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UNFORGOTTEN.
Chance caused me once to pass a few weeks in alittle village in the South of Ireland. Not far Irom thevillage is a fine old mansion, or, as it is termed, castle,

in the middle of amagnificent demesne, enclosing pic-
turesque ruins of an ancient edifice, which appears tohave bequeathed the epithet of castle to the moremodern though old dwelling house, built at some dis-tance from the site of the fortress habitation of the
ancient barons who took the title from its name. Itwas a pleasant occupation to wander through these
ruins

—
covering still a vast extent of ground, and with

much of the old building but little impaired by theravages of time. The arched gateway at the entrance is
still perfect; the tall grass has grown up in rank
luxuriance about the base of the pillars of the arch;
and the ivy is clasping their summit in its deadly em-brace, but the arch itself is perfect; the keep over itstill
remains as when the watchiul 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, andhigher yet to the ivy-covered turret from which once the
banner floated or tho signal-fire gleamed. You may now
make your way to the top of this turret and look downon the mass of broken walls that are strewn beneath.
You may look over the chambers that once were thescenes of feudal revelry, and the courts that once saw
the gathering of feudal war

—
but that now glare no

more with the festal lamp, or ring with the sound of
warlike preparations

—
or you may cast your eye towhere there rise at some little distance the ruins of

what once was the chapel of the castle
—

the chancel is
nearly perfect;a few of the stone sashes of the great
eastern window are broken away, and there is no roof
but tho canopy of heaven ; but with these exceptions,
and that here again Nature has carpeted the floor with
the leaves of many autumns, there is but little change
since the barons, or more likely their ladies, used tocome and hear the family confessor chant the Vespers
at the stone altar, which is still unremoved. Just out-side the chancel, under the arch of a belfry, whence pro-bably a bell once chimed to the domestics of the castle
the hour of prayer, a long flagged corridor runs down a
dark passage to a large iron door. The corridor is still
kept in repair.
Iwas not long in the village before 1 learned from

some communicative persons the history of this family.
They were lineal descendants of the ancient barons. The
title and a great portion of the estates had been for-
feited in some of those many rebellions which have so
often proved in Ireland either the cause or the pretext
of confiscation : and to the present inheritors of their
patrimony but little of the ancient glories of the house
remained ; they were, however, .still wealthy and respec-ted, and cherished with all the fondness of hereditary
pride the old rums of their baronial residence and the
vault to which for ages had been consigned the remains
of the members of the house.
Ialso learned that the present proprietor had not

been more than two yeais in possession of the estateHo had obtained it on the death of a distant relati\e
Iwas told that the last owner had an only daughter,
exceedingly beautiflul and amiable— that it had been
arranged that she was to be married to her relative,
who, by the law of entail, was heir to tho estate. Jfcst
ns tho marriage was about to take place, the lady had
died. Both her father and lo\er were repieseuted as
being disconsolate The former proved his sincerity bydying in a few months of a broken heart, and the latter
succeeded to the estate. Turing my stay in the neigh-
borhood Ihad become acquainted with him. He did
not appear particularly broken-hearted Iheard it said
that he had i^cr got over the loss of his betrothed,
but Iconfess that when 1sat in his society and found
him the soul and life of comersation, in which he wasparticularly animated and intelligent, Icould not help
feeling sceptical as to tho permanence of his sorrow, and
supposing that an estate of two thousand a year might
be capable, in* due time, of administering consolation
even to a bereaAOd lo^er

Among the points vion which T acquired informa-tion. T was told that ever since the old gentleman's
death his gho^t was haunting the demesne , that he had
been seen cominsr out of the \ault at midnight, with a
lighted candle in his hand, and it wa.s further whispered
that the new lord of tho mansion was conscious of the
unseasonable perambulations of his predecessor, an-d felt
nshsirviMl of them, as latteilv strict orders had been is-
sued that no one should, tindnr any circumstances, be
admitted into the demesne after nightfall— a peremptory
order which nut a stop 1o moonlight excursions to visit
the ruins, which had previously been frequently nlanned
and executed "Different onuses were assigned for the
peremptory directioi>s which closer! the gates against all
nocturnal -\isMors— many attributed it to the piousunwillingness of the owner to let the pranks of his
relative's gho.st he generally known— some saw n suffi-
cient reason in the fact ithat a younff lady in the neigh-
borhood h.id found in one of these moonlight -excursions
an opportunity to clope— and the prudence and pro-priety of the owner were the theme of applause from allthe matrons of the country around.
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my stepping-stones lay, F
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», thinkin«; that if Iwas supersti-tious Imight look on her as a lamp held in the heavensto guide me to a destined interview with a being ofanother world ;"but whenIsaw that she was rapidlya cci ing round and lowering in the heavens, so that longbefore my return, even if she were not set, my stepping-stones would be completely in the shadow, I thoughtit more convenient to interpret the withdrawal of thelamp as an omen that 1should never return. With allmy efforts to shake it off, ] confess the superstition foran iiTstant gathered gloomy at my hearttthen Iiound myself safe on firm ground Ifelt in-
lu to Liiiffh at the wild and foolish errand uponwhich 1 had come ; but there was an awe about meth.it presented me from giving way to my inclinations.Ihe shadows of the great old trees were projected uponthe silve.rv hoarness of the meadow; and Icould oftno-,e near me trace the minutest outlines against theas their filmiest foliage vibrated gently and dis-tincti\ in the night bree/e The ripple of the river wassparkling in the moonbeam, and its indistinct murmursliardlv broke upon the stillness of the scene ; silence— ifImay so speak—was undisturbed by the few sounds thatcame soitly upon the midnight air— now and then thet.xr-ofT how! of some dotr, true to the reproach whichthe dramatist has cast upon his tribe, senselessly 'bay-

ing (he moon,' or the heavy whirring of the wing of thenight bird. 1 looked across the meadow to the eminencewhere the old ruins stood in their antique solemnity—
the tall turrets rose like giants, their mantles of ivyIhiown carelessly round their shoulders, motionless inlie renose of the scene. Ifelt half unwilling to disturbtheir tranquility by a nearer approach. The truth Wasr would have civen something to recede, but it would
na\e compromised my honor in my own eyes. Ineverwas so much afraid of anything as of being obliged toown to myself that Iwas a cowardOn, then, Iwent towards the awftil-looking pile,with"a nervous apprehension such as Ihad never feltbefore. A low mist seemed to flit along the banks ofthe stream ; and 1could not help feeling as if its vaporylorn..s were really the dim shapes of spirits. At last \lreached the rising ground on which stood the old castle.I was startled as my step sounded loud on the wornsi one (lag that was the threshold of the gateway. In-side all was dark and eloomy from the contrast. Hereand there the light tinged some object where the- moon-beams poured in throuerh the old windows or some loop-hole in the walls Iwent on through the ruins until Ireached the church. T stood in the deserted chancel, andmy thoughts rose to TT'im to Whom once from that lone-Iv spot ascended the solemn hymns of praise. IJean<Kl back against the wall, and Icould almost seeueioro me the altar and the dim taper gleaming indis-tinctly My spirit was solemnised. Iwondered how thefears of superstition could have peopled with restless or
wicked spirits a place so still and so holy. In the.sacredncss of the place— in everything around me, Ifeltas it wore the presence of the Father of Spirits, andfrom that presence everything that was unholy was bidnwav. If ever T felt the purity of devotion, it was forthe time Istood there.

T was startled by the lierht sound of footsteps— theyseemed lighter than human. Ilistened, but all again wasstill. Ithought it might be the wind that moved some
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