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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.










OEBPS/Images/2.UltordeLacy.jpg
ULTOR DE LACY

A LEGEND OF CAPPERCULLEN
JOSEPH SHERIDAN LE FANU






