuce a scrap !"

" Devil a minute I"

They threw themselves upon chairs, hot, dusty and
panting. They had got their papors back, countersigned,
from a kind of uaderatrapper, after, to do him justice, very
little delay. But of inteUigance, not a modicum was obtain-
able, except that the Emperor was said to be close to the
frontier near Saarbrflok at the head of the Imperial Guaids.

" Though they've been saying that for forty-eight hours,"
grumbled Tower, " and I'm dam' if I caU it anything but
Ancient History."

At which candid confession the Doctor's mouth twitched
under the thick, curling moustache of rusty iron-giay. He
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Bn,the^r^to"h^-.^J^"*^Jilted "^ •y'gl*-.

on «« «co«,.floor. i»«P^r<]^&'r„'rs"::*>w» • bayonet, and tumad » fl^ml; ,
"~ °*'° P«wded

fighting, at Soarbrfiok TUH ti.
' .•

*^ ^^° ••"<'»•

^UiU would be woS^^"?f-^-^^^--»da„t.
"th a peculiar «nile, " OrTleast i in

'
"^^^

"n inclined to think «."
'°^' '"•»P«rien«e.

Came the quick an<wer-

nder a strict underikiijli ^''foT/ ^°.* *^"'-
'"c o'clock thi. morning r '^ ^"'"^ ^»™-»t
Bn,therto„ tamed as aehen-pale a. he had hitherto been
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qriiMon. Towen called out gleefully, aa active Kttle thrills
of exoitoment coursed down P. C. Breagh's spine:

" Bravo, Doctor ! And you had it up your sleeve all
the time. ' Unfold, thou man of 'orrid myst^ !' as Miss
Le Grange says at Astley's in the Spectre's Bride."

" There's not so much to unfold. But from eight thou-
sand to ten thousand French troops made an attack on
Saarbrnok yesterday. Some battaUons of the 8th Prussian
Army Corps had augmented the original garrison, and their
nearest support was at Lebaoh, five miles to the T«ar. A
mitraiUeuse-battery and some field-guns posted on the
Reppertsberg drove the Blue Uniforms out of the town !"

Towers said: " Then why the deuce . .
." and broke off.

Brotherton gloomed heavily. The Doctor went on

:

" The Emperor and the Prince Imperial were on the
heights, wilh the Imperial Staff, to see the show—an aston-
ishing spectacle it must have been. Frossard, in the centre
with supports drawn from the Second Corps—Marshal
Bazaine on the right, with troops picked from the Third.
And in command of the Fifth Corps, de FaiUy, who crossed
the river at Saarguemines."

Queried Tower-
" And when the big bow-wow had made the Uttle one

drop the bone, he didn't stick to it ?"

The Doctor returned

:

" No—and that's the puzzle of the whole affair. The
whole glorious display resolved itself into a cannonade,
with occupation of the heights on the left bank, and nothing
further- Though the French foreposts actually occupied
the three bridges and held the town."
Tower said, his pale eyes sharp with intelligence:
" Bet you a tenner it was done for the boy. Got up to

blood the young 'un—oockerel of the Walk Imperial. Gee-
whillikins !—What telegrams Nap must have fired off to

St. Cloud !"
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gg,

•«. you off to, Brotie^n r '
^'™«^- W"""*

wo^tTno"*^'^-^ *^ *»- -" °««-ive. if the

n^^^^Zri?^*' ""» "°* appear to think

" Why thTl^ w I
good-humoured twinkle:

•uJnL^4't^°^^^'- '-''. by gnu. of the-

kampeted &,„^„„ , ^ *°°«"*' """t ^t my pen un-

w^you.peakiir.rthtrr'"^ "-—

l>i^.ordinari,y cahnTd'jl^^^^J^^e^'^
'^°"*"' '^-'""•"'

me/rw^tZ?^°"'*?°"8^'*P'«>'«>dyounottohear

He drew W^aelf up ^J'd ^t"""'
™"'""°* '«*•

dignity:
^ ^^' "P**™? «n.ply and with

BytelZfthrrJ!f"*'r.*"''"'''''^'«°'''°'«"'^<''>youM

ou..p^pe„whip4rc;?erir;^^^!j-
lake dormice, by Gad !" put in Tower '^t7^c ^:;-T '''r^ ''^'^-'^ »-' e^fi^t

ought to aXJ^^^v'^'"''' ^^' Brotherton-you^^ght to apologise. You were simply infernaUy rude fust

Said the Major loftily
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prehend that my senior in the lervioe of the paper ia not
anxioos to share the oiedit of the

legaid to what is taking place on
earliest intelligence

'

frontier JQst now."
't say what you'll be sorry

" For God's sake,

for
!"

" I'll say what I tiiink, to you, sir, or to the King of
Prussia I"

The gray-bearded, strongly-featured faoe, with the look
'of generous sorrow on it, and the younger, fairer, hand-
somer faoe, with the stamp of arrogance, and vanity and
pride, marring its manly beauty, confronted each otner in
silence, until with an impatient snarl, Brotherton swung
round upon his heel.

" Look here !—look here !—where the merry hell are you
off to ?" Tojror spluttered, grabbing at the sleeve of the
splendid scarlet tunic. " Not going to part company for
a 'misunderstanding—^hey 1"

" I am going to part company," Brotherton returned
bitterly, freeing himself from the detaining hand, " since
the jealousy that hampered me in my military career
threatens to marmy prospects now. Where I am going to
I cannot tell you—probably you will hear from me, but I
cannot promise it. Good-bye! Or—if you prefer it—
Auf medertelutn /"

He shook hands with Tower, nodded coldly to the aston-
ished P. C. Breagh, formally saluted tho Doctor, who re-

turned with a sjght bow, picked up his cap and cloak
and strode away over the sun-dried grass and the hot
yellow gravel, making for the gaudily painted iron gates
that ended thr: drive.

" Oh, Chris, man-alive, and am I jealous of ye ?" said
the Doctor, his spectacles dewy with irrepressible laughter,
as the gallant %ure in its gorgeous sou-let and golden
trappings was swallowed in a crowd of blue uniforms: "

If

you'd waited another minute, I'd have told you of some-
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thing eta, your ^^„ j^^ 886

*^_ years, «,me odd dT.Td , ^^ P***' '»>' -'O"-

W. Wiping I^ hS^oiS^SL""'^ '***'°° ' -M
/madkerchief, " and if he oome8^.r

* ^'"''"'y-bued eiUt
port swells the:*,, be tCdZtT '"^x."'

*^°'« ^ran-m his teeth and his taiftiKhtlt,^^'- ^''' «°* *^^ "t
G«»S;e ..^«d he'll kick th7rL?°''" *^« "•"«»>». by
to a dead certainty ShauVZf^ ^l'^

""'^ '"""" ^^^K
him down a bit ?" ^ «° "**«'• '"'» ""d try to^/^
The Doctor shrugged assent.

weV:^L^e;rorn;7jr ••

.
• • ^--•-'e I

o-t of the servant- quLS^'
"'^P*:''' °/ ^out my man

boyo !»_he turned on P c W ^ ^ '"^ y°"- ">y8W that summoned up Sustt "
''T'

^•""°"'»»
»Jway grime-" a wash »ni t .^ •""""« "°der the
bam., and besideJ^m7l:^ndiS™tT "^" '^° ^- -
on his passport as a blLk r ^ ^'^'^' ''^'* ^eBcribed

Tower came back in h.i* i.

^ attempt toSy B^th^n""^
'*''°'*"8 ^»"»«' i"

the Doctor's litUe party^S?;f° "^^^rtheless joined
"covered his serenTy rf Smt^""L^^* ''PP»-'%
°«ation to forswear hisS« ''*^<J°°«1 bis deter-
Beer, coffee, bread an? !

'^'"P^r-

departur,
, and thf tmhiwf ^'^'l^-aMy Pai*ding for

I

And the exodus of Sc" strickel T ^"^^« ''-^"g"
'
toe up.Rhine waSg/jJaSr"™'*""- ^y-g from the

med,andthen.fo;th^-^:,Xl:tari:t

2S
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totally Uooked {or civilian pMsengen, and giTon over to

the tianaport of men and munitions of war.

Presently, ivltMi a train of ooal-truoks flom Kienznach

oame jolting into Bingen, bearing on their sable flanks the

chalk hieroglyphics that signified their official emptinees,

P. C. Breagh was destined to behold personages of the

loftiest rank tmd the utmost exduraveness, German Serene

Highnesses, Austrian Duchesses, and English peeresses,

with their children and lap-dogs, their maids, chefa, coach-

men, lackeys, and grooms, packed mto these grimy vehicles

without precedence or selection, or any seating-aooommo-

dation other than that afforded by an empty sack or an

armful of straw.

The troop-train conveying the mounted gendarmerie of

the Third Atmy Corps—huge men equipped as dragoons—

to Mayence, afforded accommodation to the men, hoises

and vans of the Doctor's party. Long before the fortifica-

tions oame in sight the roads were blotted out by marehing

oofaimns, and the fields were dotted with moving tiansport-

tnuns.

At Mayence, whose stone-paved streets ware loa^g
witii tie passage of iron-shod wheels, the trampling of

iron-shod hoofs, and the measured tramping of infantry

battalioa, the Doctor, stepping from the train, was seized

upon by friends. Yet after the first eager interchange of

interrogations and answeis, he found time to bestow

a' parting hand-grip on Cuolan and a final word of

advice.
' And—put this in your pocket—^it'll be a help to you

if it doesn't hang you. They're lithographed by the

Prussian War Department, and every German officer has

one. And here's something else, a lot more useful than

the revolver those chaps stole from you. You'll know

bettor than to take it unless in case of need !"

•This' was a folding pocket-map of the EastomDeiart)
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to be a wioker-oo^red „>etel^SrH'*^* *"* P~^
i-U^-pmt of the whi*7S'^^«-^' ««-*^g .bout
rne donor added- « ^^'

'or"£dri:^^^- --»y to pi,eo„.ho.e t^^
fighting on a «ide - C-!C1 *"«''* ^''^B ""tee or
pretty ones especially iCid t^

^"'*"*^ '^^'^ ''°'n«n.

pocket of the^pZ've7t:^"''''''T^°^ P»P«'in the
No, no thank^rL^I^l y^^'"' '°

u^''^'
** » P»«h.

Moltke and his staff are .u!l^ ^
to Towei-tells me

H BO, the King won't^C^^ He^.^°*^i.''«
H°l^d-

gone to a house outside the towi. k ! r°^ B^Jnarok has
TJ^- goes a canC^rrSS^^*":-*""-
i^ger on the boi Shows hi« irV ^ * *"« '"«'''-

where heteabouto. Arfortli^'*^^ """* ** «»»«-

l^-ything. He-stSL^_2rtran'^""'°'^y-»
they say the French Am »rr-

'^t'' »" ®ndm view. And
*»t hai <rf thrSe^et^^ "noonunonly badly-^S
-A^^Pflt.. WerX'.rw'°'°^''°''*°°'« their

iong^ Goodluetl'antgL!^;',.?^*- »-«'' before

to 1« a'^Llr!::'" "r '***" "--^tion. p«,ved

J^terpenn^Xrw^^r l^:ii^ *^ •"«•' *^1
Iwdge. at a corner of a^nlTw ""'^^''' ^"J^de
counter of a wine-shop ^e^^rr-**"'^' °» ^''^ ^-o

no l«wer to'^Ee"^';^*'"^-^' "^ 0«,e™ had
">«ny deeds of generosl T tT^.

"' ^""°P*^ y°"
-thedecoraJnsaredLi^SrtL'gS".;;:!
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box. But beyond the VeU that parts the seen from the
unseen world, I like to think that there were waiting for
you niwBida and honours, in comparison with which the
most coveted earthly insignia were vilest dirt and dross

XXXVI.
Said the sutler-woman, whose coarse black hair was
powdered white as any lady's of the early eignteenth ceu-
tury, smearing the dust from the peonies of her cheeks
with a brawny arm that was dusty as any miller's:

" Young man, if thou stick to thy word, and take good
care of the jackass, remembering the sharp naU-spikcin the
end of the whip-butt if he tries to kick or bite—I'll creep
in under the tilt and take a forty-winks. Lord be thanked

!

my legs art) sound, but they ache a bit
!"

The jackass, who boasted the not inglorious name of
" Rumschottel," laid back his ears viciously at his mis-
tress's reference to the persuasive spike in the whip-butt
and the young man addressed by his temporary employer
nodded in assent without opening hU lips. For the dust
in which the Uttle tilt-oart moved was almost sohd, being
kicked up by the Seventh Corps of the Second Army of
Germany, in line of march through the Haardt Wald by
Kaiserslautem.

The sutler-woman's young man had marched with the
Fifth Corps from Mayenoe by Oppenheim and Alzey, and
had picked up an American tourist who knew of a short out
to Kaiserslautem, and had mislaid the Army Corps in
trying to find it. Staffs, squadrons, batteries, battalions,
transport, and baggage had vanished Uke smoke among
these vineyard-and-forest-olad hills, these pine-jacketed
gorges, these roads that ran between natural ramparts of
granite, or passed through quaint villages tucked under
hilL:des crimson and gold with laden apple-trees, and
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new. Md there a« blo^y bl^^
"ompUins for very empii.

The America who CZlTlT"^" '^ '*8««d '"'o^.
Kaaaerslautem w« l^Sg^T^ f^'"««> about the «««, to

H« late companion had re£^ t^t
"**^'"« "^ " ^urwy."

had won its rewani. S^^it^'"' •» ""^ Pe^everance
"here the main roadTZ^Z !?

"^^^ Kwuznach
shoulders of the NXvailev^f*^"^ '^'*' ""'-binr^
o the Second AnnymaS5'upW B^*

^'^ ^^^^'^ '"^
.t the heels of one of thed^,"^ ZTf r"**"'

""'* ^"^-^ed
hobble no mor«. "^ battahons until he could
The sutler-woman HatI

out by the wayside,h^idZT.^ ''*«"8 P-^-Ped-
dootored his blisters, suS^^"^'''°«««»"dsausS,
hnen to replace his wor^^f^^ ^'^ *'"°'^«' "trips o
•?d djsplayed no reluctl^celtS.TT "^ «~«^de,
Jhen hehad volunteered to iSpSS t ^'' P'^'^thropy
Kawerslautem. True h« J^? ^ *** J""'"* m far as

^ o™ have ev:;;^LT :^.T ^'* '''•«-""
beautifully dusty, thoS Ih^ .

,*" ^'**'«'' was so •

•«««tant would oertainrbeof^I'w'r""""' '^' ^
«108B the human throat the t^H?'

.^'*^°"* *^« ^ust th^
be less roaring. And 'the t h ^ ^ '"'"''' '""'"«'»<« would
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lently round his newr-iide blinkar, uid dwpUy m npper
row of long orange-ooloured teeth in testimony o* his
derire to bite. Then his driver slid off the board, took the
rope reins, and oontinaed to tradge beside him, keeping
well to the low hedgerow so as to leave a clear space be-
tween the sutler's oart and the seemingly endless column
of dusty infantrymen, striding steadily forward through a
blazing August noon.

Ahead, where black-and-white and white-and-blaok lance-
pennons flickered at the turn of the road below a steep hill-

shoulder covered with bronzing vineyards heavy with
purpUng grapes, the Ught-blne of a Pruraian Dragoon regi-
ment, and the facings of a squadron of Red Uhlans showed
through the thick coating of dust that clung to horse and
man. But the dark uniforms of a succeeding battery of
Horse Artillery and the indigo or rifle-green of the bat-
talions that marohed with the needle-gun, had long ago
given place to a pervasive whitey-brown.

Schmidt, Klaus, and Klem were pressing on in spite of
dust and an eighty-five-in-the-shade thermometer, you
must understand, so as not to get loft o«it of the fighting
that must be going on ahead. For the First and Second
Corps of the Second Army, with the Headquarters Staff,
were known to have reached Homburg, and on the previous
night the Army of the Crown Prince had bivouacked
behind the Klingbach, south of I^andau. . . . Five or six

in the morning, supposing him to have marched at dawn,
would see him well across the frontier. And scouts on the
hills had heUographed and flag-signaUed the arrival of

Imperial battalions and artillery at Wissembourg, and
blue Baden Dragoons reported a cavalry camp at Selz.

For all they knew, " Unser Fritz" and the Napoleon
were even then at grips.

So they marched—as they had marohed since they de-
trained at Bingen, swinging starkly on under ths weight of
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thunder b«.ke amongILSfJ^"^ 1**^ ^"'^ " ?'"»? »'

°wne out again and baked tie DMteO' ^^'^^ *«^
woman stuck her head out J^^.u ^= "°^ *« '»*'«'••

^rt-tiJt. and toldW vo^J^^
° *''^ ^"'"* «»P« "' the

wot and a snadT ^ * «»«» *» puU up for a bit of a

iactJn.SedtTaLdTh^Uor' ''""'"''°**«'- ^ *«
"P buying and ^^L "^ "" ~^'' ^-Won, and ««,
to be b':;^led brr^tn^"*?; ?";^

'-^M'y ""bmitting

tbi«tle6 that the Ut^TL, 1""-*° "P"" » P'fb of

autler-woman. who W«21 ,^ 'J""^- ^"^ *•>«

produced buck bread^*^ ^' "*"" »' Krumpf.

Brunswick, and T^ithtT^' ^*'' P^PI*'y """"ge of

from the deS XfS^u ""**'!. °' '"'''' '""''-^V
ttese ref^sCn? to he^tT^t^;" 8^""^ '^^^"'^^ °'

'wnelf. lareelv larina hT '*'"*°'^- She partook of them
bottle of S'^«''^"'^""'8°*«>i^eeoutof aprivate

abaorb^i in wa'toh4 mT.SgX X"1TsnortmfjgoomfuUv " WBm)„k* -/l ' ' ' °™ "^"^"J-

hours, and they I'uld^ti,?^''*
' ^T """^ ^'*«P ^"^ ^l''^*

• • HoiBes- L7an3 mei'^1 ^°T '''' ^'^"'" ^« ^"^e up.

got clockwork rSde C" ^ ''«*'
^.T

"^ *'"'"«'' «>«.-^
Holstein, and it wUl be so^ p«:. T' "^ "> ^»^«""^
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She nodded direotljr •fter- as md doMd hnkvUv Wni...
her bK«d b«,k .g,i.„t the wheel of h^rt '^^

^^
men mtS^.l^K'^?*

* qu.rter^..„.hour while the du.tTmen m.whed by^ four .br«*rt. without .l«,kening pace o^

ftrftS^''- ^•"'^'-^'-"'•'•"'""^.•eriouMntriSnt
f.oe. for the moet part, thought P. C. B«^h. though hewM>d there wm . vi«ge that bo,« the .tamTof vioXmT
or wa. ^ply with drink, or brutel, or merely Ty. Theyh^ oe«M,d to .ing, though their bivouac of the night beZ

They marched for the moet part in dlence, though the

Sometime, a battahon would quit the road, and hedees

Se*o°f tz^ji
" " "^ -«^»= --^ «-»«^'h:miame of a field of browmng com or whiteninir barleva broad wjnte highway would be beaten h^aTS

tokens of their pawage, such as a covey of Ute'hatohed

tn^ent of b.«uit, a scattering of potato-peels, an emptv

rhythmical tr««i of the dusty boots, as under the^n sh^

foUow them-green thmgs were beaten from the face of

the Third Army, marching towards WissembouiRV^^ thev

Zl^ ^'"^ '**'^^*^' •"^«^"« *^« ^™* Anny f^l

Where they halted they left their taint by the scorched
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to tell of them, like t^^i „°f ^"«^*'^""n^«d

ol the wearied »en^ of rifht amT. ^ '

''•' '°'"« '^•''••*<"'

to the boy who hi^l 2,7o„ r^ 'rr^' '^«y^ -"med

oountle*. ,w.the. of I^^C ff u''
'"°™« "^ '*«

"jete. .»«(e.ted the ruaCo^a^. '^*-'P'''*^ »»«'-

When the boy who iSul ll ? ."" °"*''«' '»°«°n.

mwnudei. had fallen into a^ubw f"»°
light. Ongewd

<eet had carried him on^lT.^^^uT • ^ ^^*^"^
inthebluedu«kbefo«rrS.vilS;"t ''*'°'*"'- ^'»''

f «iinU bugles near at C?£?1'™T*' '"' »»»^.
when the ttemendou. war^h^^ ^'^ wveiUe-and
more, the duety boy hj l^n i,.™^ °" ^'^ «"«*
wind of it» goL inTd^ T^* "P """o no™ by the
whirled in th* u/deSaSToft™' iT*'

'*' " "^'^P^
• wi.p of hay i, cauSTby a 7»t7 '«P'«»-t'*in. or
borne upon ito dreadful way

*'*^elhng tornado, and

«?''blSfnt^:';ka'S!^^;'^*he Doctor, analogy,
'rotted paet, ^neezing^beJ^

°*^ !!^*"'8"W«»ble b"^
half-companyoolumn " wC, ^,.^t " '''^ ««' "^ a
• tidier ask his neighbourTTJ L^* '" ** ^"^
body's-joined the UtteL J«"* ^''^ '"'*" "Co-
upon which the inqSl^i^'eS"*""

'"-»" the reply.

bisouit, with " Here' Bang^„dwT. ""'' " """'P °*
ohnstened, neatly caught the mnl^^; *'"'' '^°P*«<' ""d
oa.-no more an'own^^l'l^^^^'^ft:' ""^ *"'**^

""ugrei, but a regimental dog.

oiS'of eyirS^;- -?f?«-bbing the sleep out
before theiroU betre'lircSi*^"

they had'been
""**<* to the use of beer with
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«i)*>M}w M • iMing. She luMl an fatoipimt bMud, Mtd tha
roioe of • heavy dnkgoon, y»t thete wm a tinge of womanly
eoqneliy in her way at itraightening her big, battand
bonnet, and adjucting the ohMked blae-and-y«llow ahawl
tied oroiiwi«e orer her volumiDoiM bu»t. She yawned,
struggled to the perpendioular podtion, with lome diffl.

oulty, owing to her corpulence; and cried, pointing a stout
red flnger at her henchman, yet iquatting in the ihade of
a clump of duety whint

:

" Lord
! if he ien't mooning atill, with his chin on his two

fists I Suchajfimjxilneveryetdidiee! But they say all
the Bnglisek are mad. their climate makes them so. Other-
wise would they not live in their country !—but no I they
can't I Hitr I Catch Rumschottel, and let's be moving i"

P. C. Breagh obliged, undisturbed by the appellation of
idiot, or the contumely heaped r.n the Uiuted Kingdom.
It was 'oetter to bo on the black books of the sutler-woman
than distinguished by her too-favourable regard.
For though the stout proprietiesa of the tilt-cart had

undoubtedly played the part of a Samaritaness towaids
the wandering Englander, she was, it had to be owned,
mojB charitable than chaste; trading not only in beer,
bread, sausages, matches, cheap packs of cards, dominoes,
pipe-tobacco, sweet* and pickled ououmbeia, but following,
between marehee, the oldest profession in the world.
Being invited on the previous evening to convey a verbal

billet of the amorous kind to a young Pioneer of Mecklen-
burg ArtiUery, P. C. Breagh had flatly declined. Conceiving
the refusal to be prompted by jealousy, Frau or Fr&ulein
Krumpf had not taken it in ill part. Until, b«ng unde-
ceived upon this point, she uncorked the vials of her anger
and exerted a gift for vituperation justly celebrated among
her clients of the rank and file.

" You threadling, you whipper-snapper ! You pickled
herring in a jacket and breeches ! There is a man buried
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bier. AnTLytuii^.^'^*':^* '*'^"' •^'" »'' "»

*^Tto7r " •---^'k':'^'r-- •- '^ "''-

•-If Of lS;>Jlt^ri«»«"';f =-d~th. Jter.
Hebrew itewkRi trr .T

'* •"' husband', youna

oome shade of »nn,.„* i
,'*'" trough the deepwel-

^tohrj;ir;i::t;'s z Ze'r,"^men marched by.
"^ """^ *^'««' duaty

tniia. w..« foUowedf^;.r^^f "^ oommiMariat-

--t dripped ?::i'u'*rff BSUr/!;!''
^^^

wow o<r his heeli
"***' '°^ *•» •hto

» man died.
^ **^"^ »•»"* to <«ok.

donedallunni^sLin^r* '/^° '^ '°°« 'S" 'l*"-

lous how small a minority of the s^^^T / T"^"^'method of relief Hi. n^ ^^ ? '^ *'"«''* '^^

"kin of his bare chest "his IZ^ t'*
^'^""'^ '^^ ««''*«-

oooking-pan -wnrgS SS^l^L-nEf"^ *'"

. wett«, red handke^hief oveS^sSn^"^'W ' ""^



396 THE MAN OF IRON

M

Save that his face was purple with congested blood, ao
that his pale, staring eyes seemed colourless by comparison
and he walked with open mouth, the Adam's apple in his

lean throat jerking as he gulped down the hot air, he con-
veyed no dire impression of breakdown. But suddenly he
stumbled and spun round, as if seized by sudden giddiness,
clutching at his shirt-bieast, dropping his gun. Men were
thrown out of step as he fell, with an absurd clatter of metal
and tin-ware. Vet they marched on without a pause.

Others c»' oe, stepping over the fallen figure lying huddled
in the way. Its fingers moved, paddling in the dust; and
P. C. Breagh, yielding to a sudden impulse, drqpptd the
bridle of the jackass, ran in, grabbed hold, and hauled the
heavy body out of the way.
" What are you doing, bom stupid that you ai« !" the

sutler-woraan cried viciously, for Rumschottel had swerved
aside to the hedge and was ravenously devouring weeds.
She added, becoming aware of the prone infantryman, who
was lying on his back staring at the sun unwinkingly : " It
is all up with that one, his eyes are turning white already.
Such as he have never six pfennigs to pay for other folks'
time and trouble. Better leave him for the Feltttazardt
to pick up."

But P. C. Breagh only grunted dourly, hunkering by the
prostrate Hessian, and with a parting sarcasm the pro-
prietress of Rumschottel seized her beast's head and
trudged on. K she had looked back, she would have seen
good Irish whisky wasted. For despite the shade of the
tree under which he was hauled, the rolled-up coat thrust
under his head and the laving of his face and breast with
spirit, it was all up with the man, as she had prophesied.
He grabbled with his sunburnt fingers in the dust a

little, and tried to lift a hand to his perspiring chest. By
the tin crucifix dependent from a leather bootlace round his
neck, you could tell that he tried to make the sacred Sign.
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" A-atush r

XXXVII.
He would breathe for nossihlv »., i, i

tio»Uy the man was d^ stin . r''°"«'"'
^"* P"""

intennittent heart-teats a «^. K ^'""^ ^" *•>« *»i"*'

B«aghs„artlyTtW;kandi.°' '^''t
''""« ^- C-

of ho«e.hooft came unpwl JTi
' '"'' '^^ **"" *''"°'^"

liftedhisearf^mthera^ShLrdrt?^^'- »«
fw-e of an infantry offiJr £1, '

'°*'''*'^ "P '"*° tJ^e

and bending f^m the «a^'^,rr*f
""°'°8 "P ^ ^^

on the gn>/„d ThX^^asL In"f^ T
*''' ^'""''"y

" It is a caae of heatS ' vl, ""?
''"*"°'=^ =

P n n~.„k
^roKe y Sou are a doctor »"

*-. O. Breagh answered shortly
Enough of one to know that there is no hope "

neck: ' P*«">« tne glossy, sweating

HessiL?":!^ "^Jt:-« "^^^^^^
tl>e -ribLd

number, and tuined^rfl!!
^^^^°^ "nd company-

breast. The caS t/'«*-"P'^« °n the discoid

to lasCS^ed a^in^rr^^'^'^^t^**' "^-^^

and somewhat bloodshTS tLtt^T.^^'l
'""''^°''

thing like a smile in them-Tnd l^rt^
^^""' '*'"' ^•"•'-

-Vo>n.g man who squatt^^'on'thrZ^aTIT^ '"?
smile was an offence W-. . 1

5^"°'' "^ the dying, the

this, ask..-^ cu^fu^S; '
**' *'* "'«'""' ""o*^

" We; 6 yon acquainted with that one, then ?"
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He indicated the body by an overhand thumb-gesture.
Resenting the gesture for the same inezplicaUe reason,

P. C. Breagh responded with a head-shake. The ct^ptain

pursued, pulling the damp and blackened reins J3^wee|i his

gloved fingers, stained with his own sweat and the hone's
within the palms. . . .

" I asked, because you seemed—how shall one put it I—
sorry for him, you know !"

The dust-smeared, freckled face turned on the inter-

locutor angrily. The smouldering fire in the eyes leaped
into sudden flame

:

" I am, damned sorry for him I To come by hia end like

this—without firing a single shot I"

Then> was something unusual about this little dialogue,

carried on betwe6n the smart mounted officer, and the
footsore, untidy pedestrian, over the body stretched out
by the roadside. As the broad stream of marching men
flowed by, curious eyes rolled their way, the whites showing
startlingly in their owners' sunburned faces. Men ^ on-

dered what he had died of, and what they were discussing

there. And P. C. Breagh went on, his mouth pulled awry
with wrathful bitterness:

" He was as good a patriot, I'd bet my hat l-'-aa any
fellow in his battalion. He set as much store as others by
King and Fatherland 1 1 daresay he dreamed of getting

the Iron Cross given him for some tremendous act of

gallantry, and astonishing his wife—Jie wears a wedding
ring, so I suppose he had one !—\.ith it when he got home.
And new it's all over. It makes me feel sick. All over,

and nothing to show for it
!"

The blank, rolled-up eyes, staring imwinkingly in the

face of the coppery, westering sun, and the discoloiu«d face,

with the look of agonised surprise now fixed upon it,

seemed to echo dumbly: " Nothing but this I" The officer

returned:
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put hu„ in a w.^^ \*t]fKS ?" ""'"« "P "^"J

bugter-^verythiL 4rS ST "T ' .^^^'P^^y and a

ledge and experien^ R^'.ZT °^ ^^ "P« ^^°^-

The captain laugK^Sl;^ r^n"**!:
"« ^«»«ons ,"

unit among myriads of myriads. vl J,^7T~^of work waiting for you among lus'o^mr!^,'^ !^'^t^''"*^

badge iaai,teSio^-:!.^a^S^Cd'^--'^«—
sbower of d;st.gr^^ "^'^ ^- ««'"J^8 mother
"unit among mS ^ m^"^ a^d'^H*"^

?*^"*
Samaritan hunkering by ite^^ "^ '^^ "^^-UP*

officer's brown-eyed, K^d-feoWna^^^J^^^^ '^'^

fierce. chaUenging buH^-^ ^"^ ^ ^"^ «««» tbe

bulldog jaw of the ^J^?^ ^"^ ^°"^^ '^^ aud
And thi LltS^'iSn:" ^^ --^^ wa™ at wiU.

wher« twenty^h^nd^L2 cL i^**"
'"^'^

pawed already, had awaked ,„ v ""'' """''^ ^^
iury of disgust

awakened m hun a rage of pity, and a
This War that had seemed such a huge and sph^dni
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world-event, shaking govereignB upon their thrones and
stirriDg nations to wildest enthusiasm, meant catastrophes

innumerable as minute; infinitesimal tragedies never to be
heard of, related or known,—^involving the humbler and
the weaker among the people of both sides.

Meanwhile—here was a letter, pinned inside the dead
man's shirt, an ill-spelt, loving scrawl, containing a wilted

sprig of some kind of garden-herb, smelling evilly.

" Glory is glory," said the poor soul who wrote, " but so

thou bring thyself safe back to me and the Kinder, that will

be enough." Meanwhile, entreating her lambkin to re-

member that " old man " kept off the fleas, she enclosed
" a bit picked from the clump in the garden border by the

old red gooseberry bush,'" and with a tender inquiry after

his poor corns, and a row of blotty kisses, signed herself

his faithful 4nfe Lottchen.

One could only be sorry for poor Lottchen, and note

down her address, together with her deceased lambkin's

name and regiment, and send her preoently a line from a
stranger who had been near him when he died.

For the unit amongst myriads of myriads, nothing
could be done beyond pulling his yet pliant limis into

decent straightness and folding the already stiffening hands
ujxin the unheaving breast. Then P. C. Bieagh covered

his face with the red handkerchief, and—a tin orucifi:!:

being suspended from the neck by a leather bootlace-
touched the violet-mottled lips with it, and whispered a

prayer for the departed soul, before resuming possession of

his discarded jacket, and shouldering his ^apsack, he

trudged upon his way.

The blazing sun set in a great whirlpool of molten rubies

and gold beyond the Birkenfeld, while the sky to the north

and east was green, with a vivid, springlike hue. The
clear, thin dusk of Augiist fell, yet the tireless columns
marched on—and in company of other, even queerer way-
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WM sounded, he etftB^v? .h u^*" ** ^"^^ ^^^ ^*
of flax, andZTSW "f\' ''If^''P «*» » ««"
the yellowing rt^ltC^^.^?'' ''*"' downwards amidst

»nd ripenedir pX^ °* "^ '''"*'^' ""^ "^^-^ed,

i^y heads and fordL n^V^^ , T ^^' """^ ''^ brown,

horse. c««.hed tCgf1 1^"" °'
"^ *«^« »* 8^-

open shouting mouth 1^
hedgerow, the scarlet face,

rider sbo^.ZyT'Mi"!^:'?-'^ ^ *''« '»«>-

been given that a Ilktette^ 07° ^T '*' ""'^^ '^^
bivouac in this n^xllT Z^i T^^ ^^'"^ "'"'""'

hoofs of tho horses and th„ ^fi'
™^'"' **° ^"-"bod

them shaved .Ty'Z L'pTbX?"' ''"* '°"°^'^

holwlTCh K:fZ'° T^'^^'-^^
out Of the

landed him The hH^^'^' ""^'"""^e leap for life had
out him WtteS'i:^^ST''''tV'* '°-"<l-bad
Adding insult to i^^v It T^,

'"*'"" ^'' ^ '^'^•'^

yiotimforgotti^SS^^' " ff^'Tman had cmsed his

ride™ andi^e™ oIThe r't^**^'^'
""«* *^« °'ber

«« to ear. sZZ^ p c ^'^'^i
'''"' ^^^"-^ from-- hut .go..«w^A r-^,„^^a W.^.^.

di'r sv3r£v^^rwt*"rr' ^--
upon a strip of gorsey JL tL7^ ^f^ encamped

their little camp tables w^Zfk. ^^l^O'^ground round

« peacefully a^ TwhTef.^* ?'°" '^^ """^ beer

26



f ^.fBii^^Vj^'
j^'"

iP
> '^^ ^.'

^ .- .it. ..^

408 THE BIAN OF IRON

rows of knapaaoks within rolidd greatooata, (tietohing

away in the rear, were divided by the customary ten-pace

interval, and the mathematically-balanced stacks of needle-

guns.

Firea of brush and dry cones from the pine-gioves fringing

the road, crackled in the small oblong trenches dug by the

fatigue-men. Squad-cooks were cutting up pea-sausages,

raw potatoes, and onions into camp-kettles of water,

destined to simmer, slung on sticks reaching from bank to

bank. And the regimental butchers had already slaugh-

tered a couple of young bullocks, who^s skins lay smoking

by the choppmg-blook. Presently, when the officers' mess-

cooks had choser. such joints as seemed good to them, the

rest of the meat would go to nnrich the stew of the rank-

and-file. Meaiiwuile the men, scattered to the utmost

limits of the cordon of sentries, blunted the edge of hunger

with black bread and the flinty brown biscuit, crowded

thirstily round the beer and wine-carts, squatted in groups

playing cards, chatting, or singing part-songs; wrestled

and ran races, or dozed lying face downwards on the sun-

burnt grass, their foreheads resting on their folded arms.

A charming scene, now that the all-pervading dust had

begun to settle—^the bivouac roofed in by the clear green

twilight, through which diamond star-points began to

thrust. If only one had been less sharp-set, and the pro-

prietors of the wine and beer-carts had had bread and

sausage to sell as well as warm, flat beer and musty-smelling

vintage, the beauty would have appealed to one a good

deal. more.

Squatted by a lichened boulder in a clump of sun-scorched

bracken, P. C. Breagb searched his pockets, and then the

recesses of his knapuack, for something to eat. An ancient

crust of black bread rewarded his investigations, just as

the savoury-smelling camp-kettles were taken off the

fires.

>\.

iJ^^
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of omony pea-soup came most powerfuUv fellh! Z^h

.nd Jl?"ith ?'^°'* ' '^•'"' '''''"' '«* ^^ '^''o «^ >

A lump of very fresh beef, boiled in the oniony pea-soun

gi^ a share of one's snpper-H,«e do«,n't sell r '

Breagh s faith m humanity lifted up its head^
^

tJS SSnaV'" '™*'' ""^ "^"^ '"'"•' '^"-*«' tine,

h^*
Kinal»»n. a permissible indulgence, in view ofks fatigue, and stuffed the well-used briar^Lt;Sh"W's

and athirst for news.K^^-^S^^mStS



404 THE MAN OF IRON

tbe nplete, unbuttoned aoldien, who, supper over, gathered

round the flm to smoke and chat and sing. But the snub
deiUt by Valverden had not left off smarting; the {ear of

incurring another rebuff, oven from a social inferior, kept

him aloof and solitary. He realised with dismay that his

stock of self-confidence was beginning to run low.
" I'd a lot of faith in myself when I accepted that com-

mission from Knewbit," he ruminated, chewing hard on
the stem of the venerable briar-root. " More than half

his money's spent—what did I want with that revolver ?—
and I haven't written him a line. Instead, I've swott«d up
a thundering long descriptive article, telling people all

about what they know already—and sent it to that shaved
sea-elephant in a Gladstone collar, who told me I might
forward letters from the seat of hostilities if ever I got
there!"

He frowned, mentally reviewing the points of the firot-

bom launched upon the tide of speculation. However
ancient its matter might be, the vigoiur and mastery of

that descriptive article—completed in the train between
Bingen and Mayence, and dropped with paternal solicitude

into the sack of a corporal of the Field Post—^would surely

—could not fail to—ensure its appearance in print.

Why did a horrible conviction of its utter stodginess

come home to him at this eleventh hour ? Its laboured
periods revolted, its stately mawkishness sickened his

memory. He knocked out the pipe-bowl against the

boulder and got out his note-book and began to jot down
a letter to Mr. Knewbit by the light of the now risen moon,
who, with Venus blazing emerald at her opulent side, hung
high in the south-east, looking down upon forest and field,

mountain, valley and river, and the armed men and beasts,

guns and waggon-trains, strung out over leagues of dis-

tance, calmly as befitting an aged Queen famiUar with the

portents of War.
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cmp-kettle, that he oL^t rL^aSnT 1*°'^ '''

lead. No I he couldn't ^fto e^^l^^^ ""l"
^ '*'"="•

plain, homely peo^e -^ ' ' wJ V"""**"
*° ' P**"*

Knewbit must have imownV;,
Why hang .t all !- -Old

wa« the higheet'-ard'^ri ranK*' L'^
^^^^

belong to the S'^a pr*'' !" '""8'« '""t*"- '""h a« might

Life, each had pluokedTr*h i, k^™ ""^^ *° "^t ''"'^

unutterable angSh InJ^^ wk"*^'
''*'' " ^'^ °'

Bingle drop of red rTh. r f .*'"' ''"^"•*"'^- ''""« »

every page^hly^i t^ .h
^"^

*»^l
'^"P t-^tured

bom withVh^
Correspondent one had to beDom with the magic pen-teather. The Doctor had ,T

one's lile than a plodding^^"^ '"'*'""« •^^'^^ '"

nofx^ni-SirhSj^rt'^ir-

.weetnt^ '^^f !^he T r..*°
^'"^ ^^'^ soul-melting

That Lights MTToj;LX"'S;:e'''';ndt "T "^^
Siebel from " Faust "-^h mZ' "" *'"' '"'^ °^

tender anguish And rZZ .i
^'**^8 P**"'"" «d

P C R^rl' t ,
^"'"y °*«' «y" were wet besidesi-. C. Breagh s, who fairly put down his head andZwunder cover of thn fnni;„»,i j ^.

"" sobbed,

». <»« • "r«. WM.I „b4,g ,„ ,1. ^;„ -^^
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tonoh of tbt young, anknown, long-dcttd mother. Pain
•nd longing were there, but of how different » kind. . . .

The reign of Brilnhilde-Britomart-Isoldewm over. That
night saw the imalleet and slenderest of heroines established

on the vacant throne of the Ideal.

He wiio wept was not the type of a young girl's hero,

choking and gulping, and burrowing his hot, wet face into

the dry, rustling fern. But he suffered as only youth can
suffer, the pangs were very real that wrung from him such
stifled cries as these:

" Oh, God ! I love her—Juliette de Bayard I ... I

have loved her since the moment our eyes met. My in-

fernal ingratitude that she forgave like an angel I—the
brutal things I thought and said of her—were because I

could not {orgive myself for loving her so. My discontent,
my restlessness, my ambition to do sometoing and be some-
body—weren't they prompted by the longing to cut a
figure in her eyes I . . . Lovely eyes;—and at this minute
her husband may be kissing them !

—
' the noble gentleman,

brave as a lion,' who fought like the deuce and all ! Stop,
though I If he's ar Army man, he has had to leave her.

Could I have borne to do that if I had had the luck to be
in his shoes ? Yet how she would despise a lover who hesi-

tated between her and his duty ! Even if ' Iter heart-stringa

oboui hu heds were tied,' as the Suabian ballad says, ' she

vxrM bid him march to tear /' For a girl like that could
k)ve, mind you ! liko Juliet and Desdemona and Viola
rolled into one, and yet never be blinded by love into forget-

fulnees of God, or honour, or loyalty. It is written in her

face. Are these things first with me ! I'm afraid not

!

. . . I think not ! . . . I know thejr're not ! . . . And
yet I dare to love her—^to whom they mean every-
thing !"

His conscience stung and smarted like the weal from the

Artillery whip-lash. And the dread of Death and the Here-
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X^'Z^ *" ''"'• ""''•""^ "-'• -""^"S '« the

What would have happened only an hour or two back if

^ he^ fiit '^'"y ''•^^'"^ ^'-o had been Ble;ping

ba^ry^i?.'""'"''
"*"'' °^ '"^ ^^"^^^ hoof, o/t^

" Father, I cry to Thee / . . ."

The TOldiera were singing the Battle P™^, „« xr-

Preriougly P. C. Breagh might have smiled at the simultaneo™ production of hymn-books, the rising at theToS

S; ^^U^ t r '^'"r'
•'^ ' """'•'"S Amen.

^tzr^F^ ch^. -: m°L-ri.5z
Jg^frr d^'n^td:r "^ ^^ '^^ ^^-^ '^- -

And not let me come to grief for her sake—n* ^„„«« t

az^S-:: '
j°' *^ "«^^ wouidt^'u'rreJtf there hadn't been another man. But ! take core Z
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ber, and shield h«r from evil, tioktMM, grief, mm! duiger.
And let me tee her again one day I"

He grew drowsy, lying against the yet sun-warm boulder,
listening to tho distant cry of the mousing owl, and the long
rattling ekur'r'r I of tho nightjar, mingled with the occa-
sional snorting of the tethered horses, the measured tramp
of the sentries,—the small explosions made by pine-cones
thrown upon the blazing guard-fires, and the other sounds
of the bivouac.

XXXVIII.

Th« watch was set at nine o'clock. Then the " Lie Dowe "

sounded far and near, and the moon stared down on rows
of prone mpn wrapped in their greatcoats and pillovi id on
their kiutpsacks, stretching away under the pansy-dark
canopy of heaven, for miles.

The officers sat for some time longer, drinking their

Rhine wine and playing cards by moonshine and lantern-
light, or strolling, cigar in mouth, upon the outskirts of
the bivouac. Several Artillery-officers, who had supped
with them, went back to their own bivouac after voluble
leave-takings. Infantry-officers, who had shared the hos-
pitality of the gunners, returned, enlivening the night with
scrape of gossip, and more or less melodious song.
A couple of these late-comers halted on the outskirts of

the cordon of sentries to finish a confidential conversation,
lie moon was obscured by clouds, tho bivouac was swathed
in shadow. Of the lumpy boulder by which the Adjutant
stood, only its shape could be discerned against the dusty-
pale grass by the dust-white road.

Said the Adjutant to the senior Captain, and the ex-

cellent cigar he was smoking smelt pleasantly in the dark:
" One can't call yesterday's a big battle, but at the same

time it was a tolerably serious engagement."
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The aenior Captain inortcd.
"DonnerwttterJ one would think eo N«rlv fl*.hundred pri^ner., and Douay'. Di7^io^obS to^^"don ito camp and bassam Th- rs.

"" °y"8~ «> *h»n.

well-on. ,!peoiJTZr ^"^ '^'^' ^ '»«•«

Said the Adjutant •

moral impreMion utv„, .k ^ ^t wul make a good

blue Bav^an ^.a'^^l^T^^^T^-,^had been brave men inside them, lay scattered ^Zl^^lhop.garde.« and vineyard, on the mountain-eide
"^^

Of theae latter no doubt the Adjutant wae thinking whenhe tlw,w away his cigar-butt and said

:

^

n„./'""1r"*"^'' ""^ *^ not ^vin victories for

^^^rr^rr^Cf^hetr^^-r

tailT!!^
butt may be bnital," commented the semor Cap-tern cleanng ln« throat and expectorating copioJy "

b„^taU the same It IS ft hellishly useful thing."
^

Why leave your enemy brains when he may Uve to
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^lan your defeat by the use of them t" agreed the Adjutant.

The scabbard of hin tword olinltad, as he moved, againiit

the boulder, and the sound made an eavesdiopper go goose-

fleehy all over, as he lay prone amongst dry bente and

bracken in the blackness on the farther side. Then he

heard the Captain a«k:
" Did the Crown Prince continue the advance to-day ?"

and strained his ears for the ptafi officer's reply.

" Undoubtedly I Moltke's telegram from the King's

Headquarters at Mayence ran :
' <Se<ib ovt and fight the enemy

wherever you may find him' and Marshal MacMahon is said

to be concentrating all his forces on a high plateau between

Froesohwiller and Eberbach, west of the Sauer and the Snlz.

The bridges have been broken—his position is an exception-

ally strong one. ... Of course you know the kind of

ground 1"

" Open gnnmd," snorted the Captain, " over which an
assailant must pass to get at him. Sappetiot I don't I wish

I'd had the chance to-day I"

"Yon are too greedy, Soheren," joked the Adjutant.

"Ts'tl What was that ?"

Both men were silent, intently listening. For the eaves-

dropper, titillated to madness by a "spear of seed-grass that

had thrust up a nostril, had given a smothered sneeze.

Now on the point of discovery, he found presence of mind
sufficient to repeat the sneeze, panting doggishly, whining

and scratching amongst the fern. . . .

The ruse was successful. The Adjutant said, laughingly

:

"'It's a dog, nosing at a rat or rabbit-hole. Under-

laeutenant Brand's terri^ir ' Nagler,' perhaps."
" Hie, then, boy !"

" Here, Nagler I"

The Captain whistled, the other man advised indiffer-

ently:

" Let the brute alone—perhaps the rabbit's a Blench
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<»»e I" He added, " It wonW be amuamg to read a dog's
impregeionfl of the campaign. What time is it T

' Tea I'

VeryweU,l8hallgoandtuniin. You'll do the same thing
H you'll take my advice."

The Captain grunted assent, and the two officers clanked
away together, while P. C. Breagh noiselessly collected
his venerable waterproof, his water-bottle, and knapsack,
and departed in search of a more distant sleeping-place.
But when he found it in a dry ditch a quarter-of-a-mile

below the Mounted ArtiUery bivouac, and stretched him-
self out to sleep, he could not. ... His h«ad rang with
the news that would presently thrill the civilised world.
Rrst blood to Germany. ... Did the Doctor

know T . . .

That genial little gentleman had prophesied accurately.
The " meaty bone " of early and accurate information had
fallen to the " tyke at the tail of the Army Oorpe." While
the prophet, delayed by pumped-out horses and recal-
citrant grooms, at the lion Inn of Nenstadt, knew no more
than that the heir to the Prussian Crown was over the
frontier, and njs reported to have taken Wissembourg
from the French.

That dry diteh accommodated a complacent lodger.
His misgivings banished by one stroke of fortune, P. C.
Breagh teooded sleeplessly over the Koh-i-noor that had
fallen to him. . . . Though, to hold such a jewel and know
oneself impotent to use it, that was the verjuioo mingled
in the cup of bliss.

Without funds for telegraphing—an Editor to print one's
lettws—and a public ready to read, what was the use of
information? Stop! What was that the more authorita-
tive of the two officers had said ?—the one who had given
the news to the other man ? " It would be amusing to read
^ io^t VfAprtMiona of the eam^paign I . .

."
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Would it ? Such a dog, perhaps, as the mongrel that

had joined the green-jacketed Saxon infantry regiment at
Bingen.^ The our the compassionate soldier had christened
" Bang." Lying on his back, pillowed on his knapsack,
staring at the waning moon, the boy pondered. Suppose'
one wrote one's letters to Knewbit in the assumed character
of Bang ?

The idea grew, and he sat up to review its possiWlities.
Something soft and feathery brushed past his ear as he
stirred. An owlet, most likely, yet I prefer to believe that
it may have been the wing of Inspiration, touching the head
destined to be crowned by Fame.

" Pages from the Diary of ' Bang,' the Battalion Dog."
That should be the title, or simply, " The Story of ' Bang.' "

" Short and to the point," he heard Mr. Knewbit savinjt
And KnewMt ...

^^'

Here was day I . . .

Reveille after reveille sounded, shattering his train of
thought, waking the hilly echoes. Under how strange a
sky the bugles clamoured, the bivouac stopped snoring-
men sat up on dew-wet great-coats and rubbed their eyes

'

The cup of heaven was red as though brimmed with blood
new-drained from the veins of heroes. In the leftward
quarter looking East, Ursa Major swam in blood
blazmg with white-hot fierceness. On the ensanguined
South the Dog cowered as though in tenor. And like a
skeleton arm, the Milky Way pointed over the blood-dab-
bledhill-orests and the blood-tipped pine-groves &om the
south-east. West. ...
Men's faces and hands were crimsoned by refleoUons cast

from that portentous sunrise, the dew-wet grasses were
dyed the same hue.

Hiey broke their fast on their black bread washed down
with bitter black coffee. In the pause that loltowed the
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-eldrt;icrr '*^* ""- "- *-« «"*-'°wri.t

"Thanks be to „J„ ^ ^*" **«'"'°°k«g-pot8 !"

^uld do much for thelLno" "^'^''T"''"'*'^
quicker in loading than o^ nL. ^ "b^^epAt is

which is betrZ^Z C' ""'' ""^ '*«'W a poor trajectory eTL'^J^^ °" needle-gwi

u^ kiiis outriht. ^iThe'tis :rrr*'^

tta,„ji,,..
'"'• " I" j»" ««. ». ih, tad«,p.

and military attacU
laughing, to his cousin

")0Jt at him ! Already he begiaa
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to TeMmUe a biid of prey. Have yon md these Paris

newspapers ? The King has laughed heartily over them,

bat they most horribly irritate the Emperor. Listen to

this, from the Cotutitutionnel
:

' Prtutia oontiimet to intuit

ut with impunUy, when tkt Armies of the Empire, at a word

from their Chief, might deteend Wee three crathing avalanchet

upon the hosts of (hrmany. Why is the word not uttered t

Why is the massacre—with the rovt that mud inemtaUy

follow, delayed for a single hour f "

The Emperor had perused the leaden, in his headquarters

at the Prefecture at Meti. His eyes seemed opaque as

clouded glass, his face was a pufiy mask, devoid of expres-

sion, as he replied to the hinted condolences of a sycophant

upon his i^taS.

" The opinions of these gentlemen of the Pi«» were not

solicited. They are free to criticise me, let them do so.

I am not bound to divulge to them my plans."

Alas ! vacillation, hesitation, and delay on the part of the

Imperial Commander-in-Chief fatally clogged the move-
ments of his magnificent Army. He did not put in an

appearance with his StafE at headquarters until a fortnight

subsequently to the Declaration c^ War. A week later—

and no Plan of Campaign had been issued to his generals.

True, he had demolished with field-fire, a beer-shop at Saai-

briiok. He had paraded on the hills with Frossaid's Army
Corps. He had witnessed the evaouAtion of the town

by its garrison—^had withdrawn his advanced-posts and
gone home to Metz to dine and telegraph to Paris of the

" capture of the heights " and the " short resistance of the

Prussians ";—to tell of the cannon-balls and bullets which

fell at his own feet, and those of the Prince Imperial, " who
showed admirable coolness." " Some of the soldiers wept,"

he adds, " beholding him so calm. . .
."

And indeed, though one takes the soldiers' tears with a

grain of salt, Uie spirited bearing of the boy must have
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-n^»**"' ^'"'f
'^ Commander-in^auef any plan, one

a^m^et was publiri.ed at Brunei,, which i, »^S^^aatheworkof the pen that .igned theCapfSn

60 MO !^'T^ 1 J^"''
^'^^ <^ Strasbourg, and^fiWat the Can^ of CMh,^. The conce^^Tof Z

-J^
no* re^eoJ tte p^« „/ the Imperial Commander.,^.

BJi' ^:^I^Sttt"
'°°* """^'" '' """'''*"^*^ ^

" -^« «»n <M tte troop, ahould haw oeen eoneetUmted at

tr^ '"^"^/t
"«»^ ^'Pero,', purpose to ir^nUyi^a^anr^^oj MOzand iowrg ; and ai the head of

States of Germany u, observe nevirality, and hasten to en-
«mnterthe Amy ofPrussia." Later on oocun the patheticoompW: "IfonecouU only know beforehand. e«^ay^re the enemy was. one's plans would be easy to carry

Meed, the digpositions of Moltko were made with
bafflfflg secrecy. Even as the Heathen Chinee accommo-

w . 'T?.?*?^
innumerable in his ample sleeves, so the

Warlock hid the twelve Army Corps of the North German
Confederation, with the Prussian Guard Corps, the Bavarian

h irVJ"^ "-^^ Wiirtemberg and Baden Divisions, in
the skirts of his miUtary cloak. ... When the moment
came, the aged conjuror twitched open the garment and
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showed them: Steimnetc with the Fint Army at Treves,

Prince Frederick Charlea with the Second mt Mayvnce, the

Crown Prince with the Third, at Landan.

When the Three Armiee rolled on, the art of the strat^ist
covered their movements with a bafBing veil of cavalry.

A day's march ahead of the Army Corps' advanced-guards.

Divisions of Uhlans, Dragoons and Hussars—(in a little all

were " Uhlans " to the terrified French peasants)—^pro-

vided for the security of the huge infantry bivouacs behind
them; made requisitions for provisions, fuel, and forage;

burned farms and cottages of resisting property-owners;
seised the funds at banks and post-offices; rendered rail-

ways and telegraphs useless—scouted for the French
positions-rtook prisoner or shot despatch-bearers and
patrol-riders— harassed marches, and boldly fired into
oompa Many fell in forays, or skirmishes, many were
those accounted for by the long-range hitting ohassepOt,
which was heartily detested by Prussia's mounted men.

" If I had not been called to Meti to attend an Imperial
War-Counoil," Marshal MacMahon is reported to have said

bitterly, when the news of the defeat of Wissembourg
reached him, " this blow nprn the south would not have
fallen. My Second Division would stUl be left to guard
the opening between the Vosges and the Rhine."
The thunder of the guns of Wdrth add their comment

upon that utterance.

Over the head of the town, lying at the bottom of a fertile

valley patched with hop-gardens and vineyards, and
threaded by a river, was waged between the Marshal with
50,000 troops, the pick and flower of the French Army,
and " Unser Frits " with twice the number of men, a des-

perate and bloody fight.

The French on the bluffy wooded cliffs that are the fool-

hills of the Vosges, occupied, as strategists have declared.
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•t Waterloo in 1816 and now ledt^T^T'^p^ ^""f^*
ftanoe in hi, seventy-Hi^tlli? Tht^{^ ""^^
ftntry crowed the LnJhS^r, ZL ^'™'" ""

planfaandhop-DoL, anrtiT ?" >«^ improvised of

French troZfishTLT^.*^""
*" needle-gun, and the

reoaptuxeTtre' t!TLTf>. " f^""* '""^'''y' ^^"^

Von^KirchWh ^MyZV'TJr''''L'^''T? °'

Prussian 4th Division and Tt, p'^'T'".'*'"'"*''^ »' the

were hj^ tnJlttr^C ?^' f *^' ''^ *•>« ^^
JMJe Bed ^^^7^^tV^^^al^^L^^^w= rJZ^Th ----- »<^^^^^^^^^^
" AhT7 Ti ^* ^''^ wounded from the field

one of the ladies of the ff^"t.7 "^^^^
''r^^

*»

-sacred name of a pipeT STLi, k T ^""""^^ *''*"'

a ,heU-splinter through mf^S^™" iS"
'''' "'^'^ ''^

This very buckle InX " "'"'"'^' ">*<> my stomach.

added, .^bb'g^t'h^Lm"; Tf.'
^'^ '^"'^'' H«

"There is notCLMetLlt'^'be^r^fZT
^^'^Z":^zf-^\ Horth?i:::it^
in theirg^i^ ^*'"'"* ^"P '° *''«'' t^Uie* or cartridges

27
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The Zonave apoke troth. It wm a haU-equipped and

under-rationed army that had made raoh a (iplendid «how
at Froesohwiller. It waa a starying, demoralised remnant
that surged and weltered through the passes oi the Vosges
at MaoMahon's flying heels. Oavahry on foot, Zouavw
riding Artillery-horses, mitrailleuse corps without mitrail-

leuses, baggage - waggons crowded with men of a dozen
different regiments, went clanking and jolting over the
roads that were littered with discarded chassepAts, bearing
witness to the pitiable, ghastly disorder of the retreat.

The hour of their defeat had seen Frossard's Army Corps,
holding with Forton's cavalry brigade the heights over
Saarbrack, simultaneously attacked by the 7th and 8th
Corps of \J/aaei Friti's army, and driven back in confusion
and with slaughter, towards Metz.

XXXIX.

Th« huge peacock -babble of the Third Empire was
pricked and leaking in good earnest. Thenceforward it

was to shrink, and pale, and dwindle to its inglorious end.
The Emperor must have known its days were numbered,

when those wires of the 6th reached him. On the Ith the
news of Warth electrified Paris. Can you hear Jules
Ferry joyfully exclaiming to the father of Paul Wroulede,
" The armies of the Third Napoleon are annihilated ! At
last there dawns a day of hope for Prance !" But fierce,

triumphant voices like these were drowned in the muffled
sobs of mothers, and the moans of wives made widows,
and the wailing of children now fatherless. Later, and as
though to enhance the bitterness of defeat, lying telegrams
were published in Paris, announcing that the Duke of
Magenta had retaken Wissembourg, captured sixty guns,
and made 25,000 prisoners. Chief among these unlucky
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one. flgur«4 the Pru«i«n Crown Prince, who jn « mo.«
of deepair had shot himaeU. ...
For eome hours the streeu and boulevard, were packedwith rejoicing multitude.. Crie. of " Vive I'Em^ur"

warw, at this era a. anowflake. in summer, were suddenly
lieardagam. Hags and Chinese lantemswere displayed fromevery wmdow, the people stopperf thehan«>mH=;brwhioh

Pl!^rr ST""
*•"" ^^"^ ^^ '^^ -Iri^'n "long the

Pl«|Oe de la Bourse, and, hoisting their idol to the topTof •rt«^on*ry omnibus, oompeUed him to chant the "
Marteil-

When the Emperor's sorrowful despatches of the 7th
revealed the cruel truth, and proclamatiomi signed by theEmpress and the Ministers made it pubUc, rfpture gav^

mounted Gardes de Paris,_band» of National Guards

-

companies of the Line, and Marines were employed 'to
clear the Rue de h. Paix, and the Places de I'Opera.^
Vendome, of rioteiB.

The Chambers assembled amidst tumult indescribable.
Hmisten were msulted on their way to attend the delibera-
tions. A fa FrorUiere /" cried the huge crowd, thronging
the quay before the PaUce of the Corps L^hitif . "T^SoOefoHr -Abash, Ministry ,'" Zssep*. /"

*!. 7^ «»t«rated demands for aims could be heard within
the Chamber. Where, when M. Schneider mounted thetnbnne to r«d the Imperial Decree of a>nvocation, the
opening formula: " Napoleon, by the Grace of God and
the national will. Emperor of the French," was vigorously
howled down Ollivier, the unpopular Head of the Impeiiii
Uabmet, who had egged on the war, fared no better. Later
the fall of his Ministry was greeted with salvo upon salvo of
enthnsiastK! applause, and when the news was published,
au l-ans went mad once more with joy.
WhUe the moment of supreme coUapse of the great pea.
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cook bubble wm coming newer, the Crown Prince of Praam
WM hunting MacMahon through the defile* of the.Vcegw,
hie flying cavalry mapping up looree of wounded or foot-
sore stragglers, his advance - batteriea of light artillery

haraming the bleeding flanks of the fugitive. The Second
and First Armies were moving Metcwards, the WarkMk
having knowledge that *tho Emperor's main Array, the
Imperial Guard, and Baiaine's, Ladmirault's and Frosaard's
Corps, with part of Canrobert's, were concentrating there.
The Great Bubble was sagging pitifully. The weather

was wet and chilly, the Imperial troops not yet in action
were disheartened by the news of battles lost. Tneir equip-
ment was incomplete, their new boots had proved to be of
no better material than brown paper and American cloth.
Worst of aft, the Commissariat, always inadequate, showed
signs of caving in. And the bUme for all was heaped upon
the shoulders of the Emperor, whose faith in his fortunate
stw: had quite deserted him ; a man tormented by telegrams
of wifely censure and wifely advice from Paris ; disgruntled,
if ever man was; haunted and oppressed by premonitions
of impending disaster; sleepless, shaky, siok, and prema-
turely old.

The taking of the fortresses of Bitche and Phalsbourg—
memorable by reason of its brave Governor's resolute
defencc^the seizure of the undefended City of Nancy, the
Zom Valley railway line, Forbaoh with its immense mili-
tary stores, Sarreguemines, and other garrison towns were
lesser shocks, falling on a mind already paralysed. Hasty
decisions, contradictory orders, had emanated, one after
another from the Headquarters. He was confused and
flurried, finding his good brother of Prussia so near. For the
Warlock, scenting a movement of French troops to the rear,

had crowned the uplands eastward of Meti with the 1st and
7th Corps of the First Army of Germany under the veteran
General Steinmetz, cavahry well to the fore and outposts
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.bIfuUy po,t«l » „ to look into th. fWoh po.ition from

Marshal MacMalTw tL^Tv^^;"'^*'"""''"*

from Vigneu*;:^7.^^^ "" "^''"« ""^"^-"^

The Marshal had left his master in h^
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humilistcd fMse behind the gnm tilk •oTwn of dw ewTiage
window. How did he enawer the inevitabie queetioiia of

hie ion r

A pray to hideooi onoertaintlee, for the new Conumuider-
in-Chief hul luddenly applied to be rapeneded, this tuoUei*
EmpMror apent the night at the eunp at Longeyille,

waking upon a foggy morning—if he oould be laid to sleep,

who never ilept—^to a salute of Prussian artillery. For
a patrol of Uhlans with a half-battery of field-giins had
made, during the night, a bold attempt to seize upon the

Imperial person, and being foiled within an aoe of snooess,

had retreated, plumping a shell or so into the lines from the
Qerman side of the river. And while these hornets were
being repillsed with heavy metal, the muddy, travel-stained

Army of the Red Prince crossed the river lower down; the
episode described having diverted attention from their

transit; eifeoted, even as in a jam of batteries, battalions,

squadrons, baggage and ammunition-trains, the French
retreat was being made.

So choked were the roads that the Emperor and his suite

with the Imperial Quard Esoort only managed to struggle

as far as Qravelotte, » village some eight miies from Mets,
where Bazaine had his headquarters:

" Gentlemen, we will remain here, but keep the baggage
packed 1" had been the Emperor's iiHtruotions to his follow-

ing upon alighting at the inn, wlieie two miserable bedrooms
were with difSculty obtained for himself and his son. Prince

Napoleon and the other personages of the suite found
harbourage at various cottages; the lackeys slept in the

baggage-fourgons, it may be hazarded For in the morning
these vehicles and their attendants were found to have dis-

appeared. Tliey had departed for Verdun, wUthw their

master was now to follow them. Bazaine, who could not
shufBe off his now detested reeponsibiUtiee, was summoned,
to find the Imperial carriage standing in readiness before

the tHvem door.
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XL.

498

•ir, like their ownfemojTt.„^'^ "'"P*^ of aU bnt
cropped. littlo^l^reS'f^- u"^""^

'^"" '^
«a wen. b.tterTC'lS'H^;l-f^' '^-"-'

subaltern officer of infantry Wn v ?"° °* "
portly M. Plon-Plm. TrMiIvL' ' ' ^*** Napoleon, the

Division: aS» oHLT '^'«''°™> °f » ««>eral of

•way the butt oTTe j^Itf.? ""^ '^^^^ *» t*^"
little pouched SiXs^^: :r::r'

•"'^ «>* ^^ "-»

w-w.eej..t;t5;r-cs;"j^::^^
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attired in deep black, propped him Bcientifioally upon the
other. We know this deft and silent personage to have
been a brilliant young Paris surgeon, retained about the

person of the Emperor; a specialist whose ministrations, in

dulling unbearable pain with subcutaneous injections of

morphia, and combating the progress of disease by skilled

surgical treatment, became more necessary every day.

They got him in. The sweat was starting through the

rouge upon his livid face as he sank heavily upon the seat of

the carriage. His son and cousin followed. Bazaine,—^who

was accompanied by Canrobert and Bourbaki, and did not
dismount, rode up to receive his master's farewells.

He did not entreat again to be relieved of the supreme
responsibility. Perhaps the Emperor imagined that he
might. For he put out his hand in haste and shook the

Marshal's, reiterating:

" All will go well ! Excellently, I have no doubt of it

!

You understand, yon have broken the spell."

Of ill-luck, did he mean, clinging to the fatalist whose
Star was on the point of setting. He added:

" I go to Verdun and Chalons. Put yovmeU upon the

road for Chalons as soon as possible. . . May yon be

fortunate I An rtvoir ! En avanl t"
The brigadier-general in charge of the escort gave the

word. The Advance was sounded, the Cfaaaseurs-on their

grey Arabs dashed onwards, riding in fours, keeping a sharp
lopkout for Uhlans. A half-troop of Cent Qardes pi«ceded
the Emperor's carriage, his equerries and aides and those

of the Prince's household followed on their empty, chafing

beasts. Another pdoton of Cent Gardes were succeeded

by three Imperial carriages containing the surgeon, secre-

taries, and valets, grooms followed with led horses, and the

Empress's regiment of Dragoons, brass-helmeted, black-

plumed warriors, in green with white plastrons, brought up
the rear.

i
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Unks. stretch between ^Ztk GrlT^'''B'T'^'"

signifying that Ba«mVt?.^te^ H«
^^K»^«'

heTe^ thTrth. ^ «^""^ ** Rezerieulles, and

pennon, told of the Light Cava^tt^'tt^^T

ui»nthe^^rit^jL^!;J"7°ke that came down

m-ketry, the detonS:r;7reL X'^Sh^'^
-"'«

°fmitrailleuses—to the n«« Jt ^ yappmg of

racial foe
'
'^*''* P"^""* »' 'he ancient.

^« was drawing nearer, always nearer, to the coveted
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fort.fle«t|ons gn«dmg the nprth-««t frontienxrf France.

wLTl ^"^"^^ ^ ^-^ modern arsen.!, her huge
hoipitd. and mihtary ooUege., her fifteen bridgee-rthe»d^y-hnd«e had been blown up by Bazaine'. f^S™
under cover of darkness, had made their way into the

^t> hT 'f'.P^J^* °' "i'i^g "Pon the person
rf papa)_«nd her glonoua Cathedral, whose vast grey bulk

Z^^^ '" *^ °^*^ «"•*'" '"-^'' o* • i~t
Soon, soon, those tegiona of dark blue soldiers would be

at gnps with Frenchmen for the possession of Met«. Oh Inot to be able to fl« a shot, or strike a blow with her de-
fenders, because of one's pitiable weakness and youth!Oh I to be perpetually guarded and protected and plucked
from the very po«ribihty of danger, becau«> one happened
to be Hen: to the Imperial Throne.
Why had the Emperor resigned the supreme command oftteAnnyJ There had been i,vei«,^^oes a Commander-w-awf give up for that r True, he was not weU, bat the

Frat Napoleon had fought battles and won them, in spito of«amps and colic, fi^e would never have driven away underAe noses of King William and Count Bismarck and the
ftmoe Commanders. He would have called the neiAew
whoooiUdcommitmiohanimpoirasthatajMWion. He
would have said: " To the devU with you, who boast your-«B of my blood I A Napoleon-and not a general ! Yon
might have proved yourself a fighter, at least !"

The soldiers regarded the Emperor's resignatfon as the
Groat Napoleon would have done. Thay had not cried

V,v! ISmpirewr when papa had driven out of Metz.
Upon the contrary, they had maintained silence, scowling
or raeermg covertly. To-day, the meanest piou^piou had
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»iw«^lt »!!; '^i"*
*° ^"^ ^''y ''^ ««* going»w«y-.]U8t because .ne Pruwians are coming? WhyOMuiot we stay—and fight ?"

^^ ^
T^plomatic, evaaive answer came-

^^^S4°;:tse^^

"

" -"- ^-^ ^^ -
^h«boy .hrugged, ahnost imperceptibly, and his young

mtttS ^^^' • resembhu.ce to the sire, h!

Tb^ZZ r"" J=;
^"* '* ^'* '^'* t<^b8q„atuUte I"Theslang tern filer might be rendered asTbove. TheSr IS'^

'~* "^^^ '^ ^""^ °^ """ge on thTflacd^oh«*Bmovednotam»cIe. Turning his h^chedISupon the scene of his horrible humiliations, he 8t3W^faed eyes along the rosd to Verdun, stretoWngJ^Jl^

SS.^—^-^^
the^S^KJ'''^ *^ ^J*^*' P*rty »»J**d for breakfastthe ftfflcehadamuoh nearer view of those ubianitou.1^^'menu, the dark blue umforms. IndZ^^TmpTn.^^
^-wes, who were here i«pl«»d by some of MacMahon's
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Outtaenw d'Airique, were hotly oh>Md ud miped at onthei* way book to camp. ,

j-~ «u

Through the journey of that night, performed on the
OMhionleg. plank Beate of a thW-claw carnage, hi. .nite
being accommodated in a string of oatUe-tnicfa, of what
did thesleepless Emperor think ? What queetiom. occupied
that sick and sluggish brain ?

The question of returning to Paris, the refuge he longed

I .?
y»t dreaded inexpressibly. The question asT,

whether the Empress Regent would welcome the Emperorwho could no longer rule the State, and what kind of ovation
the people would extend to the General who had deserted
the Army of Metz before the advancing hordes of UnitedGermany ?

.t.^°^t °°u
^^^''' A°»wty and Revolution rear up

their hydra-heads to greet the Third Napoleon, re-entering
has capita^ t Would his reign end in the expk«on of fbomb, and a shower of torn flesh and scattered hbod upon
thepavmg-stonesT Would his son ever wear the Imp^al

wTj' r"J^^ 'f'^' W~*'l'«', fmud and trickery?Wou^d the Church forgive the rape of temporsi pow»yWould Heaven succour one who had defrauded Her t Was
tnis the beginning of the end 1

Lugubrious doubts like these and many others haunVd
hu. sleepless pUlow in the Imperial pavilion of the camp onthe dus^pW of Champagne. Dismantled at the cL,

the vl?!^^'
manceuvres, and now hastay prepared forthe Emperor s reception, the place was damp, di«m^I, and

cheerless, as such places usuaUy are.
f- "-"'". »na

The newly-levied troops wer« showing signs of insubor-
dination

;

the Garde. Mobiles from Paris^reropenZttv
which the presence .,1 the Emperior stirred to fre^y; the

^tir^'J"
"'""•'

^, ^''^' *^ •^''' °'-^ •"itergreetmg obscene jest* levelled at him and his, reached him,
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P^Juig the mildewed c»rr^t j

*

«a<iing wae tariual«^Id ,£3rl^^'' *''8'«'' "hose
WtnU crown.

dMcolouied, like the ImperiiU

^'"n'ftt/ttV::- ^hthed»w„o,da,l.e

from the new War M^tT?*" ?*''* "*'«" '°' her son;

•B^/who by iilS? i,!:"**"~
°^ his own aggron-

*««med ofb^o^Sk» iJ^r"'
^"^ '««*«'*«d him.

ofPohoe-whoinde^CuSe ":
*"««° the P^feot

a triple sentence of^rfcf^h T^^ pe»on-came
Spewed forth a«^Tn„ M '""^' '^''^*^ "•««•

fe-ntier, he ^^alT uT" tw"f^^''"^ »he northern
by a movement in whiT^w °' *he army that might,
hare relieved Ba^ra! tt^T T''^'^ ^*h rapicUty
the fate of IWcT i^tf^St "'°°'*'°* ""* "^««d
witness, «ther th«, a «^^ he wa. to be a passive
horrible disasterTSsLn^i^r'' "' "'*'"' •^**" «=»« of

oataetrophe of Sedan. ''^ *h* "Mpeakable

XLI.

Src^.*tf« ttdSr -* °^«-
The K«t Army had «osse^S V ^"^ ""^ *° V««'""-

A^C^J^ --hingrl^L"!' "°""°"'

--"P near VioS'^^u "^^rnL^M'"
'^"•"' ''-^'^^

watering: Murat's I>r.K,^^3^^ the squadrons were
trains, De Or^onWZ^T^:'^'^'' '^^'^'>-

^. mounted and retired,^LZ^ %2'' "'.r""^""Mie. Ihis was the open-
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ing flgmeof thetbrae d»ys of bloody oonfliatwiiged in the

mrsl tract between the northern edges of the Bois de Vaux
and the Forest of Jaumont. The French call it the " Battle

of St. Privat," the Qermans the battle of Giavelotte-St.

Privat.

The Qreat Headquarters of the Pnxsian Conunander-in-
Chief -were at the riverside town of Pont k Mousson, some
ten miles distant from the war-theatre—^whose stage occu-

pied some six square miles of undulating, wooded, ravine-

gashed country-side.

And here, his possessing genius, or demon, prompting
him, the tactics of Moltke alvuptly changed.

I have fancied the Warlock getting up at cockcrow on
the da^ of Vionville,—he had a little folding camp-bed he

always slept upon. Undressed to shirt and drawers, he

would roll himself in a gray-striped blanket which did not

reveal the fact when it needed washing, and cover himself

on chilly nights with a big, shabby, miLtaiy cloak.

Beside the bed, with the extinguished candle-lantern

standing on a comer of it, was the little portable campaign-
table, covered with faded green baize. His maps were

spread on this, and an Army revolver of large calibre lay

atop of them, well within reach of its owner's practised hand.

He sponged his old face and sinewy neck economically in

a basin of cold water, carefully washed his hands, rinsed his

mouth and put on a clean white shirt. A white drill waist-

coat went on under the oM red-faced uniform frock, with

the distinctive shoulder-cords of Chieftaincy of the Great

General Staff, and the Order of Merit dangling from the

silver-gilt swivel at the collar. Then he polished his bald

head with his silk handkerchief, reached his wig from the

chest of drawers and assumed it, read a text in his Lutheran
Bible, prayed a twenty-seoond prayer standing: lighted a

thin, dry, ginger-colourod cigar, such as his soul loved, and
sat down to work at his maps.



'"jmj-^^^:::r 'v-£-p

THE MAN OF IRON
<,,

brow hitchi^ urrwig'^i^t'x^'z::' i^^
**"

his fierce hooked beak tollnL!j!v
'*"«"* ""^ ovB™ti»m,

oUw over the touStS^t,^"™"^ "' "^ '^''""^

"fenced. He finished and Z^^hlTj^iw ''l'""''**^
"Tvant; chatted with ^MiZ^^^""^ '''^'^^

^^ his fast on brei t^dttk^'^ ?C*7 " •"

jmghng of oavBlrv lmdl«. .„^ *
''"' '* ' 8"**

the <^^-^^^ix^::2Z' °' ™° '^*' "p°-
-ap-oaae. n.ounted, and ^^e'waJ^tt^"« "" """

on^^^^d^rrrsr'r^--^^^^^^^

calcula^ns^L'-H-r^tL"^" ""^* "^ »^
coign of obwPvation. rthl^„ ««pgement from hia

i Mo„«.n. had interviewJriT ' ."^ ^^ '* ^''"»

now stood ohattiiT^rlh! i.^*^'™««""y'"«»
atep. of the Maine

^° ^''"'«"°' "!»» the

mildly when questioned ^i* ^ "»' ^ """^""^rf

night call it.^XJ^%: considerable battle one
burning as he spoke *^ *^^ "'^ ^'°°^« ^«e
The potato-gardens of FlauTill^ ».~ *i,- ,.

corpses of French «,d (w!!^ 7*"
J^""*-"*"^ with

layer upon layer ofSS^ 'oot^ldiers. In a little,

PUed upon thLN^"t£"« »""'"' ^"^ '"^^
found neo.««ry tol^Sl!"""^'"^ '* ^'^ '-^^mierpoee Prnswan caralry between the
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deadly Fnnoh Artillery and ezluuited itmocn of German
inlMitry. Which accounted for a. condderable thinning in
the ranks of Ranch's Hunan.
The sacrifice had been necessary. He told himself so as

he stood there smoking. His high forehead was imclouded
as he returned in answer to some reference to MacMahon's
losses at Wdrth:

" It is one of the traditions handed down from the days of
Murat and Kellermann and Lassalle—the French belief in
the virtue of the massed carahry-charge. . .

."

The Minister to whom he spoke replied:
" The English exploded the theory at Balaklava sixteen

years ago, by their magnificent but useless sacrifice of
Cardigan's Light Brigade. They learned then, and we
have profited by the lesson that MaoMahon has just been
spanked for forgetting—and that Your Excellency will
presently teach Bazaine. . .

."

The great strategist cupped his long chin in his lean hand,
and said in his dry, thoughtful way:
" Yes, yes. We will drub this precept into his brain at

cost of his breeches. Segimentg of mounUd men aerve
admtraUy for the protection of marchirtg Army Corpa-an
prieeUM for reconnaistance. outpost and patrtA-vmrk. but
when they are throum against vast bodies of troops armed vrilh
the modem breech-loader, their net is unjustifiable, being m7."
"And when in addition, the unlucky horsemen are

charged as at Wdrth, over hop-poles and tree-stumps, open
field-drams and shattered garden walls," said the Minister,
then they are worse than useless, I should add."
The Warlock's thin-lipped mouth open : in a sUent laugh

that creased his lean cheeks and displayed the gums that
were aU but toothless. He rubbed his hairless chin and
said:

" Ay, unless from the point of view of that farmer of
Schleswig-Holstein who said as our troops marched by his
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oort breeohef^tW^t „fT '^"*''^y i^^'boots, with

l-w-ted fi«ok^r^ u
'''' "^^ '°"' '•'« •''•ok double.

lo-ft W.y, .teel-hi£dTvlS ZS^m^'^r" '"^

i"« like the bodyguaiTofT^T ''""^«''^''-

of eentriee placed aboutVh! k ti '^ *** '^"•''«' cordon

K««. WlT^'S'S^i^-^.f^-tJ^* there lodged the

" I have noTtoJ^r Tfc
"*'®^ °' ^'^<"-

either, if he haDnen. fa. K. .r ^., " "^ *he nuwal

hi^^ythot?^i^,t:r.oru^r/*'r
• handle of straw." " one for

a handsome humoroua face upon"S ^^*T^

mice, but rate !"
««>rwaid«, there were not only

3i, r?a irfa:, i^' '^^'"'' """^"^ °' «°«8*"«

Leve^lSLn^S^^'TeSrr;""''-'^-* '-
" say, returned the Chancellor, " our

28
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fellows utad their belt*—buokla-end fntuMy. Thwi they
pitched the farmer on hii own dv righill, uid left him to rot
there for the land in spring."

