26 A Canadian Herowne.

Lucia caught a glimpse of her mother’s face.
She felt her own muscles stiffen with fear. With
. desperate strength she steadied her voice. '

“What do you mean about Indians?” she
said. '

“It is an Indian as done it,” Margery answered
half indignant. ‘ There’s no white man, let him be
ever such a brute, would have chopped the body up
like that.”

* You said they had taken the murderer

“They took him, and he’s in gaol. Dawson’s
men knew him. He has been working for Dawson
lately. They say he comes from Moose Island.
Mr. Strafford would know him most like.”

There was nothing further to be asked, and
Margery went out of the room, seeing no more
than the mnatural horror on those two white
faces of mother and daughter, which dreaded
to meet and read the thought, in each other’s
eyes.

It was for this, then, that they had delayed their
journey. Neither doubted for a moment the guilt
of the wretched creature who was the haunting
terror and misery of their lives; it, was mnot
strange that, overwhelmed with th nger and
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