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he SPECTER PRIESTE

 OF WRIGHTSTONE

bg Herman F Wm_]ht

HE ruins of historic old

Wrightstone Castle still rear

their erumbling towers above
the dreary Hampton Bog, mnear
Manchester, a fast decaying but fitting
memorial to the foul deeds and fiend-
ish proceedings that have taken place
within its bleak walls. The counts of
Wrightstone and their families have
long sinee removed to more favorable
London, abandoning the old ancestral
home to gloomy memories.

The following tale was told me by
old Sir Mandeville Wright, forty-sev-
enth count of Wrightstone, as it was
related to him by his father, and thus
came the legend down through the
centuries from early days in Eng-
land’s history.

Previous to, and in the early reign
of James I, many strange and weird
stories were told among the peasants
of the castle and its aristocratic own-
ers, then residing at the court. The
villagers told of how a specter horse
bearing a figure in flashing armor
pranced before the raised drawbridee.
Then came the news of Count Charles’
death at the court by an emissary of
the king. Then the priestess—the
Speeter Priestess of 'Wrightstone, as
the apparition was termed—appeared,
claiming as her vietim a poor peasant
found wandering near the edge of the

bog after dark.
134

After the death of his father, the
late Count Charles, the eldest son,
young Count Richard of Wrightstone,
decided to leave the fashionable court
and pay a visit to his ancestral home,
which he had never seen. After mak-
ing his intentions kmewn, the young
nobleman was astonished by the pecu-
liar actions of his father’s old and
trusted servants. Young Richard, on
several occasions, had found them
conversing together in low tones and
caught his name mingled with that of
a ‘‘priestess’’ in their mysterious con-
versations. They tried in various
ways to dissuade him from going, and
when questioned as to their peculiar
actions they became quite sullen and
silent,

Richard, not to be dictated to by
the servants, determined to sce Castle
Wrightstone. Finally the day arrived
when he was to leave for the home of
his ancestors. Seated inside the
coach with Scrooge, the old family
butler, while the other servants
perched on the front and rear outer
seats, the young man started for the
castle.

AFTER several hours of weary trav-
¢l in silence, 0ld Scrooge suddenly
demanded, ‘‘ Master Robert, have you
by any chance ever heard of the druid
priestess of Wrightstone castle?”’
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Upgu-the young man’s negative an-
gwer,! Scroogé cleared his throat, as
was his custom when preparing for a
lengthy’ oration, and began: ‘‘It was
always the wish of Count Charles;
your ‘father, fo keep Afront. you _the
gloomy -seeret qe‘.' Bis old ‘home, Ho
made’ me promise: never, ‘-gto let you
gay of the pmesmsqﬁ'h ti8ince you
i decided: to visit Whightstone F

have been told that your grand.
BT, Sir William, was murdered il

i}ré'?<‘astle but how or why he was'

ifitTered you never kmew. Did vou
ever reflect upon that? The sceret is.
Mastpr Richard, and. I like not to tell
FOu,-hut, them ig a eurse upon Wright-
. t(one., ‘

of S, W].lham was found lying on
the foor of his study, his heart torn
fmm shis body—the work of the
prbesteﬁs The apparition is evidently

c’mud prigstess, for she carried a
drmdlcal smcr}ﬁclal knife in. her hand,
vuth wh;ch she pierces hey vietims
and tears cut their living hearts. The
Hiend ‘has haunted the ¢astlo for een-
eratmns ‘ahd. an old legend tells that
the' =i’pe('ff=1' ‘edn ‘never be laid- until
two of the heads of the ruling family
of: Wrightstone have sacrificed their
throbhing hearts to her gleaming secal-
pel. When or how the legend origi-
inated none can tell; suffice it to say
that in my time your grandfather and
three peasants have died by her fiend-
ish hand.

‘Tt is for this reason, Master Rich-
ard, that'T and the servants implored
you to forhear from visiting the
haunted. castle, T am old. and age
brings queer prognostications: I fear
I may live to sce a second lord of
Wrightstone meet his end thus. God
forbid!”’

With these words Scrooge lapsed
into silence, and no amount of ques-
tioning from Richard could make the
old man speak further. By the time
the party arrived at the castle Rich-
ard fully decided to investigate the

. Wrightstone hid

tell you for your own welfare:

hauntings of the druid priestess.
True, he had hecard a: few strange
tales of his father’s castle, but of the
priestess he had never been told.

‘Though its erude, gray’ exterior be-
tokened gloom. the bleak walls of
richly farnished
rdoms, -crackling fires on the large
hearths, and cozy corners hidden by
velvet tapestrics. The ﬁlgst few weeks
were. devoted to making the great
rooths--habitable for the reception of
the guests,-and the incident of the
specter and hér weird slavings were
forgotten by the yvoung count for the
while,

ATE one eveniny several weeks
after ‘his arrival at. the -ecastle,

Richard- was reading over several old

and musty manuseripts in the study,
in.-which room the dead hody of old
Sir William had been found. The

_.blazing logs on the hearth had .dwin-

dled to mere glowing embers, and the
candles in the massive bronze candela-
hra were sputtering and burning low.