" Severe, but severe leaeons Me best remembered," stad
the W»rlook, placidly. "Thus MaoMahon will perhaps
throw no more regiment* of oavahr^ away I As for ounelvee,
we have hardly brought that arm of the Serviee to it*

I^esent condition of usefulness to handle it wastefully.
Military science,—true military science,—do« not allow
of undue extravagance in the sentient material of war.
Nay,—it will never be said of me that I wasted blood
prodigally I" He curved his long thin hand about his
large and beautifully-shaped ear, and added, as the distant
detonations of heavy artillery made the windows rattle in
their sashes and the pavement quake underfoot. " They
are still fighting south and west of Meta. In half-an-hour,
if the firing has not abated, I am going to ride in that
direction with the King."
He glanced at his chronometer, then went down the side

steps, and strolled, contentedly smoking, to where his own
charger and his master's were waiting in charge of some
orderlies near the Royal carriages and fourgona that
occupied the centre of the Market Place. While Count
Hatifeldt, glancing after the thin figure, shrugged and said
to his Chief in an undertone:

"Heaven send that by this time to-morrow we may
not be deploring some tremendous holocaust of Prussian
oavahyl Do not aek me how the idea has suggested
itself. . .

."

" Possibly,"—the Minister slightly moved his hand
towards a string of country grain-waggons, crowded with
wounded, and drawn by farmers' horses, converging from
the westward boulevard towards the Market Place—" pos-
sibly because so many of those fellows have been brought
in here since twelve noon. And in Moltke's very disclaimer
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M«k of Brandenb^ tS^C/T '^. '^''«» '«»» '^

J«P««J. What fellow. ^i^.'*^«""'-'«»Gu«5

«o.nr^'rao^^-Hyo£ae.^fo.,.o«..
q«»ie.n»tu«rforyouto^i„T'^- ^'^ *^ in-
b« "uBpected, should Hta Z^tv^ ""^ °''^*" '^U
been p„,apted by m»TS^Tl^^ *'"'"' -*° ^ave
de.p.toh he had thrust mto S^!^t*

'^™''" °^ "» ««Jed
theQ,.een'sha„dwriti„grpo^t'^« " You recognise
»>U have writtei, ano^ s^k ^l^T'^ ' Augusta
Mercy and moderation^tvanV?^""'*' *° '"* "Pou^e.
•"-dii*. of the semon S5ld „/ '""*'"°Py ^" ^«>e

r^ !*» *«« of the'S^?, ^T^."'"*''
"^ '««er.
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oflloer in ctuttge at the oonToy. I will wafer yon » oaw <d

ohamiMigne tlutt his month i* being corked up. A wiee

pcooeecUng too ! For, remember, the story of • wounded
m«n it painted from hie own wounde—always s red tale

of disaater. How can it be otherwise ? In the heat of

battle, or perhaps without having fired one shot, or ridden

one charge—he has been struck down, poor wretch I and
carried, bleeding, from the field. . . . Has it ocooned
to Your Ezcellenoy that those guns are drawing

The quer; was addressed to Moltke, who had returned,

leaving the waggon-train to jolt with its doleful load in the
direction where the Flag of the Geneva Cross, hanging from
doors and windows, announced the location of temporary
hospitals. The expert listened as distant crashes of volley-

firing were answered by the hynna-yapping of mitrailleuses,

and answered, pointing to the weather-vane on the tower
of the Market HaU:

" Your Ezcellenoy is wrong. The breese has altered iu
direction. It was northerly, and is now blowing directly

from the west. Yet if the action should assume grave
proportions, it may prove necessary to shift Headquarters
to some village further afield."

" Heaven forbid I" murmured Count Hatafeldt, expres-
sively raising his fine eyebrows, " when one is able to get a
decent dinner, and a daily bath at one's hotel I . .

."

" Heaven gmerally ordains, through the mouth of Your
Excellency, an exodus," said the Chancellor, laughing,
" when a comfortable bed falls to my lot. At Hemy my
couch had to be lengthened with chairs and carriage-

cushions, and those kept parting company all the night long.

My feet were on the floor when I awakened in the morning,

—

literally at cockcrow—for my window opened upon the

dunghill where the lord of the poultry-yard sounided his

rennfle. Now here I am accommodated in quite respect-
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the w.y. So that, to-night wul f^ "!!"''"* P*'""' »•}

faTOurite (ongs. He i. in^ . . ""« °'n« °t ' ^

.tuck <rf Jfih^',- ^"'^'" »^« «"» «- .in.. H,s

with hi. r«rferi„g of He^. ^^.^" '"""'' P''-"<
«»»«»' of Heine .

."•'*»• FoJW<«d«r and J>u

«»"verforn.,.„„j;^"f'' "^ "y."^ '''y-- They
l«^th. ,ee«t of p^itna/youtt"'

''•"'' ^'"""'-^
And he turned atide to i»«i.»- - u ..

juat driven into tl^wl^^^ ?"^"' "^ ^^
««>" got down. to^Tfc^ toS^

"• • ,
•^"'» gW. «d

«uddy, pantingSr wSiXT.i*'"" °' »»'•

neitiTsSnmert'L"^"!^ '"""^ '"-B"' "nd
prevent the muaio-lo^

* p^, ^°? '^ ^ '"le to

Verdun." ^ Frenohmen from retiring upon

H.h«lnot n.e«,t the pungent Jeat to reach the <« of

ffi,

i!*S
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the great strategirt. But Moltke glmoM} rouid and an-
swered mildly, if with a narrowing of hi. wrinkled evelida
»nd a Bardonic twist of his thin, dry lip«:

'

"lien aU the more smely ahould "we gunound and
annJulate them. My wcond plan is umally .tionger thanmy first. And I have ab«ady inued ingtraotions to Prince
Frederick Charles and General Steinmeti, indicating the
course they are to foUow should Baiaine pieree our left
wing. MeanwhUe let us listen to this felloVs singinif. Itmay please Your Kxoellency better than mine I"
The arrival, a Captain of Dragoons of the Prussian Guard

acting as aide-de-eamp upon the staff of Steinmett, had just
gaUcped into Pont i. Mousson, accompanied by an escort of
haK-a-doa>n troopers on blown horses, and had Uttle breath
left even for speech. But when he threw himself from his
reelmig beast, the despatch he took from his belt-pouch and
handed to the Chief of the Great Staff told of a huge ex-
penditure of '• the sentient material of war."

At noon of the day, looking from his point of observation
on the high ground between the Bois dee Ognons and Grave-
lotte, short-legged, fiery-tempered Steinmeti had seen what
seemed a weak spot in the French poation. Under cannon,
mitraiUeuse and chassepfit-fiie he had ordered several
Uttenes of the 7tb Corp. and Von Hartmann's Division ofoavaby to oro« the Gravelotte defile and plant themselves
on the slopes south of the road. Death had harvested redly
from the ertravagant movement. The slaughter that en-
sued had shaken even the men who carried the needle-gun
their huge columns were giving ground. General Steinmeti
and his staff were urder heavy fire. Only the Priissian
fleld-battenes, served and trained by gunner-sharpehoote™,
kept the German right wing from caving in.
Heavy news, one would suppose, yet the Warlook read

the despatch to bis master with as placid an expression as
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*'»'Wh he were at th.f » «9

«^l«iiou, Heniy von Bm **"'^"* ^"""^ "f the
oteinmetE ia nvar ..j x .

•^"id hav« do„e, L?2;n*ir.? **', ^* " " -l"^* I
•Mwer to wme pertnpbed T? ^" P'^'" he Mid in
•Only, Verb.p.rTZZ^^'"'' "' ^^ Wiili«n"

by now. Stfilpnagel will h„ *r^ '^y- Heiasupport^

^ gripped thTt^l^^*^- '^ ^'^°« fo-^
Your M»jeity wiU see »T^ "P"" **>« ^nch left

^yoX^rt^^^.r-.-^^d I With you.
" Theym waitiZ ^ **"" "S*****^ King.

'

« t-;o of the plaintive balEl S„t ^he"^"^
'"""'^ "^^

»» followed hi. Boyal ma«^ a^ . "^P"« fl"^^ aa
;*e War Minister, £,r5,t7^ t°

''^ '^-'' "««
•^de up with his staff e^ Z^„ ^^ '>«Wy sent for,

"^r. a powerful Waot hoL^^
'°°"°**^ '^ »t««die«t

-WHatefeWt.VaoTSv.m.^^'P"^ ^^^ Majesty I"

B^y-gu«dr«SrSSS^''*^°'^«l^''fi
He said to himself as h« ~* j

J-oorded permission, to whe«r^**?.'^**' *••• S^oW'^'y
hwwn mare that w^}ZdZ*^^*^ ^««i by the wi

•^ the i,«n grip oTnZT ".' ^°' «»npletoly he
^Plomaoy, RTn'^is th^rr'^" ^'^ '«'-«" glove of
Moltke is hi, calculating mSL T^'T^^-^^nt,
];-*»» '^l always see^ri.f'^^ " '^ '^'«-
«°«»-on journeys, .hootinTexo^^i

Wherever the King
PW-he is always TZ ZTZ'^ *"r*^"«"r. he ndee with him to
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nuuKBuvns. and nviews and paradM. Sinoe the War
began—and at ooet of what exertion, mental and bodily,

no one understands better than I do !—he has never left his

maater alone for long enough to further the intrigues and

influence of other men. . . . Every battle-field the King

looks on will be seen through the Chanoellor's eyes. For

this War is tut War—and he knows it I . . . Here oome

galloping the Royalties and Serene Highnesses, rabid to see

some real fighting. . . . Bismarck calls them the Tinsel

Babble,—if only they knew 1"

And Count Paul, smiling in his subtly satirical fashion,

strode back to his quarters to pen to his young, pretty, and

exceeair.gly coquettish Countess, a marital letter full of

tender expressions, and requests for tots more cigarettes.

While their Highnesses and Mightinesses of the Royal Suiie

pranced away in the wake of the King and his three great

servants, without the slightest idea that the Chancellor

who rode on William's left hand held them in such con-

tempt.

The wounded men sitting or lying on hay in the grain-

carts at the hospital doors lookod up as the Great Head-

quarter Staff rode by and gave a shaky Hooh ! of greeting.

Heads of dressers, nurses. Knights of St. John, and surgeons

appeared at windows from which projected the Flag with

the Bed Cross. While a long train of haggard French

prisoners, halted before the porch of the church that had

been converted into a temporary prison, stared with lack-

lustre eyes over the bowls of cabbage-soup, and the huge

hunches of bread that had been distributed amongst them

by pitying ladies; and a battalion of little blaok-a-vised,

green-coated Saxon soldiers who had marched in dead-beat

and were dozing on straw under the Market Hall, lifted

their heads from their knapsacks, saying: "There goes

Moltke with his King, and the Big Pommeranian. Some-

thing is up out yonder !" and rolled over to sleep again. .
•



mmi^'m.

THE MAN OF IRON 441

JT»fahaWt«t. «d tr«ie.peopte of Pbnt i Mo««on w«e

SLZf^ \ '^T'.'^^
"^'''" comment.. Within .^to^t thjy had h«l twio. to feed and quwtor a French

Army pouted out upon them.
^^

*^7T ^'™'' "^ rtapefled in the Babel of foreign«^. They oonld make no he«iw.y against the fl^
Everywhere irere loud-voiced latendante making requi.i.Uons.mdg.vmg order,; offioen. and quar4Zter-
•ergeanta dwutang for room., provender and .tabling; the

f^ *'^ °®~"' ^*'''''^'«^'^^ '«" meatTteead,
for»ge, tobacco, flour and wine, Ubeial in oath. »nd blows
to those who could not satisfy their needs
Tradesmen in gutted shops swore in whispers over

l«.ketrful of Arty little nickel coins with (to thVm) inde-
o»ph«able m«onpt.on»-*U they had to show in return for^ or two thousand francs' worth of stock. To grumble
teought retnbutaon, swift, sharp and mercUessTthe
bead of the grumbler. To resist meant death. Therefore
they would be sUent untU the invader should have passed onBut when the wearers of the muddy blue uniforms and
the ndirs of the muddy, well-fed horses did pass, fresh
hosts came swaiming after. There seemed no end tothe brown-faced men in the loathed blue uniform.

-...JT^*"?
°'°'* *" ~°'* '" ^'^ °f tJ»em ''ho under,

•tood French-and many did—were asked timidly, and

L^T *^^"««^> ''^"^ we have passed open, and togUMd the telegraph-wires we have left behind us there wiU
Be very many more required !"

Germany was being emptied into BVance's lap, it seemed
to the bewildered peasants leaning against the walls oftheu cottages or peering fmm the doorways, as had done
the peasanta of Alsace-Lorraine. They also weremned, their crops devastated by catadywns of armed
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Iwin^ty, their oellan emptied, their tn^ .tons de-

" But where are we to find food for aUthew, we who had
fared badly enough before they came J And who wiU pay
us for what they have not paid for, or give cash for this rtuff
Miled money that they have left behind r Will it be the
itiugor the Emperor T" «,me haggard man or woman,
»0Uea» with deepair and miaery,would demand with fnutio
gerture..

' And how shaU we feed our children when they
leave us nothing ? How Uve at aU when they live upon ust"^ey asked this less often when the Flag with the Geneval*0M aH)eared above roofs and thrust out of windows of
buiidbn^ appropriated as hospitals, and when long trains
of German ambulanoe-waggons and hay-oarte fuU of
wounded men in blue uniforms began to pass 1^, as well• piteous processions of French wounded and French
pnsoners. . . .

You see, they die I" they began to teU each other
Mter Oravelotte. " Frenchmen are being killed like flies
out yonder where yon hear the cannon, but not French-
men only.

. . . MaoMahon has faUed us and the cursed
Jfimperor has run away for feur of Bismarck, and Baaainemay prove a rotten staff for France to lean on. But if our
generals have forgotten how to lead, the Army of Prance
has not forgotten how to fight, and thousands upon thou-^ds of Prussians have been kiUed since the beginning of th^
War. They dig their great trenches so quickly and despatch
«»e dying and bury the slain in such haste that the
t^tness of their losses wUl never be reaUy known. When
they would hide t^m more completely, they heap up
oorpees m farmers' bams, and pile the farmers' straw and
hay and faggoto about them, and pour on petroleum and tar
and set fire to it—and thus their dead are consumed to
•hen—and sometimes the yet Uving with the dead I"
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« the flank of p««t„te^ ^
f?^„''^"«

^"^^
Intelhgenoo Department h^^l *^". y" Prn«„aa Secret

even olubg, had harboin^^^^'' ''"'P"' °ffl°«.

•topped up on rifSn^T "^*^«'y- Now they

•<-nt. their GTrLl'li^ESf o^"'.^* "^^ °'"^"

•ndlooketediafonnatior«^!t^ ^,^^ Pigeon-holed

di.po«tl of their frie^S^S^^.*''r':|r '**''«

favoured by chanoe or h^^t^.^K. " *^™J«nen.
ruddy complexion. «,d^J '^"' 'J^' '»^ kair.

their neightou« fourth
««dvantage ae to inches ove^

when consuming Ueshm^t iT^l^^ 'T"'""'
"^^^^

•trolling with their aoquainfal^ '^ ^, "«*»"'""ts, or

•peoial correepondente, handi^^pp^^^ newspaper,.

«d ~. imperfect aoquaintalT^ehJjSTt',"'^^
found themselv« i^ „»„„ , ^It ,

^""^ '"^''''ge.

*^/" ia not a ohJ,^^e^*SnSre ^k'"''^.'""«d-hot throats are utteZ, u ILh hTV''""^'^ °*

or gensdarmes form thH^^U^^r^w ''*•««' «>'<ii««

-n.pect» and the furio^ mob
^'"^ *^ "^^^"^

•countered plenty of'^'^Sj"Lnli LT'' '''^;
Pe«««nte gathe«d at the oorn^ o XI » iS:""'*"'by the wayside. Even on terrwL, ^ ? whmpermg
*«>ops, it was not t^^i" .^^"^^ occupied by German
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with • comrade wm imprudt t, to venture in alone was
periloua, the sight of the Geri an uniform, the sound of

the Teutonic gutturals, wwe so eroely abhorred. Of the

reason for this loathing the Engli hman was not ignorant.

Marching with the infantry of the Qerman Army, he had
followed where the Uhlans had paii.-.ed.

He bad slept, the night before the Army of the Bed
Prince had crossed the river,—in a little deserted country

dUUtau,—an ideal honeymoon nest for lovers, standing in a

high-walled garden full of fruit-trees and tangled roses,

in the middle of a sloping meadow on the banks of the

MoseUe.

The butt of some Prussian carbine or rifle had served for

key to the locked door in the high garden-wall. Those who
had gone before had stripped the bushes and espaliers.

The house had been entered, and the dainty silk-upholstered

drawing-room chairs and sofas had been dragged out into

the garden. The piano—a tiny rosewood bijou—probably

a wedding present—and the absurd little billiaid-table with

which Monsieur had disported himself, stood crookedly upon
the gravel ; a long tear in the green cloth of the one ; prints

of tumblers, marks of greasy fingers marring the shiny

veneer of the other. Bottles that had conts^wd Cham-
pagne uid Moselle—butts of cigan, empty tobacco-papers

and match-boxes were scattered everywhere—over gravel,

.and grass-plot and the once trim purden-beds. An im-

promptu oo/^-concert had evidently formed a feature of the

bivouac.

P. C. Breagh had slept in a charming bedroom, under

rosebud-chintz curtains looped with silken ropes, having

carved wooden Cupids, painted pink, instead of tasseis.

The bed was not as luxurious as it might have been, becawe

the blankets and sheets had been carried off. Opening his

eyes in the grey of morning he had seen himself as he lay

reflected in a long cheval-glass, and failed, for the moment.
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Se^'^^ti^ T^- "^- »-'- ftt.«te„.^ion

of the country stood u»^ f h'^T^^^ '"•"' <*•*"»*

chopper at • gU«ce. and prom^jy„£ o?'.^""
"»

the door. P n R««.»i, - .

."™y »"«> backed towards

- no 'ob^rL^tLSSri^'tnfrLt ^* *"

not be alarmed •

^vejJer, and that she need

^n^.^tab^hrn^'-CltrrM-^lrnrJ

but old, old, «Kl feeble
^^^"!'°'*,""y°^«ble,

eWfco« in he^ c^ They had left the little

^^mo»elle i. not eaaUy frightened V P. C. B^agh
S«d the black-eyed, modertly:

»en came. breal^JJ^^^''Iirrni^^^'r
"

l~uiH-yrun. Dertitution, nun everywhere > '
She accentuated her tale of lose by heaving of th. ^.'^^ the fine shoulders. dra^aL^TtX ' '™"'°-

Xhenmyfatherretumedandfounr..
l.om*tt^.
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Both he Mid I ihoold har» bMn silmt uid cudared ev»iy.
thing. ... It WM not wi». Monsieur, that th-* old mu
ihoiiidhave(tnioicaPnuaian,ev«nformyiakel For then
he was beaten. Whenever I shut my eyes, I see it. . . .

Therefore 1 have vowed not to sie^ again until . .
."

fflie opened her eyes wide, and smiled, rather grimly, thon
changed the subject with a wave of the unchoppered and
visible hand: Was Monsieur hungry? By searching a
orust of bread might be found in some cupboard, an egg or
two—laid by one of the alduoted hens in some private
comer—a pinch of coffee and sugar sufficient for Mon-
sieur I

" I should be glad of it. But—when you are in such
trouble it seems unfair," protested Monsieur. He added,
reverting to the language of the country, that he would be
n»PPy, if permitted, to pay for the dejeuner.
" But no I A meal for a bird 1—Monsieur and Madame

will never miss it I" and Ang«le curtseyed hocself awav
with forced smiles.

Left alone, P. C. Breagh bolted the door, and finding
water in the bedroom jugs, and so<mted soap upon the
washstand, enjoyed the I.jrary of a comprehensive wash
drying himself in the absence of towels, upon a pillow-case.
A pot of cold-cream, tinted a delicate pink and bearing the
label of Pieeso and Lubin, he found, and anointed his Mis-
tered feet therewith, and not witliont pangs of conscience-
tore up the pillow-case and bandaged them. He would pay
the poor girl for the damage done to her master's property,
he told himself

.

r t~ j'

He combed his shock of dusty hair with a tortoise^JieU
comb he picked up from the carpet, and went downstairs,
knapsack m hand. It was four o'ctook a.m. The dusty, foot-
pnnt and wheel-marked highway beyond the taoken door
in the garden-wall was sirangely bare and lonely. The
battahon he had marched with had bivouacked on the other
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ran MAN OF IRON ^,w of the villMlm. TTu, .«„«. .L ^w« not,rX thetS^^
*^ '^"'^ P^ntly follow

itSssSir^r^^^trpi*^-*--^^
Uttle inlaid table. tl»t .T^ ^^*' °° P"» • • • »' the

•«kJ • bowl <>tlS^lZ' *** "' *•"***'• t''" »g8..

He beggeda4K J^^'Z^.!^' "^^ • '^r-
wave of abnegaSon Thlt^^ if^ '?^ '^**' • g-'^efni

g»«e and savagely fell ^^
°"'*'*«^ *»» «>W Rockhampton

"Monsieur is Catholic ? . .
"

The movement of his hanH L.i^ .,.
not escaped her. C^^'^^'^ "^^ ««». had
Ang^le turned pale und«tf

'

.'^ '"°"**' ^"^J- <»«1

vigorously beheSS^a^XL-n^H^- ""^ ^"'
•»"!• The expression of^I t

^^^ ^°' ^^e ooffee-

•^;nouth. ^r!:zzizri:L^-L^' ^^ ^ *»

oautiously-reoognised
the IW.h ^- ^^^ "PI*^

«f-P-n-.patSwttti'^^^/«
i!^'^''gMiaoe, and poured the deadly si^^^ ^.' ^'^'^

Then he got "P«d looked forS:°lr° *^' «^"^
<*?. crimson bodice, and statl^;

^^"^ '''"'*-*'^
vanished round the mn^ ^flu ,

*'^ pettiooat had

«ouldheartheC«STh»v2:H!!l* '•'"'""« »-
«*<^ long pXXot^'^^^ eow-leather ck«.

«S bitS^^rff'eK^f T. r*'' •''^'7, for the
PaUte up:

""' '^'''«' had dried tongue and

« the neighbonrhZS"^ ..J"'-
""'''"" "^ '"'^

"ome gnest."
* P'tohforks, to speed theW

He went back to the braaH^f.tablc hut niP glamour
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had faded from the benqoet, end the leathtry dryneM of

month and throat foiled him in the efiort to flniah the egg

hehadbegim. He pooketed the other, abandoned the bnad
and batter aa .unraliahle, itrapped on hii doaty knapaaok,

and waa hobbling away upon the stioks that had lately

Mrved him aa orutohea, when he oaoght tight of an ob-

viously new ooflSn, of thin tarred planking, on the gravel

near the ooniervatory door. It bore a oroas and an in-

•oription roughly lorawled in letters of white paint:

JOSEPH MABIE MEUNIER,
iOWD M.

KILLID BY THB nvaBIANS,
Auovar, uw.

BJJ.

And then, with a atiflening of every moaole and a cold

and deadly sinking at the heart, the English boy realized

that Angile's father had been murdered, and knew what
had been the unoidnrable injury that had provoked the

man of eighty to strike in his daughter's defence. Next
instant a gun banged, but the charge of slugs that had
been meant to lodge in P. 0. Breagh's cerebellum merely
smaahed the conservatory glass and peppered the walls

and trees. The intended recipient uf iKese favours had
previously been lame. Now, regard!*«8 of blisters and
skin cracks, he cast away his improvised crutches, darted

down the garden-path, nipped through the shattered door

that hung upon one twisted hinge, and ran for dear life.

Thenceafter our young friend did not stray too far from
the column he temporarily marched with. The secret of

those haggard eyes and scowling looks was clear to him
now. And the discovery of a giant velocipede with the solid

rubber tyres of the period and a front wheel of four feet
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0-t HeJ^'^^J-P-^ -^ng in the wak. Of , H,

^ "'aok-and- white i.rJl^„»V".''P'"8 ««**' «>'

l«n«iag up the re«
'*°°°"* °' "" Red UWm,

There were troop, upon the K»d n-»»ttene. of «iiUe„, ^^^ rZtTl " ^- *'"«» '"o .tray
the ,^ ^y, i»lW to J^.°l!:^^"-' O'ri- going

^«Mopu«d..p.tch.U.^;it?r/°' ^''^ King. Buf
bound for Pont iMou,^e!^*J*^f"<« of treoper..
way. ,tu«ed back witH aS^\^ ^T' ^*"*°»^
«t» wake. ' '"'^ to the eioudg of du«t in
Tht Doctor had piomiwd P C B~. u .Wd Md bloody-bone.l^twt^'' P'""'y °' »»*-

v«oe or rented 7ZZ^ »» n>«rohed with the Ad-
»«^ed. He h«l not yet^\ ^he prophecy had been
fcW. But thou.«,d. oT^dL *" ^' •'•" • «*«'«
-kening n.„tih.tio„ tlT^^d^Lrt^ '^^
u»ffiot upon the human bodv^fl!^ .

""'' ***•' <;«n

P«-i in an aLoet uTend-^'J^^^.^'TL'"' r^^' ^^
ftyingej-e.. Ruined 0**^^^°"""' •*f''""^

"iokened,
destroyed or rotting inlhfZ' T* """ "'""""'««• e«>P^
«d p««a„t, .t„pei:s i^^^xi'Tr'' '"-"^"^
"U«geB rawsd or bumeH t^ZJ^T^' "'"««e, or huneer

".Ihta of common occur^nTZC^ '^l.'T"
*° ^'^^

«»d that wa. to le^ him hole at ,a,r ^ *"* '""«^
Now he rode and odd lines of «on«fragment* of Fleet S»~*t ta't • ^ ' '*°"'' °' <enderat-'eet tai, oram-picture, of thing,

29
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or persons remembered passed through his mind as he
pedalled between long lines of roadside poplars, whitening
in the hot breeze that carried the scorching dust along in
clouds.

The face of the peasant girl who had tried to poison him.
By George 1 if Mrs. Rousby or Miss Marriott or Mrs. Vezin
could have seen her fierce, gleaming eyes, and her heavy
black eyebrows lifted at the outer comers, and the way
a white canine tooth had nipped her red underUp. . . .

The voice of Mr. Knewbit barking " Avoid Sham Techni-
cality and Sentimental Slumgullion," the well-bred voice
of Valverden dealing the unforgotten snub. The fortune
tfid him by the gipsy woman on Waterloo Bridge after
that unforgettable January night's vigil: " Yer'll travel a
long road akd a bloody road; and yer'll tramp it with the
one yer love, and never know it, untU the end, when tute
is jasing. . . ."

" When tute is jasing " meant " When thou art going . .

."

he had been told so by a man who knew a bit of Romany.
His imagination made a grasshopper-leap of years to the
death-bed of a celebrated War Correspondent,—a grim,
bronzed man who had followed his arduous calling in many
quarters of the world, and had earned much kudo/i and a
whole chestful of decorations, but had never married, and
was understood to look with coldness upon the loveUest
women, his heart having been irrevocably given in earlier
days.

To the moribund's side Juliette—stiU young, and ah 1

how exquisite in widow's weeds,-would hasten, and place
her little hand in his, gaunt and damp with approaching
death. She would hear his story of faithful, hopeless
passion, and close his eyelids for the last long sleep. And
standing by his pillow, looking pityingly at the dead face,
she would realise that she loved—too late. .

He sniffed and gulped as the tears stung his smarting
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St' " """^ - '»•« Piotu. 0. .hat deathr.;

of Pont 4 Mous^n Zt el^' '"^"^ "* tte Mauie
people and ^treet-^^^'^" "P' '"*»' ^'"'eB of market!

-^-kingly befo™ him. r:rir,f°' "" *"^ »«-
Bjouldered, capped andlJ^tij^ttSlr^^r^' «^'«--
the market-place with his ton CW^n l"?""*

*'^°"«''
Wiry, hawk-eyed MoltbTlA ^°'' ^^^ side.

Boon c,atte«d u;Jntitl ofl:"^:' "^'^y'-wed
had had eyes only for the^^ ,!,

'
''°* ^- C- Breagh

strode the big bro^"' ^' '»"'«''y ^gure that Z-

hafltdtr tZr.^r^-''-^ Hand that
the^Minister bent to s^t:^:^^ "^'^ ^'-' «

JL%rrtr/setr?r^rr•^•^p--^ to
The ham, somewhatt^SeJrSHr °' «*^-^-
te drooping, aquiline no^, n^w £tt.T ' "'''
white moustache, precise ti<,h7r ^ ^^^ '^es, curled
chin projecting ^^?thf£ECr\'"' """''«*
had been aU alight with intewsHn^

''*"** "^''e"'
Thia is what the Man o^ ton^""™ '^^'^ ^'^'^ess.

square teeth showing Whf^^'"'^'^*^ ^ ^'^
brake, and his Se^p^ZA.T ' *^' '"^"^^
humour and fun:

^"'""''ent blue eyes sparkling with

8trInr„s^Yn°LtTt^"" '^ '''""^ *"« -ost

FlavignyasyourlC^tLnThen"'^ '^* "^ -^--
« a farewell perfor^tLS of th«^ u^'"''*^«°''<'«io'^
for the benefit of™^^°'(it.'"'l-'='"P^P'*y«d
world!" ^ Oennany, before the whole
Fiavigny was a village. . r,„ ,. ^. .'"-(«'•

• • • But the flickering black-
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and-white pemions that tipped the galloping dust-cloud
ahead were slowing. . . . Three battalions of infantry,
each with its band playing gaily at its head, the bronzed,
healthy -looking, white - powdered men marching eight
abreast, had halted and front-faced as the word of com-
mand followed the sound of the Great Staff trumpeter:

" Clear the xoay I Clear the way I Here cornea «Ae King I"
And now the scorching air vibrated with their vigorous

cheering as the King cantered by and was gone with a
shout, and a wave of the hand.

" Our old one takes dust and sim, saddle-blisters and
short commons like any tough trooper !" P. C. Breagh heard
a Lieutenant say to a subaltern as the dusty ranks half
wheeled and^fell into step onco more. " He's a precisian
too. . . . Zum beispid, he yesterday called to a man in

Vidler's company that he had got his ' needier ' on the
wrong shoulder. Now that's another thing I like in
the old man ! . .

."

" The Field-Marshal is taking the Great Headquarters
to where it will be hellishly risky," a Captain with Staff
shoulder-cords was saying to another, as a new outbreak
of cannon and mitrailleuse-fire caused his horse to start

and rear. He added: " They were hard at it at Mars la

Tour, Vionville and BezonviUo all day yesterday: the
5th Division were in action all round Moltke as he stood
on tho high ridgo above Flavigny. . . . To-day our 7th
and 10th are fighting between Gravelotte and St. Hubert,
where- tho French have the devil's own array of battery-
emplacements and rifle-pits—our Guards are at Doncourt,
our 9th and 8th corps aro at Vem^ville and Amanvilliers.
Now the fighting seems to have rolled down nearer tho
river. I have certainly heard cavalry trumpets sounding
the charge, and volleys of musketry—French, I judge !—
coming from that direction. I should judge that

"

" Bazaine must have turned the handle in too much of
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Cham, over which King WilK'h T"^ caricature of
were grinning as theycLbSr«,,^r'r:'''''"<^'°f'^t'y'n«'n
bertheauntdeNoJs™^^;'"";^ Who does not reLn,.
war dotted with defunct Sn/^?Ti™*^°'*h«fi«Mof
lei»e-gunner i„ the fore^d IL ^ ^^""^ '"t^^'"
•nent: " ^«j^-^.-

/ the ba^e « o!^ T'"'"«
'" '"'toni.h-

the handle too fast I" '"* "* °^«'-
^ m«et have tunied

would-be spectatoroTaTi^d'r*""^*^'-'-*^young man in the broken b^t and t^T^' ^""-'>™''^
folk jacket, now pushing i^e^f^ ^'"*-^ ^'"^ ^^<''-

the steep and iung!3e hlil^h Ifl"*
P'^-t-wheel up

needJe-gun took in Tl^te^\:^"'^ *' '*''^^" °' the

•P^ning„umbe™,huthTSnXeT^:rr.^'«- ^"

And now sharp bueles ar,^ •

clamouring of War all i""„t '"rh"'" *r""^*«
-«-

could hear at Pont 4 Mousson 2tJi """'"'"y *hat one
the neighbouring hills^^lt*^ •" ^"""^^ """""g^t
batteries persistently answe^d

\*"°""°« °' ^'^^ ^cS"
ear was violently Jault^by the I"^

°°^ ""'* ^J'^" *he
mitrailleuse. ^ *he hyena-yappmg

of the

anf̂ ^:s"4ft;j;:^t7-"w ^^"^^ -««<>
honest battle into a do«en sSml'^^T^' ="* »P ««
champaign and a vantagTontZl ^^ ' '°' » "I*"
one might see, as the kZ wllT ^'''? '^"*<'P -he^e
Chancellor, from the ridi^ZelrviS^^j^''''^ '-^ his



4M THE MAN Oy IRON

XUII.

Thb ridge above Flavigny seemed farther off and more in-
accessible taan the Great Atlas. One must get off the
highroad to some elevated bit of ground, consult the
Doctor's map, and use the Chancellor's binoculars. Here
was a broad track, green with grass grown over ancient
wheel-rute, leading off upon the left near the crest of the
hill.

The grass-road led to a stone quarry avidently long aban-
aoped. Skirting the quarry, P. C. Breagh began to cUmb
tho grassy scarp of the hiU. It grew steeper, and presently
he awakened to the difficulties of mountaineering with a
velocipede, dnd hid away, with the intention of retrieving it
later, his stolen giant-wheel in a clump of whins. Alas

!

its bones, like those of many a sentient charger, were to
rust in rains, and blister in suns upon that hillside of the
Meurthe Department for many and many a yea.-.

But not knowing this, P. C. Breagh continued crmbir.g.
The ridgy backbone of turf-jacketea rock proved a natural
buttress rising to a towering platform sparsely grassed,
tufted with thorn and furze-bushes, stunted pines and
dwarfy oak-trees, all mossy of stem and bending to the
south-west.

The afternoon sunshine was mellow rather than hot.
The pure dustless air was fragrant with hiU-thyme and the
meadow-sweet. The autunm-tint«d woods were golden,
the hills bathed in clear blue air. The short herbage
clothing the steep was warm, smelling like the clean hide
of some great grass-feeding animal. But for the restless
'>ickering of trumpets and bugles, and the hellish noise that
men with guns were making, it would have been sweet to
be upon the hillside alone with God.
There was a great view from the summit of the colossal
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limestone. v„„ ,

.

***"

«.ad leading to VerZ"!^^- '^* •*"* °* contention, the
•i-aty w^te^bbont;rn*lt°Kf

Zt'^'"*'^"'^''over the 'ops of three thiok ™*T^ I "ktemng poplars,
land, and the burf^ *Sh^^ °'

'"**y-8°''»«n wood-
• church Bpi:* ofSje •'^^ <^™^«l«'tte and the

Dark-blue Prussian columns showed nn ».traversed by the road thTT T!**
°° '''^ 8™s«y slopes

Near the (^ames o^^ "?. '^'^ ^ *« Bagne^
battery serSTy'^^ji^J-l- was a huge Cnch
Hke ante. But one^iTl,

'^'""^y^""' 't" ran about
"any and the^S^ ^ ^"^ "' *^* *"=* '^^ Gcr-

KriPB over six ,S .^^^rj^ '""^^^ '" ^''^ ^^-'^^

plumps of trees andSnfh^v.
.^•'""**' '^' ^""^'^g

away.
^''^""« '""''clad ridges hid so much

WWte2o*ottL"::'"'fV ^^---J* vomits" fi™
against the h" ^te Z'^^^^'^'f^''' ^^^ -"

Re«>nville and Q^^teC-^
and recrossing between

slippery grass sloS^S?Li"*w^ '"" "P°» ^l'^

became black baltatlSS r**"
^'"^'^ """bes, or

aasses, red and^e^^ v?" '*"'P«^'^ ^"'"Po «»d
legs sticking up gr^tei^^.'^'r '^'^ ^"^ '**'' "ti*

ofthemor„Lg^l2S:idTLlf.tr^?'^^"^^
The soft westerly hre^K^^?,"*'"^ °* **»« P«^0"s day.
less loathsomr^tl!^ ^^
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laugh of the green woodpecker sounded in the oopaes,

the jackdaws were gossiping as they darted in and out of

the clefts of the grey rock. Two magpies were feeding a late-

hatched fledgling with carrion amongst the dwarfy oak-
scrub. Rabbits were showing their white scuts on tho edges
of the oak-plantations; and the black and grey humble-
bees were buzzing as they rifled the lavender scabious,
and the blue corn-bottles, and the late white clover-

blooms.'

Looking north-east towards the richly wooded hill where
perches Fort Queleu, you could see the French flag flj-ing

from there, and from St. Privat, and the great cathedral of

Metz sitting in the lap of the Moselle. The railway bridge

crossing tlje green, slowly rolling river above Ars was
guarded by Uhlans and Engineers. A stray outpost with
half a field-battery held the island below the bridge, and
the rear squadrons of a brigade of cavalry,—Blue Dragoons,
White Cuirassiers, Uhlans, and Red Hussars, with two
batteries of Horse Artillery, were traversing the iron road-

way, the troopers walking beside the horses as they deli-

cately picked their way along. The Advance wns almost
out of sight, the midmost squadrons, remounted, were passing

under the bluff that runs beside the river road from Ars to

below Aney, and with the Staff of the Cuirassier brigade-

commander,—the dazzling scarlet-and-gold of 'the British

Dragoon's uniform contrasting forcibly with the steel

cuirasses and white coats, the gilt star fronting his white-

plumed silver helmet shining like a miniature sun—rode

Brotherton, on a powerful dappled-grey horse, his hand-
some face animated and eager as he replied to some remark
addressed to him by the Brigadier.

" Certainly, General, but I should think the sword could

never be superseded. It is, with the bow and spear, the

traditional weapon of war."
" Yon omit the sling. Colonel !" called out an officer
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got the range.—No I the ihnpnel sheU had been fired from
• French field-battery placed behind earthworks above St.
Buffine. Another shell hit the upper pontoon and must have
smashed it adrift on the landing side. For dark-blue men
and struggling horses were drifting away in the direction
of Meti, and the green river was tinged with red. The
wheelers of a gun-team, dragged downwards by the weight
attached to them, had gone to the bottom almost without
a struggle. The leaders, submerged all but their wild
heads and splashing fore-hoofs, battled a while with the
current before one of them vanished. The other, whose
rope-and-chain traces had somehow broken, swam gallantly
down-stream, and finally landed on the farther bank.

Further
,
successful practice on the part of Fiance's

artillerists may have foUowed. At this juncture the atten-
tion of P. C. Breagh became diverted by a curious fact.
One of the stone-pines seemed to be lobbing cones at him!
Whiff-phutt I they were dropping on all sides. Or could
it ? . . . A shrill whistling sound close by his ear, and a
simultaneous bristling of the hairs upon his scalp and body,
told him that it could. The missiles were bullets.
They came, sometimes with a sharp whistle that told of

unexpended energy, at others with the pleasant humming
that had at first attracted him, from the woods that clothed
the rising ground north-west and west of the platform he
occupied.

Were they Prussian bullets or French ? At the moment,
the question did not interest him. He had pocketed his
map and crawling on his belly towards the southern edge
of his platform, looked cautiously over, meditating descent.
Beyond was a sandwich-shaped stretch of woodland climb-
ing to a ridge; and beyond the ridge a considerable expanse
of bush-dotted common bordered by a stream and speckled
with a few farm-buUdings. Quite a decent-siied town
lifted its Norman church-towei nearly a mile away.
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thkt the rood led to Reunville and branched off east to
Oravelotte.

He heard the PruHian trumpets nund through the ear-
splitting racket of the French rifle-flre. He saw through the
thin hate of powder-imoke that hung above the wood, the
maiaed oolumni split into squadrons, the squadrons divide
into troops, the troops become units—scattered over the
common, galloping to re-form again upon the road that led
through the woods to Ileconville.

They were two of the brigades forming Rheinbaben's
Fifth Division, under von Barby and von Bredow, pushing
forwards to join General von Redem in the neighbourhood
of Mars la Tour. Their mobility saved them from decima-
tion on a grand scale, but they left dead horses and men
and officers dead and wounded. Their retreat was covered
by one of their batteries of Horse Artillery, and two squad-
rons of a Uhlan regiment.

In the distance a riderless gray charger galloped wUdly
over the common, and a prone figure in a brilliant scarlet
coat lay motionless beside the track. More could not be
observed just then, for the battery of Horse Artillery got
into position, while the Uhlans dismounted and coolly
returned with carbine-fire the enfilade from the chassep6t8
in the wood.

They knelt, and aimed and shot without hurry, and that
their shooting was effective was demonstrated to the non-
combatant onlooker, by half-a-dozen French Artillerymen
and Chasseurs d pied who came staggering or limping back
through the trees, and got down into the ravine. One
toppled over in tiie act of negotiating the descent, and lay
sprawling and head downwards. Another, who kept
putting a hand to his streaming cheek, and taking it away
to stare at the blood upon it, was shot again in a vital part,
spun round, and collapsed in a heap.
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As blue uniforms and orimsonfaoee topped by gilt-spiked

helmets oame crowding through the trees, the human river,

flowing along the bottom of the defile, rose in a wave and
splashed back upon itaelf. A red-hiiiped young o£Scer of
Voltigeurs, drawing his sword, used his voice and the flat of
the weapon to restore order; and succeeded so far that his
company formed in straggling lines and began to send in
volleys with the courage of despair. The gunners of the
mitrailleuse that was not smashed by the German shell-fire

could not use the piece effectively at the bottom of the
death-trap. They were, shot down in the attempt.

It was cool, scientific slaughter—merciless carnage.
Before it began, a bugle cautioned attention. A flat-capped
field-offio«r pushed his horse to the front and cried in sten-
torian tones:

" Aimed fire
!"

The men of the chassepAt made a gallant stand, but the
odds were heavy, and the men of the needle-gim did not
waste a cartridge. They loaded and aimed, shot and re-
loaded with machine-like precision. When the ravine was
piled with bloody corpses the bugles sounded "Cease
fire 1" Then the Prussian field-officer spurred to the edge
of the red ditch and shouted, looking down:

" Does anyone here ask quarter ?"

There was a laugh. But something raised itself from a
heap (rf bullet-pierced bodies. A rattling voice cried

:

" No, dog of a Prussian !"

A revolver cracked, and the speaker, a Voltigeiir, was
silent. His voice had sounded like that of an old man,
but he wore the epaulettes of a lieutenantand had carroty-
red hair. At this juncture, being overtaken by grievous
retching and vomiting, P. C. Breagh's observ"tions ceased.
He sat up presently and wiped his dripping neck and

mopped his forehead. It seemed to him that he had seen
the whole French Army exterminated, and yet he had
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white cambric shirt, was an oval miniatvue, pearl «et,

of a pretty woman. The handsome mouth of the wearer
smiled under the drooping fair moustache, and his blue

eyes stared glassily. A bluish hole in the right temple
and a bloody clot amidst the hair upon the left side, showed
where the chassepAt bullet had traversed the brain.

He had been lu^ii-handed, arrogant, and domineering,
yet the Doctor and the horsey Towers had seemed fond of

him. No doubt that woman in the miniature had held
CJhris Brotherton dear. ... P. C. Breagh would have left

her fair face lying on the yet warm breast of her lover, but
something he saw going on among the casualties upon the
edge of the wood, caused him to change his mind.
That gaunt-eyed, greedy-fingered creature in the peasant's

blouse with the Red Cross brassard, who glided from body
to body, rifling pockets, should not plunder the Doctor's

friend. With this determination, Carolan took away the
portrait, a packet of letters, and Brotherton's watch and
purse and pocket-book, then went forward to meet the

black-habited figures, just descending from the foremost

of the string of peasants' carts; and began:
" My Sister . .

."

The nun addressed turned a pleasant face upon him,

and cried, with a sympathetic clasping of her small, work-
roughened hands:

" There is blood on Monsieur ! . . . He has been
wounded !"

P. C. Ereagh explained with economy of words how and
wheie he had been watching the fighting, and whence came
the ugly stains urmn his clothes. The nun glanced towards

the wood, paled and shuddered, and said, mftlriTig the sign

of the Cross upon her starched, cape-like guimpe :

" B' t all cannot be dead who lie bleeding in that mtitn

—

the hollow where our poor school-children gather primroses

in Spring ?"
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fur Monmeur. But a ^reat bleming is for those who
8000001 the woonded. Oor Lord h«8 always promified this !"

No one listened to the little oolloqoy ; some of the Sisteis
Krere already stooping beside the prone bodies, two of them
were helping the vocal Coirassier into a <«rt. . . .

With a great longing P. C. Breagh longed to make
the ridge sooth of Flavigny, and see with his own eyes
how the Man of Iron comported himself in the clash of war.
And to stay behind and forego the possibility, would cost
him poignant anguish, but one could not leave the Superior
and the Sisters to dabble unaided in that ghastly ravine.

" I will stay. Reverend Mother," he said, with a bow that
might have been more clumsy. Next moment Brotherton's
property had vanished into a huge pocket hidden some-
where in 'the black habit. The nun clapped her hands,
crying to the peasants:

"Thanks! thanks! Come, Antoine, Kchegru, iUoi,
Benoit I Dubois I To the wood, my friends I and the
hollow, where are many snflerers 1 I place you under the
orders of this English Monsieur."

XLIV.

Upon that battlefield of Gravelotte, France driven to bay,
fought like a royal tigress. How many times the (Jark-blue
Divisions were thrown back in their assault upon positions
zoned with death-bellowing cannon and death-barking
mitrailleuses. History relates. So murderous was the fiie

of her chassepdtiers from their densely manned rifle-pits
that you could trace Moltke's plans of assault in mounds of
dead Uhlan oavaby and long regular swathes of motionless
blue objects that had been Schmidt, Sohultz, and Kunz. . . .

,

Yet if the Warlock had said within himself, " Thia shaU,
6e abov all a batOe of cavalry," it would seem as though the
determination had been formed upon the other side.
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great steel-spurred jack-boots, standing, grim-jawed and
inscrutable behind his King's oamp-ohair. Through the
stress and storm of two long days of hot fighting, that patch
of high ground south of Flavigny had been the pomt to
which orderlies and aides-de-camp furiously galloped from
every point of the compass, and from which they galloped
back in even more desperate haste.

In the rear of the camp-chair, not so close to it as to
draw fire, were the King's personal military staff, with a
bevy of Princes, and the representative of the British War
Office, Colonel '

. Several Councillors and Secretaries

of the Chancellor's travelling Foreign Office stood about,
stout, gray-haired, important - looking persons in semi-

military uniform. The carriages that had conveyed them
waited at 'Tronville. The King's chaiger and those of the
other great personages were in the care of oitlerlies. The
Escort waited by their horses in the barkground.
Moltke stood apart, taciturn and i scrutable, nursing

his thin elbow and cupping his long <. in. Boon, who,
contrary to his custom, was not wearing his helmet,
gloomily champed his cap-strap, unable to disguise his

anguish of anxiety. He would have given a year of life

to say:

" Old man, so cool in the iridst of this hellish slaughter,

can it be that you do not know huw things really are ? • .

Since two of the clock the French have had the best of it

!

The chassepdt you termed a ' magnificent weapon ' has

justified your eulogy. The mitrailleuse we despised, uot

comprehending its terrible capabilities, has revealed them
to our undoing. The Army of United Germany bleeds at

every pore !"

He wrung at his moustache, the dye upon which had not

been renewed recently. His heart swelled with the flood of

pent-up speech.

"The Commander-in-Chief's despatches to the Queen
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leather owe with the ooronetted B. itiunped in gUding
on it:

"It) f be they are stronger than

I rtaie I

, jre accustomed
to smoke T"

Holtke's keen, swift glance met the heavj
the Chancellor. He returned:
" I will answer Your Eioellenoy when I have tested

ithem."

The case held three Havanas of varying merit. Two
wore good, one super-excellent. The withered hand
hovered, paused above them, made selection, while the
sharp, glittering glance seemed to say: "So./ . . . Yon
are trying again the test you put me to at K6niggi»tz ! . . .

flee I I am cool enough to choose the better weed !"

While Bismarck returned the case to his breeches-
pocket, mentally commenting

:

"Excellent. He is not flustered-^e has yet a tmmp to
pUy I"

Relieved, he returned to his post behind the King's
camp-choir, a nigged, powerful figure with the face of a
thoroughbred mastiff, unwearyingly keeping guard lest

meaner influences should undermine his power, and topple
his unfinished life-work down.
Watching the battle through these noonday hours, he

had, being a practical soldier as well as a consummate
statesman,—known some moments of horrible foreboding.
Now his courage revived. The work would be com-
pleted. The well-shaped, sun-browned hand lightly resting
on be chair-back, would hold all Germany within its

iron grip.

The thrill of conscious power transmitted itself to the
King, it may be, for he moved impatiently in his seat.

Sometimes he must have chafed, the white-haired Hohen-
zollem chieftain, knowing himself a puppet in the hands of

his powerful Minister.
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had led the green dolnuuu in ihattering oiuum. under
the itrew of which the dwk-blue iaUnda o( infantry had
hoUowed and caved in. Twice he had fought his way
out at the head of his shrunken and mntilated squadrons
Now, sweeping round, the Dragoon and UhUn squadrons
had attacked the Chasseurs furiously in the rear.
AU that could be seen, eveil through the binoculars, was

a shifting kaleidoscopic jumble of gaily-coloured uniforms.
Mens heads and arms rising and falling, flashing swords,
flickering Unce-pennon», and the crests and hindquarters
of plunging beasts Hence, Kraus, Klaus, and Klein
of the blue infantry could not flre into the mUie for fear
of shooting their countrymen. Hed Breeches hesitated
to use his chassepAt on the same count.
About a bushy knoll to the left of the struggle, the

German cavalry circled like swallows, greedily assailing
a swarm of green and red dragon-flies. The CSiasaeurs'
cartndge-boxes being empty, they used their long sabres
as they had used their carbines, coolly and effectively and
Paunchy, lifted above the press by the little knoll referred
to, encouraged them with looks and gestures and words.

" Courage, my chUdren I . . . FoUow me ! . . .
•

Bravo
! . . . One moment's breathing-space, and charge

at them again I"

He was only a green and scarlet speck in the midst of an
aggregation of other specks on the vast battlefield, yet the
King and the Minister watched him with fixed regard

"Oroaae (htti How that man fights!" the King
muttered at one point in the conflict, and the rejoinder
came from overhead

:

" He is gallant, certainly, but a bit of an actor. Would
not one say that flourish was meant for the ladies in the
orchestra-stalls t"

" Because he has kissed a medal or a reUc ?" the King
muttered, tugging at his white whisker. " Doubtless he
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tuxUrd, drew the f<untiiig officer upwudi, Mid laid him
•oroMhi«ownMwldle-bow. Then,w his gallant honn fcnoed
iteolf to bear the doable burden, the rider lifted high the
glistening folds of the tricolour, topped by the golden im-
perial oagle, and as the llhlans charged the knoll he shouted
again in terrible tones the slogan of the dying Empire:

" Vive la Fnmee I Vive VEmpinw I"

War has many of these subUme momenU mingled with
her aquaUd hideousness. Upon this day, many a soldier,
French and German, died as finely as the father of Juliette.
You are to see him—bareheaded, for the fur talpaok with
the plume of green and scarlet had been sheared from his
head by al glancing sword-out, lifting a war-flushed forehead
to the sky aU smtjt-rad. Then a mortal lance-thruat
reached him over the body that Uy across his horse's
withers, and hu reeled upon his saddle, and feU backwards,
partly swathed in the Flag for which so mauy heroes have
died.

Through the triooloured folds yet other Uhlan lance-
points reached him. Did any thought of his daughter pass
through the brain of the-dying soldier between the sharp
pangs of the probing steel ?

" My child . . . aafe . . neutral ttrriiory. . . . Charles . .

.

honest man . . . protect my girlfrom Adelaide I Nou . . .

deaa I Ah l—cgony I Save, Jeau I . . . Mary, help I"
A few of his gallant Chasseurs surrendered. But these

were only a handful. Nearly the whole strength of his
brigade of three regiments lay dead upon that patch of
common that was cumbered with their corpses and those
of their enemies.

XLV.

Bismarck said, lowering his binoculars:
" Lucky that war is so confoundedly expensive. Other-

wise one might get too fond of it I"
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ness. For even your bitterest enemies haye never ques-

tioned that I"

Something took place in the b'ain behind the great domed
forehead bidden by the Cuirasaier cap, the fierce, almost

challenging stare sank beneath the old man's tearful look

of love. The Man of Iron was asking himself: " Am I,

then, so disinterested ? . . . If I am, why is it that these

words have power to gall me ? Can it be that I have

my price as well as others } I who think myself repaid

in Power for what other Ministers wUl only sell for

gold
!"

The momentary embarrassment passed. He said, point-

ing to one of those long blue mounds of dead and dying

infantry:

" And who could see our soldiers advance under the fire

of these French chassepdts and the terrible mitrailleuses,

and doubt that they have understood the greatness of the

issue at stake ? Excuse me a moment. Sire ! . . . What
is ii , Gotzow ?"

The aide-de-camp, in the full uniform of the Chancellor's

own regiment of Cuirassiers, was whito as his own coat.

He gulped out:

" Excellency, I am charged by His Highness, Prince

Augustus of Wiirtemburg, Commander-in-Chief of the

Prussian Guard Corps . .
."

The Chancellor's prominent blue eyes lightened so fiercely

upon the speaker, that he began to stammer and boggle in

his speech:

" Terrible intelligenco . . . only just received by Hie

Highness. . . . Yesterday Your Excellency's sons. Count

Herbert and Count William, were in the general cavalry

charge which took place at Mars la Tour . .

."

The great soldierly figure standing with the huge spurred

boots apart, the hands leaning on the long steel-hilted

sword, might have been oast in iron or carved in granite
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The voice

for all the emotion conveyed by look or gesture
eoid stridently and harshly:

B«»'«ire.

" The First Dragoons of the Guard were not involved in

!lrh'£:t"ns?^"^'
''" '''' Hussars/lnd t

The ghastly aide faltered, perspiring freely
At the moment of General von Barby-s charge it hasbeen unfortunately ascertained, a squadron of ftussLnGuard Dragoons of the First Begiment-returaL f"'^*patrol, dashed into the melie . .

"
™'»™'"g »rom a

Tte ChanceUor drew a sharp breath, but stirred not a

sSenlv LT ''^"'' "*'^°8 ^""^ ^^ P"« that hadwS tt"/"? ""^t
*^*""' ^"^'y^^ the wretchedbearer of the tragic mtelligence. He asked in a tone thatappalled by its tranquillity:

" in a tone that

" Have both my sons been killed ?"

tJn'lf V^'f-f^P
8ot out that it was feared so. He wasthanked and charged with a polite message to theS

AshesataWa^dreti«Hi,lightenedofhistfdingsofaSBh
the Jtnister focussed his binoculars with a steady WH
bulk of the fortress of St. Privat loomed on a hill-ton

musketry He said m the same tone of composurethough his set face and the hand that held thTw^were wet as though with rain

:

*

th^r' !rr* '^^ ^'^^''' '* ^""S- General Pape, withthe Guards' cavahy and the Saxons, will find th^r Zi
tt^i^srtfsr ''°- "--' --^-- 2
He lowered and wiped the glasses with his handkerchief.Ihe^ Kmg said entreatingly. laying a hand upon his
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" Go, go I Find oat the tnith abont yonr bodb, Bis-

marck. . . . Leave not a stone unturned, in God's name I"

Even as the King spoke, German drums and tni' lets

sounded the charge; and there was a sudden shift , of

masses of troops in the direction of St. Hubert. Then,
as a wave of dark-blue men began to roll out frem the

deep woods that flanked the village of Gravelotte, so fierce

a storm of cannon and mitrailleuse as i ohassepfit began
to beat about their heads that the imseasoned horses of the

Princes of the suite kicked and plunged, and the Minister

said:

" It would be wise did your Majesty remove out of this

neighbourhood. These bon-bcma thrown by Frossard's

artillery are coming much too near."
" I will ride back—I will move out of the way," agreed

the old man in great agitation. " But you, Bismarck !

you must go and see about your sons 1"

He answered, and his great bloodshot eyes and sagging

jowl were more than ever those of a mastiff:

" When I have seen yonr Majesty in a place of safety I

will ask your permission to do so."

An orderly from Steinmetz, who now had his field head-
quarters at St. Hubert, arrived with an urgent entreaty

tha^ ^he King would at once retire.

The horses were brought. King William and von Boon
mounted. The Chancellor's mare had been sent to water:
his orderly appeared with her as the King's party rode on.

With a hasty word of reproof the Minister swung his great

figure into the saddle, but the brawn and bone of his beast

had not carried him clear of the threatened spot before a
retreating wave of German foot and horsemen swept over

it, followed by the thundering gallop of a retreating battery.

It was a aauve qui peitt, caused by the smashing fire

from the French shrapnel and mitrailleuse-batteries, and
the practice of the French riflemen entrenched at the
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the rod of the Lawgiver of Israel, and stUl the battle raged
over hill and valley, common and highroad.

Flavigny viUage still smouldered, Malmaison was burning,
houses and barns at Vem«viUe w«re wrapped in roaring
flames. Yet the gunners of the French batteries at Moscow
Pomt du Jour, La Folie, and the Quarries of Amanvilliei^
and Rezerieulles, continued to make practice of the dead-
liest; and stiU French cavalry charged the Teuton's dwind-
ling infantry-squares.

Had not a comparatively fresh and vigorous Prussian
Army Corps dropped in at the crucial moment, success had
hardly crowned the arms of United Germany. They had
been marching every day since they quitted the Saar,
those soUd-thewed Pommeranians of the 2rid Corps, but at
Puxieux they had cooked and eaten, and now appeared
like giants refreshed.

Not only Steinmetz rode at their head, with their com-
mander Fianseoky, but the Warlock in person directed
then: attack. Battalions that had retired in disorder re-
formed and rushed back to meet afresh the brunt of battle.
Wherever the red eye glittered and the withered finger
pomted, fresh swarms of fierce assailants were hurled
agamst the dwindling hosts of France.
Down came the dark, and now St. Privat was burning;

the vUlage under the lee of the fort was buming-nsending
up great columns of livid smoke shot with licking tongues
of flame. The day was over. But crackling lines of fire
yet outlined the position of the French rifle-trenches; their
mitraUleuse-batteries still spat death unwearyingly, as
what remained of Bazaine's Army retired in comparative
safety to the Portress of St. Quentin, under cover of
that fiery screen.

There the shattered brigades and mutilated divisions
clung like swarming wasps, " with plenty of Pfciog in them
yet," said Moltke, " and the hive "—meaning the huge
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out oi the weltering darknem, and m the flariiig lantern,
gy»ting like tome captive fiend at the end of its tether,
dwindled to a dancing will-o'-the-wi«p and vanished, the
officer exclaimed:

" KremdonnerweUeT I he must have a neck Uke other men.
Yet he rides as though it were forged of tempered steel I"

" Who rides ? . . . What was that ?" asked a brother
officer, waking from a doze of exhaustion beside the hissing
logs of the rain-beaten watch-fire. He got reply:

" Only the Pommeranian bear ranging in search of his lost
cubs." He added: " I was able to tell him that he would
find the eldest of them at the field-hospital of MariaviJle,
upon which he galloped away like mad."

" The ISeld-hospital of Mariaville " proved to be a farm-
house on a hill-top near the battlefield of Mars la Tour.
Candles stuck in the necks of empty wine-bottles revealed,
through the open, unbliuded windows, the figure of the
surgeon in charge and those of his orderly-assistants pass-
ing to and fro.

" Have you a Bismarck here ?"

The stentorian shout from the yard made wounded men
turn upon their improvised piUows, and brought the head
and shoulders of the bibbed and shirt-sleeved surgeon
thrusting out of a window on the first floor. A colloquy
ensued between the unseen and the medical officer.
Presently an arbitrary voice interrupted:

," What do you call severely, but not seriously wounded,
man ? Describe the casualty clearly, without professional
Latin, or too many crackjaw words."
The dressers winked to each other behind the back of

the surgeon. He said, supporting himself with one hand
against the crazy window-frame, as he thrust hie head and
shoulders forth into the dripping darkness and gesticulated
with a hand that held a probe:

" Excellency, your elder son has received three bullets.



And he came stridmrin^Sv .' '"j «"ning up ."

one-flight stair. GhMUv fal*^*
J^k-boots up the crazy

upon th.<r piiJowB oSw aTtl'"'""'^
'^"^•'" *'™«d

the doorway. Hte shSw th^T"/^ ^^ ^"«^ "P
candle flameB, loomedTLnTT ^ *'''' ^"""8 t"""*"

'*"»• H«wo™„^riSk^^*°"'y °" '^ whitewashed
he had swum, not nddt XTT' '"*' "^PI*^ "" ^''•'"gh

peak of hi. field-oTpSiirf^ ^f**'
*° ^ ^^-r. the '

ti« 8on's*hite faTL hel^'""** \"*"* '''""8"' «P°n
tho young man lay Tnd t^^Th^.^T '^' '*^*«''«" ^h»e
on the cheek.

"^'^ *^ '«'«», and kissed him

•'way, and finding it^jSJ""^^ *« ^^P* the splash

'""l^tm^editto^hil^";^^*'' ""'' Powder-grime,

The surgeon returned-

BuiiiHLTpSfgs^t"ruS'-iiTr '^ -'--p'^-^

-^ J^nch i^ thfc^X^^*" "^' '"'•^ ^''^ -

anst be found.
. Wh!r t

" temporary supply
wounded men V '

' °0"nshment have you, fit for

form 'pa'dT""
^"^'«^«'' "-T with a ootton-wool chloro-

of Sig":"''
'^"^"^'^"^' ^^-P* ^0 -<i a little E^ract

The Chancellor said harshly:
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" Yet this appsan to be a farm-honw, lud Iheard the
oluoking of fowls down below !"

The iurgeon, who waa a buUet-hoaded, obstinate East
Prussian, and did not relish this sort of hectoring, returned,
thrusting out a stubbly under-jaw:

" Exoellenoy, there are certainly fowls in the faxmyaid.
But they are not mine, nor have. I money to buy. They
belong to the unhappy wretch who owns this place, and
has lost everjfthing else."

And he gave back the stare of the fierce eyes that raked
him. The Minister began to lisp, an ominous sign

:

"Ah, indeed! . . . May I—may I ask where yon—
where y9u gained your notions of the code of ethics that
should prevail in warfare ?''

Said the surgeon, fronting him fairly and squarely:
" Excellency, from my father, who was an honest man !"

Straw rustled under heads that slewed to look at the
blunt speaker. There was a long instant's pause. Then
the Chancellor thrust his hand into his breeches-pocket,
pulled out a five-thaler note, and said, tendering it to the
medical officer:

" Kindly pay this to the object of your pity for fifteen
fowls at a mark apiece. Now I will keep .vou no longer
from your patient. Good-night to everyone here !"

" Good-night, Excellency !" came in chorus.
He gave his brusque salute and had ah»ady reached the

threshold, when his son, a colossal, black-haired, brown-
skinned young trooper, who lay back upon his stretcher,
staring sulkily at the smoke-blackened rafters, or contem-
plating the twitching bare toes of the leg that bore a
tourniquet above the plugged and bandaged wound, started
slightly, looked round and called:

" Father !"

" What is it, my dear fellow ?"

His great stride took him back to the prone young giant
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XLVI,

Hi found him, with hi* Staff, not far diitvit from Rccon-
ville, having returned there when the French cavalry of

the Left withdrew after their tremendous charge. The
King was reading despatches, seated on a saddle thrown
.across a wet faggot, beside a smoky watch-fire. The
farmstead of Malmaison, now sending up showers of sparks

like a set-piece at the end of a display of fireworks, gave
light enough by which to read.

Persuaded to take shelter, the old man found it in a
deserted hamlet, of which the very name was uncertain,

so sorely had it been mauled about. A crust of stale

bread and a mutton-ohop grilled on some w<x>d-embers

furnished his supper. Water fit for drinking being un-

attainable, he tossed off a nip of sutler's rum out of a broken

tulip-glass, and lay down in his clothes to rast upon the

royal ambulance, within four walls and under a roof holed

and gapped by shot and shell.

The Princes of the Suite, much to their Highnesses'

chagrin, were compelled to subsist on fragments of stale

sandwiches from their holster-cases. The escort bivou-

acked about the Boyal lodging. Troops, wearied to ex-

haustion by the two days' oontinuou? fighting, lay down
to sleep in the pouring rain.

The Warlock supped with his personal Staff on ration-

bisouit and raw bacon, and spent the night by a bivouac-

fire, amongst the living and the dead. Can you see him
sitting on the empty ammunition-box, buttoned in his

dripping waterproof, his scanty meal eat«n and his cigar

well alight ? . . . How contentfidly he listens whilst the

bulbul Henry sings, without notf« of accompaniment, his

moving ballsids. How piously he rises, bares his old head.
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•nd joiin in the tobmt hvnm .nn. k„ u^ 1.

'TSrh'r"'' 7'"' '^ ^ii-tr""^ ""*

Heredi4 GrandXrS S^C^irl't*"*^"""*over the royal camaw heJt!!^ * ''^P S"'"'

Bismarok-Bohlen 1T„L . !.'^
«"np">y of hi. ooMin

of the minrS^lrTthfEre ^""'"' ""'' °"'
lodging until break of d^y

^""'-"y- '" warch of a

f£t%rrhrsrn?r'a^~^^^
.hort, alert gontleman of ton^^f^TT"' ^*"^' '
•nd ohin-tuft, and a pronowfoTvanf .

^ n>°"«fche
begging leave to -cCiTy^he e,^*"""*' if

°"*"''

<»tt«He approached ae likeTv

L

XZ^ I!""-
^' *"*

found to be on fire-
^ '^^''^'^ ' "'S*** " "belter was

" Too hot, though I like warm quarten •' thn r>. „commented. The next h«.,^
H"»rier» the Chancellor

wounded soldJi' T.lZt^J":^ ^"""""^ "*''

practice made by't£ i^'oJXj?:, T""-'
«"""'-

next houee and the nert hZi 1 u
^'osaard. The

fleld-hoepitals Tt Ch^W^to^^r"'^ ^*"
«.nal invertigations a^ aSl JS !^'*''''' ^'•

^. provided Withat™rSL2 ;orl;':,ir
«'"«-

Shendan and Bimnar<.t Tiy»i.i. A .
'^ '"®*"-

their rude bed, aX^t; .^^
**^^ **''""«"^'« »Pon

For a little while the Jwlnof^ T"l ^^^ '"'*P^«-

-nglazed window in tS'at L Sle"^ - t'
*'" °'^"

on his broad breaet, his eyes ^L^^ '^ '"'^^'^

gating through the fi™T!i '"^*f
«^ ""^ strained with

lookin'g out int ttwS^bS w^^^o,!^""'"'"^-^' '

Those tom-up pastures and^Wh^t. tho«rf
*"

tated cornfields and woodlan,^ thl v ' '^ '*^''"*-

villages of Lorraine W TT^ ^. ''"™"« ^"°>'' ""d
The Liiot,

™'°* '*y "» comparative quiet nowThe helhsh roar and crash and t„z„,Jt of kr had"e«e<i
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for the time being. Ite ghsatly (ighta were veiled, for the
most part, by meroi/ul oUrkncM, though the innumerable
little iputtering fires kindled by the soldiers threw fitful

illuminations upon grotesque, or strange, or terrible, or
indesoribably hideous things. ...
Hungry, thirsty, weary, and saddle-sure as any trooper

of his own White Cuirassiers was the Man of Iron, having
broken his fast at dawn upon a hunch of bread and baoon-
fat, and supped upon a couple of raw hen's eggs, broken
on the pommel of his big steel-hilted sword. But as his
bloodshot eyee looked upon his handiwork, he was con-
tented. This huge, vehement, and gory conflict had
established the mastery of Germany: France was out-
numbered, out-generalled, and out-fought.

With frightful loss Moltke had attained his premier
object. The Army of MacMahon had been driven in rout
to Chaldns, the retreat of Bazaine's Army weetward had
been effectually checked. The south road from Metz to
Verdun, hitherto lightly held by the advance-patrols of
the Prussian Crown Prince, was now blocked by the whole
effective strength of two out of the three armies of Ger-
many; weakened, wounded, and bleeding after the two
days of desperate fighting, but still powerful, menacing, and
grim.

One desperate effort made at this juncture might have
broken through the barrier of living flesh and steel. Would
it \)e made, or would the French Army of the Rhine fall

into the snare so cunningly left open, and retire within the
fortified area of Metz ?

The gable-attio looked towards the great fortress. In
vain his glasses swept the formless blackness. The sparkle
of a moonbeam on a bayonet-point,—^the green or crimson
ray oast by a Staff lantern moving over the ground yet
screened by the French batteries, might have cleared the
point in doubt. Save for the sputter of German watch-
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^ ?„Tl."" T"* '^''* °' •*"'•' •««» »»»• >-«>'o* candle.fl.re m the wmdow. of half-ruined oott.g« .nd outbiud-

Til^'l "'^^'^ "•" ''^ "" •*'»'^ <«^he bnro ear h.no hght .howed, no life «*med to be. . . . He ,wunBthe .hatten^l cement wide, and thru.t hi. hea^ „

T

gr.ppmg he window^iil. intently liBtening. . No^tant ro
1 of ^on-Bhod wheel,, no reverberatfng tread of

ZJZIT"'''' "° "*'''' '°'«'^' •""'' " '"St betraythe «treatmg movement of an armed ho«t. broke theBilence of that tragic night

r.inim tr''
°' ^^" """'' '"'* *"" "^'PP*"* »' t»>c chill

Th^lZ *''t,
""'''""« "»'«"»»*". ome to him, withthe deep rucklmg .nore» of exhausted Division., and the

Std"^^ '"'' """"^ '^^'^ °' -"«'«o -«» •'yi^s

An would be well, he told himself, as he shut up the

collar, stretched himself in hi, great boot, upon the lan-mg truckle-bed, his heavy ^volver ready to hisCdMol kes grest plan would be 8ucce«ful. ... The Kinawouldonce more prove his Chancellor a true prophet. . .The hand that conld build up Pn»sia from a fourth-rate
ate into a world-power, would yet hold the German Em-

worid" *"^ """' ""'^ '^°*'' *•"'* ^""P*" "« the

If He Who created the World had been di8plea«,d byasmarck s amb.tions, things would have gone less smoothly

Image had been moved to wrath by all this bloodshed

thi toyi
'

'* ^^ ''"""8 «»"«thing happen to

But Bill was safe, while Herbert was only slightly

ho^rtal at Pont i Mousson, and thence invalided home
Reverting to BUI, recretly the father', idol, i„ whose
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person he saw his own lost youth renewed, the ChanoeUor
smiled now, painting in imagination on the darkness a
picture of that charge of the French square at Mars la

1°^' ^';T'^8 *° Herbert, who had put the thing
baldly, Bill had had his horse shot, and jumped on another,
taking a oomrade behind him as he rode off the field.
A fine story to write home to the brave boy's mother

Kow her deep eyes would glow and kindle as she read
An exploit with which to dazzle fat Borck, hated keeper of
the King's Privy Purse. ... Nor must one omit to embody
the incident in the next official communication penned
to Count Bernstorff, Prussian Ambassador in London
who would be sure to retaU it to some Ladv-in-Waiting
possessmgithe ear of the Queen. Lastly, what a magni'
ficent anecdote for the convivial stage of a Foreign Office
Staff dinner, or an official banquet, related with spirit
garnished with exaggerations of the pardonable, harmless
kmd. Indeed, with such embellishments he subsequeiitlv
related the slight episode, proving himself capable of the
very folly of paternal tenderness. The picture cropped
up constantly among his dreams on this wUd night of
Gravelotte. And when the wan-faced Dawn peeped
shuddermg between her blood-stained curtains and the
reveille »ounded. waking the living from their sleep
amongst the dead, so that their haggard uprising seemed
as though m answer to the trump of the Archangel of the
Resurrection,—he heaved his giant's frame from the
squahd bed to leam, with a savage thrill of exultation,
that Bazaine had fallen into the trap.

In the dead qf night, behind the screen of the unsilenoed
French batteries yet emplaced behind the high-waUed
farms of Montigny la Grange, La Folie, and from thence
to Point du Jour, the bleeding Army of the Rhine had
retreated to the treacherous shelter offered beneath the
guns of Metz.
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^gj

waggon tut: * ^'^** "" *^ ' '''"^^*'^ ^^^ ' J>»ggage.

Another ,et r.l^L'TL'^^^ '^Zl'l^ t'^'"Purees of France in rear rf it " w f ""^ ^"««

» pinch of snuff and exfr^ . .
^"^ *° »'»°^l>

and Bhabby jajann^l*
%"'!*""'''** '^'"''°'" ''«'"''"

BHnceo„tLT„to?R^v .^
""'^' *^*'" ''^^'^- "^

by MacMahon,":; harCL"a"11f"^' """'"''"''^'^

Old Man of the SeaThe Thi.^t^
^**°' "^^ *"" *'^»*

back wherever he Jc^ "
Thrd Napoleon, Bitting on his

^« te^porar/oCityf^h"" ^'Sm^"^'^^'^
J»8t be permittoJ knowledge^Lhlf 1^^"*' °'

f'
loved .^e Mary iBp,ea^,?,,iS^:^*^™' my be-

oroted'LriffgSrittt^<^ ^'"''^--- -"^
on hio fine char«^^a^ L^^^":"^ r^helm, and got

bis King, the ChTnoelt, andl wrM-"^
'"°'" '^''^

jnBtruct^onB to his Chiefs'of Sfe J^^^^^gf
°«*!^' »d '««««

X:"""""^
than „B.a, anotCrr^t'^SS

XLVII.
RrMotm had it that the King the rt,.„ n t.Royal Staff, and the Tins^ ii!;l,

°."*"°'' ^°°' *««>

d, blue, and green H,,;!^ n^^*' ^^^ *^« ^^^ort of
bad ridden towS"^~' «-«>-I>»goonB and UUans
Tbe Warlock placidly foUowed, traversing the battle-
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field hear Bezonville. Here bearer-parties of the German
Ambulance Service, with Red Cross helpers, ^^gfats of
St. John, volunteers and French and German surgeons
wearing the Geneva badge were now arriving; and some
progress had already been made in the gigantic task of
separating the wounded from the dead.

The Iron Chancellor was found here, attended by his
shadow, Bismarck - Bohlen, sometimes dubbed " The
Little Cousin," other whiles "The Twopenny Eou6,"
according to the humour of his powerful relative. The
Minister was glancing through the morning's letters, his
cousin was reading him extracts from the Daily Telegraph,
a parcel of English papers having arrived. Hard by,
squads of fatigue-men, aided by bloused peasants, were
working to finish the second of two parallel trenches, in

length some three hundred feet, near which had been col-
lected a huge mass of French and German corpses, many
half-naked, the majority of them still in uniform. Carts
lumbering up with fresh loads to discharge, continually
augmented the terrible mound of bodies, a huge percentage
hideously displaying the effects of shell-fire, many in the
initial stages of decomposition, hastened by the sweltering
and oppressive heat.

Soldiers went about with huge canvas sacks, filling these
with zinc identification-tags taken from the necks of their

dead comrades, gathering a harvest of watches and purses,

the former sometimes of such value, and the latter occa-
sionally so well-filled with French money as to suggest
that they had previously been taken from the dead.

" Ach Himmd /" the perplexed officer of Pioneers in

superintendence of the trenching-party kept saying:
" More, more, and still more. . . . What is one to do with
so many dead men 1"

Some utterance of this kind reaching the ears of the

Chancellor, he turned in his saddle and called to the officer:
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lengthways -S Td s"J:e'''Lrr ^'"«'^ ""'^

thus." *P*^ «^' be economised

at Flauville ia atal7i*JoTfLt I^"
""""'^^''^'^

ment of the church."
^"^^ ''^^^ *•»« P»ve-

wind^w-S^is. TkTL7^Z^)7, "'"•' ^ *^« '-«' of thl

to the Curb's SunLTJ^J'''^' ^'1.' '^ ""* *° ««*««

He observed, as Stke rS«
**"*°^''"«' ^ury thick!"

now trodden into™\nd,t?' T''u' *" ^''^ ^"'""d

arms, und;rcbtrir i.^!
""* ^'"'P'^'^' knapsack.,

shoes: "WouW n^f'o^ rr"*'"'
'^'^''- ^''^°". '^^.d

Then, a« The ,dnd h. " *''"' ^"''*'''« ^ag Fair ' v-

broughtwS^Tan^rVhir " ^"^7 "' -^^ »'--
added; "Or ' Death's P^ "o?"

*''" ^"'«« ^«el, he

^^the.isat.osphe™,onr..1C it^JgKtS

•'^''rofaurotttrr^' °^^"'^ '-«'^^"«-

covered with slainTnemiJsl^ ^T"' "^ * battle-field

Violet-blooms."
''''^**' *° y°" *^^^ November

and the dismemCet'ofa
^ffl d

''°"'^""^'' P~^°-'
P-e-ure of two kinds to ^7:^1::^^ "^'''^ "'-'
Sa.d B,smarck, a« his cousin .ined ba'ck and joined the .
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modest personal staff of Moltke, following at some distance
in the rear of the Commander-in-Chief

:

" I prefer the first, if the second appeals to my empty
stomach. Though we must not seU the bear's skin, before
we have killed the bear !"

He went on, patting the sweating neck of the brown
mare, who had winced and started as yet another dead-
cart shot out to windwards its dreadful load.

" The King has been in favour of keeping the country
up to the Mame. I have yet another idea, which may be
too Utopian to realise. A kind of German colony,—*
neutral State of eight or ten million inhabitants, free from
the conscription, and whose taxes should flow to Berlin.
France wo»ld thus lose a district from whence she draws
her best soldiers—one would cut her claws thus !"

Said Moltke, his clear eyes narrowing in merry wrinkles:
" And draw her teeth as veil I"

The Chancellor went on :

" That the annexation of the piece of territory will give
bdly-aohe to the French is a matter of no consequence
Revenge should be made impossible. Even without an-
nexation, we must render these vipers permanently harm-
less before we risk their bite. The surrender of the eastern
fortresses of France can alono serve our purpose. We hav«
bought them with the best of our German blood !"

Agreed the Warlock: "Many noble Prussian families
TriU be plunged in mourning. Wesdehlen and Reuss,
Wedell and Finkenstein have been killed—Rahden is most
grievously wounded, and a whole crowd of officers com-
mandmg regiments or battalions .are either badly hurt or
dead. I can but thank Divine Providence that I have
suffered no personal bereavement."

^^

"I echo your thanksgiving," responded the Minister,
though some pints of my own blood have vicariously

been shed."
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Tff"';r"' tW tell «e aluX^n i"
'^'*' *'"

orapper of his horse !"
°'^°'***"'8 " '''-a th.rd on the

tie^ift^tL.irie'Snrrh^r;?^ ^"
apparent astonishment. "Id^Swr '' ' '°

-n had distinguished himsj?^^^
^'^t^^:^

^7°

«

si^ewoufdheil^rrSh"^'"'' ^--''^

and affectionate aS? tZ T^' "^ '"'"'°"'«°"

destroyed • " ^^' ^^'^ **•* "'°^*"' B-'bylon is utterly

Excellency, as rhr^n^toTd t:!' ""Z''^'
"«-

personality of the antique orde/ *'r'.°"°\P°«^«««e« a
Judith and Zenobia. I wo5 JL"'

*'^ '^^'^ °^

but for the Countess's known L7-1 ^ ^^ Boadicea,

So we axe to desW S° »°*'Pathytothe Britishrace

and BourbonstS,^rs ;
""'

^t* "' *''« ^''-P-t^.

and-driedinstructionsastowhatisto^^lrewnl^^^^^^^^
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The Chancellor retumMl nrj*u •

Pimm of Lil« ~ .Vrnlif. '• '" ""F""' " •'•'

which ^ .^'res^tts ^tri'ir^"'""'"^^^^'

for such a' VicJy ^^e hteX'Ir ^^ """'^

not .to be envied an unpleasant luty wWch' ^7""'
"

part, I prefer, when Do8Mhl« fT, ' ""^ ""^ "'^
than mine."

