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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

man at the helm could not see half way tothe
mast head—' Ben, my little fellow, can you
cipher?? ‘ Yes, Sir,) says 1. ‘The deuce
you can!' eays he, ¢ then your're just the lad
for me; and do you understand logarithms?
No, =ir,? says 1, * wihat sort of wood be they?
* Wood be hanged ! you blockhead P said he,
raising his foot in a passion, but a smile on
the corners of his mouth shoved it to the deck
again, before it reaghed me. ‘ But come,
Ben, you ean cipher, you say ; well, I know
all about the radius and tangents, and them
sort of things, and stating the guestion; but
blow me if I havea multiplication table on
board ; my fingers are of no use at a long
pumber, and [ am always getting out of it
counliug..chalks-—so come below Ben, and
look overfhe question, and let us fiud where
we are. I krow I have made a mistake
someway—and mark ye, Ben, il'ye don’t fiud
it out—ye that can cipher—there’s a rope’s.
end to your supper, and that’s all.” Hows-
ever, Sir, 1 did find it out, and I was regarded
as a prodiey in the ship ever afier. The
year before I was out of apprenticeship, our
vesgel, was laid up for four months, and the
skipper sent me to school during the time, at
his own expense, saying-- Get navigation,
Ben, my boy, and you will one day he a com-
modoic--hy Jupiter, you’ll be an ho: our to
the navy.) I got as firas * Dead Reckon-
ing,) and there 1 reckon I made adead staud,
or rather, I ceased to do any thing but study
¢ Lunar Obseivations? Our owner had 2
daughter, my own age toa day.

1 can’t descer'be her, sir—1 haven’t enough
of what I'suppose you \qul,(sj,:qpll poetry about
me lor that, hut upen the wayd of a sailor,
her hair was like night renderéd transparem
black, jet black ; herneck white as the spray
on the bosom of'a hillow ; her face was love-
fier than arainhow; and her figure handsome
asa [rieate in [ull sail.  But she had twenty
thousignd pounds; she was no bargain for
@rplmn Ben! However, I saw her,and that
was enough—learning and T shook hands-:
her father had a small yacht--le praposed
taking a pleasure party to the Coquet isle.—
Jess, for that was her pame, was one of the
passengers,and the management of the yacht
was entrusted o me.  In spite of my=elf, 1
gazed upon her by the hovr; I was intoxica-
ted with paesion ; my heart swelled as if it
would burst from wy bosom. I sawa titled
puppy touch her fingere; 1 heard him prautle
fove in herears. My first impulse was to
dash him overboard. I wished the sea which

1 loved might rise and swallow ug. I though
it would be happiness to die in her company,
perhaps tosink with her arm clinging roun(
my neck for protection. The wigh of wy
madness was verfied. We were 1etuvning,
We were five miles from the shore. A squail,
then a hurricane, came on ; every sl wa
reeled ; the mast was snapped as I would
smitp that pipe between my fingers; (here the
old squire, suiting the action to the word
broke the end of his pipe;) the sea rose ; the
hurricane iucreased, the yacht capsized, nse
teather twirls in the wind. Every soul tha
had been on board was now struggling. Il
life, bufleting the billows. At that momen
[ had kot one thought, and that waa of Jess
but oue wish, and that was to die with her:
1 saw my fellow creatures in their deatha
gonies, but I'looked only for her. At th
moment we were upset, she was clinging
the arm of the titled puppy for protection,ant
now 1 saw her within five yards of me stil
clinging to the skirts of his coat, ealling o
him and on her fiather to save her; and |
saw him ! yes sir, Isaw the monster, whil
strugeling with one hand, raise the other '
<trise her on the face,that he might extricate
himself’ {rom her grasp.  * Brute ! monsier?
I exclaimed, and the next moment 1 ha
fixed my clenched hands in the haw of hi
head. ‘Fhen with one hand I grasped th
arm of her I loved, and with the other, ut.
tering a fiendish yell, Iendeavoured to hur
the coward to the hoftom of the sea. Th
yacht still lay bottom up, but was nowa hun-.
dred yards from us; however,getting my are.
round the waist o my adored Jess,1 laughel”
at the sea, I defied the harricane;we reache!
the yacht. Her keel was not three feet o
the waterand with my right hand T imanage
toeta holdof it. I saw two of the crew.
and six of the passensers perish; but he;‘
father, and the coward who had struck he':
from him, still struggled.with the waves::
they were barne far from us : within half g
hour I saw a vesse] pick them up 1 it tried -
reach us, but could not. Two hoursmere imli, :
passed, and the night was coming on s mf;
sirength gave way ; my hold loosened: f
made one more desperate effort, 1 fixed nj
teeth in the keel’; but the burden under m)i‘
ieftarm was still sacred: I felt her breatk
upon my cheek : it fuspired me with - lious
suength, and for another hour I clung toth
keel. Then the fury of the storm slackeipd
a boat from the vessel that picked up herfi
ther reached us; we were taken on bosh



