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Chapter 1
The Jacobite's Legacy


In my youth I heard a great many Irish family traditions, more
or less of a supernatural character, some of them very peculiar,
and all, to a child at least, highly interesting. One of these I
will now relate, though the translation to cold type from oral
narrative, with all the aids of animated human voice and
countenance, and the appropriate mise-en-scène of the
old-fashioned parlour fireside and its listening circle of excited
faces, and, outside, the wintry blast and the moan of leafless
boughs, with the occasional rattle of the clumsy old window-frame
behind shutter and curtain, as the blast swept by, is at best a
trying one.

About midway up the romantic glen of Cappercullen, near the
point where the counties of Limerick, Clare, and Tipperary
converge, upon the then sequestered and forest-bound range of the
Slieve-Felim hills, there stood, in the reigns of the two earliest
Georges, the picturesque and massive remains of one of the finest
of the Anglo-Irish castles of Munster—perhaps of Ireland.

It crowned the precipitous edge of the wooded glen, itself
half-buried among the wild forest that covered that long and
solitary range. There was no human habitation within a circle of
many miles, except the half-dozen hovels and the small thatched
chapel composing the little village of Murroa, which lay at the
foot of the glen among the straggling skirts of the noble
forest.

Its remoteness and difficulty of access saved it from
demolition. It was worth nobody's while to pull down and remove the
ponderous and clumsy oak, much less the masonry or flagged roofing
of the pile. Whatever would pay the cost of removal had been long
since carried away. The rest was abandoned to time—the
destroyer.

The hereditary owners of this noble building and of a wide
territory in the contiguous counties I have named, were English—the
De Lacys—long naturalized in Ireland. They had acquired at least
this portion of their estate in the reign of Henry VIII, and held
it, with some vicissitudes, down to the establishment of the
revolution in Ireland, when they suffered attainder, and, like
other great families of that period, underwent a final eclipse.

The De Lacy of that day retired to France, and held a brief
command in the Irish Brigade, interrupted by sickness. He retired,
became a poor hanger-on of the Court of St. Germains, and died
early in the eighteenth century—as well as I remember, 1705—leaving
an only son, hardly twelve years old, called by the strange but
significant name of Ultor.

At this point commences the marvellous ingredient of my
tale.

When his father was dying, he had him to his bedside, with no
one by except his confessor; and having told him, first, that on
reaching the age of twenty-one, he was to lay claim to a certain
small estate in the county of Clare, in Ireland, in right of his
mother—the title-deeds of which he gave him—and next, having
enjoined him not to marry before the age of thirty, on the ground
that earlier marriages destroyed the spirit and the power of
enterprise, and would incapacitate him from the accomplishment of
his destiny—the restoration of his family—he then went on to open
to the child a matter which so terrified him that he cried
lamentably, trembling all over, clinging to the priest's gown with
one hand and to his father's cold wrist with the other, and
imploring him, with screams of horror, to desist from his
communication.

But the priest, impressed, no doubt, himself, with its
necessity, compelled him to listen. And then his father showed him
a small picture, from which also the child turned with shrieks,
until similarly constrained to look. They did not let him go until
he had carefully conned the features, and was able to tell them,
from memory, the colour of the eyes and hair, and the fashion and
hues of the dress. Then his father gave him a black box containing
this portrait, which was a full-length miniature, about nine inches
long, painted very finely in oils, as smooth as enamel, and folded
above it a sheet of paper, written over in a careful and very
legible hand.

The deeds and this black box constituted the most important
legacy bequeathed to his only child by the ruined Jacobite, and he
deposited them in the hands of the priest, in trust, till his boy,
Ultor, should have attained to an age to understand their value,
and to keep them securely.

When this scene was ended, the dying exile's mind, I suppose,
was relieved, for he spoke cheerily, and said he believed he would
recover; and they soothed the crying child, and his father kissed
him, and gave him a little silver coin to buy fruit with; and so
they sent him off with another boy for a walk, and when he came
back his father was dead.

He remained in France under the care of this ecclesiastic until
he had attained the age of twenty-one, when he repaired to Ireland,
and his title being unaffected by his father's attainder, he easily
made good his claim to the small estate in the county of Clare.

There he settled, making a dismal and solitary tour now and then
of the vast territories which had once been his father's, and
nursing those gloomy and impatient thoughts which befitted the
enterprises to which he was devoted.

Occasionally he visited Paris, that common centre of English,
Irish, and Scottish disaffection; and there, when a little past
thirty, he married the daughter of another ruined Irish house. His
bride returned with him to the melancholy seclusion of their
Munster residence, where she bore him in succession two
daughters—Alice, the elder, dark-eyed and dark-haired, grave and
sensible—Una, four years younger, with large blue eyes and long and
beautiful golden hair.

Their poor mother was, I believe, naturally a lighthearted,
sociable, high-spirited little creature; and her gay and childish
nature pined in the isolation and gloom of her lot. At all events
she died young, and the children were left to the sole care of
their melancholy and embittered father. In process of time the
girls grew up, tradition says, beautiful. The elder was designed
for a convent, the younger her father hoped to mate as nobly as her
high blood and splendid beauty seemed to promise, if only the great
game on which he had resolved to stake all succeeded.










Chapter 2
The Fairies in the Castle


The Rebellion of '45 came, and Ultor de Lacy was one of the few
Irishmen implicated treasonably in that daring and romantic
insurrection. Of course there were warrants out against him, but he
was not to be found. The young ladies, indeed, remained as
heretofore in their father's lonely house in Clare; but whether he
had crossed the water or was still in Ireland was for some time
unknown, even to them. In due course he was attainted, and his
little estate forfeited. It was a miserable catastrophe—a
tremendous and beggarly waking up from a life-long dream of
returning principality.