P°™""^' *° '^^^e to other mouths

And leaving the battle-field they struck intr. . ^

themstandlngtrre^St,'^ ^'^"-'^' """^^ "^

a^agons. -u.t=rat?iri::^'Ce
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floors. Oaths and o^es rf >„ ^ ^^^ °' "^rthen
that in Virtue oftLS'taSLr'' '""" ''*°^«™
operating theatres; aabulanceZ.^ ^'" '*°^"'**"» '»to
of e„sa„g^„ed water oveirrr? """P*"'* ""«*«*«
while bare-armed BurjTns thl^rf'°"^'* flower-beds,
to the doors every oCml ?t'""'"*^ "P™""' <^^^

It 18 sod to see all fk* a
oellor. " or would be, did onet^f^^'"

"""''««* the Chan-
S^d^he Warlook,;rrg?hlX"* ^'"'"'''"'''' '"

-^P^Metnrrn^^SV-^V^- •- the
as natural, and pays no heed 1^;^ ^^^ *'"*'" tien
-ith truncheonso/sauLS and 52 ^""'^ '^'^ ^^J"*
plums instead of iron shellsf^Ilnfu"^^^ ''*"*«'^ *'th
b« plenty of deaths " °* "'^P"*'- *«»««would stiU

"tS7:^1r^' "'"eHi"8 heartily:

collection of soaked mJ^^'f^ »«" »"- are a
feathers of the NapoWsTu "h . '^""l""'*^- The fine
badly from ^a«t„igh'?^i^^?"'^'^ '"^"'" '"'^^ ""ff^^d

w^^rdreifX^?,!!- *^„-i they fonowed

Amy br^adandriaZZrihT;"
"m'

""""""^
and scarlet Imperial Dragoons and A ™''^' P*'* •""«'
mantled, red-fezzed ChasZ^H*aI ''^''"' *•>« '^hite-
Cha«,eu™ 4 cheval, the7Zus^r '

*'! «^-"-»ted
Voltigeurs, and the redS^^^'^'* ""'^ ^"«««. the
belonging to individual re^t^^ JTT*^ «""'^""'«

-». or lying down in .^:;SXTtlZ^ -:^
32
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where they had spent the Ust night, looked with hoUow eve.

Mkf^fo^d"^"
""^"'^ i»il««, but disdained" to

" They are wet." said Moitke, " for few of them have got

French soldier to throw away what extra weight of cover-
ing he carries when he is in the thick of a melee, or suddenly
called upon to charge. While our stout fellows will comeout of an assault with what they carried into it

"
'Or perhaps a little more I" hinted the ChanceUor.

"Th^^^r'^"""^ ^ '" "''""'^'^ *•'« Field-Marshal.
The French love for gold-carrying is the cause of that en-

richment Hence most of their Guard Cavalry officers carry
beneath their tunics or in the pockets of their tight panta-
loons netted purses given them by their women, that stickoutma temptmg style. A prod of our German lance, or a ripfrom the bayonet, and out pops the purse into the soldier's
fist^ Thou wouldst not call him a thief for taking what he
finds m this manner ?"

tn™!„°T°*.,*"TV°' '"^"'" »*** *•»« Chancellor,

^Ffv ^'^^ ^°°^ "P°" *'"' «!*»''«'' " b"* I °»n safel,;
predict that my wife would exonei-ate him upon Scriptural
authority By the way, Isee that your brigadier havenot
thought It worth while to place the French wounded under
surveillance." He pointed to a halting procession of roughly
bandaged casualties in torn and muddy uniforms, sai^g-
I have already passed at least a thousand of these limping

feUows m red breeches, and of co.irse thei« must be
thousands more."

" How could they escape ?" asked the Warlock, turning
his ascetic, hairless face upon the speaker. " And did thev
succeed in doing so, of what use would they be as com-
batants ? All these you see, have they not been wounded
by shell.Bphnt«rs in the head or arms, or hit in the legs
and feet by our rifle-bullets ? Why should we burden
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" I admit !.. 1

^tnu" the French 1 nes ?"

»i<i thi mL ;;™ 2ri^r^"^'^ ^-'^-v'
of the«, red-bz^eked Jla^tl^^J'j''^*''-. « «o»e
concealed weapons-there woulS^l »J^

'" P""^*"" »'

portunity.atthis momen?Z!^^-^ ^ "" *^"^"*"' °P-
or Moltke ?" *' '°' '"^'^"^ ^'»"<«' of Bismarck

Btartling likeness Ceen^Tdtadrai I^T -^ '"°™

» presented at this moment W v ^ " '""'"«' *k"n
myself ?"

°'"^°' '*^°~ Y°»r Ej^cUenoy and

fa^^'bt^^SrtomS o''Tf -"^'^ ^"^ '•>« -l-ite.

-andthe^r^t-SairirsKt^r.

".^i''"?;::urhLtxs\r-f"•«'" -i<^ Bis-

of G,met vintage, if^JS ^ " '*°™" °^ *^°«'H''.

clined t» bet ortbeZZ^^^''''^'^ "°* "'--^y -"

ofooLzrndXe:';:^rm.t!:^';sL^r- '-'- °^
of certainty beforehand tha"tThT^tUe^r

'* ""'***'

^ !" And he turned his n«Tow tt?l "^ ^^« *°
the object of his curiosity wh^T;!t^ /•

^''^ "P°°
attitude of attention, immrvablet.

"^ '° **"> ^'°"*

of painted stone.
"°°"'^''W« «» »n equestrian statue

-n^d7'Lttts^trcr ^u« -^"t
^ ^--^

m the Guardsman's rieid m«r.* ' '""^""g *»^»%
to ask your name^Sw^^That

"'""^^ ^'^'^
J- IS tnat a pnvate soidiar
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of Ouard Infantry happens to be riding »n offioer'i

bone ?"

" Pardon, Oeneral Field-Manhal !" The statue bluihed

becomingly. "My name is Carl Bemhard von SchOn
Valverden, at the servioeof Your Excellency. Of my rank
in the Army I am hardly at this moment certain, aa I was
promoted Corporal and Sergea -t yesterday, during the

action of the Ouard at St. Privat and Amanvillien, and
am now acting temporarily as junior Captain of my com-
pany, nearly all our offioeis having been killed."

" I congratulate you. Sergeant !" rejoined the Field-

Marshal cordially, " and am glad that you, as successor to

,
the family honours of an officer who served the Prussian

Army with distinction, seem lil..-<!y to follow in the steps

of your relative. Prut !—^that v.ns a close thing !"

" Hellishly so !" agreed the Chancellor.

For the flushed and laughing face of Valverden had
suddenly hardened and.sharpened. With lightning quick-

ness he had drawn a revolver hori a pouch strapped to

his belt, and fired across the withers of the big brown
mare bestridden by the Man of Iron. As the single shot

rang out, another followed almost instantly ; and the mid-
most of threo dismounted French Lancers, their heads,

legs, and arms swathed in clumsy, blood-stained bandages,

who had halted to rest by the side of the muddy road,

yelled shrilly and pitched heavily backwards, dropping,

with the broken pair of clothes-props that hadserved him as

crutches, a cavalry holster-pistol that had exploded as it fell.

Said Valverden, stiffening his features in the endeavour

to disguise his almost passionate elation: "Your Excel-

lencies will pardon me, but I saw the fellow was dan
gerous. . .

."

" He might with reason," the Chancellor answered,
" have entertained a similar idea of you !" He turned to

Moltke, saying imperiously:
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"Will not Yonr Excellency now give order, that theoowpamon. of the- would-be ««„i„._,„ „p^„ JfJ„^«who have witne«ed the attempted outrage-Tall b^ Thntw^hout delay , It strike, me' al«, thaf^T^'' t^„J^precaut,ons mu.t be taken with regard to dSn.wounded pn«,ner.. The man had a ^.toi-.t,^"^Z

"Certainly-^rtainly!" agreed Moltke, beckoning to

ile ..sued «>me brief direction., .peaking in an undertonethen said .miling and turning to Valverden •

""''''"*'"*'

the ntir^""*
*''''' ""^ "" •"=•""'«"* •""k-man withthe^pistol. You ««m to have inherited thi. talent of

" I JliTt Si'i;^

'"^-'"»*«'"'" -id Valverden, smiling.
1 bought It from a non-commissioned officer quite recently and have practised with it in the trenches « theanima^ mark. But of the ammunition I got with it «nhas been expended save six cartridges, one orlhich I

Both the Excellencies laughed, Moltke saying-

Thanks, thanks
! Your Excellencv !" stammered Val

And the King .hall hear how important a service his
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nwrly-promotod officer h« rendered hun," appended the^0*1 or, m preserving to the Throne and nation ol*TU««a the greatest of Uving ctrategiite I"
"Under Divine Providence," «kid Moltke, d*vouUynning hig forage-cap.

.lilV."''!"
Divine Providence," repeated the Chancellor,

nightly touching the peak of hia own
He added, » Valverden, di.mi8«Hl by a wave of theCluef. finger. h», blue eyes blazing, his blonde face aglow

with tnumph, set hia borrowed apurs to the flanka of hia
late Captam 8 charger, and with a ahowy bound and demi-
Tolte, galloped furiously away:

" He ia aa vain aa Count Max. but aeema U, poaaeaa more
character. J prophesy he will go far !"

Moltke agreed, slightly glancing after the flying horseman

:

i-ar-if Heaven preserve him from the olutohea of
such women a. Adelaide de Bayard! Wouldat thou be-
lieve. Otto, the ahe-fiend spread her nets to catch that
youngater. who out of dare-devih-y prevailed on an officer
of her acquaintance to take him to her house ?"
"So I" Biamarck turned hia large eyes on the withered

eagle-face. Did the meeting ripen into intimaov ?"
Holtke replied:

"Sufficiently ao to cause Valverden'a family acute
apprehension. One would suppose that she fiiat revolted
then attracted, then charmed The Countess, in the
anguiah of maternal solicitude, wrote a letter to the Colonel
of Vaiverden's regiment Fortunately the call to
Active Service diverted the young man's thoughts else-
where.

Biamarck aaid, smiling and smoothing his heavy gray
moustache with his ungloved right hand:
"And, happily, for her intended victim, an accident

befell the sorceress, which blunted some of the arrowa in
her quiver of irresistible charms !"
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XLVin.

Bnefly, the affair, „ it, detaiJ, h.,VreMhed m-»um« up n this wav Rtr.. ti,. d
reaonea me,

i?»™ »T ,
'' *'"• *"" Rouman an aeent of th.

Heturned the Chancellor:

ooZ^'ofhf^l'^'":^' * •'* ^°^
' '•>'' obtained tho«,

^r^rsti:^---;^^.^^^^

^u^ .he n.r™^s.rt iiirrif• ;s
S t?e r ^'^"^ *"^' '"'^ ^^ ""Pt under etZ
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in honeat Prus«ian bank-notes. Some of them Stra«changed before- he left Berlin. He ia now here taJWand that » ail I oa™ to know of him at present BuHthe eyes of every man she now enoounte», Madame wmread something that wUl keep her animoeit; iJi^^

_

So changed, is she ?" asked Moltke, with interest.

as no^S^ V^";^ '"^ °* ^^^ "•* o^ ""^'ti'*. that

The speaker added:

not destitute of charms, if there be truth in the descriptiongiven me by her mother, when the woman offerTfoTa
oonsideratidn, to seU the girl to me '"

"Prut !" said Moltke. reddening angrily and frownineDecency demands that such vileness^ kept hid^^
*

Said the Chancellor, shrugging indifferently •

ueoenoy and such women as Max Valverden's ei-mistress have long ceased to be on nodding-ten^ To doMadame justice, she flew at higher game th^ a me„
imperor, m the person of Badinguet's heir

"
Moltke wrinkled up his transparent, arched nostrils asthoi^h an unpleasant odour had aiflicted them.

th.K^*^^T^t^
beastliness! what abomination! Andthe boy but fifteen, and childish for his age-"

"00:^1°"*°!^ °* ^"^^ *"•' *^'"^^*'" "<Jd«d Bismarck,
c^nsidermg h,s paternity, and the sort of people whohabituaUy surromid him." He turned in hilT.Sdle a^c^bme-shots rang out in the distance behind theml%"The gendarmery of the Meoklenburgers are carrying outyourorde™,„ageneral6a««.. It should be enfo3!sa„

ZvT'
"'

m'
*° ^i^^eed or departed fn,m, that notonly those soldiers, reduced to the level of non-combatante
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to be instantly shot. Mo™ th« TT ""'"• '«'*'' ««
private pen»J: j would °7i ^

"'" *''°"1=' "^nd to
those who do not J^T^'^^'^'^'l'^''^' - ^ang all

of their conquerors !" ^ "'^"'^^ the persons
His deep-cut nostiils exnand«l i.-eyes blazed under the heawCt^'w u^"""'"*"*

"ue
inouth olan>ped downwards^gi'^'totL^tT*" "' ''^

« oertain appeanince of soliltv fw , , "J"
moustache

suggesting a human masTctrLT °''*'"' '°'^"' ""•*
bron«, and coloured with theT "',^'^*^- °' cast in
voice had the clang ardtiibr^"7 '*" ^ "«°"«'
metal tempered by PaganpSTinll* TT"*' '°'^ "*
And he went on, his ctenl?^ r**

°* '''"°"' ^"t'""-
-«ure of h.s words uporhL':?iid"£h'""'^

beating the

should be wielded, to brineW»7 unmerciful strictness

pi%, the feeble as wS«t J° 't^ T"^^^ ""d *»>«

hideousness of War And ™?'^1''*"^' ^''^ ^°"°^ ""d
milder tone, the sombre fJZ ,

7°'** «»"med a
comers of the deep-crmou^Tir/"::*^'. *"«* ^''^ tense
'-ilt thou credit that d^*\^?t^t*f "*""= "And yet
'"t two days, there uT^^lTj*^^ l"^^" "^ "'«
melted to water-when Ktv aTr '''''*" ""^ ^^«1«
gnpped me by the throat V-

Compunction hare

Hmme?z':re2:sj u^ftir"^
"^ "'- -«^-

ruddy colour had faded toT"*'!^^^ *-*"^ whose
tadst made some roueh soldW 7 .

"*** ""^^d, or
thee. Man's stomi^h wi^,

'^'^
""t'

'^' ^S^^d with
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r

if

r

t»a I am mynli agitated by these aentimenta when
Qnsta exhibits to me her chilblains. ... In, War—
espeoiaUy a reokleasly provoked war of attack, «noh aa
this, neither pity or compunction can be felt. Grief of
heart, I have been hitherto spared by Heaven's gracious
preservation of those dear to me. Thou art nearly as
favoured, for the wound of Herbert is comparatively slight,
and Bill—^the hero of the astonishing episode thou hast
related—has come off the field not only with four—I think
Your Excellency mentioned four—rescued comrades, but
without a scratch upon his skin ?"

The simple, serious, almost childish tone of his harangue
brought back the thunderclouds to the forehead of the Man
of Iron. His grim mouth set, his bulldog jaw thrust
forward, a dull cloud of red swept upwards to his temples,
chasing the sickly grayish hue. He said, stammering in his
characteristic manner:

" Your Ex-Your Eioellenoy and myself have, as you
say, been spared the bereavement which will presently
plunge the noblest Prussian families into mourning. But
Heaven—looking down upon the Gorze Road, now white
with the bodies of von Biedow's Cuirassiers—or contem-
plating the field of Mars la Tour, heaped with the corpses
of our Guard-Dragoons and Uhlans—might be inclined to
disclaim arch-responsibility for the orders that in one in-
stance hurled suss—«ix Prussian squadrons upon a French
infantry Division and the combined strength of Frossard's
batteries, and in the other, pitted against eight regiments
of French Imperial Guard Cavalry, von Barby's Heavy
Brigade."

' '

"Si/" said Moltke, placidly ignoring the irony, but
with a rosy heightening of the colour in his wrinkled
cheeks: " And Heaven would be in the right of it. Von
Alvensleben in the first case. General Voights-Rhetz in the
second, had been told in such and such an emergency to
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y«^ Of 1870, Heaven » ple«ed to let Moltke have his own

BuaviSr
Cl^oellor ret^ned with elaborate

by Moltke ae u'gt'allf"
""'**' '" »-" -""--d

vete^^'SfvoX"^'*': *™'"P***"' *•'» »<1°»'*-We

absolute^-iL^^rwi^r^f^J, Unjustifiable-

by the Chaneellor'e critlrm-
^'''' ^'*""'^ "«"'«''

though ifr^^;^':^;:itL z^-
°* ^'^'"'''

French batterv was n„t t^T
°""*° *° mention it, the

ridden down^ Tbr^L^F^i tf '° '""'"*'^ "°''"°"

weighs nothing SrJhe'rvantiS-;^ "^ "^^"^ --

ga^^^^r"^* *'»'' ^*«'''' -'"*«' t^e Warlock

"I h^ve trodden on Moltke'g corns " said r;.^ v^hing a, his consin Bismarck-BohTi; rod'n^'S
Wvalr?.^: a^^Td^VL^h''^

'"^^ ^'^ ""'"^
road vankhed »nH *t

'"" ''*^8«« bounding the

»«rp^i» .c""'iTrHrr-
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'

on the whole !" He explained aa hia oouain profeeaed
ignoranoe of the legend: " Ixel and Axel w«ite pbnegeed
of a magical birth-gift, which worked in the same way, but
differently.

. . . Thus, Axel had a little finger that stirred
sweet, while Ixel's stirred sour, only neither could remember
to use his gift properly. So, Ixel would sour the coffee
in the pot, spoil the beer, and turn the jelly in the house-
mother's pipkins, whileAxel would stir the sauer-kiaut sweet
and make sweet calf's head with cabbages !" He added,
laughing: "Ha dish thus flavoured were now set before
me, I should certainly make short work of it. Save for
a bowl of the soldier's pea-soup given me by General von
Goeben this morning,—my stomach would now be ac empty
as the mside of Louis Napoleon's head !"

The scene of the Homeric battle of the previous after-
noon, watched by the King, Bismarck, Roon. and Moltke
from the ridge south of Flavigny, wae indescribable. Blue
Prussian infantry, mingled with Uhlan lancen, Dragoons
and mounted Chasseurs of the Imperial Guard, covered the
wide stretch of level common-ground between the Bois de
VionviUe and the Bois de Gaumont. So high were piled
the bodies of dead men and dead horses, mingled with that
soiTowful <fMm of shattered arms, scattered accoutrements
and ownerless headgear, that hve men walked through
narrow Unes and crevasses opening here and there among
them, and failed to reach the surface at the full stretch of
tne atm.

Bearer-sections of the German Ambulance were looking
for survivors, burial-parties were coUeoting the German
dead. Here and there the narrow lanes thatended nowhere
had become crooked thoroughfares, owing to these efforts
and the labour of bands of volunteers and peasants working
under the Red Cross.

P. C. Breagh was one of these toilers. On the previous

ii
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had ken/„l k . ? grneiome task was ended he

Morning had found every house in Gorze oramn,ed with

muddy to he whiske ^IS^"" °^ " ^'^='''''" G^™™'-

spu^d boots, and promptly insta;ed h'rlSn Wpla.'TThis was mild treatment, even tender t., tv,t^ived by many other ha^M, nonltbatn^^^ pT
br/ditiTt:d%C''wE\^r^ "^z"^

^-«

i-ed in helping to Un .t.Z^'^^^S^^Tl
And he had been witness of other outrages. He had seena wayside cabaxet gutted, and the easl^anlll nT*

the oeUar, set up on end. unheaded, a^^t^.Jt'^St/a',^'!of blue infantrv-men. Whon th^v h.j j- j ^ ^^^
their water-^iti., the^^:^ d^iroutKrhe^S
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and when they oouW drink no more, they had emptied out
the wine upon the ground before the buah-deoorated door-
way, and with brutal jests and laughter watched the red
tuff trickle away.
To this senseless waste the host had offered no objection.

A blow from a gun-butt had previously knocked him sense-
lees, and his wife, with her black hair hanging wildly over
her shoulders, and her face blurred with tears and pale
with terror, was trying to bring him round again.

XLIX.
Thb sight of the battle-field blotted out both these brutal
pictures,—made him clench his hands until the nails dug
deep into the palms, shut his eyes and set his teeth, fighting
down the deadly qualm It was worse than the Eed
Kavine a hundred times magnified. It was awful—incon-
ceivably awful He found himself muttering:

" I wonder how God can bear to look down on it all
!"

With difSculty he controlled his ardent desire to remove
himself as far as possible from this attained vision of his
great desire, by using the legs that had brought him to
this hideous scene

:

" If some of the feUows who gas about wanting to see
War-«8 I gassed-^ot twenty-four hours ago—could be
set down where I stand now, they'd find out, as I have
found-that they didn't know what they were talking
about Oh, God ! . . . suppose one of them saw that
German Hussar without a head, sitting upright on a dead
horse, curiously caparisoned with its own intestines, would
he go sheer oraiy or tumble down in a swoon ?"
He who saw the thing kept on his legs and did not lose

his mental equiUbrium. We are so weak to our own
knowledge that it is always a marvel when we find our-
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eelvw strong. He found the nausea eoinff«,H th.^-
clearing from his vi.i,>n „ ™**

f"""S
"na *"» dmrness

would have been De.lTf.t,*,' °i'*
"""P* oompariBon

be«te insteaTofSef^f .»rHl
'"'*!? -' ^"^ «"«" ""'^

crow instead of «ulS%rL^ ?•'
'f*^

^""'^ °' *''^°°

death
*''* appaUing savour of

One had come to work, not to make notes P r p^ u
got down from the limber into the ^Jh ^twee^wJWrmg wave-crests and looked about h^ heSX not

bn,wn-facedmen,wLjotailauS:Svl '":::,'
band of peasants foUowed, c«Sng auS ^7T^made of hurdle, and sacks akdpoL
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Upon the heeli of th«M tottered a single flgortf Wmrt» young girl or an old woman, m> dight and frail, k,bowed and blackly olad T A black «lk veil covered the

lowered face, small white hands were knitted across the

the Red Cross showed vividly gainst the sleeve of har
plam black merino dress. The little, daintUy shod feet
that showed under the dabbled hem of the skirt had red
mire upon them. Through the veil her great eves gleamed,
haggardly moving from side to side, restlessly seeking. . . .

P. C. Breagh was becoming familiar with that look of
steamed apprehension and bleak anxiety, stamped upon
the sharpened faces of those crowds of black-clad men andwomen who hastened from all quarters to seek amidst the
brute and human waste and wreckage of battle, their own
wounded or dead.
Thiswoman moved with the irregular gait of one walking

mfogor darlmess,lookingfrom ride to side, questing amidstWne and hvid or waxen faces for the face, it was quite plain
Her look passed over bodies that did not wear the dark-
green. sUver-laced dohnan,and silver-otriped red pantaloons
of the moimted Chasseurs of the Guard Imperial. She
Ignored faces that were young, and unadorned with the
onsp moustache and the Imperial tuft
For whom did she seek T A husband, uncle, father ? . .

.

What lay m her path ? Something that, did the little foot
rtnke It unwarily, might bring to an end that tragic, an-
guish^search. ... The impact seemed so imminent that
F. U &eagh s voice died in his throat when he strove to
call to her. He got out in a gasping croak

:

"Stop!... Look!... Right in your path there!...
* or God 8 sake don't touch it !—rt's a live shell

'"

'She swerved blindly aside in obedience to the w^g,
though he who uttered it had spoken in his own tongue.
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tumbled ag»u«t him hf^!- .u!"^."
""' '"«''' ''^^

of Juliette.
^''^ *•>* '^J ioreened the face

;;^emoi«,Uede Bayard!... jfodame' '

out Bt«,„g hand^an^oruffCir''^ ''""**'"'*
over her breast.

^^ *" *'''** **" "tiU knitted

Sr^X^Ttt^rlCrbS't- >'*-'»«Ws
-We the heavy veL^d .h ^^ f^'

'"*'' '"«'' »»<» P»t
o.n make i„ toJi'"* '""•^!^

'^'V'"'*
•"'^<'° G'«f

wraith Of the crystal voice he reml^l^" *'"' ^""''"^

^^tlZ:Tt^TJ ^«'^^' ^ ^- Our Lord

desert mef MeTam"1rt).
'"^^ "' '"^y-<Jo not

would not now vwtZ^^J
th« g«»te«t extremity, or I

theeeappaU,^g:;^^*:;P^*»you Inthemidrtof
who is all the 'world tTm"' ''"'^J,Zj f" "^I

°' °-
livmg I do not dare to hope - » ^'^^ ^ ""^ fi°«J kim

^ "^t'z''trdr'""-'rrd"'^f"-^^-busband t . .
." ' ' ' °" °°n * mean your

She said With a wonderful, pure dignityNot my husband -u t .,
^numy.

weekthat lSS'fr„„
My father, sir - ... u ig«i„„,.

l^oaptivity^SSnt"SSr "'^^ "-"'-^S -« s of
w- ^alse-Lfter^^SsCc^^r-T ^''•' •"'«">"-

^^n;to-rii?3:^-°-°^^^^^^
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'•1;

I

'4

I

oon» from bethel tinoe yesterday, and that I hav» qome
altogether alone."

" Alone I . .
. without a guide, or protector of any Irind f

Without papers T . . ." Hie face ezpreiMd the blankert
surprise.

" A passport wse obtained for me," she told him, " by
a person in Brussels, so that I might accompany a
lady—a near relative, who proposed returning to France.
More I cannot teU you, but that I found myself without
her company. When I quitted RetheJ, I was given a
military permit, by the aid of which I returned to Verdun.
From Verdun, in a train full of French wounded—in a
fiacre part of the way—in a peasant's cart the remaining
distance—I trivelled; hoping to reach the Ciimp of the
Imperial Guard Cavalry at Chitel St. Germain. But at
Plapperille they detained me. . . . A great battle was
raging. .

. . What thunder of guns, what fire and smoke,
what teiTible confusion, devastation, wounds and death
did I not behold "

She unhnittcd one of the little rigid hands that he had
let go, felt for her handkerchief, and wiped away the cold
drops of anguish that stood upon her blue-veined temples
and about her colourless lips. And P. C. Breagh could
only look at her in an agony of pity, and wonder at the
courage that bore the frail creature up.

" Last night the frightful explosions of cannon ceased.
A poor peasant woman had afforded me shelter in her
cottage, and shared with me the milk of her goat and
her last loaf of bread. News came before day, brought
by a wounded soldier, whose comrades had been kiUed,
that the batUe had been won by the Army of France, but
that M. de Bazaine had withdiawn our exhausted forces
for rest and shelter to the ©tadel of Metu. I asked this
poor soldier for intelligence of my father's regiment, the
777th Mounted Chasseurs of the Guard. The reply was:
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THBMANOPmON ...

P*^ of honour. You wiU tf«7T^ «•« *»i «j»» «*,

1 cried out then, for the ZlXi^ie^ *
"^"rT""wn. I wouJd have run out of f iT- k

^^^ '"*' ''''* •'^P

PM«d through the nZelfif^ Prote.tant Stefer.

•• They broUtmrStl"^:^'"*'^ *•"*•"«> P'-e-
«*« deorf/ they told ml ' i'J^^^f.'''^'^'^^'put upon me, .nd then th u

*''°««tf- This they
I know not ;£X *^^

b^«f r """ ''^^ Now
brother. Help me, Mo^i^' fo'

' "^ ^'"^'^''

I will pray ior you Zni2 - "^"^ '"**"" '"'«'—>1

to delay. But he caught Ww^'*".' "^ ''*'^ '^^'^^
snatched at the walleTonLd (^

*'*«*™**»' "'''

unhung when he had climbS uS^'tHr^'f- '' '^

^^ -. that «a o. X>eath t^^^^^^to^-

-p=r^!!:^rw&-'X'.v --

dohnan^ing one^lJe ri^^
«*^°' '^^"»'«ided

noted the .«iJdg^,°y,;;^"f/.fi«^n^^ He
through, perhaps, by a s^L »»>« -eatakm talpack, out

gripped in the smr^hS o, a ftt- ""^Z
""" ^"^

mutteied, even while memTuv^Li^"^ ^^"^ • ««

the gr«en sohabraqurof theTrot^ T* «°'*'^'''de.^ O"

weightr^tedon^dead^f^sXh^^ ^ whose inert

777th Chas«,urs
. . . iVe hearTGerman offl<», t.lJi.g
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••oh other th«t they fought lik« devik yortenUy . . . . R»U
* down ragimenti might have been <rat up here t And we
have to find one mui Mmewhere in a qtuue mile at piled-up

bodiei. ... If one only IumI • bloodhound and one of de

Baywd't gloyee I . .

."

Love hu a Kent a* keen a* the great dun hound of the

hanging dewlap. The iwue of the learoh waa to prove thia.

For an hour, aa it leemed, they travened narrow lanea

that wound between walls of dead men. Then the ground

roae to a knoll, topped with three aoorohed oak-tree« that,

though Btripped of their leave* and lopped of their branohea

by the blizzard of metal and fire, were still burning.

Momentarily, the air expanding in their sap-ohannels ex-

ploded with the 'detonation of musketry. Charred oindera

dropped from them; they gave forth olouda of acrid-

smelling whitish smoke.

About and upon this knoU. of the three oak-tieee the

battle of the previous day had raged—the billows of the

sea of Death had beaten fiercely. The lane became a

crevasse, the floor of which sloped sharply—from the

sides of which projected rigid limbs, h'lman and equine.

But the slender figure in black moved between them

—

stooped to pass under them, seldom faltering. When the

young man who followed begged her to turn back, she

shook her head without answering, and kept on. The
silent negative meant:

" Not yet I A little farther still ! . . . Be patient with

me, I beg of you !"

For it seemed to Juliette's tense nerves and overstrained

senses as though those white or blue, or darkly-discoloured

faces, hideously distorted or wearing an unnatural ex-

pression of calm, were all staring with their glassy eyes in

cue direction, pointed out by myriads of stiffened arms.

She said, tottering with sheer weakness, and turning upon
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hM oompwiion oolourle*. blMk-ringrf tyw •« fa . fwe

^1,-r, ",'","' *•"" *'^ «• I '^U turn, bM4uM my«r«igthl.f.U«g.... See,..,! OMotWofGod!.
OJe«u!... HEISTHEREI"

"«»
1 .

.

P TJ^i^ri *K,'* i°"
"^"'•' ''" •'••"'•' »«>•* t»n,«d

i^. C. Bnwigh . blood to •now-w.ter. He could only guv

jde^of holdmg her Uok from «,m. Ight of intoIerlS,

"Wait 1 For God'i wke I Let me I .
. "

it h^*^^ "'u*?
"°<»°~i°»«ly violent grup a. though^ been a b.by'.. She wa. gone. wadingShrough'aUmpud runnel of f... congealing blood, .tepping ovtr abrol»n l*nce-.haft «,d a hor«,'. rigid hind-hmb Wen

nf L*?^ "t^'^'i
^^' •'"'^ ««>»ohing on a patch

let2!i ""^ '° '''^' '"«^"« to her bo«,m a ^if,

It wore a familiar ring, that brave right hand, from

Uhlan gave the death-thrurt. But I think,^n withoutthe crested sard. hi. daughter would have known.

hnw^r'^JJ'!!
"^^ •"""SJ' ^ that fell hour to brush thebow«i veUed head of Juliette with her tattered mantle of

Lut^^h^T^r- ^^' T "°*'^ """l ^^ ""thingbut that her father wa. there. She ki«^ the stiff blue

S^oTh ".K^V ""* ""^"^ "• °P^'^ ^^ »ot »ore

sw2 7 ?" Convent «,hool-girl. «iuatting in the chillyshadow of a heap of dead horsemen, lavishing futile, foolish
tendernesses on that piece of insensible clay

" My father, now that I have found thee, we must never

th
J*w f**'"-"*^*"- '

Indeed, I have tried to obeythee-but I could not help coming back because I love



618 THE MAN OF IRON
thee «o ! . . . Thou hart been wounded, but I wiU nune
thee and cure thee. When thou art well again ^e wiB
find a quiet home together, where my mother shall never
come. For she is not good aa my grandmother wae, andM thou art, my own father ! . . . I have fear of her, now
that I have seen and known ! . .

."

She broke o«f and listened a« though an answer had oome
from undCTthe blood-stained ImperW eagle and theoorpeee
that hid de Bayard &om her view. One of them wasi^
body of the young subaltern who had borne the standard
OvCT him sprawled the oofoesal form of a German officer
of Dragoons. He was not dead, for he moved, and blood
was yet toiokUng Tiom a sword-out that had bitten deep
into his shoulder ^through the cuirass, and a deep gash in
the olose-oropped soalp of his unhelmeted head

" Help
! Some drink ! Donner I how my \a»A hurts '"

he groaned faintly.

P. C. Breagh p)t to him by skirting the mound and
soalmg It from the opposite side. Reaching the summit,
he dosed the Dragoon with cognac, and wae about to
apply a finrt-aid bandage to the damaged shoulder, when
thered-banded forage-caps and bearded faces of a burial-
P»rty of Prussian Guard infantry strung through the
narrow alley below the level of his operations, and an
unforgotten voice said in rough Teutonic gutturals-

Hereabouts or near. Begin this-widening the way
until cart» <»n get through to be loaded. . . . .ffr«««to»«r-
vxtUr I IS that a black dog up there ?"
Another voice answered:
"No, Htn Sergeant. It is either a nun or a woman '"

The Sergeant thundered:
" You silly sheepshead ! aren't nuns women ? But you

verdcmmte Gatholioe think such wenches are angels out of
the sky. Turn her out of that—woman or nun I"
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IlIL' "^T** ?* °* •°"*°8 Wood to his «m.b«>n»d

hi-eyrie. The crouching iittleB^^tC^Woot^
l*^^ dwk-blue uniform of the Guard Infantrv

colours.i'^rancfS.rtLt^rLXtlZT
not rendered more amiable by muS^^^^fj^:;gnme m combination with a stitohedMip scai^r^^hl

ar.s^t:xr.L^---^--^-
'JKJ^'I^J AritwhatiBherbuBinessr
The obedUent Kun* rtooped over the little bowed head

th^T^'^K*" P"* " •1"*«°''- She lifted tTlr^
•S^^ . '*^' ^'*** Kun« Hwponded:

The Sergeant beUowed

:

heard Cnj^jT^^^'. , **'* °° "»» »* having^d^Copper-red wth mdignation, the Sergeant ^.

K^tW^**^' ^"Ptly-P with the baggage!"

W.. hiding her^PoT^r^dl^'rhelTtj
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hiB hiUook witli a roll of four-inoh UndagmgSnl

-2To^:J^L%!
^•'«^-''"«'°«' D.„>nyo„,

ty,?L^'"^- ^^ ^^^''^- ^^^ "ot comprehended bvthe Sergeant For an instant he stared open-mouthed atthe unexpected apparition. The next he had Uw ed out

ne«dter« accurately covering the exact area of waist-coat behmd which his heart hammered ^ bJ'edTlierewaa acreakiAg of leather then-nmd with thSeof steel on steel, the snort of a horse relucta^ toZhS"mto an alley without turning-space. O^the he^Tofthe Ser».ant and hi. party ro«, the prickedeZ^u>i
eyes, and broad-starred frontlet of a gr*at w^ntbZlms^. ridden by a gigantic field officTSsS tl^Tatwhite, yeUow-banded fo»ge cap, black ^\Z>!^fi«ck, white cords, and immem«> spurred jaokZ)t^^theOoburg regiment of White Cutassier.

"^^'<^*'^o

yo'J^l'^fl'T.r^-^''-' Whocalled out. Take

he!^T"'^*'
**!• ^^ "' *•" ''•^*« forage-cap the rider's

riflT'aJd f^^ Z ,

'^"^ ""'" """"^^-l ''y the Service

£ut^
the-truculent attitude of Sergeant Schmidt.

Sw^^ ZhM '
'."*J'"'»**«^«

««Pt. -nd P. C. Bre^gh
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man who .tood for Pn,»ri» in the mind', eve of the »„rMwere«^ i„ Biamarck'. well.phr«ed Eni/h

"""'

.ho„s:vj^LTpon^aj:t:o"s^^ -r/i

" vl^T*''.r*"*""^' ^^S'*^ *" '•>« ^«^ finger-tip.-^^W Excellency, I interfered to «vr^hi.1ady^„„.

;^Hthe.ideof.fal,enloV?J'r.:^„aytlkrJd

^m'J'^^^ '?''*' ""^^ *•"> ^Ferion. .tare withyellow-gray eye. that blazed tiger-shly

-pi-itt^'
'" "" *'' ''°'^"'*"»« ™-' " «"! 1 Will

f^^rlrA^^^l^- *''\"P"' *•''' «^* ''"wn mare moved

"M^r ^ T'T^« *'"' ^8««* »"d •>'•• men.

voico

"
•*" ^^""'•"' -=^ *'"' •"thoritative

toi'SSIr cl!
""•

"L''*'
^"^ •' *''« "•'-k ha. been

.^Sei'wit?"""
'""' •"«'^- «" -« "--i-'y

.n" ^?'^« T"''"^
'''^'"^ ^'"'° I "PO'k to them. Be goodeno^ugh. Mademoi«l,e de Bayard, to .t.„d up an^.^^

anS.!^T^ ''^/^ch. The big brown mare mortedMgrily and fidgeted. He turned her head with an^

U^
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l^d on the onrb-bit, looking gt«adUy at the other female

" MademoMeUe de Bayard, do you hear ?"

small pmohed face hm way. In the haggard young m«ik

r. T!^*°S^'''
*'"'' "^^ "y** 8"««™<1. t~rffe« and

?!3;^' u""
"""'y- "" *'""'«'' ^' Po^^rf'^l will

impelled her she rose to her knees, and stood upon her
leei. iie said, m cool, incisive accents

:

"Young lady, your father wa« a gallant soldier. Imyself had the privUege of seeing how he died. I wiriisuch a man had served a better master •

fram:drrini"
'"'*' '"^ "^'^ ^'^^^ " ^^'^

His sombre eyes lightened suddenly as though in irrita-

Son?;: "
*"'"* *^* "^ *"• °"^ °' °""^"«

K «f «*I!f
?* '"**' ""'^ ^*° * theologioal discussion. The

battlefield ,s no place for debate, or for unprotected womenand yomig girls In your own best interert» I counsel
you to return home." He added-^»nd there was no
flicker of leooj^tion in the passing glance vouchsafed to

^ 0. Breagh
:

Alone, if you prefer-or under the escort
of this young Englishman. ... I will promise vou that
your father s body shaU be treated with respect !" Hisheavy eyes fell on the stifiened face of the Cierges .t, stand-
ing ngidly in the attitude of salute. " Where is the officer
in o^ge of this burial-party ?" he added, grimly enough

Here, Exoellenoy!" came from behind him. He
glanced over his shoulder and said to the flniiied under-
heutenant who had hurried up and was standing in the
alley-way:

" A sepcjate grave, distinguished by some mark that is
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reoognigable by the daiightor." He looked bsck at the
daughter, •aying ourtly: " Your veil

!"

She removed it in sUence, and handed it to the ex-
ohemirt, who received the frail fluttering oobweb between
h»&iger and thumb. Tl the brown mare, in obedience
to the aon hand upon the bridle, bulked out of the alley
of BUeat witneroee, baring her long, vioioua-looking yellow
teeth and showing the white* of her savage eyes resentfully
From the florid buU-dog face of her rider, barred with the
heavy moustache of iron gray, all memory of the little
drama just enacted had been effaced, as the outlines of a
sketch m charcoal are wiped from wood or stone.
But as the aUey widened and his great beast surged

round, switching her taU, putting back her ears and lashing
out with her heels so as to nearly brain the oflScer, P. C
Breagh thought he caught the words:
''Remember, the grave separate . . . marked to find

easily. All decency. . . answer to me !"

More he might have heard, but for Juliette's sobbing.
For God had remembered her, and sent her tears at last.

She had suddenly seen, lying at her feet, a frayed and
ormnpled envelope bearing the Belgian postmark, and
addreKied m her own handwriting to M. le Colonel H. A. A.
de Bayard, Headquarters of the 777th Mounted Chasseurs
of the Gnard Imperial with the Army of Prance, at Metz.
And the intuition of love told her that the dead man must
have carried this, the last message received from his
daughter, hidden in his bosom; and have drawn it forth
and kissed it—as in very truth we know he had-flhortlv
before he died
" See, see, my friend ! Behold my own letter His

sacred blood has stained it Hie lips perhaps have
pressed it l-it well may be that tears of his have fallen
here atao

! . . . Never shall it leave me until my hand is
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Sr^ffi ^ ''"P""*' ^^ *^ •'^'>"'* impatience ofthe officer and the «,owlmg looks of the Sergeant and hi.
men7men.liftedherbodilyinhiaann.and.ar^irawa;

»he ppoterted. See you well, MonMenr Breagh, I do notthmk .t <.^„^fe that a gentleman ,houIdTar;y Tlady

tJt''an'''V*r*I\"'''^'*
^"^ •'"• ""^ «*« »»<"»»« in

her head wnk down upon his dioulder, .he .ighed, a long
quivering .igh. " ' *'

De!^*t^'
*?"* youth' who waded through the fro^n «a ofDeath, beanng m hu arm. hi. wonAipped lady. He was

ZTZ '"
d
'1?'"^ ^ '^ '"•«' and muaole^from longmarche. and de.perate exertion. Hi. heart pounded .o

and be frightened or that he mu.t .uffooate and die ont-nght. Terror and rapture, exqui.ite pain and exqui,ite
pleasure, mmgled in the draught now held to hi. l5» by

.^!^„«T;^*""' ^e**-
And «i he drank, with what

tZT •r•"-'Tf' •"' *'"'*'*^"8 manhood burgeoned into
flower. He might look back upon hi. b^d with
regwt, con-.ampt, or tendemew. ... He would never be aDoy again.

LI.

Thb smallest and slenderest of women can be surprisinKlv
heavy, even when carried in the arms of a lover wholong
nas borne her m his heart.

Thus to P. C. Breagh, tumbling with hi, precious burden
over roads strewn with weapons, aocoufaements, mew-tins.
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•nd w»ter-bottle«, boie. of biwuit and luUv«i of .ugar-
loave. diioarded by troop, retiring in h«ite, the appear-
ance of a peMHmt leading a Uttle white-faced donkey owne
8. an unspeakably welcome reUef. For a franc in good
French money the owner of the donkey wa« more than will-mg to hire out his property. Thus, seated on this humbleammal P C. Breaf^', Infanta returned to the cottage
where she had passed the previous night.

It was one of a hamlet boasting the name of Petit

^ ir^!: \"^^ " *''*y "'^^ *^' ^"Khtful carnage
at St. Hubert, threaded the wood of Chitel St. Germain
crossed the raitoad, unmolested by the Prussian patrols'
and, foUowmg narrow lanes hidden between copses, came
at last upon its single street.

Madame Guyot, stout, hospitable, and voluble, received
Juliette with cries of welcome and open arms. Made-
moiseUe should have something better than dry bread on
this occasion, for a neighbour had that morning killed a
calf. Hence veal cutlet, fried in batter,-for some of the
hens, scared by yesterday's bombardment, had already
begun laying—and an omelette with fine herbs No less
than young demoiselles, wounded soldiers require nourish-
ment, and here behold, EngUsh Monsieur accompanying
l^emoiseJle-Jying upon the pallet-bed in the com* of
the kitchen, one of France's brav, defenders in the pewjn
of my Cousin Boisset. Pardon that he cannot rise to salute
you for the Prussians have made it imposnble. Durina
the battle of St. Privat yesterday, my Cousin Boisset was
twice wounded while serving with the Eighteenth Field
Battery of the Sirth Army Corps.
Thus introduced, the gunner told his story, and told it

with vivacity in spite of his evident pain. His bandaged
head and the useless leg roughly swaddled in a homespun
towel of Madame Ouyot's. told their story no less than his
nimhlft t-ong-ae and Tivacioiss eyes Mid Lands.
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" We were overoome by force of nnmben. . . . TheOennaM know nothing of ioientiflo watfare. ... Believe

me, MademoiseUe and Monsieur, we swept them down in
row. Uke ninepina painted black. At twelve hvindred
yards, and again at fourteen hundied-and the more we
killed the more there were to kiU ! . . . SaperUpopeUe t~
pardon. Mademoiselle I—it was inconceivable ! We were
compelled at length to cease fire because our ammunition
failed us, and it was not possible to butcher any more >

—Worst of all,-our generals lost their heads, and issued
contradictory orders !-<}ommis8ariat broke down before
the ammunition-service—we had had nothing to eat for
two days before we ceased to have shrapnel with which to
feed our guns. ... 8d we stood in front of a wood in which
we might have taken cover, being peppered by Prussian
fire of infantry and artUlery, for three whole hours !—Three
solid hours. Monsieur and Mademoiselle—until we were
remembered, and ordered to retire. When the order
came, few officers remamed, and not a single non-oom-
missioned officer was left to us. Of the three batteries
of our Brigade Division two-thirds lay dead upon the field
With my wounded lc« trailing behind me, I crawled over
rank after rank of bodies, passing over many of my old
comrades. . . . Then I lay in the wood till dusk, and made
crutches of saplings I cut down with my bayonet. With
the day I reached my cousin's house. . . . You may say
'All this is War'—but what kind of War ?—is what I ask
you . .

.
I—a soldier who have fought and bled for France !"

It was the voice of Juliette that answered from the
comer of theblackened oaken settle, where shu sat huddled
in the leaden stupor that is born of grief and fatigue:

" Soldier of France, I will try to answer your question.
... I am young and ignorant, but I have read and thought
much. And now I have experienced what never can be
forgotten. ... I have sat by the oo/pse of my father on
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the battlefield. ... I h.ve looked in the face of the gr«ttman who is my country's oruel enemy ! "
Madame Guyot who w«i frying a panful of veal outlet,

•taited and looked round from her sputtering, savoury:
•mellmg cookery. The wounded gunner, propped upTn
the paUet bed that stood in the comer of theWJLd.
jtone_^uUt kitchen, turned keen dark eye. and a re«.lute
bearded face towards the quarter whence came the sadfamt voice: '

"
^* » Bismarck's War," she said. " Stone by stone hehas buUt up Prussia untU her vast shadow ha. swallowedup aU Germany. He has seen-this huge man of colossal

ambitions that the road to Power greater still, leads

Z^^f^ I *'*! ^ *^'*- ^^ Diplomacy could not
8t»al the key, and Treachery could not buy it, so the lever
with which he opens the gate, is War I"

^^

" Alae, Mademoiselle," returned the gunner sorroTi-fuUy
the gate would never have opened while a French soldier

was left ahve-if we had not been betrayed! Have you seen
the picture of Cham in last week's ChaHvari f It reachedmy battery through one of our officers. It is true—monW«« /—it is desperately true. There is the Little Napoleon
of To-day dressed up in the old cooked hat and the tattered
wg» of the capote that used to be worn by the Great
Napoleon. He begs at the street..comer for sons—and
even the prostitute turns away from the impostor ' The
aid of the Legend !' is written underneath. It is furiously
<*•« and terribly olever-and frightfully true. Mademoi-
selle. For the Napoleonic legend is done with,—finished
for good and all

!" '

She did not answer, the momentary flash of interest had
died out. With her sad eyes fixed upon the ebom -,d
Mlver crucifix of her rosary, she was murmuring a pravti—
doubtless for her father's soul. Seeing her thus absorbed
the soldier glanced at her companion, shrugged signifi-
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h^wW^
*'PP~' ^ O'^ fopehe^l, m though he would

" It i« well that women have faith in Heaven. See t—
•he tunu to her bead., the poor Uttlc one. She i« able to
pray l-that i« fortunate. . . . Otherwise grief would
turn her brain !"

"^

Meeting no responw from P. C. Breagh, who aat upon a
baokles. straw-bottomed chair in the chimney comerMpUy contemplating the smaU, sorrowful face, the gunner^gged again, and exchanged a wink of intelligence with
Madame Guyot, as she took the bubbling pan from the
fire, proclaiming the cutlet cooked to a turn.
Who has loved and does not remember the first meal par-

taken m the oompan^ of the beloved. To one guest at
Madame Guyot's board, the fried outlet and tomatoes
eaten from her coarse platters of red-flowered orookeiy, the
home-baked loaf, the jug of thin red wine, the country
cheese and the dish of purple plums that served as dessert
made a banquet worthy of the gods. To sit oppoeit^
that little drawn, white face with the lowered, swollen
eyelids, and watch her brave pretence of relishing their
hostew's victuals, would have been torture hadit not
been buss.

When the homespun doth had been drawn, the crumbs
Aaken out upon the threshold for the hungry poultry the
oat accommodated with a saucer of scraps, and the hearth
swept, P. C. Breagh, glancing at the cuckoo-clock that had
hiocuped twelve, and now pointed to the half-hour, got up
and reluctantly tore himself away.
"You arc going? ... Back to «m / . . . To make

sure that those soldiers have obeyed the orders of M de
Bismarck ? Ah I that is what I have been praying for

!

Our Lady has put it into your head."
She said it eagerly, with her hand quieting the flutter inhw bosom. Of what else should de Bayard's daughter
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xou wont leave thMuLu-™*)! T —L. , .^
Pr»y

* Yon wn„ ; 7 !u"' ^ 'Wituily quertionini

•ooent of ST'CS^^*"^ ~" •* the u„f.„i,i„

«me tongue: ^ ^^ •^'""*** """^"d in the

«^Wo„ Hi. eye., and he fu^-J/lS^'^ '.^^^

She called him back He lr.,o» . v •_ .

Thig ... to be buried with him ! Thi.^*pnert to «ad the Office and offer isj>' '

if^ °l!
"Jnoovered I . Oh i i* t ™- uf^ •• •

u one can be

but no ,-I will nott'.l^aTl'^'r'V''" ' " "
"

be ««t you carry me, aa youtdtly^"' '* •"»»* -*
He trembled at the poignant recollection <n,

breathing fast and eagerlvl^T She went on

• Me, I have an idea,

!

There »B now in Heaven a
M
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iprert Mint who wm priatt of • little viUcge that lie* not
(arfromlMW. , , . ««)• he died, it it elevM y«iri. . . .

I apeklc of M. JeMi-Bqitiate Vknmiy, the BleMed Curt of
An. . .

."

P. C. Breagh nodded leoognition of the shining name the
mentioned. She went on, her tmaU flngera pinching a fold
of the rough brown sleeve:

" Sacrifice—mortifloation—the Cross—these things to
the holj Cur6 were the Keys of Heaven. The poorest and
aunplest of his pcaants was not poorer or simpler tl .n he.
Even before his .eath Our Lord gave him the grace to
perform miraolec, and always did Our Lady regard him
ijnth tenderness. ... See you well, I will pray to the
Messed Jean Viwmeyto intercede for me, that God may
send a holy priaet to read the office for the dead I"
Her voice broke, and the bright tears brimmed over her

pore imderlids. At the sight a wave of tenderness surged
up in him, pure of all sensuous passion, knowing only the
overwhelming desire to serve, and comfort, and protect.
... He bent his head, and kissed the little hand, before
he turned and went from her. When he glanced back
midway down the wide dusty street of the hamlet of scat-
tered cottages, Juliette was standing fai the sunshine,
looking eariMstly after him.

Ln.

I could think clearly and remember again. The con.
fusion in her overwrought brain gradually subsided. She
went back to the fatal days when the news of the defeats
of worth and Spioheren rushed shrieking through France
and Belgium, and the 16th of August brought word of
Bazame's intercepted retreat from Metz. That day a
young girl, sitting under the grisly wing of Madame Tessier
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Th-,L T.J^"" • "••*'' »nd hnmed from the room

« gone ui Msroh of her da-jghier-in-law sIm^ t^ »J

"""ra. •na Mggwi sot to be disturbed iv ^i..- u
•P«t««^ it b««on the third fllSak«„e ^^J^^^n^wng wound up the twelve-o'clock dii«,n^4i.T^^T
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letter-rack, and haoding it to tfaii Udy, who stood imme-
diately behind.

Juliette had found it impowible not to lee the addran
upon thia letter:

"To Haoau ds Batx,
" HontL oi Flaitdrb,

"BbU88K«,"

written in rather a vulgar scrawl. It carried extra stamps,
and looked bulky. And the elegantly-gloved hand that was
extended to take it, recoiled from the contact as though the
envelope had concealed a scorpion.

The owner of the hand had regarded Hademoiselle de
Bayard with a piercing and exhaustive scrutiny, even as
she slipped the letter into a gold-mounted reticule, and
snapped the spring tight. She had obearved in soft and
well-bicd accents:

" Letters from one we love are enhanced in value, when
the writer must lay down the sword to use the pen. . .

."

Through a black lace veil so thickly flowered as to
!• iggest a mask, a pair of brilliant eyee glittered at Juliette.

What dazzling teeth were revealed by the crimson lips

that siniled. ... The weU-bred voice added, with an
entrancing touch of melancholy:

" Under other circumstances, to address Mademoiselle
would be held a liberty—the speaker being a stranger.
Yet as the wife of a French officer of the Imperial Guard,

—

I may be pardoned for presuming in my young country-
woman an anxiety similar to my own t . .

."

" Ah, Madame," Juliette had said impulsively, " who is

there would not pardon you t"

And she had looked with a young girl's honest admiration
at the sumptuotts form in the perfectly-appointed dress.

When the lady had said, with brilliant eyes still fixed on
her:
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.
" Were thJa letter not from my hiuband, I could wuh ith*d bwn for you." She continued: "Doe. Mademoiaelle

know M. de Baye's regiment ? The 777th Bfonnted Chw-
•euie . . .

?"

"My father commands it, Madame," Juliette had
proudly an«weied. And an animated conversation would
have sprung from this answer, but Madame Tessier turned
round rather sharply, and the lady, with a slight, graceful
inohnation, had glided rather rapidly away.

Later, JnUette had encountered Madame de Baye up<m
the staircase, and had received another of her briUiMit
glances, and another of her entrancing smiles. And, beina
lonelym this strange land, and athirst for interest and com^
panionship, the young girl had woven a httle romance out
of this passing acquaintanceship.

Now as she reached her room, trembling and ready to
sink with excitement and agitation, a woman stopped herm the corridor, who looked Uke a lady's maid of the better
class. WeU mannered, smart and discreet, she dropped
Mademoiselle de Bayard an ingratiating curtsey, handing
her at the same time a little three-cornered note.
As the messenger plainly waited for an answ^, Juliette

unfolded the delicately perfumed cocked-hat. This is what
she read in a finely-pointed feminine caligraphy, with lasso-
loops to aU the " g's," " y's," and " h's," and "

s's "of the
prolonged, old-fashioned kind.

The maid had penned it at the dictation of her mistress
who for an unexplained reason preferred another hand U,
bait her hook. This is what Juliette read between her
heart-beats, striving to check her flowing tears, and the
sobs that rose in her throat.

" To you, MademoittUt, to apiritueOe, gentiUe and amiabk
I am fated, alas I to eaute the greatett grief. I have received
the most terribU n«iM ofmy hutband"! regiment. The report*
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^rte J«peror'» retigmUim ore fahe, from iJte btgiminff.
The Amuf of Mttt, MadanoiteUe, ha» enamntend 'Pruttitm
foreti. . . . Where I tnow not, buf teith terrible Ion/ My
Victor haa been dangerously/ wounded and conveyed to hotpUal
at Met*. I ty thither on the toingti^anmety and tendemcM
toreeeive too futtil^/ hie final kiea. Also J ham that M.U
Colonel de Bayard has been taben prisoner. ... My pen
IrembUa as I terite the words.

" Since I may not tender them personatty, rteeivt, Made-
">oi»eae,fnyeondolen«esandfareweas. May Beoaen froteet
you/

"Distraeledly and devotedly,

"A. DB Bat«."
t

'.! idame wa« packing, said the maid upon whom Juliette
toi^ d with a breathlees inquiry. Without doubt Madame
would receive Mademoiadle. . . . And, having provioaaly
been primeJ with instrnctionB, Mariette, whom not ao long
ago we encountered in Berlin, oondueted MademoiMl<<« to a
door uponthe lower landing, and having knoekeddiMinetly,
ushered the young lady in.

It was a bedroom orowded with (ranlm and imperials
none of whirjh seemed to have bewi unpacked. The lovely
lady of the veU was standing near the toilette-table in a
thoughtful poae which did justice to her figaie and the
beauty of her profile. She had removed her veil and held
It m her hand, aa she changed the position of a jewelled
comb in her hair She looked round as the door
opened. Her brilliant eyes, ruddy-brown as Persian sard
or Braailian tourmaline, encountered the tearful eyes of
Juliette. She advanoed to meet the girl with effusive
tenderness, oiying:

" Alas, poor little one ! From my heart I pity you ! . .

."

She was not so beautiful, unveiled, as she had appeared
behind her mask of black lace flowers. The handsome
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tytt were bloodRhot and too prominent. Theie were faint
dnaky-red streaks showing through the purchased rosea and
lilias of her complexion; horizontal marks, resembling the
o<Higwiital disfigurement known as "port-wine stain."
And withal she was an attraotiTe woman of fasoinatit^
manners. And her sympathy seemed genuine, and yet
for some inoomprcthensiUe reason, Juliette trembled at and
shrank from hoc touch. . . .

"Yon are too good to receive me—you who aie also
suffering I . . ." She tried to coUeot herself, and net
cause distress. " How I pity you 1 cannot tell you I but
at least you have the knowledge that you are returning to
your husband's bedside. You will have the sad oonsolaf Joa
of seeing him, while I . .

."

She broke down and sobbed, and the sympathetic Ade-
laide administered red lavender on sugar, while her maid
kept guard on the landing to intercept Madame Tessier
should she appear. The cock-and-bull story told tho girl

would hwdly have borne the test of recital before a third
penon. But Juliette was young, and innocent and unsus-
pecting, and Adelaide was experienced in the ways of the
world, and verv old in gnile. . . .

"Courage, i y ohUd, and above all, have faith in
Heaven !" It did not at all suit her voluptuous type, the
heroio-pions tone. . . . "Naturally you will, knowing
M. le Colonel a prisoner, leave nothing undone to assuage
the miseriee of his situation I . . . Have I guessed right ?

I venture to think I have !" She patted Juliette's hand
and smiled in the dro-^med blue eyes, from which she gently
drew the httle soaked handkerchief. " Accompanied by ;

your venerable protectress, you will instantly return to
'

France. You will leave no stone unturned to obtain an
interview with the Emperor—you will impli»e him on your
knees, to obtain M. le Colcmel's erohange. . . . Presto !

the Emperor will ret the machinery in motion. He will
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give back thn« offloera to the King of PniMim-*iiH M.a^

h«d.togetber.«i„ approval oroonm^rKS^^

^T^:^T^ 'J^ *" imprudence in employin. it nowBut with the flret inchoate stirring of mem^to J^to'cauUon reawakened in Madame^ Bayard s^eSZ^the hands, and said in a graver tone:
«"• «"«»ed

" Your joueemonte will not object to return V
Juliette responded

:

"Bear Madame, that .lady is not my instructress Sh«« the excellent Madame T^, my gfandSS oll^:

nhtlf' u'?''/""'
'^ expresdon of one who bu& at

Sr , *v
''^'' "°* •*»" ^'^'^ 'ith tie recount^virtues of this very Madame Te«uer! As she raokTw^moiy for the date of a po«ible meeting, jZtfcot

to"^JaJl^'^ *° "" ^"* ^ '•" •'«' '^ not consentto return to France immediately. She is now uponW
wn. AU h«, been arranged. It is to take^lwe upon the

A ugh heaved her breast, and her eyeUds sank under the

siiri^r-- ^--•''"^•^-.tin""^'.^

" If she has tten me onct-and U map udl be onee l—,h,

rdletd'^ -'" -"'—•r;:;;?'

" But yon, Mademoiselle-you are free to return to ourbeloved country. Under my own guardianship ^o„ ^11Do not refuse
! . . . Gr„t me the privilege I"
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Juliette panted:

M«idame Adelaide repeated sooffingly
Thia marriage

. . . tlii. marriage. . . i, „„„
pr«»noeneoeeaary to legalise the oereZnyr

^
Juliette oned, opening wide her eyee

:

A^I'^^'k^^^"""'
'~'°' I -"n to be the bride I . .

."

suddenly temble. and haggard and old.

nuwrl th»* »i,~-
,""*'•

• • • Her grandmother pos-wwd that phy..que of «, infant, in combination with^ui«.n determmation. and a regard of truth that robbedIS
vLT^L*"!::.'"""'

^"^^'^ oonversation of gJaS afd

ooSofS ir^ """"«'' ''" ^"^ ^ « i™t«t- She

^ her on the brow, saying with sorrowful melodiou.-

" My child, I comprehend
! But while I rejoice at th«

&"Teepf Zt tth^-^^'l:'
' '-'^-^°^" -"M 1 weep I—lor the father in hia Dri«on.«.II n« s

U,d.ome thy betroth^l-and braMTnoTl' soiSl'^In a day hke th« when our France crie. out for men !"
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JuUette clenched her little han. < aa the iMgnid iRmy

tttfbbed her. She cried out, almoM ScBide benelf

:

" Oh, that M what I ieel, and for i ..t I eannot'pwdonWm( Why ia he not a soldier? One ould eeteem him if
he were! But oh! Madame,-! de«p.e him, and thatmakw rt the more terrible This -narriage with a
hiMband whom I have never even seen !"

"/lA haf . .
.'• she heard a strange voioe soream

through peals of laughter. " Ah, », » /-what a clumsy
game to play ! . . . Fi done, M. k OohntU ... Bo we
wore to be married in the style of the Old Commander
'Pas fOet a droitel ... To the churoh, qoiok march i'Mm Dieu I Mon Dieu I how droll ! . .

."

She dabbed her eyes with her handkerchief, and said
controlling her frantic merriment:

" Sweet child, forgive me. I am a little hysterical.
The shook of Victor's wound . . . my sympathy with your
cruel situation How could M. le Colonel subject you
to a tnal so severe V Peeling herself upon unsafe ground
she dried her eyes again and amended. " That, I compre-
hend, is a question between yourselves. . . . When this
wedding was arranged M. le Colonel had no comprehension
of what would befall him. Yet, for his sake, would it not
be wise to delay ? Engage the interest of the Emperor
before rt is too late to reach the beloved captive. Should
he be interned in some fortress of East Pmsnia, how will
even a daughter's tenderness roach him amidst those
desolate plains—in those caverns of freering stone ! . .

."

She used her fine voice like a consummate artist of the
theatre.

. . . JuUette had a vision of her father dying,
fettered, ghastly and gaunt with famine, aa an engraving
of Count UgoUno in his dungeon she remembered to have
somewhere seen. . . . And her secret horror of Charles
Tessier, wedded with the feverish longing to return to
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^^tf1**'^''' ^:^ '"" to hid. her triumph

:

LeaTO the puroha* <rf the tiokete to me f«a miano^ ,Iha^a pretty little «H,re to «ttfe with UlTc^ZT^iwill settle our aooonntu iwauu».«k. t
•^•"lici. we

i. the matter nrr^^^*'^'^l^"^y°"- What

Juliette gasped:

k-'^t^oTi""'.^'"*^' Atle..t.M.dameTe«er

™<" . . . . cute can remain here at nuf»». ...j
1«»K with the waiten... . . ." She bSTt Z' . k""""

wto „eoe«arjr .rtiok*, ofa«,ge into Vdark, J^^Tm^dr ... and rejoin her as soon a. might bT 8^,^^"
^toh^it, back thiekly crusted wX.^ds't;tr '

Th«n
7 '

• • • ^oo hare b«t,ly . ,„„ter of in hour "
Then she opened the door, sped her can*a» wi^h . h!

Mariette replied

:

" She did, Madame, hot I had Innlnvl k-*i. u j
doorH-thaf. leading l^*u,^^, MademoiseUc's
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She held them up. her mUow featorai ezpnaiire with

the expectation of a rawaid eMned by intelligeroe Said
Adelaide, impatiently tapping her handiome foot:

" And then I . . . And then » . .
."

.u ^u*^ \ •ooidentally encountered Madame on the
thPjehold of lUdemoi^Ue'. apartment. Seeing her about
to knock, I told her that I had Men the young lady de«>end
the atein, carrying a letter, which 1 .uppowd Mademoieelle
intended to poet at the piUarin the veetibule Hearina
this the old lady thanked me, and bundled down«tai«
She 18 aathmatio, judging by her wheeong. ... She will
wait a bit before she climbe up aU theae flighta again !"
A^laide thought a moment, and then gave ordem
Bun you down, htmt up the old woman-help her to

•earoh ererywhere for the Uttle thing~you understand

!

. . . Half an hour will be sufficient to detain her belowtaw. In lee. time Mademoiselle will be safe with me inmy ap«tment. ... Then you will give Madame these
keys and a Uttle note written by Mademoiselle. Or—
do you know of a waiter who would undertake to do thisand hold his tongue 1"

JUr^^^'.'^rf'"' ''~^" wsntimental. She said,
with her head tilted on one side :

•

"There is one. a Swiss youth, hand«,me and with the
form of an athlete, upon whose fidelity and silence Madame
can imphoitly rely. . .

."

" For how much ?" Adelaide demanded, having no illu-
sions as to the permanence of an unpurchased silence
Manette answered

:

"I ^1 guarantee Adolphe Madame's for the sum of
twenty francs

!"

Adelaide gave her a bank-note, and the faithful creature

muscles, her Adolphe only got ten francs. But ho carried
out hi. instruction, and handed Madame Tesiier the keys.
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^h k Utile envelope, oonteining • hMty line fa the hand-
writing of Juliette

:

" Dtarut Uadame," it (idd. " TXit moment I hav, rt-
u»>otd grove newt of m^ faOer, eompetting me to leave your
nde. This ntarriage mnut be deferred. Entreat M. Charh*
to exeme me/ I embrace and pray you to pardon.

• " J. M. Di B."

The little note was penned on the comer of Adelaide's
toilette-table. While Madame read it and fainted —was
revived by Mariette and the athletic Adolphe.-soolded
herself into hysterics, came out of them and despatched
telegrams; tore the telegrams up and wrote letters.-Joli-
ette was safely hidden in Madame Adelaide's room.

Later on, when Madame Tessier had left the hotel, with
her luggage and the trunks and bandboxes of the vanished
bride-elect—this time containing the marriage robe, crown
and so on.—Madame de Baye sent for her bill and paid it—
OTdered a flaere and drove to the station, accompanied byW maid, and her maid's sister, a demure little penjon in
black menno, out oraivent-style, whose head was *aped.
after the fashion of somtf lay novices, with a black silk veU.

The abduction was effected in the simplest fashion.
Not a soul turned to look at the dowdy little figure carrying
the hand-bag, ita slight proportions half hidden in the
sweeping folds of Adelaide's silken train.
The station was crowded with newly-arrived French

officers, men of MacMahon's defeated army, who wore their
swords, having given their paroU to their captors not to
«erve again in the War. Belgian officers fraternised with
them,—Belgian ladies of the Red Cross were busily engagedm making much of those who were wounded Juliette's
heart sweUed at the sight of the bandages and omtches, and
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whM th. Uden ito^tohew w«* omtW -Mt. th. hot »««.tre-nad down W whlf ch-k. b.hSS**W iS^^
The traia oHiied » gi«at duut Fwnoh mwiiunn ..

lamenting« «b«,ondv,g daughter-in-law.
^^

oaoK to JjYanoo and freedom. The umIU.^ u •-».
^nu^ed behind. She would .^^t ^.^^^l.^^^:
.p«.port,«,d join h«miat«M later. M«im,X^took the trouble to explain.

««ain« o« uaye

ftom the ahriiaang little %ure in the comer of the oar-nage oame a muffledaound in an«wer:

nJ!i**''f "'°^'"^'^'^'^"'^*«>i««»«- "Thouflhti«neoBMarytooanyoutmyplan!" ^"ougnns

mJ^T !^ *" "".•"" " '^°^*' •»" '«'. l-wfa« her fairro»d elbow« the pjidd«i window-ledge. andfZkL «theroUmg pUm. in the vicinity of Bru«eU gr^luauT?;"P^oeto valby and hill. AH of fierce «.d «„.ni «J*^«J-rou.. that mingled in her complex nature^^ h^
ZT^T^ 0"Bti«,-*how«i now Che he^iZ^Zk
sl^.?!!*"^

'*•'""'•* ''~«'»8 there.

thro™ i^^ top^y thi. marvdlou. tramp, her daughterthi^wn m her way by cha«*. w«, one of thL. tZS
Im^I. might be combined with Adelaide', ovn originalnotion of employing the girl'g influenee to bring about awomioiUabon with M. de Bayard.
The indifference of M. de Bismarck had quashed her

tentative approaches on the one subject. The silent
contempt of de Bayard had thrown the other affair out of
g«M. To sooie off both would be magnificent 4,
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far^ • •/ "^ '"^."^P o* »*"«^ *h«» •»>• thon,ht ofthe HouniMiiM, munrariiig:

" ''°' ^T'nge on Wm. who ha* robbed me of my beftutT
howolieerftiUyIwouWgivemy.onll"

Juliette from fa^ oomer. «w the oh»ngeud ihuddered.Ade^de turned iharply, to read terror in the girl', fwe

v™.7 " "' "'^ "^^^"^ "" *°y*^K frightened

The temfying Medu«i turned to a matem.Uy.,miling

S^^ti ,?'^'?T'^/"""*'«'"«»'^«°ing»P~«ofou.hion^
to playfuUy pat the knee of her charge. But the an-werin^•mde wae as faint aa the Kent of froMn violet.. . T^•peUof her beauty h«l been broken when her demon had
looked out of her eye*.

" ^y »"«• K» not a. Urong as they were before—whathappened m July." .he told her^B. " And that i. «.other
debt I owe to N.00I... He would be wi«r to let me forgetmm—If obhvion be poMible J

"

Her looking-gla« bore out eaoh day what the Roumanian
had .aid to her. " Never mM you bt abU to look in your
inrrorwttMotUrmtmbtringme/"
And to keep her .mart alive, the Slav had adopt«rf •method of hi. own tavention. P^juKwly ingenious and

obaraotenstio of Straz.

At intervals AdeUide received anonymou. letter., con-
taining enclosure., wherever she went and by whatever
aha. she passed. Envelopes directed in varying handswould contain doll', mirron, costing but a sou *or two!
Pmohbeck-framed ovals or circle, of tin or glass, always
reflecting the same thing.

A livid face of hate, streaked with thceo faint brownish-«d mark, left by the tightened fold, of the .Uk warf that

i^/^"? '^ ''*"'^«1 ker. She had tried to Uugh at thi.
childish form a«,umed by the malice of the Roumanian.
But the deadly devcane. of th« thing lay in the fact-that
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the falling drops of water waa eqnaUed by this Ordeal ofthe Penny Looking-Qlam.
" Zooi, *« andthinkofme I" sometimee ran the doggerelrhyme scrawled on the paper wrapping of the doU's n^,At other times

:

"<7A«|m* thai areapoOed hMnomenentoUed/" would be

Th-'!^^;-.'"" ""r''^ "^"""y "t'^PW. dull and banal.The stupidity was becoming unbearable by its very repeti-tion by the certamty and regularity with which Se l^en
envelopes arrived. Sometimes Adelaide feltentangled in a^mmngly woven network . . . suirounded by spi^. sleep-ier and unseen. ... Yet in the maid Mariet^ the Slav

S^^ •'"iT'^P"'^ "'"^^ """"eJi to carry out hispnrpoees smgle-handed. The cream of the thing was-
Adelaide never suspected Mariette.
Treacherous herself, she believed in the devotion of this

r„l ' r
'"'^^'^ ^^' ""^^^ 8rimly. planting fteshthomsm hermistress'sshuddering flesh. Andeveryday orso

ShT^'^w""'^«-«"«"- ThejeertSti^om-

"Maeommhttlaititlttl
BOat! daiu It tempt/
Ma ammin etait btlle I
Httatl damhtempi! Silait
fMuMr <m umptr r
Avmdtma ammtn :

L'Amour n'o j«'<t mmrir I
BOcu r

™ShT^ 'T^^J^'
*""' °* A^i<^ide-B lip on reading

7^2 I ^ ^""^ "• *^ -^"^ J«8l«. burr-like
stuckm her memory

: for she it was who had been beautifulm the time that had passed for evermore-the gossip at the
first sight of whose damaged, miveiled charms Love sighed
and gave up the ghost.
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Lin.

Po^oneddaggersat Adelaide, whoTws^^ill'"''"''''-wa8 reoogniwd and tamm^lyJ^^ TT '^7'?''^',^
Te„U,aio warriors, one a tail iL|^d^i^%°^ *'!"'

ttniBt the man S o^l^^^
^J" bavarian coolly

jumped upon Teatei
-"riage-door and

" Meine gnodigaie
. . . loveliest Countess von wn„'f •

the go-by to your old comrade Ott^ sCalo i

^''^^

W^sman, who claims a greeting from you m''*
'^° '' '""

they followed twinJt«I and tnJ^^ ^f
"^"^^ ^'^'^^

front seat. incoZr^g theiS^S .""f"" °° ''"^

boots, and filling the Zict wwTir V^"" ^°"8 ''P""«d

wine. Both3dmuIh tt«

H

u*"*""
°* "'S*^ "»<»

nowSd*Atlilf ^ '°°« '^°«' *-« War is over Wenow hold Alsace Lor^ine and the conz^tzy north a^ east^J
3S
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Mete. The Crown Frinoe is making for Ch&lona; that will
give the F/enoh Emperor an attack of hysterios. Ho has
handed over the supreme command to Bazaine, and yester-
day left Gravelotte for Verdmi. That means Chalons, and
after Chalons wiU be Paris. Badinguet has had enough of
campaigning to last him the rest of his reign."
Adelaide asked:
" And the Prince ?"

The brown Husear puffed out his cheeks and squinted like
a pantomime-maflk. Tht Bavarian replied

:

" Lulu went with papa, though we heard they had trouble
to make him. He wanted to stop and kill Prussians—
they're such horrible beasts, you know I"

" You droll beggar, Strelitz, shut up with your mum-
mery," said the HusiUr, leaning across him to pitch his
cigar-butt away.

" Madame is fire-proof, why waste the stump of a three-
mark Havana S" chuckled Strelite, keeping his own weed
aUght. He went on, drolling for the benefit of his com-
panion:

" This meeting, loveliest Countess, makes me feel a youth
again—garlanding the grim temples of BeUona with the
roses of the goddess of Love. Yon remember the claasioai
lessons you used to give me only last winter, in your charm-
ing flat near the Linden Strasse ?"

He ogled Adelaide with comic sentimentality:
" And the jovial supper-party at which I was present,

when von Kes8«l, of the Guards Infantry, had the presump-
tion to bring an uninvited guest

!"

"Why apologise!" laughed the Hussar. "The pleaa-
antest acquaintanceships are made by chance I"
" Ah, but this was not chance I" said the Bavarian, with

mock solemnity. "It was one of those accidents that
only happen by design. Von Soh6n-Valverden bored von
Kessel frightfully to take him—left the fat feUow no peace
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anffl he g.^ in. The Connt is „portod to h.ye paid the

Replied the comedian:
" He had three losses that erening. Each one moresenous than the last I"

^^ ™°™
Adelaide shrugged, but she did not look angry indeedthrough her veil her disdainful beauty assumS^^ smi^
"Three losses " the comedian repeated, " exactly as inmy oini case. For he first lost his money-so did I l-we

.rr^Lts. "^^ ''"'^-"'*" '' '- "^^ '•««'-

K. * P***"; *J°"
"^^ ^''"'y' » tewe !• protested Madamebut he. .U-humonr had softened into conscious coquZ

mwlX'^ '^ "^"""^ **"""*'' *'"' ^"'^^ 0^^

mIfSl'itT"
'"'^^'" """"""""i Otto: "had not his

mm off, nobody knows where ' "

nonct5;l^"'""
''"^- «^« »*<»-•' tone of haughty

"Count Valverden is now with the first Army, advanc-

^T::^^f'-i- He«aysL.hopestowinthe«lver
sword-knot before the close of the campaign "

" You correspond ?" the Hussar asked grinning as thetaver «gmfied impatience by kicking the back of the boi-

:::te™?cti^y""
''°* °°* °' '^^ """^-^ - ^'^«i'^<^«

" He often writes to me."
The driver, i^ored, opened a little padded trap-hole in"

^6^rS"''j'V^'"'- ""ol'PPed his mouth tortand shouted m the Hemish tongue.
" Oeef my V addreta /"
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Adelaide gave tho name of the Hotel dea Portea. The

offioors kissed her hand and said they wovdd oaU there on
the morrow. They waved as the /loere rumbled out of the
station. Adelaide waved baok, and issued quite another
direction through the driver's trap-hole. And the f^re
went jmglmg through the old-world streets of the castled
town that sits on the broad flowing river whose bridge was
crowded with French and Belgian officers, chatting, smoking
and discussing the news of the War.

Presently they were free of the streets, roaring with the
tongues of many nations, choked with trains of French
wounded. Red Cross columns, Sisters, surgeons, bearers
carnages full of visitors, and more processions of officers
on paroU. The /Jocr/ lumbered at a good pace beiiind its
pair of heavy-hocked Hemish horses, along a wide, straight
road, with plains on either side. And presently tall black
wooden observation-towers marked the frontier where
Belgian videttes and outposts amicably fraternised with
Fronr'i

Kilometre posts of wood instead of stone The dear
French laneur^ge in the mouths of people. Breasting hills
covered with woods, instead of faUow plains, intersected
with level roads bordered with eternal poplar-trees.
With the joy and relief of the return Juliette's heavy

heart grew hghter. Her muscles relaxed. She could un-
clench her hands again. For the horror she had felt at the
contigmty of the German officers and the loathing their
familiar address had inspired in her had been *weU-nigh
unbearable, thoiigh she understood their language but
imperfectly. And this strange woman, her self-chosen
protectress, who greedily fed on an admiration so coarse,
Who was she? What was she? The poor girl shuddered
as she wondered. Of women like Adelaide she had no
experience, and yet she could not silence the vbice of her
doubt.
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When Madame good-humonredly bade hw i.nl~,i, .. i

mow ? lvo„ „K* ^ *'"'* "™ *" y°" ^"iw". or meltedmow
? i>om whom do you inherit this torpid natiir«-_without viyaoity, warmth, or gaiety ? Y^TtTn^ acting in ^ and pa^ion^ ^ ^0X^^11^

A shook went through the eirl Shn vi.,ki •. ,

My mother.... Did you know my^^j Andknow^g her-dare you speak of her to47 "

displaying her!pS"S " f
r"?"" "'^' '"^"'^y

»Hesaid.stiniauW^C;nven;iX''."'^Ll^««''

at this miserable plaTe ?"
" '

'

"^^^"^^^ ^°1PP^
Juliette, rendered dumb by Krowino Wr «* i,

panion, did not answer Tl,/ ^T'^"* ^^ »' ^^er com-
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ivoprietor of thii hosteby that hia beaata ilioald br«ak
down here.

He now got down from hU perch. Adelaide lowered the
window. The man explained by the aid of aigna that the
horaes were quite exhauated and they wei» yet three miles
from Sedan. The proprietor of the inn aaaisted at the
colloquy, extending the diBt»ince by another mile—hinting
at poaaible dangera after nightfall. He conld aupply an
excellent aupper, a comfortable double bedroom—coffee at
the peep of day, a vehicle and horaes to take Madame and
Mademoiselle to Sedan, or wherever they chose. . .

Finally the driver was paid enough to satisfy even his
cupidity. Madame's luggage was taken upstairs, the ladies
mounted to their room..'

It was a low-oeiled, dampish apartment containing two
bedsteads of uncomfortable aspect, with flock beds and
dusty chinta draperies. Candles were lighted, put on the
chimney-piece A fire of damp billets was set smoking
by the efforts of the chambermaid, who was not disinclined
to talk. French troops were encamped near. Let the ladies
look from the window. Those lines of red and yellow lights

faring through a rising fog, marked the sites of the soldiers'

watch- fires. There were officers down below drinking wine
and playing cards in the sofle A manger. Also, soldiers were
drinking cider in the yard. It made one feel more safe, the
presence of so many warriors. Indeed, Sedan was full of

them, and all the country round about At Metz also,

even more, with guns enough to kill all the Prussians in

existence. The chambermaid felt confident that they
would soon be driven out of France.

