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B i of more than mortal deso-

mﬂ' word 4 treasure” vevived the
Mﬁoﬁ of Poter, although a cald
;wmwﬂw"eﬁnﬁ him, and _his baie
! ha'hﬁﬂm" with hotror; he bcll.evcd,
;ow'ya, 4t Lo was on the brink of
fartune, i he conld but cnn:unn.nd nerve
{o braye the interview Lo its close,
w And where,” he -gr;sycd, “is it
: it ?
"‘d-;‘ql“:;' both pointed to the sill of the
window, throngh whicl the moon was
shining at the far end of the room, and
ilio soldior said—
w Under that stone.” .
Peter drew along baeath, and wiped
{he cold dew from his fuce, prepara-
tory o ing to the window, where
o expected to secure the rawnrd of his
rotracted terrors.  But looking steal-
?n'sl.ly at the wh%dnw, I!mldsaw the faint
image of a new-born ¢ iild sitting npon
the sill in the moonlight, with ir[?s lIII.);?!e
arms stretched toward him, and a smile
so heavenly s lie never beheld before,
A sight of this, strange to say, lis
Heart entirely fuiled him, he looked on
the figures that stood near, and beheld
them gazing on the infantine form with
u smile so guilty and distorted, thathe
fulb as if he wore entering alive among
the scenery of hell, and shuddering, he
cried in an irvepressible agony ot hor-

* T'll have nothing to say with yon,
and nothing o do with yon ; I don't
know what yez wre or what yez want
iv me, but let me go this minute, every
one of yez, in the name of God."

With these words there came a
strange rumbling and sighing about
Poter's ears ; he lost sight of every-
thing, and flt that peeuliar and not
unpleasant sensution of falling softly,
thllt sometimes Sll])f_‘l'\'l_‘lll.'s in H‘(ii_‘ X
ending in a dull shock. After that gu.-
bad neither dream nor consciousness
till he wakened, chill and stiff, stroteh-
el between two piles of old rubbish,
smong the bloek and roofless walls of
the ruined lLionse,

 Weneed bnedly mention that the

villuge had put on its wonted air of
neglect and deeay, or that Peter look-
e around him in vain for traces of
those novelties which had so puzeled
el distracted him upon the previous
night.

* Ay, ay,” said Lis old mother, re-
moving her pipe, as he ended his (le-
seription of the view from the bridge,
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“ sure enough T remember myself,
when I was a slip of & grl. these little
white cabins among the ens by
the river side. The artillery sogers
that was married, or had not room in
the han;iafks, usf.d to be in them, but
they're ne 05

“ The Lﬁ:'d Be%ul to us!" she
resumed, when he had deseribed the
military procession, ** it's often T seen
the regiment marelin® into the town,
jist us you saw it last night, acushla.
Oh, voch, but it makes my heart sore
to think iv them days ; they were plea-
sant times, sure enongh ; but is not it
terrible, avick, to think its what it was
the ghost of the rigiment you seen? The
Lord betune us an” harm, for it was
nothingelse, as sure asT'm sittin' here.

When lie mentioned the :ceuliur"ghy-
giognomy and fizare of the old officer
who rode at the hicad of the regiment—

¢ That," said the old crone, dog-
matically, « was ould Colonel Grim-
shaw, the Lord presarve us! he's buried
in the churchyard iv Chapelizod, and
well T remember him, when I was a
young thing, an' o cross ould floggin®
fellow he was wid the men, an® a
devil's boy among the girls—rest his
sonl !"

« Amen!"” said Peter; “itsoften T
read his tomb-stone myself; but hé'sa
long time dead.”

* Sure, I tell you bie died when T was
no more nor a slip iv a gir—the Lord
betune us and harm !

 I'm afeard it s what I'm not long
for this world myself, afther seeing
stieh a sight fis that,” said Peter, fear-
fully.

