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THE ,PHANTOMS OF ST. MARK. |

A Story with an Excellent Moral,

HUBBAND and wife were having a
violent quarrel and as you passed the
door you would have heard tho lady's volee
in angry tones, sayiog :
“ Do you hear me, Bir ?"'
No answer,
it I'have been talking to you for the Inst
half-bour, sir,”
 Bless, me, I thought it was much long-
or!" wos the reply.
“ I understand your aneer, sir, perfeotly ;
you are getting tived of me, L am properly
served ! 1 had no business to marry you—

twelve months agol was my own mis-
L 4

T know it, my Indy, and now you want
to be mine."

“Upon my word, Bir Methosalab, you
improve !"

#1 wish the virtue was infectious; 1
should be delighted tosee my whole family
inoculated with the same disposition,'

#Bir Methusalab, your innendos are un-
pardonable ; since our wedding-day you
have bedoms a miserably altered man '

“0ouldn't you favor me with an I be-
fore the altered ?"'

1 gonld indeed if you had your deserts,
1 am ypur wife, sir 1V

“If that's ouo of them I willingly dis-
pense with the rest.'"’

“Bir Methusalah I In one word—do you
intend to pass the spason in London or
not #'*

“ Not I"

“ What do you mean by replying in that
abrupt nnd extraordinary manner, sir "'

“Yon wisked an avswer in * one word ;'
I gave it to oblige, but there's no pleasing

”
’UP"Very good ! Very good indeed, sie! I
know what you are aiming at ; you want to
make mo lose my temper '’

“1 wish you could, and let my worst
epemy find it, I'd ask no more terriblo re-
venge !"

“ Do you suppose I married you for this,
sir "’

i No‘”

* For what then ?"

“To convines me that mouey could not
ensure happiness, and that ten thousand a
yeur very frequently buys ten thousand
times move plagues than pleasnres, Good
morning wy lady.”

“ Good moruing, my torment."”

The conversption recorded above passed
between & gentléman on  the shady side of
fifty, bmtstill posscssed of a hale person
und distinguished bearing, aud, spite of a
taste of the vizen in her kindling eye, and
rather moro than & taste of it in her nimble
tongue, o remarkably pretty woman of
about five aud twenty.

Lady Methusalah Rust exchanged her
maiden for her present name more at the
instigation of bher frionds than from the
W pfnmptiu;;n of ber ewn hoart.

Thedisparity of years between the par-
tigs wamin her pradent mother's opinion
amply compensatod by the very bandsome
fortune possessed by Sir Methusalah. If he
wis old, 80 was bis baronetey ; so wore the
titlo deeds of his eatate, the timber upon it,
and even the very wine in his cellars,

e bad it in his power to dower a wife
oligibly nod provide for scamplsh younger
sons and cousing to the tenth goneration,

BHosides all this, Bir Methusalnh was em-
phatically o * scholar aud o gentloman,’
possassing the éstéem of his equals snd the
love and respect of his tenants aud de-
pendants,

His establishment was an extansivo one,
kopt up after the manner of the ““Pihe old
Ewnglish gontleman.” His domestios, like a
good landlord, weie ““a Lost in themselves,”
bt those whose fiterests ard ' counected
with the preseut sketoh were orly three,
viz 1 Johm Thomps, tha butler | Con Bwee-
ny, the groom ; and pretty pluwmp Palty
Pride; My lady™s own ladies" mald,

John Thomas was a thorough-bred Eng-
isimon and mest unadulterated  cotkoey.
Loudon with John Thomas was the world ;
thoss born withia the sound of “ Bowbells"
the selocted-nilver spoon-mouth portions of
soaloty ; those donled that privilege pitiable
parnons indeed,  Jobn Thomas was g vory,

» sausage of prejadices; small portions of

evory untional liking, or antipatby, must
have been chopped up, blended together
aud thrust, oven to Lhe risk of bursting it,
into the external cuticle of Jolm Thomns.

John believed there was such o place s |
Hireland, or as in his loftier moods be |
termed it Ibernia, theraby nullifying by |
omission the gratuitous exponditure of the |
misapplied “H;" and he Iabored under a
dalusion that the British Government sup-
ported the Hixish, who were ouly fit for
Yaxcavators’”’ and seavengers, from mo-
tives of the purest philanthrophy.

John Thomas father imagined the nat-
ural produce of the conntry was turf, pota-
toos and poteen ; and the pastimes of the
people burning barns, murdering landlords
uud taking an aonual tithe of Protestant
parsons with bludgeons and bilunderbusses,
instead of allowing them to take their
seriptural dues.

