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light, or perhaps to some other ciuse,
that the whole procession had noeortain
waving and vapoury elarnetor which

rplexed and tasked his eyes not a
ittle. It was like the pictared page-
ant of n phentasmagorin relloted npon
smoke, Tt was ag if every breath dis-
turbed it 3 sometimes it was blurred,
sometimes obliterated ; now here, now
there. Sometimeg, whilé the upper
partwas quite distinet, the legs of the
column woulld nearly tade away or va-
nish oufright, and then saguin they
would come oul into clear rclief,
marching on  with mensured tread,
while the cocked hats and shoulders

v, s it were, trunsparent, aud all

ut-disappeared.

Nobwilr;mmlingtlm»eslmugcopﬁml
fluctuations, however, the column, con-
tinned  steadily  to ndvance.  Peter
erossed the street from the corner near
the old bridge, running on tip.toe, anid
with his body stooped” to avoid obser-
vation, and took np a position upon the
raised foob-path in the shadow of the
houses, where, as the soldiers kept the
midile of the rond, e calonlated that
hie mighty himself undotected, see them
distinetly enough as they passed.

c Whit the div—, what on airth,"
he muttered, checking the irreligions
cjacnlation with which he was about
to start, for certain queer misgivings
were hovering about his leart, not-
withstanding the [actitions comrnge of
the whiskey bottle. “ What on aivth
is the manin' of all this? is it the
French that's landed at lasi to give
us 4 hand and help us in airnest to
this blessed repale ? If'itis not them, T
simply ask who the div—, T mane swho
on airth are they, for such sogers ns
them [ never seen before in my born
days?”

y this time the foremost of them
were quita near, and truth to say they
were the gqneerest soldiers he had ever
geen in the coursy of his life, They
wore lung gaiters and leather breeches,
three-cornered hats, bound with silver
lnce, long blue coals, with searlet fae-
ings and linings, which Intter were
shewn by o fastening which held to-
gethier the two opposite cornes of the
skirt bebind 3 andin front the Lreasts
were in like mamner conneeted at n
single poing, where and below which
they eloped back, dicclosing a long-
fMluped waisteont of snowy whiteness;
they had sery large, long erossbell,
aud wore enormons pouches of white

[J At

leather hung extracrdinarily low, and
on each of which n little silver stur was
glittering,  But what struck him as
most grotesque and outlandish in theis
eostumewns theirextraordinary displiy
of shirt-frill infront, and of vuflle abont
their wrists, avd the strange manner in
which their hair was frizzed out snd
owdered under their hats, and elubs
sed np into great rolls behind,  Buf
one of the party was mounted, He
rode a tall white horse, with high ac-
tion and arching neck ; he had a snow-
white feather in his three-cornered linty
and his cont was shimmering all oves
with a profusion of &lver lucc. Fram
these cirenmstances Peter concluded
that he must be the communder of the
detachment, uu:lI cmﬁiﬂud him as ha
passed nttentivaly, e was o slizght,
tull man;, whose legs did not half” fill
his lesther brecches, and he appenred
1o be at the wrong side of sixty. IHe
had # shrunken, wenther-beaten, mul-
berry-coloured fiee, carried n large
black pateh over one: eye, and turned
neither to the right nor to the left,
but rode right on at the lLead of his
;.neu. with a grim, military inflexibi-
i

The countenances of these soldiers,
officers ws well us men, seemed all full
of trouble, and, so to speak, scared
and wild. e watched in vain for a
single contented or comely fuce. They
Lad, one and all, a melancholy and
hang-dog look; and as they passed by,
Peter fancied that the air grew cold
and thrilling.

He hail seated himself npon a stong
beneh, from which, staring with all his’
might, he gazedl upon the gratesqug
and noiseless procession as it ﬁlcrllh')‘
him. Noiseless it was; he could nei
ther hiear the jingle of accontraments,
the tread of feet, nor the rumble of
the wheels; and when the old eolonel
turned his horse a little, and madg a8
though he were giving the word
command, and 4 trumpeter, with @
swollen Dlue nose and white feather
fringe round his hat, who was walking
beside him, turned about and put his
bugle to his lips, still Peter heard’
nothing, although it was plain the
sound had reached the soldiers, for
they instantly changed their front to
three abreast, 1

it deaf I'm growing 2" :
But that could ot be, for lie heard
the sighing of the breeze and the
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: : P ing Liffey plain  down on the prvement with an air of
rush "If the uughbouflﬂ,, i reverie,
““EHEVI&H “ gaid lie, in the same cau. In the very fact that he seemed un-
L]

