6 TALES OF

THE BORDERS.

Now, Richard Rogers had a brother, who
aleo had been considered a gort of zenius in
his youth. He was of a v-ild and resless
dispositon in the<we days, and his acquaint-
ances were wont to eall him by the nanme of
Jaek the Rambler.
has uo turning : he had now been many
years at gea: was the captuin of a fice-tra-
der: and as remarkable tor  his steadiness
and wordly wisdom, as he had heen noted
for the wildness of fus youth, There was a
mysterious &pat in the eapain’s history, which
even hiss brother Richind had never been
able to unriddle.  Pat that spot will be
brought to light by and by,

George opened 1he door, and the etranger
entered  He was diessed as a<e.unun 5 and
Nelly drew back and appeared troutded as
her eyes fell upon him. It was evident she
had cet him down in her mind as an unlueky
first foot s lie was not, indeed, the most come-
Iy personage that one might desire 10 look
upon ont a New Yen’s moring ; for he was
a equat little fellow, with huge red wh.-kers
that almost buried Ins face, his busly head

equinted most feacful'y,  Nelly enuld ot
Jwithdraw her eyes from the marseves; <he
temPlated the squint with horrae ! Such
“eybm were vever i the head ofa first-foot
“before ! Slie was sure that sometlung no
canny would be the upshot.

“ Tak a seaf,sir ; tak a seat, sir,” said
Richard, addressing the sailor; “ fili out a
glass, aind mak yoursel at hame. Neily,
bring u elean tumbier. Aud ye hae a letter
frae my brother, the captam, sir,"” idded he,
auxwously : “ how s he ? where s he 2 when
did ye see him

“Ileft him at Liverpool, <ir,” replied the ‘

queer-fooking saxlor; ¥ and a= | intended 10
take a 1un down overland 1o Leith to see my
old mother, * Bl says hie to me, (for wy
name's Bill,Bill Somers;) well, as Uin saying,
¢ Bully? says he, ‘you'tl be gung pazt the door
of a brother of mine, and I wish 1 were g0o-
ing with you;’ (and 1 wi-h he had, tor got
to suy it before you, sir, there an”t a better
ora cleverer fellow than Captain Rogers, in
the whole eervice, nor a luckier one either,
though, poor fellow, he has had his bad lack
too in some things; and it sticks to him still,
and will stick to him ;) however, as I say,
said he to me ; ‘Bull, here isa bitof o leuter,
give it to my brother ; itconcerus my nevy,
George 3 (yes, George, 1think hie called him.)
So1l took the letter aad set off, that is, some

Buat it is a long roud that

was c‘Z?red with a son-wester, and his eves |

jdiys ago ; ant Larrived at the pubhe hous
1 hide fro this, ahout four hears since, ar
Finterded to cast anchor there for the night
thut having tihen a glass or twoe, by way ¢
hadlast, Eound myvself in good sutling-trg
S, Baving inquired about you, and findn
“that sou hved hat ashort way off and that 1f
s peaple wthe houze said, it being New Year
e, you wouldi’t be moored 36t 1 desire
“the landlady tofill me up bl a gulion, <
fso,0f hier best rom, that T nughtn’t eon
fempty-handed ; for that wouldi’t be fuck
cmadam b reehan,™ added he, squinting jn o
freeof Mox Rogers, who now Jooked at b
eves, d vow at a large bottle, which |
drew from heneath a st of hall grenteen
or mankey jachet. Nelly was no fiiend:
spirt dankmwe ; nevertheless she was gl
that ber first for, though be did squint, b
not come enpty handed.

The letter was hamded to Mr. Roger
who, havaig ioke the seal, “ Preserve ¢
Richard I saud Nelly, * thatsa lang episit
I dae say the capticw’s made  his will w'
what does he say 77

¢ M IWsa kinds sensible weel-written letter,
said Rochard, * % John was a gemasa’ L
dars ; and there 15 nuur a: out a witl inc thie
yelre aware o', But there’s nae secret in:
Greorge will read it.?

The letter was then given to the genic
whoread as follows :

% Dean Tick,~~As one of my crew, B
" Somers, who has sailed with me 8 dozen yeu
is going down to Mcotlaid, and will puss yo.
way, § take the opportunity of writing to yo
and dettn g you hnow that 1 am as welius
person, %ho his as wuch cause tobe unhap
"'as 1 have, can desireto bs  ‘The cause of th
unhavpiness you don't know, and tew know.
—but 1 do, and that's enough., @have wa
some muney—-perhaps 4 good deal—but tha
-of po cunsequence. I once thought that
might have them of my own flesh and bl
1o 1nkerit 1t ; however, that was not to be. .
1y a long story, and a sad story—one that y
! know nothing about. and which st is of nouw
to ted you about pow. As things are, n
" nevy, (feurge, is to be heir to whatever mons,
goous, and chattels I possess.”

As her son read this, Nelly thought that!
waus honsense, after all, tosay that a squ
first-fout was unlucky.

* Read on, George,” sa'd his father, “a
take heed to what your uncle says.”

The boy resumed the letter, and age
read,




