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GHOST STORIES OF CHAPELIZOD.

Taxe my word for it there is no such thing as an ancient village, cially if
it has seen better days, unillustrated by its legends of terror.  You might as well
expect to find a decayed cheese without mites, or an old house without
rats, as an antique and dilapidated town without an authentie population of
gobling. Now, although this class of inhabitants are in nowise amenable to the
olice authorities, yet as their demeanour directly affects the comforts of her
jesty's subjects, I cannot but rezard it asa grave omission that the publie
have hitherto been left without any statistical returns of their numbers, activity,
fo., &o. And I am persunded that a Commission to inquire into and report upon
the numerical strength, habits, baunts, &e., &e., of supernatural agents resident
in Ireland, would be a great deal more innocent and entertaining than half the
jommissions for which the country pays, and at least as instructive, This
I say, more from a sense of duty, and to deliver my mind of a grave truth,
than with any hope of seeing the suggestion adopted. But, I am sure, my
seaders will deplore with me that the comprehensive powers of belief, and
upparently illimitable leisure, possessed by parliamentary commissions of inquiry,
wnld never have been ufpp]iu:l to the subject I have named, and that the
collaction of that species of information :ahouﬂl be confided to the gratuitous and
desultory labours of individuals, who, like myself, have other occupations to
attend to. This, however, by the way.

Among the village outyasts'ot' Dublin, Chapelizod once held a considerable, if
not a foremost vank. Without mentioning its connexion with the history of the
great Kilmainham Preceptory of the Knights of St. John, it will be enough to
remind the reader of its ancient and celebrated Castle, not one vestige of which
now remains, and of the fact that it was for, we believe, some centuries, the summer
residence of the Viceroys of Ireland, The circumstance of its being up, we be-
lieve, to the period at which that corps was disbanded, the head-quarters of the
Royal Irish illery, gave it also o consequence of an humbler, but not less sub-
stantial kind.  With these advantages in 1ts favour, it is not wonderful that the
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town exhibited at one time an air of substantial and semi-aristocratic prospe.
rity unknown to Irish villages in modern times,

A broad street, with a well-paved foot-path, and houses as lofty as were ag
that time to be found in the fashionable streets of Dublin ; a goodly stone.
fronted barrack : an ancient churcl, vaulted beneath, and with a tower clothed
from its summit to its base with the richest ivy ; an humble Roman Catholice

chapel ; a steep l}rid

we spanning the Liffey, and a great old mill at the near ¢

of it, were the principal features of the town. ‘These, or at least most of thew,
remain, but still the greater part in n very changed and forlorn condition,
Some of them indeed superseded, though not obliterated by modern erections,
such as the bridge, the chapel, and the church in part ; the rest forsaken by the
order who originally raised them, and delivered up to poverty, and in som.

cases to absolute decay.

The village lies in the lap of the rich and wooded Valley of the Liffey, and
is overlooked by the bigh grounds of the beautiful Pheenix Park on the one

side, und by the ridge of the Palmerstown hills on the other,

Its situation,

therefore, is eminenﬂy picturesque ; and factory-fronts and chimneys notwith.
standing, it has, I think, even in its decay, a sort of melancholy picturesquencss
of its own. Be thatas it may, 1 mean to relate two or three stories of that sort

which may be read with very good effect by a blazing fire on a shrewil winter's
night, and are all directly connected with the altered and somewhat melan.

choly little town I have numed. The first I shall relate concerns

THE VILLAGE BULLY.

Anour thirty years ago there lived
in the town of Chapelizod an ill-con-
ditioned fellow of herculean strength,
well known throughout the neighbour-
hood by the title of Bully Larkin. In
addition to his remarkable physical
superiority, this fellow had acquired a
degree of skill as a pugilist which
alone would have made him formi-
dable. As it was, he was the autocrat
of the villn{;e, and carried not the
sceptre in vam. Conscious of his su-
periority, and perfectly secure of im-
yunity, he lorded it over his fellows
 a spirit of cowardly und brutal in-
solence, which made him hated even
more profoundly than he was feared.
Upon more than one oceasion he had
deliberately forced quarrels upon men
whom he fiad singled out for the ex-
hibition of his savage prowess; and
in every encounter his over-matched
antagonist had received an_amount of
4 punishment ** which edified and ap-
ed the spectators, and in some
mstances loft ineffaceable scars and
lasting injuries after it
B yf.u.rkin’s pluck had never been
fairly tried. For, owing to his pro.
digious superiority in wei%ht, strength,
and skill, his victories had always been
certain and easy ; and in Empnrtion to
the fucility with which he uniformly
smashed an antagonist, his pugnacity
and insolence were inflamed. 1le thus
became an odious nuisance in the
ueighbourhood, and the terror of every

motherwho had a son, and of every wife
who had a husband who possessed a
spirit to resent insult, or the smallest
confidence in his own pugilistic expa-
bilities.