L7 «by the piper, this bangs
i hg-’ fairly | Plf?s cither the
Frinch army that's in it, come to take
the town iv clmpol_mad by surprise,
an' makin® no noise for feard iv
wakenin' the inhabitants; or else
it fe—it "s—what it 's—amuotln.n olse,
But, tundher-an-ouns, what's gone
wid Ditzpatrick’s shop across the

a‘l
ot e hrown, dingy stone l:uildimi at
the opposite side of the street looked
newer and cleaner than he had been
used to see it; the front door of it
stood open, and 4 sentry, in the same
rrotesque uniforim, with shouldered
musket, was pacing noiselessly to and
fro before it. At the angle of this
building, in like manner, & wide gate
(of which Peter had no recollection
whatever) stood open, before which,
also, a similar sentry was gliding, and
into this gateway the whole column

ailually passed, and Peter finally
&I‘. sighit of it.

“ I'm not asleep ; I'm not dhram-
i, gaid he, rubbing Lis eves, and
stamping slightly on the pavement, to
sssure imself that he was wide awake,
% It is a quare husiness, whatever it is;
an' it's not alone that, but everything
about the town looks strange fo me.
There's Treshany's house new painted,

, an’ them flowers in the win-
dies]  An" Deluny's house, too, that
lad 1ot i whole pane of glass in it this
morning, and searce a slate on the
roof of it! It is not possible it’s
what it’s dhrunk [ am.  Sure there s
the bi tree, and not a leaf of it

INE‘!% since I passed, and the stars
overhead, all right. I dow't think it
i9 in 1y eyes it is,”
e\*enMd 20 lw’}finlg about him, and

¥ moment finding or funcying new
fW_l for wonder, hcgwn.lkcd lfluﬁ:rruﬁm

avement, intmulihg, without further
¥ t.o_nmke his way home,

Ut hie adventures for the night
were not concluded.  He had nearly
E::ch“d the angly of the short lane
5 t leads up to the church, when for
the Efﬂrinm‘l{a le _Fun:ei\i'uli that an

» e nniform h 11
veons wus walking before in]l];l]n "f:::

: mf?id\'ance of him.

otlicer was walking glone
easy, _mgmg gnit, mfl t'.nrl?itrlt ]?iT::
ward under his arm, and was Rcking
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conscious of Peter's presence, and dis-
posed to keep his reflections to himself,
there was something reassuring, DBe-
sides, the reader must please to remem..
bor that our hero had a guantum sufficit
of good punch before his adventure
commenced, and was thus fortified
against those gnalms and terrors un-
der whicl, in a more reasonable state
of mind, he might not impossibly have
sunk.

The idea of the French invasion re-
vived in full power in Peter’s fuddled
imagination, as he pursued the non-
chalant swageer of the officer.

‘ Be the powers iv. Mall Kelly, T'1l
ax him what it is," said Peter, with a
sudden accession of rashness. * He
may tellme or not, as he plases, but
lie can’t be offinded, anyhow."

Withs this reflection baving inspired
himself, Peter cleared his voice and
began—

 Captain!" said he, “T ax your
pavdon, captain, an’ maybe you'd be
so condescindin’ to my ignorance as to
tell me, if it's plasin’ to yer honour,
whether your honour is not a Frinch-
man, if it’s plasin' to you."

This he asked, not thinking that, had
it been as he suspected, not one word
of his question inall probability would
haye heen iutelligible to the person he
addressed, Ie was, however, under-
stood, for the officer answered him in
English, at the same time slackening
his pace and moving o little to the side
of t]hu pathway, as if to invite his in-
terrogator to tuke his place beside him,

“No; Iam an Irshman,” he an-
swered,

“ Thumbly thauk your honour,” said
Peter, drawing nearer—for the affa-
bility and the nativity of the officer
encouraged him—* bhut maybe your
honour s in the sarvice of the King of
France?”

“ I serve the same King as you do,”
he answered, with a sorrowful signifi-
cance which Peter did not compreliend
at the time ; and, interrogating in turn,
be nsked, < But what calls you forth at
this honr of the day?

Ty day, your hionour I—il night,
you mune.'

