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THE FAIR IRISH MAID

I
THE MAID IN THE MIST

OVER the soft greenness of the Kerry head-
lands, over the sober grayness of the Atlantic
sea, a thick mist prevailed. Its fine whiteness
blurred all things out of custom, tempering harsh
and familiar objects, as cabin shoulder or haystack
hump, to a subtle tenuity of texture and outline
that gave them a sweetness and strangeness akin
to the rare visions of delicate dreams, melting them
into castle and palace and pagoda of fairy-land
with an elfish ease. In that mother-of-pearl atmos-
phere the islands that jeweled the waves between
the horns of the bay and flamed with splendor of
emeralds whenever the glow of sunlight quickened
them, now faded, like waning lamps, one after
another, into the enmeshing dimness, were, as it
seemed, absorbed into the wanness of the lost king-
dom that was supposed to lie beneath those waters.
Shore and ocean alike surrendered vitality and
I



THE FAIR IRISH MAID

vividness to the pensive, dissimulating pall of
vapor. Ship and boat and sea-bird, stock and stone
and tree yielded to its smooth, irresistible persist-
ence, allowing it to muffle the hunger and thirst
of the land and the loneliness of the Way of the
Wild Geese in clinging, shifting films of mystery.
Nothing could resist the lulling, obliterating in-
fluence of the mist. It flung final destruction on
the gaunt remains of the ancient church, the church
that in its greatness of the long ago had sent the
treasure of its eloquence and the splendor of its
wisdom to uplift and civilize England and Germany
and Gaul, the church that had been harried by the
Dane and harried by the Norman, and that had
rallied from each harrying to fall at last before the
Ironsides of Cromwell. Stealthily now the haze
absorbed it, licking up crumbling arch and shat-
tered chancel, leaving nothing visible of the little
that man had suffered to stand. Even the Round
Tower, the high, white Round Tower, that watched
by the ruins of the church as erect a sentinel as it
had watched over its glories, the Round Tower that
was the pride of the country-side, even the Round
Tower seemed to thaw, to dissolve, to melt, to
cease a fierce age-long, firmly defined existence, and
to become slender and pendulous as the waving,
airy dwelling of the impalpable fairies that poise
on the swaying heads of hoary dandelions or float
on the flying thistledown and glide along the shining
strings of gossamer.
2



THE MAID IN THE MIST

Slowly, steadily, surely, the gloom deepened. It
could not be said to darken, because it was so
steadily white, but the blackest night that ever
brooded over a sleeping world could not have been
more triumphant in its obliteration of the things
that mean life to the living. Here was one of Na-
ture’s conquests, one of her assertions of her final
supremacy over the pride and the desire of man.
In the awe of its quietude, in the hush of its cer-
tainty, it seemed to envelop and control the earth
with the finality of the Dusk of Gods. Surely it
would seem that when that veil lifted, if ever it did
lift, it would reveal nothing better than a world re-
turned to the tragedy of the arctic past. Kingdoms
and civilizations, imperial cities, and thrifty villages
must surely be reduced, one and all, to a little
glacial dust; nothing remaining of all the pomp
and luxury and ardor and hot blood but a frozen
sea shuddering against a frozen land, the sea and
the land alike no more than the cemetery of the
ages, the grave of the tale of man.

The mist was the most ruthless of conquerors.
It seemed to annihilate the body, it seemed to dissi-
pate the soul. Its chill impenetrability was more
triumphant than any swords that could slay the
flesh, than any words that could kill the mind.

You might have the hand of a master, the heart
of a hero, the brain of a genius, but in the controlling
nullity of that gloom hand, heart and brain alike
seemed helpless. To be caught in the toils of such
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an atmosphere was to feel lost forever to warmth
and color and cheer, to mirth and passion and appe-
tite, to become, as it were, a formless prisoner in a
formless prison, doomed to such an eternity of gray-
ness as the ancients imagined to hover over the
weary fields of Dis.

A philosopher sitting on that hilltop and peering
through the encircling drifts might very well shiver
at such dreary images and seek to reassure himself
by an insistent recollection of the realities that lay
beyond the milky clouds that shifted about him.
Somewhere behind him in the obscurity lay the
dominant island, presumably proud of the still
raw-new union, no more than fifteen years wasted
since the infancy of its birth; presumably pleased
with its plump and periwigged Prince Regent; very
certainly rejoicing to have held its own, and more
than held its own, with that living incarnation of the
Prince of the Power of the Air, who now sulked,
a tethered eagle, diminished to the empire of the
island called Elba. Away to the sage’s left stretches
the acreage of the kingdom that had been so lately
the dominion of the same Prince of the Power of
the Air, the land that had once been France and that
had sought to swell immeasurably and name itself
the world under the spur of a short, stout, pale
Italianate adventurer that carried the crown of
Charlemagne on his high forehead; and that now
was France again and Bourbon—nothing changed,
only one Frenchman the more. Straightaway in
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THE MAID IN THE MIST

