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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

cut the throat of mv own conscience, had it
been a thing of flesh and blood, for epitting
thoughtlessness and folly in my teeth. I took
no oath, but I resolved, firmly, resolutely,
deeply resolved, to be wise for the future ;
and let me tell you my good fellow, such a
resolution is worth twenty hasty words. I
gold my watch, the only piece of property
worth twventy shillings that I had left, and
with the money it produced in my pocket, I
set out for Liverpool. That town, or city,or
whatever you have a mind to call it, was not
then what it isnow. I wasstrolling along by
the Duke’s little Dock, and saw a echooner
of about a hundred and sixty tons burden.—
Her masts lay well back, and 1 observed her
decks were double laid. I saw her character
ina moment. I went on board—I inquired of
the commander if he would ship a hand., He
gave me a knowing look, and inquired if e-
ver I had beenin the ‘ trade’ belore. I men-
tioned my name and the ship in which I had
last served. ¢ The deuce you are !’ he said;
* what! you Cookson ! ship you, ay, and a
hundred like you, if Icould get them.” I need
hardly tell you the vessel was a privateer.—
Within three days the schooner left the Mer-
sey, and ! had the goud fortune to be shipped
as mate. For two years we boxed about the
Mediterranean, and ¢ had cleared, as my
share of prize woney, nearly a thousand
pounds, At 'that period, our skipper, think-
ing he had made enough, resigned the com-
mand in favor of me. My first cruise was so
successful, that 1 was enabled to purchase a
privateer of my own, which I named the
¢ Jess) For, d'ye see, her idea was like a
never-waning mooulight in my brain—her
emphatic words, * Hope ! hope ! hape P whis.
pered eternally in my breast, and I did hope.
Sleeping or waking, on sea or ou shore, a day
never passed but the image of'my Jess arose
on my sight, smiling and saying—* Hope !
In four years more I had cleared ter thou-
sand pounds, and T sold the schooner for a-
nother thousand. I now thopght mysell’ a
match for Jess, and resolved to go to the old
man—her father, I mean—aad offer to take
her without a shilling. Well, I hadsold my
craft at Plymouth, and before proceeding to
the north, was stopping a few daysina small
town in the south westof England,to breathe
a littleland air—for my face, you see, had
become a litde roush by constant exposure
to the weather. Well, sir, the windows of
my lodging faced the jail, and for ihree days
Iobaerved _the handsomest figure that ever
graced a woman, enter the prison at meal
times. It was the very figure—the very gait

of my Jess—only her appearance was ngl
genteel enough. But I had never seen hey
face. On the fourth day 1 got a glimpse ¢
it. Powerz of earth ! it was her! it was my ¢
Jess! I rushed down stairs like a madman-~g
[ flew to the prison door and knaocked. The
jailor opened it. T eagerly inquired who thl
young lady was that had just entered. Hit
abrubtly replied, *The daughter of'a debtor.
‘Tor Heavenss sake,’ I returned, *let m i
speak with them. He refused. I pushed:i
ruinea into his hand, and he led me to th
debtor’s room. And there, sir, there stox |
my Jess—my saviour—imy angel—there eh !
stood, admlnistering to the waunts ofher gra t
haired father. 1 won’t, because I can't, des ¢
cribe to you the tragedy scene that ensuet |
‘The old man had lost all that he posses ssedr 4

the world—his thousands had taken wmgﬂ
and flown away, and he was now pining j !
jail for fifiy—and his daughter,my noble Jes
supported him by the labours of her needi !
I paid the debt before I left the prison, ar
out I came with Jess upon one arm, and Ih
old man on the other. We were marrm
within a month. I went 1o sea. again—br!
Iwill pass over that; and when the peac%
was made, we came down here to Northug

berland, and purchased a bit of ground ar:
a snue cabin, about five miles from this, ar'
theresix little Cooksons are romping ahox;’
and calling my Jess their mother, and no:'3
of them orphans, like their father, tlmg
Heaven. And row, «ir, you have heard tk-
narrative of Squire Ben—what do you llm 1
of'it 2

THE FAIR.

You may smile, reader, at the idea of&.
story entitled “ The Fair ; but read on,
you may find it an appropriate ullew
touching, though simple tale. This m:
seem like the writer’s praising hisown
duetion, bat that is neither here nor there:
mongst authors ; it is done every day: a
nol amongst authors only, but among: &
trades, crafts, and professions. If aman d:
not speak woll of his own wares, whom d;]
he expect to do it for him, when everyp'
son is busy selling wares of his own ? Ye,
know the saying, “ he's a silly gardener i
lichtlies his ain leeks.” Bui to go on w
** The Fair,?

On a Fair day, nature alwayc;turu 3
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