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*s Tavxing about Duels,” said the Boat-
swain’s mate; *pats me in mind of one as hap-
pened among the -midshipmen of a line-of-bat-
tle ship I belonged to, and if you like mess
mates, I'll just overhaul 1t to you.”

A ready assent was yielded to this proposal,
and Tom Whis ler, after a short preface, re-
lated the following particulars, which’ I shall
give in his own particular idiom.

“They were rather a skylarking, randomish,
set of ‘blades, were the midshipmen in. that
ship, ' as, messmates, you kaow most young
genelmen are—and as full of tricks as'St. Jago
18 of monkeys.  We were fitting out in port,
and had just got.the rigging over the lower-
masthieads, and there was only two of the Lef-
tenants had joined, 8o in course there was plen-
ty for ’em to do ’pon deek, without troubling
themselves with looking out afier the young.
sters below,’ though they kept ‘them pretiy
taut at boat- and: dock-yard duty: too. - Well,
one day it was ralning heavy,; and the hands
were principally working under cover on the
main deck, and I was down 1n the after cock-
pit getting the tiers cleared eut tor the "cables
as-were expected «to - come ‘alongside: The
young genelmen were all on ’em on the mis-
chievous lay, skulking about, and tormenting
cach other, and one of ’em hauls up close 1o
me and says—

« Tom, we’re going to have a bit of fun with
Mr. Moody,”says he, * for he’s ownly a know
nothing, and” is ‘always boasting of his grand-
father,'Lord somebody or ¢ther, and his uncle
the Baronet, and hisuncle’the Bishop.”

“Add why not, Mr. Quinton'?* says'T, ‘as I
went on with ‘tmy worlk, ““if so'he’s gat rich
and titled relatives, there’s never no harm in
being proud of ’em as long @sthey desarve it,
and [ hopes they. will be able by-and-by to
think -as much-of Him » i

¢ Ohy - but st is’nt altogether that,” Tom!”
says the young officer, ** but he 'is so proud
hisgelf,. though he is as poor a& a rat in a mi-
ser’s kitchen.” '

‘¢ As to-his-being poor,” says I, * that’s no
fault of his; Mr.. Quinton,.and f.don’t neverlike
to see any one. ogbraided or. punished for his
misfortins.”

$*Butthen,” says'the ‘Voungster, ¢ he sails
#o'largesin his talk about his courage, and what
he’d do if anybbdy insulted kim, o that we are
going to put his bravery to the proof. Hark,
Tom,don't you heer them»?”

“ Why ‘yes, it's plain efiough to hear ’em,
Mr. Quinton,” says. i, ' but.I'm thinkiag 1t’s
herdly fair for all hands to be badger baiting a
young officer as hus just joined, and never was
at sea afore ;’ for d’ye seey; messmates, it was
always a constant practice,” when any midship-
man came’abdard as was a ‘greenhorn, and had
never dipped his hands in'salt water, to play
him “all ‘manner of ‘trick, “gnd they were like
young devils’ as'to which ¢ould ‘torment kim
most. Now“Mr. Moodie was'a youth of good
connexions, and hailed his relations with Jong
handles to their names; but his own father was
& poor man with a large family, his mother
having displeased her parents by making a
love match—and 1 say, messmates, what the
use of getting spliced, unless love twists the
strands? To be sure a cargo of shiners gces
g great way-in-the regard of .hoisting aboard
the pleasures of life, such as grog and ’bacca,
aad what not, but money can’t clap & purchase
on the heart to bowse out its‘dear aflections, as
most on you knows. So Mr. Moodie's mother
took to loving one of your’jengshore crafvas
they calls a poet, and wrote books, and her
friendsitried to make ’em part company—not
because ke had'an ugly figire-head or was out
of trim-in his bearings, for-he was a fine hand
some fellow, and talked all gorts of verses like
an angel—nor could they log anything down
again him'in'regard of his: ¢harackter, for-he
wds as steady and well-behaved as a first-rdte
Bishop ; but thea, d’ye see, niessmates, he was
poor: “Howsomever, all her fanmly could do,
thejscould’nviput - her' out of ‘aonceit of him,
and so they got candexteriously'matried, which
as'goon asit was'found out, git her discharg-
ed from:the “family muster book, and she wids
cast adrift'torseek her fortune, 8till she was
happywith her husband, ‘end’ he was happy
withvher ; so that they were both happy. toge-
ther, and ¢ared nothing for 'the breezss of the
world, blow-high, blow low." He served out
higversesand “his poems—rothing equal 1o
Dibdin’s though—<and she played *em off on the
perny-=fofty—a rum’ name’ f{or ‘music, mess-
mates—and so’they lived' like a couple of tur-
tle doves  But by-and by there was a young-
ster launched into'life] “and in due course of
timeianothery aud go-they went on, whilst, as
illcinéki Wouldshave it; aw opposition peetstarts
upy and: the world, &s italways doe¥, throwing
overbeoard all thoughts of past’ serviees, runs
dosvnMt. Moodie;’ and &ioists the Uother over
his head. Well, the long and the shortef'it is,
messmates, that as the book-binding censarn
failed, 1theysslipped theirmmoerings, . and drop-

