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for the surrender of the prisoners. 
For a considerable time, however, 
heated controversies were exchanged 
between both Governments, over the 
matter, in the hope of reaching an 
amicable settlement, but without ef
fect. Finally, the United States, 
perceiving that Great Britain was 
fully determined to force the sur
render of the prisoners, and also find
ing her hands full at the time ih 
combatting with the ^Revolutionary 
South, reluctantly submitted and re
leased both men.

We now come to the story of the 
duel, in which the writer, Col. Mc- 
Rea in prefacing his remarks, freely, 
yet sneerlngly, refers to the social 
entertainments indulged in by the 
better class In St John’s. He un
kindly portrays amongst other things 
the manners and doings of the “cod
fish aristocracy," so-called, and sar
castically insinuates that the predom
inant features of those entertain
ments, were invariably booze and the 
game at cards. As this matter, if 
published, would occupy considerably 
more space, and he of little- interest 
otherwise to readers, we decided to 
omit it, and begin the story proper, 
which is as follows:—

ny rushed forward gnd made 
ffort’to kick him as he passed the 

Of course, the party broke up 
«fusion, but béétreit seekrated a 

arrived from Captain Rud- 
requestlng Captain Withers at 
y, go to his quhrars. All knew 

t that meant, and Philpot, nam- 
jiis own second, ansppcd bis 6c- 

, defiantly, and left tor tits tpaar-
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Sandwich.tioa, of the Supreme Coart In New
foundland—yio Charter having been 
read by Sir Thomas Cochrane, the 
then Governor—and resulted In their 
acqnma» The presiding Judges were 
—Chief Justice Tucker, and assist
ant Judges DesBarres and Molloy. 
The names of the petty Jurors sworn 
to try the case were—Patrick Brasil, 
Lawrence Barron, Nicholas Brown, 
William Ash, Thomas Barter, James 
O’Neil, William Beams, William 
Aylward. Thomas Ball, John Bray, 
Thomas Atkins, and Thomas Bates. 
Although nearly a century now has 
passed, it will be here noticed, par
ticularly by old St John’s residents, 
that there are, at present residing In 
the city, many of the descendants, 
male and female, of the men who com
prised the Jury.

The prisoners were tried in the Old 
Court House, afterwards destroyed in 
the 1846 fire, which was located where 
the Board of Works and Museum 
buildings now stand. The crier of 
the Court under the new regime, was 
James Lambert, a grandfather of 
Messrs. Charles and William J.

“jr—"1MONGST the many incidents in 
1 A I the history of Old St John’s, 
\f\\ in my boyhood days, none 

1 C, J was so much narrated and 
6 discussed, by the old folk, as the 

duel fought between Captain Rjidkin 
fgad Lieutenant Philpot in ths early 

part of the last century. Both were 
well known and popular young mill- 

‘ tary officers, and belonged to the 
Royal Newfoundland Companies, then 

" Quartered at Fort Townshend. The 
combat which ended fatally, took 
place on the 30th March, 1826, near 

^ the margin of the bank, on the east 
' aide of Rennie’s River, overlooking 

the swimming pool, in the rear of the 
6'mill. The trouble, which caused the 
'"duel, has been toid in various ways. 

Borne of the old residents said that it 
originated over a fair young damsel, 
whom both officers had been paying 
attention to, while others contended 
that it arose over a game at cards, in 

? which both were participating, in the 
Waterford Inn. This place, which 

. was located where Gaden’s Aerated 
Works now stand, was owned and 
conducted by one Andrew Hannon, 
end was frequented generally by mili- 

r tn-ry and naval officers, as well as by 
~the wealthy sports of the town. How

ever, the duel had been quietly ar
ranged, and, with the exception of 
the principals and their èeconds—a

In the* i? ar* was * rare
thing either to oft*r pr accept. A duel, 
7ln0t exactly a«wyM«i. was certainly 
* t a very uncommon, occurrence ; 
u°d was looked on by the community 

general without that special ab
horrence it now excbfls. This resulted 
oartly from a less polished state,of 
society, but mere truly by ths in
ference caused by the general harm-

jt   «fFtiln flint
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THE STORY OF THE DUEL.

