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The Stqryteller

UNFORGOTTEN.

Chance caused me once to pass a few weeks in =
little village in the South of Ireland, Not far from the
village is a fine old mansion, or, as it 19 termed, castla,
in the middle of a magnificent demesne, enclosing pic-
turesque ruins of an ancient edifice, which appears Lo
have bequeanthed the epithet of castle to the more
wmodern though old dwelling house, built at some dis-
tance from ihe site of the fortress habitation of the
ancient barons who took the title from its name. It
was A pleasant occupation to wander through these
ruing—covering still a vast extent of ground, and with
much of the old bullding but little impaired by the
ravages of time., The arched gateway at the entrance is
still perfect ; the tall grass has grown up in rank
luxuriance about the hase of the pillars of the arch :
and the ivy is clasping their summmit in its deadly em-
brace, but the arch 1tsell is perfect ; the keep over it still
remajng as when the watchful guard were pacing it to
and fro except that the moss has spread upon it now
a more luxurious carpet than the chieftain of old al-
lowed his retainers The winding staircase of stone leads
you still from the inside to the summit of the wall, and

igher yet to the i1vy-covered turret from which once the
banner floated or the signal-fire gleamed. You mav now
make your way to the top of this turret and look down
on the mass of broken walls that are strewn heneath,
You may look over the chambers that once were the
stenes ol feudal revelry, and the courts that once saw
the gathermmg of dfeudal war—but that now glare mno
more with the festal lamp, or ring with the sound of
warlike preparations—or you may cast your eye to
where there rise at some little distance the ruins of
what once was the chapel of the castle—the chancel is
nearly perfect ; o few of the stone sashes of the great
eastern window are broken away, and there is no roof
but the canopy of heaven ; bul with these exceptions,
and that here again Nature has carpeted the floor with
the leaves of many autumns, there ig bul little change

since the barons, or more hkeiy their ladies, used to
come and hear the family confessor chant the Vespers
al the stone altar, which is stiil unremoved. Just out-

side the chancel, under the arch of a bellry, whence pro-
bably n bell once chimed to the domestics of the castle
the hour of praver. a long flagged corridor runs down a
dark passage to a large iron door., The corridor isstili
kept in repanr,

I was not long in the village before 1 learned from
some communicative persons the history of this familv.
They were lineal descendants of the ancient harons. The
title and a preat portion ol the estntes had been for-
frited in some of those many rebellions which  have so
often proved in Ireland cither the cause or the pretext
of confiscation : and to the present inheritors of their
patrimony hut little of the ancient glories of the house
remained ; they were, howeser, still weaithy and re<pec-
ted, and cherished with ail 1he fondness of hereditary
pride the old ruins of their baronial residence and the
vault to which for ages had been consigned the remnuins
of the memhers of the house.

I also learned that the present proprictor had not
heeh more than two vears in posseassion of the estate
He had obtained it on the death of a distant relatise
I was told that the last owner had an only daughter.
exceedingly heautitul  and amiabie—that it had  Deen
arranged that she  was to be married to her relative,
who, by the law of entail, was heir to the estate. Jhst
ag the marringe was ahbont to take place, the Iady had
died. Both her father and lover were repiesented as
being disconsolate The former proved his sincerity by
dying in a few months of a hroken heart, and the latter
succeeded (o the estate. Turing mv stay in the neich-
borhood T had bhecome acquainted with him. He qid
not appear purticularly hroken-hearted 1 heard jt =sa:d
that he had never got over the loss of his betrothed .
hut I confess that when 1 sat 1n his society and found
him the soul and life of conversalion, in which he was
particulariy animated and inteliigent, I conld not help
feeling scepticul as to the permanence of his sorrow, and
supposing that an estate of two thousand a vear might
e  capable. 0l due time, of administering consolation
even to a bereanved Jover

Anmong 1he points uron  which T acauired informa-
tion. T was told that ever since the old gentleman’s
death his ghost was haunting the demesne . that he had
heen scen coming ont of the vault af midnight, with
lighted candle in his hand, and it was further whispered
{hat the nesw lord of the man<ion was conscious of the
unseasanable rerambulations of his predece<sor, and felt
ashamed of them, a< Iatteriv strict orders had been is-
sucd that no one should, under anv crireumsfances,  be
admitted into the demesne after mightfall—a peremptorv
order which not a stop 1o meonlight excursions to visit
the roins. whiech had previonsiy bheen freauently  nlanned
and executed  Thiferent  cnucps weore assipned  for  the
peremptory directiors which closed the gates against all
nocturnal  sisiiere—manv  attributed it to the pious
unwillingness of the owner tn Ict the pranks of his
relative’s phast he generallv known—some saw a  sufli-
cient reason in the fact.that a voung ladv in Lhe neigh-
horhood had faund in one of these moonlight execursions
an oppertrnity to elope—nnd the piudence and pro-
priety of the owner were the theme of applause from all
the matrons of the country around.

