TALES OF THE BORDERS.
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- gnouih to make a mita fallin love with moon-
Beht isell, il there be nothing elee beride
- Rim. Well, d’'ve see, aa 1 am eaying, it
wasn't lone until the old gentleman, her
father, say winch way the land lay; and one
day we heard the lady weeping; she never
oeame out of her cabin during the rest of the
woyage, por did her father again speak to the
master. We were laid up for a long time,
and there was a report that ti:» captain and
ber hal g2t married, unknown to her father.
However, we sailed on a long voyage ; we
weren't back to Englnnd again for more than
twelve menths; but the day after we landed,
the captain shut himself un, and, for long
and long, we used to find him eitting with
the salt water in his eyes.  We again heard
‘@ereport that he had heen married, and
“ 0 tirat his {ady had died in childbed ; but
-‘Whether the child was living or ever was
vinz. or whether it was a boy or a girl, we
- Nidn't know ; nor did he know; and, I be-
i§eve, he never was able to hear any more
{gbout the old rentleman—so, as 1 say, that’s
il I know about the matter, poor fellow.”
Now. the squinting railor remained two
days in the house of Richard Rogers, and he
* 'war such a comicnl man, and such a good-
¢ matured kind-hesrted man, that Mrs. Rogers
was certnin he would be a lucky first-foot,
sven thongh he had a very unfortunate croas
Jeok with hiseves; and she was the more
tonvinced in this opinion, because, in a con-
versation she had with him, and in which
she had inquired, “ What siller he thought
the captain might be worth > “ Why, I'm
saying,” answered the =ailor, “ Captain Ro~
gers is worth a round twenty thousand, if he
be worth a single penny; and that, I'm
Ahinking, is a pretty comfortable thing for
;;{Iaster George to be heir to?? “ Ay, and so
Bt is,” responded Nellv. And there was no
~Jonzer anything disagreeable in the sailor'e
Fgquint.
# Well, week followed week, and month suc-
~ _ecded month—spring came, and summer
--ame, and harvest followed ; and it was al
~ogether a fucky year to Richard Rogers.---
Nelly declared that the squinting eailor had
- een an excellent first-foot.

Anacther year came, another, and another,
ntil eight years passed round since they had
een visited by the outlandieh seaman.—
“elly had had both Jucky and unlucky first-
eet, George the genius was now a fad of

_wenty, and the other children were well
4 10wn, but George was still o geniue, and

-wthing but & geniux. He was indeed s

good scholar; a grand scholar, as his mother
deslared; and n great one, as his father
affirmed. He had been brought up to no
profession, for it was of no use thinking of a
profession for one who was heir to twenty
thousand pounds, and, at any rate, his genio®
wassure tc make hima fortune. In what
way his genius was to do this, was nevet
taken into consideration. Many people said,
“If we had your genive, Georee, we conld
make a fortune.” And George thought he
would and could. The jviner in the next
village, however, raid, that * Wi’ a’ George's
genius, he didna believe he could make an
elshin heft, and stick him! and, in his opi-
nion, there was mair to be made by making
elshin-hefte than by writing ballants!”

As 1 have said, eight years had passed; it
waz again the last night of the old year, and
a very dark and stormy night it was. Mr.
Rogers, his wife, their son George, and the
rest of thei- family, had again seen the old
year out and the new year in, and exchanged
with each other the compliments of the sea-
<on, when the cuckoo-clock agamn announced
the hour of twelve. Nelly had “ happed up
the fire” with her own hands—a thing that
she always did on the last night of the old
year, that it might not be oct on a New
Year's morning. She was again wondering
who would be their first-foot, and expressing
a hope that it would be a lucky one, when a
chaise drew up before the house, and tha
driver, dismounting and knocking at the
windo®, begged that they would favour him
with a light, ag the roads were exceedingly
dark, and the Jamps of the chase had been
blown out by the wind.

“ Alight!” exclaimed Betty, half petrified
at such request; “ preserve us! is the man
beside himsel! Do we imagine that ony
body is gaun to gie ye out a hght the first
thing in a New Year’s morning! Gaeawal
—gaeawa !

In vain the driver expostulated---he” had
met with similar treatment at other houses
at which he Lad cal'ed. *“ Ye hae nae bu-
siness to travel at sicean a time 9’ night™
replied Betty, to all his arguments. Her
hushand said little, for he entertained some
of his wife’s scruples against giving a light
atsucha time. George mildly ridiculed the
absurdity of the refusal; but, “1 am mige
tress o' my ain house,”” answered his mother,
“aad I'll gie a light out o't when I please.
Wi’ a' yer learnin’, George, ye wad be s
great fcol sometimes.”

The voiee of 2 lady was now heand at the



