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aring man crossed the drawbridge at Ber-
wick from the north and proceeded along
Marygath, sat down to rest upon a bench
by thie door of an hostelric ou the south side
of the street, nearly fronting where what
was called the ¢ main-guard” then stood.
He didnotenter the [un, forit was above his
a!)parent coudition, being that which Oliver
Cromwell had made his head quarters a few
?'cars before, and where, at & somewhat ear-
ier period, James the sixth of Scotlandhad
taken up his residence, when on his way to
enter on the sovereignty of England. The
traveller wore a coarse jerkin, fustened
round his body by a leathern girdle, and
overitashort cloak, composcd of equally
plainmaterials, e was evidently a young
man, but his beaver was drawu down so as
almost to conceal his features. In one
hand he carried 2 small bundle, aund in the
other a pilgrim’s staff.—Huving called for
a glass of wine, he took acrust of bread
from his bundle, and after resting for a few
minutes, rose to depart. The shades of
ight were setting in, and it threatened to
ge a night of storms. The heavens were
gathering black, the clouds rushing from the
sea, sudden gusts of wind were moving along
the streets, accompanied by heavy drops
of rain, & the face of the Tweed was trou-
bied.

«¢ Heaven help thee ! if thou intendest
to travel far insuch a night as this,” said the
sentinel at the English gate, as the traveller
Basged him and proceeded to cross the

ridge.

I: a few minutes he was upou the wide,
desolate and dreary moor of Tweedmouth,
which for miles presented a desert of furze,
fern, and stunth heath, with liere and there
a dingle covered with thick brush-wood.
1le slowlytoiled over thesteep hill, bruving
the storm,which now raved with the wildest
fury.~The rain fell in torrents, and the
wind howled asa legion of famished wolves,
hurling its doleful and aungry echoes over
the beath, Still the stranger pushed on-
ward, until he had proceeded iwo or three
miles from Berwick ; when, as if unable
longer to brave the storm, be sought shel-
ter amidst some crab and bramble bushes
by theway side. Nearly an hour had pass-
ed since he sought this imperfect refuge, and
the darkness of the night and the storm had
inc-eased together, when the sound of a
horse’s feet was keard hurriedly plashing
along the road. The rider bent his head to
the blast. Suddenly his horse was grasped
by the bridle ; the rider raised his head, and
the strangerstocd befure him, holding a pis-
tol to his breast.

¢« Dismount !’ cried the stranger, stern-

The horseman, henumbed, and strickened
with fear, made an cfort to veach hisurms;
hut in a moment the hand of the robber,
quitting the bridle, grasped the breast of ste
rider,and dragged him to the ground. Ie
fell heavily on his face, und for several mi-

nutes remained senscless. The stranger
seized theleathern bag which contained the
mail to the northand flinging iton his shoul-
der, rushed across the heath.

Eartly on thefollowing morning theinbabi-
tants of Berwick were scen hunying in
groups to the spot where the robhcryﬁlad
been committed, and were scattered in every
direction over the moor, but no trace ofthe
robber conld be obtained

Three days had passed, and Sir John
Cochrane yet lived ~ The mail which con-
tained his death-warrant had been robhed,
und before another order for his execution
could be given, the intercession of his futher,
the Earl of Dondonald, with the king’s con-
fessor, might be successful.  Grizel now be-
camchisalmost constant companion in pri-
son, and spake to him words of comfort.

Nearly fourteen days had passed since
the robbery of the mail had been commiitted,
and protracted hope in the bosom of the
prisoier became more bitter than his first
despair—But even that hope, bitter as it
was, perished. The intercession of his fath-
er had heen unsuccessful ; and a second time
the bigoted, and would be despotic monarch
kad signed the warrant for his death, and
within little more than another duy that war-
rant would reach his prison,

¢ The will of heaven be done ! groaned
thecaptive.

