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the upper part of his skull through the
ceiling.

This horrid eatustrophe shocked Bob
Martin extremely ; and partly on this
accounty and partly bocanse having
been, on late ocenssons, found
at night in o state of abstruction, bor-
duringhon insensibility, wpon the high
road, he bad been threatened with dis-
missal; and, as somo said, partly also
because of the difficulty of finding any-
body to “treat’ him as poor Phil
Slaney wsed to do, e for a time for-
swore aleobol in all its combinations,
and became an eminent example of
temperanee and sohricty,

Bob observed his good resolutions,
Mmm comfort of his wife, and

ification of the neighbourhood,

with tolerable ponctunlity.  He was

soldom tipsy, and never drunk, and
was greeted by the botter part of so-
cioty with all the honours of the prodi-
gl son.

Now it lnppened, about a year after
the grisly event we have mentioned,
that the corate having received, by the
post, due notice of & funeral to be eon-
summated in the churcliyard of Chapel-
izoi, l:(!viils ct:;yn';:l instruetions rns[wch t-
ing the site of the grave, despatohed &
wll;smom for Bob ﬁ:rtin. with n view
to communicate to that functionnry
these official details.

It was o lowering nutumn night :
piles of lurid thunder-clouds; slowly
rising from the carth; had loaded the
wky with a solemn and boding canopy
of storm. The growl of the distant
thunder was heard afar off upon the
dull, still air, and all nature seemed, as
it were, hoshed and cowering under
the oppresdve influence of the ap-
proaching tempest,

Lt was past nine o'clock when Bob,
utting on his official cont of seedy
luck, prepared to attend his profes-

slunal superior,

¢ Bobby, darlin',” said his wife, be-
fore she delivered the hat she held in
her hand to his keeping, “sure you
won't, Dobby, darlin’—you won't—
you know what.”

T 4L don't know what,” he retorted,
smartly, grosping st his hat.

“You won't throwin up the
1’31{0 oty hI!ubhy, ucunlﬁn?' she

[ evading his grasp.

* Arrab, gwlly would T, woman?
thore, give me my hat, will you ?"

* But won't you promise mo, Bobby
darlin’—won't you, alunna 2"

[Jnn,

Ay, ay; to be sure 1 will—why not?

—there; give me wy hat, and let me
o'l.

: “Ay, but you're not promisin’,
Bobb?'. mAvourneen ; you're not pro.

mizin’ all the time,"

# Well, divil carry me if T drink a
drop till I come back again,” said the
kexton, angrily 3 will that do you?
Adnd nene will you give me my hat?”

“ Hurw it is, alnrﬁu'," sho =aid, “and

God send you safe back.”™

And with this parting blessing she
closed the door upon his retreéati
figure, fin it was now quite dark, and

resumed her knitting il his return,
very much relieved ; for she thonght
hmd af late been oftener tipsy than
wae consistent with his thorough re.
formation, anid fesred the allurements
of the half dozen “ publics " which ho
had at that time to pass on his way to
the othier end of the town.

They were still open, and exhaled
n delicions reek of whiskey, as Bob
glided wistfully by them; but he
stuck his hanti! in his kets and
Jooked tho other way, whistling reso-
lutely, and filling lus mind with the
imuge of the curate and anticipations
of his coming fee,  Thus he stoored his
morality safely through theso rocks
of offence, and resched the curate's
lodging in =afety,

He lLad, however, an un 1
sick eall to nttend, nnd was not at home,
g0 that Bob Martin had to sit in the
bault and amnse himself with the devil's
tuttoo until his return. This, unfor-
tunately, was very long delayed, snd
it must have been fully twelve o'clock
when Bob Martin set out upon his
homeward way. By thistime the storm
Ll guthered to u pitehy dirkness, the
Lellowing thunder was heard among
the rocks u::;id h&:‘lilawls mhlo Dublin
monntans, pale, ightning
shone upon the staring fronts of the
liouges,

By this time, t0o, every door was
closed; but as Bob tradged homeward,
his eye mechanically soughit the public-
house which had onc:'l,::Fongml to Phil.
Slaney. A faint light wae making
its way through the shutters and the
gliss pumes over the door-way, which
made a sort of dull, foggy hulo about
the front of the house,

As Bob's eyes had becomie acous-
tomed (0 the obsenrity by this time,
the light in gnestion was quite saffi.
cient to onable him to see'q man in
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Bob guickened bis pace, but the
strangrer followed close.  The sexton
]_amuu to feel queer, and turned about.
lits pursper  was bohind, and still
inyiting Lim with impaticnt gestures
to tasta his liquor.

