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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

absolutely indispensable. If' the heart be
well-built, and kept in good sailing trim, he
will have a tell-tale theie which will keep
all right aloft. As wellsct a seaman upon
a voyage of discovery without a compase, as
8 young fellow spon the world without a
character. But,d’ye see, because you can’t
go to sea without a compass of thie kind, you
ars wot to expect that, m all cases, 1t wili
insL.e you of reaching the Pole. No, Dick,
it is rather like a pilotcent out tostear you in,
when you are withinsight of fand, & without
whose assistance you cannot reach the port.
“In conversation too, I hate to see a smooth-
water puppy runuing at the rate of twelve
knots, asif novessel in the fleet could sail but
hisown. 1 have seen fellows of this sort,
shewing off like guilded pinnaces at a re-
tta, while they were only shewing how
ittle they had on board. 'T'wo things, in
pasticular, 1 wish my nevy to avoid, namely,
arguiying in company, and speaking about
himself. There 18 2 time and a place for
everything ; and, though argument be weil
enough in 13 way, he who is always upon
the look-out for one, isjust as sureas he finda
it, to find an enemy ; and, as to speaking of
one's self, independent ot its ill-oreading, 1t is
like a dose of salt water served round the
company. ‘The grand secret of conversation
is, to say little in a way to please, and the
moment you fuil to do so, it 15 time to shove
your boat off. Whenever you see a person
yawn in your company, take your hat.

“ Independent of these things, let him look
well to his tide-table. Without punctualiy,
the best character becomes a bad oune. The
moment a man breaks his word, or becomes
indifferent to his engagement, why, the con-
fidence of his commodore is at an end; and,
instead of being promoted to the quarter-
decl, he may slave before the mast till the
boatswain's last whistle pipe all hands to his
funeral. Punctuality, Dick-——systematical,
methodical punctuality—is a fortune toa fel-
low ready made. Let him once listen to the
syren voice of delay—neglect to weigh an-
chor with the tide, and if he don't drift back
wirh the current, go to pieces on asand-bank,
or be blo vn to sticks by a foul wind, my
name’s not Jack. Let him keep a sharp eye
upon the beginning, the middle, and the end
oi'evemhmF he undertakes. He must not
tack about, like a fellow on a cruise or & rov-
ing commission ; but, whatever wind blows,
maintain a straight course, keeping his head
to the port. Burns, the poet, spoke like a
philosopher, when he said 1t was the misfor-
tune of his life to be without an aim. But I
tell you what, Dick, we must not only have
an object to steer to, but it must be a reason-
able object. A madman may say he is de-
termined to go to the North Pole, or themoon
~—but that’s nut the thing, Dick ; our antici-
pations must be likelihoods, our ambitions
probabilities; and when we have made fre-
quent calcalations, and find oureelves correct
in our reckoning, though we have made but
little way, then down with despondency, and
stick to perseverance. 1 don’t mean a beg-
garly, servile, grovelling perseverance, but
the unsubdued determination of an uacon-
querable spirit, riding out the storm, and
while small erait sink on every side, disdain-
ing to take in & single reef,
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“ Now, having said thus much about shy,
10z his course £ad laying in a_freight, w
material that } drop a concluding word vy
regard to his rirging.  Send hun out wy
putched canvass, and the veriest punt (hy
ever disgraced the water will elear out befosy
him. A patch upon his coat will be au e,
bargo on his prospects. People aflect to e
spise tailors; but it is base ingratitude »
shallow disstmulation.  Not that I would f-
the world see my nevy an insizn:ficant dan!
—but remember the ‘moment the elbows ¢
your coat open, every door shuts.

“But my fingers are cramped with th,
long epistle, and, moreover, the paper is ful!
and with love to nevy George, to Nelly, au
the little ones, [ am, dear Dick,

.. “ Your affectionate Brother,
“JOHN ROGERS,
“ Otherwige
“JACK THE RAMBLER.”

Allapplauded this letter when they ha!
heard it, and they vowed the captain was s
clever fellow—~a noble fellow—ay, and :
wise one; and they drank his health and :
happy New Year to him, though half d
what he had written, {rom his nautical type
and symbols, was as Greek and Latin unt
those who heard it, and worse unto Georg: -
the genius whoread it; though some partsci ’
it all understood.

VWhen the health 'of Captain Rogers hac '
gone round, “1 wonder in the world,” sax
Richard, “ what it canbe that my btrothe
aye refers to about being unhappy 7 1w
written to him fifty times to try to fathom 1.
but I never could—he never would gie me
ony satisfaction.”

“ Why,” said the seaman, as he sat lean
ing forward and turniug round hissou-wester
between his knees, “ I believe I know—or |
can guess a something about the matter.—
1t's about ten years ago, according to w7
reckoning, we were ¢coming down the medit.
erranean—the captain was as fine a looking
young fellow then asever stood upon a deck.
Well, as I was saying, we were coming down
the Mediterranean, and at Genoa we took a
gentleman and his daughter on board. She
was a pretty creature; I've seen nothinghke{g
her neither before ner since. So, as I tell-;
ing you, we took them on board at Genoa,:
for Eingland, and they had not been many:
daya on board, till every one saw, and Isawt
~theugh my eyes are none o’ the emartest—:
that the captain could look on nothing but ¢
his lovely passenger. It wasn’t hard to see§
that she looked much in the same way at him
and I have seen them walking on thedeck at
night with her arm through his, in the mooa-
light ; and, let me tell you, a glorioussightit
is—toonlight on the Mediterrancan! It
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