Still talking, she supplied hot water, and laid a little

supper-tabie, the ladies preferring not to descend. A
smoked omelette with herbs, some stewed pears, and a
seed-cake furnished the supper, with a decanter of thin red
wine.
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Adelaide nibbW and dpp«l du>oont«.tedly. Jdiettebemg famished, made a meal. The billet. «>tJng wS>th'Madame unrobed her .umptuou, person, arr^'h^f

t'

^ »d lawn, enlirting the «« vicWof^herohC «Sv^maid and gracefully betook herself to bed tJLLT^leaned on her white elbow, chatting whileJuJt. 5'
her own preparation, for th; do^Tlg "£**!. ""tm<xKiwaspa.t. She was amiableJ^'ost affecU^ar'"She even praised the girlish charms reluctantly Sdin'the process of undressing; remarking:

'"

execution among the men. Some of them actually prefercoldness. They say it gives the iUusion of innocence ^J
rj:iS^w*'^/'^'

^~' T^» doiirk^,^::
»tninkbeforeit,andshnt the window andslidetheWtPulldown the blind and drawtheourtain Xe!";;';be too careful in places Uke the«, 1 " '

' ^•""^°*
"But we shaU be suffocated I" Julietfe, cried in con-

But Adelaide waved her off, bitine her nalo li™. * %- •

U« blood ^k to them saying haL^ ^'ll is^nl^A spasm. I have suffered from them of late. Do nnt
-tareatmes^thoughlwerehideous. Givememyr«
things?^:"!; r.!"^

*°"***^-*'''"'- ^°^ •''-"/y-4
Trembling, Juliette handed her the gold-mounted baubleShe took a httle phial from it and a Lasuring-glassNow place one of those candles on the night-standhes.de me. One will not do-^ve me both ! .

. " '

There was laudanum in the Httfe crystal phial. WhenAdelaide had measured and swallow^ h^r dose she



" THE MAN OP IRON

Juliette winoed ut tlie thruit It w.'.'k
'

^

.peak jestingly of my father tTme^"
^

'

*"^°"'' ""* '^

tormt^'
*''•' ^'^^ ""• '^'^- th.n 1" ^p„Uted he,

^hich thTZmteS h^ r "'r
*''* ""PPer-tray

d^Ved into the d^rSfc,\1,"S:S
*» ^-v- She

twn«erfeu%rxr/:raf:ss:^^«-

r;!.rtTht2-'^f of^'-ri^ri^

Juliette^th a thn-n . / T u*"*
"^^8 ""^'^^ »' It^^y.

her8df
^' '""^ '^'^^ indeaoribable. recogn.w
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1 he beloved roinB wu .v u

^ achingh^ r„r^"Btr:'r*\*'"' ^-^ ''™'' ^^
«pon the floor, motioijLfT '^'"«''*«""«lt «> long
Adelaide ^^u^h^STrivoTl,"*'* *'" '°"°'-' t^al

'• Get up
! Wake" ^"* ^ ^ '"''^"« ""«" '*^^V-

sui^-nerei' mind ' Tl, r v .^™' "^ P'"°'' «ver
o»ndle.

. . . Li-i-t L' ., .^.
' "" n»Te blown out the

have light enough ;i;h:tt1r?°"''-Tir'?'P' ^•"' ^'"
hmd M, you chilly little frog I"

" ' ' ' "'^ ""'"^ y""

With potat<«.8 and stonee »PP«wntly gtnffed

??!s:s.^:f:fb!^:!ir'^ . lender.

"^^^-^^^Xn^^uZ^^J^t'C^-'^^^^'i to collect

^o/4ttKj!^t^";r:-/^or^ . .

.

and for my grandmotherTsIul r ^ *° ""' '"^ '"y«"'.

.."Ah-h," AdefairfSoTrr^l'''/-'^^^-'''
So you think her a terrible singer.Z^SLX^t^"
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The white-robrf figoM p^.hly Anddewd. r^ the

•newer o«me unfalteringly:

"It it not for me to judge—you. Mademe I"
The oleen ripoete pierced the oonMioueneee that h«d

been daUed by the opiate. There wm , d««dfnl rilenoe
during which the giri ccuJd hear her own heart drunming,
and through the noiM it made, the hi«, of her mothe^.
.harply intaken and expelled breath. Then Adelaide deBayard shrugged, laying in a tone of diowty irony

:

That » the moet sendble utterance I have yet heaid
from you, ma migrumne. WeU,_the dieoovenr wa. in-
evitable! Now, with your leave, I am going to Bleep I

"
And .he did, while the girl .at huddled among her «»nty

bedolothe., clasping he^ knee, and praying for day. Torn
between unconquerable aversion toward, thi. bold, auda-owu. worldly woman, and the old yearning toward, the
beautiful lost mother, enshrined a. a demi-goddee. in ayoung chdd's recollection, you may imagine Juliette's
mental and phynoal plight.

That one should shudder at the touch of her who stood
in so sacred a relation was inconceivable. . . . That one
should welcome it waa inconceivable also Mm con-
jectures a. to her mother's past, as her preaent mode of

o ' Tu-!I° '^ '~°' *''• '^P*'" "^ *^ daughter's
Convent-bred ignorance. . . . Would thow German office™

•T! I .
'° ^^^' «""'"'"ed •<> <«»wely and familiarly.

If they had not had reason to believe .uoh arproacLes
welcome even agreeable ? . . . The Uve. of Phryne.
Thais and Aspasia were misung from the pagee of Juliette's
School Djotionary of Cl«»ioal Biography. Yet when Cora
Pearl had flashed past her in the Bois, or upon the Champs
Elysie., dnving four mouro^oloured ponies in silver h^
ne»-wieldmg a jewelled parasol driving.whip,-,he had
instmctively averted her gan from the face of the courte-
san. -



THE MAN OF IRON SS5

W«i Jnlietto't motlier • womm Ukc that wom«n J And
why, within • few houni from their ohanoe, aooidental
meetjig, bad ahe inreigled her daughter into a inare 1

For that some liniirter purpoee had prompted the prooeed-
mg, began to be olear to the poor young girl.

Lore. ... Oh. Hearen 1 wai the look in thoM hard eyee
born of the divine tendemen that a mother ffeli for her
^ild ? W«i it not hatred that glittered from them ?Was it not revenge that had ooncootcd the plot ?

The marriage with M. Charle. Tewier, so keenly desired
by the Colonel, had been qrwhed by bia wife's kite-like
irwoop upon the bride. Was that story of de Bayard's
having been made prisoner by Pmasians true or invented ?n false, whither were they now bound ? . . .

" oh
help, Mother of Mercy, Mary moat pitiful I piay for me
that light may be giver mel-teaoh me what I ought
to do I..." *

Growing calmer, the reiieo: ooonrred to Juliette, that
this mother so strangely encc tered could not be all un-
tender towards her daughter, or the poarl-set miniature
wonld not have been kept This brought tears to
her aching eyes, and some relief to her apprehensions
She determined, remembering that token of lingering kind-
ness, that she would yield duty and obedience to her mother
now. Until she found her all untrustworthy she would
trust her She had invented freely, in setting htr
sprmges—and yet not altogether lied. ...

Sleep did not oome to Mademoiselle de Bayard that
night or for many nights after. She lay staring at the
curtains that met across the blinded window, until the dawn
edged them with a line of glimmering gray. As ihe streak
enoroaohed, she rose noiselessly, and silently as the dawn
Itself, approached her mother's bed.
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Adelaide lay upon her baok with her head throm h^k2-d-t if» wealth of rich black tre«ee S ZTt^

rlS Th^l^f''/^'''".?
clenched/one l^ra uS

StJtr^^'^/°^ °^ '•'" "^'"^ *he creamyoeauty of her throat and the sweUing oontoure of h«r m»/

CSS"""- ?•,"«" ""'"•^^i^'»£

daughter. Violet shadows were round her ««ied ev«l!tand about her nostrils and mouth. 8hem^Stand murmured brokenly. ...
moaned a httle

"Nicolas
. . . Monseignenr . in.„it

don I
' rt-i

6"">" • . . msuit . . . never par-

wiSv ""^^ "IL*"'*
.''*' 'y* '>^'"^' "t^i^g "bout

•ta.e?b::^ST'^^ «^^'l°-/"Hette:
Juhette answered Zply-and UteTi?:'''"

' "^"« '

infamj'*
only a woman of f«,hion would be capable of such

LIV.

K or pleasure. A middle-sized, clean-shaven, in-
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otmpcmvB, elderly man. in an ill-flttin, Buit of Ar.h

wve neat of the weather, and gnoke thn 1^^«.l. f xi.

.onve™ation.n.anu.l. witi the Znt t ino^^t^'

«l!!2i r^ r"^'""*
light-blue ribbon. His luggaKe oon-

WcS1'"r r"'"^ *"*' » P°'*'*'"« eaael.Eh^g.

morLiL^W "'^''^ """ ^"''^e """''l '^e" be

Wh^^o <Lr "^P*" '"•'"' '"'"'"'««' Juliette

wit?.^'^^"^*^"*'" '"'PPy *" acoommodate the ladieswith a sharem the waggonette as far as BazeiUes where he

whT^'!^*"^'"^''^'*""- I»t«n>™tingfrrAdeLc^who possessed no English, Juliette leaded that theHw^'destination was not Metz, but Ch41ons

woid^^^Tf^'^ ^ *^^ ^^''^ °f 'he morning

JLltr-^ ^'^^^^ ""''«' °'^^' oiroumstances

whJe the breastmg rises crowned with woodlands w^gcJden uijkes^. Tents of French brigades snowed IZtheco^try^de. Bugles and trumpete sometimesdro^^
o«nH^!u ""• ^'^°°°''' '^'*« ^''°«' ^t^a"" their roldconducted them. Thestubbles we«,fullof grain-devoJ^^

^^t-lads threw stones. The drab Englishman praised

that Mademoiselle had command of the toneue of Albionhe reverted to that language with evident rXf.
'

ErLlanH
other when necessary. And since I left

2t^ r'T °'°"*'" '^"-'"y P°°' health requiring atohd^y from busmess-it has been necessary m<^t of fhe
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" A«k the hideoM animal in the ugly olotheg whether he

has seen a newspaper this morning." instructed MadAmis.And find out if he knows anything of the movements of
the Emperor. Those miserables at the inn were absolutely
Ignorant, or else they would not tell

!"

The drab English trayeller had reason to know some-
thing of hw Imperial Majesty, having reoenUy encountered
him with his suite at the village of Gravelotte, eight mUee
from Metz. He explained in a rambling manner, and withmany divagations, that he himself had been surprised bv
the intrusion of War at the outset of a sketohing-tour in
the north-west of France, which was to have realised the
ambition of his life.

" Painting from Natpre and playing on the violin. . .

rhose are what I may call my weaknesses," he told the
ladies by-and-by.

He was moist-eyed and red-nosed and shaky-handed
which must have interfered with his brush-work and
bowmg. An odour of strong watere exhaled from his
person and clothes. You, had yon been there, could have
imagmed him making an inventory, serving a summons,
or, mounted on a Holbom auctioneer's rostrum,—faiockinir
dowi second-hand works of inferior Art to imaginar4
bidders, and vaunting the qualities nf sticky-toned violins
Save for his garrulity, he was inoffensive; though his open
conviction that his fellow-travelleis were mother and
daughter, caused Juliette infinite anguish and disquiet of
mind. ^

" With regard to His Majesty the French Emperor, I was
brought mto contact with him unexpectedly," said the
drab man. " Yon can picture me, young lady, in the enjoy-
ment of my weU-eamed holiday, strolling as one may say,
from viUage to village, enjoying the fresh air and the
scenery, such a change after five-and-twenty yeare .;
Camberwell, the Courts of Law, and Pumival's Inn."
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Adelaide complained •

The drab n>al prattied oT '"^« "°" '

to a Meroantr«d Cal;^^« '^"-°' by my father

when only seven^JT^S S^'^ '* Bromersham

-der-oler. in t^^:^Zut'^^lr^^^ZZ'<~g at the bottom of the ladder, you see i At !^
I.art,oled;-.gain to the old gentlemr. He hi, *^^

tor and attorney with » »„J ij * v!
'^"'« * ^o''""-

He sighed and shook his head sentimentallyNo use to tell the old gentleman T l,3T v
other ambitions That ArflTJj *

'^'' ''°™ ''"'»

of Music oall^' itlS
afaecmation, and the voice

T'j ~, J ?
•'^ P'*y^ -t " «een on the oninf

coursfrtis ini>ri^ir"orrr ^^"r-^"Model at a Night SchoolTLtllt BuTi
""^ "^^

time. The old gentleman m^t Weleen " ' T'' '

°*

than I suspected, for he always WLeTroV '^^
to the grindstone. Will yTbeC^tha, T^ 7T'
box. and this easel, and trWotZnty^^^ISnever got a chance to use 'em, unta now » 1^^,"^ !,was my liberty hectored over, and Z'talenTthaf ^^We m«,e me the cent, of a circle ofS^'bliSby the Senior Partner and Head of them^ ''^^
Adelaide, growing more restive, interrupted:
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••Dob* thi. fatuoiM pemon who talk, go greatly affordany information or does he not ?"

b j
u™

H..lf~]^**
' T^^ "^"^ ''°" * ^^^^ °* *•>» ^n>»n Aque-duct at An, that would surpriw you," went on the Lbman. addreeaag Juliette, "regarded a. emanating fromthe pencil of a simple amatoor. Also I could touTh off aSVench chansong on the violin in a style equally creditableand gratify,ng.-.»d justifying my retiiTment from B,«^

ness m the interests of Music and Art. But "

He took out a plaid sUk handkerchief and wiped his moist

TnZt '*
Tu '!;««**' *''*' «^«^ "^ '^' -'"' theabsurd blue-nbboned straw hat in a maudlin, despondent

"But just as I'd setth^ to the roving life, tramping fromurn to inn and finding 'em comfortable, the count.? c^kin^
tasty, and the country vintages nice,-War breaks out and

ChtlT^rLun^r- "-'• -"^ ' ^'-'' '-^

the^lJaTSS^
"'" "'' """*"' " ""•*• •-' P"* "-^

" It was gomg oheap-the Chatto and farm and wine-
plant and vmeyards. I had a good look at the title-deeds
-everything was in order there, even to a professional eye.

• .
Aill had to do was to put down the money. I'd havepamted and fiddled, made wine and drunk it-sold what Id^ t dnnk, and branded the vintages: ' Chateau Mustey,

Ij^, Sparkhng
. . . Chateau Mustey, Special Still.' . . .Chateau Mustey, sweet, preferred by ladies Stop

SJ, "r"'"^'*
^»^« ^^ that name! My name isFumival

!
Excuse me, Mam'selle, but I think your ladv-

mother « making some remark to yon. At least she im-
presses me with that idea."

"Madame is greatly desirous of intelligence with respect
to the Emperor." Juliette explained. The talkative
traveller looked aggrieved

:
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jg,

•ounymg of soldiers. . . . iZlJ, h^ "'^« '^'^

at four o'clock in the n^onu^S tt^ ^"^ ^^ °«
««y baggage-^ the fCi;^tj^""! *"''»' *°
o»nnon ... no mnr« .-. . , V^ wiupped off to drajt

• • A^d wh:n"hrs: ir"" '°"' •"^••-^
Positively perilous to Si m '\'^'^ ' "*"""*""
lately in d4er of njylifcT.. ^' ^^' ^'^ »1»°-

CS!" H^'KyTESh"" f'
'-' "^ ''•^

She bit her orinwon lips^he ^/h'^'' r l!*"""* 'P"'^"'
her mildly, oommentilS.

Enghshman regarded

--eL:'rh:xSe"fthrv''*'"''*°^""'=''-y«-<«
of her own. But itTthI nl. ^T ""r""" *"^ * ^^'"Per

fe feature.
• Ni't''lS°;l""tt;'°^"-^°''^«too much expression. Heart hesLfkT " «^^'" *°

W-spirited r And even ^0;^ j!^!^^ '^'^ P^^7
ask me! For I SDeTtM Tf^. *''*°'»y«'"'ifyon
Majesty's, the nighfhe sit^\r ' "^^ "^^ ^^
«^ didn't shut my ey« f^f!^^*'''^ »* Gn»relotte,

a^hUmoaningsfn^hlS^Srar^^---^^

silvlm'oun^edh.^^rpr:::^'.^'^^"'^'^-'-^W asked me I wo^^-*V t * '"'y'"
" ' • ^^ « he

• How much better tfbl m"" f"^'" "''"'«• thinks I.

hon.t Englis'^'tmmtf
' ttTT ^^'''- -

cnme-stained conscience keewWr Kf'"' ^'"^
nightol'" '**P* 'i™ broad awake o"

Said Juhette, her eyes bln« fi~ *_
Mually pale ch^sks: '

^^^ ""^ "^ ^ ber
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"But you. Monsieur—who abo sleep badly.-* that

oeoauae yoti have orime upon your soul 1"

I." !^w ir* ^''" **'** *° *'^ creature thai haa frightened
hJm ? Adelaide demanded, as the drab traveUer's jaw
dropped and his red nose glowed brillia Uy in a visage of
dingy-white. ^

*.
''^^ t^'Mlated. Said Madame, regarding the per-

turbed Mr. Pumival with a glance of superb indifferenoeT
He IS a runaway husband of some Englishr-oman who

keeps a pension. Or the absconding clerk of a London
notary.

Whatever Le may or not have been, he feU silent after
the httle passage her^ recorded. At Bazeilles. where the
driver was paid, and the waggonette dkiniseed, though he
entered the same tram of vilely dirty third-elass oarriagee
and goods-trucks, he travailed in a compartment remote
from that selected by his companions of the drive.
At Vwdun they learned that the railway-bridge below

Metz had been blown up by M. de Baiaine's Engineers the
line beyond being in Prussian hands And at this
point the drab gentleman got out, hugging hb violin-case,
bag, and artist's fit-out. Juliette saw him swallowed upm a roaring crowd of mobilists from the Ardennes, who
rushed upon and instantly crammed soHd, every comer of
the tram.

A good-looking officer entering with the deluge, apolo-
gised to the ladies in a weU-bred, easy way.
"It is moonvenient, Meedames, but at the same time

necessary I take these Uttle ones to Chalons to be
incorporated in the New Army of MacMahon. . . . They are
rough as you perceive, and very few are yet in uniform.
Biit blue cloth and red cloth are less important than chasse-
pOts, and they have them and can use them,~these little
ones of mine

!
And when they receive orders to mareh
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officer and his^oZklJn ^f^u^lf^
«'"«''» fr""- 'he

She said she hadTS^ht^l*^' ^'^'''*««'d "nobiUata.

Western France She hL , J"'?**' °' *''«~ «»» <>'

««»ort to Paris, havimtsnn^nTjf! ^^^- "t'^ded to

a oria^^in^SXJi'thf^";.'^«^^-
" ^'«'

'
"t such

^Heiter for the ^ottZ^^uTZT' "" "" ""*
that the Emperor hw »1«X w* rll "^^ * *<*«'
Headquarter St.ard'Stn^'r.'^!'' ^' **""«»

Mahon Rheim«i!rfK J ^*°^***^"'yofMao-
i. aKo publicp^X *''^,.'^'^*^--ttat inLii^

;;
And the Prince ?" Adelaide asked eamrfv

*^e£ZrC*^^^,t^^^f^» Bh.n. With

Hisoarriages/andrelTof^lLSi^^^n'^''''-'^''"
Colonel Watrin. His three«^^ ^^ ^"""^ "»<!«'

Wonel Comte cC t^^ T^' ^°'°"''' ^''"'«y.

^ttleship ^e ^a^^rattoTlT'^aSK/^ ''"

equenynowinsteadofoldBaohonr' S^?„ m T "
• You descend here ? WnV r

,i^"^°"' Madame ?

-vem„« to Ch^ons ... Pe^if.Vto'trtJ^ -:

"Pon thf platfo™ Ci !h *^."""* "'**' ^-P °"t
»gnalli„g the start Adel^*^ '

k"™ ^ "'^ -* "^

Slider^^.-"r--^^^^^
-^.ueh^rTr^.a:jzt.r.-tjrrr
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The signal fell, the train (teamed out of the station,

Juliette, white and fagged, sitting on an up-piled luggage

truok, was asked by Adelaide

:

" Where do ynu think we are going now, Mademoi-
selle ?"

Came the weary answer:
" I do not know, Madame. . . . First it was to Metz

and then to Ch&lons. Now, it mj»y be to Bheims, as the

Emperor is there ?"

Adelaide returned tormentingly:
" But we are not going to Bheims."

A thrill passed through Juliette.

" My father is not a prisoner, then !"

" My faith I" said Adelaide, shrugging with oatentatious

indifference, " he is as he was yesterday. But all the same,

my little one, we do not go to Bheims, but to Bethel. . . .

Tell me—you hare brought with you a walking-oostume

that is tolerable ? Something more becoming than this

lugubrious garment you have on !"

Juliette replied in the negative. Adelaide's look was

coldly scornful as she scrutinised the little figure before her.

Could this really be her daughter, this pale, peaked, elfish

thing ? . . .

What sloping shoulders, what tragic, haunted eyee, what

a long upper lip, what lack of vivacity and elegance. . . .

Her grandmother—that well-Ijathed woman, lived again

in de Bayard's child.

Monseigneur-the Prince Imperial must have curious taste

in feminine beauty to have been smitten with, this stiff

little white-faced mannequin. Whom de Bayard wor-

shipped . . . whom even Straz had admired. . . . What
were his words. . . .

" A litilt Queen of Diamonds, fresh at

a rosebud /" Grand jDieu ! . . . how comical !
" A rare

jewel. . . . A tihic type. ... A pocket edition of Psyche,

before that little affair vnth Cupid."
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WeU, Cupid waited at Rethel. . . Her «d !,,>. »,iti. .

with th, j^ ,.„g,^ .J,. .tiJ^^XwL S
vrith the .wrft w.der.ta„ding of this atranger thaVoanTof

ttu^riraur-"-"^' '"•*" ---^^-

J
She hate, me! My mother hate, me I For that reawn

oTTJ^^th / '"" P""""*^ *° '*° .omething.
. . .un

1 my father, if only you knew 1 . .
." » • •

LV.

Thb Hope of a tottering and ommbling Empire waa in.taUed at the Prefecture of Rethel, a pio3„„roldworid nver-town of many bridge., and hola^th qu^^

r^rir-
^"""^'-^ '°""' •"'' '- '^^^ «-«» ^y

He had attred late on the previous evening. There had

enAu«a.m m greeting the Imperial heir. Pre™ oZ^
we.*nowtelhngmoreduIo«.rari«an.thatinoonrid«S
of the Prmoe's wearine.. the people had foregone theirpnvJege of welcome. In honeet truth, theSky tot"folk were too sad and siok-hearted to cheer

mz^^^^t ""! ^^"^^8 *" '^' neighbourhood ofMejz. The First and Second Armies of United Germanvhad crossed the Mo«,lle, wheeled right-about-face and we^dosing m on Bazaine, who had faUed in his attemnlto
retire upon Ch«ons by the Verdun Road. TheS ia^

ingNorth mstead of moving upon Chalons. H his vanraardclashed with MacMahon's patched-„p Army therS
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be twnbte. . . . Bvwyone «nMot«d trouble, the aoil of

• R»noe h»d been «,wn io thickly with the bewl seed fmm
which great national diwrtera apring, even before it had
beeh ploughed by German sheila. . . . The oomitg tragedy
chilled and numbed a< the iceberg chills the senaee of the
pawenger in the Atlantic liner's warm deok^abin, long
beforethe keel gratee.and the white fog lifu,and shows the
towermg Death on which the doomed vessel is being hurled.
The deep dejection of the officers around the Heir

Imperial oonld not be covered by any weU-meant attempts
at disguise. The rumours that came through the fog into
which Bataine had vanished were horribly disquieting
They waited upon thorns, for a telegram from the Em-
peror, conveying intell*genoe on which they might rely.
There was something in the situation of the lonely

proud young creature they sniiounded that made the heart
bleed as you looked at him. So helpless and yet so repre-
sMitative of unfettered Power, so ignorant in the ways of
the world and yet so conversant with its outward forms and
ceremonies, so palpably the last fraU link upon a chain
that was being hacked through by the Prussian gwoid.
He had grown older and thinner since the days of July,

and his fresh, fine colour had faded to paleness. There was
a frown upon the open forehead now, the gay, confident
regard had changed to suUenness. The blue eyes were
less lustrous. The silky chestnut hair was rumpled and
duller. Care had overshadowed the boyish head with her
heavy sable wing.

The arrival of the previous night had been sudden and
unexpected, the startled authorities had been rarely put
about to find fitting accommodation for their Emperor's
son. This morning Monseigneur had been hurried out of
his bed at the Prefecture to receive the apologies of the
Prefect, an Imperialistic vine-grower, who had been
absent in the interests of his affairs.
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j^^

bom, W.U 4nd S.TI1 J^T""' '^''•'^"-hare
Next month the oha^ST^t •*"'"« magniBcently.

Women cnnot ^ Zl 1. ''"•"y hamp-.r. n.. . . .

'>i^P^'J"*E'^if1i''TJ''*?''''--'«t ^d nudged

of tho.e «r»pe.pioke« «d^'J.^o ^"^ ^tether ,„y
»d volunteer. «d oon^^^oT/!!^"' ^*^'»*«

«t«n to their oo':mt^r.g2n
, IT"!' """'? '^"^

they would not be tlSoro TZL ^'^ *''"'•«'

the v.* e^eSW. '^ " "^ ^^ ""^ ^°«"'mg m

on^:^^^^:^^"^ -f.
po.pe«,u. vineyard.

-der the mtW^'f^^S^SS^it''^ r""'"""wmourt were oorreot an «H™^ ^ ^'P' ' " t^*'

Pl-oe at any moZ^^" ^e u^J^r^T ™«''* **^«
to becoveri, the„»d ^h^'^S ""^ -« ~«
But MaoMahon had bmn &1..L4. i. ^
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be • pcrfMt win) and UadMna will Mrt^ini. .> i.U^ I"

"^ -Mowne wiu oertainly Uh» yon to

rwponiibilrtiei.
. . . Tni.,-Hii Hlghnei i. w^mlrf^^

ho««n«, ... the d.n««r ol . wppri^T "

impl'bt?- • • ^°---'-y«l««^- XTietlUngu.

brtook h.m^ home. Inh.biting . rfverride^ Tthene^hbourhood, from which reddenoe-we m«7roOTo«efor the better oondnot of hi. extenrive bu.i„^^^*2^pluo inM^tion oonn«rted hi™ with ^^'pl^"Bru«eb^Lwmbourg-«rf wh„ neoee^^-K^t

.?!rszs^,j^Trr t^-o-"*^
in ti.- „• iTT "*~5'»™»' out hn zMl wu Bpproved

kt^wh»,^'- ^•'^'-^^"^"'RethelTLTe
l»ter, when Berhn wm settled at Verwillei.

thfL^T!,'^''' T ^ ""y ^^ *« •>» ^'>. to '"'"d

S h^r ,'^r*'
*" *•"* ^''«"' o' *»" P^rfeoture and

1^ !1°T
'•**'"' '^'^ ™''" •"^«' to "ii^ with thecrowd and oheer for the Emperor and the Prince. Con^qu«.tly a drum, trombone, comet,and ophicleide shortTymade their appearance before the Imperial lodginge. .^

Momieignenr while he breakfarted. Sine, then he had
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It WM pouring «i„,^ th, knotoof «f« 1«J.' ^
genuine enthutiMt. •». .i.«u_^ v ^ '

'*^"" """^

waitM) f«, !.. . ^ norrible, even when on*

DoerihUfW K
"^ '*P'^«' »'<' M. Baohon. "U i,

brightaei^e JL^ "^^ "
'

^"^ ' «"'• »' t^old
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oravftt tlurt flowed over the expanse rf white shirt-frontnow oovermg his Herculean oheet.
He wore white spats, which made his short legs appear

shorter A bouquet adorned his buttonhol^pSc <Wtion and tuberose Its cloying fragrance hung heavily on

i:.^:iZt.
*' '"''^"" -ept-room, as thel.y

Em'^?^' ^ *** ®*^' ^ y"" '~'°» *° "» f«»° the

riH Tt'-'"''
^''' "«» n°

' •
" Strae had long ago gotnd of ins cold, yet a certain thickness characteri*^ his

consonants. He shrugged his great shoulders and smiledshowmg his dazzling double cuxvee of solid human ivory'
I come from Rheims. where His Imperial Majesty »^^^^- ^^'--<^«»-8ed with any mes^ge

The boy's face fell. He said, with a brave effort toconquer his disappointment: " I am impatient. Monsieur,

ZT^« T^?'^"^^ '**'«' '°°« »*"«« the engage-
ment of Saarbnlck and that was only a little one. y7u arean officer in the Army of Roumania, you have told me

tlZr^'T^^ ^"^*^ ^' *^* '^*»^ Pl»n« taketime to develop ... and that Papa has every confidence in

fZZf'^^^'f.^:^'^'--- aiwerefiveorsix

Impenal fitatMajor
. . I should miderstand the reasons

Ir
*?,"^J'h»ngee which puale me. . . . But one thing Iabould hke to ask. . .

." He flushed and glanced lold
nervoudy. They do not beHove in Paris or London thatwc^a^being.. .beaten,... I beg of you to answer me

Stoaz difm himself up dramatioaUy, expanding his huge
chest, and curling his parted moustache. His fierce black
eyes, staring from their great curved arches, gHttered like
baij of pohshed jet. ...



THE B£AN OP IRON 57,

the Bo^^partes to rise wsplendent from a »e» of gore^Sfrom Praesian vems. . . . They wait, ae the world" ^te

ooa&ot, which wdl lertore to her for ever herlort Provml
poll IV "^^.d* T' ^ *'"'* *••« C""-*'- °f nTpoleon IV. wJI be solemnised in the Cathedral of Cologne.

Aha,myPnnce,havoIwona8miIeatlast«"
He looked, despite the f,-xK!k-coat, more than ever like^me anc^nt warrior of Assyria, marching in a^^and ^ted procession along the walls of^me uneaSpaJace of Nmeveh or Babylon. And so admirable ^actor was he that the sick heart of the boy now w^mtl at

of\:r
""' """^ '"^''"'^ "* ^- -i-pt^-^wts

hZL^"^ ^^^^ "^ ^""P""^ ^^'">'" he went on, " inbr^hter «.d less gloomy surroundings, with sympathet"and^dehghtful companions to aUeviate his ^^ f^^

n,^! fi

' ^"""^^ **"* '^"8 ''^'"^- The slender, well-

f^J^r "^"^ "P ^"'"'"y- The delicate bro^frowned, the hps quivered as the boy said
• Monsi^ir, it is not ' exile ' when an officer is orderedon Acfve Service. ... And I am with the French AnTwhose umform I wear. For the moment the EmSmy oommandmg officer, has ordered me to remain here

1 did wrong to grumble-I shall do so no more !"

Straz ^ed and bowed to cover his momentary con-

r°,L ri "^ '"' '"^ *'"' indigestible wor^ He

"There are no violets-it is not the proper season.
Does Monseignem. remember when the purple blooms^hed him regularly at intervals, one timid scrap rfpaper hidmg among the slender stems ? . . . And would
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he, did he know how the sender languished for news of him—entnut me with one pencilled meea«ge of kindness that
might restore the rose to a fading cheek 1"

The clear-eyed, fresh face of the boy he harangued
underwent several changes during this windy apostrophe.
For one bri' ' instant it flushed and brightened eagerly,
then it frow 1 with perplexity, then it twitched with the
evident desire to laug^.

He said, controlling his amusement with his giace of
good-breeding:

" Monsieur, if it was a lady who sent me those .olets,

pray tell her that she was very good to do so, and that I

thank her very much. And since she asks for a message-
perhaps this will do as well ?"

He turned to the .writing-table, where some sheets,
covered with clever pen-and-ink caricatures, lay on the
blotter, and took up a rough little outline drawing of a
landscape, marked with lines of dots and written over
with notes. He said ingenuously, ofiering this to the
Roumanian

:

" See, Monsieur, this is a mere sketch of the affair at

Saarbrflck. I did it to send my tutor at Paris, but M. Filon
shall have another one If the lady has sons of my age,

no doubt they will be able to draw far better. Neverthe-
less, here it is

!"

Under the date of August 2nd, he had signed it, with a
touch of boyish vanity:

". UrJ^r fire for the first time.

" Tour affectionate

" Louis Napoleon."

" What genius !—what a gift ! How gracious an act

of kindness on the part of your Imperial Highness !"

Straz grabbed the little scrawl eagerly, pressed his moist

scarlet lips to it with theatrical devotion—made a tre-
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mendouB flonrieh of putting it away in a pocket-book, and
bestowing this receptacle near the region of his heart.
" Though the lady has no sons—she is not even yet

maxned," he hinted. " Dare I confide a secret to Mon-
seigneur !—she is a young and beautiful girl

!"

Bfo.iseigneur had been promising himself to caricature
Strai at the next opportunity, not forgetting to make the
most of his profile, hair, and beard. Young and beautiful
girls were no novelties to Louis Uapoleon, accustomed to
do the honours of Versailles and Saint Qoud to the muslin-
clad daughters of the sparkling coquettes who frequented
the Imperial Circle. He began, struggling with the
boredom that began to oppress him:
" If the young girl is your fianeie, Monsieur, or your

daughter "

The speaker broke off at the sound of hoofs and wheels
on the cobblestones of the Place, the bump <rf a carriage-
step let down, hitting the kerb before the Prefecture.
Someone had arrived with a message from the Emperor-
or perhaps it was only the Prefect's wife returning from an

u"^"?' ; , . ^*^' "•'"'^ '"*''* ^° <>*'»«• t»^ liunseK
had he failed to seize the opportunity:
" Monseigneur, Mademoiselle de Bayaid is not affianced

She has hitherto declined all alliances proposed as ad-
vantageous—it is said her affeoti»,ns are secretly en-

His smirk revolted even while it fascinated. He said
rollij.g his glistening black eyes about the apartment—
8hn gging his great shoulders, laying a thick white, equat-
naUed finger mysteriously against his carmine Ups:

" Engaged since a little rencontre that took place in the
month of January. . . . There were disturbances in Paris—
which the troops had been caUed out to quell. Riding with
M. de Frossard in the Avenues of the Champs filye^es
your Highness passed close by a young girl in a cab. She
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cried out^^ Vive k Prince Impirialf ... She threw •
faiotof violet., which rtruok your horseon the ahoulderyou had the flower.,in your hand, Monaeigneur, when yonrode away. •'

" i^'^^J '""""^ '" The boy'B blush became him.Or I should say I h*.ve not forgotten. And where is shenow. Monsieur 1"

"Where is Mademoiselle de Bayard ! Your ImperiaJ
Highness would like to know J"

StraE, who had thriUed with a sportsman', joy at theo^y of the float betokening a nibble, would hare givenh^ soul to know himself.... Now ~, he delayed- withihe
aur of one who momentarUy holds ba.i. «dmetl: ,ig eagerly

r^ »
' t" '^T^ '"""^ '"** ^*««i' 'PProa^hedand whispered to the I^oe.

LVI.

these two hidies. M. de Straz has just been speaking of
Mademoiselle de Bayard."

^^

sp^ii^rt-^"^ :^J'"
°*"»^^ "^ricken^ otT'fr*'

his hand to him and saying: " I am verymuch obliged by your visit. Monsieur '"
^

The equOTy retired, shepherding the unstrung Eou-m^n. The Prince waited, looking at the doT^
in ^he h"!^ *T •*^"«"'^« *!"> -rtairs, a slight bustlemj^e hall, or so It seemed to him. Once a ™Sed voicecried out somethmg, drowned in the buzring of the crowd
that now gorged the Place of the Prefecture

Jl,t^,rT^\. ?*-^ •'"''"'^^ °* '^^ Fire-Brigade

the edge of the pavement, showed as fringing a solid mai
of d'lppmg umbreUas; there were clumps of more privi-
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o»™ge now rtood. donbtle* the vehicle that a mom^tP^v^ously h^ stopped before the door. TheC^t^Xh^ the* undress oooked-hat. on ; their blue-cpednZST

8„^L/*
""* ""^^ Why did not Mademoiselle come?Such delay was rather a breach of etiquette.

Meanwhile there upon the blotter lay a sheet of paper

«denn« that a mere boy had drawn it_repr^ntingM. Thiers, bald, spectacled, oracularly smiliii in theguise of a gobbling turkey-cock
^^

ushering ^^"'^'*»n''«^»P<>n the threshoW

boy laid down his pen, rose and came towards them
Monsenmeur. I bring the yomig Udy of whom I 8pr>ke

idenuty by Bhowmg me a portrait, and a letter from herlatner. ... She begs me to assure you that she will notie^ you longer than ten nunutes". For that s^e rftune I wU return t» the lady downstairs." He ad^ a1ihe Prince 8gW of enquiry: " The lady is the wife of a*>enoh officer, and accompanied MademoiseUe de BayardAs I went downstairs just now with M. de Straz we en-

i":d?^*'':f"''*''^^"'"^'^«- ^<^^^zzthe elder, she cried out and swooned away."
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ThePrinoe Mid:

.i^nr "^'^ *•"* *"" ^"^ "^y « to have ev«y

D-Aure anawered that the wife of the Prefect was with

^t'^f Sty^"- =" "''"*^' ""^ "^**^ -*»• -
"For the space of ten minutes, Monseigneur

.u^Tot STher:.^'""'^"^ '' ^'^^- ^^ --
The Priflce began with a touch of boyish pompousn, «:

thel^et^r
'^°~- >^'«"'>^- My thanks for

J^^" 'Tw *v''
'•*"' "^^^ "^^ » fairly rose-tinted,

covert rf black lashes,.with the softly-smiling mouth. The

Jt?e^l"T^°'^''"u ^''* ""^ ""^ ''«' PrincelmpenU
Juhette de Bayaid, who was not so much loyal as LoyaiJmcamate to whom the tawdry figure of «.e EmS
Jimpire was France—her France

wifh A^ -A^^r^
"he had been when she left Brusselswith Adelaide. Only a fiohn of black and white Malineslace hat she had brought in the handbag contai^nXen

'^^1 T"*"'i"^ "^ pinnedTbout ^..71^^.

^ZiT^ r ""'* " *^y ^'^' "»*''"»« this wa

HerS!^r° ''r,7«»^fi''«°t coils of cloudy-black hair.Her deft fillers had fashioned it in a few minutes out of they '^^^'^^."^^^'^^V^^ flohu. A bunch of fra^ntZ
purchased out of her own slender resources a fringed gray

Wr!^i'"',Tr'''**'''8~y"''8loves. An'dinls
hastily arranged toilette she looked elegant, refined, ex-ohwve as any slender aristocrat of the Faubourg St.
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trifling an ^c^^ence^. '^o^.^Z^' " """^'^
to receive me now ' Bni ihT T^ ^""^ *° '=°"«»"t

in the lu^d, o'le pSI^* t^^^ A" " " ^""'"''

pity prevail upon t^ fZ! ^''-MoMeigneurl-^f your

Army
!

Think, „h,,^y^Z:\ ^"^^ "'"^ " '•"

6ne stopped to control hera«lf *.u' /" 1. ,

juy wora ! tnat was a stunnnr 1 T j~ u .

hurt ? Are you as it h«.™!r« ., ° *"'P* y°" "* "o*
" W„ rwTiir

'^PPens. Mademoiselle ?"

^_

^o, no, Monseigneur
! But you?. "

„frf "«!'* •' ^^ lot* of "tars, though <"

meSSStf2htlT^^°"°-^-
JiUiette joined in

' """""""^ °* forgotfulness

" To laugh does the heart cood " th^ u
He went on "BoJtlT^u '

*'"» ^^X assured her.

37
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M«j«rty. And for you, Monwigneur-be weU aamrad <rf
tt

!
Now, with »U my gratitude, I wiU letin if voar

Highnesa permits 1" '

She swept her ourtwy, ud wonld have withdrawn
Mien had not Monseigneur called out eagerly:
"No, no I We have stiU eight of our ten minutes !Don t go I I do so like the way you talk. .. . Mon

*w (
^^'* ''«>»'<> *•»« Empress say to me H she knew

that I had Wt a lady standing! Pray sh down here.
Mademoiselle

!

He turned round the writing-ohair in which he had been
sittmg, made her take it-perched himself upon the
comer of the writing-table, a schoolboy of fifteen in spite
of his uniform, pouring out his heart to a girl older than
he. >

" It was horrible here until you came ! I was so
lonely. Everybody look, so stimnge, and no news comes
trough. It would L.*re been better to have stayed at
Metz where there is fighting. But no ! We were eom-
peUed to return to Chilons. ... On our way we were
nearly caught by the German oavaliy. T^ey are terribly
danng

. . they even ventured i"to our lines at Longeville.
... But we got to Verdun and traveUed to Ctilons in a
third-olass carriage. FrightfuUy dirty, and fuU of things
that bit And I washed my face in a thick glass
tumbler, out of which I had drunk some wine they brought
me. . . Fact, I assure yon I . . . But we soldiers don'tmmd hardships.

. . We get used to them. Made-
moiselle I

She looked up at the brightened face with the tenderness
of an elder sister. He went on with increasing animation,
and growing oonfldenoe:

" Do yon see that little black box standing there in the
corner ? That's my offloer's kit-all the baggage we're
allowed to have on Active Service. There are other boxes



THE MAN OF IROX
•fth other thing.

. .
.» ^^ b,„^

"79

would d.owit to everyone J T^' ^^'^ "»^ I
MademoiseUe -" •'"'"••• *o», ««,„• / . . g^^^y

" 0«e«, what thisT-^K^^ '"^"'"P*-

thought a lot of old i^oTwI: Snf"^'^'*
'"'' '»«•• I

wa« such a racket.
. . rZ^Zft °"* °' " '"'^' *here

friend one loveg above aU .hitm u "• ''^'P^ke for the

«iveityo„.MademSe';? '''*"°" Otherwi«, I would
She said :

"Monieigneuriitoogenerou.
t ^which to remember him t w " V ^ °«ed no token by

0/ the sympathy and oonde««„r* °f.*
*''«'«>nembranoe

has listened toadaughSTrl^ x
''^'"^ "^^ ^'^'^

take leave ofMor^^^^^T ' "

"
^ow indeed 1 most

of our ^n minis ^^dTdXT^^ "*"" "* ^''^ -"
moiselle-

. . . Will you^ite and^f,
^"^ ^ ""''''' Made-

obt^nsthereleaseofM.lI^Sr^'wt'"'*,*^"'!"'"*

Monseigneur a message for meV.
^"^ ^*'«^«<1 from

Louis Napoleon explained su,J i"l ,
that chilled his amu^m^ToJ A "°*^ ^*'' » S^^^ty
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tnoai,udlaokiiigindeUoM3r If this M. de Stntc wen
bnthere U MonMignenr oonld bat deteribe him I . .

."

SfoiMeignear MOght ap the onflniahed owioktim

:

" Look, Ifademoiaelle ! This i* he I"

ItwMhe The AMyrian head, great toTM, and abort
legs had been grotesquely exaggerated. Bat the ferocity,
sentimentality, and sensuality mingling in the exotio
temperament of the Roumanian, had been conveyed with
a mastery of technique and a grasp of character astonishing,
considering the artist's youth . And seeing, Juliette recog-
nised the man they had encountered in the vestibule. Just
as he had passed them, Adelaide had cried out, and sunk
down helplessly in a genuine swoon.

" Ah, yes, Monseigneur, I have seen this gentleman, but
a few moments ago. We encountered him at the instant
of entering the house. But I do not know him—I have
never before met him ! Why, then, should M. de Strsz
speak familiarly of me ?"

The boy said, with a taotfuhtess that was irgratiating:
Never mind ! . . . He was playing some stupid trick ! .

.

He shaU be punished if he offends you. Seel I am tearing
up the ugly picture !"

" Oh ! Monseigneur !"

She was too late to save the drawing. He went on,
tossing away the bits:

" Meanwhile—since the sketch I meant for you has been
given to this person, you shall have my shell-spBntfr,
though at JirBt I meant it for—Cavaignac."
He had never uttered this name, about which so many

lonely day-dreams clung, in the hearing of any second
person. He oould hardly believe that he had done so now
as he went on:

" Take my souvenir, and shut your hand over it, and
promise me you will never part with it. If you will, I can
tell you about Cavaignac—my friend, Mademoigelle I"
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W»« eyi tilt cItSi; ''::J^
'"

*'i«
'-•»»'ft'j fc«J

in thi. princely you^^Ctrt
'*°"'^ "^ "^ "«'' P"^

translation .t theConoourSS^
-^-ond prixe for Greek

g^mmar «> dreiKUnlly dull I aZ^t ""• ' '^ *''«'

'^w • Greek geneii a^ '^'^ 3"* Ale«nder the Great

flndithardtortudy beo^Je hXf- L,
' ^

*•'"* ^ -"'^
to me than iHterl^^^^'^lr^""'"''"-'^''
oarioature. of my maaten. than !„n' * .

'*•"'* *° *•*
Juliette Raid Lfk f ^ "•**" *<» them !"

He «id. in a tone^ldi JT ?.' ^^ "°* ''« '"

"I hare alway. attend^ ^^,"'**'*'*'"«^»ni*y:

Govemorwhen^^A^W„°"*^^ *° "^ '"^*«^

« Napoleon murti5^;riT^lZ*'"f*"'•'*'"'• ^«-
Riding oame eadlyZ^^'^t ™^t'

"""^ ' '*~*''8^*-
• • •

Whenlhavenleaaed^^* *
^ " '~™ *° "<ie "eUl . .

»«>-d. at FontainebL" i 1^*^ ''^ "'*^ *•>* •*-«"

• • • The Emperor ha. riven t-^ * Compi«g„e.

hunters. . . ." He add!!, v? *"" """gnifioent Irish

the unifon„-„, SrSp^n^l^L^ '"^''* --*y- " And
• • • Oold-laoed oooKt Jfr .!"

'*'*"'"*'• y°" know.
With crimson velCetS^ ^hilt t P"""!f'.«"«

"-^

J*Bt mgtt I dreamed iTa^ WiJ*^/^(^t^""'''°°*^the brown forest flying by as we3^ with Caraignao
. . .

fern.
. . . The sky wis LTeTT.^ .**'™«'' ""> f"*7

iust underthetipS'nwron":fNoyr"'r^^
'o«n.o. Of all When the stag t.42T^^IlJ^^^^
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f^^ H 7' • • • P- ">- •'<'«• •«««««« the JWrfW, the
Chief Hnnt«n«n offered me the kniie, .nd I «ud to him •

• ^T"!!' •** "•" (">• * to "»» Atwrf. ir. Okw'
ai^iuie r . .

."
w t

,
t/n»-

' And then, Monaeignenr I . . ."

He h«| told the dre«m with Ii^xpeoted ^>irit and fire.Tht gaUop thiouph the wintry foreet-ride. h^ been
•t.mul.t.ngly re.1 «, Juliette. She h>d thrilled m the
hMd.pr«»ed buoklmd leaped Into the pool. .„d turned
with antler, lowered .gainM the mvening jaw. of the pwk
\.^Z:^ u°* " '•"^ *"" "" *''°"8tt of the .piUedbood-iAe wanted to hear the reat of it. She wirfied
•Iway, to remember this gtoiy, told «,lely for her, by the
•on of her Emperor. ... ^ "

" ShaU I tell you ? The end i. not as nioe a. th^ :,e»nrung or the middle...." He heaitated, frowning aS,

•nd I felt the blade pi^-ne my h<*rt right throughHe said, with his dark, oright eye. on mine: 'Son of myfiMers «,emy / slay dupoU, not animals f ... A^d ?
felt the hot blood bubbling in my throat a. I an.we,ed:
rov have Med a great faith and a great hte r "

JlT ^^\*°™ °' ' '~'»»>«"tio, youthful kiU, but notwithout patho. Hi. lip. quivered. He nijoed them
together, and bhnked away tb- .tinging mXt moirture thath^ n«,n in hi. bnght eye.. Juhette «id. aching tooon«,le

mii^Tr n°
'^^ *'**°' "^•'' "^"ling to my «,hool-mate. of the Convent. l,our frienddiip with M. Cavaignao

wiU not be wvered by the blade of a hunting-knife "
He shook hi. head.

'

*^"ff
«" '* « l>y ""y hand that the rtab will be given.

... Yet how oould that be, when I Uke him ro very, verymuoh I
. . . I. it not strange, I have never .poken to
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Cvaignw. Md yet I would h«v« ohcw, him for mv oom
V^.^J. 11 oth«.. W„„ ev«, Espin^rciro
"I think I underrt«d.

. . ." Juliett««dd. feelingth. tu,of hu oraving for .ffeotlon and vnipathy. relj^iwr t^ton.ta,« that h«i found reliefinh^-^Jp.'^SrtiS
pity«« her Emperor'. «,„. " when the hea^T^e^ '^cannot d>ut one', ear., one m«.t Ibtenalw^.
Among hundred, of faoe. there i. one that paint, itilf upon

ttafJ, ""^^ *"" **" *"•• There i. one natZ
Sfth2T

'°°'''

"JT"'
'^^ "'^ "'««"'' *•>« other..TWrthOnt knowing that you do «,. you oontinuaUy oomp.;;

would W.A that per«,n to be near you. . . . You reJerIZ

sXI oy- With .peck, of bro4n and goldenTthem

^e„ 1 "L* k"'
""^ '^' P'*^"* "P»- You regret tha«*en you met hun you were »,t more oharminV^ more

T^ . .u ^? ^*'' **'«'» *° "member that you w«^neither of the.e th r,g,. ... Vo„ ^o^j j^e to hold out th^hand a. they do in England, «k1 «y. Pardon, p^ithat I mwunderrtood you, my friend I'
" ^

The boy, blue eye. rounded. Hi. &ir brow, puckered

moreaaing rarpriM.

" Pardon that I regarded you a, a hromjue, untidy boywhen you had been robbed, and were hom^le«, and iSlmg from hunger. For Monica', «ke you hid it Ld TappUud that noble .ilenoe ! I «,mire%ou J^ atl my
The Prince broke in:

" But Cavaignao has not been robbed, a. . ho ever widhe wa, hungry ? He lives with Madame, his moth«they are not rich, certainly ! A. Madame is a widow andhe an only wn, he i. exempt from military service. Hei.
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to embrace the profegsion of Literature-he will write great
book, or great plays, or edit a newspaper. ... And I would
like to help him to olimb to the very top of the ladder
Secretly—because he would never accept anything that
came from me ! . . , Am I stupid, Mademoiselle ?"
She said with warmth that covered a slight confusion

caused by that slip of the tongue an instant before:
'Ah, no, indeed ! but very kind and generous. Perhaps

If It were possible, M. Cavaignao would be proud and glad
to know you were his friend. It may be that the affection
he mspures in you, he returns, though he does not own it
I here can be no harm in thinking this, at least !"

The Prince said with animation:

LVII.

" I SAW him, I am convinced, when we left Saint-Cloud
outside the station near the Gate of Orleans. He stood
apart from the soldiei* and the people He was all in
black, and had grown older and taller. He looked at me
earnestly, and slightly raised his hat as the carriage drove
up. I saluted in answer, and the Empress asked tne- ' Whou that grave young man? Do yon know him ?' Isaid'J/v
mother, I have never spoken to him in my life f You
would have thought the Empress very brave, if you had
seen her, Mademoiselle. Nobody could have guessed shehad been weeping. Though the night before we left for
Jttetz

. . . when she came to me in my bed .
"

His lips twitched and one big tear brimmed over, and
splashed on the sleeve of his piou-piou's uniform. He
flushed bright red, and whisked it off as though it were a
wasp that would have st i ^ng

:

" She brought me a , -w medal to hang on the collar I
wear always." He slid a fini - inside the edge of his stiff
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'^f' Z^U '"'"~"'«^ "P "' ""Ok of gold chain. "It
....- .!...« Side a figure of Our Blessed Lady orushinff th«

to fight the Prussians, we drove away when they came te

ZZT"^°'"'- •,• • """^^-efeelhorTly^
. .

And the Emperor would not show it but T Vr.« I
suffe^d too. Then theoamp was beastl;.^'Tw'r:^„':

hrrbih t %t^-
^'-'^ •"«"- '^^ Hardi7r::;;°

of the Army of MaoMal^
,^rrame_the Algenan troops

poJ^gt'orhL"'^^
•"" ^*"***^- "« *••« -'-^^ --
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hey wanted to be led onoe more against the Qenuans

'

-to be revenged for aU their losses and misfortunes •
'

I understood why they were difficult They did not
understand why we did not march at onoe to the north-
east frontier. No more did T T _-

,

like th^^ I Tj *
MO i-

. .
I was unreasonable,hke them

! But now we are advancing-soon. soon youvnn hear somethmg
! . . . We will effect a junction of

He was walking up and down, swinging his arms
gesticulating, grinding his heels into the arabesques of theAubusson carpet at every turn.

fL?^° *m*"'
^"' ^^ 8^"* P°P"'« rejoicings-the

Emperor will receive his du^there will be no mwe mis-
understandings. For the Emperor is terribly misunder-
stood, Mademoiselle, andhe is no longer young or strongHe has so many bitter enemies. ... I have heard him say'so, waeping—the Emperor, Mademoiselle

! . .
."

" Oh, hush, Monseigneur !"

But he did not heed Juliette's entreaty

™,!i
^-^r u^"i

'^ ""y'"* out to God in his room at
midnight, when he thought everyone was asleep, and hewas quite alone. ' My Ood ! U tM» the hegin^ng of the

f^yracej
. . Then I stole away and made a prayer fo^him and for myself. Mademoiselle. ... I say it regularly

eveiy mght since then."
^

His boyish pompousness, pride, and vanity had fallenfrom him hfce a tinsel diadem. Chivalry and loyalty, un-
selfishness and devotion shone from and irradiated the

tZ f! f^'.y^'^
*»' «"" ^ happinesefor me, 1 pray

l^^j "?"' ""^ ^*'" *' '^ ^y!<^*her, who needs it

wth Mm, I beseech Thee to grant him Thy pardon, and



THE MAN OF IRON gg?
Vmuh me, iiutead. All I n,h T"!^- t ,. .

you think, Mademoiselle ?"
prayer, do

th„~'°"'
^l"* °°«M command her«lf sufficiently to answerthere was a knock at the door anH th« „

answer,

He looked ««»«
»» '"e aoor and the equerry came in.ne looked eager and vexed, excited and disappointedVaj^ng emotions seemed to clash in him. But he sa^'ami^ and saluting as the Prince turned towardl him

'

1 he ten minutes are over, Monseigneur '"
len minutes a«o, Monsieur, to speak oorreotlv "

saidMonseigneur. with a mischievous l^k. Then Ws Zchanged. "News!" he called out eagerly "You hav!despatchesftjom the Emperor ..... Bon' t Jay awS
of f«l'7!!'

'^^ nimbleness of a gamin and the audacityof a spoiled princeling, he threw himself upon the equ^and captured the prize.
equerry

m1I^°'^ ,f^
Emperor at Rheim»-no ! don't retire^emoisell^! Yo .j^^eet-not like women^S

B« ..^ '.J " **'"™ ""y 8°°<* news with me. .

BcZr ^ *"" ^"""^ i^^^ <^ ^°" fa Tour.

^mj/ of CMlons w *>««(«; „po„ g^^ , „ ' ^

face wSl^l.-""* °' '''' ^""^"^^ "y*'- ^''^ -"bile

bTaLt^I.t^lper'T"'^"^*'"''"*- «" ^P-'^-^' ^'-^"«^ what did we leave ChAlons, if not to assistaoame?... Monlheu'... What infamy !.. . whvMn I not a man ?" j ' nay
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fht^il Ti* T'' P'P*' '"*° fragments and trampWthem beneath h., feet. His eyes blazed through the tLrs

»i^. Irn v*'°°'
'^'^ " •"« '^">'°«««1 between hhgasps and ohokings:

"^iTtwV .• '^^"" • • • ^^"^^ '<" ever!
... Is there no honour left in France V
^nf^T"'

^^'^°^^'>- « pity !" entreated the«queny,M deadly pale as Monseigneur was red. He held ^en todoor with a shaking hand, and Juliette hurriedly quitted

cries r*;""""; ^-^^ ^'^^ *"* "P°° *»•« «"» -'nd o"t-

T™- .

^""\'«'<J- '^tb a sigh of relief, wiping the
perspiration from his face

:

f "« "^

" You will not speak of this ? His Imperial Highness is
overwrought and exited. It will pass!^preseX"me conduct you downstairs !'"

noi!"'w'kv "t^
^*«''*-'« '^^'bed, a servant in the Uvery

that th?r^ '^""J!
approached the equerry. It appearedthat the lady who had accompanied Mademoiselle h^re-

cove,«d from her indisposition, and departed, leaving nomessage for her young friend.

"Madame wiU have returned to her hotel," said the
equerry He added, "By chance, MademoiseUe. the
despatches we have just received contain proof that yourfnend has been misled by false intelligence. Colonel de
Bayard has not been taken prisoner. He is now incommand of his regiment, with the First Brigade of

SrlY l^°r' CWrambaulfs Division, now Engaged
with the Third Corps in the neighbourhood of Metz "
Then as Juliette turned red and pale, and looked at himm breathless questioning, he added, pullinga vestibule-ohair

from Its place near the wainscot and making her sit down
Rest there one moment. ... I will speak to Colonel

Watnn. He is now at mess with his officers in the Prefect's
bilhard-room."
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Watrin of the Bodyguard. Chief of the Prince Imperial's*^rt. came clanking and jingling fron. his dinne^Knfirm the fact as stated by the equeny. The 777th CW^o^rr *"^« Cliramba^lfs^ivision of t^t tJ,""

i.T. vl^^ °* ^'^''^' ''«"' o^^My now encasedm the neighbourhood of Gravelotte. But JoeH^TtZ

and the light to her sad eyes.
"ceeKS

This strange, wayward, mysterious mother might e«r-

tSs. tha^Zcir^'^iT ^''^ «"* '•"^^ -« *«>

him. wherever he21t^ Z^LT *°'"^ '*?'«''* *°

dear sake tn t»t. f !
'^*" '^^^K enough for hisdear sake, to take whatever risks were involved

Suppose Adelaide insisted on accompanying her « Tt

ve^' ^T"
*''** ^'^'""* ^^"^^^ ^<^ contemplated this

17 u? T'' °°°'"^'»'- But she had not mentfiemou«.lle de Bayard then. Since the encounterTad tokenplace she had realised that the establishment of mat^"nfluence.stro.^ enough to make of her daughteralTnfederate and ally, was a t«,k beyond her pow's

ob^LS m. '.1°'"'™' "''* '"-^ "P""^ «^« P»le. frigid

er again. For than this girl, sprung of her own flerf,whose veins were fflled with her blood' nothingTultt
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more unlike Adelaide, that magnifioent creature of impulses
and desires and appetites. ...
Dominion over de Bayard could never be regained and

established while his daughter sat by his hearth a vinrin
unwed. Why had Adelaide hindered her marriaae to
M^ Tessier ? Pacing the Turkey carpet of the ftrfeofs
hbrary, Madame admitted that she had acted inadvisedly
That the plan of bringing Juliette into contact with the
ftmoe Imperial would be discounted by the innocence of
the girl and the inexperience of the boy.
She could imagine the dialogue they were holding at

that moment, all, "Oh, Mademoisette .'" and "Ah Mm-
seigneur/" ... The girl should have been permitted to
celebrate her nuptials with this dull young husband of her
father s choosing.

. . . Then a few years later would haveoome the opportunity. She ground her teeth, thinkinghow her precipitation had spoUed everything
. . . thrust

her. ... Ah, Heaven > how one shuddered at the recol-
fection, almost into the clutches of the Wielder of the
Bowstnng, the ingenious inventor of the Ordeal of the
Looking-QIass. . . .

Straz.
. . At the sight of him her heart had stopped

boating. In imagination those strangling silken foldshad closed, shutting out light and breath.

..^T u
^ ^"^ ^^'^' "''""S **"»« *«"« blac'k'eyes of his

So, his jeering smile had said: "my SuUana and her

un me ? when I aavd you wcmld never again look in ymr
totlette-mtrror Without remembering me /"

Her nerves were ravelled to threads-her will was weak-
ening.

. . . Despite her hatred and her overwhelming fear
of the man, she knew that he was her master. That if he
fixed those eyes upon her and beckoned Come ! she would
have to obey. . . .

Was he BtUl here ? The book-lined walls seemed closing
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in on her. The atmoephere was guffooating she mn.fMoape from this place or go mad
*'

The Prefeofs wife had been called away after kinHl

Z oT.?-
"^"P* *"• *'"' Cent G^e, on dSfat the

4X:p'aairend':as\Se5''^r^^^ ^^ - "

^paTcI'^frr"^'^^-''- BothofficeA'cel

emotion He1" t^h
L" "

"" ""' ""^ ^''"'^ -»»•

with a aesilSl::^:.
''°'"^'"- - « -- -ice. and

is Iver"*"^'"ItT *°
'"*f"

^''^ •"^*''«*"'P'=^ •'
• AllM oyer .... ihe Empire ig lost i"

Then he went back. The red baize door shut upon him

and went quickly up the stairs. He was going to breakto the Emperor's son the news of some te^rrlue di«.ster

tru^'*'' f "
^"T""'"

'°*'"**°" Adelaide leaped at the

Z n
"^^P^l'^^ded the situation. What did she in

ttfoZ«"ir^"*'''*'^^'°P-«' Whatadvanta^:

n^ mS sf «".°"f
"""^ -*'' Henri de Bayafd

n^ to rtiirL "^"' ''^ -^«^l»«hood. what m'ad-

As for the girl, she was possessed of money Let hergo to her father, or to her fri«ads, or elsewhei^'^;
.

ho^ihf
'^^'''''**' ''^''* °"* *"*° ^J"" J"^- ^^ halted by

porter. He haded her fiacre from its waiting-place.
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Madame rtepped in graoefully. «d wm jingled awaystraight into the j»w» of Stnw I

^ ^'

nf'i^*°'°ir'"t
'• •»"'•««»«" oommwited the Chiefof the EMort when JuUette'. determination to seek thi

AeUeroherColoneUhapedit.elfinareq„e,Tfo!:^»StIJ;

iZ'Ji^^"^ ''*''r*
"^"^ "°'^y °°"W Penetrate th^^mediate area where the dreadful thing oaHed War walactually going on. The speaker reramed-

CMtel St. Germam.
. .

. Provided Mademoi«,Ue get. therewithout aooident, and can endure the noise of the hn™
bardment_Mademoi«,lle may be qui" a. «5e.^he'
Jnigged and twirled his imperial-.*?th^I'l^JU,:
A little vague, more than a little doubtful, considering

mghtfall of the morrow, between the Imperial Armv oMetz and the Fim and Second Armies of G^rmanlT Bu

.^l^K I fnT' *° '^' ''«"P'"8 "' Mademoiselle. iTen

StenSf ^T' '^''*™ '"'' """^ "-"y- declining the

s2 i^^ h«°r
*'':,!f"^*«*

-l'""' the officer wo^have
nnlTll l-

'^ ''<»<'«''ded the rteps of the Prefectureunder the raking eyes of the crowd

«lZ'i°^^
*° * mysterious leakage inlmperial despatches^mething approaching to a panic was brewing.

. . ThePlace of the Prefecture was packed with people the

mrthto 'T'f **""««'* °^ ^^^^^ w^uzzingfr^M

t^ItMdeT''- i*J'"'^'^«P«^«i*tatdefeatwascertai„,

inT •;,
" °"' ''''*° V^»^nU who had humed

auittTth'^A'^"' T.'^"
°"*"^' "*^'^««'«^'' ^ho had

S^ !S, I^V* '^' "'""'"«"<'«•»«"* of its misfortunes,
soldiers who had deserted from the Colours in action, came
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looking into the town • de«n»* n.

"''

«^ »nd the gendI^en>^^?K' r^™' °' *ke Body,
•ttaok upon the C". '

S^.t'^h"^-^**'^"'- »«
«• 'i-ted; «, threa^enW^ '* ^ ^'•«'*-" WM
P~Ple. egged on by th^^^!!!". t""'"^" °' «k*
•^nd .pie. of the enemy "« **'''» '''>° '^ew "gent,
Perhap. the arrival of th« F».^

the troubled water. PerhiT"" """"^^ *'"<"' <"1 "Pon
hfa. not to come WelSftl! T'^ "^ '^''*' ^^ ''^
pe«on of the Heir ^a oSb i^V*"*"

''''° SUMded the
burden of their re.pon^S^ Wer'.^T"" '^''^ »''•

P««P-. to the rT^f hi. oS„ rjlZil
*"' '^"*

It may be imagined that the lack of AH.i -^ .d>d not greatlydep«« MademoSel P ^'^* ' '"'"'^'"y

F«.nchwomantaohiS^,?h:?^'" '^'^ *^« "^^ot'ble
of departure and aakJfo te L""""'

" ^^' <^'^ "°tice

manajrived.-^ban;«ir^;::^;°-;' Then the gentle-
«« oarbnncle., and hair and W^^'^^f** "y*"' ^riJliant
""J what a beard - Mad^L ^"^ ^"'^^

' ^h't hair
^on hi. entrance, fofw:jdlt°t "^'' "'^^*""-*
"ent up at onoe. PowiblvT^ « ^ »nnounoed,-he
•ome near relative ?" ^ '* '""' ^^^'^e's hu.band, or
Juliette madn an».„ t.

She wa, intent uprnX'^r""',''^^^ *° '^^ 1"««on.
»««• Without molv o^ M''*'*'^8''«^*~^ei'ii>g
««nnain, and iTX ba^

"""^.^ °°* ""'"'' Chatel sf
T«>mblmg .he IJt up^Ho tT

'"'^ "^^^ °^ ""^
«. a dre«ring or maid.r.«l " """^ '*« '"'d "l^pt

d.«e-..^di«,o^:^;x'!r. '^"^^ ""* °* ^-
key in Adelaide'. poZltn 1 °°' '''"' '°<'''^'» «d thepo«e«,on waa appalling. She was de.

38
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liTered from the djjemm* by • obwnbennald with • uuteK-key A. .he stole in and leiied her bug. d>e heaid Toioe.
in the next room. Certainly one wm Adelaide', and the
otfter male. A thickiah voice, speaking with a diawl and
• moffled softness that somehow recalled the AaiTrian
hawk-features and fieroe black eyes of Straz.

" When the liUU Queen of Diamonds eomu," the voice
«id, ytmehaUpreMMmel" And a chuckle followed on
the words that made her cold. Fortunately some noisem the oomdoroovered her retreat with herreeouedpttjperty,
•nd facilitated her departure unobaerved. from the Hotel
of the Crown. . .

.

The station was near enough to be reached in a few
mmutes. She learned there that a train would leave in
ten minutes for Verdun. At Verdnn she would have to
change, provided the bianch-line trains were runninir or
proceed to Chatel St. Germain by road.
Those ten minutes expanded into hours as the girl sat

in the dirty station, waiting. She was escaping from
even greater perils than she had fewed, and yet when she
found herself aotuaUy in the train, and the train moving
out of Rethel. she knew a moment of passionate regret.

She had been so happy there. ... She would never
forget, even though she lived to be an old, old woman, that
half-hour spent in easy, confidential talk with her Im-
perial Prince.

The Uttered third-class carriage expanded, became the
formal drawing-room of the Prefecture. . . . lingeringly
MademoiaeUe went over the interview, and the parting—
ah me ! there had been no fareweU ! . . . And yet, upon
the step of departure, standing upon the muddy kerbstone
of the Place, full of soldiers and scowling people, she
had looked wistfully up at the row of four big round-
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love and loyalty, .he ySSi, ^ *"'' I*«ioi»te
meet on ^rth^iiT? ^ " ''** ''••^ *"<> would

cH?varn.*°a^ r^l: l-itirVi- ^ r- '^'' '''-

jndgment was to be offered totL-. m..'
°"P °' **««nl

Soyonmt bo nnW /^ "" «^*'e" %••

of the Nai:?leonioU^t^Z '^^ »»>« <l^y bone,
without fear and .itCL^^ ""' '" ^^'

toSt' .'^T^aHo^ ''f
*»"*•• *''« -^-y. that wcr.

brief Boiourn' ar^r^Se
"^^ *° '''"^"» -^^^

where the guna oouM to h^t? ^ .^«''* *° ^-«»«''.
defeat of a demoraliTdelS »

""*' "^""^-^ the
Wore the riiock ofSe 22^'^'*^'^'''""' '^'"'"^

inevitable d«arter, a.muohTK ^ ?" P«»°oniti„„ of
the masterly strategy ^nd tL ^ r^'"* P«>P«rednc«s.
the enemy *^' "'' *^'' "^e^whehning numbers of

f«£°".
'^•"^^•^ *" ""^-^^ '°«ow the boy so„o..

o.Sr^TX^'l'^-^'Sm^-etorsstHppedhl^
took him out by the hoM IZv^ " '"^'^*° garments,
into the omnibL that was tooTv' "^f^^'^'^ bim
ground.

'^*' *° """'^ey him to Belgian
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Hii father • pritoner, hi* mother • fiuitiTe onnrrf.h»t^ him ,„ their ouricity to ..e theJX th^^MN»poleon. wh»t wonder thet the memory of tfa>t lonX,-.

haunted him hi. brief life long.
^ '^"^

«,?of7?„*° r**^
"°"^'~^ *" •'^'•' Tr.n.pl.nted to the•oU of . foreign country, he wm to develop into the beau-

hti2'''°T''""« "»""«'"•"• High-mindiXhewted exoelhng m m.nly .port, .nd m«ti»l exe«i.^the «>ul of honour, the fine flower of French chiv.1^ I'din the .pnng of hi. manhood he wm to die by th^Le«^.

h „rT !ri°"'
'"'''"8 ""*'"»« behind him Kebroken he«t of . mother, .ome fri^„t memori«, ,„dthe undying .tory of that lion', life^^death flgh amon«the trodden gra^e. on the bank, of the XmbawT *

Lvm.
FOLLOWINO the deriou. route of narrow path, by which^ pea«nt lu>d guided them, P. C. Breaghnu^,L w.tback to the battle-ground between thTsobTVtei^leand the Boi. de Oaumont.

vwnvuie

K^"''u "!*''•?•'*'« »>»<» "«de good progre* duringthe tW hours of hi. ab«,nce. Part of theTeWhLd^f
cleared, long paraUel trencht. dug at twelve-foot intend
V^^l ~»ked ground, and Qermaa boZ d,ZSmterr«l therein. Huge canva. s^ cran^J^J
.tood ready to be carted away. Volunteer, and Red Croa.

iL ohI H w *!:'"'^' "•^'^ by a boMd on whichwae chalked m awkward letter.:

" OHASSJUM or H0B8E OF THB DIPBBUL OFAM.
OFFICERS, 6.

TBOOPS. 200,"
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•-oogh. with m' 1. ciSttlSr'T *"'"^' ^''-'y
"'•y ^il had been thro^ h^k^^ u,"'"'

"' ""» '>«^y
d»wBarth> rude oov^tI^X^ 1 ^J^*"% "ome hand to

'.y. .taring b«,V inXwt^rJi't^r''''"''''*'^-"'

^*- 'Ti^erJ^lZu^Z'' "f:**
""' '""'to' '^oe.

•t the hip,, no doubtl S,'^;'^'^"*^"^ »"«h«d
It wa. difflouJt to o«StX thl'!^ I-'^""

'"'' P""*--
•rm, and the determined f™l '*'">'y'«f"ded right
eyebrow, did not I^ t^T",.*"^"" ''^P '«'*''*«„ 1
>« »beyanoe;_th.t thTo!^ ^f!

"^ ''^*'""- »>« merely
•"d the grin. JSgtS Jf

**' •".*^' •»'" *-k eyes
-ouatache wouJdl^t ^r*'*;'

'-°"*'' "'«'•' *he ««ial
"nile ' "*"» »nd «>ften and relax into a

o'Sn':rnii£j',tfthSrT -^ -''> ^ «'->'
dami to love hi. d.^^l^^ir'''1r''--'^« -ho
'J'rk, glittering eye. ButZ r i L ," °°^^ "^ °f*^o»e
oervod hin«^J the rt^o£,/^T " "^ ^- ^- ^reagh
;^-hy day bea^deTe t^^V^'T^V''^ ^*o *he
Cfo» of the Legion of H„^ ' ^^ *°^^ ^ »edal., and
instead. ^ °' "°°°"'' P'^ W"» Juliette's R;^y

Wt S'.S^^','!f'j.'^'*"",''
ta*«"»d to take a liberty," he

"y word to dT If it, { '""^^ »"* -tat I've give^
overlook it i'mJ1 "''^*' "P *° ^^ '»"k-S
•"-thing, Ai:;:i\'^'^y °' *'^-' "^y ^
will be No. . _"

^"^" the question, and the answer
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Save the Algeriwi, OrimeMi and Sardinian medalg, and

the Cross, nothing of value remained upon the Colonel
Some soldier having left a spade sticking in the olay at

the head of an unfinished trench, P. C. Breagh possessed
himself of the utensil, and began to fiU *,he gnve in.
though the dead face looked at him so haughtilythat untU
he had covered it with the black silk veU, he bomled hide-
ously at the task. ** ^^
Winking away the tears that blinded him, and gnlpinit

down the lump that stuoi^ in his throat, he finished R^
mained but the need of a Catholic priest to read the Office
You saw the oaped cloak, and the broad-brimmed hat or
the cassock and biretta of the Roman ecolesiastio, workimr
Bide by side with the Jewish rabbi, the English Pi«teetent
cleigyman, and the Lutheran pastor, in these harvest-fields
of death. The seculi^r priest uid the tonsured religious
were to be found with the Red Cross Ambulance-trains-
and m the temporary hospitab; doing their best for the
souls and bodies of their broken feUow-men, now that War
had done the worst.

To whom should one appeal ? Hardly to the burly
bearded Pranoisoan, who pas-.ed supporting a laden
double-stretcher at the upper end. Yon saw his brown
robe hitched up under his white girdle, and his muscular
bare legs, ending in boots of the elastic-sided description
Btamed as though he had been treading out ripe grapes in
the press. An Army chaplain succeeded the monk, upright
and thin, in a dark militwy frock and black-banded forage-
cap, haU leading, half carrying a French corporal of in-
fantry, who had received a bullet through both eyes.
Farther off, a gray-haired eoolesiaatic, whose dress be-
tokened his episcopal dignity, was administering the
Viaticum to a dying Mecklenburg Hussar. Even as the
sublime Mystery of Faith was uplifted—even as the
Enghshman bent the knee in adoration, his glance fell
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oW ffl»n » fe^ y„^
npon the kneeling fig„„, of «.sway. -

Undoubtedly a Drie«fc *h-.

oovered the fraU, waatedbo^^ ZJ^? ""^'^ »»»»*

wear and heavily patched 7^ ™^b«w, green with
b~«d-bri;mned WW o„ th

'^ ^ •^«^°«°"' W«
thin hand« oro^JnSis.i'^""'' '^°"' '''°'' hi«

movable, untU the brief bn^ Ji ' ''* «»n»wed im-
Tten he looked up at the J^^*7

"*« ^^ »» an end.
white hair that had faC awTf^*^ ^^ *« W
'«**'»*--'nakinXr^^^ i" r'^'^ ««1 ^eagrf
And the Be^nrCri^'-^ttfri*"'^-
b~adfnxro^fo„l,^ "^^ that "«*«i on that
!<« mouth, and the be^ZTt^r '* "P°° *''« <»oth.

<>«k«yesthatm>tedonTrB^'^'*' ^ *^« ^'iMi^t
w« the needed maT °- ^^"^ *' *«" him that here
Yet he hesitated to sneat t^ ti.

moved a few step, farff^ X̂hl^"^^ ''''° «*» ««1
t««ledinthe,ope^L™™Th»thLT. \*«'«-*«'n> horse.
«tiUery <»i«onnayJ^*'^»**«'t«dtoit.sn«shed
">d tortured he^ toC^ *'***^ '<» '<»W "eok
P*rtieB of Uhlans told off fni. fj,

hooting such hopeCt^o^dt ^T^' "^"^ *henM bullet had endeZhe^^:?,^"^^ ^"* '«' »«*<'-

popped to look at it.S fcJi^'^ n.*^"
o" man

humanly upon his fao;
** '''«8»«1 eyes almost

The appeal went home. Stem.m»
^ ^ Its dead comrade, the old m^L* T" *''*' ?«"« hody
«?»% stroked it, ieck. ir^^Trv, *'"' ''°"» ^^
"l^ly to Oarolan: ' '"*' *•»» words came

Poor creature of (inA 1 1^ n.
the Name of the R,thT. .

"^ '*'* '"'«"'«^ """l^l- In
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Aa he ended the liiune Invooation^ the hone's head

8»ak down heavUy. A deep nigh heaved the creature's
toan ude«, and exhaled in a gasp The hind-leg. con-
tracted sharply towards the body, and then jerked out.
heavily hitting the axle of the ammunition-oart. AU
was over. The Samaritan moved away, but P. 0. Breagh
followed and overtook him, crying:

^^
"My Father ..." And the old man halted and turned

himself, leaning for support upon a knotted ashmtick and
saying:

"Surely, my child. Do you need my poor assistance ?"
A Iwping voice. sp«iking with a country accent. And

with that smile of radiant kindness making it angeUo—the
face of Voltaire.

There were the features of the Philosopher of Femey
rendered familiar to this later age by many portraits and
busts. The broad and lofty brow, the great orbital arches,
the mobile expressive eyes, wide-winged, sensitive hawk-
beak. thm-Upped mouth, with the subtly-curving comers
and the deeply-cleft humorous chin, were aU there The
face lacked nothing of Voltaire but cynicism and devilry
In place of these, imagine a Divine simplicity, and a
tenderness so pure that the young man was abashed.

" My Father," he got out: " in charity to the dead and
pity for the living, will you consent to read the Office of
Bunal by a Catholic soldier's graveside ?"

"Surely, surely, my chUd," nodded the wearer of the
threadbare soutane. And pulled out of his pocket a red-
cotton handkerchief, wrapped about a battered Office-book
and a shabby stole, and trotted back beside the English-
man. Then, standing opposite to where the green and red-
plumed talpack topped the broken lanoe-shaft, he read the
Absolution, the Libera me. Paternoster and Collects, and
with a wide and sweeping gesture, solemnly blessed the
grave and the trenches it neighboured, saying, at the close



THE MAN OF IKON «,!
of the De Profundig that followed with nn. «* *i.

«^es thatn^ the old i^'^^Z^.Z^^^!^
'-

and mlJT' '*'^f *" *°' »" "y o'^'J""- Now kneel«d make yonr confession. No one will heap you-itTwthough we were together in my poor little ohu^h ,"
But my Father I . ." p. c. Breagh protested.

^. ihu""
'^'^' '°°'^« "*^ penetratingly:

c„. ^^ t -r" '"'"''* **" ""^ *»>»* »°t so very long aeor^ "^ r*" ""«*'"«' obligations. BuXjayTsthe Octave of the Assumption of Our Blessed La^v Lh

Zul .„!^ /r ^^ """^ ^'^^ y"" '»°"'<»'<« « clewenough to meet death without apprehension, when Sain^

terrors of the Divine Judgments of God I"
Tears stood in the radiant eyes, brimmed over and ran

^z " *"°H^iT^r -"owfu?::^;:
A«^' •; ^°'''"P*^*"»'^<l«entreatingly, then threw

^^ilTtoT^.'' ' ve^P«»ion of pityfnd love

v«„ ^ ''^'*' '"*'' ^*^ "^ "^^ «dc of you will

wW Tif?""
^'^ ^° ^ ^«» «»<» Gi^- of LifeT'i^d

inTr^d .T 'T'*?"*
^'"'* P«»ionate entreaty. Anothermstant, «,d the barrier of pride broke down. P C Breairhtoelt in the raw,moiBt clay by Henri deBayard'sp»;«Sand poured out his fuU heart under the 4* j^fXSt'pr^ure of those thin old hands upon his head

^^
_

With the murmured blessing that followed the Absolutionthe hands were withdrawn and their owner d^lr^
nZXT ""' ^'''''^ '^ ^-^ '^^ ^St
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LIZ.

^^^ ^JX'^sr Sir" -" •«'
of untouched ordinal1?^^^;^?*° » "n»ll ortU
are. of blac],:^^:,^^**^ "° the edge of a vast

general «.peot of upC^^' ^"^rT^ « ^dozen oottaires forming i* , ^''* ^°°" «* the

HouseholdTLL^^: *• "^'o street stood wide open.

b««d.snu«h^/^^f^ •>«>ken loaveTof
the street and in the 1^H«^ ,* '"'* "*«"^ "P°n
doors stood^^^ t2 Ww "L^f* ^'^- ^ *^«

K^Ss-^-^^1^^

Gnyot's keeping, th^eZisolr^Z^ ^"" ^^^^^^^
Btray leaves of fiU«i^rv ,

•^'^t*el"0, and some
their lato oJerfls b„T p' P^'r"^ "P^^^ ^
busied elsewhere W^ th« J?'