A strange silenee brooded over the
aged structure, and a choking stuffi-
ness seemed to pervade the room.
Richard. annoyved by the choking at-
mosphere, laid aside the manuseript
he was perusing and prepared to rise,
when his eye eaught the flashing re-
flection of the eandle licht on a pol-
ished surfaee before him. Looking
up. he was horrified to behold the
speeter priestess of the castle standing
before him,

His horror gave way to wonder as
he gazed upon the beautiful figure
that smiled down upon him. A young
girl was the priestess. her golden
tresses falling over her shoulders,
which were draped in a long. flowing,
white robe. Her lips were slightly
parted in a smile, and her blue eyes
seemed to convey a message of fiendish
irinmph: nevertheless they were en-
traneing and held the young man
spellbound. In her right hand was
erasped a gleaming. crescent-shaped
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knife, while the other hand was con-
cealed in the folds of her vobe.

The young count’s tongue clove to
the roof of his mouth, and he sank
back in the chair exhausted and help-
less. Unconsciousness began to numb
his senses.  IVe heard a clear, bell-like
voice that scemed to eome from far
away: ‘‘Death comes; prepare!”’

Richard awoke just as the first rays
of 1he rising sun strecamed across the
floor of the study. The fire had gone
out, and despite the sunny cheerful-
ness, the peculiar coldness that re-
minds one of death hung about the
room.

The young man reecalled vividly the
dreadful experience of the night he-
fore—but was it a reality, or merely a
dream caused by a ereative and wan-
dering imagination? Which was the
truth the eount could not say, for it
seemed so vivid, yet so fantastie. He
would tell Scrooge and get the old
butler’s adviee on the matter.

There came a gentle tap on the door
and Serooge entered, hearing a break-
fast tray.

““Good morning, Master Richard,”’
began the butler. ‘‘How—why, what
is the matter? Are youill?’’ he asked
in a startled tone when he beheld the
count’s features.

“I merely had a rather peculiar
dream, Serooge. T shall he all right
in a few minutes.’’

““A drcam? Not the—the priestess,
Master Richard?’’ demanded the old
man in a startled tone, his ruddy face
beecoming suddenly white.

““Yes, Scrooge, the priestess,’”’ re-
plied the count with a peculiar ahsent
look in his eyes. ¢‘T dreamed—or she
really told me, I don’t know which—
to prepare for death.”’

“My God!”’ gasped the terrified
Scrooge, dropping the tray. ‘‘You
are marked for death within twenty-
four-hours. Come, we shall leave for
the palace at once. Leave this ac-
cursed place, Master Richard!”

TALES

**No,”” answered the nobleman,
slowly shaking his head. ‘I must
stay here—to sec her again. Her eyes
—they have charmed me, so filled with
passion.  Serooge, I love the priestess
and I would die to sce her again.”’

**Yon are bewitehed by the fiend!”’
declaved the butler, begging the count
to leave the castle,

After vainly pleading with him, the
old man finally left Richard. .

Gathering  the other servants,
Serooge told them of the apparition’s
appearance (for he knew it to be no
dream) to their young master and sta-
tioned them mear the study in a vain
attempt to thwart the eurse of im-
pending death he believed must come.

Richard finally  consented to
Serooge’s staying in the study with
him that evening, although he knew
nothing of the platoon of armed serv-
ants without the doors.

As the night gradually wore on,
hoth men hegan to doze. Onee Serooge
awakened to find Count Richard soft-
ly snoring in the great leather chair
by the table. Then Scrooge, too, be-
gan to snore. ’

The old butler was awakened by the

rays of the sun shining in his face.
Yawning and stretching, he arose
from his eramped position and walked
toward the window. Suddenly he
stopped, his arms outstretched in as+
tonished fear and horror. At his feet
lay the cold body of Count Richard,
his hcart torn from his breast. The
butler gave a ¢ry and fainted beside
his dead master. The frightened serv-
ants, hearing the ery, rushed into the
room and stood horrified about the
pair. ' .
The next day the body of Count
Richard was interred in the family
vault of the counts of Wrightstone by
the village priest. The servants with
Scrooge closed up the haunted castle
and departed for London.

The curse of Castle Wrightstone
was ended. The specter priestess was
seen no more, hut the deseendants of
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Count Richard’s brother, into whose
hands the castle passed. never dared
take up their abode within its dreary
walls.

INISHING his story, Sir Mandec-

ville drew from his pocket a clip-
ping of the Times of March 24, 1878,
and handed it to me. It was a short
article and the paper was yellow with
age. To the living heir of Wright-
stone it conveyed the proof of the
curse of his ancient ancestors:

Manchester, March 24.—While removing
stones from the ancient ruined structure
known as Wrightstone Castle, near here, to
be used for building purposes in this city,
several workmen found the skeleton of a
young woman.

The skeleton was draped in a few strands
of a decayed white robe. Clutched in the
bony fingers of one hand was an ancient
druidical sacrificial knife. The body was

-
-1

turned over to Sir Ernest Gregstoke, of th
British Muscum. who is of the opinion that
the skeleton ix that ot a druid pricstess, no
doubt interred alive in the old castle walls.

Strewn around the body and grasped in
one hand were found several bhits of dried
flesh, claimed by several physicians of thiz
city, who examined them. to he humar
hearts. Dried blood was also spattered about
near the body.

There has been a revival of the old su-
perstition of the “Specter Priestess of
Wrightstone” among the villagers of this
vicinity, and many are of the opinion that
the skeleton recently unearthed is that of
the specter priestess, who murdered her vie-
tims by tearing out their hearts. Two of
the Counts of Wrightstone were supposed
to have met their deaths at the hands of
the apparition early in the reign of James
I. The present Count Wrightstone, Sir
Mandeville Wright, is now residing at Lon-
don.