It was always our way to tura
night into day, and we keep to it still,”
remarked the soldier. * But, no mat-
ter, come up here to my house; I hava

H
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a job for you, if you wish to earn somo
money easily. 1 live here.”

Ax ho said this, e beckoned author-
itatively t Peter, who followed almost
mechnnically at his heels, and they
turned up & little lane near the old
Roman Catholic chapel, at the end of
which stoad, in Peter's time, the raing
of a tall, stone-built house.

Like everything else in the town, it
had suffered a metamorphosis. The
gtained and ragged walls were now
ercet, perfect, and covered with peb-
Ble-dash ; window-panes glittered cold-
Iy in every window; the green hall-
door had 4 bright brass knocker ot it,
Poter did not Enow whether to hilieve
his previous or lis present impressions;
geeing is believing, and Petor could not
dispute the reality of the scene. All the
records of hig memory seemed but the
images of a tipsy dream. In o trance
of astonishment and perplexity, there-
{ore, hesnbmitted himeel{'to the chunees
of his adventure,

The daor opencd, the officer beck-
oned with a melancholy air of au-
thority to Peter, and entered.  Our
Tiera followed him into a_sort of hall,
which was very dark, but he was gnided
by the steps of the soldier, and, in si-
lence; they ascended the stairs. The
moonlight, which shone in at the lobbies,

showed an old, durle wainscotting, and
a heavy, oak bannister. They passed
by closed doors at different landing-

nces, bt all was dark and silent as,
indesd, became that late hour of the

night.

ow they aseended to the topmost
floor. 'Thée captain puused for a mi-
nute ot the nearest door, and, with a
heavy groat, pushing it open, enter-
ed the roow.  Poeter remained at the
threshold. A slight fimale form in a
sort of loose, white robe, and with a
great deal of durk hair hanging lovsel
about her, was standing in the middle
of the loor,with herback towardsihem,

"I'he soldier stopped short Lefore he
reached her, and said, in a voice of
gregd anguish, ©Still the same, swect
Bird—sweet bird! still the sume.”
Whereupon, she turned suddenly, and
threw her armes about the neck of the
officer, with a gesture of fonduess anid
despuir, and her frame was agitated
asif by a burst of sobs, He held her
glose Lo his breast in silence ; and honest
Peater felt n sirange terror crecpy over
him, as he witnessed these mysterious
sorrows and endearments,
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& Tomipht, to-night—and then
years more—ten- long  years—anotl
ten years,”

The officer and the lady seemed
speak thise words together; her
fuingled with his in o musical and
fitl wail, like n distant summer w
it the dead hour of night, wander
through ruins, Then he beard
oilicer gay, alone, in a voice of
grtish—

“Upon me be it plly for ever, swosh
birdie, upon me.”

And again they seemed to
togetlier in the same solt antl desolate
wail, like sounds of grief heard from'a
great distance. .

Poter was thrilled with horror, b
he was also nnder a strange fascination
and an intense and dreadftl curiosiy
held him fast,

The moon was shining obliquely il
the room, and through the wind
Poter saw the fumiliar glopes of
Purk, sleeping mistily under its shinis
mer,  1le could also see the furniton
of the room with tolerable distinetnes
—the old balloon-backed clinirs, a {0
post bed in a sort of recess, and o)
againgt tho wall, from which hung sou
military elothes and aceoutremen
and th sight of all these homel
jeets renssired him somewhat; and
coull not help fecling  unspeakubly
curious Lo see the fuee of the girl who
lonr Liair was streaming over the' off
cer’s epaulet. |

Pater, accordingly, coughed, at firs
slightly, and afterward more loudls
recal her from her reverie of grief;
apparently, he aneceeded; for she
od round, as did her eompanion,
both, standing hand in Land, oo
upon lim fxedly. o thought lie
never seen <uch large, stringe oye
all his life ; and their @nzo seonietd
chill the very air around him, and
rest the pulses of his heart.  An et
nity of misery and remorse was in
shadowy fices that looked upon

1f Peter had taken less whiskey
a single thimbleful, it is probable
he would have lost heart altoge
before these figures, which &
every woment Lo Assime & more i
ol and fearful, though hardly
able, contrast to  ordinury
ghapes. ;

 What is it you want with me
hia stummered.

¢ T'o bring my lost treasure to i
churchiyard, " peplied the lady, in & &k