^"^'•' «y« were
the inner chamber ZCjt^JTl;V'^*^ "^ ^""»
the previous night W^?;"",!! ^^'"'^^ P^^
Hants of some dSLte artif '^'i'^

"^^ '™"'P'^ '«°>

lace-frUled nighS^ at™ k"^
^"^°^ underwear-*

withrever^nflTk^hStTH-- »« *~k them up
^tial. . . . iCm , ^r

°°''^'^ instinctively for an

O.nvent-taughTirtohT^Jfj^lXB'''^'^ "" "^'^
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anfHnit^rif^r*'^ "^^ '^ '^"^ ^^ throat,^aoluUy sweat broke out upon and bathed hiin. Hekjd glanced toward the comer occupied by the truckle-bed

toSSf^T^'f"^- And* lance driven hometo the shaft stuck upright in the body, from whose drainedout veins the last drops splashed h^vily ZT. ZS"
p.^^thatslowlyw.^edonthestone-flagi^Stohet^:'
Something snapped in P C. Breagh's brain at that sigh

He yelped out wildly the name of his InfanfcTand went onyelpmg, and could not stop:
"««"». »na went on

"Juliette! Juliette! Where are you t What havethey done ? . . . Oh, JuUette ! . "

ot^tTTJ'^" ^''T^ '*°"y °*^ ^•"» ""«» the certainty

Th ^7^ 'Sf* *^' '^ °' '^~* something movrfand ni3tled. The slender thread of a voice replied
Monsieur Breagh, I am here! Do not be so alarmed

LSuS^ii !""^''"' "^ •-'' •-p^' "- I -
And the ensanguir-' ^aU was pushed aside and the littlefigure crept out from iu. hiding-place. Dust and cobwScouM not dim her in the eyes of her true worshipj^ i^chokedandmadeadive to help her,stumbledandM uponhis knees as she rose to hers. And then she was in Wsarms, not clinging to him, but leaning against U^ bi^

" I knew—
I knew that you would rome I When a «,;«*^ been found to bl«^ the grave of iytw^.^^

„ :
-. •

•. 7?"" ''»"l<^ n«^r have returned before !"
Her faith in him filled him with a joy that was an^.
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" I oame M sowi a. I had done my bert to keen diAt

foot in at the doopT ... Oh, Lord i . . . Ten million

dea^ .'^ *
I «"Ae .nre you were dead or worae than

£»m^*h!l! ^tf° ^ ^"^ '" ^'^*^ ''«' «»»"• ooW handsfrom U. that were „ icy, and went to the bed and turned

Monme^ Br»agh, you look upon a noble «,ldier, who

snow-whitp face of my Ooumn BoisBet

" I do know it
!
To^y you placed yonraeB between

me«dthe^olenceofthoBeI>r„4.n.. ^ZSnT^Z
to thank you for your courage, rir! Had I word, for Am "
Ae looked Wk at my "cousin," "he would not h^T^ •• Nor can he be aensible of this " She^ped and ki«ed the dead man'. forehe«l between Z
P. C. Breagh said, fluahing scarlet to his hair-roots • "

I

you know rt !. Cover him up and let me take yon away

mere must be somewhere I"
" Unta night comes to cover us." she told him, " we are

c^ll^^Tu*^"'^***'*- You do not think thecomrades of those savage men who made this scene of
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d«oktto„. would Wt ta p„.i^ to raviHse . pl^rfe,^

m« g^»" of repugnance ww •> forcible as the word.

e„?«M ' ""I •'"^ - *»»• «>"t»»«i BhadowB length-

" Behind the houae there is a little eqione ... I .hould
»y, • Aed,' where Madame kept her firewood. We will^eo^lve.m there untU the dark. For what are y,;^

He an«wered, stirring the dibru on the flagstones
For a oomb sod a razor for choice, out of my knap-»ck No

! . . . Except the rags of a spare jacStl
they've left me nothing but this."

jacjcet-

thrust It mto hi. pocket and turned to Juliette. She «tidw,th a rueful catch of the breath as she leoard^Te
wreckage of her own property

:

*^ ^*
"Me they have not left anything at all of luggage. The•acdenuul brought with me from Belgium UoW

rts content, destroyed by those most wfeked menf Okhow fortunate that my money was in my pocket » Yrtwl»t rum most deplorable! Pray regard/Mo^e^ i"

Bntish prudery had turned away to rummage in the^^er of a cupboard, where perchance ^t Ck a

Nothing was there but a Httle knitted white shawl whichMademo^dle recognised as her own, and claimed glld^y^ .

She threw It about her head and shoulders, and theypassed out cautiously together by Madame Gust's bwt
not before Juhette Baywd had replaced the aheeVLr the
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face of the de^ guniMr, aod tprinUad it with holy
from • orooltery stoup tiut hung above the bed
"He WM «o good. ... He should now be «fe in

Paradise. But we murt alwayi remember him in buf
prayeral . .

." "

't'??i'*'"**u*?"'
been wi» to mote about, but they

oould talk m whu-pers, partly buried in the heap oi dean
dry. dead leaves filling half of the lean-to. Thus P C
Breagh learned the story of the death of my Cousin Boisset
and told in return his own tale.

'

"You had departed," said Juliette, "it might be one
half-hour when a mm oame running down the stoeet
who oned: Hide! R«, i The Dhlami are coming;
They have plundered the CSiitew, MaUkoff, «Ki drunk
M. Benoit'g etm de tift and wine !'

" This C3xat«au MalakoH is the house of a rich pewant
whose ymeyards have sufiered much by the German gunsYou wiU remember Madame Guyot saying m>, and M. Boi.'
set respondmg, fuU of gaiety, ' He will get all the better
pnoes, my oousm, for the old vintage, he has in store ''

Nat«»lly the outcry made much confusion, one- peasant
runnmg tii. way and one that Mad«ne Guyot
oaught bold of me and would have forced me to accom-
pany hw, saying that in the quarries beyond the village
would be found a refuge. But I refused to leave the
house

!

Breagh broke in:

hw'?^ '^'^* ^°" '**'^
' ^^ ^^'* y°" '^P* "^

She looked at him wonderingly:
"Why, do you ask me? .. . Had I not given you my

parole to stay ?" -^ j j

He could not speak. She went on quickly:
" So I said: ' I will remain, wearing my bnusord of the
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2tr^^'^^^^"^ '^" tiJ« me for the numof M. Bo«et.' But when M«Ume .„d the viU^ei,Wgone, heanng the galloping of horse, .pprowhtag and .howbng« of wolve., th.t b«ve wldier »id to me: ' Made-

nothtogfortheR^lCroM, (Dver me over with . ^h^^Md hide underneath the bed I lie on. Thus thev wiU

iSer,f*~'':^''^?'^«°'"'y-
The good God „"y

let me gaw you, though 1 have often sinned against Him •' "

hJ.1,^-. T°!^ "'*' '""^ **" °" »"* ''»^<» «»'«ek- Shebrushed It off and went on

:

wi^^v,?' *^°°™»i::
I '""k^J the door, taking out thetoy and ludmg rt. Then I covered M. Bois«>t with the«h^ took a onioiiU from the wall, and laid it on hi.

door There was the 'tine ' of spurs and the sound of
breathing. Then heavy blow, struck on the door until theteokgaveway. Theyentered.

. . . Monsieur Breagh,th^nobemnh«,^dtome,'.Por^,./.,d„^^

17^ ^°' "^ '""'' """• P""""* than life. I couldnot have qpoken or moved ! . .
."

Abo^ the narrow band of black velvet that clipped it.
i*. C. Breagh oonld see her little throat swelling Her
tragic eye. seemed to have no room for him. Hewaitod
possessed by a strange ha^ feeling that this meeting withher amidst surroundings so frightful must be takin/placema dream of uncanny vividness. That he must wake upnext moment m the clean spare bedroom of the gardener'soott^ to find his garments, cleansed of soil and stain
brushed and repaired by the deft hands of the charitable
Sisters, and a battered tin bath of genuinely hot waterwaitmg to receive the Englishman. . .

'

"They came in," said Juliette, "talking in their gut-
tural language. Me, I could never learn more than ten^ords of German at School. ... But I comprehended
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•M oto«to o£ my poor MudMie Quyot. Thrt wL whv

giiMM bebaved m wild bewte, rsthe, tium m«. t>^»

bed with »k •'.. '''^ **'«y •PproMhed the

U I oouid h»ve aoreamed, it would iuive been in fh.*moment, when they^^ t^^ the oZ! " *^*
Her eyelid, diuddered over the fixed eyeball. H«nostril, qmrered with ewh sharplv.tawT,!!^?- 2 '

-^5r^r::;S^.tire'^i-'-r--^e Mother of God to cover u. with H.r'J^'^l

ii^trrt.'^'*^iirho:r'M *'7^^-'
myaelf mirtaken WhenlSn t^7

^'^''''^ I am to find

only choke out <^ hi. i.
"*"", f^° °e who saw could

eyJ bt::d :;^^,''™- ^-'-^ -'> •^ yeUow-aeoked

•^oi;'si™," "'" '-"^^ •'*«'-•' Oh. «

I

Of what vae 1" she mid " Th™ _ . j . .

killed yon I"
^^ ''°'^'* ""^y have
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Minirt« whom 0^'^^^! J«.
non.^th.t «hUe^

diet me-^,y th.t ll!m w3^? ^ "'''''*'7' Co°«™-
impowible

1 For I «,d th^ i .
^"^°<* «°e would be

I looked him inZ^l^r^ """^ °' ^»°* B-™-"* when

very Moloch, ^Xj'foTfl^ ^T^ ^«'
.
J"«««e Bay«d «

;«
blood And --.p^hrnl^r'pTB:;:,*'^*

forth no plea for » more tolemn*i.,j ®"^ P"*
he«,, beyond l^nel^^'^* '"'^•°* '^ '^ '"twhile

you Wk Tt hto* A^dl!d„*^"L*^* "*»' ""o^'ver

once I" ^"^-^'"youknow.heMTedmylifc

•v:u'::jsiron':T ii^rr-1^r ^"'^-'
todeathf' ^*''^y<«l»»'>*wj*n given

t»u» day upon it. way to me."
P«°"««l '*- blowing

PC. Breogh said, tingling all oyer;
iJo yon really believe that ? . .

."

ss
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She aaswend dimply and dii«ot(y .

" If I did not, I would not lay it. . . . NowIwUlrfmt
myeye«»ndrert»Uttle. I wn lo Tery tired m«l"
And Ae iMoed bMk with lowmd iMhw on tm nirtUng

pUlow of la«t year'i df«d Imvm. HeMk«d huoMifwhmt bftd
•he not gone through on this d»y, poor fngUe. tender child !

Had the news of her father't death been brought to her
in London or Paris, there would have been oloMd doon a
darkened chamber for the mourner, the pi«Mnce of lome
well-loved ooMoler, the counwl of her diieotor, the silent
sympathy of underitending friends.
But here, where every custom and oonventionality wss

suspended or shattered-where human life was bared to
the bedrock by the furious struggle of nations in War she
had sought for a wounded warrior, to find a bloody ooriwe
•midrt a jumble of other corpse^ and returned from that
ovBTwhelmmg experience to sit with strangers at a peasant's

No wonder Juliette wae very tired. Would her reason
suffer from the results of this AoA ? Would she droop
and die of the horrors undergone T Was it possible that
in a body so fraa there dwelt an indomitable and uncon-
querable spirit ? It had looked out of her stem eye. it
had «it upon h^ lip. when she had q>ok« of the Iron
ClianceUor.

Even as P. C. Breagh leaned towards the small white
face, brooding over it, breathlessly studying it. she opened
sapphire eyes upon him, to say, with the suddenness of a
child:

" I have been told that the Crown Prince of Prussia is
good and has a noble nature. Do you not think that if

he knew how wickedly those Uhlans have killed the poor
M. Boisset, he would without mercy have them shot T"

P. C. Breagh, caught staring, confusedly opined so. She
said, her heavy eyelids weighed down with weariness:



. . . Yrt when they hlTwJr/Zrr^''" ~"''^

•fco^ nothing mow terribl.lL « ^wiTrl./"•••Ted priMt in a ru>i>^ _ . ' ''•''*• white-

tto viiCl^isft::::;:"'' ^^-"-^*^^

th*t I oried to him- 'U^^ I, .
'*^ P™ying,^ '

Help for'Ithe^S'^i:^^ '
?-P ^-e

been !«. holy th« h. iSJ^^' ^2 t?"!^'on. Then I c»pt b«k under the^ ^Ti'i
'''**^

you oan.^ to me ! What A«^JTi.^'^^ then-»t lart.

buf;rrr'^etL"°.LS:'^ ,?•*•'<>««''*-'-
in the patched oaa^^k^hrSf ^°*^.' ^ *^ -" !»*«•»

d« BeyJ^f
"•"^ •^ "^ tk" Offlo* -t the g»ve of

tbe'lLrSLrrhe'-SleT?^^'^ -•-"-
viUe, and what had «»x^T ; 't

""^ ^"'"* ^'"PP'-

to the Zint Ta^I^ "^^T *^* *'«' ™»n,blanoe

Jnhetter ^ t^bl^T'''^*
*" '^ ^1»° '"d

«UTime,itmighrhI
^ """* "^^ «'»''«d for

-to the Clay ly l^cZ^^Z^'^^tT t^
''**-

Buiface of the .pot where .e fe^T,t °° "»« "oirt
standing, thecCy iron-buoSn!^ ^^T."

'^ '^
Wt no print at all

' ''°°<*«°-«>'ed .hoea had

I
'
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An intewrting iUuaion, bred of the exaltation nf th*»n», under emotion, produced in part «yl^v ii.!Sthe Physiologist, by subcon^riou, Me^r^"^ "L£'^
Psychology, testifying to the thinness of the V«il M^l-
the Visible World trom the Un«^n wSt mv ^7lfT^tenm. it a rare, but not i«.l.tX «.=^on L^^^pom^ the stupendous truth contained inZ dln« "/
the Credo referring to the Communion of Sai3,^nH ,^
trating the dynamic force of Pra^r

"""*

LX.

JuioBTTii breathed so evenly, and lav so lon<, w{*fc„ .
Roving, that P. C. Breagh believed her ^e^^T^!"showed nothing but a black ah»«„ „

»«oep xwilight

pale oval pa^repres:nwLfr ^^ '"^'^•'' »

Suddenly as before, her eyes opened and met his Shesaid followmg up some previous train of thought

T^ ^ *^'' '*<* °' ""y country's enemy.
. geeZwell. Monsieur Breagh ... if i^^re C^ Lady iZZlnever nse from my knees untU Our Lord hli ^

Fiance I ..." "*" """^ »»^«i

" What would ^ve France ?" Carola. asked her SI,«

n. ^^' '^"'^ *•"* '"«^ *•"* "^"wly strangles herDeath freezing the brain that plans her fall
*

Deaih"overtakmgthe mereiless giver of Death to her childrenNothing else could now save Fiance I
••

^'"*''- •

'

•

wJf^hX^nleTf irjT'-rjn*
'••" '"^'^

with «>mbre earnestness
She went on, speaking

" Always is it that women are accused by men of weak-
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of her daughter. 5!' "v ^^'^^^ by the courage
beloved of*oS" nd' Our^;'" *td n^ -^r-"

d'A~.
also, Monsieur l-then^T^^ ' " . '"'^ Charlotte Corday
At aohool iTeLmeJwl^^"" "'*^''««' °' Caen.

.

.^

« »«»<fr«i thousand / ; liviv h« r f:^ »«"• ^ <ave

lotte Corday now ?'• ^ "^ °°* ^"""e a Char-

There was Bomethinir in her fnn. ti. *
flicker of lightning ^n^hrl, k

'"*"'*'*^ ^^ *»"»

Thatao««?ure^irIlfa„.T*i' * f"* ^ ''*°""y ''~«k.

vengeanceT itSwf 'Snf" o^u^H
"^ °* '"''-

from a heroine of fh. ir ""f..^""'^ ^"^e expected it

divert herrr^". IX^^htmff"t
*^- ^°

oonvewa, ,a was initK,«n5! tk ,
^'^ '''»»°«i»« the

to feign to dor^
""I~«»W«- The only thing to do was

He yawned, stretohed his aohine bodv nn !. i
btter. shut his hot and sandVeZ ^fn •

"'•"" ^^
blue fire. Oblivion desoS *f*''r«"l™>8« of green-

-lity. He«^rr:^«2„-X^t-ehec..e

^Hng out innrde^^e^J^^tltnSr ^*
nervous strain and rnentaTZjlt Zn,jt ^"^ °^

anS ^"e:t':fJt:^t?SijhT;^!:r"" '""^ •"^*''-^-*-

-n making black" i:^tirof''Sra^'^l''^«'"*
bottomless infernos of hoUows and «^es o^'
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ttuto, benowing in dumb show; wwetling shapM of TitwM
prone or erect; loyely children playing in mcadowi of
a«phodeI; vaat winged shape* of genii with hidden faces
feeding acrow tmthinkable distances of cold, orystal-
blue atmosphete. ...
But the cloud-shape that most persistently recurred was

that of a heavry-biowed, mouateobed Colossus, who some-
times was helmed and ouirassed, and bestrode • monstrous
horse of war. In other vaporouo pictures he addressed
gre«,t multitudes from a b .jh rostrum, or from some fan-
tastio hill-peak urged on ruidiing armies; or sometimes
counselled a crowned figure that sat upon a high-placed
throne.

Yet wherever th«. giant was. there was r .re to be another
figure, slender, weak, fVagile. a mere vaporous wisp of mist
And the watoher had strange cognisance that this was the
appomted Fate of Ctolossus, and that her constent presence
was an augury of ill for him.
He walked amidst trees in a wood, and his Fate dogged

his footsteps, a pistol or poignard ready for her country's
enemy.

. . .
Ho ate at a dafa-table in a banqueting-hall,—

sheservedhimagoldenoupofwineioedand poisoned.
.'

He lay down to sleep on a lordly bed, the fnwl shape glidedm with a torch and fired the curtains. ... He dreamed
of Power on the brink of a precipice, and his tiny Fate
crept near unseen, and thrust him screaming down.
The moon had long southed, the cloud-shapes were

growing vaguer,, the eyes of the stars looked through their
thinning veils. The wind had faUen, the sUenoe was pro-
found and awful. She shuddered, thinking of the battle-
field. . . .

What of de Bayard laying under his olay coverlet

»

What of the thousands of bodies buried in the newly ^ing
trenches? What of the myriads yet unburied, lying stark
and awful un^sr the canopy of Night!
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their rigid Cr.1 w;S°l ^r'P"^*'*''^

t«nple.. It melted the icy amonS^* " '"'^"«

her torn and «,rro,»fnlh^ °' *'"'* ^"^ "^«t«» «b<»«t

"Ting-Ungr

an^'iLS'b^t^^ScS; **r"'
''•'''«•

" --.
tinkle.

*«"«»« qwckly. Again came the silvern

" Ting-ting-ting/
. . "

shel^ i^caSlorn^lpJT '^' *'""«'' ^''^ «"«-

«dpoLfei;,d«;;erjxt:r "'°'""^'*''-

listened.
. bT^ 'I'i'"'*-

.«««•«« to hi. knees, and
their hands and^r« T/l^r t^J.^'r'' '"'^^^^

grayofhis.ashesaidto'^rioS? ^"^ " ^"^

No niore was s«d. They took hands and went o„t of
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the hovel and pawed round and through the little fl«—

,

front yard into the littered treetoS pC'^^^"^
X'^'hK nairr ^«-- -^^ 4- ti..

Their .hadow, were tT™^"^'-
"""'"^ *°^'"*» *»>«»

and the ^zj^^Jt^::^^^^:'":^^:^^
?^e w;^"7 ''^^ ^o ^ tHe'iht'citel^oSxae wneezing of gomeone troubled with Mth™. .™
P-«d the elun:ping of wooden^,^ I^l'^C'""""-

«^2rbrertd\"h''''°T^"'-'^'-"^
hom »lid« Th„ .7' Ta "«* ""^ '"'"1"« •'"'*«"' with

and waihS -TaVow rd:::t'^:
^'^ "^'^ '-*'^*'"'-

fk„i j^""^ °»»n and the slender youuK woman anHtheir env^nment of ruin and deBolationT^
'

n-ai^rtfuTpTvilt"::'^ '^^ »'-*-'-•-

rev;.:!::*;^r^- ^- ^- ^"^•^—» ^ -^

thJvX™!^:whol^'^T^r'"*'" "^'"^' -^

iZ; LtL .r T^ **"""«'' '^^'^ °"" °f their

ThTnriHr^ *'"'"
'
^y hi. «.ul wet in peace !"

It wUl be beat that you should foUow me to the place
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TheoldwoZ.rtaW J^"**
°' '^"""^ households.

1^ path Td the fc^P"°f^«»,'''°>-'«M»ou8lylighti,^-

walWng aide bv side^'^
"""^ f """^ ""^^ '^'K

^u.e£.„.,t:?J.^^^^^^^^ wh.

Own Image brokeZrSJfrv !^° '™"8''* man in Hi*
•weet wrth a wonS '^°"?°^^«"t''- Theairw«
tlm,bbed oaJJv tw K?T^ *"*^'«'«'- Their pulses

smoothly „ "2^ *^~'
"'r'

*°"^ *''"'»8'' their've,^

walked letoreZe^LjTf^ *'*' ""^ """""^ -''°

uniBon, movingrr^„r !?"*^
^''^ """"^ ''"«»'' »

Over tl,» ,^
though m a dream.

one star of blazing emerald
^''"^^- ^^^^- there hung

tha7;cj:;™^rtLi ""t
^"^^^^^'^ -^o « '-

long lines of P^^V^lS "\"'^" ^''^ "«»* the
of amist that oorT.^2W^ "^"^ '*" "»''«' »"»
fflilky sea. UpodS left ^^ ""^'"^'^ ^^^ " '^''^^<^.

on.ha^ or o^ri^'lSn g2;,-«^ «t°- wall of some
which hung the f«™ ! .

*" "*^ to an arohway in

ter«d in.

^ "'«^*''** "* » <»°°' that had been Lt-
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Then he took up » heavy sUver oandlertick he had «,t

his own boots nn^ ». '7. ~:, ™°**" »°° o^ckled under•!» own Doots, and the Curt'g wooden-soled ghiMi tKoh^ge ..bots of Mdre Catherine made iToH^T'^ft"
n.bnter,. ^oUowing in her BrobdinSSJ^fLiit.'
Jnhette'.BinalJ feet took no hurt

^°*"'«^ footsteps,

This U the Chiteau Malakoff. Perhaps you «nem-
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And all those broken hotHea.

610

The soldien

berf

diwik the wine.

They went upetai™
^ beckoned them to ascend.

Thedoorofthedeath-ohamberstoodoBen Vr^m^.t,,came the mnrmurinff imnnj -j .r^- ^n>n> within

eyedservants^ri^X.'^^^'rrt'yr- «^-

^h^rorcarr;std" ins t-:-

-"

b«.konedhertoknee]besidrwr '*** '^ '*«'

" It IB his Wife, Madame B«noit ti,«, „
married a year!"

^uon.
. . . They were only

Then she clashed her neat Rosarv »„J j .. • .

praye™ vigorously, whileCtC^r^^ofSv" *"•

•djoming chamber pierced the <ml^n dl^L^ "^
silence that fell upon aU uresent JJ.„„ fu ?' ^^"^'^
the Host A littlel^t!,

Prewnt when the priest elevated

frightened by the Prussia-T "
"hat Tu'cJ^f "T^.

t;^:n~^— ^-:;==:^
M^oi» mart / . . Afnti n...^- /

thelfwi,* rm'"^°*
"^"^ '^*'' " ^""iW* "^ddenne..

oJ::tirk-t-:f----edn^
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door widely, beckoning in Mventl of the women. And
Juliette, rising to make way for him, saw the waveripg
Oamn of tapen burning on either side of a CruoifU on a
whitenlraped table, and the figuM of the houte-marter,
with a face of aehen graynen turned towaida her. leaning
over a white bed, olaq>ing something even whiter in a
desperate embrace. Only two great hair-plaits that flowed
over th« bosom of the dead woman, glittered like soUd
bands of burnished copper in the wavering candlelight
And Dawn crept in through the open window, wHh the
•cent of the crushed and trampled roses, and the smell
of wwe n>iUed and staling, and the uneasy twittering of
fnghtened birds.

And then—they we^e picking their way over the broken
glass-covered gravel-walk, and the priest, released from the
obhgation ca silence, was eagerly asking for more particulars
01 the death of my Cousin Boisset.

" For the viUagers of Petit Happeville are hiding in the
quanyofSeulvent. They will not return until the Prussians
hare left the neighbourhood, they have learned what they
haveto expect from thesemen when theyare full ofwineWe inll "top as we pass, and tell them what has happened
. . .

Then you had bettercome back with me to my presby-
teiy. The soldiers have not left us much, but thei» wUl
be coffee and bread 1"

"But fov me," said Mire Catherine, dumping along
•toutly, " there would not be even bread and coffee. But
I have my hiding-holes of which I tell nobody. And as
Monsieur le Cur* did not know, he could not say where
they were !"

That was a pleasant meal in the little deal-shelved study
that had somehow escaped when the presbytery was turned
upside down. It stood next the chnroh, a little ancient
plam stone building with a square belfry tower and a
spire ooverad in with blackened slating, and two recum-
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^^" t* *5f
*';!?*'' ''•"*'"7. th.t were dear to the

WM gomg to. yi„t the«, treMuwd relic for the purpowM-^^n«^whetHer tHey h.d .u«er^ ^^Jl^Z

J.:^";. n"rU^^;trre.X'srj-Tr

kitchen. The young man's hand wm in hi, trou«er«.
pooket a, he wonde^d. staring after the stout ret^aTi^
figure m if ca.«H,k of rusty-blaok. Suddenly he uttered

.^''°?°"Tr''.^""' °"* *''• "^^ withsonaethS
-hming m it. The piece of gold given him by Juliette.

^
He put a hand on the sill, and was out at the window

l'^ into^hr>2K***
'^°°'' '^' ^'"'^ "^^^ ^°o^ thatled mto the belfry-tower, and vanish into the dusk of the

wi,L *^^'!f^"
*•!'* '*** °P *° " '"P-hoi* in the hu^b««ned plarteied ceiling of the belfry-a ladder that was

titsrr^?r ^""" ^*' """^^'"-•^ '^^ '«'^
" Couldn't I do that ? Tm a good deal stronger than

^Tn^^-u^:^'-- I-ookylwasther^^.
i-. C. Bre^h had thoughtlessly spoken in English and

ll^^' ^^^"^T "^^^ *'^*^^'^ °««^y dropped
the ladder. He said quite reproachfully, as the youngman caught and steadied the ponderous bit of timber-Why have you followed me ? Is it that you wish to

Ty u T r^**'''' ' " "• P™y d° "Ot do 80 in yourEnghsh, which 18 suificiently like German to give me anunpleasant agitation of the nerves I"

a K f;^'^?''
e'tplained, exhibiting the golden.ooin. that

It had been given him by MademoiseUe to secure a Mass.
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"Brt wrWnly ri.« rf«U h.y. . MMi. Th<«gh firettWM will b« more thu •uffloient. Retain thT^oinMan««u. nutil I om find the neoee^ry franc of changeYou see, we are poor in thia neighbourhooa

. . . it iTtebe expected I" The good Cur* amiled. and added- " Abywi lee me. I am rich compared with many of my con-

uZr^Z ll^*^
•°°"' °' "'y °P*'^°"- Therefore.

that he AaU offer Ma«." He addod. seeing the youni

J
^'

?: ^!![T''
"°*"**^ *"'* described. When he had

done, the Cur* wid, in a tone of quiet conviction

:

That pnert will ndt need MademoiwUe". Bve franc IAnd he 1. not only my .uperior He lanlu above the
•ngela.

. Moiaieur ha. qK,ken face to face with a
glonoua Samt of God t"

&metWng like an electric .hock tingled from the root,PC- S^fgh'" baw down hi. .pine, and paced out byway of hu heel, mto the worn flagstone. He tried to
•peak, but hi. palate and tongue were rtiff. The priertwent on

:

'^

" Upon earth he wa. the Cur* of Am. A. a Catholic,
Monweur ha. learned of him. But that he foretold thisWar, powubly Monaeur doc not know ? a vear
before hi. holy death. ... Since it ha. happen^

the earthly phwe. where he prayed and laboured andmaered. ... He hag racconred the wounded He
ha. aroeated, ju.t ae he wa. when aHve, to the dying, and
cheered and oonwled them «, that they haye depajied in
joy and peace Inthe world this will not be credited.
It doe. not matter I ... What matter, i., that thosewho perhaps aAed the Saint of An. to intercede for them
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in thrir hour of de.per.ti, need. h.ve woeired pwof that

,! .
^** to be. » worker on behijf of .ml. h.

^^tr- '""'• y""' •«»»' '^'»' th.rZie that the

H^lT T '^^ """" °" **""" in Heaven ••

waJl^JS^r*
wq«d hi, face with a handkerchief thatwaa unaffectedly a blue duster, and, noticing the .weat that

But Mo
" *'?''•,':• '^' «»—Ai^Tft^But Moiuiear U ,tiU holding that heavy ladder T

the key in the door, and then he .haU3. „Z^^ LTt
keep in the belfry-tower I"

P"*^" *•"* '

And the good man buatled to the door and k)cked it«d then came Uek to t«rt the rteadinee. of thTl^er

ofia™::, jT^'r**^'""
"'""'^ «-» much SS5of darned iocto, and venerable oan«t-Blippe«. andtSthree timea at the trapnloor.

'^^
It was Ufted at the eignal, and P. C. Breagt beheW thegaunt aud wnbumt face of a French Cuinlier ~eri^do^ out of the gloom of the .pi« that was^Uy^^ dehcate hue. of morning .unahine, -rikC^theTrredges of the sMngle-boarda that roofed . iT^ ^

M the bottle of coffee add the loaf wei« handed up inf<^niB eager, shaking hands. ^

a„« !lf
*!°

tT'^
'" *•"" P"*** '^«' ^' "nd the soldierMswered m the affirmative, adding that he hadT»
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Said the Ciui:

•waken and wppo., that your prweno. h*» had b^
will atop Mora th. pr«.bytery thl. evening and^mo« than if load when it i. ^ren on.TIiX^^tana near A«dun_«K,m there y«« wiU be aNe to^,^
l»

I-«-bounj. .nd from theL, rejoin the ArSy'^J^

Army of Ch4Ion.. with the Duke of Magenta and theEmperor^nowmarohe. north f„,m Rheimrt^H,San .'

He iKlded «i white teejh flariied in the dark face.^ th.wllen eye. gleamed ««mfuUy: " yo„ will ple«„, you«elfa. to .emng again I You hare already wfferedWjvfor our oountiy I"
' """"^ gieatij

The soldier taid roughly

:

wUl notflght
jjg^ for thi. Emperor and hi. Ma»h? bywhom France ha. been wM and betrayed I"

^
r J^*"'

"""'••• ^« revoir, my child, and mav n,„

doS^rl^TV'^ *i'
'~"'"- " S"--* tk« t^^raown carefully, keep perfect rilence, and wmember thatU,, very d^erou. to .moke. The curl, of vapTcUt^n n.«g between the .hingl... i obwrved rt whe^w^had workmen here in Spring !"

thJi!!?/" ^'"^i' •»" '"ith P- C. Breagh'. aid put back

!S^ tL""? r*. 't"
^"'y-*'"'" doo^ «<! they wentout into the clear bright autumn air.

fkJJ'I'*
'°^" •*'"*' '"* "«''*'" the Cur« whimered, a.they .topped to lock the door with the hea^n key

S*J^r^^'^xT**'' ""* '''«« "^ ««<» "°* ""^"taii
It. bnghtnew. "He wa. taken priwner in yerteiday'.
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the thot mi«e ; , . ^Irk TT " "°* '""' ''^oh I But

in oold blc-i iV '''[''^^^•'^'n manured
How, Ikn ,» no. He Ik'

' '^'»-«««P«l| . . .

«dUy tie. ..,:.i -^ .lJ"Sth?!!
'^°''''^'

Thqrw.„t back :' /'"rK!!""'' '''»*''•' B«ve."
tolookforthofi.tocut ano ,^^^^'^- ^'"' P"*** »««>t

»«»«»« opened, auu ahovT-l .' ^"^ '''^'' ^•''''''^•'«

" Mire Catherine B^yiiut^^^ °' ««itemeat

:

tried to dioot M. de Brmi^/r^y,• ^"°«h Pri««er

8-youweU,l^o„ldScTtot^.Kr'^"'~««^"^- • • .

" Why, M«iemoi.eUe r ^* *'"* "^ '"

ae ragarded her m ailenoe flh.—/^
l-idihood, throwing bi«kT.; l, !.

"** °° ''»"* ^^th

•-«. of kJ^ z;, ? "!?'• """«' » '•™
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<rf P. C. Bieagh. ... He saw that the under-lip was like
the bad of a pomegnoate, and that the cnrre ol the
upper diMloMd teeth a* white aa onid. . . . Then he
heard the sQTer voice lay with a Bgh in it

:

" But I am not beautiful ... not even pretty. Ah,
Honiienr, ii I but were ! . . ."

8he was hating henelf aa she Raw hit look reqiond to
hora. Ai the amber sparka in hia gray eyea leaped, into

• fire and hii undei^jaw thmst out gavagely, she thought

:

"There ia aomethmg of my mother in me—more than a
Uttle I How dared I aoom her—I, who can speak and
look like this J" And she repeated with a plaintive,
lingering inflection: "HI were ... if I but were I"
For the primal Eve is in ail women, believe me. When

the first Woman bowed heneU in her apron of leaves to
strike out between the lump <rf iron ore and the flint-flake,
the spark that blown within its nest of dried moss, begat
Kne, she laughed and then wept; for she remembered how
she had learned of old from the Serpent, wise Teacher oi
guile and evil! to kindle the hot spark of Desire in the
hearts of men.

This knowledge would have oome to Juliette as a legacy
from Eve, her earliest ancestress, even had she not been
bom of Adelaide.

Meanwhile Breagh saw nothing but the little red mouth
with the subtly wooing smile on it ... the gleaming jewels
that were shadowed by their oov«rt of black lashes.
Her will bent heavily on his, weakened by his worship of
her. In another instant he would have asked what she
wanted him to do 1

But the heavy footstejM of the priest, clumping on the
littie nraay stair, recalled Breagh from the rapids towaids
which he had been driftmg. In another moment the Curt
came into the room. He had a knotted blue handkerchief
in his hand, which weighed somewhat heavily. He said
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He had ttuned to P r" i> •

--ory of that BtSLjLtXt^'S.^*^ '^*'' *»'«

The young man an«Xl „f ^ ""^ "^^ "Po" him.

The Cnrt BUMeH hi. ZT^u ^y*" " dewrous to go !"

oried from the do«^ ^^'^' '^ ' o™«ked voice

--**^M:tt;ie'^,;^7«'i-«e, When she i, „o
*Jfad.me'? ^i, .r*

I •""!... Why not
mmeef '••• ^^ *»»»«• -nd folk, by theif rf^ht

C.th^inewr^tXh::^™'^ -P-*-'-- M*r.

rt^rrrr£7°^-"^ecotwe jf
. >F»a<«*»»iiame uxu there r '•
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P. C. Bnagh had • MOMtion m of a weight of oold lead

in the itomftoh. Hto feet eeemed shod with lead, hie antia
hung dow- inertly. Hla tongae might have been tuxned
to lead, BO impoaiible wai ntteranoe. " Marritd/ . . ,"
kept on ticking inside his head. " Manitdl . .

." and
with maddening iteration, slowly as the oUpper of a tolling
bell. " Tou knew it/ . . . She kHtw U/ . . . Married oB
tKeJmel"
His duU stare was set upon the fao« that had smiled

onhimsowooingly. It was snow-white now, and the eyes
were hidden beneath their heavy fringes of black. The
eyebrows were knitted, the pale lips set rigidly. The Oui*
looked at them a moment, and then asked, phunp and
plain: >

"^

" You are really married f My good Ittre Catherine is
not deoei-.-ing herself I"

JuUette shut down her Hem upper lip upon its little
neighbour, and raised clear, sorrowful eyes.

" A8Bhesay8,Iwentto Belgium tooelebratemymarriage.
Now that I have returned, I shaU awatt my husband here
in France. My father esteemed him highly. He is M
CJharies Tessier. He lives in the Rue de Provence, in the
town of Versailles."

Whether the good Cur* saei.ted the quibble, we are not
at aU molined to ask. We are concerned with P. C. Breagh,
whose enchanted castlehad crashed into dustand brickbats.
One glance at his face, sharp as a wedge of cheese, and
Ueached under its wholesome freckles and sun-tan. toW
his Infants what ruin she had wrought. Bat if he had
seiaed and shaken her and cried, " You Ue I" she would have
hed again, defiantly. Was rite not married, when her
Colonel had believed so. . . . 8he would be, from now,m thought and word, the wife of Charies Tessier. Ah,
Heaven I . . . The thought was more unwelcome than
ever it had been.



»J», Heaven I Mtin. it Im T"«"**' • heart ? . .
HT

P«ting. how<ZtJu^^^ »! "- boat.-^S
rr:f"^''«°"^'^^onl^oT''r"''"y- B*
the heart. When he ha<m„„ k!^'

"* ~"'<^ "<>* guard
he had cried to he^,^S , /r'*^'

^"'^ P'*~«^y

Ji^^ c«^t fron. ;ndithetd"ST ' k
" ^««

^ih'r^.'?Sfh;:^-j^^^^

'* -^natural in one «, neT i!^!- ^ ^^'* '"-<'h«l. w^
deweet of all fathe™, to blyeZT^^ °t

'^^ ""We-t and
moment, of de«,]ation-to haTn ^ ^^ ''*°™ » those
^^Ptnre of being able ^i^,*^^' Binoe then, of

Chi^rrn^r^r^r^r ^^^^ - -^
herow„,UgI,ta™.thelTorSl! ?''«''«d dealt with
rfherdwam. a. w;u asS

"^* '>*d/'«tte«d the fabric
»ee that light in the eye, of Mr ,• f T^^ °«^« ««»»

»onU afiair. of a^J^°^ ."^Nr che p,..n,atri-

bnehne«, what teno^w^^' ^"*;f^'ay• »>» what
tt« am, that enfolded ^'Z^

""^ ""^"^ her into

,7
'^^"ying Charlee Te«rier' f? -j'/*^ "^""'^ "*<»»

the «de of the yoin.oS. ,**P"' ^'"^ P»»«d by
''«•. 8he^Xwr:"'r"T««*-d«ibrfoS- While she

-taii;tnr^'tfyrtS::t'te'
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sake of him who had plumed it, «he would embnoe (noh
a future with remgAtion. ... It flashed upon her now,
with blinding olearneas, that not only murt the futnie be
embraced, but the man. . . .

" Tear the pietme. .. . Forgtt the dreamr Thewoida
of de Bayard's letter came back to her.

Ah, well !—«he had done with picturasand draams
For her, reaUties. The comrade looked as though ReaUty
had hit him smaahingly. She hardly recognised his cheer-
ful voice as he answered to some leading question put by
the Curi:

" I am ready and willing to act as escort to Madame.
It would be risky fo^ her to attempt to return alone to
Versailles."

She tried to meet his sorrowful gray eyes and succeeded.
She bent her little head and said with an admirable assump-
tion of newly-wedded dignity

:

" Monsieur Breagh is rery amiable. I will accept hia
offer with gratitude. When my husband learns of his
great goodness, he too will thank him. Alas ! at this
moment my poor Charles is far away I . .

."

She sought for a tear, and found more than she had
Bisected. For a whole thunderstorm of big, bright drops
borst from those wonderful eyes.

She fell into a Windsor arm-chair poUihed by the worthy
Curi's stout person, and dropped her arms upon the table,
and her head on them, and sobbed, sobbed, sobbed. . . .

The priest beckoned Breagh from the study. They were
going to make arrangements for the journey. Horrible
Mire Catherine, cause of all the misery, came and cackled
over the prone, abandoned head. . . . Madame was going
to start early to-morrow morning. . . . Allowing for the
disorganisation of the raihray-servioe, Madame would
reach Versailles by noon of the same day. The husband
of Madame would presently arrive to find her waiting for
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Win. Heaven would BhodhI.-ri«». »u .

Let Madame take hero3i^r^?'''J'^°" •««^°"-

male cherub that .h^diwZ "' "^^^^ "«'«
Monsieur would ru^t^y^*^^^^ ^* Madame and
tke good Saint ^ ^ ohnrtened by the name of

LXI.

Empire. and thrrToaStT ^ " "^ "^ '^^ "^^
It wa, crammed ^^^^^^^^"Z^^^^.^or Vel^
Btraw in trucka and hoS?x«^„r '^'^"rS <«
another at the doors of th^f ^^^ ''**'«' »•»«

with «.up and fruit. Sl^'tn^S'^
x'h
^' '"*"^'"

retirement of Bazaine unon m * .

''*' °^^ °* the
although, thanks to LTn« I''" ^ *^'»y """th,
8»ph-L betwtn Met aSS '^-.^^ °' ^''^ *»>-

the most daring F^noht^" «t "?/ '^^ *•** ""'y
-ay through the enemy's inv^i^TJ"* *° "°"" *"•-

"otopu., from the Z7^Jl^^\'''^^ '^<^i^^
Qennany had been evolveTaF^^f a

""""^ °' U"^**^

mder the command ofth^C^^^ 'V °^ ^" ^^
Advance of Quarf Cav^^w^,^ "^ «"°"y- -hoSe
TheArmy of thePruss^c^^^T" *'"' M*™*'

«>ad« south of TonVZZ^.^T^'"'^''"^'^-
The King of Prussia J^^^ ' ""^ °^ *•" Omain.

BtartedtTmanrorParthi*;f
h''''

**°'*''"'' "^
of Champagne. ^""«*' **"* dusty-white plains
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Freooh oonner at Commeroy. Thu. Moltke h«i l«„™d

1^ liriTT?^
«>giinentB <rf Canrobert', Corp. had beenWt behind at the Camp of Ch&lon., and that Paris w«b«mg pl«oed m a rtate of defence to rewt an invertaent

expected hourly.
«-~««u.

On thia yery day the vart Camp had been abandoned,
the Impenal pavdion. the mess-honBes. oifice«' quarterMd kitohena were blazing merrily, the linee of rurtic*««.^ u«,al^ occupied by the troope were marked outby or^klmg hedge, of are. While MaoMahon, at hi. camp
near Rheim. was torn between Mini.terial oiders eman
ati^g from the Empieii, inrirting on the immediate relief

^„^!^t.*vi fu^"?
"""^o""" that the order of march

•hould be b«>k by the d.reoteet route to defend the menaced
oapital.

the steady downpour of rain .wirled down the gutter.Mid drenched the Bodyguard on duty outade the Kimj'.
UeadquarteiB at Bar-le-Duc

:

^^

WJl the follow fc* the riA, of a clrouiton. march leadinghm» near the heir^^ frontier » I rfiouU be penonaUy
obhged to him to decide quickly . . . One doe. not deei,;
to Imger m a Capua a. diwnal a. this."
BiMuarok-Bohlen brought him a telegram. He wuabout to open it when the Warlock hastily entered thedttmg^room that served a. ant,H,hamber.^flouri.hinn

copy ofie Temps, i«ued in Pari, on the previous day

took .t from the pe,«>n of a respectable bourgeois^ whose
house m aigny he and his comrade, called to drink a drop
of wrne. Judging it a welcome gift to me, the brave fellow
rode here to bnng it."
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^ <iem*c>^ JJZl^Z^J^ ^- *' -"^ relies.
Privy Counc^, fr^ ZSL .T'' "^ P'terday's

of War and of^JzJi"'^"^' "^ P'^^'- *^ MinJ^ry

Paru can be ascertained ^Z^ J '^ "^'^ "^
ot^ffed mth Court coUon^uZ" ^^ "'*"'* «"* "^ »«<

He added:
^""y'

Empress. viL^Q^tS'TlLr t """"'' ^~- ^l'"

in revolt I' ..." ^^' *'»ndon Bazaine and Paris is

Commented the Minister-

^"•^S-^EnilSe^,* ^"-^—

•

gabble like a t»ckJ^^oW^«^''''"*°*''^ Chamber
Wond the end of her o^'^T' SiT":

°^. '^°- 'ook.
»t the beginning of AngusT^^h^.T "" "^°'"*''»'

Hqmbliobefor^hristmL wLtf »'^.''" " '"""""'^
or not."

""" ''^**''«'' B<««ine be abandoned

q«aoke». He wi^maLh eTtrnd'
""'"* * "•"*""" °*

I "ay say, I had aI^iJ^»:i'^°^'*'"'^*™«"^•
ma^oheswhiohwo„ldSrtSn ^"^''"' "^'•^ °*

yon there, A wi„ il'sT^?^^^7 """• '^'''^^'>

Bismarck answered
" It is in Russian, with which language the sender know.
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m.tob.aoq«tat«l. H.ta«iH^to£our860wt8emo^
who oombine. the t»de of wool-stapUr wtth the nofaJon

?L^ L !
,'»«««^*~ >>y private wire that the

SST'
h- tol^pW the PH««, i„.peri^ th.t the

m.roh of theAmy of OhAlon. will be diieoted npon Sedsn

peri»IHe«lq««rteiih»d left for Toarteioa. . .
."

"Ei, eil Is he tnutworthyl" aaked the Wwlock
patting away the sUrer box.

"««»«,

The Minister anmrered rooeiaotly

he7St'S"''''""'"--""'"^^'*«'««-'^
H© went on

:

" He has got into tonoh with the Roumanian Stnw, whoha. not received oaeh for aome dirty work he did in July
•* SM^manngen. and who Jndge. it advi«abI«^Napoleon
Bonaparte, Gmmmont k Co. being inrolvent.-to tranrfer
hiawrvioestotheoppodtefinn He add. that Straz
po*«»e., or »yi that he poaMMea, free mocm to the
ftinoetapenal He appeur. to think our intewrti. would
be Mrved by kidnapping the boy."
" Would they »" aaked Moltke.

JtJeMinirter raiaed hi. ahaggy brow., wrf an«w,wd

"You are acquainted with the Counteaa'a view, in oon-
neotion with the youngert Bonaparte. If the Queen doe.
not ^nt him to hand her tea and comb her lap^og, why
ahouM I not take M. Lulu home a. a pieaent to my Wife ?"

M 7°! .•" l«-«°« '" *^ the Warlock, dutking the wi»
old headm the .watch-wig. " You have told thi. atiiJring
rogue that decent German men make not war u»n women
or ohiWrra When the time comea that we at. guilty
of anoh thingi, Germany wiU be near her fall."
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w^l talk over thi. with th?^" ^^^' » »"• " We

Amy on the Men*. 5tf„7 " '
*'•''• ""Wihe. hi.

™ olowrf ihnttew o£ the Te«i« I,I^enoe gave that ple«I„T " '"^••' '" ^^'> »ne de
-««ii-« behind itB hi^h^i I'i^'

r"-^«Pt "^enoe

~nX" £i«5; -/-^te-paint^i ,ate o,

'°RP«1 by the loienged 31!; .
•^"'^ J»rt«^«„

the P««.n of theS 7?^^' ±!*^ '
r*"'- «oj^ out joyfully upon r^^'^^''^^^-- -^o

broke into a spate of word«
-^^ ''* ™^»' ""d

"MademoigeUel
. . Madam« ni. ,

P««ion. for the em.rl Bu^ 2''^'"' ^ *'«'»««d
Nothing ia „«dy ..' „f°* ' "torn «, unexpected
«i«ular Ml they drankin theM??f*'

''*' "y*" »'«»'nto«

you^ gentleman in a .h.hkl k
"""P^y «rf « rtnmge
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•T^L.;!: ^ "^ h-ppenedl" Upon bring•«»rf th.t her «npky«, w«, weU. «rf rtUlfaMS

•nwohing with th«r b«d. |_wd the gw».--thoZMbrf

tri»^?h "••,-,
-v

But who know,, Oneoanfo^the fe.« of the p^^Je like . dark oloud blaokening theAy
. . .

They »y that at Mendon the tree, havebeen Jt
ir^ *-'«'»'" dug, and beautiful vil].. b'^n^Z^powder that the Qennan, may not live in them\T n

«H r^"* ^'""' *'"^ *^ *'""' fr""" the Port, of I»v«d Meudon, Vanv«, and Mont Valfcien, if they eanSkeep anoh people back J"
««"^»

MMame CharU» a. d,e put her qnetion. He an™3with app^^tion of the Arewdn.^ p„.n.pting Z^.
'•OnewWie.oneoonldanawerthatI But it i. all true•bMt the twnehe. and «, on. . . . All the main J2^ north and wert and ««t f«,n, Pari, havebe3up in the «me way. And the bridge, have been mined-

tne FniMian, oome I"

wl^w~' And all oar hoepital. he» are full of

ToT^ p'"-, ^•»!^»'ri-«'i° train, orwaggonaevery

E^^e™ in' o^!''^'/"* "u**'*
"^•y-«*tion7^at thebamer. in crowd, to «e them. Sometime, one orie. out:

^» brother rot 'My husband r-oT'Mv sen r "
The wide month of the little woman widened in a
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•««M to twnMe horn her beSr^iT^' •«'"'•*•«•

offloW letf, th.t MT. .o' Ai^^ "l**
'*^««' «

Jew J*Hi«»_th,^ !lt^K^ h«b«Kj'. nepl^
iter «, Wthlully d. rt T*^ **•*-»• T«#.
W« going '^honltb.iJl^^^J^ fr '«°"«°»*'

Aod now my poor Potior. whJi.iKne chtT ' ' '

h»w foMotten. At «#._ "~»f>« Charles OMwot
o»«W tolerve .Hj.i,V.

'^* ^^^ y*« «rf •«•. •>• hw bo«,

•nd the end that wm toml^r *,.
^'"•^y ''^ M«te.,

dried her eye. mTh^lSf.^"*' "*''•"**'• '^"'•n
^-^oon.e'^one wL'rS^'"^:^Jr£^ '^^maeter*! wife. ^ oeuered to be her young

th*t him bought mZnT^f °^ **" •""' "«*!«>•

-;«on. w.. pj, .^:,:^J-
-»P«ion from the

-theyjrCh^^°ir:zir-^-Xn
the peT,lexity rf hon2 mIh!^!!:"**^- ^^ ^^^^

»onW bea Belai«n_^„ , ".
»tnmge young man

Mdete^J'^^h.'Srt'"*'''''"'**- M^''"'«
book-keeper. ThtTmu^ ^ t. IT'

•'" ^'^ » "^^entW "coompanied lS.e il^^ ^^-^^.p^r who
to dejeotedn«», aeTTm^ «^ »"<• manner wae humble
•t Madame ^tb.^7Att^'iri ''

'r^^laying: ""nuneee. He wae actually

"Thl.me«..good-Ve,I,„ppo«,.doe«..tit? »
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OM THE MAN OF IRON

Juliette returned, with her heart wavering in her like a
wind-blown taper-flame:
" If you desire it. Monsieur, of course it is good-bye I"

He perused the gravel-walk with an appearance of great

interest. It was extraordinary th'at neither he norMadame
had brought any luggage. . . . Madame Fotier fairly

writhed with curiosity to learn the reason why. She could

restrain herself no longer. She cried, madly clashing the

gate-keys:
" But the luggage, Madame I . . . The carriage has

driven away without depositing it. What of the trunks,

imperials, portmanteaux, bonnet-boxes, that Madame pos-

sessed when she went away ? . .
."

She was a little, voluble, excitable Frenchwoman, with

shiny black hair, bright, snapping black eye^, and a hectic

spot in the centre ii each oheek. As yet her envircnmient

had not brought home to her what War meant in reaUty.

When she had wept for her brother and her nephew by
marriage, and at parting with her husband, she had re-

lapsedinto her accustomed round of duties, not unpleasantly

varied by her newer responsibilities as guardian of her

mistress's empty dwelling. Like many other excellent

women of her type, she could not read or write, and relied

on local news imparted by her gossips and bits M intelli-

gence left by the baker with his brecui-iolls, or served by
the woman who brought the morning's milk.

Now Madame Charles turned to her uid told her:
" The boxes and imperials are left behind in Belghim,

dear Madame Potior. As for the articles I brought with
me, they have been torn to pieces by the lancers of M. de
Bismarck. Also the lugge^ of this gentleman, who has,

like myself, nothing left but the dothes that he is wearing.

Thank him, for had he not protected me, I should never
have reached this house !"

"Great Heaven!" Little Madame Potior threw her
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hands and eye. heavenwardB. " What wretches ! Whattemble dangers Madame hag surmounted ! What
horrors one hears of !—what miseries and sufferings '

Death 18 eyerywhei* One would say it wm the end
of theworld

!
But stiU there is hope, is not there,Madame 1

. . . Our glorious Army . .
."

JuUette turned a snow-white face upon the eager woman,
and lifted a little, tragic hand. She said, and in that tone
and with that look most feared and dreaded by the manwho loved her:

"Our glorious Army has been betrayed and massacred

!

With these eyes I who speak to you, have seen vast
tracts of country covered with the slain !"

Madame Potier winced and drew herself together. Her
black eyes glared. The red spots sank out of her sharp
race. And Juliette went on:
"I traversed one of these huge fields of carnage. Manv

Germans were ther^but most of the dead were our
Frenoh soldier* And in the sUenoe you heard theirWood runmng, and the earth hipping it like a great thirety

In the throat of the other woman, listening, an hysterical
knot began growing. You could see it working as her drv
hps twitched. She held her breath as though to keep
back a scream.

'^

"I sought amongst aU these dead men for my father."
said Juhette. " And I found him ! . . . His dead harid
beckoned me from a mountain of corpses. . I would
have known it without the ring that he always wore
And I went to him and sat beside him, and asked God to
let me die also And a sword seemed to cut my soul
from my body I grew oold-and all was bkckness
about me

! . I felt no more ... I breathed no more...I thought: This vmst be death r Then a voice spoke
to me. . . . I was too far away to answer. It oaUed me
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loudly—and I o»me to life again. ... I toM i;p. . '. . I

aw the face of the man who had called me. . . . And
then I knew why I moat not die just yet 1"

She laughed, and lo etiangely, that Madame Fotier cried

out in terror. She would have nuhed at the girl and

clutched her but for Breagh'a strong interpotJng hand.

He said in her ear in the bad French she took for

Belgian:

"Madame has travelled many miles, fasting, and she

has suffered a great bereavement. . . . Do not question

her, but go and make ready her apartment, and prepare

food for her. Hot soup,—she needs that before all
!"

The littlei woman addressed looked sharply at the

speaker, then mounted the two steps leading to the terrace,

scuttled across it in front of the shuttered windows of the

drawing-room and billiard-room, descended the steps upon
the other side, and vanished in the direction of the base-

ment ^tchen-door.

Then F. C . Breagh, wonderingat hisown daring, stretched

oat a hand, and touched Juliette's. It was very cold. He
lifted it gently and led her unresisting, dOwn the ivy-

boidered path that led into the pleasaimce.

For she must not be left alone in this mood, and the

garden was still, and scented, and bebutifnl in the noonday
sanshine. Its beds of autumn flowers blazed from their

setting of smooth and still verdant turf. The great wis-

taria on the stable buildings was magnificent in trails of

fading purple blosmms. The oaks were browning, the

chestnuts shedding their yellow fans. The stately limee

were bleached pale golden, the tall acacias were already

stripped quite bare.

It was not yet the season of song for thrush and black-

bird, but the robin's sweet shrill twitter came from the

heart of a hawthorn, marvellously laden with gorgeous

crimson fruit. The breast of the bird, not yet attired in
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faU^ winter plumage, showed o.»nge as japonioa-berZ
beside the ripe haws' splendid hue

Look at tun! What a pretty little beggar ! Nobodyever told me you had robins in France ! T" Then^t^ bird eooked his round bright eye and hopped to ahigher twig, and Juliette's pale face remained unchangedand her fUed stare blankly ignored him, her sorS
fnend cried out in a passion of entreaty •

"JuUette! Juliette, take oare ! For the love of God

tir 1°
*'''

'

^''' ''^'^"^
' ^*-« P"y "PO'' °tSeven if you have none on yourself 1" ^ ^ *~ "•

i^L f.rflT"^^^^'"^- "^^ ^>^^^ tte face heknew. She looked at him, and her eyes were no longer
fixed and glassy. She asked in wonder:

" -™ger

" What do you want me to do ?"

Shutters They were near a rustic seat that was under thegreat tuLp-tiee. Breagh led her to the seat, made her sit

2^as he looked at it, and then his heart jolted, and stood
"^JU.

. . . Where was her wedding-ring ? Didn't
French married ladies wear the pll gold circlet ?««.urse they did - Then why ? . . . CaL her fain , sSvoice agam: "-^-, aau

othe«
? TeU me. Monsieur, for I do not like to be un-

He said trying to speak clearly, and unemotionaUy •

von fW T T ^°" ^'""' '" ^'^"y ^^°^ ^^° »« "earyou. that I «k you to be kind te these and to yourself.You have suffered a great loss, you brood upon it^to you^mjuiy You dream of revenge upon a man, Wgb-
41
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plwed knd powerful, whom you aoouse of havins bronsht
about the Wat." ^
Khe had taken o£E the blaok silk veU that she had wornM head-oovering. A dry leaf fluttered down from the

» lip-tree and orowned her splendid coils of mist-black
hair. Her thin arohed brows were drawn together and
frowning; from the dark caverns that Grief had hollowed
round them looked eyes that were cold and hard and
brilUant as blue diamonds. She asked in almost a
whisper:

"And if I dream ... and accuse ... am I not
justified ? . . . Because he saved your life, do you take
his part ?" ^

Breagh answeied her with a sudden spurt of anger:
" I take no part. I speak for your own good. If a

woman as frail and sensitive as yon are, yields to the
promptings of a hate so ovetwhehning, -. time comes when
•he cannot if she would, control them ojr i-ale henielf.
When voioes sound in her ears, urging her to deeds of
violence, and she cannot silence them by any prayers. .

Then she goes away into a strange dim country peopled
with shadows—lovely or qnew, strange or awful. And
that u the country of Madness, where live the insane
Even those who love her as I-as your friends and your
husband love you [—can never reach her there !"

The pleading seemed to touch her. Two great tears
overbrimmed her pure pale underUds and fell upon her
shabby blAck gown. She said, trembling a little

:

' You are very good to have so much solicitude for me.
I thank you very humbly. It is true that I have sustained
a terrible wound, and that it rankles—is that the right
wopd ? My nature is not gentle-^ot amiable '—I long to
strike back when I am wouuded When those I love
are hurt

. . ." She stopped and controUed herself with
a visible effort, then resumed: "I have it in me to be



i'lL-

THE MAN OF IBON -«
Pitjlesg ! See you wnll tt,

^
in me !'• ^ '''" *^-" » -omethiag of my mother

" Ot your mother ? »

««»ed a mother or not n^^IT * f '^'^''"' P"^'
expeoting one of the shutte^F^lT ]" *''*' '""""'•

anticipating the apnearaZT . ' 'Wndowg to open,

and nndenrtood hia look^^'
""^ ^-^^tte foUowod

meaning: ' ^'^ »»'d. with sorrowful

finl^ moSrstT;:"!'^^^-^- y<- ^o not
loble. as he .... . 8he ll^h

*"' ^"* "°* e°°d. "ot
wa« an infant. See 7 I jol^d ZT''^^ '^' '''""^ '
that .- She measured Sh„TH T J^" *^''«' tJ"^°

height of the baby Jfi^yeJ' 5^?^
!'°^'' **« *""* ^^e

<^ and yellow as newlX^heT I ^ '"'* '"^ ""^
"aid, her dear, transpa^nffacTdal '''"" •'°^- ^^^

thatsweptac..ssherm"mor.^^frf'^*'*'''*'«^°-
at Gravelotte I h«i passed Thro^Ttj^r""*''-! ?-This lady-of whom iZld to^kt t "k

"'P*^*'"''*-

"»y path. She did not «vll to J"^'/''"''^
•"««

mother, when I quitted BrTsLb to W **' """ ""^ "

She iepre«,nted herself as thel^-J ^ «°ap«ny.
. . .

been wounded. Shrtold^! th^ . "? "^'^^ ^''° had
in the hands of the ft^aT SHT 'f

*"" ""^ " P'^"-
I might lay my oaTwrthe t, "T *°^*''*"'*hat
him to obtain myTtht^rrel^,^*" ^P^™'' »"<• ^eg

mostLSrt''^SWid°£''.'^' *-^«-^'^* -«Whe boeom of her'blLk^hS^r ""'^ ^"^"'"^

oeivSZ^H^rJ^^Xf;^ ^--o-aly Monseigneur r.
own hand. . .

y„* ''*ln IT^^^ ^' 8*^« "»« ^^^ hisYon shaU hold it in yours, because yon
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•re my friend, and Monseigneur would permit it. . . .No one else, beoauae no one deserves it save you I"'
And she exhibited with dainty pride the splinter of

rusty scrap-iron. The envelope bore a smaU Imperial
orown m gold, with the initial " E " beneath It
was directed in violet ink and in a handwriting pointed
and elegantly feminine, to S. A. the Prince Imperial, with
the Great Headquarters of the Imperial Army, at the
Prefecture of Metz.

"He U so brave I . . . He wanted to join M. de
Bazame and fight the Prussians. He stamped ... he
wept ... he suffered such chagrin when the telegram
came from the Emperor ... No ! I must not tell you
of the telegram My Prince said: ' MademoitdU
ihall hear it because the is diaereet /"..."
She folded away her treasure in the envelope that bor«

the Empress's handwriting, and hid it away again in its
sweet nest close to her innocent heart. Life and vivacity
were hers again as she descanted upon the graces and gifts
of her Imparial princeling, and P. C. Ereagh listened,
grateful for the change in her. The shadow came back for
a moment as she told him

:

"And when I descended to the vestibule, Madame had
gone away She had been seized with faintness in
the moment of our arrival, when she had encountered a
stranger passing through the hall Then I went back
to the hot^, and crept up to my room quietly. Madame
—whom I had discovered to be my mother l-was angaRed
with a visitor I do not know at all who he was.
But I heard him say, on the other side of the door that
was between us ... ' When she wmea, you shall present
me to the littU Queen of Diamonds P And he laughed.
Mon Dieu I how strange a laugh ! . . . It made me feel
cold. It makes me oold even now to remember it. . . ,

But I do not think I have been really warm since the
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Sd^'rrjL""'' ^ '"""^ *•"• P*"*"'*' '"d "y ""OtherBaid. Thtd,,covtn-u^int^tabUI Now. uHth Jour kZI am going to sUep /' " " •*"**'

With 8uoh truth did .he render the rery tone of thesmnptueu, AdoUide'. languid irony, that P C BL^h
m:t12"t"*''''''^

•'•"'''*""« Somewhere Je":fdmet ^meone a woman who .poke like that ?Who waa she J Where had they encountered ? . . He'

tent^ :'"*'°" *" ""'*'' """' "^'y- " -»• And JnlieS

kI' V°*f r *™^ '° '"" y°» t''"- Monsieur, though I

teSe if
*"* ' '"•^•^ »''*• You will undema^ twtemble it wa. to dawover in this lady, who had deceived

mlh """^V"" ' """^^ "^''^^ de«i until a7ew

TT^kX '^'""t
""^ something in her very bJ^u^

wita terror See you, I prayed to Our Bleswd Ladvfor arfu. overcome that terror. Then at the ^TretfI

thmk I feared her more than ever. The face can wv;^

and troubled by visions.
. . . Without wakingT^athmg so strange

. ..'Only a unman offa^nZ^Ub^
Tl 'h-^ r* *"^'""'"'

• • What made yo^ Trt ^violently, Monsieur ?"

For PC. B^agh had jumped as though he had been hitby a bullet, ^s mouth screwed it^lf i^to the^Z of »wbstle. lus eyes rounded unbecomingly. He reSerldwhen a,nd where he had heard that utterance.lTt"e
resonant accents of the Man of Iron, and addressi^i^o theSSm^Zr.r-^ " ''' ^°-'«» ^- ^"

scaSl 7Z '^" """^' *'"'* •>" P'^*«J<'<^ *ie sentence,

^^llt" '"°^.' *'™"^ '" *•'*" *"'Pli*'> contempt
/« «»«M *«« regu,redfeu^r scruples and more toug,^
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tha>^ Aganwmmm poueued to turn offered Mp an mih,

Dave dropped four paraaol I"
"^

devarttmg oUnge wrought in tl .t «rftly-tint«d n>a,k ofsensuon. beauty, by Con«ienoe. roused to anguWi by thevitnol-8pl»«h of soom.
"e "ki oy toe

Bat!!"' w"'*L°'
'*" ^^^'^ «"»*« ''«• M«ir.'ae deBayarf How rtrange the ohanoe encounter that hadbrought them together in that hou« ! What wa. Teba^n she h^hoped to drire with Bi«na™k ? What

Khe?1 ""^^ "'^r
"*'*' ""^ '•'«'° her daughter toRethel J Who WM the man who had been waiting to bepresented to the little Queen of Diamonds ?

^ AMhow true had been the instinct that had warned the girl <rfdanger who«, nature her Conyent-b»d innocence mSle Itimpossible for her to oonoeire.
She was speaking:

am ?«T ^^. «"« '^•^ or insenrible, Monsieur. 1M. deejdy sensible of aU your goodness ( . . . I knowvery well that there U truth in what you «i.y I

1°'

Z^^'-r^f: magnanimous.
. . . yJdo not J^.prehend what it « to hate so that it is torture . Ukelire burmng here, here, and here ! " • ^

She touched her slight bosom and her throat with the

oi^:::?T' '^ ^""'" '"'"'^''- -"^^^^^ '»- «"- at
anTrt A^ ""• •""*""*' *'•*" o^^* *hem wideapart. A curious gesture, and notable, in its suBBesfion

^iSr^'*'"'"? '""''""'' """^ "« dom^^e cSan impulse obsessmg in its evil strength
Here where it is so quiet, I shall recover in a IHtle.

..^L ^'^^ " "^^ ^ *»" '«a™ to sleep

deep. Monsieur ! . . . But when I lie down it is as though
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gr~t doom in my brain were thrown wla, open. Theretomntio

. .
ftnd prooeedon. of people oou.e pouring, pour-

ing through.
. . . There .re yoic th.t m.ki JLtoUmour-there are hand, that wave to me and beckon.But 1 olenoh my own hands and lie .till_«o very .till 1I pray to Our Lorf that one figure mpy not pa„ .mong«t

he other., for then I know i shaU have to get up and

with Her cool hands, ta^t I may not see if he doe. come.But always he passes; walking or driven in a ob.riot-ndmg a great horw, or borne upon the riioulder. of guard.Ai^ then I resist no more, for it is uselem ! I wake '-
and I am standing in the middle of my room •"

Said P. C. Breagh. comprehending the situation • " In aword, you are suffering from overstrain and consequent

SITt ^ ul""' 'r" " *"»-^'°'" M.D.. bluse
I thmk I chould know what to do. But you will let meprewnbe the doctor, if I may not undertake the case,
won't you? Whafs that ? Who's there ?"

Something like a gurgling laugh had sounded behind
them, and Juliette glanced round, and beck at Carolan
with something of the old gaiety in her eyes.
"It is the Satyr of the pool, where Mcdame Teller

•^7". u.r**'"P'"°*'- ^^ '»"?''« '^« th"* when thewater bubbles m his throat."

J^^^T^ fvf
*°"°''^ " ""'« P"**" ^^"^^ through a

shnjbbery of hlac and syringa. Beyond rose the ivy-huneand creeper-covered eastern boundaiy-waU of the plea^
aunoe Prom the grinning mouth of the Satyr-mask
wrought m gray stone the slender spring spouted no
longer, ft trickled from a hole in the pipe behind themask, and yet the la-.gh sounded at intervals as of oldThe wall below the mask was wet. and green with a slimy
moss-growth, fed by the dampne*; the ferns that bor-
dered the pool, the water-plants that grew in it. had
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•aflend from the diminution of their nipply. The brook
had diminidied to • ilender trickle winding tmongit etonca
crowned with dry and withering motaee. Jnliette cried
out at the ipeotaole in iheer diamay.

What would Madame lay if ihe knew how ipoiled w«»
this, her cherished bit of lylvan beauty 1 Never mind.
When she returned all should be found in order of the best.
The kitohen-garden, perforce neglected since the departure
of M. Potier, should be weeded diligently. The dead rotes
should be snipped off with loving care, the withered bloe-
soms pulled froui the sheaths of the flaming gladioli. . . .

The place needed a mistress, that was plain to Mademoiselle
de Bayard's order-loving eye.

" We will work here 1 . . ." she said, and almost clapped
her hands at the thought of the pleasant labour waiting
them. " Me, I adore gardening ! And you also—do you
not, Monsieur t . .

."

Could P. C. Breagh deny ? He cried with a hot flush
of joy at the thought of long days of sweet companionship :

" Indeed I do ! . . . and of course I will, Mudame !"

•"Madamer . .
."

She had neariy betrayed the truth, but she nipped her
stem upper lip close down upon its rosy fellow. . . . Was
she not married ! Nearly, if not quite. . . .

So nearly that until M. Charles appeared with Madame,
she would maintain the character of a recent bride. It
would be better not to re-kindle in the gray eyes of Monica's
brother tha. fire that had blazed there so fiercely a few
hours before.

LXIII.

How strangest of the strange, to love a person so nearly
a stranger I . . . What had Monica's brother been think-
ing of 1 In January they had met, and parted coldly . . .

m
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iilT* *'7 ^'^ °'" '«•*"• •"d l«d .p«it together not

S^.!1k 'it'
O"^-'""'-'!"* night .pent inThe wood

1.

behu^d theoottegeofM«Ume Onyot-th.t grJy dZ,
bearer of the Slewed Saorament, oonld He and She be everanything but friend. ? . . . cio«, friend. dear <Z
PWiU diared. of eipeiienoe. unforgettable by bothWhat would Life be like when onelad to fa^^ ^^i,^ '^

«i.h i; r
°°* '^"' *° 'I""*"""- The thought ofBuohlonelme»wa. enough to freew the heart

„h!^ ?
?"'"' *" ^^'^ ^°"'''- •'-t*d »nd trium-phant proelauning Madame wrved with the best tUt

Zt ^n/)'-A
•-»" -"I-*" o-l«tte with hU^*

rr-.rrdim'e'-^nirs*''- ^'he^H^r;
Mjjjme Te«ier had bee'n got ready for^ildir^'^V
•maU room u.ually oocnpied by M. Charle. might be pre-pared for the Belgian gentleman.

. . . Or-^e that

^.TerTef".r"*'*^!^' °u~"^« J""^"^' '^^'^ MadamePotier heraelf oooup.ed the apartment adjoining
would Mon«eur mmd .leepmg at the ga«ien o^.ge?She would guaranty there, cleanline.. and mo™ thinoomfort

. . Wa. not the bedroom her. and hVr po^
Pot.er>. t Had they not dept in that bed forTn

no^ be deeping, he would never find the equal of hi. own

The propo«l. po«ribly prompted by diwretion on the
pari of the eioeUent Madame Potier, wa« gratefully ac-cepted by Breagh. And from that hour, under the ghelter-
ing wing of the hectic little caretaker, began a little idyll of
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happineBB for two young people, who aaked nothing better
than that it should laat.

It was exquisite autumn weather. They rose early, and
passed out of the iron gate together, and so through the
quiet streete to Mass at the great church of N6tre Damem the Rue St. Genevieve. Or they would attend it at the
Chapel m the Convent of CarmeUtes that is now the Petit
OoUege m conjunction witix a colossal Lyc«e. Then they
would come back to d^euner, laid on a table under the
trees on the lawn, and aflerwarda they would work in the
garden, or read, or talk. But they read no newspapers,
and for the best part of two months they never exohanited
a word about the War.

It was the treatment devised by P. C. Breagh, who had
failed of his practising degree in Medicine, and under this
regime the shadow that iiad rested upon JuUette lifted day
by day. He had taken Madame Potier into his confidence
and she entered into a conspiracy for the better nourishing
of one whom she firmly believed to be the wife of her master
She dragooned JuUette into drinking a vast quantity of
milk, and the girl's haggard outlines began to fill out, and
her dreadful dreams ceased to haunt her. Sleep returned
strength revived, her grief for the lost father, unassuaged'
became less poignant. She could look back upon the
happmess of their old life together without the anguish
that rends the .heart.

DaUy she doled out to Madame Potier the small sum
neo«»ary for housekeeping. Under the able management
of the hectic little woman a very little money went a long
way Such butter, such cheese of Brie, «uch excellent
bread, milk and cream, such country chickens, such fruit
and vegetables from the garden, were daUy set upon the
table, that a honeymooning Prince and Princess could not
have been better served. The reward of Madame Potier
was to see her handiwork vanish under the combined on-



6S1
THE MAN OP IKON

»langhts of Madame Charles «n^ m •

waited upon them at tabte L w ^°'^T- • " «''<'

into Madame Potier's hands TT^ k ^^ t- Breagh played

JH. I'otier was quite riirht I w +1,
oan cook a better r,w«« vlT '"""*" "'^"^ "h"

Juliette', eyZ^JZtlZ 'T* ^*'' «'^'»»« '"

the head ofThe Sbk ^^* T'^ « *« »t erect at

terribly, her upL ]i ' S ^'"^ '^•"^^''" «J°P«d

helped WlflTveShZofTTK'^"^^'"^- ^
began to eat without^pe^Xf!

'f
"^"^ '^^^ ""d

Potier stood back a«l TtehSW T "^T" *''^'''°«

M. .at .e. emb.edSt.-p-%----e

^e ^o««sed he^elf at the mention of Z'ZTZl.

p^;o:::^ermr.^rdi^^^^^^^^^
though she had never bn,ken off:

'' """* '"'' «
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" Mmua composed of exoellent—but exoeUent dishes

!

. . . What a pity to think that Madame Charles cannot
make them now !—Look you, to cook weJl is an art that

• may be easily forgotten ! . . . Hey, Madame is not
eatug to-day !"

Madame said in accents that were dignified and frigid

:

"There is a little too much sugar in the ragoOt, dear
Madame Potior, otherwise it U, as Monsieur says,—excel-
lent I"

Sugar.' . . . But one doesn't put sugar " P. C.
Breagh was beginning, when both the women turned on
him and rent him, ^guratively.

"Who does not put sugar? Will Monsieur answer
me?"
The pieroing shriek was Madame Potier's. And the

silvery accents of Madame Charles took up the burden
saying:

"Dear Monsieur Breagh, the delicate brown of colour-
ing that pleases you,--the suavity that corrects the sharp-
ness of the salt,—these are due to sugar—burnt and added
at the last moment. But one should use it with delicacy,
or the effect is absolutely lost !"

"Can you reaUy cook?" he asked in his sensefess,
masculine fashion, smiling rather foolishly and staring at
her with his honest gray eyes.

And Juliette answered with a trill of delicate, airy
laughter:

" Do you find it so incredible ? Well, I will not boast
now, but presently,_you shall see !"

Xext morning, when Madame Potier returned from
market, with an unusually heavy basket, Madame Charles
donned a stufi apron of the good woman's, and vanished
with her into the kitchen, whence their voices could be
heard chattering as though a particularly shrill-voiced pea-
hen were singing a duet with a reed-warbler or crested
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bubbles. P C BrBftot, ..„ u i
"i'' "°°™We, light as

ruse oneeiM and the beaming, sparklimr eves
Juliette had found in a trunk fuU ofg^^ that h^been committed bv her to IW.^.

garmenis that had

simple dinner^Tof'hS SS^^Jr^^^T-"the trimming of the skirf IrJ ,

gl««med in

eibow-sleov^andatut^^e V r T""' """^ "P"" '^^

naUs that shone like rosy. polished^sL'li: '
"' *'' *"^

kiS!n .
°°* ''^'^ ** *^°"8'' *« 1««J been toiling in atatohen among casseroles and stew-pots Rathpr^ ?<!Queen of Faeri,^ Titania robed Tcob^b Jh

heart of the young man who loved her grew the emJi^the more her sweetness filled it, and realiseTLnl ^
JHe more she showed herself to'JZX:Z,^^Z

4totSi?viynr.Tr:i:r-:r^-
"wman.

. . .
This remembtanoe was always
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aUve in Breagh to rear a barrier between him and his
infanta. . . . And other knowledge too wag his, held in
oommon with Madame Potier and many thousands of
other people, that he had not dared to share with JuHette.
But to-night he had realised that the truth oould no

longer be kept from her. She was cured. There could
hardly be a relapse into the old conditions, even when she
learned the dreadful truth. And even if risk there were,
she must be told that truth by him to-night, or hear it
from the lips of some stranger. It was a miracle that she
had remained so long in ignorance of the fate of France—
her beloved France).

"For seven weeks we have played together like two
children on the brink of an open grave I" he said to himself.
" Have I been right or wrong ? Only Time can tell

!"

Madame Potier had clattered out of the room, and across
the haU, and down the kitchen stairs to make the coffee.
Behind those little black beady eyes of hers she hoarded
the knowledge of weUnigh unspeakable things. She had
been faithful in guarding them from the knowledge of
Juliette. But now she had said to P. C. Breagh : " You
must speak to-night. Monsieur ! We have done our best,
but we two cannot keep from the poor little lady that
to-day the King of Prussia will enter Vereailles !"

She had given him a look as she had left the dining-room,
that had sai<i: " Remember !" P. C. Breagh, nerving him-
self to the ugly task, felt like one who seethes the kid in its
mother's milk.

As he pondered, something cool and fragrant struck him
on the forehead. He picked up the red carnation that
had fallen upon the dessert-plate before him. He inhaled
its fragrance lingeringly, holding it so as to hide his mouth.
Over it his troubled gray eyes scanned the face that was
all aUght with sparkling gaiety. Why had Juliettethrown
the flower? Why had she challenged him ? She, who had
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^Z^ W« U true that in eve^ wo.an Uv. a

She was asking herself the same question, pierced bythe «.nviotion that her grandmother would have beenhomfied^ But it had been impossible not to huri^e
perhimed miseJe at the brooding face with its smear ofdark red meetmg eyebrows, and the short, square noseand the pleasant lips.

^

He had on the shabby suit of brown, for his funds didr^t permit of a visit to the taUor. His new linen was
spotless, and under the narrow turned-down collar he worea loose-ended black silk tie. The low was pulled outuZone side so much longer than upon the other that M^e-
moiselle sfeminme fingers itched to adjust it. Howcarelesshe wasm matters of dress, this adorable young Englishman

I

.ulrl;"""^T *^ ''^'"^- He had ar^sed herounosity Some hours after she had retired upon the pre-vious mght, she had risen, and stolen barefooted to the oLn

tTtr 1 ''^'"^ °^° '""^ '"°°'^" garden, and pai^Idthe thin ourtams that hung before it, and peeped out

dol^"'!^^^ ^"^^^ °' "" *° ^'^ '»« o"*""" leavesdown. A white dew sparkled on the turf that Breagh kept
olosely cut. The countless clocks of the white town ofroyal palaces tinkled and chimed and belled and boomedout the witching hour of two.
Her room was on the eaat front, facing the garden

... A downward glance showed her that Breach waspacmg there.
«n=»gu was

Up and down, backwards and forwards, leaving black
prints of footsteps upon the lawn that was all be-gemmed
THth dewdrops. The presence of so many reservoirs makes
VersaUles more than a trifle damp.
How rash

! . . . How unwise ! Did the young man
desire a fever ? Juliette, accustomed of old to subj«,t her
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Colond, for hi* health's lake, to a daughterly lurTeillanoe,
had a lecture ready on the tip of her tongue. She might
have spoken, had not the patrolling %ure come to a stand-
stiil, and looked up wistfully at her shrouded window, and
said Tomething in a low, dogged, dejected tone, and shaken
his head and gone away.

" I've got to tell !—and I don't want to tell !—and I
don't know how to tell, that's the bother of it I . . . Give
it up ! . . . For another night I"

Without the muttered words, the glance and the head-
shake would have conveyed his doubt and his perplexity,
to the subject of his sore reflections, returning in a flutter
of strange, sweet wdndor, and expectation, to her recently-
vacated couch.

You may imagine how she tossed and turned, seeing his
miserable gray eyes looking at her mt of the shadows in
the corners. Those eyes could bla - in tigerish fashion
when he was angry, for she had seen. . . . When she had
crept from under my Cousin Boisset's death-bed, they had
flamed with a wonderful light of joy and triumph, and
when he had caught her fiercely to his breast. .