Now it happened that there wus a
voung fellow named Ned Moran—
better known by the soubriguet of
« Long Ned,” from his slender, lathy
proportions—at that time living in the
town, IHe was, in truth, a mere lad,
nineteen years of age, and fully twelve
ears younger than the stalwarth hully.

is, however, ns the reader will sce,
secured for him no exemption from
the dastardly provocations of the ill-
conditioned pugilist. Long Ned, in an
ovil our, had thrown eyes of aflection
upon a certsin buxom damsel, who,
notwithstanding Bully Larkin's amo-
rous rivalry, inclined to reciprocate
them.

I need not say how easily the spark
jealousy, once kindled, is blown into

¢, and how naturally, in a coarse
and ungoverned nature, it explodes in
acts of violence and outrage.

“ The bully” watehed his opporti-
nity, and contrived to Qrovokc Ned
Moran, while drinking in a public-
house with a party of friends, into at
altercation, in the course of which he
failed not to put such insults upon 1is
rivil us manhood could not toleratc.
Long Ned, though a simple, good-na-
tured sort of fellow, was g,- no menns
deficient in spirit, and retorted in #

of
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But Larkin had ne notion of letting
Tiim off so ensily.  He closed with him
without striking a blow (the effeet of
which, premnaturcly dealt, would have
besn to bring him at once {0 the
sund, and so put an end to the com-
bat), aud getting his buttered and nl-
most censeluss head nnder his wrm,
fust in that peeuliar © fix" known to
the Muey p[u::--.mll_\' by the name of
& ghaneery,” he held liim firmly, while
with monotonous and brutal strokes he
beat his fist, ns il seomed, nlmost into
his face. Aoy of ¢ shame” broke
from the crowid, for it waui]'rlu'm that
the beaten man Was now insensible,
and supported only by the hercnleun
arm of the bully.  Tho vound nnd the
fight ended by his hurling him upon
the ground, filling upon bim at the
samo time with his knee upon bis chest.
"' bully rose, wiping the perspira-
Lion fram his white fuce with liis blood-
stained haods, but Nud lay stretehed
anil motionless upon the grass. 1t was
impossible to et him upon Liis legs for
another round. So bo was cmrmied
down, just as he was, to the pond which
thin lay elose to the olil Park gate, and
his head and boidy were washeil Liesiile
it Contrary to the beliel of all he was
wob dend,  He was carried home, and
aftér some montlis to a certain extent
recovered.  But he never held up his
hewd ngain, and before the your was
over he had died of consumption, No-
body conld doabt how the disease hid
been induced, but there was no netual
rool to conneet the cause and effect,

wnd theruffian Larkin eseaped the ven-
wunes of tho luw. A strange rotribu-
on, however, awaited him.

After the degth of Llj!l;: Nail, Lo be-
came less quarrelsome than before, but
more sullen and reserved,  Some <uid
“'Im L:»ok. it to heart," und others, that
his conscionce was notb at ease about it
Be this as it may, liowever, his health
didl not suflor by reason of his prosumed
ngitations, nor was Lis worldly pros-
pority marred by the blusting curses
with which poor Moran's enraged mo-
ther pursued him; on the contrury,
he h!.u] rathor visen in the workl, and
ohtained regular and well-remuncrated
cmployment from the Chief Seerviury’s
gardener; at the other side of the Park,
He still lived in Chapelizod, whither,
on the close of Lz day's work, be used
to return across the Fifteen Aerea,