They were good old times of play 
at any- rate, and of drinking, too.
These lusts in a new generation have 
sobered down, while we hold in com
mon with the departed the' third 
deep absorbing passion of our race.
Had Colenso and Hugh Miller, while 
denying the possibility of an univer
sal deluge, admitted its force as ap
plied to the human heart by the pas
sions of love, hate, and jealousy, they 
Would probably have been doubly 
right in their conclusions.

It needs be so in our present story; 
for it was known at that time that in 
a cottage at the foot the hill, beyond 
the little bridge which spans the 
stream Just before it joins the blue 
expanse of Quiddi Viddi, there peep
ed ever and anon at passers-by from 
behind the crimson blinds, the face 
of a gentle girl, for the love of whom 
the acquaintance of two men, which 
should have been almost that of bro
thers, grew into fierce jeqlousy, and 
on one side at last rottened into mad
dening hate.

For it takes little enough for hate, 
once heated in the breast, to burst 
into the flame of destruction. So it 
happened that on a bright spring 
night, more than a generation back, 
a party of officers, assembled, in the 
Messroom of -the Old Newfoundland 
Companies in Fort Townshend. There 
really was in those days something 
like a fort, with parapets well ditch
ed, and a glacis stretching around; 
steep towards the town, and sloping 
gently on to the barrens beyond. The 
great Cathedral, with the twin tow
ers, which, like two fingers pointing 
towards heaven, can be seen for many 
miles around, was not then built; but 
the wooden barracks within the Fort 
were just the same as now, the yellow 
wash not stratified quite so thickly 
on the walls, or the cracks or crevices 
admitting so much wind and snow.
Among the group assembled to pass 
the. evening in the usual way werei a 
Captain Rudkin and Lieutenant Phil
pot, the principals of this sad tale.

Thq enow still lay thickly on the 
ground in gloomy corners where the 
sun’s rays could not touch the sur
face, and the westerly wind of the 
chill March night, whistling through 
the old Government buildings, made 
the cheerful blaze of the crackling I toddy, 
logs doubly agreeable to the knot or 
officers and their friends there as
sembled.-In front of the fire was 
drawn out a barrack-table covered 
with an old red cloth, on which lay 
scattered, much in the form of a flight 
of wild geese in the evening sky, a 
greasy pack of cards, veterans in the 
service for which they were made:
On one side, on another table, were all 
the "materials’’ for brewing whisky 
punch, barring the lemon ; while eever-

preciative audiences on every occa
sion. The officers, too, were jolly 
good fellows. They patropized most
ly all the social entertainments in 
those days and during their leisure 
time, spent an hour or two at the 
fashionable hotels — Warrington’s, 
Toussaint’s and Lash’s—where they 
indulged in a game at cards, and also 
of billiards, with city frftnds. Two 
of the officers, whom I now recall, 
were Major Wright and Lieut Taylor., 
The former a man of fine personality, 
and also a great favorite with the 
townspeople, died early in life, whilst 
stationed in St John’s. His funeral, 
which was a large military one, was 
accompanied to the grave side by the 
Royal Artillery, the Royal Canadian 
Rifles, and the four local Militia Com
panies, besides a large cortege of 
citizens of all shades. The latter, 
Lieut. Taylor, married Miss Hoyles, 
daughter of Sir Hugh Hoyles, our 
first native Chief Justice, and resided 
in Halifax for some years after.

The unexpected arrival of the Artil
lery at the time referred to, and also 
by the fact that troops of that service 
had not been quartered in St John’s 
for many years previous, caused 
some little comment as to their mis
sion. Some attributed, it to the Elec
tion Riots that occurred a few. months 
before, in which several persons were 
killed and wounded, the serious re
sults of which being still fresh in the 
minds of the people.

Another duel was arranged and 
fought in St. John's some fifty years 
after the Philpot-Rudkln one—in the 
middle seventies. On this occasion 
the principals in the escapade were 
two prominent young men, Augustus 
Healey and Denis Dooley. The cause

some old books, I incidentally dis
covered a volume, written by Col. 
McRea, RJL, some fifty years ago, 
entitled—"Lost Amid the Fogs.” In 
porting over its contents, which most
ly pertained to political and social 
affairs in Newfoundland, I noticed 
among its chapters, one ^Containing 
an interesting narrative of the duel 
referred to, headed, "The Last Duel 
in Newfoundland.” As the story Is, 
no1 doubt, accurately portrayed, and 
of historic interest to many of the 
present generation, I thought it wor
thy of publication In some of our lo
cal Journals.

