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went to the table, sat down, and threw his head for­
ward in his arms.

An hour afterwards, when Count Frontenac entered 
upon him, he was still in the same position. Frontenac 
touched him on the arm, and he rose. The governor 
did not speak, but caught him by the shoulders with 
both hands, and held him so for a moment, looking 
kindly at him. Iberville picked up his sword from the 
table and said calmly:

“Once, sir, you made it a choice between the woman 
and the sword.’’

Then he raised the sword and solemnly pressed his 
lips against the hilt-cross.