ped'dovn ‘the stream of poverty, for none of

the nobs! wonld ‘lend ®em so mucl as a kedge
anchor to 'bring up and howld onby ; and what
was! the'use of a long range of titles to cling to,
as slipped’through their fingers like the buttered
tail of a pig, vra topsel-tye will greased! = Mr.
Moodie tried to get an‘appointment ebroad,
and mayhap might have dene so, if'"s0 be he
could have waited long erotzhy ‘but semehow
or-another, there wasso maay to sarve, thal
he always gotdisappointed ; and at last, fiading
ke had-but small hopes to ride out the gale -of
agversity, with nothing but promises for. ground
1ackle, he bears up and tures schoolmaster in
a small way, sarving out a due allowance of
poetry and birch-rod alcumternately. But the
aashand and the wife always rowed in the |

7

same boat, there was no wrangling nor grumb-

ling: they never. ceased to love each other, and i

they doated’ on' thewr eldest boy, who, as I
towld ‘you afore. had got the rating of a mid-
shipman in the line-ofbatile ship, - throvgh the
kinduess of an old friend ‘who had just come
bome trom Ingee. I learned all tnis aiter-

wards, messmates, but I thought it would be '

Just as well to overhaul the matier here. Well,

then, he was down in the cockpit, and about as

happy as an onfortunate swab in the darbies
looking forward to three dozen at fhe gang-
way.

To be sure, the youngster, finding himse!f in
uniform, went off with flowing sheets'in his
talk about his® great relatives who had néver
dene nothing to “save his parents from being
wrecked, if so,be as they’d been driven on the
rocks, nor yet gave him a helping. haad in re-
gard of his outfir. .But when youngsters get
palavering together, they’re just at giddy asso
many geese ; for, d’ye mind, they haven't the
experience to lay upthe strards of an argy-
ment into a good ‘need-fast, orto coil away
their ideas;so that when they wants to overhaul
a range the fakes may ron ciear without eatch-
ing. “And so it wis with yourg Mr. ‘Moodie,
and whilstthe others encouraged him oa, he
couldn’t see asthey:  were ieing rhisi eraft
amongst the shoals and qaicksands of ridicule
on purpose.to bump him. ashore, and. make
game of him. : ‘

One ‘of the young gentleman was called Mr
Larkins, and I'm blessed but the name he hail- |
¢d by tallied exactly with the cast of his fizure
head and the trim of hiseraft, for he was ex-
ternally larking about€o niut or other, and his
very face displayed a mixture of fun'“and "mis.
chi:fithat set. everybody lanzhing::- But 'there
was always a rogue’s-yarn of il nature and
spite laid up with the strands ofhis'merriment
and he never cared what pain he gave te others
80 as he could enjoy pleasure hisself; even the
man’ thus he’d make free with as hail. fellow
well met one hs!f hour "he’d report and’ get
punished the next half hour, mayhap, for the |
very fault, as he'd'led him to'commit=nobody |
liked hiw, and yet‘every body Jaushéd ‘at'his
humour. < Well, this Mr. Larkins took to tor
menting young Moodie soon after he was en-'
tered on the books and had joined the mesy, i
and now, at the time of my speaking, had got !
him into a sort of rafile by first of all working
upen©his pfide, and 'then' tauating him in ‘re.’
gard of his poverty ; aud the Tredt-of the yoling
scampe readily joined in'the eport; beeaise just
theni they had nothiog €lse to'do’~ not as "ever
they were: backward!in all sorts (of  devilry ;!
but there being no.particular duty earrying on !
either, ashore orafloat, it'come more nai’tal to
’em 10 pips, to mischief” !