Of course, it will be observed, that 
the author, whose advent in this 
country was some thirty-six years la
ter, had not been a resident at the 
time of the duel. Consequently, the 
outline of the story, so precisely de
scribed, was no doubt obtained from 
old inhabitants, many of whom were 
conversant with its principal details.

In the early sixties, or there about, 
I, myself, knew an old man who had 
been an eye-witness to the tragedy. 
His name was Gregory Brennan, and, 
at the time of the incident, was coach
man with-Dr. Carson, a well-known 
physician in St. John’s. In happen
ing along the Rennie’s Mill Road, in 
the early morning, as was his daily 
custom, he was attracted by a mys
terious gathering over the way. So, 
being desirous of knowing the object 
of the group, as also their peculiar, 
movements, he quietly witnessed the 
proceedings, as" they developed, from 
the roadside of the river. Brennan, 
who was one of the principal witness
es in the trial of Çapt Rudkin, had 
been for some years after caretaker of 
"Rostellan farm, then owned by Dr.

'“Ah! it’s not the "ëSrdS'ï there's 
something besides that at the bottom 
of his conduct, which makes me parti
cularly anxious anything
public. Perhaps the fool will come 
his senses in the morning, and if he 
will write an apology, which'can be] 
read before the party, I’d better look 
It over. But—”

"Apology! Wei 
do as you Pigged 
to me a mamms 
suited, and then 
late " for—

“Kicked riaibs 
from his ch3if^| 
never kicketf\p^

“Very true;^ljj

is not heavily scented. Its delicate perfume 
comes from pure natural ingredients ; the 
difference is important,—it means again that 
Pears' soap is pure.

favorite to

cial gathering. However, the place, 
day and hour of the combat were fin
ally arranged, but, unlike Philpot and 
Rudkin, who had kept their affair a 
close secret. Healey and Dooley ac
quainted their friends of the impend- 

The place located for the
grossly in-

ing event 
encounter was the hollow in the rear 
of Fort Townshend, and on the day 
appointed a large crowd had assem
bled there to witness the sad but 

undertaking. In due

it’s ratheri

etarti Dj 
sir; in

chivalrous 
course, however, the principals, ner
vous and wan-looldng, accompanied 
by their seconds, arrived on the 
ground, where both shook hands and 
conversed with their respective 
friends. After a hort delay, in 
which the seconds had been engaged 
in measuring the firing space, and 
loading the pistols, both contestants 
stepped to the firing line. Here, on 
receiving the Necessary instructions 
as to the rules to be observed, from 
their seconds, the guns were placed 
in their hands, and the signal to fire 
given. Both pistols, in deadly aim, 
went off simultaneously, hut for
tunately without any fatal results. 
Dooley fainted, but quickly rallied, 
whilst Healey, however, appeared 
quite undisturbed. In the meantime, 
Sergt Sullivan Gate Inspector Gen
eral), who had been apprised of the 
matter, appeared on the scene. His 
presence at first occasioned a little 
commotion, but later, howqver, calm 
prevailed. In his well-known sten
torian voice he reprimanded the prin
cipals, and threatened arrest, then 
finally dispersed the assembled crowd.

Luckily, the* seconds, actuated by 
a humane desire to avoid a tragedy, 
and also aware of the sorrow and 
trouble that such would entail on the 
parents and friends of the combat
ants, secretly charged both pistols 
with blank cartridge—with the result 
referred to. So ended, what would 
have been perhaps another fatal 
duel. The seconds were the late 
Thomas Allen and Frederick Burn
ham.