« Nonsinse, avourneen,” rétorted his

andmother, ndignantly, though she

il hersel { misgivings on the subject ;
# sure there was Phil Doolan, the
ferryman, that scen black Ann Sean-
lan in his own boat, and what harm
ever kem of it 2"

Peter procecded with his narrative,
but when he came to the deseription of
the house, in which his adventure had
had =0 sinister 4 conclusion, the old
womann was ab fault.

] know the house and the ould
walls well, an' T can remember the time
there was a roof on i, and the doors
an' windows in it, but it had a bad
name about being haunted, but by
who, or for what, 1 forget intirely."

« Did you ever hear was there goold
or silver there?” he inguired.

«No, no, avick, don't be thinking
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nboul the likes: ke a fool's nidvice,
and never go nost og near them ugly
black walls again the longest day you
have to live ; an' I'd take my davy, it's
whit it the sume word the priest
himsclf I'd by afther sayin' to you if
van wor to nx his raverence consarnin'
i, for it's pluin to be seen it wus nothing
ool you seen there, i there's neither
Tuek nor grace about it.”

Poter's adventore made no little
noise in the neighbourhood, as ihe
reader may well suppose; and n fow
evenings alber ity being on an ervand
to old Major Vandeleur; who lived in a
snng old-fashioned house, cluse by the
vivar, undor u perfect bower of anciont
trees, he was enlled on to relate the
story in the parlour.

The Major was, ns Lhuve said, anold
man ; e was small, lean, and uprght,
with a mlmgum' mmtnlexiuu, and a
wooden iuilexzbiﬁt'\' of facey he wis a
man, besides, of lew words, amd if 4e
wais ald, it follows plainly that his mo.
ther was alder still,  Nobody eonld
guess or tell how old, but it was nd-
mitted that her own generation hud
long pussed away, and that she hud
not 4 vompetitor left. She had French
blood in her veing, und although she
did not retain her eharme quite so well
ns Ninon e I'Enclos, she was in full

ion of all Ly mental activity, and
tulked quite enough for herself and the
Major,

“8n, Peter,” she sud, yon liave
seen the dear, old Royal Insh again
in the streets of Chapelizod.  Make
bim a tumbler of punch, Frank; aud
Poter, sit down, and while von take it
let us have the story.”

Peter aceordingly, seated near the
door, with 4 tumblér of the nectarian
stimulunt steaming boside bim, pro.
ceoded with marvellons cournge, con-

sidering (hey lud vo Tight Dut the nne
certain gl of the fire, to relate with)
minute particularity his awful adves
ture.  The old lady listened at first
with a smile of goodnatured incredulity
her eross-examination touching the
drinking-bont at  Pulmerstown
been teazing, but as the na
proceedel shio hwcame attentive, n
at length absorbed, and once or twice
she uitered gjuculations of pity or awe
When it was over, the old lady lookes
with a somewhat sud and stern abstrags
tion on the tuble, patting her cat as
siduously meanwhile, and then suddenly
looking upon her son, the Major, she
suid—
“ Frank, as sare as 1 live hie ling
soen the wicked Captain Deverenx,”
The Mujor uttered an inurtic
expression of wonder. _
“The hovse was precisely that ho
Las deseribed, T have told you tie
story often, as Theard it frow your déag
randmother, pbout the poor young
e ruined, and the dreadiul sy
picion about the little baby. She, p!
thing, died in that house heart-brokeny
and you know he was ghot shortly aftee
in & doel.” : h
This was the ouly light that Potop
ever received respecting his adventong,
It was supposed, however, that by stil
L'lullg ] l&m lmpc—. that treasure of soma
garl. wus hidden about the old howe,
for he was often seen lurking ahout iis
walls, and at last his fute overtook:
him, poor fellow, in the pursait; for
elimbing near the summit ono day, L
holding gave way, and he fell upon
hard uneven ground, fracturing a leg
and n vib, nnd alter a short interval
died, and he, like the other heroes of
these trng tales, lies buried in the
little churehyard of Chapelizod,