1t was sbout three years aftor the
catastrophe we have wmentioned, and
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Inte in the autumn, when, one night,
contrary to his habit, he did not ap-
pear nb the house where he lodged,
neitherlind hebeen seenanywhore, dur-
ing the evening, in the village. Iis
howrs of return had heen so very regu-
lar, that his absence excited consider-
Dle stirprise, though, of conrse, no actuul
alorm s and, at theusund hour, the house
was closed for the night, aml the al.
sont lodger consigned to the merey of
tho elements, auid the care of his
siding star. Early in the morning,
however, hie was found lying in g stato
of utter holplessness upon the slope
immediately overlooking the Clapeli-
zod gute. e had boen smitten with
a paralytic stroke: his vight side was
dead ; and it was many weeks bofore
I liaed peeovered his speech sufliciently
to make Himsell st all understood.

He then mude the fullowing yela-
tion:—Ho had been detained, it ap-
woared, later than usual, and ilarkuess
ll.'td vloged before Le commenced his
homeward willk ncvoss the Park. It
was o moonlib vight, but musses of
ragged clomls were slowly drifting
across the heavens, e hadnot encoun-
tered o bumun fignve, and no sounds
hit the softened rush of the wind
sweeping throush bushes and hollows
maot his ear,  These wilidl aud monoto-
noussontds, and thenttersolitude which
snrrounded bim, dill not, hawever, ex-
citeany of thoseuneasy sensations which
are aseribed (o superstition, althongh
he said e did feel depresaed, ory in his
own phraseology, “lonesome.”  Just
a8 he erossod the brow of the hill which
shelters the town of Chapelizod, the
wmoon shone out for some moments with
unclouded lustre, and his eye, which
happened to wantles by the shadowy en-
elosures which Iny at the foot of theslope,
was arpested by the sight of o humzn
figure climbing, with all the haste of
one pursued, over the church-yard wall,
and running up the steep ascent direct-
ly towards im. Stories of “resurree-
tioniste" crossed his recalliction, ad he
observed this suspicions-looking fizure,
But he began, momentarily, to be
aware, with a sort of fonrful instinct
which e eonld not explain, that the
punning figure was divecting his steps,
with a sinister purpose, towards himself,

The form wae that of & man with a
loosts poat about him, which, as he van,
he disengaged, and as well as Larkin
eould see, for the moon was again wad-

ing in olowds, threw frow him,  The
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figure thus advanced until within some
two seore yards of him; it arvestod its
gpewd, an approached with a lm:m‘,rq
swaggering wit.  The moon ngain
ghone out bright and clear, and, gra=
cious Giod! what was the spectacls:
bofare him 2 e saw as distinetly a8
if lw had been presented there iu the
flosli, Ned Moran, himself, stripped
nakad from the waist u!:mu'd. a8 |f o
Pugilistil: combat, mud drwing towards
vim in silence.  Larkin wouldl have
shouted, prayods eursed, tled across the
Park, but he wis absolutely powerless;
the apparition stopped within a fow
steps, and leeved on him with & ghostly
mimiery of the defiant stave withwhicl
pugiliats strive to cow one another bes
fore combat. Tor a time, which he
eauld not so much as conjecture, he
was held in the fuseination of that un.
earthly gazo, and at last the thing,
whittever 1 was, on g swlden swag-
gored close up to him with extended
alms.  With an impulze of horrer,
avkin put out hig hand to keop tha
figuve off, and their palms tuuuhm_l—-:%’
least, 0 Lo belioveld—for a thrill
wnspeakable agony, ronning trough
his avm, pervaded his entive frame,
mu:} ll;; 11'111 senﬁ‘ln.ﬂ.ls ta the carth, _
hongh Larkin lived {or many years
nlter, !I.i.E punishment was t:m'ibﬁ:. He
was ingurably maimod ; and being v
abile Lo work, he was forced, for exists
enoty to beg alms of those who had onee:
tenred nod tattered him.  He suftered,
too, increasingly, under his own lore
vible interpretation of the preternniural
pncomnter whieh was the beginuing of
all his miserics, Tt was vain lo cndeas
vour to shuke bis fuith in the reality
of the appavition, and equally vain, a8
somo compussionately did, to try to)
porsuade him thay the greeting with:
wlilel his vision elosed was intended,
while inflicting # temporary trial, te
signify a compensating reconcilintion.