¢ Well, we’ve diskivered it ail,” says young
Larkins to Moodie, as they came, ont at last;
and’ 20 you're a gentleman in disguise, conie to
sea to wear your old clothes our—eh? '
thought 1t was thutfreth the first.

“:You may think whatsémever you please >
enys Moodie; whose blood wayap 7 Lst me
be what Lwilkol trust [ \shall never diszrace
myselfonmy. family by becoming Merry ' And-
rew to.a migshipmaa’s mess: )

¢ Do you mean that to be  personal 7 says |

Larkins, assunsing anger, and redlly wexed ‘at
this hard hit, which'told a'l the better in regard
of itsbeing the truth. < 8*death, sir you had
bettér mind what yon are about  But conceit
and raggid shirts alway ‘stick 'to the eame
back »

¢ Asto being personal,” says Moodie, “if the
cap fits your head, 1 beg you’d wear it. For
the second I am minding—carefully minding
what I am about. The latter is mere applica-
ble “to yourseli than to any one U kuow.”’

*“'To me, sir—zpplicable to me P says Lar-
kins, «T'2s ean show an iuwentory of four do
zen white frilled shirrs 7 9:3

“ But you'rhaven’t'got’sm ini‘your chest,
Larkins,” -sings out a youngster ; ** you have
only eight to' my pertain knowledge, though
you have clapped a figure of fosr in the anark-
ing ahead of the fizures, and there they are,
forty-one, forty-two, and so.on up 1o forty-
eight.”

A general laugh followed _this, exposure,
messma'es, tor the facts were pretty wel| knowa
to be true.’ * I wish some of you, as is rear
him, would give thet youogsier a clout o’ the
head for me,” says Larkias.

¢ Which yom will retarn him® again,” sings
outthe . other, as he gave them a wide berth,
and spraag up the after ladder; ““.them are.on-
ly debts you ever pay,, Larkins.*

“I'll pay you by and by,”says Larkins, “and
take a receipt in full of all demands, depend
nponitym? fine fellow;1'd have you know, but
i've got other businesson hand.” .

¢ With me, I presume,” says, Moodie in a
rather contemptibbie manner, “*but [ would ad-
vise you fol'{o carry your nonsense too far;
for though but'yeungin the Sarvice;'T'am not
ignorant_of dhe ¢ireumstances of lifes and ' the
regulations of good society, though perhaps,. I
ghould be out in my latitude to .observe .any
kind of that last Here.”

“Mutiny, mutiny '™ ‘shoats Larkins, as he
clasps his haads together—*“will vou bear
these reflections.on your - gentility,: Reefers—
wiil you submit to be insulted by a greezhorn
as never saw blue water, and don’t never know
the” mainteck from the ‘cook’s " tormentors?
Are oursacred privilegesto beinwarded by a
punny boaster: as_talks -about rich .- relatives
which he never had, and titles that are not to
be found among ‘the nobility of this counrry,
whatever they may be at Madazascar or the
SandwichiIslands ' What d§'you say, gentle-
men ? will you endure-gll this, and yet call
yourselves officers ¥ ‘ ;

¢ Hes in good hands, Larkine,siys several
as wanted to egg-’em on, * you are theoldest
and the ugliest among us, and you_shall- be
our champion—pistols, cutlashes, or boardivg-

| pikes, or 24-pounders, if you like siich delicate
artieles better.”

