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h_e Was dead. Contending feelings kept him mo-
tionless—he searcel y breathed. He saw the young
m_"'“ tenderly raise the body—he saw him bathe

1S temples, and he saw too the man revive under

18 care,

Craignton looked eagerly round—he knew the
Mger of his position, and gave himself up for
lost. A thousand thoughts of his lonely and de-
Serted wife--of his children’s fair name blasted—
made hjg mind a chaos for several moments, but

© Taised himself to his feet. The young man

82ed him to come into the house with him, and

’ :}?‘ered to support his steps. At this moment a

Ought that he might be rescued occurred to
X hitley. It was no love for Craignton that gave
birth to the idea, but he was impelled by fear to
AN act of daring, He argued that he might thus
s""’.e himself from the effect of the revelations,
Which, judging from his own.coward nature, he
doubteq not would be made by Craignton, should
® be secured and questioned,
The revival of Craignton, and the full occupa-
O of young Bradshaw in his work of charity
and benevolence, favored his scheme. He there-
Ore, Noiselessly approached, his usual cat-like
Pace rendereq yet more stealthy, and seizing the
bludgeon which had been cast away by the old
“rmer, he dealt a murderous blow on the youth’s
::mple. He fell as if a thunderbolt had struck
'™, and Whitley, hurriedly explaining his design,
B'agged rather than assisted Craignton from the
np::. In a short time they reached the road, and
1 T2 quarter of an hour’s walk, arrived at the
P Ce where they had left their * waggon,” a light
Spging
to?v‘::(ig entered it, they drove off at full speed,
able { 8 Craignton’s house, where, it was reason-
agon o Sllppose., no one would look for them. The
wre ':;l and pain, of body as well as mind, the
it s ed man endured during that dreary ride,
Dot possible to tell.
Wret:;,lhey refached the miserable dwelling of the
even;d Craigaton, the day had begun to dawn,
tired Seless, the lonely wife had not yet re-
fire .h he sat b.y the decaying embers of the
l‘ol];n e‘t‘hheud buried in her hauds, the big tears
from gh rough her fingers, and sobs bursting
which sel‘ Oppres§efi and overburthened heart,
fort 0 :emed as if it would break in the vain ef-
ne“gg:ess Us convulsive heavings,
- 0g man was standing opposite her—
822ing upon her with stupified wingl:r and with

an ex :
it w mﬂ:le;s:):‘ of agony upon his features which

evident he |
that he haq
Were staineq

ti

& not glept, and it was also evident
t“ﬂ.-VPlled far and fast, for his clothes
with mud, and his riding boots were

cart made exf)ressly for such excursions. .

ain to, attempt to describe. It was
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still armed with spurs, upon which the blood-spots
were yet visible, showing that his journey had
not been one in the pursuing of which he was
disposed to loiter by the way.

“ Mother!” he cried, “do not thus give way.
I cannot—I will not believe the dreadful tale,
which in your delirium you told me. My father
cannot be what your fancy has pourtrayed him.
Some fiend has been playing with your cre-
dulity, in order to make you miserable.”

“Oh! my son!” sobbed the wretched woman,
“Would to God, it were indeed as you would
fain believe. I would gladly die, could my death
disprove the horrid truth so needlessly revealed,
Aye! aye! you whom I have loved so dearly—for
whom I have nursed such hopes—your name, for
your father’s sake, is a name of infamy. What
grief greater than this, can a mother bear?”

“ Mother! you drive me mad. The tale you
tell me sounds strangely in my ears—it seems,—
it must be—some dream of the imagination, It
cannot—shall not—be! 5 Oh! God—to come on
such an errand, with such high hopes—and to

m

meet a reception such as this!”,

“ What errand!—what hopes, my poor child,
brought you here?. I thought you only came as
you always did, to give us pleasure—to gladden
my heart with your presence. You cannot glad-
den it again! What other errand brought you
now?”

“ Mother! I came to ask my father's approval
of my marriage—your blessing for my wife—one
who, should she ever be a mother, would resemble
you,~-who is all your goddness would desire for
the son you love.”

“ Alas! alas! This is misery indeed. T thought
the shame would be enough for you to bear. But
to have your young hopes rooted out! It is too
dreadful. 'Why, oh heaven! why were you ever
born?”

“ Mother!” cried the young man, pleadingly.

“ Richard!” replied she. “ No hope remains,
save one!”

“And that!” exclaimed Richard, eagerly, a
ray of juy lighting up his features, and kindling
in his eyes.

¢ Is,—-that not even for this will she forsake
you. If she is such as I would seek for you, she
will cling only the closer to you for your grief.”

“Then I am doomed indeed. If it were only
grief she would share and lighten it. But guilt
and shame! she shall not wed them with me. The
poorest outcast, with an honest name, were a fitter
mate for her. No—no—there is no hope there—
nono anywhere!”

He paced the room for some moments, franti-
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