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always been near her, who can tell—who can

tell ? Again in later years the two men met,

the stranger the aggressor—without due cause."

" Pardon me, madanie, the deepest cause," said

Iberville meaningly.

She pretended not to understand, and con-

tinued

—

"The girl, believing that what she was ex-

pected to do would be best for her, promised

her hand in marriage. At this time the stranger

came. She saw him but for a day, for an hour,

then he passed away. Time went on again, and

the two men met in battle—men now, not boys
;

once more the stranger was the victor. She

married the defeated man. Perhaps she did not

love him as much as he loved her, but she knew

that the other love, the love of the stranger, was

impossible—impossible. She came to care for

her husband more and more—she came to love

him. She niight have loved the stranger—who

can tell ? But a woman's heart cannot be seized

as a ship or a town. Believe me, monsieur, i

speak the truth. Years again passed : het

husband's life was in the stranger's hand.

: 4 i

.-J-'