Oh I to be snatched again into those strong young arms,
and held against the heart ih't shook one with its beating.
. . . Was it wicked to feel that one hated Ciharles Teesier ?

Was it unnetnial, in these days of mourning, to think of
anyone, except her lost Colonel t . . . Was it not exceed-
ingly unmaidenly to determine that Monica's brother
should say whatever it was he had got to say, and did not
want to say, and did not know how to say, no later than
the following night ? . . .

True—she had purposefully conveyed to him the im-
pression that she was married, but she TOuld explain that
she had meant that she would be by-and-by. . . . Alas !

what would her grandmother, that sainted woman, have
said regarding this lapse from the way of tnith ?
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LXIV.
Brr she oertauJy had not planned to throw the carnation.

fr«ht. Theshade of hergrandmother.eemed to riTe.aM^i:W m ito shocked propriety. One could almost hUr her

"xfer than I could have believed, had I not sun/ "

heftor^r
"*"*' '^"'1*™**°° "be mocked on, dissembling

ir^JP^A ^ *' '°'*^' ' ^y "" y°" «> "l"" ""d A>-
'

/mri/ Are you tired of Hying shut up in a garden?Answer me, I pray you. Monsieur !" 8 ™en f

hi^K '°°J'!i*'*
''.'' '""^ •"" "'«** "'•''' "1"'^ "self, and

lus broad red eyebrows lowered into a line of determina-
tion. He said doggedly:

^^
" The happiest time of my life has been spent shut ud inth» garden

!
I believe you know that verj weU!"

She burst into silver laughter and cried to him teasinelv •

But you did not look at aU happy when I peeped atyou m the mght from aiy window. Seel Thusrwrththe
hands miles deep in the pockets, and the shoulders elevated
to the tips of the ears I"

She jumped up and mimicked the slouching gait of the
midmght cogitator, brilliantly and with fidelity, paiadinir
between the dinner-table and the long windows thaf
opened towards the lawn. He recognised himself and
r^dened, whUe he laughed, with vexation. He had never
before seen her in this mood of Puok-Hke mischief He
had yet to become acquainted with another phase of
Jmiette.

" Did you learn to act so well at your Convent V he
asked her, and she answered with sudden gravity:
"Acting can never be learned. Monsieur. . . It is a

<2



«u THE MAN OF IBUN

gift, of the good angels or the bad onee, which can be
brought to perfection by use. To ' make ' an artist of the
stage is not possible. He or she is bom . . . and that is

all I know. . . ." She added, " When I make my appear-
ance at the ThMtre Franfais they shall send yon a bUltt

dt/aveur. Then you shall see acting. I promise you !"

She was more like Queen Titania than ever as she held
up her fairy finger, and smiled and sparkled at the be-
wildered young man.
" For example, if MM. lee Diiecteuis assign to me the

• part of a grandmother of sixty, do you think I shall put on
wrinkles with paint ? . . . Non, merei I The true artist

says to herself, ' I am old /' and she is old. ... ' I am
ugly/' and she becomes hideous. '/ am wicked/' See
here I . . . Is this a face to regard with love. Monsieur ?"

The last sentence had been croaked, rather than spoken.
No Japanese mask of a witch could well have been more
furrowed, puckered, scowling, or malignant than the ftce
that had been Titania's a moment back. Breagh called
out in protest, half angry, half amused, wholly fascinated;
and Obeion's bright Queen came back again to say:

" Or I can be stupid, very stupid,—if that will please
you I . . . Gentlemen sometimes admire stupid girls. . . . .

We had one at the Convent—^yonr oonntiywoman and a
great heiress. Miss SmioB—the daughter of Smizi and
Co., Tea Merchants, of Mincing Lane."
She banished all expression save a smile of absolute

fatuity, puffed out her cheeks, narrowed her eyelids, per-
mitting her eyes to twinkle thiou^ the merest slits. She
giggled inanely, and said, combining the consonantal thick-
ness of catarrh with the gobbling of a hen-turkey . . .

"AH the eggstras. . . . Whad does expedse batter
whed you've got a Forchud to faU bag od ? Besides, Ba
says I bust bairy iddo the Beerage, ad aocoblishbeds are

dbd usually exp^ed of a doblebad's wife
!"
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fim^K
'^'^' ^ **". "^ '"'"'' •""'"»rily banishing Mi»Smith, her expeotetion.. and her splutter •

"^ "™

vou f°
""*

?* ^""dJitt me. Monsieur Breagh, I beg of

t^ll'^'r.
I^ perhaps a Uttle excited. There is^e-th^ strange m the air. ... I have a humming in my~« « thou^^t crowds of people were talki^ ver^•oftly. . What IS it?" she asked in bewiMermenV

pi^rngthefine points of her smaUtoge«intoh»triS«
What IS the matter with me to-night 1 "

„l,Jn
*° ^: ^i,^'^^ 'poke out, in a tone that hurled achallenge to Destiny.

"'"tea a

" There U nothing the matter with you ! . Th«t >.

your time I
.

For we came here on the twenty-flrgt ofAugust, and this is the fifth of October. We live Wn

" Can it be possible t"
She looked at him intently and reali«ri his eamestne*.He answered with a glow of pride in his work

^"™'"-
"Faot!-And in all the time you have never seena newspaper or asked a question about the War. E^nwhen you have heard the great guns firing from theSbelow Pan^Issy and Vanvres and Mont„>uge and the w^t

^7o:z.%', ''"^./'"'* "''-•^ «ticJ'.^'-*

^HgtlyXokTerrj^'""'^- ""' '-'^^ - ^- -«»

" No ! . .
."

"Because I wiUed you to. By George ! there are timeswhen I beheve that even yet I'd make a doctor Me^t^suggestwn was the line I took with you. . .
." He^Sh.shands. "NotthatlcouldhavedoneanythiS'^tt^
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the help of MadMne PoUer^flnt-olMi little womMl—
wguUr briok th«t she ie ! . . . You see, your bnin b^
•noked up all the trouble it waa capable ot holding. You
wanted rest. . . . WeU, youVe had it. thank God

!

Night after night I've walked up and dow?., backwards
and forwards, on the Uwn, jurt as you saw me doing last
night, saying: 'Sleep! Forget 1 You hare my orders
to I'

"

The tone of mastery thrilled, even while the muscles
of her mouth twitched with repressed laughter. He wag
beautiful in her eyes as he leaned forwards smiling at her.
She said, repressing \iet tears, and concealing her admira-
tion:

" But last night you did not say ' Sleep I' but something
else. Monsieur. . .

."

There was a swift change in him, telling her that for
once he was not listening. His eyes were alert, his eai-
eagerly drank in a sound composed of many sounds that
grew louder as they came more near. Now the whole room
was full of the trampling of horses and the fainter cUnk of
spur and scabbard and bridle. . . . Cavalry were passing
up one of the great avenues south of the Rue de Provence
—not the Avenue of St. CJoud—probably the Rue des
Chanti&s-^here was a distant roar of cheers. . . . Then
in one Uttle oasis of silence came the rolling of carriages,
and then the walls shivered with the roaring of lusty lungs

:

"Boch der KSnig I Hoek der Kronprimr—aad the
shouts were drowned in a great burst of martial music,
and the trampling of men and horses, mingled with the
beat of drums and the blare of trumpets, roUed on tumul-
tuously again.

The Wood ebbed from Juliette's cheeks and lips to. her
heart as she listened. Then the double-doors of the dining
room were butted open with the comer of a wooden cofEee-
tray, and Madame Potier appeared with a steaming pot
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"**' menda, to whom I owe in m.mk .ii

AndTlIo ^ C^fe«rtt««»y/ Here comet the KingT

Bhrill and thin .TTC '
" • '"^ "other «,re«n.

sllnder blJT I
^7' ^'^^"'^ "t^fe was horrible. The

_
.

.
Then all at once the life seemed to go out of itThey earned her to the Bofa and laid her down ' '

'

newB^r " T ^ *•"* Pniseians to break the

WMtened the gar! s drew, and nibbed the limp hands
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while Braagh dioppwl OognM between the little teeth. %
drop or two at • time.

And preaenUy Juliette wm looking at them, not wildly
and Madame Potier waa answering: "It was nothing!
. . . Madame was starUed into an attack of faintnesa
when I was so clumsy as to drop the coffee-tray. Now I
KhaU go and get more, and Monsieur will talk quieUy to
Madame as she Ues there. She must hear everything that
we have kept from her Yes, yes! that is quite
understood !"

And she clumped,away, with a backward glance of dis-
dain directed at t: , masculine boggier, auil Breagh drew a
ohair near the sofa where his wan Infant* lay, and sat
down and told her all.

Red sunset flooded the autumn garden as he talked
Not a leaf stirred, hardly a bird uttered a nooning note
But the strange sound that had haunted not only the ears
of Juliette went on inoeaaanUy. It was the sighing and
whispering and muttering of the vast crowds tUt had
flUed the Rue des Ohanti^rs behind the lines of troops to
witness the entrance of the conquerors, and now gorged
the great Place of ihe Prefecture, (above whose entrance
flaunted the standard of the Hoheniollems)—filled the
upper end o^ the Avenue de Paris,- and surged over the
vast expanse of the PUce d'Armes, beating in black and
restless human waves against the lofty blue and golden
railings of the Royal ChAteau, above whose golden dome
floated the black-and-white Prussian Standard and the
white Flag with the red Geneva Cross.
We know what he had to tell her. ... The fr>ise step

of MacMahon, the unavailing attempt of Bazaine to break
out of Mets, the conflict on the Meuge, ending in defeat
and the loss of 7,000 prisoners with grans and transport.
The flight and escape of the Emperor to the fortrees-city
of Sedan. ... The battle between the ill-led, unfed, dis-
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VM»d rrenoh foroe* and «k. ti. < ,

«rf 20.000 French X^i*"!^^^- •">" Uklag
lading to hi. n-igS^H'th^^hTi"'^ "* "'-M'^:-^
»»«nd. of G,ner»l Wmnffl '' "»»"'•'«• Into the

port into Belgium m . pri^a™, «fw^' «" t""-

the New Qovemment^fXion^ iSr*""^* """^ "*

the King of PruMi* mL^T ^'•°''«- The entry of

K«t «d ThiH^ rin^oTC"" *"• "^^•' "'the
2^n **' 5-«ht.rc^;i':!!:,^- f^^^..e fight

B«v»n«n Oiviunn _»i.. n «eie«t of Duorot by •
•nd PithSrr;!!^e"'^.^^„t'"nr "^" '^•"'°-

«ioi«,l«Jwith«irolZr*'°'"' "'*'''*"' """'

inank you, my friend '

?Y„T!^'^'f
" ^' '^'^ *'>•'" «*tle finger.-You wj] ,ieep to-night, will you notT "

And she nodded in a««ent B,,t -k i ,:
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. . . She longed for her friend, but he h^l departed.
Andthelonehnesawagtooi^rribletobear

^^
^ThT^l 7. ' ""'" ''^** "•""' *•»* "J" ^<^ bought

ohJly evemngB or going to Ma« in the early aomiC
i^r/^T.*^",' .'^ '''™*^ *•"« "^- One tnmT^e
^It''^ '* faultlesaly about her head and body. Thus

ttct'oftherr!""
''' '^' "^ "^^ '- •'^"•^ -Po-

As she did 80, cavalry hones ridden at a sharp trot cameolattenng down the cobbled street. They wer^ pulled upoutezde the T^ier Mansion. There was an in,peno«, tug
atthegate-bell. She waited for the opening of the kitchen

P^^.tl
'"""^ " ""looked, and the clatter of Madame

i-otier 8 clogs upon the terrace. Klop—Oov—iio^ / thm.crowed the leads, descended the three^JXS to5l
g wel-walk and went on to the iron gate. It was lockedM sJways m the absence of Madame Tessier. ^„S^e keys clashed, the lock scrooped back from the^c^and the hmges uttered a protesting cry

fri^«ni*p
'"'"^ *°°*" "^ ' '°*°' "^^e IVench with afnghfful German accent, turned the listening girl to iceThere was an exclamation from Madame Potier, a rejoinderm the sranger;s gutturals. A horse trampled. Thorough

voice of the nder swore at the brute in German. Then

I'l^ T,,*
"^'^"^ °' ^"^ "I~° *« pavement, with agreat chnkmg of spurs and scabbard, and the iowKJis-mounted nder said in his infamous French jargon-

_^ ^

Go yon before and open ! His Excellency is coming

hnr^r^' L .t^r^*^
•'""""• '^""•'**«' ^"^^ with

hoiTor, heard the heavy spurred footsteps crunch and
Jingle up the gravel-walk and ascend the steps to the hall-
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door. Almost directly, as little Madame Potier d«rt«i

A^~t. u».o^Jn v;i;eSTto"r^:JV£

SbS i""
- ^ '"'*'^'^ *"« I^PJ" "f the house

had";:^ Hitr?otS^"^
^-^ ^'^^ '^-^^ -- *•-*

inLtcer""?' """^ ^""^"^"•'y •- -- -th -«ne

The resonant voice answered with a smile in if "I„

^£ tZk.k^ir''"* T"^"' ""^ ^-^"-^ -^
should th^ :«,'"' °°'y ^""^^ ^ the house, and

you^r^I'^^ilratw^::^-''"-' -«> --'- and a

•Your Excellency may safely rely on our protection <"

vl Z^'^
!"'°*''' '""K''- U°'J«^ «o^er of it MadamePoher h^sed ,„to the head-folds of the white shawlf

Foreli fir 1"''^™* *^ P™»i<"> ChanceUor and the

thehS^^r T ""• ^'"'* '" ^'"'* the sacred brute inhe b.g boots and spectacles shouted, when I went dow^
J^openthefrontgate.

. . . What is the PrussiarForei^"

hi^lttr''''''
'""^ °' '""^ ^'"^-^ " "'»'«-* -hieper

"It is a man. They call him Count Bismarck. Now
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if you lore me, be quiet, and watoh and listen
ring the bell with his own hand. . . . Then I
door ! . .

."

t»k«"*'
**'^*°""

• •
•" "J'i'PMod the distracted care-

No verbal answer. ... The white shawl puDed closer.

ST^^hT *! "''"''" ^°"° " ' girlish features. A
the do^r

""filtering, ready upon the latoh of

Poor Potior whimpered. .

"Madame Charles. ... ky child ! my treasure I for

XZ do
?™* ^' '"^- ^^^ - -^^ ^«-

The bell rang again, with a new and imperious handupon It. She weU knew whose was the hand. And the

Z'^T K ,?.
*" ""^^ ^'""« ^V"^ fi™- She threwopen the hall-door and stepped back to admit the Man of

hnf«%'*°°^ T° f^ ''°°"'**P* ^'> *'»•' »""««'« master, a

the battlefield of Qravelotte, in his high black pewter-bu toned militaiy frock and white peaked Cuira^siC cap,

n^uTT' 1^' ^^li-^^-^t^ with long stee
spurs. He was powdered witi dust as a man newly come
off a journey, though his boots were clean, for he ha.'driven ma carriage from Ferridres. Upon the step belo^h.m stood Count Hatzfeldt, his First Secretary, a man ofttoy, taU, broad-shouldered, and d«o„„«f,e, wearing asd.d B,em„ck-B6hlen, the semi-military Foreign Office''u„-
dress. The ean trap-jawed personage in a dark uniformwith velvet facmgs, whom we must recognise as the In-tendant General, waited in the background, glaring through
his spectacles at the tardy portress in the whiteIS2d
the peaked face and flaring black eyes of little Madame
Potier, who stood beside her mistress, aa ready to spit
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•nd^Boratoh for her „ke as a pu»y.cat to defend iu

in^ZZ ''h-^"'^; ^' dominating fip,^ stepped

hlhoW W f f^*/^'^^""**^'
"word clanked ontteS hinH ^t,*°"«J"^

*^^ P^-k of his cap with his ba«

"This is the house of the FamiUe Tessier »"

rf^I^u ''°'°^°' '^^° '^'^ swaddled in a white shawl

wLorT,!?^
bobbed a 8erving.won.:.n's curtsey. Hewent on, addressing White Shawl OS the superior-

"Sid^^e^'^'e''^'"''' 'r
""" ^^'"""^ - *« offioWrauaence of the Prussian Foreign Offi(>e Wa <.i,.ii

err.—/;:~r"^^^

thehrvTiXr?^!"""*^ *^*- -^«^ ^y

"Though the actual duration of the visit depends-

^Lrp""""'^^''"* "P°° the decision of the'^S^German Powers and the posHion ;^hich they shall d^Meto take up with regard to Conditions of JLe We^not the mvited guests of France, whose stTcanie cu^^ort because our manners do not prepossJorhoTtlWe came because we thought it ad^ablT. . . we wS.'when It IS convenient to depart !" ^
" If Jules Faure could hear Your ExceUency ! .

"
saidBismarck-Bohlen, grinning.

^y • said

did fJVt' "1* "P ^'' ^^ "y^ """^^ t^gi-x^lly than hed^ at Femdres," said Hatrfeldt, " when the thfee words
^^f^^'-reof Territory drew from them so many patnoS

" He is a weeper," said the Minister, puUing off his left
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^Jt. "and Wimpffen waa a poaturer, with his ' Moi«MM de l-Armie Fran^it '-and the Duke of FitaJame^ma manofaoturer of bugaboo*. . . . Onr German oari-
oatunata ghould draw him as a pavement artirt, holdine
the hat beeide a horrible red-and-yellow chalk picture of
our atrooiona cruelties in Baceillea."

LXV.
Wb know that BaieiUea had been on the thirty- first of
August, a town of 2,000 inhabitants, mostly weavere
gathered about theanoient oh&teau that sheltered the boy-
hood of the great Turenne. Bazeilles had not observed thelAw of the Neutrality of the non-combatant. The village
had formed the extreme right of the French position on the
day of the Battle of Sedan. Lebmn's Corps had occupied
It, and Its inhabitants had been seized with the fightinB-
fever, and had helped to hold back a Bavarian Division
for nearly six hours. Elderly civilians aimed with anti-
quated nfles had displayed desperate bravery. One old
woman, possessed of an ancient home-pistol, is said to
have shot down three of the enemy. The men, their
women and children, were now cinders mixed with
heaps of calcined brickbats. The grim lesson had been
taught very, thoroughly. BaeeiUes served as an objeot-
lessM on Prussian methods throughout the remainder of
the War.
"/ «hK remember BazeMet/" had flashed through thr

young head that was swaddled in white woollen. " Hy
fnend shall not forget to fell me what wa» done there I"
But the imperious hand of the Mini^ter was upon the

door of the billiard-room. She saw it summarily thrown
open. He went in, foUowed by Hatrf^dt, Bismarck-
Bflhlen at their heels.

"Capital!" he said to them. "We will have thip
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ananged m a Bureau tor the CounoiUom, the despatoh-
seoretariM, and the oipherera. What is this ?" He went
to the glass-door that led into the winter-gaiden, looked
through and commented: " One could smoke a cigar here
after dinner in wet weather, and very well it seems to me !"

The owner of the quick ears sheltered by the shawl of
white wooUen understood but little German, as she had
previou ' said to J:-T absent comrade. But what slight
lore she Lad in tiie abhorred tongue had been gained in
conversation with a Prussian mistress. She found that,
thanks to the enemy's clear, melodious diction, she had
no great difficulty in comprehending the substance of
what he said.

His long heavy strides carried him next into the drawing-
room, that apartment destined to become famous in history
as the seat of the various negotiations which led to the
treaties with the States of South Germany, the proolama-
tiou of the King of Prussia as German Emperor, and later
to the surrender of the City of Paris, and the settlement of
the Conditions of Peace. The simply furnished, medium-
sraed room boasted a few mediocre oU paintings, a cottage-
piano, a sofa, some easy-chairs, and wall mirrors framed in
handsomely-wrought ormolu. Upon a little table against
the wall stood an old-world timepiece, surmounted by a
bronze figure with fiendish attributes, which engaged his
attention curiously. His great laugh burst out, aa he
contemplated the grotesque.

_

'Now," he said, his voice still shaken by amusement.
If that malignant little demon be a model of the guardian

spuit of the Famille Tessier, the Socialists and Ultra-
montane wiU be of opinion that I have come to the right
shop !" *

The young men laughed at the jest uproariously. He
joined them, crushing down their lighter merriment with
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a mi/thiul giant's thunderous " Ha, ha ! . .

." Then the
double-doors of the drawing-room opened. He came out
with his followers into the hall-place, demanding of little

Madame Potior in fluent French whether gas was laid on
in the rooms above:

" I think it probable, for you are a luxurious people in
your habits, even down to the bourgeoisie and peasantry of
Prance. At home I am accustomed to go to bed with a
candle, and blow it out when I get between the sheets.
But here in Gallia I shall do as the G«uls !"

" There is gas in the bedrooms, Monseigneur !" shrilled
White Shawl.

" So !" He looked down from his great height upon the
speaker. She caught up a box of matches from the hall
table and thrust it into Madame Potier's shaking hand.

" Go up quickly. Light the gas in the bedrooms. Mon-
seigneur wishes to examine them all !" She added in her
shrill voice: "They are in use at the moment, but can be
vacated and got ready for the occupation of Monseigneur
in something less than half an hour !" She broke off to
shriek to the ascending Madame Potier. ... " Quicker,
Jeannette

! Thou art always as slow as a tortoise ! . . !

But I come myself ! . . ." And with a halting, shuffling
gait which made Count Bismarck-Bahlen grin, and even
the polished Hatzfeldt put up his eyeglass, she jerked
aorosfi the beeswaxed parquet of the hall, and mounted the
gray-and-red drugget-covered stairs.

What virtue lies in contrasts . When Juliette de Bayard
walked, you learned what poetry could be in simple motion.
Her skirts had a rhythmic swing »nd flow. Those little

feet of hers made twenty steps to the stride of an ordinary
English girl. At Mass, when folded in her white School
veil, she advanced to the Communion rail to receive the
Blessed Sacrament, she swam, she rocked as though up-
borne on waves of buoyant ether. Watching her, you
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would have taid that thus Our Lady must have glided
onwards, bearing the gracious burden of her Divine ChUd
This peaoock-voieed creature who hid under a whit^

shawl what the men who sne-'ed at her dimly felt must
be a countenance ugly to repulsiveness, had one shoulder
thrust upwards and forwards, reaching nearlv to the ear
on tlwt side A palpable curvature of the spine
caused the curious gait, and possibly to this deformity
might be attributed the voice that was so harsh, raucous,
and torturing to the ear.

" Do not laugh It is pitiable rather than ridicu-
lous, »he heard her enemy say in his own tongue.
Hot wrath, fulminating indignation, mingled in Juliette

with the pride of the comedian who has made an effective
exit. ... To be pitied by Mm, and for the second time !

That hquid Bame that circulated through her veins
muminated her brain in it* every ceU and convolution,'
By Its lurid light she saw her own intention in aU its ugli-
ness. Was she to blame, who had fled from this her
destmy ? Had she sought for her vengeance ? Of his
own will had he not come, this world-shaking Colossus, to
find his Fate waiting for him !

And Breagh. What of her promise to her comrade ?
The thought was a knife-keen stab compelling a shriek
She stifled it in the folds of the shawl, bent down her head^
and with an exaggeration of the grotesque gait, scuttled
upstairs with the agility of an escaping spider, provoking
a guffaw from the Twopenny Rou6, a laugh from the well-
bred Hatzfeldt, even a deep chuckle from the Enemy.
Let him laugh

! As she fled from room to room, and the
gas-jets leaped up flaring and shrieking under her smaU,
fierce hand, like little Furies and Vengeances, and tell-
tale articles of feminine attire and use were caught up
and thrust into a small portmanteau, she bade him laugh
as much as he would. As she opened a cupboard by the
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ohimney-pieoe where Madune Tetaier had kept medioinM
and oosmetios, and took from the iheU a flat-topped, wide-
mouthed ohenuBt's vial, and thrurt it within her drem,
deep into her bosom, she told herself that France should
laugh before long I

Meanwhile her enemy and France's waited, chatting in
the hall at the foot of the stair. When she descended, he
went up with Hatzfeldt and Bismarok-BOhlen, and made
a brief inspection of the rooms. His own choice was made
with the least delay possible. Opening from the square,
skylighted landing ci the head of the main staircase, was
a room, some teri pa«es long and seven broad, lighted by
one window on the right side of the main front, looking
towards the stables, and commanding a view of the plern-
aunce and shrubbery from two more windows in the east-
ward wall. This apartment, which was partly above the
dining-room, and had been~oocupied by Madame Charles
Tessier, the Minister appropriated to his own use. A
second room, communicating with this, and looking on the
pleasaunce, and boasting also a glass window-door leading
out upon the iron bridge topping the conservatory on the
south side, he set apart for Bismarck-BOhlen.
A somewhat bettor-furnished room looking upon the

Rue de Provence, would serve, as would the drawing-room
upon the ground-floor, for^the reception of strangers and
guests. Privy Oouncillor Abeken would occupy the bed-
room next to this, also with tn outlook upon the Rue de
Provence. A tiny cell near the back-stairs, only big
enough to hold a bed, chest of drawers and washstand,
was set apart for Secretary Bolsing. Upon the second
floor. Dr. Busch or Privy Councillor Bucher would occupy
the best bedroom, the two Prussian body-servants from
the Wilhelm Stxasse sleeping in the attic overhead. The
two remaining chambers on the second floor, small, angular,
ill-ventilated places, the women of the house were free to
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^•Im ^ '^i- if tl»V d«i«d. "Only in thatoMe, wid the a„terful yoioe, "they mart ^ntributo

nfT"" *°"^ ^P*°« *•" ^-^i^ order l?h^
^„ '"?r^''°'"^«"'-

That » underwood rMow « the h.u White Shawl and Madame Potierh««d hto strong Uugh echoing amidst the emptyohamC
"I^m ,!!!?'''•^^ *''« "**«" •»»-• *teirCTI am pleased with my room, though it has a windowo^g towards the stables, where Z detachm»t .^foop. supplyu^ the sentrie. wiU be quartered to theP««nt. ^th my orderly and coaohmr^tJ: tt^Bwoms. But common sight, do not annoy me, any n^^than common noises, and there are two othei^Z^overlookmg the park. The tree, in their autumn^S^

2^f^'^^ ""t
"' ^y °"" "'^'^'^'^ •* •>»>»«• Alto-^her the place has been chosen intelligently. 4 mo«

3^ -°-^''«**«-f"™i-h«i house mighWfiL spi^
StTsf^™*/^ '"""™' *• ^'"«'«n°' »* the Con.

Sn^^ °^ luxury-the love of which has neverbeen a besetting sm of mine. True, I must have a tabl«»upphed well punctually, and gen^usly Th^taKra^anunde^tood thing. A «„.^ L, in fact
."

^«a«g u, qui e aware of this. . . . I told him againyerterday,
. . .

' Sne. I mutt be fed properly if I cm tomake proper terms ofpeace /' "
^^^^'y V i am to

^an eather and cigars of superHixceUent auality. AndHatrfeldt was saying in his languid well-bred accents:

leavl^f . T
"""""'^'^ permission, I will now take

quartered. It «, at No. 2,5, Avenue St. Cloud "

cellop*!;* fr'p tJ"
P'""^ *°*^ •"***""*^^ the Chan-

Lua?
°^ '^« ^"*^«~ti°n. Bhould he require at some un-urual hour the services of his First Secretary. ... Yon
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will have to find the Count more convenient lodging."
The Miniiter turned to the IntendMt Genenl. who
barked:

" At Your Ezcellenoy'e hononrsUe ordetv, the change
hall be immediately made I"

" Oh, for Heaven's take ! not to-night !" expostulated
Hatcfeldt with graceful peeviahneaa. "I am horribly
done up with the heat and the dust we had on our way
here. Why should the King have dragged us to Choissy-
le-Roi, in order to see the troops t Cannot he see troops
every hour of his existence ? Ah ! by the way ! Did
Your Excellency notice that at Villeneuve St.George the
bridge of boats had been blown up 1"

The Minister shrugged:
" Who can understand this destructive mania ? It is

a national disease peculiar to the French. Since the be-
ginning of the war they have destroyed bridges and rail-

ways to the tune of millions—for the sheer pleasure, one
would suppose,—of building them up again. Well, good-
night 1" He held out his hand pleasantly to Hatifeldt.
" Good-night to you. Heir Intendant General !"

The Intendant saluted stifHy and barked in his peculiar
style:

" I wish a very good-niaht to Your ExoeUenoy !" Then
he clanked down the steps after Hatzfeldt and over the
gravel-walk to the front gate.

" I know what Count Paul has it in his mind to do,"
chuckled Bismarck-Bohlen, looking after them. " He wiU
take a bath and dine at the Hdtel dee Reservoirs."

" It would not be a bad plan to follow his example,"
said the Minister, " sincesome of the Foreign O&cefourgons
may be late in getting hen. Unless Madame Tessier is

prepared to supply us with a dinner upon the spur of the
call ?"

He added:
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" Madame Tegsier !" he tioonn *.i.-

I congratulate M. Te«iep ! Can vow «^S' i.Madame ?" ' ""^ servant cook.

The shrill voice responded'

But i. Mon.s:^Ti^t^:2'rirrr^'

H«r^danc«i"S^eiriti'tr. -^sr";'
"my to confine yonrwlves to the two smaJkr h^on the second flooi^it may ^ as wellZff ^TM«st to a decree fn t»,= i^l *"'* y°" "I'oul'i

not™qui^ew^„-"*'fJ^*°*''»'- • • •
But for all that does

Andlhe XJaftl^hri t
7."^"°*^^°" understand ?cAe/atta<,hed to the gervice of the Prussian CSian-
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oellery » eztmnely oompctcnt. He i»—nthw a pw-
•onage in hi« way I"

fiismarok-Bohlen niggend in hi* ohanoterittio faahion.
Whit« Shawl shrilled, geetioulating with • hand that

raembled a olaw:

" If your Pnurian oooka better than I do—or even the
ehef of our gredin of an Emperor, he may call me a Bona-
partiat and I will not ilap Ua face !"

The Minirter drew hia well-thaped sun-browned hand over
his moustache, perhaps to hide a smile at the epithet.
He- asked with hU powerful glance intent upon Madame
Charles Teesier:

'• So, then, you are not a lover of the Bonapartes t

What is your party ? Are you Republican or Monar-
chist t"

She shrieked with raucous energy

:

" I am a patriot, and a citiseness of the French Re-
public ! All my life I have execrated the Bonapartes.
See you well—I do not love Prusaians ! . . . But you have
humiliated and dethroned this sacred pig of a Napoleon
And for that I could kiss the hand that received hia
sword !"

The peraon to whom the shrill tirade was addressed
listened with imperturbability, although Bismarok-Bohlen,
standing on the other side of the table, between the
windows, involuntarily clapped his hands to his sorely
scarified ears.

Now the Minister said in hia suavest French accents:
"The hand was not mine, Madame, I beg to assure

you, but that of the King of Prussia, who is hardly likely
to pay us a visit here. . . . Should His Majesty elect to
do so your ambition may be partially giatifed. You will

see the monarch who bas paid your Imperial bugbear so
thoroughly well in his own coin."

Here Bismarck-Bohlen broke in. . . . " Excellency ! . .

.
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•••Ppenri theoth^'diy ""^ "" *° ««to«" yo« of wh.t
" Ah, io I did I" MUd he •• T* ,b«t worth renembering " tt" ,"""• "^inoidwioe,

I-'^rta waited wSe I H^^' '"i*"'^*
*'"'«'> y" wd

• bed, ,„d two n,erb^to»J^»r^°°»**in.ngatable,
P^T pre«,„ted five piZ^",*^ ,!?^' *»" French Em
I*vemr6m fterw^'^^M 1"^?^ ^ '^--«- -Wch
b"y of the man. Hi. rtunirv 7^^^ '"deavouml to
-°t «y now which w^TthelSl^'"' '^"r'''

- will

•W^ed in unbroken Ju^^»l " " »•" 'he coin,

'^tted, on a fine flrni f*"*'*"" ^- '«>I^X

no«e, a Loui. Philip ' \zZ ..J"*''
*''« '""b in hi.

Napoleon III., E^'J'^ ^^^ ' 'x»"Veois. ^
He broke oi! to , .r" >„h ^;"'^' Plebi«>ite,.

.
"

i^j-dinner J a»yo. .iSyT; ^•'""'' '''"'* »«^ «*

*nd the penetrating jdanoe ^^l '

^«"7 of the Mini2,'^;^:^;„^„'2«^.'>ythe.haggyey,.
countenance of which mH^? weH

^'*«" P«»ked
the curtaining fold, of the wwJeshT^*'

ehowed between
oheera. he wa., he wa. pelEi \: I*^«rof good
oreat.^

«, mean and SSl^k"** "^^ ''''^'"" "
lum the nourishicg wdlT!n^^ °« *'°"''' »«* before

•"Jo-Jatedto^Zfen^tfT. '
T"-*'""''"' "bh^

«t"dying the face reveS„ th^
?'?*'' '""»«• S^e wa,

;anl, by the shadeTll'^^trtr °' ^'* •"«* ^°--

^^ptSt-ttH--^^^^^^^^^^



l78 THE MAN OF IRON
and force, and energy were indicated in the lines of the
great domed skull and the astonishing frontal develop-
ment. What audacious courage and iTonic humour were
in the regard of the full blue eyes that rested lightly upon
her own insignificance What deeply-cut, pugnacious
nostrils he had; what a long stem upper lip the full gray
moiistaohe curtained. He had a cleft in his chin that
reminded her of a friend she loved. . . .

This last and the other characteristics of the visage
that confronted her, were fuel to her roaring furnace of
hate. A baleful light blazed in the eyes she curtained
from him. Her hebrt seemed a goblet brimmed with intoxi-
cating, poisoned wine. And then a httle thing tamed the
snake in her. It drew in its quivering, forked tongue,
covered the fangs that oozed with venom, lowered its

hooded head and sank down, palpitating among its coW
and scaly coils.

With all its power, the profound weariness of his face
had suddenly come home to and arrested her. He looked,
as was indeed the fact, like a man who had not known a
good night's rest for weeks. There were sagging pouches
of exhaustion under the masterful eyes, and the lines
about the forehead and mouth and jaws were deeply
trenched with fatigue and anxiety. With pain, too, for
he was suffering from facial neuralgia brought on by
nervous strain and over-eiposure, and divers galls and
blisters, the result of days spent in the saddle by on elderly
heavy-weight. Now he yawned and leaned back in his
creaking chair, and suddenly was no despot hehned with
terrors, armed with power, mantled with ruthlessness. but
a man fagged out, and tired and hungry, athirst for rest
and the comforts of home.
He had a wife living, she knew, and sons serving in the

Prussian Army. Perhaps he had a daughter who loved
him, too? . .

. Perhaps she was thinking of him . . . praying



679
THE MAN or lEON

for his return in safety. . . Oh -, ) ,

thought was not to b^ tolerated' .^ '-^e«freadful

-y^^.
.

uniswfro.then^d:.„ji:t
X^:-

whife Sr,tT;;tfo^""^*' ''" --^ -•^^ ^^eh^ the shrill vole
»;?°''"""^*""*- The next, she

"ItisforMonseigneuTtodecide" tkculty about dinner, that is, p^^ded' MoJ. "' "° **"»-
a good soup of artichokes m^^wftCZ^T '"" ""*

a« startlingly blue eyes laugh^ hI'
"

'

seemnjg to snuff the air with his d^^-out nostt^""""''There is nothinc hftt^,- ty
i'V-o"! nostnlg.

vided it serves ^iTZuttoT:i''^''"''^P->-
well-cooked meal ?" ° * ^^' sustaining and
White Shawl shrilled-

--'T ".si^°"°\*„r-p°-<>
w, boii^, ^,h

bebwParenty. What eIs^'lS:lt*''
^*"*"^' ""-a^

B.S;^Srel?:i:S--^-*^-«ieBisn,a«k-

cabbti' It TSw^'^p^nTe' fi'

^"^^^ ^^'^ '^^^'e

delttl'/""*' '' "^ ^° '^-^^-•^ ^0' P- C. B„«gh,
She added:

the sweet dishes. iUfoV^Zrt"^°r''*** *"'"»'"'

plums from the garden Z: «' '^^. ^""^ P^" ""de "ou.
. . . iJut, Monseigneur

. .
." jj
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IJ
w»» greed that made the woman's gtrange even elitter »

|i
mtol»ably-«I shaU be well paid for the e^lte^

I!. "«*B my trouble, shall I not, Monaeignenr?... In goodIienoh money—not in Prussian notes ?"
Under the heavy moustache he showed his sound, even

teetH m a laugh of enjoyment.
'In good French money. You have my promise80—you do not like our Prussian notes ?"
White Shawl screamed:
"They are good where they come from, it may be

Monseigneur! . But her^the people would as soon
take dead leaves for pay '...."

He thrust his hand in his breeches pocket, pulled out a
gold Napoleon and threw it ringing on the shining tableHer eyes snapped. The Uttie claw-li ,e hand dart«l fix,m
the folds of the enveloping white shawl and pounced on
the gold piece. She curtsied like an elder-pith puppet
to the great figure sitting at the f«ble-head, and with the
exteaorfinary gait that combined a hitch, twist and shuffle
hobbled out of the room, shrilling as the door closed behind
iier:

"Jeannette! Jeannette! Monseignenr will dine here •

Make you up the kitchen fire ! I will go myself to the
oeUarandgetthcfruit.... And the wine ... Monseigneur
wiU cert»mly require some wine ! Later on you must helpme get ready the bedrooms. Put out sheets and piUow-
cases to air

!" ^ i'«""w

Bismarok-Bohlen was saying, as he followed his great
relative mto the drawing-room, and extended himself
upon the green plush sofa, as the Minister selected thela^t arm-chair, and lighted one of his huge cigars •

" What a woman ! What a voice !"

i The other laughed through the fragrant smoke-rings-

^
" You could say no more and no less of an operatic diva,

had you recently fallen a victim to her charms My
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flg,

landlady pleases me. Mv tagteo u. v„„ i™
what pecuJiar b^* ^T^''*,

^'"' '™*"^' »" «>"e-

the (Cw« "behalf Mv "f*^
"°* *•*' "^"^ «»>

almost dieamilv ' Tf .^ u '
,*°'°k™« »»«» spealriiig

equals her p^^e whL^ "^^7
^'^'""''' P^rf*"^

HTi;riLrh-£rthr!^'
^"-" ^ -'^

the deep blue «^n Lhil "
^f^^^

^''^ "^"^ *»

their colour affecTlrit -^^/^ *^' """"^^y' '^^

Bheims and Epemr ™ *•« ^«»t champagne of

on: " There i« Lvmltl'
" ' •' ^ ^^^^^ "8««' and went

feelthaYlTarrSorbir T^«^ •' '""'"^ ''°-«I

bushes and floTer^^fw ?h ^''^'r "^°''^'^^'''''»d

a bed„K>m andTud^wm malt^rr / ^^ "'""^'^ "
Two of my servants shin .1

**' *'°'°^ ** ^""^O-

which there^n^e^afand r'"*'^' " ^''^ ""'"^^
who w^ my PorrtCwZKr^^sna^-
shakedown somewhere below-stai™ H. ' ^* *
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i^TMa^dll'"^^!
'^'^"^'^ •>«*-™ W» countenance

S.e^:f^2."'
""^ «"^ J-" *» -« hin. to n.e. to cany

'f

i

LXVI.

L«;'^''"fr^ ^""^ '^"^ *" '^ ^'^^^^ »t the gar-

toJ™ °
""""^"^ ^°*'^'- •"»« P«* "bbits of t^young man were even now in a hutch in the 8table-vaidaud hu, striped Vuse-jacket and the green Sa^mn

2nW°M ^""^ ^"""^'^ "'"«'*' ^'*'' tte civ^ i2Zments of M. Potier, now deceased.
It w«B too early to go to bed. ' He pulled off jacket and

^^:n f11°' "«''**" ^^ veneLirbl'.'l^t anJmttmg on his bed re-perused by the light of his t^flow

tember 23rd. which may be reproduced as written, here:

288, Gmat Cobam Sriarr,

" My DiAR YoTOG Man !

^'™"'' ^O-

T„ B • I
^^ SUWMSBD AND OBAHMBDTo Receive Letters dated respectively July 28th SlstAugust 4th, nth, 26th, Sept. 6th, 19th, fromf
ONE WHO KAD VANISHED

SWALLOWED AUVB
BY THE BOABDfO WHIRLPOOL OIT WAR.
THEY ABE SLAP-UP AND NO MI8TAKB !

' ROBUST TO BRUTALITY !

THEY HAVE BEEN ACCEPTED
PUBLISHED AND PAID POB !

BY THREE SUBURBAN EDITORS
SIMULTANEOUSLY.
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A HEW IDjt^
UtVQ ORItBISBSD

BY SOLOMON KNBWBIT
A BIAN BOBN BBFOEB HIS AOE <

™« BOSS OF A FLBBT ST. WEEKLY
IS NOW NIBBLINO AT.

'BANG!
Tl,, T Tr •* "OO'S TALE.'Thus I Have Recovered My Fifteen <3J.;

nn=k
'"teen Shaers And Havel^sh m Hand

For My Young Swell
WHEN HE OOMES MABOHINO HOME !makia says
YOn HAD BETTER LOOK SHAKP (

AN IMPOETANT CLUB
DISCOVERED '

MYSTERY OP LOST PORTUNE
ABOUT TO BE CLEARED UP !

ABSCONDING TBUSTBE
HAS BEEN IDBNTTI^nn r» ™„BJ^TTIPIED IN ECCENTRIC LODGERBY THE LANDLADY '

PBOOPS IN A SEALSKIN WABTCOAT !BE READY'
AT ANY MOMENT THE SUMMONS MAY COME -

I remain.
My dear young man.

Truly and faithfully yours,

Solomon Knbwbit "

uptviido^rndtx:* ^«^ ^- --•"- ^ "^--
"Drtnr Breagh,
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Realy WM Thtre U a Pore Siner only Wating To maikAmen, wieh U Mind muM aluxU, Have Bean. kmIc and
People Puttng There Afare, in the Band, ofsvicha TrutteaCan txpeetjfothin„ but Trubk. mr Ckonm of Fumivai;
l2,^^^.l'l^^VBeaive,WarningU,lletHeHouse
uneh , A,/.* never mtt DHnk being got Hold of him to sutch
'^^'^dearmrBreaghyouhavethoughtyouwerePore. But
l^^ortuneof 7,000 lb, u^ only took awai by the Almighty
Coodne,, to Be Given back^n ; tru,t and beUive. lam
J>r mr Breagit,

; Se,peetfutty and afexnly

Maria Ling."

P. C. Breagh foWed up the pregnant pages.-^wing toMr. KnewbitB professional predilection for capitals andspacmgs the double letter covered a good number-and
put them away and began to think.
Would it not be best that Juliette should return to herhusband m Belgium, since M. Tessier gave no sign of re-tumiiig And whether she agreed with the notion of leaving

Versailles or not. was it wise of P. C. Breagh to stay ?

tiJf«lT K^''-

He would love her always. There weretunes when her eyes had tenderness in them foi him. Those
unforgettable days passed together . . . those strange and
dreadful sights seen in common, those perils mutually
encountered had made a bond between them that might
never be broken now.

^

^
But was it wise to remain near her, breathing her atmo-

sphere, drmkmg in her rare, dehcate, exquisite beautyand growmg more besotted in his worship of it with evenr

th™.hf'^"^ V*
^"^ °°*- ^y '^' ""euiBh the me.;thought of leavmg her cost him, he realised how deeply

the love of Juliette Tessier had taken root in his heart
His nature as simple as hers was complex, made it easy

to hold her blameless in aU. She had not led him on
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nerer Buggeeted itoelf to Breagh.

^ gnJeleMnew

The gate-bell pealed as ha «»
nearly to leap 0^0?!^ ^"* ST^*"^'

"""'"« -^"'

turned was the posBibMy^l -i^* ?*• ^'**''* *"«» «"
He knelt by theSw ^^^ t^ ,0?*"^"^

''"««'**"=^ it^-Xf •

and leaned out into the dee^^LTd^S'
"**"«*' "'"'"''*'

the'x^;:;!^*^ ^"i\^r7^« f »'-- -"^

A pause and a voice he fen«!. ^^f^ ^ '"** *^« »*«!«•

^he Herr T^r 5 X 7 ""'^ "'^''y »°'J resonantly

A ImH ! • '°*f^«''
t''* people of the house myself !"

of Iron retumol

:

™*°'*«'<»'- The voice of the Man
''

^°, **"'* ""^^ "^y ExceUency win take the ri.b Tl.

rvfco3HiTje'^Tr '"'''' *^«'"«-::
n tl^

Hatrfeldt and Count Bismarck-Bohlen here "

"odc^rsycrrrr^'^'-ri'-'^''^'^'^^„ ° "*"' *^^ dpumming of the blood in his

oTsomeiw ;£:'i:?HTt J"^ ^"^ "^ «'--

^SS "1 ''^^-^^^^^^ t^""^- ^? d^they there? What was it best to do '

"^"^

TheTour^S;rs*'' "PP^^r^^ -- Ruminated.

desoendXtr^f T"'"*" ^^° *««' '"''"e out and

»wttwrr wJr^s^ir''^'^^^*'^""'''''""-^
hnmnung. towa,dstIe AveL^'^'^n'T J;""^'

^*^

who trailed » clanking T T ? "^- ^^ *«'°'«i

nthe staccato t^trS^L^r- ^^ '"^-°'<=«l o^er.

Pe«ons in t^e S^t „S^r° ""^^^^ '""*'"'"*y to some»ne street outside, mounted a charger held by
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bobbing over S^^tTCtTtt:^'''" T"^ ** •--
house from the Rue de ft^l? J 'f"*"'^ theTewier

of the head. S^^f^:!' """^ *''« -^^ rilhouette,

bo;i-8eata of two p^tTlul™! " T*^'^ *•»« double

they were/<H.™o„,-JLd JTk * "y'^- ^^ ''°"bt

labour, a wording Bt^of'Sr^^T^^'^'^'.^j^^^^^^^^
were waiting, and videttes of „.J^ "^ vehicles

end of the quiet st^^TLT^ r"' ^"^ "' '^^
could be healdLSy ^fh eS"* !' !!>«^ ''°"-

presumably addro»ed ^"^e^^ T '^'"°'^*'°-'

the thoroughfare.
P««estnan8 desn^ng of using

anfhlJ^'rairbyttdXTrr"''^^*"^""^
men. Liveried groLs w ^ «Jhouette« of a couple of

flashed back^faoHZ T °* "^^^ «••*"« "^ «ght

landau thatToC iTIT^ '^
'"'»''• '""P*^' t'^velling-

heels of a s^d pa^ tI; ^'"«'^ ""•"""y' »* *he

sweat, and whinnfed'trth^Uir tTel °J, '"np?""^were driven- by a huoe orZl ^'""^J'^^
stables. They

followed, piled wrthl4rSd"c;nt * ^T'
'="'^«'

who might have bee^itlf^f"**'^ !>«"»»«'

oould^t decide. Four^!^*T„'' °', ^y-^^^nts, one

orderlies of CurassJ™ Sese '^ 1°?T1'
«"''*'^ ''-^

riages, as they turned up the^L^
^"""'^ ^''^ •=""

at the haU-door Th7o^„!r ^ '"'^°"*' """^ P"^^ "P

.

the place. rZ do^ th^lon*"'
"'"'' ^ *^°"8'' ^'''y ^^^

the gates' of therble^^^o^^l^- ^/''''^ ^
opered the gates and t^T \^^ ^P*"" 8°* down and
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d-^- They al«>^'^trh^ IJ^ '"^°^'^- ^^^
subaltern w« « command *,?. ""^^ '""^ t^Uowy^
They halted, marked^ wMfl'"' '° ""der-offloer
««;=h of the gatea, then t^mwd on *

^
':!f*^

" ''*"'*'7 »»
oottage, and turned into "hftI '^'' *'"' g-'^'ener',
weregoingto bivouac the«,r,*"'' »tableyard. They
«mple. Itw«.aafa;rtJ*J«'^«l«»'"vndplainand
the tragic element tharmS:^ ' «hadow.play-.but

for
>nd grooms were unloadin/f^ ^°'' *^»8 "ervante
«nd marvellously deft a^ * T*"^"" *he cart^
work. A little llt^fJ'^^ *W -m^re'
house, and were drivTStTlrKT ^"""^ fr°» *he

Sn^X^T.td"---^ehor^!«"4^^^^^
P. C. Breagh became aw!rethI^^^°"'''*• ^'"^ ^''^
pomes that drew Madam?Tll? < u'

^'''*"W« P»ir of-t to be permitted^ ^:^^"i'««k«t--riagi!^we2
boxes

. . He could heiHTeltr '*'^°'**We loo«^
a«d fed and exercised thTpotL "??^, """' ^l-" 8«»«ed
«umma,y eviction of his ch^eT'an!.^^

P«.testing at the
-nanded the detachm^t o^^'r**

'^' °«<'«' '^ho com-

-«^;tf^ct:r^-"*''---we
ExceUenoy will have youTot'?""

'^^ ^°" «"«""«, ^^
And the ponies wern lorf .

- the Foreign Offiri^'^"T'^ "' "*" '""*««.
ground over the tr^SjTL^^ '^ '^°'* °* ^^'
^aoe-steps. On. coSJ h"^ th?

^"^^ "^ ** ^''^
Potier and the creaking of thTv .•

^"""^ *^ ^'^'^^«««g of the Venetmn ghutters. Hen
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thebdhwd-room window, threw teo«l rtripe. of light^th.temjo,tow«d.th.w^. Th^ wW. goiij^o«,y « the d..i»toh-box« and Ught tr.T.lli^!«rf«

Fore^p, Office impediment* by way of the long window..One gneaaedwhow idea that had been
"•»«"".

^ri:i;srs:to^rb^,^tht.?-

tai^ "! *J"*° '^T'"*'
""'^ attendant., «,me would cer-

^L^X ? *•"*" "' •*• "* *»" gwdener-. oott.^

turned out to seek cover elMwhere t

sti^n/""'**t-
^' **'°"«^* °' ''"" «"«~1 »!' h»Btmging apprehenmon.. Ho told him«lf that pr«entlywhen he house should have resumed «>m^l^t

normal quiet, he would steal acio«i the lawn in theshadow
of the tr^ and borders, and lie in w«t for a glancefor a word. ...

6~"ui>
.

He would force her to leave at onoe for Belgium. Shemust not remain in the hou«, with aUthewneT Thetome crept by with maddening downe«i a. he waitedDark shado^ moved in lighted room., pasang acre«tte

How long The slatted Venetian shutters of thedmmg-room were now unbarxed and thrown^n He

tow'^thT^w
*'"

"°"l "' "^" *•* '*^^ -
h« wlf^i,!^ ,

Pi'T'"""'' ^^^o the window from which

Jhe W1
J*^ °°^ southwards, immediately commandi^

down the step, and across the grass-plot. TaU shadows

oUtter of china, glass and cutlery, a smeU of cooking
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creeping «=.,p. A^lTb^ieC hf
'"'^'"' "^» "»

grow, perhap, .„ exel.matfon ThL " ' " " ^'^"P' »
the darknew, under hig ,X] T " *'* » •"'t »tep in

" Monsieur bZJ '"'"'°;r
''°*' ^''''P'' "'" » "S-

betterthatln.ount'thesUir,^;;;,?^*"''' ^^ *"' b*
His first impulse was f^ ^. ' ,

»nd waistcoat neX^rr"''.*'"' '^'"'«' "o^t
The floorc«aked underWsrar^T'' *'*' '* '^'^ ""^k.
the landing and orenHn 1? ?*^^.^°°^"*«P'' *• he reached

I»»ed into the tinyCsSe H "
"u'**"''^

'^°<" »»d
threshold, felt forf ^d f^d ri-'"'*"'* °" *he
feverishly hot they were H« i"*""

'''"''''• How
pered: '^ "• ^° P'-^wed them as he whis-

" ' Sueesed what had happened - t _oomehere!... For hour« T v. u
' • ^ ^ow who ha.

to eet a word .Z^^^you ^
^'^.^f

i»g my chane"
heard you under the window '." ' """"^ "''»«" I

yn a ^., o, Snridgl^^^^^-f^-ow engaged
wvoniy omelette that foUow« mS ""^ *° ^"7 the
"tie beU, and I shall "rSr^efSr/''*''':: ^ ""«
The sentence ended in . »Tl ^ house."

that Sickened Br:Si,rh2?t",r- ^ "8^^ «"«.d
J^d., whispering Lreati^'*- =* ^'^^^'^ *»•« """U
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" Don't IkDgfa ! Yo« miut not Uugh. Go bMk Md

get wh.t you need lor • joum^. TeU MadMn« PoUer
I »m taking you to Belgium. BMk to your hucband '

your pUoe ii where he ia I You ihall not nUy here . .

you must not, I forbid you ! . .
."

She oeued to laugh and pulled her handa away from
his. Her anawer came; an inflexible utterance to be
breathed no Boftly:

" I remain here, Monsieur, until my huaband oomea !"
He panted the old prayer:
" Juliette, for the love of God ... r You don't know

. what terrible danger you are risking ! . .
."

The reply fanned part hia cheek like the rdvety wine
of some great night-moth.

" Monsieur, I remain here, until the arrival of M. Charles
Teaaier. Although you will do wisely to depart whUe you
may, unseen !"

He said between his gritted teeth, while the ponndine
of his heart choked him.

"IshaUstayhere!... I decline to be sent away ! "
She seemed to cogitate. Then came the mere breath of

an utterance.

" Will you swear to be secret and faithful t"
He said hoanely:

"Juliette, I must flrst know what you intend to
do !"

She whispered, and her voice set his blood rushing and
the fragrance of her maddened him.

" Stoop ! . . . Why are you so taU f Bend down your
head !" ^

He stooped from his majestic altitude of five feet nine
inches and a bittock, and two little hands that scorched
him clasped his neck about. Light and soft as the
touch of a flower was the contact of the mouth that
whispered:
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THB MAN OF IRON .,"I will tell yon.. Th^, „ •»

" I hear you J"

^C^S'S;,j;J-
-"> -^-inn hi. cheek.

He panted though the ^udSi that h.H ^Do you know wh«t will ham^ *»»» had «„Md him:
» 'oil

» You will be W oj't'
*'!"''•" yo" ""oceed

'^r.i-jjrr ^'-'-^"^S-?^
"" '°" ^'

"-?ar-r:j^--"-e.™w^..

thi. place to-night I"
'*'" have you leave

A weaknes* seijed him. He «.«lr -iand stretched his arms out 7n t^^ J^ "P"° •"" kn—
outlmed silhouette of the'sU^'JT^'^' "^ ">e dimly

ontheth«8hold,andtheJnf:L^ """*"» "tiding^m in gusts from tre^Xeae^llT' ^"'^^ <"^'
fragrance that had no name B« .

*^™ "^^ """thw
himself: ""*• ^« "'i^Pewd, driven beyor-"

"rL^ki:^:hr"Si?'^-^>'-
"^'

£---'eet.-„erie^-rtrrca
"HemayknowBreagh^theEngli..^,,^,,^^
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know Jean Jaoqnos Potior. Tell Madame that I shall
weer her nephew's clothes and take his name, and do his
work about the house and garden. All his duds are in the
cupboard up in my room there, and his apron and cIoob
and so forth "

Appalling triviahty of the sex feminine. The conjured
picture evoked a titter. She breathed, and he was «tung
with rage to know her shaken with irresistible mirth:

" But you do not know how to sweep and clean, and how
can you conceal your very red and curly hair » French
servant-men have not such hair ! You ^iU be betrayed
by it. Monsieur ! . .

."

His blood boiled, and he thundered in a whisper:
"I shan't ! .

. . CaU it what colour you Uke to-night
It won't be there to-monow ! There are cHppers in the
cupboard, and I shall have it off."

A distant bell rang. She was gone like a bat in the
darkness. His word was given. He was pledged now to
follow her wherever Fate should lead.

Lxvn.
VnRSAiLUffl, always a town of martial music, Royal or
Imperial .anfares of brass, and welcoming sahites of deep-
voiced cannon, had been-nrince a day early in October
when the girdle of iron and steel had closed about Paris,-
resonaut with Prussian bugle-calls and throbbing with
Prussian drums.

From dusk to dawn the electric searoh-ray now mounted
on the summit of the Are de Triomphe, as the broad
wheeling beams from Vanves, Lay, Mont VaWrien, and
the whole ring of forts that guarded the great, magnificent,
menaced capital, whitened earth and sky in token of the
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t-nely b„^. The OraL xXlf^Meo^^,^^^,
«.e nghtwmg of the Prussians' ooveriag amy^itro,^^n^^w^acvely engage ^., the"^J^^S^^^

JO
be despised The. were 3^00 N^SLTgu^^

perhaps too soft in muscle and well^velop^i in thrrel^of the corporation to be very effective _n,tZi • f*^
.

reasoned warriors as Sch^dt £l~S^'^r4r'
But ^d to the.. 26.000 M.^'^'rS^ZTofZ
486,000 trained SVenohmen. aslcuur nothin., iJ*^,.
to «lly out by St. Denis. yln^JT^^^'J^^
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Ime of invertment north, olear the blocked road aonth, effect
a junction with the Amy of the Loire, destroy the War-
look's subtlest combinations, promptly raise the Siege of
Paris, and deliver France from the invader.
What was Troohu, Military Governor of Paris, thinking

about! What were MM. Duorot and Wlnoy doing, to delay
until the garrison and fortress of Strassbuig were sur-
rendered, until the Capitulation of Metz on the twenty-
seyenth of October, and the faU of Veidun on the seventh
of November, had released the main Army of the Red
Prince forthe strengthening of that steel and iron girdle that
lay outside the defiant ring of forts ? The tentative sally
of the twenty-ninth of November was foredoomed to
faUnre from the outset. No wonder Trochn and his plans
furnished hungry Parisians with abundant food for mockery
when the Spectre of Famine brooded over the City on the
Seine. Narrow-eyed, and tight-Upped, cold, sinister, and
mysterious, the man was a mere bag of wind, when all
was said and done.

Meanwhile the great bronze muzzle-loaders of the Forts
of Mont Valirien, Issy, Montronge, Vanves and Charenton,
St. Denis and its twru sisters, roared at intervals through-
out each day, raining common shell, chain-shot, solid ball
and shrapnel into the lines of the investing host. But the
trenching and battery-making went on steadily: the high-
waUed farmyards and gardens of country-houses inthe
environs were being converted into emplacements for
artiUery of the largest oalib)». Already several of Krupp's
stupendous siege-howitzers, with muzzles cooked at angles
of forty-five, demonstrated the possibiUties of the bom-
bwdment for which the German Press daily shrieked.
"Not for the reduction of <A« miUtary defeneea, but to

l^odnee by the exercise of sheer terror, bodily suffering, and
deduction, of private property, such an effect upon, the
unarmed mvUtudes—iubjected to a hail of incendiary sheUs
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«**•>» their eneinUng nna cf uxUU and fcrt,.^^
compel the chiefs of the OoLZ^n^ fortresM-^ to

/.».. ^. , .
""""'foment and garrison to eome lo*^<^ command of the pojmiar voice."

'" "O"^ lo

Thus the leader-writere of the Berliner Zeituna and othpr

longed to dip their qniUs m newly-shed French blot^

"thif r.
'""^ ' •" "''* ^^o ^'"l^'t. vexed for'onoe

ri^T* .
»*,"™»™«on cannot be brought over a

army to miard snnnnn .^^- "^^ '»°'»^ require an
y ro guard 300,000 pruoners of War I Sinoe fl,«Babylonian Captivity the world ha. not hlT th«

^^roftiTer^rr -' '^^^^^
quarter, have ^Z^^o^'r^l^^^lTZ^^
me. One even contains a villainous^nJrSL^^
I am told is snug in the music-halls in Berr-

**

And the great tactician read with th^ o,™,'

" Outtr Mollke, gthat «, «)Kmm /
Immar um dot Ding heryun :
Salter MoUke, aei nieht dumm
it«k- doch mdlid, .- Bmm, Lmm, bumm. r
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ftjte^. and rtrode dowMtei™. too mnoh out of tune

u^^H "^ "^*^ ''"' "«* »*"Pid. and affectionatelyurged to huny up and n»ke an end of thing, ^th h«;
Ma^^ not ahve t. l»ow of the hunuliation^Xby thoee »ournlou. rhymertei, on her beloved oH nuT
aJltZ^"f°'*"°"** "'°""«^* °''°'«"> by . new juniora«8mtant auk-<k<amp upon the Chieftain's pen»nalgtefffor^de™«.^„e,t for leave of abeenceunm^SoSt'

vonr^** ''i"*
' • • • "^°" ^^' '^"'y «»t«"d uponyour TOW and important duties, the wine in which vCcomrades of the G.ard pledged you is ,tiU bubb^t Su

r • •
Is It another congratulatory banZt » .^PVerm^.mf ... Am I right?" ThTwIri,^.'

S^^fatTad^S***"^ •"r*""
"" '»«*^-eyeUd7irfh

faj^ir-headed young officer standing rigidly bofo«, him.

glanoe with a charming candour:
" Excellency, the lady is the r«oently-married wife of aRoumaman noble. Her name, if Your Exc^^rLt,^

to know it, is Madame deStraz"
^"enoy desu«,

int^^tiit:
^'^''-"^"^ ^'^ - -te look and a dr,

ebl?
^"^' °°* ~ '°°8 »8°' «*«> <»U«1 herself something

twi^fI^"?r "r"^'*^'
'^*'' * ~°*^°" «ide-glance at thet^t of sJver braid that marked his rank-of Captain:

•t GravBlotte. She u. now legally married to M. deStraz "
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MoKke took anufi and laid laoonioaUy:
"She hae not taken long in changing her itete "
Valverden began, rather lamely

isi^^^t^"^
^"^^ ^^ ''^'^^ *^ M. de

Like a bayonet-thruBt oame the retort •

'* Since your Cousin W^^ ran away with her from Pari,fourteen years ago ! The woman is an adrenture«,X^you will be wise to avoid."
^^

Valyerden answered with his disarming look of frank-

n,3'"'\^^^'^^' ^ """ "PP"^ *° ''y *»»« Poraon youmen ion, foradvicem a matter of serious urcency Madamede St™^ has unhappily lost all trace of the whereabouts ofher daughter. Mademoiselle de Bayaid. Phe has
entreated me to sohci, for her an audience 'with Your
Excellency, m i hope that you might aid her to recover
tne young girl

The War Ea,j.e croaked, ruffling his feathers with indig-
nation:

-«ug

"Does the woman suppose that I have got the unfor-
tunate young creature in my pocket ? Or does she suspect
you of knowing where she is to be found ?"

Valverden said, hastily and flushing:

the'

'^°" ^'^^^'^'y- "P"" ""y ''onottT. I have never seen

The Warlock tucked away his snuff-box and pointed
the ternble withered finger at the left side of the younif
raa^s bosom, where hung upon a broad black, whi^
bordered nbbon a cross of dark metal, edged with a narrow
ime of silver, and bearing a crown and the letter " W " A
temble grating voice said, and with all his cool effrontery
Valverden quailed at the words and the stem look that
accompanied them

:

"To you, young man, upon whom the Second CIa« of
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the Iron Cro« hw been oonferred fcy the hand of vonr
Crown Prinoe, for daring and gallantry upon the war-field—
no more I aay than thi« I Do nothing to diagtaoe the
wearer cf that deooration—which shoiiM be «aoi«d in your
eyes

. .
." He added: "The leave you a«k i. granted.

Until twelve noon to-morrow. Captain von Herdinit will
t»ke your place."

And Hi. Exoellenoy the Field - Marshal returned his
atde-de-eamp'g salute and wheeled, sharply, and had taken
» couple of strides across the vertiibule, when he halted
toask:

"Thia girl you speak of—how came she lost t .. ."
Said Valveiden, hesitating slightly:

• "JT'^^ *° *^»™« ''er mother, the ladies were on a
visit to Rethel during the time when the Prince Imperial
of the French was staying at the Prefecture. They had
obtained an wdience of the Prince Madwne de
Straz was prevented by iUnesg from accompanying her
d*^ter The young Udy-Mademo«elle Juliette
de Bayard—has never been seen since

!"

The lean neck and spare features of the greatest of
strategists became sufEuaed with indignant scarlet He
said:

"The mother is a trollop of the very flnt water. She
took the pri to the Prefecture-why did she contrive an
interview ? She sends her up alon<.-^rfle declares that
sheharfneversinoeseenher p/w/ . . . Theaffairm my nostrils, fairly stinks of vulgar intrigue. Have no
more to do with it,-thoughrthe unlucky girl i. no doubt
to be pitied I will apeak to His Excellency, Count
iMsmarok, who has agents in Rethel."
And he steamed across the marble vestibule of the great

haU of the Pafeig de Justice, crossed the Place des Tribu-
naux, and vanished into the Prefecture, over whose
entrance hung the HohenzoUem banner and the Prussian
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XnZ^r^- *™*^ — on*. Ctaai

the Rue de Provence
"*" """'"'^ i°

ve^ tTaZS? Tf^ '^ "•"' •-" -

% Twet dStH^- the rl^'*
**^ «"^« '-d "tripped

To the right, at the rear of the house, a vnn„„servant was gweeninff awav !,« i .u
^°"^ ^'^•

narrow terraoerf^r^n
'"'^«'' **"** '«it«'ed to the

building.^ :li^^f^TZhT' *'"" '^"' °^ '^^

m,t:Z, of theZ«™perli"?^,^~°'° punctuated the

to his Chief
^"P^P^'-^'oJe being read by Hatzfeldt

while before.
»»«' tne ire of the Warlock a Uttle
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" Unanimooaly," it oonoluded, " and in the intemta of

Humanity, we demand that thia measure be taken at onoe.

V^e lepiehend in the fternest termi, not only thoae military

commanders who are in favour of procrastination. We
cry in the ears of the (jhanoeUor-and-Minuter-President

Count Bismarck himself, who is credited with being the

main factor in this policy of delay: ifene, mtne, tekel

nphanin

!

—
' Thou art weighed in the bcjanoe, and found

to want !' "

Said the Man of Iron to Hatzfeldt

:

" Did I not koow that my wife regards women who
enter the lists of journalism as unsezed, and outoasts

beyond the hope of redemption, I should be inolined to

believe she had written this. I have often before now
been accused of inhumanity, but to be reproached for an

excess of tenderness is something quite new to me. How
shall we reassure these excitable gentlemen 1 Buschlein "

—he referred to his Press article-writer, the rotund author

of the famous " Recollections "—" Buschlein shall write

that he has authority from Count Bismarck to state that

his universally-eredited predilections for slaughter have

not been bltmted by recent experiences, and that he much
approves of the bombardment-idea, but that he has no

control over those high military functionaries who com-

mand His Majesty's investing forces, and is not acoustomed

to be consulted by them."

He spat, and resumed:
" Private correspondents worry me to know whether I

am really averse to the btfmbatdment, and why I won't

allow filing into the town % What pernicious rubbish I

They will be blaming me next for all losses during the

investment. Which are not small ; for in little skirmishes,

and during the short time occupied by those abortive

sorties, we have lost more troops than we should have done

had we regularly stormed the place."
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He added, looking humoroujy »t Hatrfeldt wlio«

nfennoetoabombMdment: ""any

ftjlf^nt'^^'
"**''«'

'?<f«»»l'«i been taken with letter.

^^JT' ?"!! " "^^ ^ '"'^•' •'«*dy read, and
"

iV~ rf yesterday, date. It ha. been d^roed b/theBWh Government that all wine and provirion. .L tobe taken away faom private people, a. the poorero^have already begun to frioa«ee their d<Vand^
»> your Arnerioan father-in-law will have to look out

wJ^fT '".'**"'"'"y "^""^ O"*. a" I haveWrd from you And your wife', famou. mouse-g^ypome, will probably be made into outlet,.-a pretty ^eof mtelhgenoe for your next letter to Madame !"

u ^:!^,L' . ^" H«»'^en'» "ake. Your Exoellenoy I" criedHatzfeldt. with mefully-elevated eyebrow.. "I LpSyou notto ooi^ure up the image of my wife-. ini'S^«dd«^. Every letter I receive from her be^Send. with her piemous ponie.."
^^

The Minister appended

;

"Her mother, father, and her brother Henry, who i.Uvmg at their eatate of Petit Val, nearMarly,-!uLi:kyo^
toW me.-beiag «ndwiched in between the Uttle heart. »
They were pacing the garden-path.. The Chancellor hadrecently n.^ and seemed inclined U, be in a jerting mo<^He contmued, throwing away the butt of a fiLh^<Z^'

mJ "t^.^^^"^*^' "' tbe Comite« will «,nd mfnomore plte ol pheasmt.. or «u«»ge.. R»y teU her wi^n^oomphm^it.. that both were excellently fr^ ^2gooa. Did you notice written on my table^jard

new before M Thier. arrive, at half-part twelve ? H IWe not pohrfied off the Republican offlll before Thfei;

Mm, and hi. gold spectacle, twinklimr. engage him in con-
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raMtion below ken for an initMit—do not (end hia up
to»ightw»y to the tortare-oell." Thnt the Ministar had
ohrfctened the smaU room adjoining hii private apwtment.
He went on :" I do not want him to go down to BirxM with
hi» white flag and hia e«x>rt, and meet Jolei Favie with
a rtring of tales about our oigiea and levellingi, of the
enormous cxpenn of which the Mayor ii coming to com-
plain."

" What inaolenoe I" commented Hatsfeidt.
" It ieema," continued the Miniater, " that we aU oo«

the town too much to keep, the chief ofienden being the
grand-ducal and j^rinoely perwnagea at the Hfltel dee
IMMrroin. Of courw, one knows that the Tiu»l Babble

I
{ I

;

*»* *"d drink a great deal more than they require, and

{

;

*»•*« ™"<^ more than they conmime. But to a French-
im man, one cannot admit aa much. So I ahall tell the Mayor

that he muit apply to the French Ctovemment at Toure
for permission to raise a substantial money-lo«x, and as
M. ThietH has only just comefrom there, he Would natuiaUy
buttonhole the old gentleman if he encountered him
Which,—as our plump, neatly shaved old FrofesKr is as
tnnid as a hare «»d as soft a. a baby,—would discompose
hun hombty. . ." He continued: " He is dying to make
peace with us, because there wiU soon be famine in Paris
Imagine how. I caught him out when I told him yesterday •

\^'T*^[' *°* *"* '^» "*•*«' AteUyfora ft» hour,.

^'^'>*a»">bc^Aeconlent»cfit,v,agawine,tlumy<«^
do. They have ampU provitioiu to Icut uiua the end of
Jonuory.

. .
.' What a took of incredulity I I had only

bem feeling his puh», as it^were His amazement
told me what I most wanted to know. What a man to
make a. bargain about an armistioe, aa invalidy civilian,
who cannot conceal hia feelings ! Who lets himself be
put out of countenance and pumped [—actually pumped !"

He turned aside to cough and hawk and expectorate
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<»P*on«»y- • . "There I" he Mid, wiping hi* motutMhe
vigOTOMly with a l»rge white Munbrio handkerohief, " yon
•ee what it ia to hare a ctomaoh aa aenaitive aa mino ia
That ifljuatioe done m.. in the BiriinerZeitmg with roferenoe
to the bombardment haa oauaed an overflow ol bUe, by
which I waa already incommoded. Thieia will be certain
to remain olo«>ted with me for two houra. He ia nothing
rf not ezpanaive and flowery, and redundant. I ahall not
be able to get on honebaok belore three o'clock, and we
dine at ax." He went on, punotuatiag the aentence with
more ooughi and hawkinga: " And aa onr table ia to be
pMd—tchaK /—by a huge trout paaty, a love-gift to the
Chancellor of the-^»aA /-Confederation, from a Berlin
rrataumnt-keeper who throwa into the bargain—oAoA /—
a caak of Vienna March beer and hia photograph, taken
with his wife and

—

brr'r /"

He turned aaide and spat vigoroualy, before ending,
wmming, aa he used the big white handkerohief:

" One would desire to do justice to a gift so welcome. . .

.

More bile 1 . . . I apat Kke this half the night through!

.

'.

.

Decidedly I am not as well aa when we gaUoped ak>ng the
high-roads with the Great Headquarters Staff I have
wondered: Do I eat too much ? Does this sedentary life
conduce to indigestion ?" He spat again and answered
himseB

:

" How can it be so, when I breakfast on a couple
of eggs with dry toast, and a oup of tea without milk? I
don't lunch—lunch is a mockery of a meal—but in the
evening I make a hearty dinner. With beer and oham-
pagne in plenty, and wash all down with half-a-doien cupa
of tea. Then I go to bed—as you know, never before
midnight. There's a doze—and I waken up with my
brain as bright as dayUght—aU sorts of things running
through it, and my mouth full of this bitter—/atiff* /"

" Your Excellency will need a fresh handkerchief," said
Hatzfeldt, slightly shuddering, as the ChanceUor vigorously
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ommplad the toiled e»mbrio into » ball. " Shall I
Yonr Ssoellenoy'i wrvant to (etoh Miother 1"

" No, no t At it happent, I have tent Onuot oat. And
Engelberg it boty. There it Madame Charlet'i faototum I"
He oaUed in Franoh: " Hola, Jeut Jaoquea I Appniaoh,
my biave young man I"

Hit full blue eyet, their whitea now red-reined and
bilioutly injected, had tamed to where the ttrongly-built
young male tervant waa ttiU tweepiug the ttept ol the
rear of the houte. Cropped to the toalp, you taw the
fellow attired in a weU-wom morning jacket of ttriped linen,
a blue waiatooat aAd tight blue oloth trouten, yellow-piped
at the tide teamt. Summoned by an imperative word and
getture, he knocked the damp leavea off hit broom, ttood
it up againit the tide of the oonaervatory, and thambled
to where the Chancellor was standing, muttering with a
downcatt air and a furtive, tulky look

:

" Owdu, Moiueitneur f . . . What it it Monaeisneur
detirea ?"

"^

Said the Minister with a mule that curved the great
mouataohe and thowed the white, square teeth that a
young man might have envied

:

" Monseigneur desire* that without delay the brave Jean
Jacques would betake him to the kitchen, and detiro
Madams Chariet Tettier of her goodness to favour Mon-
seigneur with a dean handkerohief. . . . Perhaps two
would be better ... Ask for two, Jean Jacques, and
compel thy legs to rapid motion, for to eroqiter h marmct is

not a favourite pastime with Monseigneur I Comprehend
you 1"

Jean Jacques replied in hu extraordinary patoit, with a
bow of the olumdest

:

" Ouiehe, Monseigneur /"

" De quel payt etet-vout ?" asked Hatzfeldt curiously.
Jean Jaoquea responded with sulky unwillingness

:
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H»trieJdt Mid. aa th- ,.^
<" hi. .bwdo^ Ui^^JTtT' '**^"^ to the «,ea,

"^"^ «<"»erv.tory toward, th, kitoh°„

PMted in the auddie «„h k .
^" "*P '"th J«Pl)et.

^-edfeatooT^li^t^iyX^/°- « t-TiS
»' • /aoe, drilled in her wn"^*' ''.'«•«* ''Wtew^lge
trouble whatever.

. tLT ^' '"'•''• *hat it wTt!
'^"•. cle« iinen had Lt "2""'' '^''" ^^'hl^^

~^ the bottom of^S r,^"'"''rP"P°«">e^7^'
•'«"'« and waiat it w, ^"'"''' *'*- «nd upof[T.'
longing to the mo^le^„,T.f~-««d in a S«t°n one of Madame', blwk Lk "

""'* ^*^«*- She^
•^t mitten., and the b^L^/r"*' " ^' "'W bla^

She ourtaed deeply to th. ^i "'°°"*" «*»»''•
Count Hatzfeldt, and w^ntt ^"'*"°' '^ -^ghtiy to

'"^-t^t^rsf^sfSrtJon and
gait it.
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unpleasant peouliarity, and the oorratnie in the lover part
of the ipine were eyen more painfully apparent. Itooouned
to her ae she moved away from the two men, whose eyes,

leluotantly or ouriously, were following her, that to ape this
deformity so persistently might be to bring it in reaUty
upon herself.

She shivered a little, despite the bland warmth of the
November sunshine. Round the comer of the green glass

oonservatory, well out of sight of those who walked in the
garden, Jean Jacques Potier was shivering too.

When the Chahoellor had coughed and spat and spat
again, the knees of Jean Jacques had shaken beneath him.
His heart had sunk like a leaden plummet, and the sweat of
terror had started on his skin.

He was afraid—horribly afraid. Not for himself, but
for another. There was no knowing. The thing he feared

might happen at any time.

' Throw but a itime. tht giant dial . .
."

He ooukl hear now, the very voice in which she had added

:

" See you well, it is I who am going to throw that stone 1"

He had expended all the eloquence he possessed with the
abject of turning Juliette from her purpose. He did not
know whether he had succeeded. She would give him no
promise. She was sphinxlike, inscrutable. . . . You
could never feel sure that in the middle of the night there

would not be a cry—and then a commotion of running

feet upon the stairs, and then—the arrest, and the accusa-

tion. He had made up his mind to say, when that hap-

pened: " /( uxu my doing. She knew nothing abovt it. It

HtM / mho put poiton in the food of this man /"

Then he would be taken out and shot. It would be done
instantly, whether the owner of the life that had been

attempted died or got weU. Perhaps the man wonkl not
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^^. ^^s^^rtCCSS? '^ *"*• ^- o^
mouths over the bitter stVff ^ ' °'"'' »°<1 P-^ed wrv
P- C. B^h would Sk tfthr^r'v"**"' *^« ^-^^

jj^_^^^^
LXVln.

"0„.rd2^,^r;^^;f-«eutedt„H.t^,,,^
does not fear damp Thaf i. .

^' Promenade
. . . Oxe

traih. her skirt, ove W e':::!^'^ "
"

" "^ ''°- ^e
'^owWfeet.shouidweJl^. ^°-' " ^eWe to

- he -ted HaStrJS'if^f•"" "^ '^ "'- «y-
"P^ke. He went on: ^^ °' "'""'«**»« of whom he

Ugly women have .n—*-
th^t a„ «qui.ite Sa^e ^^« Pf% f-t and hr .ds^ of Madame Chari^? » :!:'

l'"'''^ ""^'^ »' ^^
youp notice. They are well w,1k ^ L'^'^end them to

'f^tte.hudLthaToon^°?ki,gat." Headded^
»J;t

we follow her-^.K.r^"^;^*^*' dandy: ''Ipropo^

Se'ii^^thrc'yr""^---^"'-
''-''

^ «to a g^'^el-ltr^atr'"°° °^ ''^^ ^wn and
T^h wet and rotting leaC ^.^^'^^ ""^ <Wfted over
•»»«« of Hatrfeldt^ewTbv I?

"^^ P^^nt-leather
««Uo^ ob«rving thi,.^ "^ **'«" -""t^t. The 01^^^

Never mind. Vn
°»n NiedeiBtedt polishesw^ ''* **""" o'**"*!

f Mv
flaWeldt retureTp^m'Sr'**"^

'"

'"""^'*^-"--•-—
..Observes.
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But never again wiU they be the same after a wettins
Ann they are made by the onty man in the world iiriho
icnows how to make boots."
The Minister said brutally

:

" Order another pair of the fellow I"
Hatifeldt returned with a shmg and a rueful look •

He Uves in Paris-Bue de Lafayette. And Your
BxoeUenoy is going to have Paris bombarded !"

Siud Bismarck, his great frame shaken by internal
laughter:

"The fellows who write the newspaper articles out of
their own heads know a great deal better than that
Aooording to them I am a hnmanitarian-altruistio to
imbecility."

" But we, who only write to Your Exoellenoy's dictation
know Your ExoeUenoy better than they I"
The injury to his immaculate foot-ooverings, and the

impending dertruotion of his bootmaker's e.taLIi,bment,
moensed Hatzfeldt to the point of an imprudent retort

.. ^^.^ *™«^- The heavy regard i«rted uponhnn With his ohai^rteristio stutter-* signal as wanSng
• ^uTI ^^^ "^ " *''^ ***'« °f *^^ '»«^« hiddenm the brake, the Minister said

:

"So I am not a philanthropist, or a-or an apostle of

Tu .?"^.T'^'"-
^ '">"ld prefer to build an Empire

with the fallen towers of the modem Babylon ? "
Hatafeldt bowed with the grace inherited "from the

Rusoau Princess, his mother. The Minister went on in a
ughter tone:

1 • u^ u*"^ I
'^^'^ P"fe™d the apples that hung on the

highest branches. They were bigger and sweeterwd rosier
than the others, though in stealing them I risked both my
breeches and my neck. WeU I To be plain, there are two
apple* Just now that I particularly covet. The Bombaid-
ment-and the Proclamation of the Emperor of Germany



««ten. bonndar,. wall, wheifT ^ "P"""* "Poa the

Madame Charle. hH been .f ^-

f--^' Wd lu. oourtlyl^!^" "*« the znadc« the

"u^^apen fig„«..
°'' '»-'3' gla«o«g after the awkwa,<.

oh^-~.e.t„,,^,^^^^

»£S"^--^tj-r--i«.«eet

^i«*4;;:£tth:?.j:r;r ^* --"^ ^ ^ue

H-p;:Jttr'^^"^- "•*^°"*^^
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"There is a good luge guden there, belonging to an

vnoooupied houw," he added. " And nuiged along the
wall are bnahes, behind whioh my two men etud well
screened."