Some three weeks later, Healey and 
Dooley, not being satisfied with the 
result of the previous encounter, 
decided to try the manlier art—a 
fisticuff bout This took place in a 
field near Mundy’s Pond, where a 
large crowd had gathered to witness 
the fight Several rounds were 
fought but ultimately Healey, being

al bottles of port, at eighteen shillings from the table—“Now play away, 
a dozen in those days (now at fifty, “Two trumps lead one,” “Loo him, 
and not so good), graced the tray as Philpot,” “Play bold,”—Philpot, look- 
well. The ketle was put on to tune Ing triumphantly at his adversary, 
itself up, chairs were gathered round dashed the queen of trumps on the 
the red cloth, sixpences like silver 
gauntlets were flung into the centre, 
and the party set vigorously to work 
at a game of the real old Irish loo, 
first knave for dealer—the which 
game, provided it be played by gen
tlemen, has the merit of being the

However, It1 
soon transpired that their presence ! 
was chiefly owing to “The Trent Ai- 1 
fair,” an international dispute that ’ 
had, for the time being, occasioned I 
Great Britain and the United States 
to be on the verge of wat. Conse
quently, troops were being rushed to 
all the North American Colonies in
readiness for hostilities. The Trent 
Affair, as many of your readers will 
remember, was an incident which 
occurred during the early part of the 
American Civil War. It was the hold
ing up, on the high seas, of thq Brit
ish mail steamer Trent, by the U.S. 
frigate San Jacinto ang the forced

table. Rudkin, who had taken in oni 
good trump, capped in with the king; 
led the nine of trumps, drawing th« 
four from Philpot; then led the eight 
of diamonds, drawing the ace cl 
clubs—and won the pool.

"You’re looed,” “you’re looed, Phil
pot,” cried the players, excitedly. “In 
with the pool.” “Reckon it up.” “Forty- 
eight shillings and sixpence." You’re 
looed; who’d a thought it? deal away.’’

“1 am not looed, I’m d----- if I «»!
he cheated,” cried Philpot, in a loud 
voice, clapping his hands on the pool

There was an universal hurst of 
surprise. “Come, come, Philpot, don’t 
be a fool, and spoil the fun. ’ "Retract 
what you said.” “You’re looed quite 
fair.”

"I’m d------ if I retract,” cried he,
violently, sweeping the pool towards 
his corner. “He did cheat. I’ll swear 
to it. He drew the king from the 
pack. It was the bottom card. I saw 
it” v

A start of surprise thrilled plainly 
round the table.

“You saw it, sir!" said Captain Rud
kin, quietly; “you said you saw it and 
said nothing about it, yet now pretend 
that I have cheated!"

"Gammdn!” cried the player nett 
to Philpot “You are wrong, I tel1 
you—wroitî altogether; and making 
bad a confounded times worse. I saw 
the bottom card while he dealt; it 
was the knave, not the king. Turn up 
the pack and look.”

As the speaker said, the bottom 
was the knave of spades, which Phil- 
pot had evidently mistaken for the 
king; thus making his queen (as b* 
thought) with the ace turned up the 
best card, It looked now very b111 
for Philpot Not only had he wrong
ly accused a player of cheating, bub 
by his own confession, had serions» 
compromised himself in the same 
light. With another man he might ha’* 
retreated coarsely and fooliah» 
enough out of the scrape ; hut with 
Rudkin his present feelings were in- 
termingled with a far deeper eora 
and blindly1 he determined to brave 
out.

“It’s a lie! a d-----
king. He’s cheated; s 
I give up the money.

“Do you really intend 
say?" said Rudkin, rising.

“Take that and curse you into the 
bargain,” shouted the excited idiot- 
dashing, as he spoke, the hot contents 
of his tumbler into the Captain’s fac»

There was a general start from th* 
table and shout of disgust, while Ru * 
kin wiped the scalding liquid Ram 
his face. Reaching down his hat,J* 
turned ,to quit the room, while PW 
pot, barely restrained by two of th*

lake beyond-T-now over rough rock 
which . crest jits. course with mirai 
waterfalls and. snowy flakes of foam.] 
now gliding swiftly,into the little wej 
to turn the merry-bamming win 
wheel,—now eddying over stone ai 
pebble, until,the air ip musical wi 
soothing sound,—past copse, and v il 
and moor, and under many a lit J 
rickety bridge, where boys and t- • 
play hide-and-seek for hours i.ogi-thj 
on the

strictly without gambling. For a long 
time all went pleasantly and well, 
until, whether from the effects of the 