 Yes, yes,” says Larkius, ‘“ the respgetahi-
lity of ‘the mess demands satisfaction—my own
wounded honour—="

so beas'you' can fiad it,””snouts the youngster
on.the ladders; *:but it arn’t by no means pos-
sible to injure nothing

The flight of a boot-jack at the youngsters
head, and which he narrowly escaped by bend-
ing down, stopped his voice for a few minutes;
butit was plain that with all hisstriving to be
cool, Iarkins' was' ‘gettiog into a passi-
oh. el

“ (enelmen!” says Moodie, in''a ‘bit ‘ofia
sneeér, as he puts

from what;1 have, seen, looks as if it had been
prettv mugh practiced among. you before I
joined—"

*$ Aud what may that bs?’ axes two or
three on ’em in & breath, for they were neliled
at his being so independant and sharp.

“ What may that be 1 repeats Moodie, as
he was walking ‘away, * making tools” of one
anotherto'be sure.”” He turns round again—
‘¢ [eameinto the Sarvice with good: feelings
and, wiskes for yon all=I hoped to be'received
with generosity. by my new-associates, and as
I was wholly.unacquainted with the duties, of
aship of war, I expected to find young. and ar-
dent minds ready to show thejr friendship by
giving me a lift in my education, But what
hiave I'found it'since the very first ' hour of my
coming on board ?“<parSecution—parsecution
—pdrsecution<nothing but parsecution, which
neither'the work of the'day nor tde silence of
night-has clapped a'stopper ‘on. ~ Base tricks
have bgen playedme in the dark—I kave met
with nothing|but mortification in ' the light—
what have I.done—”

¢ Youshould have taken. your text before
you bzgan to preach,” said Larkins,.interrupt-
ing him; and the next moment a_wet swab,
thrown by some ‘'on ’em from a gloomy part of
the deck, etrnck’ Mr. Moody in the face, and
wade hiz'mosé bleed ; bat he did not ‘seem  to
heed it, for snatching up the boot jick which
had obeens shied  av othe youngster sas I towld
yow:afere, he:dashed @t Larktios, and’ with one
blowJaid him; flat on: bhis beam-ends. ' Dut he
did’at remain so long, for starting up again, he
struck Moodie, elng mueh bigger and
stronger, he capsized h Well,

110 an instant.
tHis’ throwsPem “dit into’ eonfosion, ‘and the
mattéer began 16 get domut eefioits. One 'or
two'sides with Moodie, and takes his part, ‘and
the rest goes overo/Larking, (alking veryibig
words for.such email months. - At Jast, after
some confab amesg ’em, it was agréedithat the
guarrel should be decided of-hand, by . a duel
with ship’s pistols; apd:a,couple of brace weze
go: out of the arm chest. . Now, thinks. I to
mysell, “this 15 a hitle bit teo_mnch of the
monkey, so I beéekons Mr. Quinton to me, and
says I, “ Them“are’ wentureSome' things to
bandle, Mr. Quinton, and I carn’t lay idle here
and'eee sich weapons used, eouniryman‘again
couniryman,as ought only te be  psinted at
our’enemies-=so if the young ‘genelmen’ don’t
carry ;them bacK to. their, prover  stowage,”
says I, ** why then 1 mastreport it to e Wirgt
Leftenant.”

* Oh, -it’s all fup,”. says Mr. . Quinton,
“ there’ll be no harm done—only afew grains
of power ' in each pistol, to make a flash, and
see whether Moodie can ‘stand fire.”

* Bat even then, Mr' Qnintoa, ‘it isu’t by
no manner of mearsfuir,’ says I, ¢ for Mr.
Larkivs will know_that tiiere is never no shot
in the pietol to'hatt him, but’ ¥r. Moodie will
not know it. To malke all square botn on ein
shonld ‘have been led to believé there was ball
and then they would have been equal.’?

¢ That's.very.true Tom,”. says he, ¢ but it
can’t be done now; auvd asit’sonly a bit of
harmless fan, why let ’em play it out.”