Bo much as & general outlive of John
Thomas's public opinions ; as an individual
demonstration of his more private feelings
we will briefly say John loved pretty,plump
Patty Pride, and, as somehow or other
“Hirishmen” with him were always inber-
lopers, he fancied Con Bwoeeny kept up the
uational character, or rather want of it by
doing the same, aund, therefore, as far as
he could hate, hie hated Con Bweeny,

Wesay ‘‘aafur as he could,” because,
despite his prejudices, John Thomas had n
magnificent corner inhis heart, which, like
a rainbow, that offspring of a shower, still-
born if unsmiled on by the genial sun,
wanted but a seasonable opportunity to de-
voelope itself in all ita glory.

In person John was s model fora butler.
He lived well and his stout proportions,
ponderous ealves and rublound nose, like
honest witnesses as they were, unequivoonlly
tostifled to the fot.

His Hirish rival, Con Bweeny—Con be-
ing a national condensation for Corvelius—
was & dare-devil-boy, of some four or five-
and-twenty, with dark curling hair, saucy
bine eyes, a somewhat wide and langhter-
loviog mouth, garnished with a row of as
white ' *‘ivories"” ns ever furnished the
opening in the head of a Galway lad.

Like all his countrymon he was passion-
ntely fond of Lorsds ; And many wero the
bright glances and swoet_ smiles bestowed
upon (lon Bweeny when mounted on ono of
tho * Mastex's' thorough.breds, but no
smils or glance had hall the charm for the
good-looking Irishman as the wsmilos and
glances of pretiy, plump Patty Pride ; in
fact to use his own words, *‘ he was bother-
ed Intirely by bis love for the colleen.’

Patty was black-eyed, rosy-cheeked and
although plump, marvellously well-shaped:

“ Brisk ns n beo and Light ns o fairy,”
Tripping about on Ler little feet 1ike & con-
ceited young fawn, snd singing as gaily
and swoetly at her work as the hazel-eyed

robin,
It hins been remarked by a gentleman of

the name of Shakspoare, that

‘T he course of true love never did runsmooth.
Our tale will prove no exception to thisrule
the main cause of which—shame upon her
for it—was Patty Pride’s addiction to co-
quetry.

Bhie knew Johin Thomas loved her, nnd
#he knew Con Sweeny loved her, and she
knew, by renson of ocertain logal restric-
tions, she ecould not counveniontly mnrry
both of them ; therefore, sho kunew, “or
ought to have kuvown, the most proper
thing shocould do was Lo make hier clec-
tion ; and there was the difficalty that puz-
tled Patty’s brains.

The wmore she argued the matter with
hersoll the more she donbled.

The pros and cons were sorely confilet-
ing.

John Thomas had the best pluocs, while
Con Bweeny had the beat fhes,

Con conld danes ke an angel, but Johin
hiand monoy in the bank !

John might be steward, but Com was
thirty years tho younger,

Con could sing like a lark and make
love like no Trishman, but John Thomas

bhinted ata marriage settlement—a allk
gown ind publio-house,

Under thess donflicting clreumntances |
Patty  Pride went on  doubling, and the f
artow of love was converlod Into the abaft
of dingord.

Thus precisely similar effoota—though |
from difforent catses—wore vialble ib the
upper and lower portions of the establish-
ment ; dedining affyotion In the drwing
ropms  produging tho same uneasiness in
Bir Mothusalal snd Lady Ruat, that Inclpi-
ont Tove in tho servast’s hall cauked Joln
Thomas, Con Sweeny and Patty Pride.

] OHAPTER II,

Will our rondor ba kind enoughi to call
o mind the parting of Sir Methusalah and
Lady itost, described in the concluston of

our openlog chapter? Each the victim of | moment ; then, aftor n long whistle, cﬂtl-raulf, eobbing, into his arms, andin the

ill temper and ench brooding over fancind
wrongs and insalts.

tinued—

“Bedad ! porhaps its truth ould shovel | to

Bir Mothusalali sought his library ; my r aud skulls, was telling ! By the vestments !

lady the drawing room.

We will leave my lady gazing listossly
out upon the benutiful lawn in a state of
metaphysical wondermint ns to what on
earth she wns horn for, and follow 8ir Me-
thusalah to tho library.

Boated in Lis luxurious eany chair, alter
having given vent to some vehement muf-
toringn and dissatisfied gromblings, wa
find him poring over n large black letter
volume of ancient legends. By degrees the
lines of anger pass from his face and an ox-
pression of deep interest invests every foa-
ture. Seo!he lins raised his head from the
book ; an hour has passed, and the legond
is concluded. Hark ! ho speaks !