„r, or a run of foolish ventures, 
combined with a naturally awkward 
temper, Lieutenant Philpot grew 
gradually quarrelsome and unpleas
ant He took up hie three cards at 
a moment when the pool was large, 
and, replying to the dealer’s ques
tion, "Will you play?” with a loud “I 
will,” dashed them back upon the 
table, with a chuckle clearly indica
tive of their value. This conduct 
strickly contrary to the spirit of the 
game, induced the players to hold 
back, and to decline playing until Cap
tain Rudkin, the dealer, alone was 
left to declare. He looked at his 
cards; they were bad; and he hesitat
ed to decide whether he would play, 
to risk forfeiting an equal sum to that 
in the pool, or give up the pool with
out a struggle.

"Will you play, I say?" cried Phil
pot, fiercely.

Rudkin looked again at his cards, 
and then at the pool, in which there 
was quite a heap of shining silver, the 
accumulation of many undivided deals. 
For modest players the risk of put
ting in a similar sum was a consider
ation. r

“Will you play?" cried Philpot,-with 
an oath, turning to the other players. 
“This Is *ot fair, I’m d— if It is.”

"Come, old fellow," cried one, “be 
plucky, ajnd defend the pool, for the 
sake of the table, yoif know.”

“Gammon, Rudkin!” said another, 
“don’t do anything of the sort; better 
give the pool lip.”
f "Last player always defends the 

■dptSd a third, amid a 
cnorits ofvotces, who cried yea or 
say to this last assertion.

“I’ll play,’’ said Rudkin, at last, 
drawing rather a heavy breath, as he 
laid his cards quietly oh the table, 
and said to Philpot—

“How many cards will you take?”
= “Once." He threw away the king of 
diamond;, and took in the ace of

named Slidell and Mason. Both men 
had been delegated by the Revolu
tionary States as diplomatic repre
sentatives to Great Britain, and were 
on their way from a Cuban port to 
Southampton, for that purpose, when 
molested.

When the news of this arbitrary 
proceeding reached England, and the 
particulars published, it aroused a 
strong feeling of resentment in the 
British people, necessitating an im
mediate protest from the Government, 
together with a peremptory demand

spring days— tal
sweeping bodly into the broad mj 
dow, to puzzle the cows with its mai 
curves and folds] until its throbbi.J 
like the heart of the human life, I 
which it has so often been compare 
cease, in mingling with the great is 
known level beyond, ft would alma 
seem as if the deep, hill-girdled c| 
of Quiddi-VSdd 
the earl;

i (Qui-bivida)—for 
y Spanish settlors, taking tl

ss the boundary, named the brigl 
blue lakelet—was so fashioned < 
presaly by the hand of Nature. . 
collect together for the city the deli 
pus rills bounding off the mountaij 
side at every point; to save them frj 
running to waste too quickly in j 
fcriny, unsympathlsiug ocean, throd 
tile wild fissure cleft in the rocks I 
the shore, past which the overflow!

che water rushes. Winding serpa 
like among the meadows, across I 
slope ôf the hill,1 down to one of j 
bridges, ami winding again up the I 
Posite ban on which to this very I 
1 few scattered wind-blown pi 
stand sentinel over the landscape,! 
Come to a little hollow, smoothly tl 
fd, and screened from observation 
copse1 and stream on one side, I

g
 cliff and hill upon the other. It I 
t the place, of all others abouti 
m, where the tender buds of I 
Fiid azaleas and calmias, protei 

from the biting north-easterly ifl 
peeped at first shyly, and then pi 
cd for life with the golden sun all 
Just a morning as this of whicll 
write,—a morning fragrant with I 
iug answer from the King all 
glorious with resurrection, res* 
tioa, beauty, life and health,—a rJ 
big for sick creatures to throw I 
Casements long sealed by wise 
frost, and expand" their lungs tel 
*hll- with the soft southerly fareel 

«oraing for lovers to walk I 
Utfbsd arms through the shady I 
groves, carpeted witir'B&c dead 1A
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