“But I'don’t like to seé pgame made of any-
thing, Mr. ‘Qitinton,” says I ‘somut poesitively,
“?gpecially muking game of them there instru-
ments of death, and ['shall insist upon its going
no further, whetherin fan orin ‘earnest’”

And so | walksa't towards the  gun room,
where. they. .had, all ;gone .anto, but the door
was fast, and afore I could force it open, 1
hears the reports of two  pistols; followed by
loud roars of laughter, and, bucsting'in, found
the place filled with smoke, which,. howsom-
ever, soon cleared off, and there stood Mr.
Moodie, the very model of ‘despair, one hand
twisted 1’ his curly locks, and the 'discharged
pistol.in the ‘other, hanging by his side. On
the deck, throwing his limbs abont, asif they
did%it belong ~to himy laid Mr Larkins, whilst
the ;xest. were ;looking on, and admiring how
nat’rally be acted dying to dece ve kis: oppo-
nent, who fancied the weapons had beea load:
ed with, ball.

*“Well done, Larkins,” shouts one ; ** H+'s
regularly done for, sings out another; *¢ My
hyes Moodie, but you're a’good shot,” says a
third, and'so’ they carried on, alcumternately
sperking to Moodie and to Larkins; and T own
messmates, that' I was astonished to see how
well the fallen'middy eould counterteit’the last
struggles, as one or two ‘of his' own party
kneeled over him. At last he gave a conval-
siye spring, turned over ou hie face, and laid
quite stijl.

¢ Come, . come,. young genelmen,” says I
 avait at all this here gamnianipg: .cousarn.
Don’t frighten yourselfl Mr Moodie, he’g owaly
shamming it, and even that’s no,_credit to him.
Rouse up' Mr" Larkins, end show.it’s all non-
sense-—you've gone quite far énough ”

“ Ah—yes,” says several of his sides * it’s
[ of no“use’ playing any longer, Larkias.. Moo-
' die'stood fire'nobly; and so let’s hive no more
of it ! a
But ‘the prostrate young maa seemed detpr-
mined to carry on the trick, for he'laid withdut
' moving & limb: : ;

¢« Clapa plaster of tar upon your wound, if |

ow his hat, ¢ genelmen), 1
shall leave 'you: to iyour old pastume, which!

*“ Come, come Larkins,” said his eecond,
‘“ yon have acted your part most admirably,
and frightencd poor Moodie out of seven years’
growth. IUsashame to carry the farce on any
longer—get up and shake hands with bim.”

‘1 shall be most happy to deo so,” says
Moody, and delighted at being tould that it
weas all gammon; for he had begun to grow a
little frantic when he thought he had wounded
and perhaps killed hum. ¢ Yes, 1 shali he ve-
ty happy,” says. he, Jaughing hecsterrically.
‘““ very happy indeed, it be will howld ont hig
haund to me and be friends.”

But still Larkins never moved  nor showed
any eigns or ‘symiptoms of being reconciled.
“‘This‘is rank folly,” eays his eecond, * come
rouse andbitt. . Well, it you won’t, you shalt
be treated like a dead man.
howld of his head, arns, and legs, some on
you, and we’ll lay him out on the mess table.
Bear a hand reefers, d’ye hear ¥ He stooped
down, tarned the young man over—there was
a pool of bleck blood under where his breast
bad laid—e& ball had passed through his heart
—he was a iifeless cerpse. :

As soon es the truth was known, there was
a wild cry emong the Midshipmen, and vp-
braiding eaca other, they rushed from the
gun room, g0 that only 1 and Mr Moodie and
the dead body remained. 1n.a minute or 0
the Dactor’s mate came in; but after feeling
the pulse and exemiving the wound, he de-
clared the ‘eruise of life was up—he was ne
longer in existence, and even his spirit had got
beyound hail.. ‘As for poor Moodie, he sat him-
self on the gun-carriage, wringing his handsin
egony, and bursting ous into loud cries and Ja-
mwen atons, Down came the two Leftenaate
to inquire into the matter, and all the Midship-
men were summoned into the gun room, Lo
give evidence over the bleeding corpse of their
old comrade. But no one could tell how the
fatel affair had happened—tie seconds who
loaded the pistols declared that they 'had pat
inmothing more than a small quantity of pow-
der ; and no. one had seen anything likea bail.

