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It is my only comfort on my departure, together with the
assurance that you will always be her friend and mine.”

Batoche, too, had a word with Zulma. He predicted the
reward of Heaven upon her abnegation, sent remembrances to
his friends, and, in most touching language, begged her to as-
sume the care of little Blanche, to whom he bequeathed a
tearful blessing. When this was accomplished, he told M.
Belmont that Blanche knew the secret of his casket and would
reveal it to him. Then the final separation took place. Cary
and Batoche left the house together. The next morning the
former had joined his companions on their retreat, while the
latter lay prone on the wet grass, at the foot of the Montmorenci
Falls—dead. The lion-like heart was broken. It could not
survive the ruin of its hopes.



