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through the motes of light that illumined them, he
knew it was not simply that she had no love for the
Indian, but that she loved him. It seemed the sublime
moment of his life, the sweetest consciousness that he
had ever known.

“You gave something greater than life. Listen,”
and he drew his brows into a resolute line. “When
that man comes we will have it out between us. For I
love you, too. I owe you a great reward that only a
life’s devotion can pay. I am much older, but I seem
to have just awakened to the dream of bliss that sancti-
fies manhood. My darling, if a better man came, I
could give you up, if I went hungering all the rest of
my days. But you shall not go to certain wretched-
ness. And he must see the truth. That is the way a
man should love.”

Her slender, white throat rose and fell like a heart-
beat. With Savignon she would be loved with a fierce
passion, for the man’s supreme joy; this man would
love for the woman'’s joy.

“Monsieur, I have studied the subject, and I think it
is right. I pray you, do not disturb my resolve. It
has been made after many prayers. If the good Father
should change His mind—but that is hardly to be
thought of. Do not let us talk about it,” and she rose.

For instead of throwing herself in the river, as
she had thought in her wildness, she could cross to
France, and enter a convent, if she could not en-
dure it,