- What Lknew of it [.towld the Liefienants, from

beginniog to eend. . Poor Moodig was placed
under confinement; but nobody beheved be
put in the ball hissell—though 1ts sartin that
from the first he supposed thet it-was so loaded
and took the whole consarn quite serious. It
was a moloncholy sight, was young LiarKin’s
funeral j tor, thouzh nobody “eould gve him &
good name, yet he had those qualities about
him that made him'miased more than a better
man. | Al the ship's boats fallowed iniproces-
sion, with their colours half stafl down, and
his relatives and the midshipmen tailed after
the coffin when: they got ashore: + But. there
was no heart so sad among them as poor Moo-
die’s, confined as he was in the alter. cockpit,
atd upbraiding hissélf as hiving commiited
murder. * dis mothor almost doated upon him
-he was her first-bora, ‘and had always been
her pet; and mayhap it was a bit of pride on
her part in telling him of the great families he
was allied to, that dia all the mischief by ma=
king bim vain. Buthe was a clever lad, and
had a power of learning at his fingers’, eends.
Well, his mother came aboard, and it was &
sad meeting between the two, for everything
they said to try and comfort one another, but
didisalea Yam mara weatabpd,  Hijs farhas =
not able to come, for he eontingd 1!l in his
hammock, hove down with a fever burning him
up-—and this increased the poor lad’s misery.
As for Mr Larkins’s friends, nothing ceuld con-
sole them, and they: wete dreadfully: bitter
against poor Moodie for having shot him, tho’
he in a great measure brovzht it on hissell.
Mrs Moodie promised to do all she could for
her son agsin the day of trial ; axd so she did,
for she got an old relative, as was a dignitary
of the Chureh, to stand her friend, and he exar-
ted hisself to see as the young manshould have
{air play.

At last the day of trial came ; the-court mar-
tia} flag was hoisted inthe owld Gladiator, and
there was as fine; a set of fellows collected to-
gether as members, as ever any one would wish
to see. Admiral 8ir Richard Bickerton, was
President, and Sir Harry Neale, Lord Keith,
Sir.Richard Keats, and ever so many more
Captains, who were afterwards all hands on
’emi Admirals, were members—so that the pri-
soner wassure of having justice sarved out to
him. Aund his mother in her widow’s dress—
for her husband had died—was allowed 1o bo
aboard, and tried te cheer up his spirite, though
she was sadly downhearted herself’; but the
officers behaved kindly to ker, and she hoprd
all would:go favourably for her son. « Poor Mr.
Moodic, whatsemever he might feel, behaved
like a trump when he got befors the court—
and its no pleasant sensation, messmates, 1'm
thinking, to' stand in the presence of all thent
officers, with the provoo marshal at your side,
carrying his cutlash over his shoulder, and eve-
ry eye looking upon you, as if they'd look you
throngh and through. Howscmever he stood
it very-well, thengh his Jips quivered when the
charge of murder was read out egaipst him s
but he rallied  his courage, knocked off- a 1ear
that had trickled down on the tip of, his noee,
and said ¢‘ Not guilty,” in a voice as clear a#
my call, and that hast’t a flaw in it

The witnesses were all examined, and every
one on’em spoke of the provocation that the
prisoner had received, but none of them could

| say he was backward to fight—on the contrary

they were forced to admit that he was uncom-
mon eager for it, ‘and believed the pistols were
both londed  with ball." The whole story was
correetly tould, snd thén they overhauled the
question 8810 how the pistol came to havé &
shot init.  Here they gorto a‘dead fix—not 2
sotil could or would:tell, and it ' was at jast sup-
posed that the piitol had besn put away in the
arm chest undischarged, and the fact was not
diskivered by the second, who mergly put is
some powder. :

Two hours ware granted Mr. Moody to pre-
rate his defence. and exactly at the laet tura of

Here, catchd

alol

"pel
sho
ced
the
ba
€83
wis
cot
gra

his

Ca
his
the
Pr
ny
he
<o
ed
an
wa
gr
Wi

P
O
T

e
<
y
€

et v A A o s B a2V 2 e A o A 2 T M >