“ Pshaw ! stuff ! nonsense ! it cannot be;
I won't belisve it 1 Yet it cartainly sppenrs
well attested. Strange ! This very night !
Thera can be no harm in making the ex-
periment. I am determined—I'll watch !

And now Sir Metbusalah has put on his
hat and strolled forth in the direotion of
the village churoh.

My Lady Rust, tired of hor ‘‘own bad
company,’’ has entered the library ; how
Iistlessly whe turns over the splendid vol-
umes. Bho leaves tho cases nnd approaches
the table ; her eyes fall on the quaint old
blnck lotter tome ; ina few seconds they
seem rivetted upon ils open page, and with
diffionlty she manages to decipher the ob-
solote chinrnoters and reads alond

“Ye Leaexpe Or BArmte MARks ;

which for the benefit of our fair readers wo
render as follows ;
“Then wend your way to thoe obmreb. yand drear,
But apeed ot with dresd, and spoed oot with fesr
Bear yo no taper, uo lamp, no borch
To galde your steps to the mollderiug poreh,
For the sheated rhoate will be watching there,
And the dead men's Uarhis will Bkoker and glare
With pale blue flamies throwgh the miduight alir,
Sigh not, wesp not, scarce hroathe aloud,
And tonel not a corse, and toneh not s shromd:
Hut aclemnly pass by ths ghastly crowd
Croms thyself thries, neithar loss nor more,
And fiz thine eyos on the chancel's door,
Hut speak not as thou dost prise thy sonl,
Amd when e midulght hour ahall toll
The Dooses shall pass by the self samo grave,
Ero the year bo oud, thay sball surely fill;

And thus yo may koow

Who will moulder low
In thelr earthy home, If yo It and will,
o snch i the powur an, sll belleve,
Of & vlgil kopt on Baner Manxs nin Eve (™

A few bours procedent, the reading of
the ghostly old legend wonld have exoited
in the mind of Lady Rust no emotion
stronger than a smile at its extravagance,
or u sneer at its absurdity ; now the words
sank deoply into her beart,

A few moments wore passed in solemn
thought ; the rosult was a resolution to
test the truth of the saintly legend.

Among the maoy droppers-in at Hust
Hall was grim Master Adam Mould, the
village sexton.

Adam was nlways a welcome guest at the
kitchen of Rust Hall ; his tales of strange
sounds, strange sights, and mysterious
tollings of the church bell, were listened to
with breathless attention. As if the whole
bouschold was under some elecirio influ-
ence, tho theme of Adam Monld's conver-
sation was nothing more or less than the
identical legend of Saint Mark, which oe-
oupied the attention of Bir Methusalnh and
his Lady.

Now it so bappened that the personal
dislikes of John Thomas nnd Con Sweeny
had been nggravated to ths highest posaible
piteh. John Thomus having deteeted Con
Bweeny in tho vory delightful but improper

[ net of mvishing a kiss from the pouting Hps

of Patty Pride—while Con Bweeny, equally
on the alerk, discovered John Thomas ac-
tually offering o new allk dress to the little

maid.
John had mentally ansthemntized Con's

“# Hirlsh himpudence,’ and indulged in
sundry revengefol feelings,

The legend of Saint Mark lLad settled
deeply down into John Thomas's heart, and
Lo resolved to  visit the graveyurd, hoping
that a bountiful Providence might in its
mervy indulge bim with a view of o certain
“Hirish bapparition,™

Con Bweeny had sollloquized with much
bitternous of feeling, and aftor the following
fashion, the delinquencies ot Jobm Thomaa,

“Bud lock to him ! enrly and late, and
all day long ! for the most onplisant thafe
of n schamer, thab iver tried to put his com.
ethor upon a young crater with his blag-
umrd ilk gownds ! the villian o' the world |
Why don’t be coort hor like a man ! Buro
there's only one thing 1'd do wid  plensure
for him, and that is to drink stuccess and
long life to his porpse b his wake ! Musha !
but its glud  1'd be to attend It at this day !
asorvaw n word but truth in that.'

Here o now lght seemed to break in on
the exasperated groom. e paused fora

it's mysell that will watoh at the ould
church porch, and if the villdin fen't too

desp revesses of har soul, implore  Heaven
spare,

‘8o good, o noblé and so kind & man.”?
John Thomaa' revalsion of fealing woas
nething short of marvellons. He patron-
ized his gquondam rival to an unbesrd of

onplensautly fat for o sperrit, mushn! who | extent—never mado the slightest allusion
knows but may be I'll seo John Thoman's | to * White buys, vibbon men or the hallen

dirty ghost.