& I ld you before," said Bab, who
sras both angry and frightencd, * that
T would not taste it, and that's enongl.
T don't want to have anything to say
to you or your Lottle; and in God'’s
name,” ho added, more vehemantly,
observing that he was approaching still
closer, * fall back an don't be tor-
menting mo this way.

Thesa words, as it seemod,’ incensed
the stranger, for he shook the bottle
with violent menace at Bob Martin §
but, notwithstanding this gesturs of
defiance, ho sufle tha distance be-
tween thiem to increase.  Bob, how-
ever, behald him dogging him still in
the distance, for his pipe shed a won-
derful red glow, which duskily illumi-
nated hik entire figure Jike a lurid
atmosphera of weteor.

4 | wish the devil had his own, my
boy,” muttered the excited sexton,
"mcl 1 know well enough whers you'd

The tiext time he looked over his
shoalder, to his dismny be obscrved
the lmpwtnnnto stranger a8 closo. as

" {ﬁa\md vou." criod the man
ovels, almodt beside
and haorror, * what
ot wint of mo ?.;ud'

o strungor more confi-
dent, and kipt :B;P;. his hend und
extending both glass and bottle foward
him I;.I ::: {me near, and Bob Martin
hoard t ri¢ snorting ns it follow

in the dark., ¢ towsd

* Keep it to yourself, whatever it
i, for llwm is neither grace nov luck
abont you,” erivd Bob Muvtin, freczing
ml.h”tu'mr #leave me alone, wil

i,

And he fumbled in vain among the
seothing confusion of his ideas for a

yer or an exorcism, He quickened

iy pce almont to n rung he was now
close to his own tlum', under the im-
pending hank by the river side.

Lot we iy let me m, for God's
sake ; Molly, open the doon,” he
eried, as he mn fo tho threshold,
and Jeant hin back ngninst the plank,
His pursier confronted him upon the
road 3 the pips was no longer in his
mouth, but the dusky red glow sii

himself with rage
i it
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lingered roand him, He utterod some
inarticulite cavernous sounds, which
were wollish and indesaribable, while
le secmerd employed in pouring out u
glasy from the hottle,

The sexton kicked with all his foree
aeainst the door, and eried at the same
time with a despaiving voice,

“ In the name nfg Gaod Almighty,
onee for all, leave me alone™

His pursner furiously flung the con-
tents of the bottle st Bob Marting
but instead of fluid it issued out i
stream of flame, which expanded and
whirled round them; and for a moment
they were both enveloped in a faint
blaze s at the same instant a sudden gust
whisked off’ the stranger’s Tty and the
gexton beheld that his skull was roof-
Jess, For aninstant he bebeld the gap-
ing aperture, black and shattered, and
then he {ell eenseless into his own

[Jan,

doorway, which his affrighted wife had
Jjust unbarred.

I need hardly give my reader the
key to this most intelligible and an-
thentie narrative.  The traveller was
neknowledged by all to have heen the
spectre of the suicide;, ealled up by the
Lvil One to tempt the convivial sexton
into # violition of his promise; sealed,
a5 it was, by an impreeation.  Had he
siecewdod, no doubt the dusky steed,
which Bob had seen saddlod in attend-
aneo, was destingd to liave carried
hiek 4 donble burden to the place
from whenee lie eame.

As an attestation of the reality ol
this visitution, the old thorn tree whicl
overhung the doorway was found in
the morning to have heen blasted with
thi infemlﬁ firea which had issued
from the bottle, jnst ns if'a thunder-
okt had scorched it.

The moral of the above tale is upon the surface, apparent, and, so to spenk,
self-aeting—a civenthstance which happily obviates the necessity of our dlisenssing

it together,

Taking our leaye, thercfore, of honest Bob Martin, who now

sleeps soundly in the same solemn dormitory where, in his day, he made so

many beds for others,

T come ton logend of the Royal Trish Artillery, whose

head-quarters were for 5o long a time in the town of Chapelizod. T don't mean
to say that 1 eannot tell & greal many move stories, mlunlly anthentic and
g

marvellons, touching this old town ; but.as I may possib

have to perform a

like office for other localities, and as Anthony Poplar is known, like Atropos,
to earry & shenrs, wherewith to snip across ull “ yarns” which exceed reasonable

bounds, 1 consider it, on the whole, safer to despateh the traditions off Chapelizod

with one tale more.

