
tain should be plundered, and lots were drawn,in order that chance might decide who the plun-
derers should be.

By some strange fatality the task was assigned
to Craignton, and Whitley, the proposer, and the
voce of all present declared that Greeno should
be associated with them. Whitley trembled, and
Would gladly have withdrawn, but Craignton de-
Clared the decision immutable, and the assembly
with one accord supported him. For Whitley
then there was no retreat, but already his cow-
ard spirit failed.

Many appointments, similar in their character,
Were made, each of which occupied some time,
and when the company prepared to separate the
eveming had nearly waned into midnight. The
'noon had begun to rise, and ber young beams,
Piercing the o'ershadowing branches, shone upon
the felons as they stole from their den, and dis-
Persed to their several houses.

Among them were some who bore with them
feelings which were not consoling. Among these
vas Craignton. His own hands, for the first time,

had been condemned to perform the drudgery of
crime. He felt as a felon might, ere his first
great step. The falling of a leaf, the stir of a bird
disturbed among the trees, sent a chill through
his Powerful fraie. Every tree, it scemed to
imr, had eyes to see and ears to hear him pro-

nounced a robber. lis wife's presentiment-her
gentle but ominous warning, haunted his soul.
A-nd to be leagued with Whitley! He was stag-
gered, but ho was not melted. le endeavoured
to rid his mind of the thoughts that burdened it.
But they pursued him-clung to him. He couil
not shake them off. When he arrived at home, the
Inorning was far advanced, but though fatigued
anId wearied, his fancies--if they were but fancies--
purslued him still, and even when nature yielded,
and he slept-in dreams they pursued him still.

CIIAPTER II.

THE ATTA CK.
s was a beautiful evening in early autumn. The
Sky was of that rieh colour which the setting sun
telights to imnpress upon it. The cloutids, such asthere were of them, were light and fleecy as thedrapery with which the angels are clothed bythets. The air was sweet and baly, filled with
the rich and Inellow breath of the laden fields.
ta scenO was il keeping with it. A lovely cot-tage, arolnd whose porch flowers had been trained

arondi d of taste and leisure; before and
t it, the Cattle lazily lounged, satisfied withthe repast the fields had frecly given then. Thefowis were sleepinge cosily on their roosts, and
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the shriek of the lizard, beard at intervals in the
air, the only sound that broke the Sabbath still-
ness, spoke of peace and harmony around.

Captain Willinton, an officer, who in early
life had married, and retired from the service,
ivas the innate of the cottage. With his fair
young wife lie sat within the porch, and drank in
the loveliness of all around and abeve him. They
spoke of other days.

"Fanny, dearest," he said, "I do you yet re-
gret your own sweet home by the sparkling Der-
went? Surely no scene can be more lovely than
the one before you."

" None, Winthrop, none. And even if it were
there are causes which would make what I now
behold, more beautiful than aught else on earth."

"What causes may these be, dearest?" enqui-
redi her husband, though ho seemed to guess them,
and Fanny knew he did. She therefore only said:

"It matters not. Hlappiness cannot be fur
from me, while I have health and you; and hap-
piness, I think, has much to do, with the beauty
of all scenes and scenery."

" You are ever my own sweet wife, Fanny, and I
should be ashamed to have carried you away from
scenes that you so well adorn. But since better
may not be, I shal make you happy where you
are, if my power extends so far."

"You need not promise, Winthrop; I know you
will be all that is good and kind; and thougi I do
net wish to forget my early home, or to cease to
love it, I will be happy, w herever ive are together."

In such converse, which interesting as it was
te them, it is not necessary for other parties to be
made acquainted with, a' couple of hours might
probably have passed. The servants had all re-
tired, and the house appeared in utter darkness,
no light having been left, save in the room of .he
wedded pair, and that was perfectly shaded with
the heavy curtains. To all outward seeming the
bouse was one in which no living thing was stir-
rinig.

Captain and Mrs. Willinton sat silently, but
suddenlv the wife's Land clasped more tightly her
husband's arm, anid lier startled gaze turned upon
three moving objects, whiclh were sees by their
eyes, familiarized vith the darkness, coming steal-
thily from the road.

There had been rumeurs abroad of depreda-
tions having been committed, of houses having
been entered, of robberies iaving been perpetra-
ted among the peaceful inhabitants. These ru-
mours had reached the cars of Captain Willinton,
and the thought naturally occurred td him, that
some such errand might bave brought tid men le
saw before him into his grounds. Quietly ho
begged his wife te make no sound that could lead


