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skeleton-looking tops, run around the enclosure and look

over the holds that surround it on every side. It lies

out of the way of any thoroughfare, and months may some

times pass, when burials are unfrequent, in which no one

goes near it. It was in St. Bennet's that M'ICechan was

buried; and the people about the farm-house that lies

nearest it were surprised, for the first month after his

death, to see the figure of a man, eviug and morning,

just a few minutes before the sun had risen and a few

after it had set, walking round the yard under the elms

three times, and always disappearing when it had taken the

last, turn beside an old tomb near the gate. It was of course

always clear daylight when they saw the figure; and the

month passed ere they could bring themselves to suppose

that it was other than a thing of flesh and blood, like

then-selves.The strange regularity of its visits, however, at

length bred suspicion; and the farmer himself, a plain, de-

cent man, of more true courage than men of twice the

pre-tee,determined one evening on watching it. He took

his place outside the wall, a little before sunset; and no

sooner had the red light died away on the elm-tops, than

up started the figure from among the ruins on tho opposite

side* of the burying-ground, and came onward in its round,

muttering incessantly as it came, 'Oh, for mercy sake,

for mercy sake, a handful of meal! I am starving, I am

starving: a handful of meal!' And then, changing its tone

into one still more doleful, 'Oh,' it exclaimed, 'alas for

the little lippie and the little peck! alas for the little lippie

,ancI the little peck!' As it passed, the farmer started up

from. his seat; and there, sure enough, was M'ICeclian, the

corn-factor, in his ordinary dress, and, except that ho was

thinner and paler than usual, like a man suffering from

hunger, presenting nearly his ordinary appearance.
The
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