THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Woujg not pelt a stone at a full bottle myself,” resu-
l,ed Murty ; “for I like a dhrop well enough, be-
"Mes, maybe ; only wid this differ, that ’d give my
.W)ote for the oneen widout christenin’ id ;* that grog
% Yours is a wakely sort o’ drinkin’ to my mind,
h iral ; but all I want to say is, that it would be
2 robhin’ shame an’ a scandle to waste so mooch
m,og"}' as this on the “tablc upon dhrink iv any
ng,»
« Then stow it into your own locker for me, my
Arty 5 if it stops ’boord ould ship tis gore, iv a
aanimy, d’ye see me ?” and he pushed the gold to-
Vards Murty.
“Och ! 1o, no 3 that won’t do, either, my poor ould
Mira],»
% “Stow it up for yourself then, I say shipmit ; and
OF the misthriss-mate, there, an’ for the brig Peggy,
ut"' on her cruise o’ sarvice, an for loblolly Paudeen,
Y& see me—one or all—ye may want it, or know
"hat 1 do wid id, which I don’t, d’ye mind me,
2rtin’ I sarve id out for grog—my hulk to ould
¥y if 1 do.”
th“ No, no, over agin, admiral ; we’re as heartily
b nkful, all as one, as if we made our own iv id;
"d no other man’s money will ever burthen my
“Onseience 3 no, nor rear up my childher, more be-
®n 5 an’ sure, it’s for somethin’ o’ the like reason
have the weenocks on the same place wid me, at all
a fﬂl; for whin a very wise body axed me why I was
80in’ ¢4 e married, an’ I only 2 lump iv a soft boy,
¥ the same time, admiral,—~a kind o’ one o’ your
‘f}’lO“y boys, you know, only a taste bigger, an’ han-
T at the spade maybe—¢ Why, sir,> says I, ¢ the
¢ %30n is this, sir, savin’ your presence, sir,” says I,
W able to.work a start, sir, an’ I don’t like to be
Workin» for any man’s childher but my own, sir,’
tay 1,»
“Well, well, that’s all as id may be ; bud what
™ o do wid the yellow boys, if you sing out no
grog, shipmit 7
- §“re, as I said afore, on the head o’ the bit o’
"Hn’, that all this goold cum by—— (Terence
h too generous to pain Murty with intelli-
ge"c.ﬂ of the failure of his document, or of the inter-
*Nion of Garret Byrne thereupon,) “ sure as, I said
0(:9: there’s your brother, admiral.”
Avast, avast, man! as I told you afore, shiver
Scuttle my hulk to ould Davy, if he ever touches
.:t"el' ivid! That same brother is no brother to
l:’. b‘.lt a d—d land shark—shuvvin’ me out to
i %gin, when I thought to moor my ould hulk here
worl olfld soundin’s—>case why ? he said I couldn’t
ay " 8hip wid him—the greedy unnathral loober !
g 2y, adhrift he turned me, mainmast, riggin’, and
iwy T gone, an’ not a days privision aboord! So
\“ More about him, d’ye see me.”
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“>Twas bad usage enough ; we won’t gainsay you,
my poor ould admiral ; bud his poor slob iv a hoy,
the son—~#e done nothin® to you.”

“ Done nothin’ to me ! isn’t he one of the crew ?
sailin’ undher his father’s colours and ordhers —
his father commandher 2—an’ would’nt he do by me
whatever he’s commanded to do, bee course, or clse
go to the yard-arum ?~—what else could he do 2%

“Well, admiral agra, PlI tell you what kind iv a
thought comes to me. then.”

“ Outwid it, my hearty.”

“You’re rcasonable ould—we can’t gainsay that
either, you know.,”

¢ Ay, ay, shipmit an ould sheer hulk on the wa-
ther, goin’ to pieces every say; but Irish—I manc
LEngl’ " —heart iv cak, every plank o’ me howson-
ever.’

‘¢ All bud what you call the uddher, admiral, ar® a
quarc name it is to give a nose.”

Murty unconsciously slipt an 7, at the beginning
of the word, which he mecant as an imitation of
Terence’s word , idher, or rudder ; and, indeed was
thinking of, as he intimated, a strange enough object
from which to draw, cven with full poetical license,
an image of any human nose—namely the udder ot
a cow. Put among his own familiar mental stock
of illustration, it was nearest in sound to the word
used by his neighbour.

Ay, ay, sink an’ d——id ! I forgot that shipn:it ;
but let it go to ould Davy, an’ say your say
out.”

¢Well, aroon ; what I’m thinkin’ iv is soon said.
I’m thinkin’ now, that wid the help of all this goo!,
an’ since you’re goin to pieces, as you say yourself,
it wouldn’t be a bad notion if you had one to look
afther you, an’ keep you together.”

“ Holloo ! where arc you bound for now, my jolly
lad .

¢ Faix, an all I mane is, supposin’ you was to
take on wid a wife, admiral ?°

« A wife !”” shouted Terence ©’Brien, in utter
amazement ; ¢ a wife alongside? No, no, shipmit
no one will never see me join company with that
kind o’ craft; no, oo; grapple to the locker is the
word aboord with all sich—grapple to the locker ;
an’ when no more say-store is left, then shove off,
d’ye see me ? No; never a painted schooner of ’em
shall take the ould hulk in tow.”

Terence was calling to mind some kind of Wap
ping adventure.

« A’ sorry we’d be, ould admiral, to see the besi
among them use her toe to you, or her five fingers
either. But little’s the danger o’ that here, in-
Them sort you spake iv lives by th> say
shore, but our honest counthry girrels isn’t given to
any sich kind o’ doins.”

¢ Avast, lad, avast; all she-pirates and sharks,
one with another. When first I steered home here
to Muckalee, *case I didn't carry bags-o’:geold for