¢ Amen !’ responded Grizel, with wild
veliemience ; ¢ yet my father shall not die.”
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Again the rider with the mail had reach-
ed the moor of Tweedmouth, and a second
time he bore with him the doamn of Sir John
Cochrane, He spurred his horse to its ut-
most speed—he looked cautiously before,
behindand around him, and in hisright hand
he carried a pistol ready to defend himself.
The moon shed a ghostly light across the
heath, which was only suflicient to render
desolation dimly visible, and it gaven spiri-
tual embodiment to every shrub. Ie was
turning theangle of a straggling copse when
his horso veared at the report of a pistol,
the five of which seemted to dash into his
very eyes, At the same moment his own
pistol flashed, his horse reared more violent-
iy, he was driven from the saddle. Ina
moment the fuot of the robber wasupon his
breast,who, bending over him, and brand-
ishting ashort dagger in his hand, said, ‘Give
me thine anus, or die.”

The heort of the king’s servant fail-
within lum, and without venturing to reply,
he did as he was commanded.

‘Now go thy way,’said the robber, stern-
ly, ¢ butleave with me thy horse, and leave
the wmail, lest & worse thing come upon
thee,’

‘The man arose, and proceeded towards
Berwick, trembling ; and the robber, mount-
ing the horse which he hud left, rode rapid-

ly acrossthe heath.
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Preparations were making for the cxecu-

tion of Sir Johin Cochrane, and the oflicers
of the law waited only for the arrival of tho
mail, with hissccond death-wamant, to lead
him forth to the scaffold, when the tidings
arrived that the mail had again been robbed,
For yet fourteen days, and the lifo of the
prisoner would be again prolonged. Ho
again fellon the neck of his daughter, and
suid, ¢ Ttis good,—the hand of heaven is
in this ¥ ‘

¢ Said Inot, replicd the maiden, and for
the first time she cried aloud, * thut my fue
ther should not die ¥’

The fourteen days were not yet past,
when the prison doors flew open, and the
Earl of Dondonald vushed to the arms of
his son. 1is intercession with the confes-
sor had been successtul, and after twice
signing the warrant for the exceution of Sy
John, which had as often failed in reaching
its destination, the king had sealed his par-
don,

He had hurried with his father from the
prison to his own house; his family was
clinging around him, shedding tears of joy,
but Grizel, who during his unprisonment,
had suffered more than all, was again absent.
They were marvelling with gratitude at the
mysierious providence that had twice inter-
cppted the mail, and saved his life, when a
stranger craved an audience.  Sir John
desired him to be-admitted, and the robber
entered 3 he was habited, as we have before
deseribed, with the course cloak and coarser
jerkin, but his bearing was above bhis con-
dition. On entering, he slightly touched
his beaver, but remained covered.

“ When you have perused these,” said
he, taking two papers from his busom, *¢ cast
them in the fire.”

Sir John glanced on them—started, and
became deadly pale. They were his death-
warrants !

¢ My deliverer ¥ he exclaimed, ¢how—
how shall 1 thank thee—how repay the
savicur of my life 7 My futlitr—my chil-
dren—thank him for me?’

The old Ewrl grasped the hand of the
stranger—the children embraced his knees.
He pressed his hand to his face and burst
into tears. ‘

* By what name,’ eagerly inquired Sit 28
John, ¢ shall I thank my deliverer,

The stranger wept aloud, and raising his
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fell on the coarse cluak !

¢« Gracious heavens I' exclaimed the ss-
tonished and enraptured father, ¢ my own
child—my saviour—my own Grizel ¥

It is unnecessary to add more. Theima.
gination of the reader can supply the rest ;
and we may only add, that Grizel Cochrane,
whose heroism and noble affection we have
here briefly and imperfectly sketched, was
grand-mother of the late Sir John Stewart,
of Allanbank, in Berwickshire,and gieat
grand-motherof Mr. Coutts, the celebrated
banker, e