Let me, however, first give it aname ; for an anthor can no more despateh &
tule without a title, than an apotheenry ean duliver his physic without a label.

We shall, therefore, eall it—

THE SPECTRE LOVERS.

Tuung lived some fifteen years since
in n emall and ruinous house, little
better than n hovel, an old weman
who was reported to have considerably
exceeded her eighticth year, and who
rejoiced in the name of Alice, or po-
pularly; Ally Moran. Her socioty was
not mueh courted, for she was neither
rich, nor, as the reader may sappose,
beautitul.  In addition to a lean our
andacatshe had ene human companion,
her grandson, Peter Brien, whom, with
tanduble goodnature, shohad supported
from the peried of his orphanage down
to thut of my story, which finds him
in his twentieth year. Peter was o
goodnatured slob of a fellow, much
more adidictel to wrestling, dancing,
and love-making, than to hard work,
and fonder of whiskey punch thin
good advice. His grandmother had a

high opinion of his sccomplishments,
which indeed wag but natural, and
also of his geniug, for Peter hiad of
late years begun to apply his mind to
wlities; and as it was plain that he
nd o mortal hatred of hovwest labonr,
his grandmotlier predicted, like a true
fortune-teller, thiat he was bormn to
murry an heiress, and Peter himself
{who had no mind to forego his freedom
even on such terms) that he wits des-
tined to find a pot of gold,  Upon one
point both were ngreed, that being
unfitted by the peenliar bins of his

mius for work; he was to aequire the
immense fortune to which his merits
entitled lim by means of a pure ron of
wood luek. This solution of Peter's
future had the double effect of recon-
ciling both himselfand his grandmother
to his idle courses, and also of main-
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nbs, i looking up the river, over
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1o bear a fuller gazes and he found, as
it seomed to himselfy that he wag able
by an effort of nttention to fix the vision
for o longer and o longer time, and
when they waxed ot and nearly vae
nishied, hie had tho power of recalling
them into light and substance, ontil at
Lust their vacilluting indistinetness be-
came legs and less, and they assumed
a permanent  place in the moonlit
Lainelsestpus.

“ e the hokey,” said Potery lost in
amzament, and dropping his pipe into
thie river uneonseiously, ¢ them is the
quarist bits iv mud eabins 1 ever seon,
rrowing up like musharoons in the
dew of an evening, and poppin’up bere
anil down again theve, and up  again
in qnother place, like so many white
rabhits i p warren; and there they
stand at lnst ns frm and fast as i they
were there from the Deluge; be dud ivs
enongh to make nnun p'most believe
in the fairies,”

This latter was a larre concession
from Teter, who was o bit of 4 free.
thinker, and spoke contemptiously in
his ordinary conversation of that class
ol agencivs:

aving trented himsell’ to a long
Inst stare at these mysterions falivies,
Peter prepared 1o pursue his home-
ward way ; having erossal the bridge
and passed the will, he aerived nt the
corner of the mai.strect of the Ll
town, and ensting n careless look np
the Dublin rond, his eye was arrested
by n most unexpected spectacle.

This was no other than a column
of [oot-soldiers, marching with per-
foet regularity towards the villave,
and headed by an officer on horseback,
They were at the fur aide of the turn.
].like, which was elosed: but much to
iis perplexity be pereeived that they
marched on through it without ap-
pearing to sustain the least cheek
from that barrier,

On they came at a slow march: and
what was most singnlur i the matter
was, that they were deawing several
eonong along with them ; some held
Fripes, nl[:u-rs 5,\:]}{['1] R{iL' Wlil'l.‘i?, Il!ll[
others amain marehed in front of the
wuns and behind them, with wuskets
shonldered, wiving a stately chrneter
of parade anld vegilarity Lo this, ns
it seemed to Poter, mose unmilitary
procedure,

It was owing either to some tempo-
rary defectin Peter's vision, or to some
illusion attendant npon mist and inoen .






