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52 A Canadian Heroine.

torture of the surgeon’s knife. Neither spoke, but
waited for what was to follow.

Mr. Strafford’s tone changed. I have told you
what you will have to hear from others,” he said;
“and,without doubt a stronger case would be difficult
to ind. Unless something new sh?uld come to
light, I do not think many people will even feel the
least uncertainty on the subject. But I do.” A

He paused, and then went on ; not, however, with-

L IR IG out keeping an anxious watch on the faces opposite

4 - to him, lest his touch, however gentle, should press

1 too hardly upon their quivering nerves. ;
“In the first place it appears that there is a man
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on whom, if this prisoner could be cleared, suspicion
would naturally fall. This man, Clarkson, I dare say
you know by repute far better than I do, who
xever heard of him till to-day; but he appears to
have so bad a character that no one would be
shocked or surprised to hear that he was the
murderer. He had also a much stronger ill-will
against Doctor Morton than any one else, either
Indian or white man, can be shown to have had.
But yet there is such an entire absence of any
proof whatever that he did commit the crime, that
unless I wanted you to understand all my reasons
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