Now it so happened, by wsome stravge |
coingidence, that while Patty Pride waa
dressing my lady’s hair, the mistress and
maid wore involuntarily reflecting, deaply
und seriously, upon the same subject, and
that subject was the all.engrossing one,
* The Logend of 8t, Mark," learned by my
lady in the quaint verses of the rare old
volunte, and by Patty—with sundry edify-
ing and marvelous additions—from the grim-
looking sexton, Adam Mould.

But Patty made up bher mind to havo
ooular demonstrations that very night
being incited thereto by the reflection that
if either of her lovers wana fated, she ought
to know it.

It therefore happened that about half
past aloven that night that the five parsons
mentioned in  this story, had thoughts as
follows :

“ Now for my great coat !" thooght the
baronst, ns be left the library.

“1 am determined,” whispered my Indy,
as sho passed nnseen noross the terrace,

“Hit bis hawful,' but that Hirishman
drives me to it,”" stammered John Thomas,
swallowing & reeking tumbler of brandy
and water and throsting a flask of the un-
adulterated fluid into his pocket.

“Be dad ! I'll take this with me," ejaou-
lated Con SBweeny, picking up ‘a darlint of
u twig ! “ who knows—faith ! there may
be a shindy ; if 8o, I'm convanient."

“1 won't wear my thin shoes, and 1've
got the ocatechism in my pocket,” pro-
dently and piously exclaimed Patty.

L] L] L] L L]

Both bhusband and wife with bated
breath had looked upon what each supposed
to be the apparition of the other and fled
from the sceune.

A shriek, like the death-sorsam of hope,
struok upon the ear of pour John Thomas.
It was, to his horror, answered by a yell
whose Irish accent admitted of no doubt.
Struggling with fear and agony, tho but-
ler's gazo fell on the excited visageof the
* Hirigh'" yival. The graves shook beneath
his ponderous fleetness, and the air was
londed with his fat breath, which found
vent in the few but emphatic words—

“Booked by o fast conch hat n wvery
hearly hour.”

The shout, impreguated with the Gal-
way nocent, had scarcely censod before a
voiop, rich with the same perfection, ex-
claimed —

¥ (Clome baek, you villain! sperrit or no
sperrit, I'm your man, s it gone, he is?
by this and by that—that's John Thomns's
ghost ; nnd as far as looks and running go,
the moral of himsell, Hurrab ! Ould Ire-
land forever ! and” — here remembering
where Le was, Uon commenced repeating
his prayers, and his retreativg figure was
soon lost in the distance,

‘ Poor fellows ! both doomed,"’ exclaim.
ed TPutty, as she came from her hiding
place aud hurried away.

CHAPTER 111,

Twelve months have passed ! twelve
months? Twelve lottors sum them up,
but oh ! what worlds of hopes and fears,
sorrows and joys, nre bounded in the
words |

Twelve months have passed, and Low ¢

The logend of St. Mark seemed strange-
ly, awlully borme out., The “shected
doad” had; as they each supposed, appear
od to tho several tarrified visitors to the
old church.yard, and the thonght of the
approadhing dissolution of the formerly
contending parties had the most salotary
results, Bmall aots of kindvess, ab  first
performed from the questionable feeling

“that iv conldn't be for long,” bécame In |

& short timo habitual, positive plensares.—
Ob, how deeply wus every past unkind
thonghty, word and look, regretted |

Bir Methu=alah would gaze for houfs on
his young aud benutiful wife, and brood
over the slightest tone which had formerly
thrilled upon Lis beart ; aud as tho bitter

conviotion that he must lose her rushed to | G

hiis mind, the hot tears would gathor fn lis
eyes aod o foretaste of his coming desoln-
tion make him quiver with exquisite
agony ; and Lady Rust would rivet hor
aweet biue eyes upon his fuce, and as busy
memory recitdled i noblencss to herself,
his genorosity to her fumily, bis forbear-
ance at her nnworthy petulance, and the
Justnens of bis kind remonstrances, & with-
ering shudder would tush thrdugh her
hoart, as alio thought on the fatal omen
sho had  seen, and she wonld throw Ler.

hoot,"” and desicted entively from rending
nlond-—ax had been his gustom and glory—
all purngraphs hoaded * Another barbaxous
murder in Hireland,” and tirades against
Daniel O'Connell,

Con Bweensy was totnched to the soul by
this very handsome conduct in what he
believed to be a corpse on short leave of
nbsence. He nursed John Thomas with
the gentlest nasidnity through a long and
eevore fit of the gout, nnd John Thomas
returned the eompliment, if possible with
intorest, when the vicious Chestnut jam-
med Con aguinst the park-wall and broke
his arm, as John Thomas belleved marely
by wny of practice to perform the ssme
operation on his neck,

If it was, and who doubts it? a plensant
sight to seo the generons affection of Sir
Methusalah and deep and beantiful devo-
tion of mi’l lady, it was no less delightfol
to mark thoe honest and friendly exchange
of kindness between fat John Thowas and
daring Con Bwooney.