.1 had been all my life a perfect and utter disbeliaven
in all tales of supernatural appearances ; end yet,
strange to  say, I united with this scepticismn a most
earnest and passionate desire to see a ghost, [ do not
know why, but the story of the ghost made a deep im-
pression on my imagination. 1 {elt an insuperable de-
s5ire to test the reality of the apparition by a personal
visit to the vault, and I fancied that a silver passport
might be sufficient Lo admit me within the precinets of
the demesne, even at the forbidden hour,

In this, however, 1 wag disuppointed. No bribe—at
least none that 1 oitcled—wag suilicienl Lo overcome the
idelity or ihe caution of the wirder at the gate. It
was in vain that 1 pleaded my desire to sce ihe ruing
by moonlight ; it was in vain that I urged my plea by
the most cogent reasons my purse or my eloguence could
supply ; the old gatekeeper sternly replied to all
offers and solicitations that he dared not disobey his
master’s orders ; and I was forced te abandon my pro-
Ject, or seek some less legitimate wmods o! accomplishing
1t than by entering through the gate.

1l was not until the night hefore I was to leave that
1 effected my purpose of paying s midnight visit to the
vault. 1 had walked all round the demesne in daylight:
but it was enclosed by a ninefeet, wall, gnd a wall &0
perfect as to baffle all my attempts at climbing. At
ll;:]::;ignhcthought me of another expedient for gaining ad-
I 5§ .

1 should_ have mentioned that close by the old ruins
ran a considerable stream, which divided the demesne
into two parts. Just where it emerged {rom the demesne
there was a bridge, and it struck me that I might pos-
stbly wnke my way under one of the arches. I recon-
noitred the passage in  the daytime. The stream was
not, I knew, very deep, but still it was far too deep to
be comfortable, perhaps even safe, to wade; but 1 re-
arked that along the bottom of the arch there was
here and there 5 few projecting stones, and a few inden-
tations in the masonry, which left an adventurous pas-
scuger an opportumity, by a judicious disposition of his
;n‘tops, of passing along the entire length of the arch.
To these perilous etepping-stones my curiosity to see a
ghost induced me to trust myself,

., I accomplished my entrance with some difficulty. The
bright moon shone full upon the side of the arch where
my stepping-stones lay,  and guided me to place my
feet., 1 could not help thinking that if T was supersti-
tious 1 might look on her as a lamp held in the heavens
to guide me to a destined interview with a being of
anolher world ; but when I saw that she was rapidly
veering round and lowering in the heavens, so that long
belore miy return, even if she wWere nhot set, my stepping-
stones would be completely in the shadow, I thought
[t mors& convenient to intérpret the withdrawal of the
lanip as an omen that 1 should mnover return. With all
my cfforts to shake it off, 1 confess the superstition for
an imstant gathered gloomv at my heart.

~ When T found myself safe on firm ground ¥ felt in~
clined to laugh at  the wild and foolish errand upon
which 1 had ceme ; but there was an awe about me
that presented me from giving way to my inclinations.
The <hudows of the great old trees were projected upon
the silverv  hoarness of the meadow ; and I could of
1ho-e near me {race the minutest oputlines against the
shv. as thew filnuest folinge vibrated gently and dis-
finctiv in the might breere  The ripple of the river was
sparnling 1n the moonbeam, and its indistinet murmurs
lardly hroke upon the stillness of the scene ;  gilence—if
T may so speak—was undistnrhed by the few sounds that
cane softly upon the midnight air—now and them the
far-off how! of some dor, true to the reproach which
the dramntist has cast upon his tribe, senselessly ‘ bay~
g the moon,” or the heavy whirring of the wing of the
nmiaht hird. 1 looked across the meadow to the eminence
where the old ruins stood in their antigue solemnity—
the tall turrets rose like giants, their mantles of ivy
thiown carelessly round their shoulders, motionless in
the renose of the scene. T felt half unwilling to disturb
thoir tranquility hy a nearer approach. The truth was
I would have miven something to recede, but it would
hate compromised my honor in my own eyes., T never
was so much afraid of anvthing as of being obliged to
own to myself that T was a coward,

On, then, T went towards the awfkil-looking pile,
with™y nervous apprehension such as I had never felt
helore, A low mist scemed to flit along the bhanks of
the stream : and L could not help feeling as if its vapory
lorns were really the dim shapes of spirits. At last 1T
reached the rising ground on which stood the old castle.
T was startled as my step  sounded loud on the wWOorn
stone flag that was the threshold of the gateway. In-
side all was dark and eloomy from the contrast. Hero
and there the light tinged some object where the moon-
beams ponred in through the old windows or some loop-
hola in the walls I went on through the ruins until I
reached the ehureh. T stood in the deserted chancel, and
my {houghts rose to Mim to Whom once from that lone-
v spot’ ascended the wrolemmn  hymns of praise. T
leansd hack against the wall, and T could almost see
before me the altar and the dim taper gleaming indis-
tinctly My spint was solemnised, I wondered how the
fears of superstition could have peopled with restless or
wicked spirits a  place so still and so0 holv. In  the
sacredness of the place—in everything around me, I felt
as it were the prosence of the Father of Spirits, and
from that pre=ence evervthing that was unholy was bid
awav. If ever T folt the purily of devotion, it was for
the time I stood there.

T was startled by the lizht sound of footsteps—~they
snemed lichter than human. 1 listened, hut all again was
stil. T thought it might be the wind that moved rome
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