In due course the officers of the crown came down to take
possession, and it behoved the young ladies to flit. Happily for
them the ecclesiastic I have mentioned was not quite so confident
as their father, of his winning back the magnificent patrimony of
his ancestors; and by his advice the daughters had been secured
twenty pounds a year each, under the marriage settlement of their
parents, which was all that stood between this proud house and
literal destitution.

Late one evening, as some little boys from the village were
returning from a ramble through the dark and devious glen of
Cappercullen, with their pockets laden with nuts and "frahans," to
their amazement and even terror they saw a light streaming redly
from the narrow window of one of the towers overhanging the
precipice among the ivy and the lofty branches, across the glen,
already dim in the shadows of the deepening night.

"Look—look—look—'tis the Phooka's tower!" was the general cry,
in the vernacular Irish, and a universal scamper commenced.

The bed of the glen, strewn with great fragments of rock, among
which rose the tall stems of ancient trees, and overgrown with a
tangled copse, was at the best no favourable ground for a run. Now
it was dark; and, terrible work breaking through brambles and
hazels and tumbling over rocks. Little Shaeen Mull Ryan, the last
of the panic rout, screaming to his mates to wait for him—saw a
whitish figure emerge from the thicket at the base of the stone
flight of steps that descended the side of the glen, close by the
castle-wall, intercepting his flight, and a discordant male voice
shrieked——

"I have you!"

At the same time the boy, with a cry of terror, tripped and
tumbled; and felt himself roughly caught by the arm, and hauled to
his feet with a shake.

A wild yell from the child, and a volley of terror and entreaty
followed.

"Who is it, Larry; what's the matter?" cried a voice, high in
air, from the turret window, The words floated down through the
trees, clear and sweet as the low notes of a flute.

"Only a child, my lady; a boy."

"Is he hurt?"

"Are you hurted?" demanded the whitish man, who held him fast,
and repeated the question in Irish; but the child only kept
blubbering and crying for mercy, with his hands clasped, and trying
to drop on his knees.

Larry's strong old hand held him up. He was hurt, and
bleeding from over his eye.

"Just a trifle hurted, my lady!"

"Bring him up here."

Shaeen Mull Ryan gave himself over. He was among "the good
people," who he knew would keep him prisoner for ever and a day.
There was no good in resisting. He grew bewildered, and yielded
himself passively to his fate, and emerged from the glen on the
platform above; his captor's knotted old hand still on his arm, and
looked round on the tall mysterious trees, and the gray front of
the castle, revealed in the imperfect moonlight, as upon the
scenery of a dream.

The old man who, with thin wiry legs, walked by his side, in a
dingy white coat, and blue facings, and great pewter buttons, with
his silver gray hair escaping from under his battered three-cocked
hat; and his shrewd puckered resolute face, in which the boy could
read no promise of sympathy, showing so white and phantom-like in
the moonlight, was, as he thought, the incarnate ideal of a
fairy.

This figure led him in silence under the great arched gateway,
and across the grass-grown court, to the door in the far angle of
the building; and so, in the dark, round and round, up a stone
screw stair, and with a short turn into a large room, with a fire
of turf and wood, burning on its long unused hearth, over which
hung a pot, and about it an old woman with a great wooden spoon was
busy. An iron candlestick supported their solitary candle; and
about the floor of the room, as well as on the table and chairs,
lay a litter of all sorts of things; piles of old faded hangings,
boxes, trunks, clothes, pewter-plates, and cups; and I know not
what more.

But what instantly engaged the fearful gaze of the boy were the
figures of two ladies; red drugget cloaks they had on, like the
peasant girls of Munster and Connaught, and the rest of their dress
was pretty much in keeping. But they had the grand air, the refined
expression and beauty, and above all, the serene air of command
that belong to people of a higher rank.

The elder, with black hair and full brown eyes, sat writing at
the deal table on which the candle stood, and raised her dark gaze
to the boy as he came in. The other, with her hood thrown back,
beautiful and riant, with a flood of wavy golden hair, and
great blue eyes, and with something kind, and arch, and strange in
her countenance, struck him as the most wonderful beauty he could
have imagined.

They questioned the man in a language strange to the child. It
was not English, for he had a smattering of that, and the man's
story seemed to amuse them. The two young ladies exchanged a
glance, and smiled mysteriously. He was more convinced than ever
that he was among the good people. The younger stepped gaily
forward and said——

"Do you know who I am, my little man? Well, I'm the
fairy Una, and this is my palace; and that fairy you see there
(pointing to the dark lady, who was looking out something in a
box), is my sister and family physician, the Lady Graveairs; and
these (glancing at the old man and woman), are some of my
courtiers; and I'm considering now what I shall do with
you, whether I shall send you to-night to Lough Guir,
riding on a rush, to make my compliments to the Earl of Desmond in
his enchanted castle; or, straight to your bed, two thousand miles
under ground, among the gnomes; or to prison in that little corner
of the moon you see through the window—with the man-in-the-moon for
your gaoler, for thrice three hundred years and a day! There, don't
cry. You only see how serious a thing it is for you, little boys,
to come so near my castle. Now, for this once, I'll let you go.
But, henceforward, any boys I, or my people, may find within half a
mile round my castle, shall belong to me for life, and never behold
their home or their people more."

And she sang a little air and chased mystically half a dozen
steps before him, holding out her cloak with her pretty fingers,
and courtesying very low, to
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