As for Patty Pride, still plump  and pro-
vokingly pretty ne ever, thinking both her
beaux doomed to become opcupants of
premisos only suited for the reception of
single gentlemen, she so subdued her co-
quetry, and divided her attentions, that
they more added to the bappiness than dis-
quietode of her admirers.

Thus had malters stood for twelve
months ; ench drending but fully expecting
the death of theother.

On the fatal anviversary nll felt convin-
ood the prediction would be fulfilled, and
detormined to show their respect for those
nbout to depart

‘*To anothoer and a better world.”

Sir Mothusalab appeared at the breakfast-
table with a white face, sable suit, and sad
heart.

Lady Rush was in the deepest widow's

weeds.
They startled on seeing each other's
costumo ; they were speechless, but the
tears burst from my Indy's oyes as sho
thought, ““this is a confirming presanti-
ment."”

Bir Methusalah was well h choked as
the same idea finshod across his mind,

“ You are in black, Patty ! darling

“8o are you, Mr. SBweeney, and, bless
my heart, 50 is Mr, Thomas,"

“ Who for?"" inquired one of the other
BETVANLS,

“ Ha hexcollent hiundividooal,”” blubber-
ed out John Thomas ; ** 1'd give my right
and to save him,”* and as he spoke hLe
ghoolk Con Bweeney's fist with a degree of
vigor that could only be olci}ﬂllﬂdl‘il the
vice-like grasp of the warm-hearted frilb-
man, who soblbed out :

“ Whatever may bappen, long life to
you, John Thomas, darlint ; may the bles-
sod angel makeo your bed asy ! it's myself
that feele more mourning in my heart than
o king's funeral could put on my bagk !"*

Here preity, plump but pale Patty Pride
dashed the fast Mlling tears from her swol-
len eyes, and tuking a hand of each almost
whispered :

‘Grief and trath ave twins ; speak, in
the namo of both, if I have ever offended
you, and oh! 1 know 1 have often and
often, do you both forgive me "

** From my sowl I do by this'’ said Con
Sweonsy, smacking her right cheek.

‘* And 1 by that,”” gurgled Jolhn Thomus
after saluting her left.

"“He kissea strong for a dying man,"
thought the butler,

* Bless his owld hoart ; be's gams to the
last,” soliloquizad the groom.,

“They ought neither of them to die for
twonty years at least,'' mentally sighed tho
lady's maid.

But the timo wns fast drawing to o
closo |

Bir Methusalah and Lady Rust sat in sad
silence, their hands firmly locked together,
and their hoarts so rivetted that certain
denth to both would have been happiness
to their dread of losing ench othier.

Con Bweeney looked with s wondering
wnd watory eye at John Thomas, and blub-
bered : ** Apoplexy "'

Jolin Thomas shook his head dubiousiy
and despondingly as he gased on Con Bwee-
ney’s apparently healtby countenanos and
whispered with intense feoling, “ It will be
sudden.”

And protty Patty, glancing from the one
to the other and thence for & moment at the

lookivg-glnss, sighod, ‘¢ Tove !
L L 2 L]

“Twelve! and all ulive!”

What oan be the meaning of it?

*Thao's the trath, my own dear wife.”

“Thank God | my own loved husband it
wis yourself,”

“The Hoavens lovk down wid smiles
upon yon this blessed night, you fat old
augel! It wne mesell in the flesh | Give
me anothor.hag, good Inek o you ' said

o,

* Anundrod, my Ibernian (riend, and
that's not all I'll give yon—take Datty's
=nu0o words! ['m tho holdest, aud
ought Lo take the est warning, and Jobhn
Thomas can pay with his honeat savings if
Lo I called npon ns god-father.
gu:h‘;thiub—'-d d a bappier fami
ut the & s done and a bappler fmi-
roathod. g

ly never b

Is thers not a slight moral ju this light-
ness? Would pot the & that the dap
must coms when the grave will be the home
of all, soften down our an human-
ite our tempers, and, Ly its wholosome re-

membpance, effeat ln'd‘i’unr Em groat good.
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