"Did Your Ezoellenoy apprehend danger fcom that
quarter 1" inqnired Hatzfeldt.

" Hardly," said he, " though it is ae weU to be on the
safe side, and Versaillea is pretty well packed with people
Ivy whom I am rather partioalarly detested. But as a fact,

I plaoed the soldiers for the pni'rose of oatobing Madame's
postman. Yon did not perceive as we stepped out of the
shrubbery that s^e slipped an envelope into this creature's
mouth V

Hatzfeldt answered, in some astonishment:
" Why, no, Your Excellency. I saw nothing of the

kindl"

The Minister said, shaken with the internal, secret
i^aghter:

" And yet you have good eyes, better than mine for
seeing some things at a distance A pretty face behind
a thick veil ... a graceful figure concealed by a shawl.
Possibly the friend who communicates with Madame
Charles with the aid of this grinning fellow, admires her.
There is no accounting for tastes. . .

."

Hatifekit asked in a tone of diagnst:
" Who is Madame Charles's friend ? Is it possible that

misshapen creature has a lover i"

The Minister answered with a curious grimace:
" A lover who is apparently a J'ranc-firenr."

Hatzfeldt returned with acrimony:
" Uii«< of those marauding free-shootere who wear a

black cloth uniform, and carry a black standard wiA a
skull above a pair of oroesbones. Perhaps his lady-love
sat for the picture of the Death's head ?"

The Minister returned, with a look of amusement:
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"Poiribly ahe did Though, there h»ve been mo-
ment, when, nnder Madame', extraordinary coiffure with

Ihatr ''PI**''^''»'«'»~°P««Pii«»tme-^n»giae

HatieST"*
'"'^-

• •
='*"^' J~»^"y'" »•<•

" Hatred, blazing from two eitraordinarijy blue eye.
The MiniBter went on :

" But not only hatred. . . . Youth
and prettineM. Now, look here, and-for I am perfectly
oonvmoed that you beUeve me bewitohed by our landlady
—behold my nval'. biUi-doax. . .

."
'

Hatzfeldt oouW waroely .peak for laughter. The
Muaster put hu hand into the Satyr", mouth and extracted
therefrom a Uttle envelope, inscribed in a bold, blackmky scrawl. '

" To Jfy Adored Wife."
The Satyr chuckled ahnort humanly a. the Minirter

held the TOperwription under hi. Secretary's eye. and
calmly proceeded to open the envelope. Hatzfeldt, at
first onmron, and writhing with represwKi merriment,
became graver a. the Minirter read aloud

:

" What of thy husband? doit thou ask in (he nights that
are Oeepless and solitary. Credit, my little one, that thy
Charles ts ofUn near. In the thought of thy husband, if Jt
.n person, he rests upon thy heart so faithful and fond.'-

Hatzfeldt .phittered. The reader continued :

Jtl^'
^""^'•?«" ««««*«' a squadron of Schlesmg

Hussars the other day at the village of HaUy. . . We shotdown many of the Prussian marauders and IdUed their horses
O^f^ven escaped uM life. They returned later and
burned the nttage, committing unexampled brutalities, and
murdered several of the inhabitants. It is uieU I We have
another cause to feed our roaring furnace of haU.
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m

ill

" All mtam <^ r*ve»ge an good, for oun it a holj/ mar
magtdvipon a mireiUu invader. WeiumbernobUs,f>ea»aiHt,
eiOtent, eriminaU, in our armed and organind ranie. Baeh
man loiU titt at he know bett. The ri/U, the knife, the
teytht, or Oe eudgtl, the gardcner-i theart, the ehemitt't drugt.
and the barber'i nuor, are lawful weapont to be uted againtt
the enemiet of France. We witt dig wolf-fraipt for thete
Pruitian foet of ours, who plunder by method and wreck
teietUi/lcally. We will tumbU them down weUt, drown them
in riven, bum the hutt they are sleeping in over their headt.
And our litters f—our wives f They are united with ut in
our (olemn compact of dettrucHon. They witt embrace to
itrangle. They will imiU and stab / They wiU cook savoury
dithesfor Messieurs let Pruisieni, andthe dogs wiUeatofthem
and die.

" These kitttt on thy sweetest eyelids. These for thy two
littU hands. Dost thou love me f Titt death and after,

" Thine and thine only,

" Charlis Tissibb."

There waa a ulenoe. The Minuter broke it with a grim
entenoe:

" When thia fine feUow is not murdering Fmnians, heM making love to his spitfire of a wife. A fine breed of
young oriminals should spring from suoh a union." -

The Satyr's mocking chuckle sounded like a comment
on the speech. The Minister had deftly opened the
envelope without tearing the flap, which was stiU moist
Ho now refolded and sUpped back the sheet into the
enyelope, wetted his finger in the Uttle jet that gurgled
from the hole in the pipe behind the mask of the Satyr,
and reoloeed the envelope. He drew out his watch and
consulted it, as the docks of Versailles struck the half-
hour, and said to Hatifeldt, replacing the watch:

,

•* HaU-paat twelve. ... Do you know, I read something
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brought zne th'Tlth,^'^ *"'^^"^ *b.t w«

wtnra to the hou« bnt l^ « ,
*"•''•

• • • ^ «"«*
j^ „

nouae, but I Aould prefer th.t you rt.yed

" Here, Exoellenoy I"

Jhe^MiniHer Uughed i„ the ..„«ed feoe of the

«m ouriou. to bK,w who will fetoMt al* LTS; ' " " '
I - goa^ to a., you to hide i. the'^Xt^^d
Jatjeldt glanced dubiously at the wall. The Minister

here and oblige me V^^'j „
"^ yo« to gtay

inpl.yi„.teX^u S^'"
""»•* '^'*P M. Thie«

Ha^eldt gulped'ld adJS'-^""
"" "^"^ ^'''- "

"

"

«J^w;r:.»'^\'^-,«i~-*--tio„. la.

.^^^uSi^^jr^jj^-r
grimmerttone-

«» granite. He said m hi.

c-'S btr^hinStri'x:' ^'^'^.- ^^ "-

««ted by that birif^FlJ^^t!."^*'"' "^
a .ub«ription for ^p„^t^ ^^Tlf*" *° «"* "P
- be gi,«. . ,be «»u^:^o"is.x"ro^
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the PraMiut King.' . . . Dovbtlew thay ham wt th«ir

price upon the heads of Moltke, Mid the Moh-enemy
Bimutfok. VfM—Auf Witder»eien I Ride out with me
alter hinoh to the aqneduot of Marly, and tell me what I

want to know."

And the great figure atrode away, leaving the Fini>

Secretary to his unwelcome task.

" After lunch . . ." he laid mentally, as he insinuated

his graceful figure between a lilac and a laurustinus, and
the rich soil, rendered marshy by the overflow of the lily-

pool, squaahily gave way beneath his once immaculate
boots. " Why, good Heaven I . . . the woman to whom
that monstrous epistle was addressed actually assists the
Foreign Office cAe/ with the cooking. The Chief swears by
her ragodta, and her omelettes and her btignets. They
are certainly excellent. ... I must avoid them for the
future. A young married man with a family must be
careful. I wonder, if anything unpleasant happened,
whether Touti would marry again ?"

The bashes were wet with rain. Little cold showers
sprinkled the dandy's head and shoulders. His boots

sank deeper as the wet trickled down his neck. What a
degrading task for a First Diplomatic Secretary I With
what shrieks of laughter his lively Americf>u\ Countess
would read his written description of his experiences fs a

spy ! A com began to shoot. He sneezed. This meant
influenza to a certainty. Even while he devoted Madame
Charles, her bloodthirsty spouse, and all her countrymen
to the hottest comer of lophet, he kept a bright look-

out. And in another five minutes or so he saw the person

for whom he lay in waiting, coming down the mosey
gravel-path that wound through the shrubbery.

It was Jean Jacques, the clumsy foot-boy, whose mis-

takes and blunders kept the Prussian Chancery attendants

.in a continual eruption of abusive German epithets, and



710
THB MAN OP aON „.

whow patoU, proolkimed to h. h •

PUttiing, th»t Hatrfeldt -k^V j'™*' "*• *° •«tremely

•-«n the youtTf: . ^S^j/'^Ty™,, «««^donly
l»Md into the Satyr'. toowL ^- "' """«* »»i»

letter, twirted TZv^^J^^ ""^ P»"«' »«» the

wi«>«.<WWe^^^:.. -«-^ ^*' "^ "^O.

On, (Minn I . .
."

Then, »t the m^gent tinkJe of a bell fro™ ti, i.-. ."gions, he thiurt the mi«ive i„f^»K t"
^*^^^

rtriped cotton jaoket^ aoTpeS' ?^ "' ''^

hou«. "OMipered baok to the

tot"nrthrrS>o;.*^^^~/'^«*t«,^ oo^ented
d«« Colonel-.Z;i^e^^^'^"'«te h«<J, for her
feature., aoompleXr.hi^ ?

'^^'* ""^ '^"'

t»de.enbo.rt^toMo^°'it™th,;?^r.''^~""- «*'
of the worthy but nnron!!„V '"'*'*''«'«>«»Wp
who*. .o.t /polnS"2::s,:t?-""i'^'""'
«g of thrudie. and imarrowTw^!^1. T "" •^°»*-

to the Rue de P^e^^Z^\ J""^ ""^ *>'"»•

•doring anotherintoTo^X-""*^ '^^

•doier the tortX^LlfS^l"* °° ''*' '^'"»-»*t«'

«d -naintaininhSffsll
™^' °'P°«^«>ly to create

titious husband .hS bi,f
"'*'''"* ^ *^« '"PP***-

Pfte and gnwel and h
'''«™/**'"' *» «^ti«te ujSi

HerCharlf::^\::tdSndru' '""'' "°* '"^^^ »«•

n^ and a square olS'^ThrX?°r''^Z^*' "T
the most elXt Se ot^^f'

^"^^"^ ^ "^ P°^* o*

- w« eai:^ie ;. ..^itK^oi ;rrre
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wm •Mogother • potfeot •pwiinen o< the tjpe of B«Ih.'i
bewitiful young nuui.

"^ i>«wi

Surfeited with thMe porfeotion.. P. 0. BiMah iMkl h»oome rertive, to th« point, one d.y. of bel^X«ily .w."OMtio on the immunity of widow'. onhTtl *«^ 7i.
oWigaUon of military J^o..^ .^^ i««. f«m the

Th.t afternoon Madame Charie. had raodred a mv^tenou. oommnnioation to the effeot that her loid hadworetly qmtted Belgmm, pen.t»ted in diiglT faSFrance pa«<: through the PruMian line. inTleri.. ofhairbreadth e«ape.. and joined a oorp. of Franc-tim^Smoe when, letter, containing tir«le. in.pired by the moMfliwung patnotMm, «nguinary dewription. of adventure

^terv^ hy Madame Charie. in the mouth of the^.
^;wM L

'?°°* *' ^ «fcv»lop«i nerrouJii

performed the oiBoe. And when die did not, with due^ution.. declaim the* eifumo™ for the beU rfZVMtim and feUowMJon.pi,ator, hi. wm the taA-Jaoon-
oeivably repotave to a young m«. wffcring thertZofj^u.y of jeading them aloud TlZ^n, ^^B«io. the expletive whioh had betrayed hi. BritlA natiT

^J^i ^T »^:"*' '*«^ di««»-olate ta h^
•qnelohing patent-leather, under the dripping lilac and^ynnga tree.. '^'^ ^^ ~"

XXIX.
FBOMTour^ chief towiTof the Dq^tment of the Ind«
et Loire 120 mile. «>u--wert of Pari. a. the crow fli...

liJ^°^; ^^^ "* '^'^•' ""» '•tker too
doddei7 to be of efficiency at thi. orin., had ertaUiahed
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Mriy«t to offer hi, *.vioe. i„ the^J^Sl^^''

P«n£uJ beyond woiti. ' " '"'"'"« ««1

erected bv th. ifc,„ v^- T "* nwgmfloent Temple««ted by the Sun King, toiling and moiling with h^

paper, of eveiy nnagmable kind. And with the*,. t«m
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dMrn m mJdnight, the Bttle. grief-worn in«a wftatbd.

rereUed ta the dtalng-emloon.. uid trampled .nd ihoated
•nd oknked and Jlogled np and down the oorridon, .od
fa ani out of the bedroom*; and the tow of the gmii from
the Fort, of the beleagoered oity diook the window, from
tune to time.

Now and then he would lie baok ezhauited fa hit ehair
or lie down and aleep, if aleep fve- vidted him. He took
i» frugal meals fa a private oabiuet opening out of the

«p«at dining-hall of the rertaotant. Since the thirtieth of
Ootober he had been engaged in thia wi«,, »ve when,
having been flrrt' compelled to apply to Count Binnarok
for a pan and a military «fe-oondnot, he would meet and
confer with Favre, or one of hia other oolleaguee, at some
oho«sn ipot without the walls of the beleaguered capital
Only the previous day he htl trundled down fa a little

shaky, hired brougham to the half-ruined and wholly-de-
serted «burb of SAvres, preceded by an officer of Uhlans
with a AVhite Flag on a pole.

^^^
•Day after day the little brougham had drawn up before

the modest house fa the Rue de Provence, and the little
gentleman, whose head seemed to whiten perceptibly, had
stepped out with his portfolio under his arm, • now.
Day after day the Chancery footmen would open the door
to him. and Madame ChariesTessiei-, hovering fa the back-
ground, would drop the reineaentatlve of suSerfag Frw^
her lowest curtsey, and sometimes gafa a brief woid with
his unfailing bow and smile. To-day, as Major von KendeU
appeared m the doorway of the drawing-room,—the Chan-
oellor being doMrted fa hi. private faterviewing-room
upstairs with the Rep^blioan Mayor of VetBaiUes,—the
little gentleman said simply, offering his hand to the
eccentric-looking person fa the cap with laimet. and the
white shawl.



P^r^ '^M.

THE MAN OF IRON
7,9

sr.^------ -;.":.:.'.

neM o* th« intanut. «-. J
Miiomew. iho gnat-

tooeUeJoy
,"'"*• """"^""^ «• •PP«h.™ible iTHi.

"No, no mistake at all Hi. w»».ii_
•Wft«l the !,«„. P^m half-SiSiTa " """'^
on»_Hfa Exoellenov tounA il

' quarter to
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ohiunber t Surety malice miut have prompted the query
«<Jdre*ed to the unfortunate plenipotentiary of Franoe
The room he had so loathed had one window looking

out on the Rue de Provence, and another at the wuthTidte
of the houie, where stood the pine-tree and the turtle-
ba^ed green gla« oowervatory with the wrought-iron
bridge above it. It had a Bgured gray carpet, 1 green
he«thrug with red edges, dark green stuff ourtainsT and
various oJ-paintings and steel engravings hung upon the
walls, which were painted coffee-tinted cieam. It was
furnished with a writing-table, on which were a terrestrial
globe, a celestial one, and a teUurion; a large gray marble-
topped chiffonier; « sofa covered with chintz, pattern red-
and-gray birds-of-paradise on a black ground with pahn-
ieayes; two oane chairs and a round centre-table, upon
which lay a platter of wood containing the coloured gUssmMbles with which one plays the game of solitaire

It was a game of soUtaire which was played ia that stiff
pnmly-furmshed apartment, in one comer of which stood
a mahogany bedstead of Empire pattern, with an ob«,letedrapwy of green-figured brocade. Such a game as may be
played by a (pim. greedy, gray-moustached OrimaUdn
with a plump bnght-eyed, feeWy-palpitating mouse.
M. Ihiers had been gravely imperiUed by the sheU-fire

of the Vrenoh guns in the act of returning from Sivies on
the previous day, a mi«Jiance which had increased the
palpitations -which were caused by his heartnlisease, and
wounded his feelings crueUy. Commented the Chancellor,
to whom he unwisely related the episode:

" Fortunately the cab-horse was too iB-ftxi to bolt, but
the window was broken, and you were aud-splashed all
over. ... Not ervitty the first time that your oountry-
laen have treated you in that way I . .

."

And this first scratch of the claw that never failed to
draw blood was followed by the query whether M. Thiers
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rou powew for oairywg on the negoti,.

<rfItSi^,:f^ '" ^*^'* •*«* ««J look

Into power. On the H«» llv! ^T ^''«™n»enti8 ooming

^*t«>n»l Qmud. from the F^-itT . ' °'°''* °* *»«>"»

in the otheT^' tZ^^^Tt Tk""^*'"^' '''^'«

*««. bat were thru-tT^rTt "'"'*'' ^^"""^ ^J'"

Trochn o«ne out ^ oX^L .k"""^"*"" ^"^^
"•outh and gestioJate 1^7^^^. ^'°- ^^ ^"'d only

o/'^*«r^;?t^^r^l^-\2:'"'^- ^-
• • One doe. not know how h„t^ u ! ^ "Mh.

thin. ThereZ^TjZI^ ^^ Preeuknt r upon
^ion. in.the:rtr:hir72^?' ^ ^-^

tnted themwlve. into « S^!? ^""""n". ""ul oon.ti.

L«iru-Rollin.MeXe t^^Z """^"^ ^'""l'^'
Flouien, got upon a tah »_ ?^''' "^ Koure^.

. .

^fy
<Xg u^p^n'the'^r^'Trhe t"*' " "«"'"•

National Defence to reaian Mr. ^ •^''^'^ment of
w« arwrted with the oToov™ .

^'^ ""^^

-e hattauon. of Mohile^^t Toetta^-S;^: 7^-
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Pioud, elOMd in apon the HAtel and ejected thrm. TttMim
WM there with his staff Since, » general sort of ..gree-
ment appean to hare been arrived at. A decne signed by
Favre was placarded yesterday, annooadng that on Thurs-
day next a rote is to be taken whether there is to be a
Commune or not. . . . What I relate happened the day
before yesterday. Now, if Your Exoellenoy saw M. Jules
Favre at Sevres yesterday afternoon, he must have told
yon of the turn things were taking. Oblige me with a
plain answer to a plain question. . . . Did he tell yon or
did he not )"

The humiliated ^gentleman bowed his head aaaentingly.
The hot sweat of a mortal agony stood upon his bioad fore-
head, and flushed and working features. His glasses were
dimmed with the reek of his torment and his shame. The
Enemy knew all. There was no oonoealing anything from
one so well served by spies and informers. Probably the
cruel interview with his fellow-Minister had been listened
to, from its beginning to its end.

Thiers and Favre had sat cm two iron ohairs at a gaily
painted little iron table, before one of the wrecked ta]i»
that boasted the sign of La BeUe Btmqutiiin. No one
had been near except a haggard, absinthe-sodden wretch,
who had lain in a drunken stupor upon the pavement,
under the broken window of the deserted restaurant.
Perhaps that drunken man had been Am spy. . . . What
was he saying in the hanb, bullying tone* that grated
so I . . .

"The mob who rode roughshod over General Trochu
and his Council of lawyers and oiaton, appear to be actu-
ated by the desire of fighting things out with us. They
bum for a chance, it appears, to pit their undisciplined
courage against the Army of United Germany. They ar«
haidly to be blamed for aaoepting literally the theatrical
bombast with which they have been fed by Favre !"
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" 'Not . .un. of i;S^^^f*«of I.7on.:

Not an inch of our territorvi^ ^^ "member r

WkenitwMinthepolTro^hr^"^* ^°" '^'**«»
» • - •

to have «ud to himrj^-.S^^*" -^O'-i.- boated
<«« » the right, if wbTw f^/^' ' • • • '^^

with. «d yo« toSr^ ^^.^* ''"" 'y* to w«»P

fat opposite to him, inf lit^eSowST.^"**^ '"^-We suited a child. Hi* gre^l^
«*^ -f"r that would

energy f„„ 1^ yi^^ ^l^^l^J^yi'^lfy euoked

P/^- the ro„gh.e« oJ r^T^:!'^T'*
'^e. op-

onitahty. ^' •Peeoii had a wounding

orlhTSiftie^I-^J^J^eBlueRepuWioan.W no lesponrible hZ.1" ^* '^^'^ * State that
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gentlemen, who donotl^^ A^'^''«' y"" dvS

It wa. not po«ibl. to get .^^S^^^ °'
«^^-
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nmfbag voioe tore the nerve-flbna ae with • MW-edge, the

towering fignra ovwwhehned, the powerfnl itM* fMoi-

nkted and terrified •• the pitilesi gaze of the make when
fixed npon a ftog or a bird.

And Biamarok went on, deliberately lathing himwU into

apanion:
" Are you and yonr ooUeagues aware that I inffer in my

leputation for theee proorastinationB 1 It ii laid at home
in Germany that I am orer-lenient towards the French,

. . . that I delay to reap for United Qermany the glory and

profit for whioh she has paid n terrible a price in blood.

Yonnelf, with IIM. Duor6t and Favre have considered

my terms for 'an armistioe inadmissible. . . . You
wonld hold the elections—even in those provinces of

France which we hold as conquerors I You would re-

provision Paris and her fortresses ! We should be hellishly

unpractical if we listened to jran I . . . What the big devil

!

. . . Are we to permit the levies, and the recruiting by

which the French Republic may hurl against ns a new

army to shoot down 1 HinimdkrttubombtntUmeiU I . . .

Do you take us for sheepsheads ?"

The unhappy Minister protested in a faint voice

:

"Monsieur le Comte, I do not even comprehend the

meaning of the term I"

" Ah, by Qod I" thundered the terrible voice, " you are

ignorant indeed of Qerman words and German mecuiinga,

uid the word that you understand least of all when applied

to yourselves is Wab ! Silk gloves are not our wear in War,

and therefore the iron gloves with whioh we have handled

you, have pinched your soft flesh and made you squeal.

We might complain oi your tranca-tirturt, who hide in

woods and houses, and shoot our soldiers unawares ; and of

the unhumanity of your mitraWtum which cut red lanec

tinough whole regiments. Have we not held trestiei

saored ! Have we not respected neutrality % Have we
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-«»k ion Z^l^n.^r'""^ *°' *^'' ^"^ yo-

He Btruok with hit clenched fiat the ton of th- -i.i«« •

I rode over to St. Cloud -mmtj,,^.^ » u
look at the palace von h««^ I'

^^ '^* ™' "*»

feom Mont ^nit^L °° '^ '^*'' y""** •helto

l-kin« atthe it^J^-J ,»»«-« ^tood

in the blo„« only l^to 4^X o^
*"' "^

did that them^lve. f That workman 'h!^
*^''"

hi.pumpkin than the whole loT^??^°.!^
"""^ •«°*' «

pU^tlX:"^"" "^ *'" '^ ^"^^ ™«^»"y *»

it wa. iTt on fire
" ^^ *^"°^ *""'» ''<''<'«'

•^ oirruMia were parties to a crime of this kind ?»No, Monmeur, not for an instant !"

^.JJhanceUor^ with a short laugh that had no

m^^iJ^T^:. '^^^"'^ ^ "'"'•"W '>»^« been com-pelled to break off, and unaUy, onr negotiations withn^
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to this qneation o. an Armutiee, and deal wily with the
question of the ten *oiy to be ceded—in addition to the
fortresses of Mets aam Thicmville, and Alsace leas Belfort—
•nd those six thousai I millions of fnuM that we shall
certainly take from you '"

The thrust caused M. Thiers to leap to his feet, gat-
aniaed into a feverish energy. He sneamed, rairing his
clenched hands and sweeping them downwaids and out-
wards:

"It cannot be. Monsieur!—it is outrage-jobbery—
ruin! Europe will intervene if yon pervst in suoh a
demand I"

" Ha, h% ha P* The great jovial giant's laugh set the
crystal drops upon the mantelshelf-vaaes and the wall-
mirror girradoles tinUing, and rcMdied the hearing of
Hatzfeldt and von Kendell in the drawing-room, and the
deoiphereiB in the Bureau below. It vibrated through the
Joists and phmks and spaces above the plastered oeiling,

and made Madame Chanes start where she lay upon the
floor of her bedroom Ustening, with her mt preoed to
the unoarpeted boards.

" My good sir, you are making gHae of me I . You
have visited the Ck>urts of the Powers—we know «> what
profit

» . . . Yon have solicited intervention—to be told
what both of us knew very well before I . . . The British
Lion may laafa and roar, but will not do more, that is oe^
tain. England has not sufficiently recovered from the war
of the Crime*—from the further drain of men and gold
caused by the Indian Mutiny. . . . Austria, in spite of

creeds and bias—with her German-speaking population
and her Oermanised institutionB—may be regMded as a

powerful German State. Italy lies under the heel of

Austria. If the Russian Bear elect to hug, the hugging
will be done upon our side. For it is inconceivable that
Qermany should evw be at war with Russia. Our in-
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He Umghed^m. Mid Mid, laoghlng'

With n-peorr^ei^rrf-^irito^T^ xisi"*

W yon ring to . different tune r "
" " ^'"° ''"'^

Momienr le Comte ! . .
."

The old man tottered to hi* feet He w». ^i. •

S^h'l.:^?.'*" "'^.'"'•"'^ their gold-ri.^'

"M. le Comte . . . I h»„ ,„ff„^ t,,^
.

tod mywlf .mable to oontin«e onr fat^w " wJyour permiMion
. . . to-morrow ? "^ ^: " T'**

took hk bat and «»». ^ "' •*'"*' "»<*^^^^^^.t and oane. «rf «peat«l weakly: "To.

to thTt;^'"^
'" "^ «>« M«° •'f I-. -orting him

And the oM, hnmiliated &llen Km«-..t xu

hmlne, b«Aen by an^ety. d«tter«i by »,pe»«, «S
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danplfMiMJH; foioed by iheer Lunger to ait vnd pwteke
at the gtouung board o£ their meroiI«M foe, oompaUed by
Ua artogaiwe to Uaten to hia jeatinga, moiatening the food
they placed between their Uyid lipa, with the atingfa^ aalt
of teaia.

LXX.

Thi centre of a amoll but lively group, oompoaed of ad-
mireia and liatenera, Pruaaian offioera known in Berlin,
their Bavarian and Heaaian friendi and aoquaintanoes,
Amerioan and English Preaa Coneapondenta, and a travelling
Oriental or two—yon might have obaerved Madame de
Stnva—a full-blown Comtease now, in virtue of the patent
of nobility aaaerted by her huaband,—in the leatanrant of
the H6tel dea lUaervoirs-^iot alwaya aooompanied by her
Aaayrian-featured lord.

AdeUide had not grown younger ainoe the adventure
of the Silk Soarf. Her boU and atriking beauty had
soffeied gravely, though her figure, set off by ita faahion-
abie and well-ohoaen dreaa, waa aa aupple and graoeful as
of yore. She looked Uke aome gorgeona fruit that the
waapB had ravaged, and to oonoeal thia she made up
heavily ai i wore thicker veila. What ahe now lacked in
lovelineae she endeavoured to make up in espiigltrie and
easy-going good-feUowship. Not a few officers responded
with enthuaiaam to her presaing invitations to breakfast or
lunch at the little country villa she and M. de Strasi had
rented, at Maisona Laffitte beyond St. Germain.
One need hardly say that there was play on these occa-

sions, besides exceUently-prepared dishes and a liberal

flow of capital champagne, besides the cognac and liqueurs
of which Madame disnk a good deal.

To quiet her nerves, ravelled by the unhappy situation
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her bj^t bZ b!?^!^'*'"*' *" ''*' ««"'«' -"d

beribboned.S jtlSiTrrr' ^*^ ""^

«purwd, were « ,iy „ t^T?'
•~»k-Ainned and long-

foret. tut weretL^X'^k-tt''b:t^ ^ *''

huntew. Wherefon, th«
'"«'««« « by hungry pot-

fo«. be ooSS^^it^CoZrS'Bir^'-"** »*'-

werei«.j^,,,,. ,,,^^'^B.^^^^
A aolitaiy ne«t and too remote, it may be n *

canaries, and wired enni^I! ^ °' ^''«' »»«J

^^nou. marauder, depopulated in a maTe^S ^
" You pretend." «Jd Valy,«l«, t«^,g!y t^ Adebide.
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" th»t the ndghboon ortep ovt »t night mmI mumk the
phflMMita, or that our (MkTiOiy.pJoket* take thwa fer the
'OM^tat.oithmttbtj tMgiolmby Frtmet-Unurt. Framm-
hirmtn there Me, in plenty in the neighbourhood,—every
hour wine honeet Oemwn loldier get* hi* death M the
handx ot one of theee eoonndreli I—but m ier se oonoemi
the vanished inmate* of the p«>. and cage*, I beUeve you
and M. de Strac have eaten them younelve* I"
Ho (tretohed hi* long epnned leg* out over the brocade

ol an Empire *ofa gradng Madame'* boudoir, and leaning
back hi* hand*ome head, looked up at her teiwingly.

'• With my aa^ictance, for that «iilmM we had for break-
fa*t wa* of home production I am certain. Come, own
that I have gueeaed ae weU a* Mariette can oook at a
pinch."

Adelaide frowned and bit her Up. But ahe let her gaie
dweU hngeringly on the upturned face of the haadaome
GnaidHnan, and laid, aeeming to learah for her own «ulky,
•plendid image in the blue eye* with which Adonis made
play:

"If yon were lei* like Uaz I believe 'l ihonld deteet
you 1 . . ." She added, after an imrtant: "And if you
reaembled him more than yon do, you would find no
welcome here."

" Beyond aaimia of pet phea«mta, and etewed oarp out
of your landlord'* fldh-pourt,.' Hi* »d Up* rolled back in*
grin that ihowed the gtroiu; white teeth, the fuz«y end* of
hi* fair mouataohe sparkled a* though the hair bad been
•prinkled with gold-dust " Who is your 1 ndlord ? I
am dying to know. Do you rent the phMw of the gardener,
or that pompous-looking butier who ha* not got the key
of the ceUars, but nevertbelew can produce champagne ol
Comet brand and ezceUent BousoUon. Or i* it a apeou-
lative partnership ? Some of u* have dropped a good deal
of money here in play lately They are beaming to
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>ill .- J
»"" wui pcoteot me from them —von

^n.^ "^ "'"^
' ^'^ ' ''"'' ''«'"*«« it i. to J^money—Always money I"

^*

«J«„?1'°
»«. neatly biting off the ,„d of a cigar and•pittang the mpped-off end thitwgh the o»mJ^^

»««ltag out upon the ver^rfJT^
•*" gl»"-door,

mySiri^-^:^*^'^*^'"""^' And did not

Jt among the gay ooca«„ of Berlin"
^

Hi.ton«ontlikeawhip. But Adelaide w«ig«winiruMd
totakemjult.withontwardmeekne-. 8W^^^"Swrath and even tried to nnile

««ioweaiier

hei^J^''K!!J^^,*^*^'*'^"'«^««»'>'»''»«y. Even

JeUZ • day wa. „ming when .he would be

Like aU other women of her Mnanoui Ustei and «U™
orou. predilection.. Adelaide devout mo„^Xty-'oateninohe.up,maU bird,. Herde«l loverhadV«n?^n
» rri.5?vr::it*''t;"t^- -"^"^s
wo™^.e.-cr^,rSeTadtp";:;r^^^^

^^oHr '^'y''^*'PPta« the bank-balance,:«tad«« of the wealthier order. Secondly, by obtainim,mfomation for the Pn«ia„ 8««t IntelUgeL Bn^Thirdly, by «gmng Bill, .,f Exchange anVpmn^
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Notes, for^ at ruinons rates ofinterert. When she had

rr'l*''!.''*^
"' '"'*'^ • reoonoiliatlon with HeSde Ba^rd, the prospect of inoaroeration in a debtor's

prison had loomed very near.
The onnning fable of her riches that had been devised to

^^llT ' ™?' ""^ ^'^ *^"«*' ^^'^ ^«7 white-
ness of the man's integrity. Ah. Adelaide! The w»y tohave tnumphed over the Colonel, would have been to have
crept m tatters as a beggar to his door.
But she had never understood the man. Let us hope

that generous soul of his was spared knoWedge of the
degradation of the woman he had worshipped, as Valverden
went on, barely ieigning to hide his contempt of her, or to
modify even slightly the insolence of his tone •

" You have askad me to protect you. I have no objec-
tion to doing so. My sympathy is not at aU with the
losers who squeal. Even when I was as poor as a ohureh-monse I had the gift of being plucked without wincing
Be«des, I won money that night when von Kissling dropp^

Zih'^methingf:'. °" ""^ "^ ^*^'>''^ --'<» ^
His tone of bargaining was unmistakable. Adelaide

flushed a dusky-red, through which the fading sti«aks of
Straz s love-gift showed pUinly, and her dark eyes gleamed
oovetouriy as she bent over the young man. She whis-

band of forehead above his soldierly sunburn^
" What, Bernharf ? Tell me what it would be worth

to you I . .
',

His long blue eyes laughed up into hers, lazUy. He said,
feehng for the silver case in which he carried his fusees:

ShaU we say
. . a little information regarding the

whereabouts of MademoiseUe Titania J . . . M deStraz
has piqued my curiosity, you wiU observe "

" So 1 , .
."



:1i»i

THE MAN OP IRON igg

«^ZT^ '^^"' '"'" ^^ • ^""^ Hamadryad, whta-Pe^g thickly for rage dried np her tongue:
^^

t^iti "_ ""^ daughter you and Nioolag have beenWfang apart together, both here and at tte H6tel^H

XI .. L.
P*"''^' unaeveloped, mincing doU !"

Jle^^^ed himself toaaitting posture, and anawlred her

" Women like you cannot reaUse what ig or is „ntple«m« to men of my standard. The Pri^e im;eS
vet h«7 '^" " 8°«1 »««y pretty women, young«K
M dt Sr T" '^"«'"^ '*"'^' I am told.M. de Stra^, who u, a judge, admires her excessively

'

H my cunosity w tickled, the fault ig your own fo^ it

z/;:j^t
°°*\fr f? ""* '^^^ -y^^^^

MnlttlT^'
• • •

P''*
I "Wt at your request speak to CountJfoltke of Mademoiselle ? WeU, he did-thoS »t foT^e«<»uted the notion-*>und Count Bi«n«rck on the guwLtwhen he caUed to congratulate him on^ FiJ^t^^f

wo^' *°''l'^.'^
"mg on his broad chest and dropped the

over the changes m her tortured face

:

JM^-'mg

' And the Chancellor answered bim: 'Vo not «ou t^A,

^. * B<H/ard by Oat disrepuiabuZ C^» \2Xuedthe nuttreu of Count Max in '67 '"
•»»«*» P«yerf

h^yr'ettt^'^T^J^ "* *^'"«'' *« ^°"W willingly

tZl^T^H "^'y- He caught her wristS^
S an eirt^^' T* ^T"^ *''« °*^" *" *he twinkling

"A^U?^ '"'"* "" '"'•'^ J'" in^ovable: ^^
H« Excellency knows where the girl is. and does'^Tt

if- '
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pi«ent ohoo* to tell. But you, WerU J>»«. h.ve thenght to quertion Hia Exoellenoy. who* «,wer w«
repeated to me by my Chief. Count Moltke. Do not
forget, however, that you lay claim to the di«epute a.well ae the daughter when you p««ent yourself at the
J*oreign Office in the Rne de Prorence. . . ."
She panted breathlessly:
" I shall not go ! No one shall compel me !"
•' Oh in that oaee," said Valverden. rising and roleasing

her, I can only leave you to the arguments of M. deStraz?He IS coming now-I can hear his voice in the garden. AufW,eder»^r He «ud over his shoulder, as he lounged
out of the cottage: " In the affair of von Kissling. do not
oountonmya««istanoe. It is only given on condition youfaU m with our tiews."

So he and Straz were in league. ... Rage stung her to
the mad unprudenoeof rebellion-the proud sultana whom
a thousand freakish cruelties on the part of her swarthy
master had taught to be a trembling slave
The Rumanian, we know, was nothing if not subtle.When Adelaide flatly refused to call at the Foreign Officem the Rue de Provence in the character of a bereaved andyeaimng mother, he smUed on her, ahnost tenderiy. He

kissed the wrists Valveiden's grip had bruised

a'J **"*t^^ "^ ""y°"^ °* Deiighte." he said. " why
did you let the gBl go in the beginning? You recognised
her value even when you did not know that she has moneym her own right." '

Money.
. . A new light began to break upon Adelaide

The poison of jealousy woriced still, but fear of a sudden
and violent death no longer stiffened her muscles She
moistened her lips, pale under their rose-tinged salve,
and lifted her eyebrows inquiringly.

" Money, soul of my soul," said Stna, who had ahnost
revert*d to the original gushing and poetic Nioohis of
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fn days she haS ^^oii'V^'/''"^^ P-S'P»««rin-
"Not a la^e fortune '^S^°^ J^^^ »«« betrayed.

80,000 franos invested in the iJu; .
*"* * ""a of

fnd dyeing work, of M. CharieTT ° '"°*'-""">ufaotoiy
but not a sum to. as I say d^p^e •f'T ^°* » ^^^unZ
obtained this informatirw a1 "" '^''*^- "

^ '•"vem the en.ploy.,„e of the VeLXT""'^""*''^ " "'-^^
enjoyed the confidence of mT^,^, "' '""•''*<'« ^ho
mother." The quirk ofWsL an^ "h

"^^^'^^ '"'''*^

hemadethisrefe«noe,souLar„2i!l'"" "^^''^'^ «
cannot be described "Fmm^ **"" °' Adelaide,
refer to the ex-olerk,-I hlTrJ^ 2'"'''^'' I*'*'"-!

owtf;^----'>-h^nShr.ti---

h^« vest and shirt-bosom Th^iTin
"" '^'"''» between

No I Pnt that out of your h«Tsou of de Bayard's will «™/ . '
"" ""'o^e / Not a

^
This uncaLy fZlTl'^lt^T"'"''-'''-"hep m«poken thoughts ^s oL ^^t""" '•" ««d^

power over Adelaidf. Sh?sh°H^ !L*'"'
'^™*'' ^^f

his look. "^'"^•^'"«' n°^. encountering
" Don't yon know," he was rf„™. j-

«»jque beauty Mademoisejl wouW ^' ^ **"** '^^^ ''«'
Pooket. even were she penSfer ^^""^ """""y « our
JU-tice of my taste-S ITaced^'* ' ^" •*°"^* *he
"Pproval when your own ohar^

"" ''"' *^'> "^l of
you who have ^id ZVn^el^rT "* *'"" ^'*«'^°°'
'^ben oeJestial flames enveToS^ t "T""""'''"''"*'-
you^ifn^.resttothebosImSj""^''- you knew

-«e.esu^eofb,o.msh«,toherbLn.
She heard
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bis thidt ohuokle a, die loowned. with diaking hwd.. thelaoe about her throat.

^^ •«««». sue

lu. 'li!^^^/°^ ^°* "^^ '"•' ""*'*«''* '" '^« oriod to him,M the tide mhed ' ^k to hep heart, and left her Uvid!Areyou not we-7 of playing thi. hideou. faroe ofniMnage? Why aarder me by inohe. ? . . . WiU vounever aet me free J . .
." '

He said, combing hia clubbed beard with hia thick
yellow-white finger-tipe:

rJu^"^T ^^' ''"'P*^ *** 8et back Mademoiselle, Iwm thmk .vbout providing you an honourable retirement.
Come! ^phant.... You have iny word that you shallbe free. But without funds," he shrugged, " who can doanything ? And Mademoiselle has these expectations .and beyond theije I have certain definite arrangements with-a certain persomigt^who is-^ontent to pay handsomely
for an mtroduotion to her."

^

furiJusl"*
**""*'° *° **'* '"" "^^ ""'' '*™'"^ '*^

wom.^ ^^"^'L '*r*''i''
'y **"'* <y«»?«table old

For though the sentence quoted by Valverden bore the 1

unmistakable stamp of the Iron Chancellor's mintage, the
tone m which the words had been repeated, the ic7gI«noe
of contempt that had accompanied them, ranklei ^the Ifle^ of the unhappy woman, like barbed thorns
The veiv)m wrought in her still, even to hardihood and »

courage bordering on effrontery, when a few days Uter her
hired carnage drew up before the sentried gate of the
Tessier mansion in the Rue de Provence, early in the
forenoon of December day.
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On of the blaok-mu-h«l ni,

and aaid in her mortmLofr^ ^^^"^ ^ " <«^d,
hei fine eye. •

"^"^ *°'»««' P'ying the «i«heiy of

°aUed. TheCh»noervatlnH 7 '*™'^-^°> and sig-

borne uponagrS?^^*""'*'*'^*^''- ^^-e-
Ru»m aabiroverY|!*^'',^:^P' ''« '«lvete and
frnidBt the tinkling of J^kSrd k®"

''"^°'^- »°d
i^-^ne^ble. T^T^here^tt Z'L "°"' ""» bracelets

Ab the door shut. MFth^ p.' * •*«"^-«H>m.
b« bench and his '^^t^^ZTjTr'^''' "*'"°'^
who had been polishing theXl .^ y***^""" ^°««'.
olout on one foot^a b^h ^^"1 '^*'' » ^nn*'

-*«aedhish.boun.^th:,tStd 2"^°^ *'" °""'''

Te«ier, who had been wate^tT^ J^'
*^**"»« Charles

the console-tables, IZ^inti,^''^^'-^^'''"^
Beeaned parcel ofW^SuXir"."" "'""' '"»'
young man. when he fmSvelv ^1^'" ^T "^"""^ *be
whiter than her shawl. ^ ^'^ ** *"'- <« being
But the deadly whiteness passed an^ *i, •

terror could add little stiffneMr^hf' t ..
*''* "8°' °'

pound of a hmp and ^^2 t^* *^** ^'^ a com-
bugbear olimbed^he b^'^f^ ^H '

''^"^'^^ K""^'"

Madame Potier slepTt Snelt T°°'f°°^ ^°°'"-

naking beds on the first floor Z *.,
°^ °°"''* ^«" ber

thesound8.shewaeswSL;?h ^^^"^ "''*• ^"'^^ by

the furniture or the wair^t rr /"^ """"'*• '*"'"«
--.being Shaken nf^irj^^^^J^-^Jbe

47
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«^n K T "°7''^' ^"^ '"'P* ^' '~'»' M«l»n>e did notsweep, but merely dusted *nd nude the bed. And he i»von the aofa, pulled near the fire ami lengthened with a•ettee. or worked with hi. back to the wfadow, at a table« the middle of the room. There were two ^tb^k
feather despatoh-boxe, on the table, and a ^t J^yrnape of France covered with marginal annotations; anithe br««-handled mahogany bureau near the washs^ui^akove wae p.led Ugh with boxes of long, rtrong B.«me„

ZZirtf "'^
K^^^' ""* *"" mght-t..bler*with thefarmed photographs of his daughterand Connw,ss BismarckhM traveUmg candlestick, a «,pply of hard wax candles in ab«t, matohe.; » volume of Treitechke's "Heidelberg

Lertures ^thjieyeral little good books, in cloth binding^

bS„^^. p' *f
'^" °* *" ^^*y "'MoS

wllf^\„r«
^"^"^ *~'° *•"> J^P »' Scripture," aswell as a bottle of patent medicine and a box of pills, botho which nostrums were renewed constantly, and neither

of which seemed to do him any good
For he coughed and hawked and spat bile oontinnally

Rarely was he silent before two o'clock in the morning, and

had succeeded m wooing sleep for oneself. Something

If^ 7- r^t'^ ''^°^^ Um best gave no name to h^^ent. Others whispered of catarrh of the stomach.
Yet others were oracular upon the subject of dyspepsia of
tne acute kind. > r r

Whatever the indisposition, it was fostered by the
indisaiminate generosity of his admirers, who continually
forwarded from ail parts of the German Fatherland hu^
conugnments of delicacies soUd and fluid for the delectation
of their Chancellor.

Choice wines, rare cigars and fine tobacco, Bqueurs
and old corn-brandies, cold punch in barrels, beer of
iterlm and Leipzig, and the brunette drink beloved of
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»«-*«.« «dLeip^''^»''t^n^nd pig. M.gdZ;'
«d «»ndied. eor^k/T^ZTT^ «<1 fruit. f«i
rf the Temiet n„u^on wwT '

''^"'f"*""''
and oeilaw

^eqnate to .cooBun^J'.^ ^^^ '»''^« been fo„„d
tiungB. had not exA Pwt, 7,

""•wtein, of good

<Mfioe. poseewed a oapadtv fL
J^^^bnlating Foreian

the Chief,.
"J^'y *<» gorging only inferior to

In trnth thia steat Mi„,--

ovemte hin«eif
; ahowi^^'T^, "' »*'"«'« h-bit„ally

atoinach as the staff of^eleiS, pk"""*'^
*°'^«J" his

towards the gorged and ^J, .
^''"«»«ory dispUved

^^ » g«»t deaTanX. steJ^K °f"^«^' *nd
"'ere on the ooiosLTwr "^"""^J^ohes. like h^JeW
CWleshadnunis^tHitir^"' *^*^ °°<« M>«"^'
of^oarbonateof sodaand''j:^3^"'«*'^*b ^o-

I ^-vertJit^..^^*« When one suffers thus

,

" The French oKmato d^.'^? "e^'^ring-spoon.^

than I do here. Not th^TLtTnT "^* ^'^^ '"O'*

I

<hnner is my only meal " """''' "^^y- because my

l^sitfhrrr^' ^"-""^^"^

,

-j^ as we Bis::Lri£"rt°' ^'''" *"* ^^^-^ !•-.

--genhashelpedtoreriotl-LTwoX^
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been impoadble in my yoang iayn, to get on in the Diplo-
matic Serrioe. We dniili the weaker men under tiie taikile,

then lifted them up, propped them between ohain, and
made them lign their name* to all lorti of oanoeMiont
which they would not haye dreamed of making other-
wiie To thie day I can toM down the itrongeet winee
of the Palatinate like water with my diimer. CI unpagne
I need, and the bigger glaaiee I get it in the more it agieee
with me. . . . Port, such as the English aip with deeeert
I prefer aa a breakfaat-wine. Corn-brandy, such aa our
Old Nordhauaen, is indispensable for the oiling of my
machinery; and I derive benefit from rum, taken after

the Russian fashion, with my eight or nine oups of after-

dinner tea." <

He added, sipping Madame Charles's fiercely-smelling

noatrom:
" Not that anything I h»Te drunk or eaten man my

capacity for cool reflection and close argument. . , . When
I and one or two others are laid by, men will only peck and
sip. There will only be chatter about eating and drinking.

... QroutrCkal What things I used to do in that Jiue
when I was young !"

And he tossed off the contents of the tnmUer, and
mouthed at it, and set it down upon the little tray she held
and dismissed her with a nod of thanks.

But Madame Charles oarried away with her an idea of him
as he had been in those old days, huge, loud, Toradous,
powerful, tempestuously jovial or ironically grim. She
OTowned the domed head with thick waving locks of blown
hair, lightened the shaggy brows, and gave the blue eyes
back their youthful fire; smoothed the deep lines from the
florid face, restored his long heavy limbs their shapeUness,
and reduced the girth of his waist. And it was impossible

to despise the finished picture, because the man was so

much a man.
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D»y by i»y, while the W»r went on, vid P»ris Uy
n«ing and spitting Bre within her impregnable, impMnble
gtoUe of human fleah and tteel and iron,—to {«ii houie
when he lat goUd and square at his table in his bedroom-
study, reading over doouments vomited by the great de-
spatoh-bozea, or letters and papers captured with balloon-
posts, or driving the pen with that tireless hand of his
over sheets to be conned by Monanhs and rulers of States,—
oame the Crown Prince of PrussU, handsome and <i«6on-vw«,
or the dry, withered gentleman who bo. i the great najie
of von Moltke, or the War Minister von Roon, or M. Thiers,
or the Saxon Minister von Friesen, or the Grand Dukes of
Weimar or Baden, or the Duke of Coburg, or the Repre-
sentetives of Austria-Hungary and Bavaria, or the English
Ambassador, who had recently come upon a Mission to
Versailles. Night after night, other and stranger footsteps
crossed the threshold. Spmetimes blindfolded officers in
stained and weatherbeaten French uniforms had been led
upstairs to that mysterious room where he sat, weaving hia
huge web of diplomacy, or manipulating with deft, capable
touches the threads that moved both men and Kings.
Everyone oame to this house on the quiet by-street of

Venailles, that had become the throbbing centre of the
world. . . . Prom the greatest to the smaUeet. torn the
worthiest to the vilest. Now.hwt of aU oam»-4delaide
de Bayard.'

And with her, came the question: How much ke sus-
pected. There had been one or two moments when Juliette
had been temporarily thrown off her guard. Could one
really deceive him, who was so subtle, watchful, observant ?

. . . Past master in cunning, ripe in diplomacy. . . .

She heard his heavy footstep on the staircase as she held
hei bosom and listened. Bladame Potier had finished his
bedroom, and taken her broom and dustpan to the next.
Madame de Bayard had been shown info the smaller
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mterriewing-ioom, where the Bnineb owpet hmd bwn
Potato thre«lb«» aUeyt by the feet of men who wei*
topped b| Mhing retponubiUtiei :-where the Crown Prince

X. ^^- T'^ *^ "» P^*«* P*P« »* I-»**ki» •• he
chatted with the Ch»noellor-whe» M.Thieri Mt throneh
long orde*!. of torture in the Uttle wicker •nn-ohajr
Would the mother of Juliette de B«jr»pd ait in that

oha^
:

! Her daughter knew how inperbly the would riwMd .weep her reverence to the Mini.ter. How imoothlyhe would pour forth gome falw and ipeoious tale. .

The Miniater ettode in upon Madame, carrying hh cap
and nding-whip. Hi. heavy countenance had the healthier
fluih of ezeroiw, hii great .purred booto were plartered
with clayey mud. He had but jurt returned from an eariy
ride with Coilnt Hatsfeldt, taken at thi. hour "To ewiape "
a. he had explained to that elegant functionary, "the
deteetable clattering and knocking of that female KoboM,
whoM day it i. to .weep my room."

" Why let her .weep 1" Hatrfeldt had aaked, and hi.
pnnoipal had anawered

:

"I approve domertio oleMilinen And a room that
i» nwd a. bedroom and rtudy, Mmehow harboon both
•piden and duat. And I abhor n>idere-nearly a« much
aa oookroache.. Thow. long-wairted inMct. that nrarm
in the conwrvatory here give me almost a Mnfution of
icknen when they wmttle away from my boot.. I find
a phyaacal relief, actually, in onuhing them."
He experienced wmething of that nauma and it. rerolt-

ing impulM towards extcimination, meeting the bold eyes
and the falM ingratiating nnile of the still beautiful
Adelaide. He wid, rtanding huge and adamantine be-
tween the woman and the window:
"Be Mated, Madame No ... not that chair I POB-

sibly I grow old, but I find that I can best deal with certain
pemns when the morning light is on their faces."
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" As you will, MoMeigneur I"
Add^de m«UUy e,eo»t«i hi. ooam brutality m .he

'^^?r^..^"^^*"""'""'<"^keroh.ir.

the otW t"^" '""f"^
*"'• ""°* "••* «h.irl_takethe other. To my ide« the Mat you »t firrt tl^^

muohi^t" ^'""'•P«"»nwhomIholdi„

She winced at the dde-thnut

opUoT*'
**°'-"'«»*"' »» "- forf-Hed your good

her upon Wie. o( your reputation, even though Imay have w.«,n to pnu«, their rtarp wita. Now p„vstate your b««ne- here. My time i.Tmited I"
^^

She half roM up with a pained rtara of wounded feelin.thought better of it. «nk down again aX^r^S^

hJ«,U^rrT'-5Lf'* °* '**'*«'• P**""* inquiry,h^ ooUeoted and pieoed together with marveUou« deve^ne- the arformaUon gathered, oorr^Utive to the mJve-

^^I h "^i!!!!-
^"•'•P^'^fro'nthePrW^rr.^t

K*theU,er frurtrated Journey to the Camp at ChitaSt.G.rmj^ j,e, h.,t .^ ^he Tillage of Petit'VwvS^

bunal-party. who had helped to dig the Rrave 8^quently Made„oi„Ue had been .2 in oom^y ^^,
iZiy^^'T' '^''"^ '«*"™»<1 -**»• M^ to PetitPiappevdle. The village had been raided and «»oked by

il
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Prussian oavaby. Since when, MademoiseUe, with the

young Englishman, had returned to Versaillea. . . . She

was oooapying the Tessier mansion up to the moment of

the anival of the Chancellor with his Foreign Office StaS.

And—^by a most curious and deplorable ooincidenoe, from

that psychological moment to the present, all traoe of

Mademoiselle had been lost. . . .

"Consequently," Adelaide wound up her well-conned

lessoft, " myself and M. de Straz have no resource but to

apply to Your Excellency. Naturally M, de Straz desires

that the daughter of M. de Bayard and myself should be

extricated from a compromising position and placed under

our joint guardianship. He takes—such chivalry is innate

in his nature—a parental interest in the poor young girl
!"

Said the Minister, «miling with cynical amusement:

"Therefore in the interests of Chivalry and MoraUty

—^you call on me—as proprietor of the seraglio in which

you suppose Mademoiselle to have been hidden away. . . .

Yon demand "— he struck the riding - glove he had

removed upon the palm of the right hand it had covered,

" and the hint of such a demand is a menaoe,—do you

hear 1—a menaoe;—^that I should render the girl up to

you, or pay through the nose for what I onoe declined to

buy I You think at this epoch in the history of Gtonany-;-

when the aearoh-ray of international interest is turned

upon the doings of that fellow Bismarok at Versailles

—

that I should not care to be classed with the Minotaurs

who devoured virgins and youths. Madame, they were

French monaiohs, I am only a Pommeranian squire I . .

."

He rose up, towering over the quaking woman, and

strode across the shaking floor and palled the green silk

bell-rope by the fireplace. It came down in his hand, top

ornament, wire and all, and he said as he looked at it ard
|

tossed it from him:
" That is a suggestion on the part of your Fate, which 1

1
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shall not adopt, though I could bang you and your' para-
mour. ..."

He added, Bpeaking loudly as von Keudell opened the
door, and the wretched woman rose and tottered towards
him:

" Did I hold the secret of your daughter's hiding-place,

I would not betray her to }roa. . . . Adieu, Madame de
Bayard. . . . You obterre that I do not add, ' and au
revoir I '

"

The great resonant voice had sounded through the whole
house like a beaten war-gong. Lying upon the floor of

her room, straining her ears to catch some fragments of

their colloquy, it broke over Juliette in waves of thim-
derous sound.

Jean Jacques, below in the hall, was told by von Keudell
to " see the lady to her carriage," which, in virtue of her
appointment, had been admitted through the Tessier

portt-coehirt. The Swiss youth obeyed with even a
clumsier grace than usual, the polishing-brush being still

strapped about one inst«p, and the clout still swathed
about the other foot, as he hobbled down the shallow door-

steps to open the biougham-door for Madame. As she

stepped in and took the seat, her strained eyes leapt at

his face suddenly. As he leaned in arranging the rug

about her knees—what was it he heard her say

:

" You are the English boy I saw in July at the house of

M. de Bismarck. Do not attempt to deny, I never forget

a face ! When can you come and see me ? . . . I must
speak to yon ! I swear to you that I mean no harm to

Mademoiselle Juliette de Bayard I"

Her lips were ashen under their rose-salve. The ringed,

bare hand she laid on his rough paw burned like fire. He
muttered in the weird jxitoia that passed as Swiss with

some German occupants of the Tessier mansion:
" Madame will pardon. . . . One does not understand I'
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She gave a diajointed, unmusical peal of laughter, that
rattled the brougham windows.

" Droll boy 1 But you will oome, whether ydn under-
stand or not. The Villa I^aon, Maisons LafStte, near St.
Germain. . . . Night-time will be best—to-night or to-
morrow night." She added, looking at him over the
lowered window as he shut the door upon her: " Ask for
Madame de Straz. I shall be waiting for you. Do not
forget ! . .

."

The carriage drove on. He stood upon the lowest
doorstep staring after it, for only privileged vehicles were
admitted by the porU-eochire. A hand fell heavily on his
shoulder, startling him hideously. A terrible grating voice
said in his ear, speaking in the Minister's excellent
English: *

' So, Madame Delilah has been trying her sorceries, has
she ? Come this way, my young English friend. ... I
want two words with you I"

Lxxn.

Ik the Tessier drawing-room, where the carpet was thread-
bare with the traffic of the feet of Princes and plenipoten-
tiaries, and the brocade furniture was soiled with the con-
tact of muddy riding-breeches, and ragged with the lowels
of spurs

; where the bat-winged figure presided over the
ancient clock of ormolu and malachite that had marked
the passing of so many hou^-s in this the death-struggle of
bleeding France, Jean Jacques Potier stood up to give an
account of himself, while just without the doorway waited
a brace of muscvuar Chancery attendants, and the gigantic
East Prussian coachman, Niederstedt, patrolled the ter-

race outside.
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" Yon have not forgotten him I He noed you someirhst
roughly at the Foreign Office in the Wilhelm«traMe. Nor.
as it happen*, has he forgotten yon. Come !_what have
yon admitted to that Witoh of Endor, la veutie Bayard f
You are no friend to her daughter if you have toM the
woman that Mademoiselle is here, under this roof."

" So yon—know ? . . ."

P. C. Breagh had gasped the words out before he could
top himself. The Minister's flashing blue eyes lightenedm laughter as they met the appaUed stare of the young
man with the cropped head and the green-baize apron.
He said, lisping a little as was his wont:

" I know, and I have known ahnost from the beginning.
Everything must be known in this house. Did you
suppose I had left my Prussian Secret Sfflvioe at home in
Berlin? Here! This belongs to you I"

He was standing on the hearth, his great back to the
wood fire that blazed on the steel dogs. One of a brace of
btters that he puUed from his- breeches pocket, and tossed
to the culprit under examinaticm, fell at that wretch's
feet.

Pick it up, Mr. Patrick Carolan Brea^," he said.
" You will find it a more-than-ordinarily interesting epistle.
It was brought m<? -omething over an hour ago. Your
legal frirad, Mr. Chown of Fumival's Inn, Holbom, Lon-
don, advises you to go back there without procrastination.
Your absconding trustee, Mr. William Mustey, Junior,
has been found in Bloomsbnry lodgiogs, the War having
apparently frightened him out of France. Odd, because
the scent of battle-fields proves attractive to birds and
ammals of the predatory order. Mustey is dead, but
luckily for you, he has left nearly all of your property
behind him. Some £600 of your inheritance of £7,000
seems to be mksing. I daresay you will . . willing to' let
the deficit go. What are you saying f

"
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His victim, with lips aorawed into toe sh»pe of • iriiistle,

had mnrmuied:
" The Post Office. . . . Gee-whillikiiui ! . . . they'veriven

me away ! . .
."

" Given you away ! . . . You are a pretty conspirator I"
The masterful eyes flickered with humour. Thece was
amusement, suppressed, but evident, in the lines about
the grim mouth hidden by the martial moustache. "Where
should my blue Prussian bees gather intelligence, if not at
the Post Office ? Did you not give yourself away, as you
term it, when you employed the time not occupied in
smearing silver plate with whitening, and bedaubing
polished boards most execrably with beeswax,—in acting
as a voluntary assistant dresser at the auxiliary Military
Hospital that kas been established under the Red Cross
at the C!onvent of the Sisters of the Poor ? When a young
Swiss—who is supposed to be ignorant erf aaj language
save his own extraordinary gibberish,—betrays a mote than
superficial knowledge of French uid German surgical
terminology, and evinces a degree of skill in bandaging
and so forth, such as you have permitted yourself to dis-
play, the German authorities, while they avail themselves
of the young gentleman's services, are to be pardraied for
supposing him to be other than he appears ! Oome,^t is

time this farce of yours and Mademoiselle's ended. I
am going to ring the bell, and send for her, and teU her
so now! . .

." The imperious hutd went out to the
bell-tt^ of faded red, and he stayed his summons to
add: 'Then you and she must pack up and betake
yourselves to England. . . . I wiU furnish you with a
permit to travel by railway and a laiastr-passer. You
will return to me a certain half-sheet of Chancellory
notepaper which I gave you in the Wilhehnstrasse last
July I Further—I have no advice to give you except
that you would be wise not to select the theatrical profee-
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don for your next venture. You have not » gift for the
«t»ge, unlike MademoiseUe. ... As for her, the vixen !

you would do well to many her promptly. Nothing else
will cure a young man of the stupidity of beinc in
love!"

^
There wae something horrible in the mere fact of being

taken so lightly, when one had waited in tense agony for
the ominous flurry in the day-time—expected in sleepless
anguish the cry in the night. . . . The relief that mingled
with the horror oaused the mnaolee of the mouth to relax
is a smile of imbecility, made one stutter and gulp because
of the choking in one's throat. . .

.

The life of this man, who was meant when the great ones
of the earth now referred to Germany, had been in hourly
peril for months past. Now it was safe. One had not Vont
one's will, ineffectually, to the effort of restraining another's.
One had not kept watch and put in one's word for nothing,
remembering the debt one owed to that powerful, mthless
hand. Not unheard had one prayed in an anguish of
supplication that the woman loved beyond all Ideals,
however heroic and overwhelming, might be saved from
the fate of occupying a red-stained niche in History.

" Marry her promptly !"

He repeated the words, with the flicker of a laugh
playing in his eyes and about his heavy facial muscles.
His tortured victim, blood-red to his cropped scalp,
groaned out:

" She is married already, Sir !"

"" Qnatsch I" said the Minister, laughing: " Married she
is not. Or, she has been married as the American canvas-
back ducks are roasted. She has been carried on a dish
through the kitchen of matrimony, and taken out at the
opposite door."

" But—my God, sir .'—I have seen her husband !" cried
tiie young man desperately.



xiw aotww oune. hringag down his

'» THB MAN OP mON
" When did yon we him f" Mkad tha m. *

frown:

" I—oannot tell you !"

Cwne, ouriously lisped, the woids:
Itoarlmnrtootipelyou. AU thia may u^^ to «n,-.th^ more .erion. th«i I h.re thought "

P. C. Breagh snarled, knitting the broad r^ -^i.
80 industriously sooted:

^^ ^ «yetrows

"Twice.... There o« be no harm in my saying «, I"And how recently V The grating voicesZ^^Lone's brain like a dentist's burrrf ^p^ H^S^shook his head, saying:
««»por. i*. c. Breagh

" I can't tell you that !"

" Why not, H there is no harm in telljn<r t" ti.
was ahnost pleasant " W^T^ T^ ^* '«"<*

^ ,„
I"«»»ant. Was rt as recently as three days

No answer.

"Was it as recently as two days « «,h™*„«.T '- ,;^''^ y°" "»*"— foryour'.l^S^"'The stubborn he«l was shaken riwlutZ It Mi„»ter^ yoioe said, blandly, persuasiyely:^'
**"

You may, for all you know, be answerirg for hers <"
There was a stubborn silence Ti,« rn. I

hiB suave, but wamiTC Zr. ^**ff««'>'
««. with

•• T»« ™^j
w«»ramg lisp more perceptible than usual •Bo good enonsh to tonnh fh.^v n ^

"

your hand. ..."
*** '^'^ ''P"" *« <»ble near

P. C Brtag^ obliged. Grams and Engelbenr nre,»nt«1themselves. The Mini«t«r ^iA i i_-
»"','» presented

head of his saorificeT '^^ "* ^^^ °^" *»

ai.^«I T2r«^ "''I
""""^"^ ""y complimente to Madameparies Tessier, and request her to speak to me h^^

The stalwart, blaok-clad pair retinrf Th. «• -^
puUed his oisar-case from »,i.\L T^" *" Mmisteroigar-oase from his breeches-pocket, selected a
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^^"ItJi: oTtie' .̂^^•;^ *" • -*«""• Meeting

but reared the cigar tot.^^"'***^" "' ^*^.

white lAawl, «„I movimt w^ h„rr ' "^^^ " J""
•h»iBe. Her glance^t^^ u T"^"^^ 1™P «d

Uttleto the left hand 0^^:^^^' '* ''**™*»° '
huge shape of the watchfuT^S^i.T '"^""^ *'"
ontaide the terrace-windows Shih^u *'*P'"« «"'«•
ing of booted feet uw^he!^ ^*''*"*~^y""°«h-
«»»ervato,y, recalli^SettThlt .f f""^ °' *b«
«»«d of Green Jaege^w«enl l^**!''

"ffi"*" of the

-»« to be^elf.eXLTe °!d°?^**"*- ^<^ »''«

Chancellor.
• "The ho^ tf "i^"^ r:«^ •-'o" the

I wrry or glad ?"
oiscoyery haa come! Am

•t^hernervestoWr: *^ ^""' ""Saa. and she
" Mademoiselle de Bayard I ham, i«^ i ^view With your lady-motW^K 7 ' "'""'^ '° ^*«'-

black: ^'^ "' "^^y '»«»«' levelled brows of jetty

designate me as 'Madl^^ n^r*" ^ Pl««ed to

Tesaierismynameint^^hrr"
'
''^^ ^'-
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" Mademokella de B«ywd," he laid, ignoriiig the inter-

ruption M a man may when an infant hai tugged him by
Uie ooat-tail, " I have to oongratulate you upon your gift
of grotewiue oharaoter-imporgonation, no leea than your
companion, whoee SwiM-Frenoh foloit, tpoken with a
British ai>oent, hag never sinoe the first inrtant. euoceeded
in deceiving me. But as one of my more amiable weak-
nesses is a liking for ohildren, I must own to having found
infinite amusement in the spectacle of Missy and Master,
dressed up for grandpapa's boneflt, playing the oame
of ' Guess Who I Am r . .

." ^ j^ s

He was laughing now, unmistakably. He said, smooth-
ing theheavy moustache with a hand that twitched a little

:

" But the performance ends here. So we may lay aside
the cosmetics, costumes, and propeirtiee. The hero's gieen-
baize apron, crop-wig, and blackened eyebrows, the flour
with which the heroine sprinkles her black hair, and the
Stockings and towels with which she disguises her ohanring
shape. It will not seem surprising to yo- that a ptmon
of my dubious character should be learned in tiie senets
of stage disguises My early researches in femininity
have led me into queerer places than actresses' dressing-
rooms. But where did a Convent schocl-girl gain her
knowledge of make-up V
His mockery was intolerable. Her hate and scorn rose

up in arms to meet it. She would be silent only for an
instant longer, then she would speak and tell him all.

He was'going on:
" I have here a letter, brought me some days back by I

the Prussian oflScial who is in charge at the General Post
Office here in VersaiUes. It is addressed to Mademoiselle I

JuUette de Bayard, 120, Rue de Provence. It is dated
|

from Mc is-sur-Trouille, in Belgium, and is written and I

signed by M. Charles Tessier I will not disguise from
you that I have mastered the contents."
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«..tu« of bothS,^Cl'T '^' '^*'' • -"P""
1^ that masked her forehLdl^ T °' '''^*»-t»ii^WW cheek,, P«vioS wfe^T*^^ h" .mall f^,.,
He «id. andM he wShd»w their:!''*'' '"^^ «"'

•«naU «,„a« enolo.u«XS^t wh^'"''•'""«'''P••
fromthe^nterio^anddroDDedn^^ "• ^^^' '"PPod
"I We not only SS-T.r'P"^ '«<'»•

1o«d toyou. For thnie^S"'
^"* I •"» going to «.d it

youd.^.rvedaoonflden^t,?^'^::?-*^''"*' fidelity to
She oaught one .^^S^^ '"^*"'*" '"

^ -t her ride,iS^^' ^T^ *"' -lender
«Jenohed hands, tenaelij^d^rt ^ '*'°"^- Her
flMie of hatwd and aZ. k

*^" ''""^' '^*»' that fieroe

bet.^ the t^^Shru^^TfJ?-J^7'^^

••BA88BL6T » TB88UB.

"*o«-»ra-Ti»ontti,

"MADMOISMil. ""ft"'"-
** KaI»: -OftSMiACT- 20, 1870

I -5-t'^:°jzr ''''^'^'-^''"^^-pe-it

I

«dtrdi^l"'° ^j;»2^comm,™js of liKal duty.

Wedded to her T ador«_^fi.ador,.-the name of MademoiseUe
48
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Clemeno. B.<jHJ6t en h«dly be rtrwge to you_I offeryou theo^deyotionof. brother. My mother i.««gn.d

teeUngi She deidre. me to ny th«t your lagg»^ ti^,„
on by her Irom the H6tel de FUndre. BruMSTlhXte
forwarded to you at the Rue de Provenoe, or any other
de.tm.tion you m»y ohoow to indio.te. Need I wy th«tlUd«u. Ch«le. Te»ier .„d my«,lf ««art y<„. i „„
benef,otreM_th«t you will confer upon u. the gre.tert
Obligation by consenting to remain beneath our roof

' I would add that the capital of 80,000 fmnoa inrertedby your regretted father upon your behalf in the bmunew
of myBelf and M. BaMeWt can remain at the intereit it atprwent commandB («>me 7 per cent, of annual profit)
or be toaneferred to your credit at any agonti or bankers
you may choose to designate.

"Receive, dear Mademoiselle, with my regrets and
Mouses, the affectionate souvenirs of myself and my wifeMy Clemence encloses some wedding-cake, after the touch-
ing fariuon of England. She made it. she a»ures me. with
ner own hands.

" Respectfully and sincerely,
" Crabi,b8 Joseph Tbssmb."

The reader added, as he looked about him

:

" Where is the wedding-cake ?—that white thinij!
thank you!" " '"

For P. C. Breagh had picked the little parcel up and!
restored it to his hand. He took it, returned it to thJ
envelope with the letter, and said with unsmiling gravity f
striking a finger on the envelope

:

'

" In the face of this—are you married, MademoiseUe ?"
She answered him dauntlessly:
" No, Monseigneur !"

^^
"Th-then," he asked, with his portentous lis
wh-why on earth did you—did you pretend to be ?"
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Beoaiue at that period I dMi«i» • .•*o-^ you. Mowed" '^*°«^""'°PP°rtunity
A wund oame from Bnsagh', throat lik„ .gKMw or a iob. or .U together H.;i » o""* or a

for . moment. ri,e oa^t hi,
.^7/"'*'«P'«"^ troubled

^ that „p,^ Cii'^beTreThel '
'"k

'^'
W»«> that threw broad liBhtT. j u .

'''"'""« '"-'*'>

«d wall, of the^Xt^tT"''^ ^"""""^

oTr5rh„£9t:f=t^-^^
r::^oh-i--™i^^^^^^
•h«^ little pi«mh ev«, nnnTT' ^ ~''" "°"°'*^ "»
»i. « t"«8"» eyes nnder hi« low rerf fnn»k<»j 2_the figure of P. C fireagh

forehead, from
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1 h«ve been orphMied Md nuMk dawkto; bnt oUeflr bo.«»• you im the m«roUe« ene j,y of Fimnoe. Th««i mll-
UMdijrwj would wring from her rein. . . . theM git>M« tornfrom her hewt

. . . the* tadignltie, to .U .he hold. mo.t
'^1' /l ^"^ •~™ *^ oontempt of the* gr^t men
-Chief* of her Govemment-who have rtooped to beg from
you oon.ider.tion ... for (heee thing,, «, you well I-you We bMn aoourMd in my eye.. I h«ve nid to my.eM
. thouMnd time.. th.t to kill you would be to «ve my^ntry. and not a «n unpardonable in the eye. of Almighty

_

" Your theology 1. m defeetive." wid the Chancellor,M your ««timent. are patriotic. . .
." He rorreyed the

Kuall lOight figure before him rather ogreiriily from under
hi. diaggy br6w.. " And «>," . »id, with hi. wounding
ij,ny you thought to play the parti of a Judith to my
Holofeme^-* little ,lup o' my thumb like you My
good young My, had you wooeeded in murdering me. I- iw
wa. It your intention to evade .ummary justice ? For you
could not have eMaped detection. ... Yon murt be aware

She Mid with her quiet dignity, one hand upon her .light
boeom. her oleM eye. upon the angiy, powerful .tare that
would have crushed another woman down:

" I riiould nothave tried to eaca^ie, MonMigneur V
He commented mioMtioally

:

"Slanatio8areth6mortdangerou»ofoon.piratoni.
Life

has no value—Death ha. no terror, for them. They beUeve I

tbemMlve. superior to aU Uw., both human and Divine. ...
And how, may one ask. would you have done my bunnera »

To have despatched me by poison would have been easiest,
for you have assisted our Foreign Office cook. Yes I

Possibly it would have been poison ?"

She said between her olose-oet teeth, hissingly

:

" It should. Monseigneur, but for one thing ! . .
."
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brow. th.t frownri or^erSt^"' '^^ *'" "^-y
•town over the Uttle oCJ^ *^'^ "W>« "P Ptaohed

Ah, IVuT I—mh .h.» _^r^ y""» "go-

S^p.«.rofQer^„yi„'S;j2^.'J;;;h;«hei.on.w„ed
"«>« 0/ the New Year ?"

Ver^ille, ,t the begin-

*>^'^^'^k. f^
'^^ "*"«"'«» 8t.te. h.d .tW

P- C. B«.gh d«w .li; b^TltTT""^""'- • •

Editor. weWitJoZweW.*!!;^**^'"' *""' '"'^'Wng

p'^pi-. Afew«o5.!;rS;lfr*"^*"»-'*
exoeUent memory for «xoh Ttl^^ vr'TJ?'^"-
•-/or^M/ib* gained byJich^^ » T*" "^^ »«' "Z

^ Uve in thi, hoteT^Ld mT'""'""'*^''*^R««Uy. to one who ig awuHw^ u"?*"^""
^^^'^

thing hM-Hi kind of rt^" ^""^ '"'^«°"-- the whole

J-Het'ti'^StjSrntr'^ ^" ^'•«-* -Wt.on.

•o:r^:rtU"::eth-n°-^-' «.o„
'ho hM saved your life!"

™ """'
'
^^^ t«ll you. Itiahe

She flamed out all at once int« .
to tower to twice her^w ' "*«• '^^ '^. -eemingB—yon haverohbed me of my ,.tw. ,nd b^aua.



708 THE MAN OF IRON
you are the great enemy of France I would have killed you.
I tried to hide thi* from him, and he found it out. He
stayed here—at what risk you know !—for my sake and
for your sake How often has he not said io me : ' You
shall not do it. He once saved me ! . . . You shall not
do it because he has a daughter, by whom he is betoved,
perhaps, as your father was by you ! . . . You tell me
«liat her portrait stands by his bedside. Go and look at
it, and you will never be able to do this hideous thing !'

And I went and looked at her portrait, and it was as he
had told me That night I threw away the poison and
swore an oath upon the Crucifix, that, come what might,
I would never seek your life ! . .

."

"Halt, there 1" he bade her, in his rough, masterful
manner. " Touch that bell upon the table near you !"

he said to Breagh. As Breagh obeyed and von Keudell
entered by the door leading from the hall, shutting it upon
a glimpse of the stalwart Grams and the athletic Engelberg.
" Fetch me that bottle," he said, " that was picked up
by the sentry in t..e adjoining garden. I gave it to you
to look away for me."
Von Keudell vanished. In the interval that elapsed

before his re-entrance the Minister turned his back upon
Mademoiselle and her comrade, rested a hand upon the
mantelshelf, and said, as he kicked back a burning billet
that had tumWed out of the heart of the red fire:

" All that about my daughter's portrait is juatach .'"

He Buddeiily wheeled upon MademoiseUe, thundering:
" You were frightened. That is why you seized an oppor-
tunity to pitch away your witches' sauce. . . . Confess

!

Be candid! Have I not read you 1 Were not your fine
heroic frenzies all assumed to impress—him ?" He indi-
cated P.O. Breagh by an overhand thumb-gesture. " Wi
it not for this spoony feUow's benefit you wrote yourself

j

letters from an imaginary Franc-tireur—tvia of bombastic
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~po«rings «d W««i-thu,rty denunciations bom,wedftom the oolunms trf Parisian rags ?"

" Monseigneur ! . .
."

She wa« taken aback. She faltered, flushed whitened
oonsowns of the reproachful stare of Breagh's honest gray

" Did I not tell you ?-erer7thing is known to me ! .Not only have I read those letters yon hid in the mouth ofthat gnnnmg Pan in the garden-but here is the bottle
' you threw away '...."

He took it from Major von Keudell and showed it her-a squat, w,de-mouthed chemist's ounce vial, half full'of
whitish powder, and read from the label:

"Absbnic: {Poison.)

" ^^ ^^°S^ °? prescribed, to be diluUd with
jhree Parts ofMM, and applied as directed
J^,"eanng the complexion andfreshening Oe

" Crash ! . .
."

A turn of his wrist, and the oorked-up vial flew into the
fireplace, smashing on the chimney-bricks and raising
showers of crimson sparks from the billets blazing there A
^l»rTV^'^°"''^« ''°°' "^^ ^"^ the Brusselscarp^. PC. Breagh stamped out one red-hot cinder,von KeudeU darted in pursuit of a remote, danger. The
Mmister himself was fain to extinguish another by vigorous
starap? of his heavy spurred riding-boots.

"-Take warning," he said to Juliette, a little breathed by
his exertions, and wiping his high domed forehead and florid
cheeks with a large white handkerchief, carried, in
military fashion, in the cuff of his coat. "In this way
dangerous high-flown emotions should be repressed inyoung girls, by sensible parents. In what a false and
penlous position have your hysterical notions placed
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He coughed and hawked, and wiped his mouth with the
big white handkerchief, put it away and said, although
trying to lash himself into a rage:

" Foolish child ! Silly girl ! . . . Little coquette !—
pretending to be married to torture a sweetheart ; vapouring
of murder—acting the heroine,—to take a gaby's breath
away I . . . What you want is a decent, sensible mother
to administer a good whipping ! . .

."

A shudder convulsed her sligl t body. In the fire !:^t
her face looked rigid and drawn.

He might have pursued, had not the gaby to whom he
had unceremoniously referred, stopped him by crying:

" Be silent ! I will not stand by and listen to such
language ! I will not permit yon to speak to her so I"

" 80 I" He surveyed the erop-headed, red-faced young
man in the green-baize apron, with grim incredulity. " You
will not permit me to speak ! You will silence me t . .

How ?"

P. C. Breagh said desperately:

" I do not know how—but I will somehow silence you. . .

.

Perhaps by reminding you that Mademoiselle de Bayard
is helpless and unprotected. That she has no stronger
champion and no better advocate than a gaby like

myself."

" Retire to yr t room, then !" he said to her grimly.
" Henceforth you do not meddle in the kitchen. Mademoi-
selle. You cook capitally, your beigneta are worth a belly-
ache, but just at this moment I am indispensable to Ger-
many. . . . Observe ! You will remain entirely in your I

room upstairs, until I decide what is to be done with you !"

