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he was senseless, but still breathed : my
rm seemed glued round her waist. T was
;lmo=t unconseious of every thing, but an
gllvn*pt, 1o take her from me. My teeth
enashed when they touched n:y hand to do
qq As we approached the vessel. those on
board hiuled us with three cheers, We were

* Jif.ed on dechs she wasconveyed to the cabin,
X0 a few minutes I became fully conscious
ofouvuuuuwu. Some one gave me brindy :
my brain became on fice. * Where is she 2
lcwclzume(l * did 1 not save her 2 save her
ﬁcm the coward who would have murdered
lm P 1 rushed 1o the cabin ; she wasabout
mnverme‘, her father stood over her, and
angers wc:e rubbm“ her bosom : her fa-
: but I was

I i rc~\~,ed nmy ]|p~ 10 heu ; called he
ine. [er father grasped me by the colliu:
oy ! begear ! bastard P he exclaimed.
~AWVith his last word halfol"my frenzy quichly
Whished ; fora moment I seized him by the
Bhroat : 1 cried ' Repeat the word? 1 groaned
B the acony of shame and madness ! rashed
Woon the deck, we were then within quarter
a milé lrom the shore: 1 plu: ged over
$oard, I swam to the beach; 1 reached ir.”
g
Q,‘I became interested in the narrative of the
%mre, and [ hegged he would continue it
With less rapidity : * Rapidity I said he,
xing upoume a glance in which I thought
ihere was something like disdain: ¢ young
Fdan, il you casta leather into the stream it
-Wili be horne on with it. But,” added he in
a.less husried tone, after pausing to breathe
ﬁr afew momems, “ alter siruggling awith
e strong surge lur a goodl lmh hour, T got
“the shore, My wmost t~trength was spemt
;;,sd I was searce able to drag myself a dozen
» ards beyond tide mark when I sank quite
-hausted on the beach. T lay as though in
cep,until night had gathered round me; and
hen T arose, cold and numbed, my delirinm
vl passed away. My bosom, however, like
' galley manned with eriminals, was still
;e prison house of agonising feelings, each
. ore unruly than the other. Every scene
which T had barne a part during the day,
shed hefore me in a moment: her image ;
~imageof my Jess, mingled with each ; 1
ted existence : I .ﬂmo:l despised my~ell :
ttears etarted in my eyes; thesuffocation
my breast passed away, and I soon again
_thed freely. I will not trouble you with
—Js: T will pass over the next five years

of my life, durtng which 1 was man-of-war’s
man, privateer, and smuggler.
tell you how 1 hecame a smngeler, for that
clling [ oaly fllowed for a wwk, and that
was from necessity ; but as you shail hear it
well nigh cost me my lite: Biitain had just
taanehed into a war with Frauee, and I was
first mate of a small privateer, carrying tive
auns and a long Tam ¢ we were tning our
fortane within six leagucs of the Duateh const
when two Freach merchanumen hove in
sight,. They were too heavy metal for us,
and we saw that it would be necessiry to
deal with them warily : so hoisting the re-
publican flag, we bore down upon th m;
but the Frenclimen were not 1o be had, and
no sooner had we comie witain gunshot, thun
kose of them saluted our Jittle craft with a
browdsnde that mide her dance in the water.
[t was evideal there wis no chance for us
but at cluse quariers. ¢ Cookson, says our
conmmander o we. what’s 1o be done, my
fad 2 ¢ Leave the privatcer, says L *Whai??
suys he, “1aiee the long hoat and run,without
singeing a Freucliman’s whisker ! no. blow
we, says he, ¢ Nosir? says [, ‘board them
givethem atouch of the cold steel” Right
Ben, my bey,? says he; © helm about there :
look 10 your cirlasces, my hearties ; and now
for the Frenchmain’s deck and Fleuch wine
to supy.er.’

The next moment we had tacked about,
and were under the Frenchman’s bow. In
rarning round, long Tom Lad been discharg-
ed, and ciipped the rigging of the other vessel
heautfully. The comminder, myself, and a
dozen more, sprang upon the enemy?’s deck,
cutlas in hand.  Our reception was as warm
as powder and steel could make it—ihe
Erenchmen fought like devils, and disputed
with us every inch of the deck hand to hand.
But, d’ye see, we beat them alt, though their
sumbers were two 10 one ; yet as hack luck
would have it, out of the twelve of uz who
had boarded her, only seven weie row able
1o handle a cutlass, and amongst those who
lay dying on the enemy’s deck was vur gal-
lant commander. He was a nohle fellow,
Sir—a regular fire-eater, even in death.
Bleeding, dying as he was, he endeavored
to drag his body along the deck to assist us
—and when finding it would notdo, and he
could move no farther, he drew a pistol (’roxg
his belt, and rasing himsel{'on one hand, he
discharged it at the head of the French cap-
tain with the other: and shouting out: ‘Go
it my hearties! Ben ! never yield ! his head

Buot I will -
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