TALES OF THE BORDERS.

158

t three rooms ; but it aleo bare the distinguish-
| ing marks of a smuggler's hgpitation. At
the door hung the hand-line, the hooks, and
}creel; and, in a corner of Harry’s sleeping
rooms a *heg” was occasionally visible ;
while over the chimney piece hung a cutlass
{ and four horse pistols, and in a cupboard,
there were more packages of powder and
pistol bullets than it became a man of peace
to have in his possession. But the third
room, which he called his daughter’s, eon-
tained emblems of prace and hLappiness.
Around the w s were specimens of curious
ineedle work, the basket of fruit and of flow-
ers, and the landscape—the “samjiler” set-
ring forth the genealogy of the family for
{three generations, aud the age of her whose
fair hands wronght it.  Around the window,
50, carefully trained, were varieties of the
eranium and the rose, the bigonia and cres-
ula, the aloe and the ice-plant, with others
f strange leaf and lovely colouring. Thie
arry ‘called his dgughter’s room~ .nd he
as provd of her.  She was hissole thuaght,
is only boast. His weather beaten coun-
enance alwaye glowed: and there was some-
hing like a tear in his eyes, when he spoke
f “my Fanny.” She had litile in commeon
“th the davghter of & fisherman; for his
Eeighbours said that her mother had her
‘ufit for anything, and that Harry was worse
‘han her mother had been. But that mother
-85 no more, and she had left their only
hild to ker widowed husband’s care; and,
~ugh as he appeared, never was there a
wre iender or more anxious parent, never
ad there been @ more aflectionate husband.
~ut 1 may here briefly nutice the wife of
arry Teasdale, and his finst acquamntance
-ith her.

 When Hany was a youth of one and twen-
»&nd as he and others of his comrades were
-eday preparing theic neis upon the sea~

- ks, for the north herring-fishing, a bitter
“arricane came suddenly away, and they ob-
. rved that themastof a Scotch smack, which
. a8 then near the Fern Isles, was carried
- verboard, The sea was bresking over her
nd the vessel was unmanageable; but the
*ind being from the north-east, she was dri-
ng towards the shore. Harry and his
iends ran to get their boat in readiness, to

" nder assistance, if possible. The smack
tack the ground between Embleton and

* orth Sundérland, and being driven side-on,
the billows, which were dashing over her,
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assistance of the passengers and crew, who
were seen clinging in despair to the flapping
ropes and sides of the vessel. Harry’s coble
was launched along the beach to where tha
vessel was stranded, and he and six others
attempted toreach her. After many ineffeo-
taal efforts, and much danger, they gained
her side, and a rope was thrown aboard.—
Amongst the smack’s pastengers, was &
Scottish gentleman. with his family, and
their governess. She was a beautiful crea-
ture, apparently not exceeding nineteen ; and
asshe stood upon the deck, with one hand
clinging to a rope, and in the other clasping
a child to her side, her countenance alone,
of all on board, did not betoken terror. In
the midst of the storm, and through the rag-
ing of the sea, Harry was struck with her
appearance. She was one of the last to
leave the vessel ; and when she had handed
the child into the arms of & fisherman and
was herself in *heact of stepping into the
beat, it lurched, the vessel rocked, a eea
broke over it, she missed her footing, and
was carried away upon the wave. Assie-
tance appeared impossible. The spectatars
on the shore, and the people in the boat
uttered & scream. Harry dropped the
helm, he sprung from the boat, he bufleted
the boiling surge, and, after a hopeless strug-
gle, he clutched the hand of the sinking girl.
He bore her to the boat—they were lifted
into it, .

“ Keep the helm, Ned,” said he addréssing
one of his comrades who had taken his place;
*1 must look after this poor girl—one of ths
seamen will take your car.” And she lay
insensible, with her head upon his busom,
and bis arm around her waist.

Consciousness returned before they reach-
ed the chore and Harry had her couveyed to
his mother’s house. It is difficalt for a seasi-
tive girl of nineteen to look with indifference
upon & man whe has caved her life, and who
risked his in duing so; and Eleanor Macdon-
ald (for such was the name of the young
governess) did not leok with indifference upon
Harry Teaedale. I might tell you how the
shipwrecked party remained for five daysat
Embleton, and how, during that period, jove
rose in the heart of the young Ssherman,
and gratimde warmed into adection m the
breast of Elesnor—how he discovered that
she was an orphan, with no friend, save the
education which her parenis had conferred
on her, and how he loved ber the more, when
hé heard. that she was friendless and alone

Tmed a sort of break water, which rendered | in the world—how the tear was on hix hardy
. Jos dan%e)afoua for xbost to put off to the: cheek when théy parted—how more than