He added, less roughly: " Madame Potier will attend on I

you and bring yon your meab. And—in compliment to I

your unflinching candour—I will ask you to give me your I

parole not to attempt to escape ! . .
."

f

She put up both hands to her eyes, and they were!
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^SiJ''^ ""^ *-* *^- -y *•"- ware te.„

••Ifon^igneur. I thank y„„. I give zny pan* not to

"^ be it !" he «id. and slightly acknowledging her dee»ouPteey, motioned to von Keudell to open thed^^ ^

» Lxxm.

for mstruo^om. Thei^V ^T^ "^""^ ^"^ Chief

gation in theZk ^ "*'*'' '^''""8 '^^ '^*^-

S «dTgel£'ttat'Zr^ *"T
*''•' '^''y- "r""

ontside there. Siet^^f ^.^'^ ^^ <'«ty

the whole width of one of the to-^S^""^" rJ^T
^

peccableilj^"* *'"'' ""'^"'^ ""^ «'^«-«' the in.-

" Why, my good Niederstedt, von are fr„,™smoke like a volcano. C!o down tfiLT ^"""^'-y^^

tell him to give yon some^ld Z-bra^dv LT'tr"-»d, pepper. That will thaw-^rir'aTteL"^
He shut the window, and came l»nlr t^ *i, ^ .

puahed forward the great ^T.^^'J^'^'^^
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threw himaelf into it, saying m he stretohed his long legi
out to the glowing billets:

" Yon may go, Mr. Breagh ; there is no cause for detaining
you. But while you remain here, revert to your own drea,
and leave it to more experienced hands to polish the floor
and balusters, to which I adhere like a fly who has walked
upon treacle, half-a-dozen times in a day. Remember,
I see no reason for denying you reasonable access to the
society of MademoiseUe de Bayard,—unless she objects
to your visits, in which case she will probably notify
me! " He added more geniaUy: "Sit down. -Take
that chair opposite me. . . . You need no longer stand in
the attitude of a suspected criminal.—Indeed, I rather
think you have repaid a small service I was enabled to
render you in pulling you out of a Berlin crowd, last July.
Ah

!
that reminds me. I must ask you for the return of

that paper. . . ." He watched with a slight expression of
amusement as P. C. Breagh produced the shabby note-
case from a pocket inside his livery waistcoat, commenting:
" Had you been searched, those papers would have be-
trayed you instantly. One more skilled in the art of dis-
guise would have carried nothing that could aSord infor-
mation. That is a very elementary rule."

P. C. Breagh tjaid, meeting the powerful eyes fully:
" I have already had the honour to explain to Your

ExceUenoy that my disguise was not assumed for any pur-
pose but that of remaining near Mademoiselle de Bayard !''

e roie and offered the folded half-sheet of ChanceUory
note to the Minister, who took it, unfolded and glanced at
the black upright characters above the signature, then
tore the paper to pieces, and, leaning forwards, dropped it 1

into the heart of the fire. Then he kicked back a charring
log with the toe of his great riding-boot, and said, leaning
back in the green arm-chair:

" Credited,—as to your statement about the reason of
I
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" Speak franWy,"8»M the Chancellor "T»,.„
rehri. for candour, you are awar^^'

^ ^"^^ "° '^"'

" I^t^f''
«»a. flushing to the temples:

i^ter, the accidei.; digooT»i-^ »,.* t
exp,«ed me .. the acc„s...,o3'u:iX/.,P°--"^ "'

So you chose to do without it ?"
'

picKiea pig's-trotters m the streote fii,- ^ j .*
-oney to buy the licence witrTbalt ^T. .""lmj*alm.nt of tetters, and went forth^to tTL^J';*a^them-but beyond this, as a gentlewoman^S^^

^fw*K*^*°«°- 8-'*-ned.inawhisp^:
iTOtters- whoTl buy my trotters! Only a nennv tftokledtrotters

! Please God, nobody hZ Lv

chf^ M^"* ""V"^^ ^'^ "'*'' °"« °* ^'•"'^ -•»»

r;v^ ?
.'""' ''°""' characteristic of him. Now he^«^ to gravity, and said. «, P. C. Breagh rose to ^^ti!

You^'n^f T^^ '""' " ""y «"««* ^°' the prescr^You are not under surv^mnc. But there isone question



78A THB MAN OF IRON
I mnat a«un put to yon. Wh»t of this myatenoiu per-
•Onage who npreMnted himself to you m M. Charle.
Tesuer ! You murt now be convinoed that UademoiseUe
knows nothing of him ? WeU, then, I wiU repeat the
mmple questions which you refused to answer just now
Where did you first see him 1 how long ago? and how many
tmies have you encountered him ?"

P. C. Breagh had been first addressed by the stranger
when returning from an errand in the character of Jean
Jacques. Putting it roughly, about a fortni^t back
Smco then, he had been twice spoken to by the same man
Interrogated as to the appearance of the stranger he
ruminated a moment, then answered: "The man wa^ of
middle height, bijt broad and tremendously muscular He
was remarkable to look at, very dark; with great black
^ebrows. and a profile like that of an Egyptian hawk-god«o

1 ... He was more like those curly-bearded man-biid-
bulls Layard dug up in the mounds of Babytonia and
Assyria."

Said the Minister

:

" Yon have answered aU my questions in that simOe.

.

The man is Strar the Rormanian, who is supposed to have
married Ifadamede Bayard. What was it she said to you
this mornmg when I Lad the ill-manners to break upon
the lady's confidences ?"

that would be red when he had washed off the soot •

"Whatever she is, ohe is MademoiaeUe de Bavaxd'e
mother and I would ask Your Excellency to remember
It too.

" ««atocA /"said His Excellency roughly. " Mademoi-
selle de Bayard-for whom I have a sneaking sort of kind-
ness, in spite of her avowedly blood-thirsty intentions
towards myself !_has no worse enemy than that adven-
turess-mother of hers, and you should be aware of it by
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t^e. In plain word., Ae v«ited me in the Wilheto-

to!!S?^^« T °'"^'°° y°» ^ "'member, to offer

her oommg to appeal to me to-day, i„ the characterof a bereaved mother with a yearnmg heart-

SitT.^ "" "^-^ ^°" ^ «" 'o - •'e-
' 5.- I

Answered Breagh:
"She told me that I w«i English, and that rfie remem-

TS^' lauUrd Ss:^^"hTr :i^rt:jto-mght or to-morrow night. How late did Tot^^She seemed certain that I would come '"

" Well, you will go to her." said the Minister " but nnfto-n,^t,Ithink! To-mor^wnightwSt^efl*^:*

are"fA^°° ^^^^ *°"'^*' *« ^""''^ think that yonare to be eaaly got over, and she would not show her hind

LC^w'"'**"- Twelve o'clock will LtlShrtetoher. Women of her type are usually night-bi^_and, be«deP, most people sit up on ChristmaTEve kTport ^ect to me at whatovez hour you m^JZk Imyself am ^t likely to turn in before day^g ,lSuse

it^H. !S:: r1*'^
*^ Bavarian' L'orl"

"Tow ^ '^' °°'°°« q«««icaUy at the young man:

JZJhirT"'^ to yourself. 'That has something

S.?rtoVh/vrn*°"'*''^°^'°"°^*''«'SouthGem^States to the North German Confederation. ... An agree-ment has been de&utely arrived at. ThatiswhyBisZTk

^^
ttat fat plum drop about the New German anpire^S



TM THB MAN OF IRON
He laughed outright m P. C. Breftgfa reddened, but nude

no effort to deny the charge, and went on

:

" Baden and Wiirtemburg have come to temu. You
cannot um the intelligence before it wiU be known by
everyone in London, go I risk nothing bv telling you. Our
chief rtumbling-block has been the Kiig of Bavaria, who
suffers from gumboils, and cousiderB that in turning the
Palace of Versailles into a mUitary hospital, we have out-
raged the shades of Louis XIV., Madame de Montespan,
Louis XV., Madame de Pompadour, and Queen Marie
Antoinette." He added certly :

" There ! be off and tcU
Grams to send word to the stable that I am ready for the
horses. I ride with Count Hatifeldt an hour earlier to-
day. And change those clothes, if you wouW have me
cease to address you as a footbpy. . . . CSothes cannot
make a man, but the lack of them can mar him,—if they
make him appear a clod I"

The horses came, and he rode out with Hatzfeldt.
There was a piercing north-east wind and » spatter of
freezing sleet, much resented by the Diplomatic Secretary
and his thin-skinned thoroughbred, and even displeasing
to the Chtmoellor'B great brown mare.
The iron lions of Mont VaWrien were growling and

spitting shell down into the surrounding valleys, thickly
wooded with trees, now stripped.-aU save the firs and
pines—of leaves, and glittering-white with frost. The
lakes in the parks were frozen. Hundreds of thrashes
drifted like. leaves before the icy gale, towards the tow-
growing coverts of ivy and brushwood. A ballo--.n rose
within the Bois de Boulogne, soared, and traveUed south-
west.

Reaching the Aqueduct of Marly, they dismounted, for
the purpose of taking what the Minister termed " p peep
at Paris from the platform," and, leaving their horses to
the care of the giwms, transferred themselves there.
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Behind the Foiwt of Marly the wd wn of DecemberWM Mking over the frorty Undsoape. The Minirter

J^oed oamaUy through hi. gla«,e8 at the ruined houie.
ol Louvteenne. in the foreground, lOielteied amidat their
olump. of whitened trees; and .weeping over the village.
of La Celle aud Bougival, looked long toward. Fort Mont
VaUnen. where the great .tronghold Mt perched on ito
height with it. many window, glowing like furnace, in
tnat neroe reflection from the orimTOn west.
The line of the Benne. and Breet raHway running from

Courbevoie through the Park of St. Cloud and VeiBaiUee
Jiowed strongly held by Pru.«an outpost.. Beyond'
between bank, dotted with damaged hamlet., and bor-
dered on the north ude with fanged ioe-dieets, the ulver-
gray Seme wound, flowing sluggishly about her ishmd.
wrinkhng her Ups in disgust at the jagged butt«».e. of
the bndg«. that had been blown up. Farther south, over
the loRied trees of the Bois de Boulogne, rose the gwatdmung dome of the Invalides, bathed in that ominous
ruddmeM, roking like a grea. oaboohon ruby studding a
shield of silvery-grcin brorze. For Paris from this pTint
of view IS shield-shaped, crossed with the bar-sinister of
her historic river; backed with her fortifications as by the
enamel-Mid-Mlver work of a cunning jeweUer; set with
pomts of diamond where the bayonets of a column of
marching infantry moved out from the ramparts along the
road towards Fort Vanves.

It was frightfully cold. Said Hatzfeldt, stamping to
recover the circulation in his numbed feet, and beating his
gloved hands vigorously upon his sides:
" How cold. ... I can smell more snow. Heaps of

it, coming I"

The Chief turned an eye towards the speaker without
lowenng the glasses through which he was looking He
completed hi. .urvey before he «iid, restoring the bin-
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ooulM. to their oMe. and ,p«kfag with • jMtfag Krte olJ^ln hi. Toioe th*t mrf, th78«,r.t.,y'^,Sr^;

mZi^ J?
th'nk wo„„n«d prie.t., .«i Jew, and Pree-

!lTt 1. u'l!'"';^""
'" ""* inducted m energeticllyM they Aould be. To begin with. Mon«g„or Du?»nlouphM August* by the »pron-.tring._the Crown pS««cj^P^ ^hi. Wife and bellied bTvictot. h^^rotj^^'to^ re«iy to give up the command if I in«,t that weoegm. .Do you know how many weelu it ha. taken

t.^ Aould be moved from Villa Coublay and plaoed^

ht.d^
-ot ammunition enough. . . . Given th.«

S^^""*" "«8«-«»'»-°inety of them howit««!!

taTZtr t r*^"« ""t '• pour efficient d.eUmt» the mty to bnng her to reason 1 Give me the portof Commander-in-Chief for twenty-four hours-and i^take it upon mymlf 1 . . ."
<•—»u" ± wui

Hatzfeldt Mid mentally

:

diSn^L ?''""* ""j ''•*P "°~ Of "MSerandyZrion
diffiing themwlves into his gloomy face

:

" Never were two men more reluctant to reap the fruitsof » gie^ viqtory than our Most Gracious and hi. Heir-Apparent-who m this matter as in some others needs »candle to light up his head !. .
.'•

His face took o. a «illen cast. He stamped his foot

bSir"' ""' •"^'^ °"* '^^ ~- •^^-*''<^

^Hthey have no ambition of their own. the«. Hohen-KMienw—do not they owe something to mine ?"
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PHnce Frit, by their ^^^^Z LT^SlirJ^S."*
'"'

Hatzfeldt returned, d^ggi^ „,,„„

fifteen fr.no. . po^ X«^7l """^ "'"^^^"'^ »*

consequently ra^mde li^u^tZ Tu *^"^ ~*«"''

Hatifeldt rejoined with a gigh •

be gi;^lr«X?pn'.f ' 'T '*"^'«'»' --M «>*

pri»Fo"ro^r.u'?'trr™'Lrr''°'*'''
eat a gr«at deal too much You^ Ex™^

no denying we

The •n.wer oame

mid^ofl^heiT'Z vJ 't""'i •"'* -''''^- *•">

prance att^/dS^tl^r^irnrLSrir
times you Bee me dine twice without ii^Zl^U^T
I am going to the King, ,ho keepe a l^^tb ^l^t^H.t^^ry to fortify myself bef^hand ,T^'^

^''^

Ha?^e£'rti;7hX ^zlr "r*°"^*«' -^
temples and foXad! a^'thrf:^^';,!^Z"-T«reat eyes, and the caves that ^t^^'Z'^L^

w

III
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Iwd raoentljr dng about thorn; wid to himwlf th«t the
Chief• hMlth WM not wh»t it hMl b««n; that any foo]
oould lee with half an eye he wm t«;nribly liverish ; that he
•lept little and spat bUe oontinnally, and that hit luper-
human capacity for work, in combination with his super-
human powers of eating and drinking, was maintained at
high pressure by a remorseless vanity that proved him no
stronger or wiser than other men.
What was he saying in tones tinged with mockery, for

he had p'X)bably taken that reference to the excess of
luxury at the Foreign Oifioe in the Rue de Provenoo, as a
thrust directed at himself:

" If you would really like to try high liring after the
latest Parisian style, I have at home amongst some letten
taken from a balloon captured yesterday the menu of a
dinner given at Voisin's on the twenty-first by some rich
Americans. Polagt 8t. Oefmain. . . . CtteUUea de lowp
ehauewr. . . . Chat garni de* rats rdtit, aauee poivrade ;

Boibif de Chameau. ... Salade de legumes. Cipes a la

Bordelaise: Dessert; none at all. . . . I gathered from
the same source that the Oovemment are going to take
over all private stores of provisions, and that the edible
animals confined in the Jardin des Plantes are to be shot
and cut up for sale."

" Good-bye to poorTouti's ponies then," said the Secre-
tary with resignation, " and possibly farewell also to my I

hopes of a sturdy son and heir!"
" Ah ! if things are as serious as that," said the Minister,

" you had better telegraph to the Countess. Prince Witt-

1

genstein, Clarmont, and little Desjardin, Secretary of the

Belgian Legation in Paris, left there yesterday morning by I

special permit from General Trochu. All three packed!
into a coupi belonging to Prince Croy—these equine]

treasures of your wife's were harnessed to the vehicle.]

They were to spend the night at Villencuve St. Georges—

]
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•nd^yon wiU proUbly find them in Vei..ilJe, wh«n w. gtt

ja* added M the BeoreUry th»iJwd Urn with effuiiv.-

"A. re(,>rd. the family In the Rue de Helder .nd yourbootmaker-the only mw in the world who »„ tu^^u
«>ut properly |_you may teU them, if yon ai« in com-m»U««on With them.-th.t untU the tienty-^.ttHf
Beoember they may Jeep in pMK>e. ... A. to-morrow i«Chnatma. Eve, that mean, four unbroken nig^ 0,

flr
1^'^*".**"*-*'"' Delug.,-not of water\ut o

tery. rtart and half-mppreieed e«Uin.a»ion: "CaU to
Reiohardt to bnng up the honei. I find it ohilly-let wbe getting baok I"

^^^

LXXIV.

CBBumtxs Ev. came with an unloading of aU the oount-feM ton. of «ow that had Iain pent up behind tho«, .kie.of leaden g»yne». The Seine froze in thin oraokUn.
patches, Pan. and the .um>unding country lay under two

1™, 1^7:JT • ^"•' ^^'^^'' ""-l Klein of theArmy of Umted Germany toH each other gleefully that itwa. going to be a real German Chrigtma., after aU Nearlyevery man hao packed up and .ent a Fienoh clock or aporoelam vaw a. a searonable gift to hi. family in Germany
or «,me article of furniture of a bulkier kind. Now upon^ «de of he Benders of these love-gift. wa. a great Un-packing of strongly-wnelling parcel, directed in well-known

of black bread, cheeses, barrels of Magdebunj sZerkra«i

mt *^\'' ^LrVi '^^''-^"^ "^^-^^'
pipes. Ea<A hospital and bar»ck«, camp and quarters

ir\

i\

i \
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displayed elaborate preparations for merrymaking; the
most distant outpost wore a festive air. Waggonloads of
holly, ivy, and mistletoe creaked over the snow. Minia-
ture forests of fir-trees large and small had been out down,
•and set up in tubs of earth for the festival.

French eyes rrgarded these preparations upon the part,
of their foeo with curiosity. For CathoUcs there would be
Midnight Mass at the churohes,—by consent of the German
authorities!—Holy Communion—and some sort of supper
—possibly none this War-Christmafr-upon the return from
Chnroh. But this setting out of tables of presents underthe
fir-branches adorned with coloured tapers, hung with child-
rejoicing trifles such as gilt nuts and gingerbread, apples
and sugar-plums; this singing of carols; Luther's " EucA
ist ein KindUin heut geboren," with " Der Tannenbaum,"
and "StiUe Nacht, Heilige Nacht," the frequent references
to Santa Klaus and hU sack, and the Christkind—ap-
parently regarded as a benevolently disposed Puck or
Brownie, was to the adult non-German inhabitants of Ver-
sailles excessively puzzling, unless they happened to be
English Protestants.

Of these honest Britons there was a fair sprinkling, the
majority of them beLig exceedingly depressed and out-at-
elbows refugees from Paris, whose exodus from the city
in the previous month of November had been achieved
under the auspices of the British Government, and the
personal Isuperintendence of Lord Henry Fermeroy, Secre-
tary of Lord Lyons' Embassy at Paris, armed with a safe-j

conduct from General Trochu.
Despite his low-bosomed vests. Imperial, and Frenohl

accent, this sprig of British nobility behaved like a man.
From the old lady who brought a tin bonnet-box, full ofl

jewellery, and a case containing a stuffed pug, with thef

prayer that these heirlooms might be taken care of at the

Embassy, and the courtesan Cora Pearl, who lequest^d

b<

b€

th

tic

ex(

am
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individual unit of tlie armt „*" 7 ^' ^ '""° ^='^

flocked to seekltidrooliT'rJ V^'""
"""^

gratitude, and praise, and go^Z'
'"'^ ^^"^ '"""«d

-rai?7trz";rti3;rrdeit

carried him not oZLt, th^J^"^f'"''*-'^*''«' '"»*''

starvationcrouoSorbiri:::;irih?vT
over tlie Aubusson carpets of th! hT " ^^"y^^PP^
Genteel Famine sat s^ZnA * .

^^"^'^-rooms where

wherewith t^^ueU itsS °"* °^ ^'^'^^ ""P«'

Count Bi8m.rok with official Note^^nfii h^l
^"'^'''^^

A„*i, ^r^* B"»n, ana adorned with a Portrait nt ti,„Author, the young man bestowed upon his frieJdT'

befwirthrfroTflr
*'' ""^ ^^^ °* •^""•'**« P-^ng

the garden of-.el^::!'^::^;^
""'^'^^ ' ^^ »'

exeroise reJari^n fh ^ T'"''^
''^ permitted to take

and ten Su S';Sh. >-*:-" *»>« hours of nine-inus with a throbbing heart, she dressed the

t X'
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^lining treeses bo long concealed under Madame Charles
TesBier's chenille net and white shawl, and arrayed herselfm the plain black silk skirt and bodice that we have seen
once previously,—looped over a cloth petticoat of the same
mourning hue. She sought for, found, and put on the
ffray velvet jacket trimmed with Persian lambskin, and
the bttle gray toque that matched it, despoUed of its azure
feather. Thesa things, with many others, had been packed
away m a trunk and stowed in the attic now occupied by
Madame Potier, when Mademoiselle had departed for
Belgium under the charge of Madame Tessier.
She wound a white sUk scarf about her throat, tied on a

veil and found herself wishing for a knot of violets to
bnghten the pale, sombrely-clad reflection in the looking-
glass.

. . . Colour ... and her Colonel's grave lyi, -

under the flrst-faUen snow She blushed deep ros^
for very shame of her own vanity, and then in all con-
science the picture was bright enough.
The pleasaunoe, like the rest of the world, lay under a

mantle of sparkling whiteness. The orderlies and grooms
had already cleared and scraped the paths in the vicinity
of the house. The ring of the shovels and the swish of the
brooms might be heard in the distance. MademoiseUe
sighed, thinking of Jean Jacques f jtier.
Then t'midly she stole down by the back-staircase and

passed through the haU-door into a world all gUttering
The keen air was as exhilarating as champagne. It
breathed on her cheeks, and renewed the roses that had
bloomed there when she had frowned at the girl in the
mirror. The frost kissed her eyes, and they sparkled like
sapphire-tmted icicles. She tripped down the short curved
avenue, passed the gardener's cottage and turned into the
fatohen-garden. Not that she was looking for anybody
there.

All through the autumn and winter in a sheltered comer
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and iTite LgiS l^u,°'
^'"•^^ ^"^ I»««d over

brown the edges of an outerpet^T^.^T* °?T' *'""'

and beauty and it« r.tr.r. •

^°* *™« W'** fragrance

weather.h^Wnru3''°'°"'"'^''°'"''"^°''^»»<i
When a;o:;r^rflo;:,^«°"--^P'««»«' to Juliette.

up and kept them wTen 1™w K 7^ '^'^ «"*''<"«<«

Pinfolded, her heart hi l ^'"* P'"""!^"* »"d bravely

SoMa.ietoiLrwe'^tt^il'^htS*'^."'^"^-
pathB had not been clear^ o"Lw Thr^'lf"'

'""«-
standing in its comer, burburiS tothi I T ^"' *'"«-

drift that had formed in fM ku _.

'°"'^' branches in a
ward wall

"* *^ '^"^^"^ "'^^ of the south-

x.rdranThe^a^rfh::'"*- ^•'^-•^
J'ope to give awa'' JuIetS^i^ "b^th wTT °'

them, in farewell, and turned to^unt p C b^^^
*°

Norfolk s'uit so X'^'entone^t't '" *'' °" ""'^
been sedulously brush^ anH v ? '^ P****' I* ''"d

white, and he hadlsS;^!^.^''" "" «°"'P'^°'«Jy

of the black silk, lootst^w-^"" "^^ ^''^ ^o*
«n>w again, andUsT,S ^ """PP*^ '"^ ^o»M
on his upp;rT bvr "^ ™«»'- of eyebrow was echoed

with rat^ Sz^com^' 5*/^-"^ ^^ -ustacZ
«i«htofheranda\otTmew£rr* "^ ^'^"' ''^

IJJ:Z \" '
"^ '"^°'''' ^« '»*'». '• I am JgUd-

He caught the gloved hands she stretched out to him.
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and held them in his, that were reddened with Jean Jacques
Potier'e labours, and kissed them eagerly. The little gray
gloves were not buttoned,—his warm lips feasted unchecked
upon each blue-veined wrist, until she told him, breath-
lessly:

" No more i—there must be no more ! . . . Pray cease,
my friend !"

She had withdrawn her ^ands. ... He said with a oatoh
in his breath and with eyes that implored her:

" I do not offend you ? . .
."

She looked at him full and drew off one glove and laid
the bare hand in his extended palm. Warm and soft,

it seemed incredibly small as it lay there. The touch
of it infused a melting sweetness, a thrill went through the
man from head to foot. Perhaps the thrill was communi-
cated, for she drew her hand away quickly. She said:

" You are very generous to one who has so often deceived
you. . . . How many times I have condemned myself for
my wickedness, thinking: ' Of all those noble deeds I have
described in the letters, not one has been really performed
by M. Charles Tessier. ... AH are invented to make a
good face I"

He said in a whisper:
" I could forgive you for making even a worse fool of

me—now I know you never were married ! It was you
telling me that knocked me out of time. . . . Nothing else
mattered much afterwards. . . . You said to Monseigneur
yesterday that it was to retain your place in this house you
pretended to be the wife of its master. But why did you
pretend it in the first place to me ?"

She began to change colour from pale to red, and tried
to free her hand. It was impossible. He said:

" I mean to know I have the right to know ! . .

."

She faltered:

" See yon well. Monsieur, I cannot explain I . .
.

"
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He said doggedly:
" Then 1 shall explftin it for tou Vnt. t^M _ *v . .

make „>« jealon, Tnow, did y^Zi^^T
*°"* "« '^^^ ^

She winced.

not then to makeyou jealous . . . that oameafter Bui tomake It ... possible to be true !••

""'»™'-- iJutto

He almost reeled under the sudden shook of the terribleexquisite confession. He would have given a ylr^£
LmiLT"'°J^*'

^''.-weetroaringcu^rCtthaUumbS
foaming through his veins and sent its r«l sparkhng bubbles

?dfof Z- h -^h"V'^':r" ^*^P^ ""'^ voiresrfhe otht

^rden from the pleasaunce. He recognised BismarckBc^len's snigger and Hatzfeldfs lazy, weired wc™Whng an anecdote of the Minister, one could not doubTThelanguid voicereachcd their ears distinctly. tS^He was an officer of French Imperial Huia«, ITl' ^

Ver^Ules. la/.ege'totX:l^SlCt":
s:;.Srho-w^-nJitr.^r^r:-.4^^

crerr'^s::i:-^T^^^^
IJs room at the P^^Iure sV ' ^* ""*" ^'''^'^7. in

Which to abi^rt^^^t^T^--;^^^^^^^^
atnot being made to .ro^,fe^^f„,,^^'"'^°^h^Pe

lit i°"l*''';?'~"*
''^^^^™' J*" braveryTnd Us ex^flent heart. The Chief listen, sympathetioSly. I^fe^t;
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the olook from time to time. Again the heart is pm»edn^nlusnotioe. It is heavy with grief at the thouffSUe-part.ng from Madame, who i. Frtdirio'. mietL. bvthe way-H.nd not hi. wife I .. . ft i. weighed doT;ith
.u^n.eatthedelay.fthePru«ian^n^JL*in«IweSJ

beU Madame, that excellent heart of your oUent is evenheavier than it was five minutes ago. .
. '^w C

seigneur V orios M«lame. He was diot,> say, the'chief
just now when I looked up at the olook. Ad as a ™ieseve^ out of the ten ballets shot off hy the firing-partv a^found to have lodged .: the region of the h^r^^^^^

poor woman scream^ and fainted. They carried her pastme^with her teeth set and aU her ^e hair ha^
Bismarok-Bohlen's snigger greeted the Jeno„«men<. Thefootsteps grew fainter. Juliette and Breagh exchanged

glances. She said with white lips

:

exonanged

"Monseigneur can be merciless! And yet. when Iheard him tell my mother that did he know o^ my uIL
p^^cehe would not betray it, I said to myself, ']lZZ
fiave misjudged this man r " amn you,

Her comrade had started at the reference to Madame deBayard, remembering the rendezvous to be kept that night.
Juhette went on, with a Uquid look

:

"Monsieur, I have a favour to ask of you. . . . AU thoseweeks when I struggled with that purpose fmm which youtned so faithftilly to dissuade me, I did not once dare to
set foot in Our Lord's House. But when I threw away

I went to the Carmelite Fathers and made my confession.

™VJ>T' .
Our Lord in the Holy Communion, and

Everi^T^'^'l'^'"'*^^- Now it is ChristmasEve and I should much like to attend the Midnight High
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THE MAN OP IRON „.M«« or the Second Mm. at daybreak anrf t k ^to ask you to take me but iZ ' ^^ intended

fore I entreat of yoTlprlv t^
"PO" parofe.

. . . There-
own Communion/How'Zi" "e^fe"" 'Z'''

'"^^
gmdanoe, even you can h.rdJy know ^^ ^"'°'' '°«*

Uu oonaoienoe stung. He harf „«* "^ j .

the saored obligation yet h! h^ "^"'^'^ *<* «''»d«

Bliould comply with th«-r T'^""^ "^ ^ ^J'on he
„id.

Py ^*^ tJie command of the Chutt,h. He

have an appointme^^^t^ "^r *''* ^'^-^ i
here."

'u»nt-ai a place some distance from
" So late, Monsieur ?"
Her glauoe had not onlv «nr„,.j • -^

Hesaid lightly

:

^ ^"^ "^ '*' t">* '«" 'or him.

near'ihT^;,^ breaLTsT
''°'

^t ^'^ •"'*"-^«"' time
aome hot coffee re^y for i^V

' ^'^°"' ^"'"^ ^' '"'^^

ou2y^ '^r^'.
"^^^^ ^- «-" '"-•i^ together an^-

colfiSc'er °°*-^"''^ ^°" -* *•"« me into your
He said bluntly

de:oe r. :^.*"°"HeTlrn:"^ - •'--^ °^ -«-
"Trr to trust me ^Jw^r^ •!.°"* ^^ '*""»8 ^and.
do it. you mustTnow"

.

^'"'"^ *° *«" y""- I ^ould

The:r:iLTin\xr'H!°=\'''--' •

••

released them, and tZ«H ;k f ^^ ''«' ^""^^ wd
walkedbackto'X^Sas'^Shtr^""^- " ' " ^^"^
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LXXV.
At «x o'clock when the snow had oewed falling and the

vln ^fT"
°^,I>«»«'°'«- glowed redly thwugh a thinnSJ

nr!^tl""'""i^^?'^"*
°' ^"^ '^'' ^^^ <« Escort of

«?d!f!^""
'"' ^''y«"'«^' 'J'iv^g with one of his

E^ess an exquisite vehicle, finished like e^ enamelled

^Zt^'T^f^ *'*^ " 8™"* *'''*« P°l" bearskin,and drawn by two superb black Orloff stallions, whos^glossy coats had th. burnish of old Italian armo^ ^ t^ruddy hght of torches held by orderlies and groom"
The Mmister, foUowed by Hatzfeldt and his Chief PrivvOouncUlor. went down bareheaded, between a double ro^

*h .L ^ ""^ ^'^* °^ " U°«er Fritz " displayedthe Order Pour U, MiHte. the First-Class of the ton

£ oil V .^ ^"^'•r'''
'^ ^"^"^ OM"' bestowedby Queen Victona upon her son-in-law. He sported new

t^MeTr ^T^"''''
°' "^ newly-oonfe^^":^

Perhaps you can see him at the head of the long table inthe dinmg-room of the Tessier mansion, his ChanceZ andhost upon his left hand. Upon his right sat the Bava^n
plenipotentiary. Count Malt^Um.^Count hS"
another Bavarian Minister, but newly.irived from S^h

Herr von Zadowski, a large red-faced man in a ^n
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Office unifom of d.^k Wu^TfthT."''^ ""^ ^'"""f?"
to the trousers, and a wL il^

back velvet .ide-atripes

toned military i;ook Sw^^It 'T""'^' "ouble-blrt-

with gold faiotrrused2 '*" '"'' •"»«k-hilted sword,
the Councillor' Ti^'^Z^rt:1h''''"'^

'^-'^
acute delight of Bi«marck-B^^ 'A *'"' '^'** •»"*

The dinner, composed : tvtS f^°»
^""' «'*^'"^*-

patriots to their Chancellor |isora„'?!"°«
^™''°

lusoionsness, and length „li i . °, ^"*^'*y' quantity,

Bucher pio,;sirwS?ed J.
' '^'u"

^'^ Cb-^oiUo'
guest imagine hiCrih.^ \'""8''1~"' "to make a
before thTtime" '^'l"'"'' ^ Abraham's bosom

his temperate meal ^e (^aJ
^'^ ^™'"' ''«» A^^hed

glancing at the clear ;a2rseffer°'''"*T'
""'"'""y'

golden^bearded figure seateir;^!^"'" °' ''"' ^-'

BavSl".^;^-^^^^^- .n.yse. and these
Emperor or no Emperor J.i. ^"^^ "'''«*'•«' he is

"gard to the pK« 'ofth^^r*" "^ "^ ««*«* ''rth

»n.plicity of h^SandtrV:' i'V''^ ^P"*-
offer him black broth and bartevb^^J '*°'^'' '^'' *°^- putter, B„,r:^--^7s:;it!

twice of nearly ever?eotse^3°:X:r^ *^^

t^y-^
-- '•^ '''^^'' -"^ "oorr-Rh'Tsrd'

When the cloth was drawn and fr.h relays of wine ap.
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P«*«>d, the Prince accepted but » tingle gfaM of ibu.
e*««^«(r»« with hi. coffee. When the Itl^Lw ^S^
offered, he pulled from hi. pocket a porceh^in pi,!?^!.^
hi. cre.t and monogram, painted and «mt him by hS
Engh.hwife«iaChrirtma«pre«,nt,and«id-

and the S&n»top, repaired to the «ilon. Overhead, Made-mo^Ue de Bay«d lonely in her pri«,n-bedroom on the
"oond-floor, heard their voice.; deep, «,„orou. ba», rfirilltenor, and penetratmg, rewnant baritone, engaged in di.-cu«.on or joining in argument. At ten o'cloT?^ Prtacetook leave, attended to hi. vehicle a. previc.'y b™
^anceUor: to whom he said, in a low tone, a. he pr^

•K "n^'
"* ""^ "° '""«*' ^°^^ German., but German.. I

SirT^Tn ""^ ''*!"" *•"* 'P*^y proclan-ation of theEmpire with aU external .*.te. Names, arm., title., colour,place u. before the world in a proper light. I have neve,coveted a Crown toperial. 1 deno^LceThe idea of aC
^e^a I^h ^T' "^^ ^^'>^- But I am wilito reap all the honour, and advantage, that can be gafaedfrom our victory. Impree. thi. upon my father^^hl
treate pomp and golemnity with indifference. A. to de-manding the old crown of CJharlemagne from Viemia, I donot at aU .ee the neoe«.ity for that. But I shaU write tomy wife to-night

!

And Unser Fritz got into the exquisite sledge that hadbeen given to the beautiful Empre™ by the Third Na-

faoked up by the fiery Orloffs' heels. And the Chancellor
recovering from his deep, ceremoniou. bow, wheeled and

the ruddy torchlight.
. . . None might gue,. ^at «^age
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tnumph .weUed the heart beating under hi. . fc«. .. ^uniform, upon thia night that it^n^I th ^

^""'^'^
«"»'» oolonal labour. H^. I ^ *''" '•'^o °' the

The nlJni .
'«'PWg-»tone of Suooewine Bavarian plenipotentiariea took I«„ -Ii.-

minute.. Count Hatrfeldt hl^ JT ' "'*''"' *»»

~lon a few moment: Swouiy m" T"™'" *° *»••

of their departure had Juwii *K^ '"' "°'~" •"»"«
oaio™. .moWng and drS^' ^"^''«» -«<> Cbun-

Wrh^^':ad^n?t^oV^""^ """ 'o,ding.,oor.,

-iling. Behi^dlim t.^'H^^'!i,r' 7'"'^ """»•
and with eye. that BeemLrf.' P*'" ""<* ""itod.

to the table, and mCStterlS? .«""* ^^^^ "'°^«d

though hi. .^nt.ot"':;!:^:;,,.^''" "^'' ^°' ''^ -

-tJ^u:°i^:;ntre?i':^£:^rcSz:
Cros., and the Red Earie^ltJ^^'*^ °' *'"' ^^
that he always .ported,td rhthtd^'Z

'''^.''"°"

h» young manhood for saving£ S J!Ih fT 'T
"»

great domed cranium were studL vu i
°"'''~^ "«*

perspiration, under hi. t^f^^K "T^ "^^"8 <*«'P» «*

with a triumph aWf^.^"' "" ""« "y^- "la^ed

ended no«, thick ch^ll^„H 'k^i^'^*-^"'^^ '»»•'-

and dripping. He Zw o^? V "^ ""^ ^°*'' ""« '''^""O"

them-ZLh«dtL;^he,dL"eS:"''"r'"!' ""''-I-'
He «iid to them all and ttf ^l^^" ^^^^^y tremhUa.

" Gentlemen, th'J'Cl.t^b l^riTse'S ''d'^-

^ariranXj---ors^™tuS
4rrb:'^2:X":LreThr' ^^"t

•'^«'-''''

treaty had been signed H^f '^°''. *'*^ *''''"' *«
" That little B^h '• saM th! v^'^"^""'-^' **"***'«M»"8*er." will never low
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•nythmg for wut of • tongue I If he thinki to Bnd there
the gold pen let with briUi»nto, thU wm lent me by the
Hamburg jeweller, he ii mistaken. Come I" he added,
" thi» U a great oooaaion I" and bade Hatdeldt ring for a
servant and order up more champagne.
The wine waa brought and opened. He said to the ier-

rant who officiated:

" Let the honie-iteward know that «omo wine ia to be
sent to the clerks and decipherers in their room. The
servants also are to have>7hat they like best for drink-
ing—

I fancy Niederstedt wiU choose Old Nordhausen
But-short of my best liquor, let what each likes beet be
given to him. No !-not that glass. I wiU drink out or
my biggest goblet ! . .

."

With the fizzing bumper in hand, he waited until all
had been served, looking, as he reared his great bulk at
the head of the full table, the biggest man, mentally and
physicaUy, who had ever served the Hohenzollem. In
his most powerful tones he called the toast:

" HoeA I to His Imperial Majesty, our Kaiser Wilhehn !"

Every man there strained his lungs to the utmost, but the
great bull-voice of the ChanoeUor drowned every other
there.

He talked a little more. " We should never have hooked
the King of Bavaria, but for the pluck of Holnstein, who
set off from Munich to tackle His Most Gracious at his
Palace of Neuschwanstein, and,—there being no railway-
made in six days a journey of eighteen Gorman miles on
foot and on horseback over mountain passes, agreeably
diversified by forest-tracks and timber-roads."
He drank and went on:
" He arrived, to find His Majesty nursing his toothachem absolute solitude, invisible to human eyes, save those

belonging to the dentist, his valets and fiddlers and grooms.
At first the King refused to receive him, but Holnstein was
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clever wiough to g^i over the denti.t to deliver . I-.fro^n. h« own U„d, .nd ineidenuil, one i^!:;^ b.'t^

in"ir:;X' ' "»"• *•"» -"-» *»"8-t mo„.Uohe

in it th.t mriMXT^H '!^*«'; •«»Pt*W«. I Mid

Empen,r of Germany. I enSed i^"" *' ** °"^'
the draft of a letter wh/ohTiXrL"^ ''*'°^-;
Bavaria. ' Your Mai«.tv hJl i .

concurrence of

it,' I added •"ndrLublib""" ''" "" "«»
What a pro«Doot to » -!^„ ^u „™ businem is closed !'

th^bbinrSo? ;heT™*°*^ '^ "" obstinately-

with whi?h to a^wert2T .°° '^P*' "'^ «* hand

with a-sheet orr^i 'C* P'T^ »>" P»«-t
-rvoir pen with whtKt^bL'^rnT'lSl;Ludwiir sits un in lu»l .«— i

i'™«:riptions. King
and th^e O^ZT^^irTl^'^J^r' ^Sf ^^ '^the Orders and the ft^lamat^n of ;i." ^^

^' *^'*''^'' °'

off in the Great HaU^ vTi^Z. n
^^' "^ '»"'•

far off.
. . . I wm Wv«T r ^° ' "^^ '^t* not

likely to be : . " ^ " *° «"'*' "^"^ ""e date is

coilS^irnrh: tu^ST^^a? °' ^"^"^ °"*-^- -<^
face after another, Td .ta^^f '^^ "P"° °°« ««='*«•

It down. '"'''^'^''""apaoions glass and set

toLtfj:'''.'^^^' K-"' - hopes might have ,

availed usnothingf ^h?LT"'".?' '"«*'* '"^
-^-

. . . -e^H^^Xrru-rareTn
SO

II

II
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M trivial and ridiculous as indeed are most of our human
vanities. Imagine the gravity of the question at issue'
Whether the Bavarian officers are in future to wear the
marks of their military lank upon their coUars as hereto-
fore, or on their shoulders like us North Germans ? . .

Upon that the German Empire has dangled, do you hear ?Ah I how many times," he said, " I have been tempted to
break out and tell those feflows in the devil's name to sew
then- stars and badges on the seats of their breeches I But
I comforted myself with the old adage: Politeness as far as
the last step of the galUms, but hanging for aU that I"
They roared with laughter. He called

:

" Fresh bottles ! , A Uttle excess may be pardoned, upon
this of aU the nights in the year. ReaUy, 1 need a buck-up
after aU that I have suffered, what with this Bavarian
busmess, with Gortohakoff's Note, and the bumptiousness
of the English, who without knowing why or wherefore
are bellowing for War. All that danger has been avoided
by the exercise of a little diplomacy. ... But how can
we expect to be taken seriously by the Ptowers when we
procrastmate in the matter of the Paris Bombardment—
which ought to begin at once !"

There was a hubbub of acquiescence, from which only
the voices of Hatzfeldt and Abeken were missing.
Bismarck-Bohlen begged leave to propose a toast. The

Minister asked, tolerantly regarding his young relative,
who vibrated with suppressed hiccups, and was palpably
unsteady upon his long legs

:

" What is this toast we are to drink ?"

Bismarck-Bohlen, in labour with speech, got out with a
final effort:

" The—A»c /—bombar—Aic /—ment ! Big—Aic /— po-
tarroes for Paris !"

" Ah, as God lives !" he said to them, " I must drink
that toast

!"
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It went round. Hatzfeldt foUowed with:
" Our glorious Chancellor !"

"Our glorious OianoeUor ! Our great, ineffable, power-
fol Kaiser-maker

! Hoch I the Fiirst von Bismarck-Sohfin-
hausen. Imperial Germany's master-mind !"

Sobs mingled with their acclamations. Their faces werenow purple-red, with the exception of Hatrfeldt's, which
was ghastly; and Bismarck-Bohlen's. which presented a
oombmation of shades, in which pea-green and orange pre-
dominated, as, bathed in tears, he staggered to embrace
his august relative. He was turned off with a single jerk
of the Minister's wrist, to fall weeping on the bosom of
Pnvy Councillor Abeken, who, shocked at finding himself
mvolved in something approaching to an orgie, was in the
act of escaping from the room.

" My thanks for the toast !" said the resonant voice in
their dulled and singing ears, " but pray all remember that
I am no longer the North German Chancellor, or even the
OianceUor of the Germanic Federation, but Chancellor of
the German Empire, which has a better sound ' And this
18 now, or will be by the New Year,-the Imperial German
Chancellory, and Foreign Office, whUe you, my friends, are
Imperial Privy Councillors, Secretaries, and so on. We will
baptize your green honours in a freish round of champagne,
and then I must leave yon. I have yet before me some
hours of hard work, and must keep my head clear and
cool."

He held his great glass to the now drunken servant to
be filled up.

" ProtU I" he said, and lifted the capacious vessel high,
and tossed off the wine and dashed the costly goWet into
the fireplace, where it exploded in crystal fragments and
sparkling dust. Had they tried, his satellites could not ,have foUowed his example. Their leaden arms could only il
lift the wine to their dribbly lips. They drank-and one
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by one each toper oollapsed and buckled aa thon^ the
olid oak floor had given way under his boneleng feet.
Hatzfeldt sank prone across a chair. Bismarck-Bohlen
had rolled under the table some moments previously,
where, judging by the ominous nature of the sounds that
asserted his presence, Madame Tessier's Brussels carpet
was suffering for his excess. Similar noises, stertorous
snores were re-echoed from other quarters as the Minister
surveyed his fallen warriors:

" Men cannot drink in these days !" he commented, and
left the room.

LXXVI.

Hi threw on his cap and his great white cavaby cloak
lined with Russian sables, and passed out by the front-door
into the still white night. The snowstorm was over, the
faU had lescened to the merest sprinkle. The bitter
northerly wind no longer drove the blizzards screaming
before it, each tree stood immovable under its burden, the
overloaded evergreen bushes lay flat upon the ground.
And the moon sailed high, drifting away eastwards.
Through the tatters of the frost-fog shone the great blazing
jewels of the stars.

Twelve o'clock struck near and far, and from the great
Cathedral of the Place St. Louis, as from every bell-graoed.
tower and steeple in Versailles, rang the Christmas carillon.
Many voices broke upon the piercing, windless quiet.
Many footsteps were passing through the snowy streets.
CathoUcs were going to the Midnight Mass and Communion
—to be celebrated by permission of the Prussian Minister.
He pictured the crowds that would flock to the great
churches of Paris—how N6tre Dame would be paciced to
tile doors, and Ste. Qenevidve, also the great Church of the
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Q«melitee, and the ancient church of the Augustine Fathersm the Place des Victoiree.
He imagined the flower-decked High Altars in the

churches and chapels of Versailles, thronged about with
war-weary, famine-bitten refugees and residents. German
Cathohcs would nungle with them.-the conqueror and the
conquered kneeling side by side. Wounded soldiers of both
nations would help each other to limp to the Communion-
rail; the atmosphere of the hushed, crowded sanctuaries
would throb and vibrate with prayer.
For what boon would all these supplianta entreat HiehHeaven most fervenUy ? Pacing in and out of the snowy

garden alleys, his giant shadow parsing over the movele*
faee-shadows, he asked himself the question. There was

.
but one reply.

For Peace. They would pray to God for the Peace
that Bismarck was not going to give them yet awhUe. . .Under the icicles that had formed on his great moustache he
toughed. And a Satanic pride swelled within him as he
told hunself that this was his crowning hour of life
The wild sweet frenzy of the bells was dying down

Distant refrains of sturdy German carols came from the
mihtary quarters and the barracks. The bells stopped
wavered, broke out again, grew faint and were still And
It seemed to the man standing m the chiU silence of themo^ garden, as though he heard the Spirit of France and
the Spirit of Germany communing in the depths of this
Christmas Night.

It was the voice of France that wept:
" Alas, miaerabU Oat I am, what hatt thou done to me fWhy have thy fierce hordes rolled down upon me from the

strange Pagan lands in the inclement East f Was itmy fame
or myweoMi, or my beauty that tempted thy Hunnish uxirriore
OeyeOow-hatred footmen, with hard, blue-eyed faces and huge
hatry hmbs, and the uncouth, fierce, tanned horsemen, who ride

II
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at though they were one wUh their betuts f Woe it me I formy white breastt that were kitted by the conquering Soman I
mutt I yield them again to be bruited by the ravithing Frank fA eurte on thee/ thou treacherout. deep-flowing, twift river,
that hatt again proved no barrier to the Prvttian invader / I
am fallen a prey to the Confederation ta up by the Cortiean
upon the Bhine. Oh / hard at the nether miOtUme / Witt thou
unpitying, behold Famine devour my beauty t See, the white
limbt that thow through my tattered garmerU are ftethlett. No
man who lookt upon me would detire me more I For what
hatt thou dug a pU about me and tet up thy terrible war-
enginet f Wat I not wiUing to make termt with thee, at the
conqueror f"

It was the voice of Germany that answered:
" Oaulith Queen I thou weH willing, but not for the con-

quered it it to appoint the tum of the rantom. or hold parley
with the vietort regarding the price of blood I Heorett thou,

fatten one f I withdraw my triumphant Ugiont when it
pleatet me. Thit it a land where the wine and the women are
lutctout. When we have drunken deep enough, we thatt load
ourtelvetwUhtpoiltandtreatureandgo. Yet ere I withdraw
1 thaU have known thee at a lover, whote detire it kindled
<Ae fiercer becaute of thy hate. Death thaU be the priett who
celebratet our etpoutaU. He thcM unite ut with a ring of
tteel and fire. Then I depaH, leaving thee to the enemiet of
th%ne own houtehold, who thatt wreak thee greater ruin than
thyfoet. ButachildthaUbebomofthylongretittaneeand
my fierce tnumph and our brief mingling, who thaU be called
Peace I Hearett thou, O France f"
He listened, standing on the hard-frozen, white-powdered

garden path between the swept-up Bnow-mounds. There
was no answer. He returned, stamping the snowfrom his
clogged spvu^, to the house.

The door stood open as he had left it. The even tread
of the sentries came from the Rue de Provence. He had
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heard the guard being changed at the entranoe.«te. andbeyond the waU at the bottom of the garden. ThCtrth

^'2Tf^ t"\^r °' '^' "-""' Chancery attendant

•ervante without dutinction, to make merry upon thisnvght. He oo^d hear no clinking „f gla«^azTtottt^^W-Bta^s. PerhapB sleep had overtaken them as rt h.^the revellers m the dining-room. He softly opened t^
Stw""'^*'^'"'"'*- A »te.,/corbii ofBtale tobacco spJt wme and alcoholic humanity offended

^ T'J^i "^ ""'"^•^ •*• But not heloiTZi
left early, and Count Hatzfeldt, who must have beentaken home-the Staff slept there.

-.l!*^
^^^^ "*^ *''* drawing-room. The fire lay in grayashes between the fire^ogs. On the table lay the siSTreaty w,th Bavaria. He picked it up and ^ llid it iS

brooded over the ormolu clock.
The room, whose hearth ws jold, whose windows

ctosely shuttered, bolted and blinded, had the curtZ'Aawn close over them, was lighted by a yellow ray shinCthrong the glass door opening into the conservatorv V^e
crossed to this door and looked ihxougk. CommendaWy

w«^''
*^1*':°,°?'<'«" °^ the guaM of Gree. Jaeger^Jwere quartered here, sat chatting in whisperB and smoking

^ the stove. Between them on an upturned ^bottom, stood a Uttle, twinkling, taper-Ut cSst^
" Von Uslar ! BleichrSder ! . .

."

The Minister opened the glass' d«,r and looked in The
officers sprang to their feet and stood saluting him HesmUed at the little tree, and asked, nodding aTthe door atthe end of the conservatory, leading to alom wlerTt^
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library of the l<ite M. Tewier luul pe«oeaWy mouWewd
nntil the olerk. and deoipheren of the Pro-aan Foreign
Office had been assigned it for their quarters

:

" Have those fellows yet gone to bed !"

And even as he queried he knew by the peculiar smile
upon the faces of Captain von Uslar and his subaltern, that
the scene m the dining-room w^m repeated here. He said
witn a shrug:

"Oh. weU ! . . . They hdd n.y permission to make a
night of It. One would like to be b'.:rc, though, that there
are no candies to upset !"

The junior officer moved to the library-door and opened
It, settmg free a puff of hot air hwien with wine-fumes and
a chorus of snores ranging from piping alto to deep bass
Nothing could be seen except the vague outlines of pros-
trate bodiec, revealed by a pale gleam of moonlight thatmade its way down the chimney and shone upon the dead
ashes of the hearth.

" Shall I wake anybody ?" queried the Ueutenant's look.The Mmister made a sign in the negative, bade a pleasant
good-night to the two officers and withdrew, shutting the
glass door. He quitted the drawing-room, went into the
hall, tried the fastenings of the hall-door, and crossed to
tte hatchway under the main staircase that led to the
htchen quarters. A gas-jet was flaring in a draught at
the bottom of the staircase. He went down, regulated the
hght as he passed to a safer volume, and tried the handle
of the door leading to what had been a housekeeper's
parlour, and was now used by the house-steward and the
Uiancery attendants as an upper servants' hall. Agaaeher
of flanng jets revealed five persons in here, wrapped in the
heavy sleep of drunkenness. One, the house-steward,
Bnored. recumbent on a sofa; Grams and Engelberg those
monuments of rigid respectability, reposed with their heads
and shoulders resting on the table, appropriately decorated
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with empty bottles and upeet glass beakers, and in the
centre of wuioh stood a great china bowl.
The Mmister peeped into this vessel curiously. Apples

rtnok with cloves, and cinnamon-sticks left high and dry at
tte bowl-bottom testified to the Yuletide correctness of
the punch, brewed by the skilled hand of the Foreign Office
cook. He, the artist responsible for the dinner which had
astonished the three Bavarian plenipotentiaries, leaned
back, slumbering profoundly in a high-backed arm-chair.A china pipe gaUy tasselled and painted, drooped from one
side of his relaxed mouth. His feet rested upon the sprawl-mg back of the gigantic Niederstedt, who had gone to sleepupon a sheepskin rug in front of the woodistove. His huee
nght hand still grasped an empty bottle that had contain^
his favounte Old Nordhausen. He opened one eye as the
Mmister stooped to inspect him-uttered a stertorous
snort and relapsed again into his hoggish Nirvana, leaving
the ^ter, as he deliberately turned out the gas and
quitted the steward's room, to realise, that save himself,
the two officers smoking in the winter-garden, and thewomen presumably sleeping on the second floor, the house
whose outer precincts were so vigilantly guarded, did not
contam a sober head

.

^
" Well, weU ! A bout of drunkenness may well be oon-

ooned m the servants when the inaster himself gave the
signal for revelry !"

He told himself so, smiling as he made the round of the
basement house-doors. Nothing had disturbed his equa-mmity saving the discovery that Niederstedt was in-
capable of speech or movement. For with his strange
characteristic mingling of audacity and caution, the
Mmister while leaving Mademoiselle de Bayard practically
free withm the house -limits, had insured by private
ord«OT that the giant East Prussian should sleep henceforth
outside his master's bedroom door.
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row on the Empire oonwle, he knew . moment of inwarf

ht.J^'^
''-nobody to help him undr«». and pnHw^h» clothe. Wherever Pate and the Intei^dant^I^^ aligned the Minirter'. .leepingHjuart^T thT^Gr«m,, or the attentive EngelWg hadllw^oZri^r

or faUmg these the atolid^en^t^^e^^ZTt^otW^^^, service., thelack of which after lon^r.::^

*«!l*T * 'if"^
'*"^''' **" » ""MtUe-aged man to haveto get hmiself out of hi, fnU^ireas unifonn^OnrgrLTl

at the mere thought of unf«,tening the «hould«.^r«d^ord-beIt, coUar-hboka, bucklesZiveb andTon j^but^n^W. the final wrestle with the poIiahXpui^S

"God be thanked
! I am not wearing the cuira- !" he^^^to hnnseH devoutly, «. he laid S'upon^^m

On a httle table near the hearthside. where yet some ember«of a fire glowed redly, stood a little HT^^^^stmastree. Under its branches. ador^^^^^^^Jw^^ tapen. as yet unlighted, lay the gift, thato^Zt

K^Z^ k" ! ^'*T-
'^'' P-^J^-'e-iness died Zrf

9tood out Ijke ropes upon his throat and temples n^gwat eyes that had blazed with Satanic pride sofCed Sotende^ess. as he picked up the gift» one'byouT^^tZ

,^L^'°"'
His Daughter to Papaohen," said an embroidered

tobacco-pouch. "Prom Bill" and "Prom Her^rt" agold fusee-box and a smoker's knife were ^^elj
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kbelM. •• I^n, thy wife Joh«m, " wm written on »dip of p.per rtteohed to the oa« that contained . hand-
some oup of Tula ware. He turned the oup in hi. hand,mwy time, before he returned it to it. outer huslc He

b^S^' *"""^'y' *• ^""^ *•»« «i^" w"e ««t«iding

" little thou oarert, thou good heart .--whether thou
«rt wrfe to a ChanoeUor of the North German Confedera-

.nT/'^t
9»°<»»'" ot the German Empire. One object

•gain! After a moment he added, pitching the Bavarian

„^^k!u !
•^«»*'«-t»l>le. unhooking and removing hi.

^ord-tolt and throwing it on the couch :
" Babel mu«t be

bombarded, or thou wUt not be pleawd with me . . am
n°* » fod pupil, to have learned my lemonw well V
The iAouIder-belt came off with a slight degree of twirting

and fumbling. He laid it aside, and moved to the AavZ
glaw, and by ita aid unfastened from his collar-swivelZ
Iron Cro«i •• Qood !" he commented, and laid it on top
0* a despatch-box on the centre-table. Then he begui
.lowly and methodically to unfasten the other Ordei»&t)m
his breast. As he pricked a finger with the pin of one in
wrenching at it angrily, it occurred to him that it wouM
have been perfectly feasible to have removed his dre«-tunic
with all It. decorations, and this discovery stung him to

" Kreuzdonnemetter /—am I then such a sheep's-head ?"
he said angrily to himself. Something dropped upon the
floor with a tinkle and roUed away merrily under a chair
leaving its owner with the thick sUver pin that had secured
It, gripped between his finger and thumb. It was the
medallion bestowed upon him in '42 for an act of gallantry
the obyer«, a shield of sUver on a circle, bearing a red-
enameUed Prussian eagle, and on the reverse the inscrip-
tion: " Fur SeUung ant QefaJir."
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Th.ptap»n«in,dfahi,hand. Cunriag hi. own ohunri-n«-. he took the light*! o«.dle he hlTpUoed upoTtheoentre-t.We upon entering, .nd rtooped to recover ^-VMivepjue. Both h«d. were r«,„irSjorth7r"th^J

^tS ^^K"t•^';"•'^°***°P''y*•^y-WedS-nlpped the broken .ilver pin between hi. teeth and b^ntdown to re.ttme hi. «»roh upon the floor.

""™"*°*
A. he rtooped, the detonation of a driving-ohanw andthe deafening roar and dmek of a huge .heU were fXwed

V u • t"^ ^^ •^° ^^ '""" *• Fortree. of StVal*nen. Half.a^6«nothe« followed in rapid suco^ion

^h^Sr""^*"^'*^- I>°8»'-ked,nLandfar,re
eohoe. of aie <»nnonade rattled among the wood.*nd high
Fo^<J.thendiedout. He.aidtohinu«,H: "Tho«,suJSplum, have done damage wmewhere near St. Germain«ow then, where i. this runaway medal ?"

LtTT!?*^"- He coughed and hawked a. he had^er done before. With a hand upon hi. eide he oough.^•trammg horribly. With streaming, rtarting evT he
ooughed,olntohingathi.throar^ ^ ^ ^^

And then, with a .udden rtab of pain beneath the uvulaa^ a .teanghng aoces. of coughing he reali^rf that atomibar home predjotion had been fulfilled-
"OUo, you Witt certainly ttvattow that pin/
He could atoo.t hear the voice of his wife speaking.How absurd

! he thought, and laughed, and the a»,ny k.

those that had gone before. He seized the candle and heW
It to lus face before theshaving-mirror.opening hi. powerful

Wind with tears to see hi. own swoUen, di«x.loured features.He .pat funously, ejecting Aower. of wliva streaked with
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Wood, but not the ototaole that wm choking himHe thnirt hif hand into hi* mouth, and groped aa iudo^ hi. throat a. hi. iinge« oouU reach-aU to no

"Help/ . . . ."

He guped the word, realiung that if no help came, hewa. a dead man. And he Miaed the beU-iope and rans
tnnoualy, nntU the rope oame down in hi. hand a. had
that of the reception-room a day or «> previously, followed
by a long trail of ruaty wire that when tugged evoked no
metal clang below.

"Help
! For the love of God !" he croaked, and whirling

vertigo »aed him. Whooping with a dreadful orou^
intake, he tripped over a footrtool, and feU upon hi. hand,and knees, and struggled up again in a U«t rtiangling effort
and daggered to the door.

^^ '

The door-handle wemed to rtiok, or could it be that hi.graep had lort it. power? In the light of the ga. and hi.
yet flaring candle he looked at hi. knuckle, and ww that
they were turning blaokirii blue. ... A wave of blaok-ne* row and fell, n^amping oonMioumem. He emersed
ftom^lrowning water., and found hinweK upon the landing,
tapping some round object that proved to be the wrenched^

'

off door-handle, and moaning in the whiaper that he
taougfat ashout:

" Help, help, help ! . .
."

Bismarck, the man whom Kings and Emperor, meantwhen they spoke of Prusais^the great Minirter who hadmade three Wars-was dying. Would no one come ? Notone of those who loved the man, would ever know the true
rt»ry of hu> sordid, solitary ending Not one of thosewho hated him, but would hear every ugly deteU of it

SmTy""* ." ^"^ "*'""' """^ "* '*^ '^^ '^'^^^

Choked by a pin An end rather lem noble for a il

fl
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gre.t awoellor tUn being run ovw by • donk«y.o«t or«nothered in . midden-pit fnU of liquid m«nuie
Someone wm growing honibly, cIom b«ude him. " DeeprucUmg. gaeping gro.n. witli a mttle and a oatoh midwayWere they hu own death-groan. ? What wa. thii ? Thewan. were melting and vanirfiing. Clear, vivid, definitethew unrolled before hi. filming eye. a picture of Variin'

nwl^jmmeranian country home. It wa. Spring. The darkpne. about the hoiue .hone a. though newly vamirfied
ifie tarohe. were capariwned with tawek of pale green.The blue sky wa. vivid a. Penuan turquoi«,. He »w hi.dau^ter m a whi«e dre«, step out from the low wide
porch and rtand wniling upon the tenaoe. She had a

Tyra. had followed her, and wa. rubbing hi. great head
agamrt her irfeeve.

"D^ !" he tried to wy to her. " Help your father <"

. . . But It uemed to him that he uttered nothing but agroan There wa. a thundering in hi. ear. like the no!«< nf
a field-battery. Hi. great bulk reeled toward, hjrHe pitched forward, and feU heavily. He heard a ».ared
voice crying " Monwignenr ! ..." and knew no more.

LXXVn.
JuLiw™ had not gone to b«l, thi. .nowy night of the
Noel She had »id her Rowry and waited until the
Chrutma. canllon. Then .he knelt and prayed for herown pardon, for light and guidance, for a blereing upon
those bvmg friend, she held most dear, for the soul, of
the beloved departed. And then .he had waited, pacing
Mlitary in her bedroom or sitting by her fire, for the K.und
of Breagh'g return.
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rJ^a^!' ^i*" ""^ «°" *" **"> Midnight MMt at the

•he might not reaoh home befcne thn. a„j u
.beenoe h^ Juliette wieh^i toZ^^.^tL^y^
^:i^ the .„na. o, revei^U^o^J.^S
oth?«°7„f7:'SnJr^'5:„^,;r. izr"" ircouid h«»r the cunning of,U^\Z 'Z^^T:,^Then after s wild outbum of oheerina ghe3Z.n
in« between the fro.t.flowe« ^^r tLlw^l^^«u,wy moonlit g„den. the g«,at figu^Tn the^wU^

She wa. po«eMed by a great «en«, of lonelineM. and sv*gue u„e«l «,n«tion of living «,mebody el«,>,7iie .ndnot the life proper of Juliette Bavard ai,riLz!l t
d«.r and built up the fire to^cK hi'Szf at'

.il^'l" "^t'"
°**^ ""*" ""P""'' ""^e* of jet-blaok «i>an^be confined m the oheniUe net of M^lame Ch^Te«>er. One oould be charming if one cho«^thew wm

ICh'Tnibn^S.'*'^';'"'"*''* Mademoi^r::

What was that ?

So strange a sound from below that she drooned nnml.and hairbrush and sprang to her feet quiveri^"^ " gt
mianTi'"f ITT "***'^ ''•«" *'"'^»<'« of ?;«

Boit ."'"•^ *""'"«'' *'"' "^y °' -y Cousin

Again I ... the sound of a door thrust violentlv o™,nHeavy footsteps thudded on the gaslit landiL ofIwtfloor^ a muffled voice cried out «, thou^ hS^A m«, voice.... Again it cried. No voice sounded
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She unlocked her door, and net her foot upcm

in answer,

(he stain.

^^J""-^^ ^T- • • •
^'""' •''" "'^ *^' t""" tottering

that tnokled w,th saliva and blood. What had befaUenJuhet'e. enemy and France's pitiless oppressor? Hi.hiige stanng eyes were fixed on her. Tear, rolled fromthem as the deep groans issued from his gaping mouth andhis broad chest heaved and laboured vaiSy fafah-. "ChX
Zihl ^^1 ^ ****"" '*""** to say to her, and atomble shudder convul«rf her as the huge body crasheddown prone at her ftet.

' nrasnea

Hnl">L!vfl!°*° "T«^ °' P'*y ""^ •^•«i<>«' •he kneltdown be«de him and looked at him closely by the light ofthe flanng gas-jet that iUuminated the landii andTii^He had turned a little in falling. His blackening faceand stanng^nised eye. spoke to hi. desperateoondi-
tion .

.
Whatjas to be done J .. . The obstruction in

the throat must be removed somehow. ... She iok, up andwent into the empty room upon her left-hand, and felt in

w'^r'n!^*^*'""- '^»'«««'«none. The bell-ropeb^ been puUed down by the hand of the Minister, f«
this was the torture-chamber, where M. Thiers underwent
his periodical ordeal of thumbscrew and rack

«
^- • • • ^'^^fth'^efresh air. . . . She desperately

^ccM R 7^"°"" °^' "^"^ • gu-hTpierc"^
ing«)ld. He still groaned, but more faintly. The manwas dying. Was not this the Judgment of Heaven ?
In the hour of his triumph the sword had faUen. France

would be .aved-there would be no bombardment of Paris
If the enemy wer» to die to-night. This she told henself,
standing m the sharp draught from the open window., andknew a thnll of intolerable triumph, thinking
"Our Lord has delivered him into hands as weak asmme !"
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Ting I...

U^^lT^,^'^.'^ •**^ "*"^- S**- looked bwath-te^y f^ the wmdow. .^o„g the middle of theJ^
dangers of the frozen 8ide-way», a lantern moved carried
by^«at.m„ffled.hape. AtaUerfig„«foUowS^^

Ting-Ung-ting I . ..

iJt *k'1!'
•°1*'^ of ""ingled awe and terror paasedthrough her. To «,me dymg Catholio, «i„t0^^^

the dawn of this day of the ChriBt-birth. theZ ,̂ ZVugm-bomwa. being «,„,eyed.... Wa, it^^ mJ":
r^K^^f™

temptation-two souh, it might be-that Hehad bidden His minister pas. this way 1

lin! th^!,**"^ '^J^" ''"' ««° °f t'^e Cross tremb-

!^~ lK?r'^'^'*°''*°*''*»"ffooatingman. With
• strength that she oould not have believedh^elfLZdotshe ra,sed his discoloured head upon her lap.

^"^
great ,«ws were wide open. She thrust the tiny hand

^i fi

'"°-

T't'^'^'^^^' *« P^bed^th h°r

wedged firmly, mto the membrane, blocking the orifice^
thetr«,hea. She mpped the projecting »d in thTrttte

IXS^^ "^'"''•^- He^eagulp^i'reSAs the b,g tee h snapped together she plucked the littlehand from penl. bringing with it the broken silver pin.

Lxxvin.
Hi was instantly, tremendously sick, as an over^tenogre might have been in an Eastern story. When"?£flmshed vomiting he heaved up his huge!%hudder^ boS^
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•!,L u^*'
'^''* '''"'"'•^'" "«''«* *''« (Poping hand, and

The oouoh rtood drawn forward at an angle toward, the
fireplace. He staggered to it, let him«elf drop upon it, and
said, m a groan. ...

r i~
.
"uu

" Drink I . .
."

He pointed to the night-stand at his bedside. When shepoured from the jug that stood there into the glass andbrought It to him, he gulped the oontentg greedily
" Barley-water ... good for the throat I" he gasped

giving the glass b«.k. She filled it again, and »^ h^emptied it.
o -8 "> uo

His s^t-dabbled faoe was regaining a more natural
colour. She went to the washstand, fiUed a small shavina
basjn THth oold water from the hand-jug, and brought rt
with a fine clean towel to his side. She dipped the towelm the water and laved his faoe and forehead. That he
«perienoed reUef and refreshment from this, she saw bvthe placid air with which he submitted, leaning his head
bsck against the pillowed sofa-end, and closing his eyes
She dned his face, and suddenly the gr«at eye. opened.The voice of the ChanceUor said:

"There! . . . That wiU do !"

IVom the pawive victim he had .ndjlenly reverted
to the marter; potent^—authoritative
"Go to bed, MademoiwUe de Bayard, and deep," hetoM her. I am comfortable ... I .haU do weU enough I"
She replaced the basin and towel in sUencc, bent her

head to the figure sitting upright on the sofa, and moved
noiselerely to *h i door. As die touched the broken handle
he wid to her abruptly:

" You will be silent upon the subject of to-niirhf*—
misadventure ? . .

."

She answered:
" I will be silent, Monseigneur I"
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As yon wiJJ, Mongeignenr !"
He added with aomething like a twinkle:

doorr ^"""Wttl^tthebeUofthehoMe-

rinirer thirtk 7^ P~' ^^ '^n evolved by the^irntaTr "^'* ''•'^'' ^"""^ "-"-^ ^
"They are all adeep or drunk below-staiml" w.k™

AehBt^H »L. .
*^' ''**'* *^"^ "J*""" have stoppedtiie brand from quenching r . Well ««„ ./!u. •'^

I may Uve another tlUrtf years' S'tW T l^.'^**'much ceaf m . 1 J
' °* *"* I should find

long. MyS^t that "^"^'T*' """"*•"« '^''«'

Ix^by, whoT^LwK * '""'•* '^ ' good-natured

.nthorit7lLnZ*.K r''"*"''
*'8°'*'" °^ I"P*rial

else r ^' ^"'"* *" •*»8»-«>tting beyond anj^

Ch-rlen^,^ Vienna^ .
•. •.

•^^'^^I'^pjl



804 THE MAN OF IRON
to-night •

. . . Pray do I . . . And while Your Royal
Higbnen is abont H. you had better consult little Prince
William, who would probably give you aa valuable advice."
His thoughts reverted to the fair-haiied, puny-limbed

eleven-year-old urchin in kilt and plaid of Royal Stuart
tartans. ..." Now," said he. " what sort of a future
Emperor may be enclosed in that husk f . . That the
boy has a ciippled left aim and a capital set of sharp
teeth, which he uses on the calves of his Slilitary Goverror
and tutors, is practicaUyall I know of him. . . . Come in !"

He had been so lost in thought as to miss the sound
of chains undone and bolts drawn back, though he had
s&ivered unconsciously as the opening of the hall-door had
admitted a volume cf fresh, pinroing air to the heated
house. Now he reared himself upright upon the sofa,
stared for a moment at *he figure that responded to his
gruff " Come in I" and burst into an irresistible laugh.

" Quite right, Jilr. Breagh !" he said in his clear and fluent
English, " I told yon to come up to me at whatever hour
you might get back. But I forgot that you would naturally
visit Madame de Bayard in the costume proper to Jean
Jacques Potier, to whom I suppose that extraordinary over-
coat and the wolfskin cap must have belonged. PranMy
I did not recognise you. . . . The condition of your
clothes, and that bandage on your forehead are respomable,
more than my lapse of memory. You certainly k)ok rather
shaken. Let me hope you have sustained no serious
hurt ?"

P. 0. Breagh grinned mirthleesly, and looked ruefully
down at his snowy boots and trousers, from which the
melting snow was beginning to drip in little rills upon the
carpeted floor. By the light of the two gas-lamps sus-
pended above the table, it could be seen that the gory
bandage surmounting his pale face had been applied by
am experienced hand. He needed no immediate surgical
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aid. But his blue Ups and drawn and paUid features
betrayed him exhausted. The Minister, noting this, pointed
to a chair. -

" Sit down," he said, " and rest before yon speak ! There
is brandy in that flask that stands upon the bureau.
But something hot would be better for you—that is what
you most need."

There was a sound upon the landing ... a faint tap
upon the door-panel.

" See who it is !" said the Chancellor.
Ab Breagh rose the door opened, wide enough to admit a

little tray bearing two steaming coffee-cups.
" Capital !" said His Excellency, addressing the unseen

oup-bearer. " Now, that I call an excellent thought !"

He took a cup from the tray Breagh offered, bidding

"Sit down and drink the other. I should have got none
except for you!" When the steaming cup was empty:
"Proceed," he said, ignoring the gray daylight outlining
the curtam-poles and filtering between the drawn curtains

:

" At what hour did you get to Maisons Laffitte ? For I
presume you did get there V
P. C. Breagh said:

"I got there at about two o'clock. ... I had an
appointment at the Cathedral, otherwise I should have
started before."

" I hopo she was pretty !'' said the Minister, smiling.
P. C. Breagh went on as though he had not heard:
"The snow was beginning to freeie. It was not such bad

walking, but that hiU of St. Germain was a winder, and in
the Forest I lost my way. ... If » party of men-
peasants in sheepskin caps and jackets—forest-keepers
possibly—had not turned out of an avenue and kept march-
ing ahead I might never have got as far as the Seine
road. . .

."
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you would not Uve t^^lhe^tor k^Lr"*^ ^' "
no doubt th.t they were rranc^HrJ^^' • " ' "^^

1 tort them where the ro«d winda by the Seine " v r

SthJ^r ""^ ^""^ ^ *•"« wretched W.lltand the dnverwMaa drunk a» David', sow ThlT.L '

tie narrator nnoonaoiouriy mve the *^„1 -.

~
the Doctor—" • B^ tk • ff ^^^^ "»^ accent of

The Minwter broke in-
j u«o.

neZl"^J!" J:,^«^ oon^pondent of Tke Tin^

of^x»e,?rJi5r^':rr;tt:°''''*^-

irurT^" ; ^''" ^ -^- ^u^ *"*snatnred diplomatirte whiroer that Great Rrit2. •
'.

,
of the great successesof^r^.d^^f"" ^'^r
P-.pect of a United Imperial' S^:ry/;i''

»^«

Germans have a kind of w,ni,m-..* i
™^- *» ,^»k», we

She is an o&hooS t^eZlTS^'"^"""**^"-
Bible that we should not^^^LSZr

'^~^ "^^
others. . . . Thourfi^oT^ " °""" to us than

gave you a lift in his vehicle ?"
"wsibly he

w.:S;fthTi.^rJr-::d\rr-:X;s
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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

Sf^" t^zt:-'' '"^^ "^ '^'^ ^ -'-

4r;S^He*rt;eS:'*^'^ *^« "*^«- "^ ««

„l^r*
**'•••• ^™ '^^ °°*' tlien- live there now »

sitgeCr:*'.^- '"^ '*~^*^* ^ °* '"-•""^

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
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TbL7d
•tawed my ooune by Ae big ihiniur windowTlwn I tftw hun, moving brfo» m, ^ ^^ *iwiow.

Quened Hi* Eioellenoy:
" By him. you mean whom f . .

."
A man," aud p, n h~«»»i <• -».» t

before me. taking cow bShfrf' uT ""'^ •^"«

wa. dK,PtrS^d wT "^ "P' ' "^ *'"'* he

i;^.. .rrn 5srr^r^jri^-

and who can have been no^jTt M fi^^v ^l";;me, whom wa, he watchingriXie an^TT' "^ .*""

iv»t™tog^e«r. Sddec?:S"c.'Sirs:^:

•^A ;Jfa^
«-'«»wd, repre«,ing another d,„dder-

over to fill MWdamn'. »i._
.'""*™P'8°« «»<» waa leaning

his right hand in hTLkr mL !
"^""^ *° ''*''

I don't know verTwK.. f ^'* °"* '*'' *•"">-

heavy boom ofT^i^"^^^^^^^- ^her* waa the

head like an ^^JIXL^ t
""^ '^'*^ "'^-

apitting flare ofTTu^hTup the L'Td"^ '""^ ""
t-ifio cn^h^nd «,mething'wt m?„u t htnt-t

' up.
. . . The blood was running down
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" "'^ like this. The upper .torey of the Villa had been

^m blr^**'",;
^.•"'--••t'^etateriorlrthe^':room before me, aU colour and minors, and gildinir. a^

wmdo^ had been riiattewd, and there w«, a gr^t hole inthe oeOmg. On the mantekheif, ju,t in fronf^ me b^tween two Sdvieg oandleitioks wm a nlrw,^ Z t' ^

mat smvered the mantel-minor, but the launhinff Kerrotwa. untouched. He «*med to be holding hKdSS
skuU shattered, and Madame de Bayaid sitting stone-dead^er chair. She had the cigarette in he^CZt^l«J«ht It must have been painless Ther^ww

Ihe Mmister was repeating:

Max^vJ!"^"' ;
• ^ y°" o'e*' that you mean CountMax Valverden

! ... But of course you are I There ^

tTe^^tel ^''..'tf^,!^^^'
J-kix* at the clock upon

hour^' He adL «
""y to-day. at a somewhat laVernour. He added, as Breagh rose: " Have you told anxth^ of th« matter to Mademoiselle de Bay.^ j' Then I

^Tuwi'"*'^''*'" *"""*»"• Or'^ayouZTdo
so, leu her after you are married !"
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j-Por of oour-you will m«y, you «Ki Ae ,«, cpiflly

•omelLt V -.^ "" "oommend you now to grt

LXXK.
P. C. BUAOH Md JiJirtte met upon the morrow, in the»m. n«t^, the ro.e-t«e that lid borne pi^Wol^-«di«n.yed through the bitter wintry monthT

You have bertowed upon me no Chriatma. prewnt
Mon^«^."J„liette«idtohimgravely. "NowlJK;you gather one of those ,o««, and give it to me! ••

y^^l^K^l!^:^:'^-''^ "'^^^ ""! °»' • •'"d thatwas upon the sheltered side next the wall

«.ed to hun. "Do not out your flng,« f Do not gel

fc«'Z°fl
'^ T* '^r*

*'^ "**•" •"" "'d. withholding thefa,«»>^ flower. "untU you have given my ChristmrgS

Her blue eyes rose brimming to meet his

frie^-IL'rUX' "" "'^ """
' ^'' •"' -"^

inS's £.:?;'
''"'^' *"' "^"^ » '»-p »'"'» «-

" We have been through so much ... we have seenstrange and terrible things together I ... We have

dea^h-throes.
. . Nothing oould ever make us stranger

whatever oame to pa«,. . . . But now we are goingZk
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.„
h^^^ppy^?. "• ^'' »'^ ««»«. When, we Ur.
"It ia true. . . w, i,._. .

•nwrered. '*^' •*•«» ''•PPy iiew I" At

Som. tokenVtten^Wp^r-- ' Some «„v.„i,. . . .

He Mid in alow, dogged voice:

"Brfo«. we W. Z^*
'*T ""**' • «'«P~»te effort:

once! ..." • • . II you would kin me—
She drew back a f^_-ui j. .

boulder,. Mod«t/veSw^*^H:"r '"•"'^^
•Wy away, when .he b«ko7Jd\ \ *°'°« '^•"•
"Plendid sweep of the aiT^fh * ^. '""' '^'f' t^**
to KrimhUde-BrSh^e-I^d^* «-«*» h-ve belonged
oovey of Romance IdelT""^^^"^ *"" *'"' '^hole

poke, and her eyea wmTLIJ '• "tu^ed-
• • . She

^^ •^••'^''•^"»»«'«der the eager fire of

gift*^«.r^"' ft^^* ^"^ '^^y «-"ot b«tow a
ooneent, to take " ' g^-tlemw,, having obtained

triumph: ^"^ to her m wonder and
"You love me I . . Af«ii„„ii.

wiUbemywife? We 1 "1^°""
• • • And you

P"^ ! I am not a ]L^ ° *°'°« *° ^8'»°d *» be
for my pr^ti^itj^^^^ >

I will t^ again
wHte b.. and makTa^1^^^^ 'iLL^
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But tiot unlM jKM'U niMiy mel . . . Oh, JaUettst m*

.i.*l*^' "'*'' «*ownoMt eyelids that veiled kughter
thooj^ the roej-flMh h«i dyed her very templee, .nd the
be*ting of her hewtehook her flight fiwne:
"Monrienr, my grwidmother would htve uuwered:
Undtrihe emumikmeu Iht marria^ emnol tahpbottoo*«i^. Once a yc»mg girl hat bun Utttd. »h, muH bemamed. And —the imile peeped out—" I wm tonght

•Iwkys to obey my gr idmother I . .
."

" Admirably spolce; I" said the Chancellor.
He had oome upon the lorere, of set purpose it may have

been. Now he stood surveying them in an ogreiah, yet not
nawniaWe fashion, at they stood befow him hand in hand.He said, and the resonant tones were veiled by a painful
^«Bness, of which the reason was known to Mademoiselle

" ¥'-^^' Co™* HattfeWt has the necessary paper.
ofwhfchlspoketoyou. You will find him in the drairiM-
room waiting to complete some flight formalitiee inaeparaUe
trom the granting of passports in time of War Good
bye to you, good luck and aU happiness! I am on the point
of depMture for the Prefocture. so I diall not agwn see\ou.
For a moment I detain Mademoiselle I"
As Breagh bowed to Juliette and His EioeUency and

hartened toward the house, the ChanceUor said to Juliette •

It IS too. cold to stand here ... it wiU be wiser to
wsJk a little There is a path that leads us out near the
bottom of the shrubbery."

It was where the mask of the Satyr, now with fong icicles
hanging from his eyebrows and goat-beaid, jutted from the
ivy of the boundary-wall.

The little spring had not frozen, the ferns and grasses
round Its margin were still quite green. A few pinched
violets peeped from amongst their broad leaves. Juliette
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•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"
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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
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"0/ Motueigneur, doimn nout la paix I"

And the Iron CSianoellor had replied to her almogt
smilingly:

" Dear Udy, it is with a peace as with a marriage, there
must be two parties willing to conclude the contract. . . .

Now, I am ready to make peace, but the other side is not !"

TRI UID

iLum Am ion, ltu., miHnM, omummD
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