
[551j

was grasped by the bridie, the rider raised his hiad, and the
traveller stood before him holding a pistol to his breast.

Dismount," cried the stranger sternly.

Trhe horseman benumbed and stricken w'ith fear made an
effort to reach his arms-but in a moment the .and of the rob-
ber quitting the bridle grasped the breast of the rider and draged
him to the ground. .He full heavily on his fac, nd for several
minutes remained serisoless. The stranger seized the leathorn
bag whieh contained the mail to the north, and flinging it on his
shoulder rushed across th heath.

Early on the following morning the inhabitants of Berwick
were scen hurrying in groups to the spot where the robbery lad
been committed, and were scattered in every direction around
the inoor, but no trace of the robber could be obtained.

Thrce days liad passed, and Sir John Cochrane yet lived.-
The mail wbich cntained his death-warrant had been robbed,
and before another order for his execution could be given, the
intercession of his father the arl of Dundonald witl the King's
confessor might bc successful. Grizel noiv became almost his
constant companion in prison, and spoke to hin words of coin-
fort. Nearly fourteen days had passed since the robbery of the
mail had been committed, and protracted hope in the boson of
the prisoner becamo more bitter than his first despair. But
even that hope bitter as it vas perishod. The intercession of
lis fiather liad been unsuccessftl-aid a second time the bigoted
and would bc despotic monarch liad signed the warrant for his
death, and within little inore than another day that warrant would
reach his prison.

'The will of H1caven be donc !" groaned the captive.

Anien !" relurned Grizel w'ith wild velence " but my
hilier shall not dic P!

Again the rider w'ith the mail had reaclhed the mioor of' Tweed-
muouth,and a second tiumie he bore with hini the doui of Cochrane.


