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* The most painful part of our narrative re-
mains yet to be told. Mr. Bradshaw’s son, who
was left by his father to take care of the prisoner,
(for one of the men had been secured,) while
he entered the house with Captain and Mrs.
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Willinton, was found on his return, dreadiully

wounded, and the prisoner gone. It
that he had been rescued by his associates. For
some time the young gentleman’s life was des-
paired of, but we are happy to say that Dr.
Greenleaf, who has been in attendance upon him,
is now of opinion that he is out of dunger.

* No clue has yet been found by which to dis-
cover the perpetrators of this daring outrage, but
we learn that a reward of one hundred pounds has
been offered for the conviction of either of them,
-and we hope no means will be left untried to dis-
cover them. Such doings have become alarmingly
frequent of late, and this is the most atrocious we
have yet heard of No mun is sule while the
authors of it remain at large. "The mystery con-
nected with the self-sacrifice of the robber who
ventured his own life to save that of the man he
sought to plunder we cannot solve, It must be
left to be unriddled by time.”

Richard Craignton had seen the matter men-
tioned by the press before, but he had seen no
notice of it by any meaus so circumstantial, and
the question arose—Coull it have been his father
by whom the life of Captain Willinton was saved?
The more he reflected, the more probable it
seemcd,  1his father hud evidently been wounded
by a pistol shot—the remarks he had heard
made by Whitley, while engaged in bandaging
his arm, left no doubt upon this point.  Ouly
one shot had been fired.  This also seewed clear
to him from all he had heard and read. 1lis
father, it must have been, who had received it
The thought itself, though it perilled Lis futher’s
life, was one that gave him comfort. ITe was not
utterly depraved. He had gone astray indeed,
He had linked hiwsclf with villuins. Ile had
become one of them. But he had not furgotten
himself so fur but that he could siill be generous
even to the sacrifice of his Life.

“My poor father I” he murmured, for the
convietion was strong within him that Cuptain
Willinton owed bis life to hin. * What can
have come over him? For what end—what pur-
pose—has he made himself an outcast ¥

He sunk into a deep and painful reverie. The
whole scene with his mother rose paintully before
his mind.  1le upbruided himsclf for baving left
her in her grief, although he felt couscious that
the sight of him deeply puined her; still, in her
deep distress, it was a duty he owéd her to huve
supported her by his presence.  And his sister—
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is evident °

. nutes he was on horseback, and rapidly prf
. ceeding on his journey.,

- . s e .y 23
@ye think of this?  We've caught the murder®

SN A L N e e e

S0 young—so utterly guileless—her, tuo, he h’d
deserted—selfishly and recklessly deeming b
own burden greater than theirs.

Ile determined at once to repair his foull
as fur us it could now be done, by immediate!)
returning.  The day was already far spent ; b¥
nevertheless, he did not defer his purpose. 18
deed he did not think of hours. In a few BV

The thoughts that coursed through the mind
of Richard Craignton as he pursued his solits™f
way, itneeds_ notthat we should dwell upon. They
were huunting and hope-destroying, and yet ther®
were some spots of light and beauty even up®®
them. He bad convinced himself that his fathef
only could have been the man who, at the pe
of his life, had prevented murder, and he had o
most taught himself to hope that he had go®
upon his fearful errand, in order that he ﬂligm
save the wan whese life was perilled. It Wﬁs.'
wild and a foolish hope, or thought, for had P’s
purpose been so0, and had he had no participa‘wn
in the orimes of those who had planned the r"k_"
bery, and had Lo possessed a knowledge of theif
purpuses, the course he should have purst
would have been far otherwise, and he wo
have taken a safer and a surer meaus to pro
the intended victim. But feeble as the hopeW"_s'
it still existed, and worlds, had they been at bis
disposal, he would have given to have had the®
realized.

The distance from the city where he resideds
was nearly thirty miles from his father’s hou¥®
When within about six miles of what had 08¢
been his home, he found it was already midnighs
and fearing that his unlookéd for appearance
so late an hour might cause alarm, he stoplfed
at an inn for a few hours to rest, with a resolutio®
to resume his journey ut the earliest dawn. B:tl
befure the appointed hour, he was on the 10
again.
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1le rode sluwly ulong, communing with bif®
self as he proceeded. e had probably travell
half the distance, when he was surprised
startled by finding a company of men, at
head of whom marched old Anthony Slatefi
escorting & bound and wounded prisoner.
was the morning on which old Anthony b
adroitly managed to secure the person of Natb

0
Gray, and the procession was egmposed of )
neighbours by whom the old man was surround .

Young Cruignton was known to alwost all
erond—old Anthovy among the rest, "
“ Al Mre Riciurd,” ke excluimed, * W

of old Gregory ——.” F.
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