«Noy tio,” he need to say, *all won't
do. I know the memning of it ]
enongli; 16 s o clillonge 1o meet hime
in the other worll—in 1Tell, where L
am going—thit’s what it means, and
nothing lse.”

Al =0, miserable and refusing com=
forty he lived on for some years, and
then died, wul was buried in the samé
navrow chureh-yard which containg she
remaing of his vietin.

T neail hupdly say how ubsolute was
the fith of the honest inhabitants, ab
the time when I heard the story, in the
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ty of the Eratmtunl AUIMOns
which, thro

the portals of terror
m;! misery, had snrnmouc{i

Bully Larkin to his long, last home,
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unil that, too, upon the very ground
on which he had signalised the guiltiest
triumph of his violent and vindietive
CArCEr,

recollect another story of the preternatural sort, which made no small sensation,
. ﬁvmd-&irw years ago, gnong the good gossips of the town; and, with
your leave, courteous reader, I shall velate it

THE SEXTON § ADVENTURE,

Tuose who remember Chapelizod a
quarter of & cenfury pgo, or more, may

esibly recollect the parish sexton.
b n was held much in awe by
trusnt who sauntered into the

church-yard on Sundays, to read the
tomb-stanes, or play leap frog over them,
or climb the ivy in seareh of bats or
SPATTOWS' NeSts, O:J:.;ap into the mys-
terious aperture under the eastern win-
d;Fw, which opencd a dim perspective
of descending steps losing (hemselyes
b peciunie h.:_r:ﬁm where lid-
ns among tat-

tered velvel, bones, u.mf dust,n%vhinh
time and mortality had strewn there,
Of such horribly ourious, and other-
e b el sooacys o e
m--Bﬁtj:m -'namv;uthenﬁiainl
et of the sexton, and repugmant as
bit lauk form, alotied. in rusty, suble
Hlﬂllln; ully frost - visage, s-h“m_Pl-

tales profession
liarised him with ins,
and his tastes ﬁﬂm:g,m

wid sly frolics of all sorts. And as

i gmwn-l recollections ran back
nesrly three score years into the per-
spective of the village history, his fund
w anecdote was copious, aceu-
h’t‘g mﬁwhgve]ruea were
0 means considerable, he was not
unfrequently obliged, for the indul-
genca of his tastes, to arts which were,
at the best, nndignified.
. He frequently invited himself when
his entertamners !Iﬂd Ii]rgotten to do
80 hedropped m_accidentally upon

E

small drinlang ies of liis acquamt-
mm'g&blic wodien i) ined

h stories, queer or terrible,

from his inexhaustible reservoir, never
sernpling to accept an  acknowledg-
ment in theshapeof hot whiskey-p unch,
or whatever else was going.

There was at that time a certain
atrabilious publican, called Philip Sla-
nay, established in_a shop nearly op-
posite the old turnpike. This man was
not, when left to himself, immoderate-
ly given to drinking ; but being na-
turally of & saturnine complexion, and
Lis spirits constantly requiring a fillip,
he acquired n prodigious liking for
Bob Martin’s company. 'The sexton’s
society, in fact, gradually became the
solace of his existence, and he seemed
to lose his coustitutional melancholy
in the fascination of his sly jokes and
marvellous stories.

This intimacy did not redound to
the prosperity or reputation of the
convivi i BOE Martin drank
a good deal more punch than was good
for his health, or consistent with the
charagter of an ecclesinstical function-
ary.  Philip Slaney, too, was drawn
nto similar indalgences, for it was
hard to resist the genial seductions of
his gifted companion ; and as he was
obliged to pay for both, his purse was
believed to have suffered even more
than bis head and liver.

Be this as it may, Bob Martin had
the eredit of having made n drunkard
of * black Phil Slaney"—for by this
cognomen was he distinguished ; and
Phil Slaney had also the reputation of
having made the sexton, if possible, a
bigger bliggard” than ever. Under

ese circumstances, the accounts of
the concern ogposita the turnpike be-
came gomewhat entangled; and it
came to pass one drowsy summer morn-
ing, the weather buing at once suliry
and cloudy, that Phil Slaney went
into a small back parlour, where he
kept his books, and which commanded,
ti;ough‘ils dirty window-panes, a full
view of a dead wall, and having bolted
the !190!': be took a loaded pistol, and
clapping the muzzle in his mouth, blew