front, thousands of salt miles away, Utopia lies
hidden; Utopia, Atlantis, the Land East of the Sun,
West of the Moon, Cocaigne Country, Lubberland,
the Country of Youth, the Realm of Heart’s Desire,
where all men were free and ate hominy, where all .
men were equal and munched pumpkin-pie, where
all men had a like chance to be chosen President of
the greatest republic since Rome, and where all
men were supposed to find delight in the whittling of
sticks and the chewing of niggerhead. At the hour
the philosopher might consider that very likely
the drums of war were still rolling and the flags of
war still flying even in that enchanted land, though
the hands of peace had been clasped at Ghent and
the second struggle between mother and child was
diplomatically at an end. The philosopher, the
dreamer, might well be tempted to believe that with
Cesar caged in Elba and such amends as might
be made for a Washington in flames, the mist when
it lifted would be as the curtain disclosing a well-
staged allegory of perpetual peace.

As it happened, there was no philosopher on that
headland, but there was indeed a dreamer lying on
the soft, wet grass, dreaming tinted dreams in the
thick of the mist. Yet the dreamer was no man, but
afairmaid. The girl lay flat on the ground, with her
chin propped in the cup of her jointed palms, staring
out seaward as she had been staring when the wings
of the sea-mist swooped over her and inclosed her,

and with her all the world. She did not shift her
2
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attitude, she did not quit her couch for its coming;
she was a true child of the open air, and took sun,
wind, mist, snow, each as it came and made the best
of each. She had liked lying on the grass in the
sun and seeing all that was to be seen so clearly; the
smooth sea whose waves lapped over the spires and
citadels of the buried city, the city whose bells you
could hear of a still morning or evening ringing their
matins and vespers to the sea-changed citizens.
She liked now the lying on the turf in the mist and
seeing nothing at all, or seeing, it may be, all the
marvels and the mysteries that by the paradox of
existence are more vivid in obscurity. In the dark-
ness of mist as in the darkness of sleep the liberated
mind may enter the kingdom of dreams, may meet
on even terms with kings and queens and heroes,
may sit at ease in the palace of the prince and the
garret of the poet and the shelter of the star-gazer,
may love and desire and achieve with a fierceness,
a tenderness and a zest denied to the waker, to the
walker in the light of day.

The girl was young, newly one and twenty,
newly mistress of her heritage of woe; the girl was
beautiful, with a beauty of black hair and purple-
colored eyes, and soft, warm skin and clean, strong
limbs and finely molded flesh. Health and strength
flew their red flags in her smooth cheeks; love of the
land and the sea and the day and the night shone in
her eyes; she was such a one as you might expect
to see stepping, short-kirtled, down some mountain-

6
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glade in Thessaly, with a boar-spear in her hand,
and seeing, wonder if you beheld mere girl or sheer
goddess. For this girl had a curious quality of
composition. Robust as she was and nobly made,
there was an elusiveness about her vigor which
hinted at divinity. If you could bring yourself to
believe in the persistence of some of those exquisite
half-gods of the ancient world, beings whose mortal-
ity was leavened with some privilege of Olympian
power, you might be willing to admit that here was
indeed a Dryad or an Oread that had abandoned
the hills of Hellas for the hills of Ireland.

The girl thought none of these thoughts about
herself; she would have laughed to hear such
thought thrust into the formality of words and laid
at her feet. She took herself as she found herself,
with her youth, and her fairness and courage, and
for all her poverty she loved the life she lived and
the wretched folk that loved her, and the songs
that the winds of Ireland sing. She was as sturdy
as a savage and as healthy as a savage, and in a
way she was as simple as a savage, for she followed
an ancient faith frankly, and yet she held out both
hands to the fairies. But there was a strong heart
in that gracious body and a shrewd brain behind
those glorious eyes.



II
VOICES

OICES came up out of the vapor, voices clear,

brisk and cheerful for the most part, but with
the major briskness maimed here and there with
petulance and querulousness that whined and
sighed its way through the twisting sweeps of sea-
fog. So might the voices of ancient prophets have
sounded rumbling through the clouds to their wor-
shipers. But these were no prophetic voices; they
were the voices of men and women groping their
way toward the place where the ruins of ancient
ecclesiastical glories still faced wind and weather,
toward the place where the great white obelisk of
the Round Tower stood self-assertive, stalwart in
its challenge to time, to the place on the sweet-
scented, breezy headland overlooking the misted
waters and the city buried beneath them, where the
girl lay. All of the voices, clear, brisk, and cheer-
ful, petulant and querulous, were familiar to the
girl’s keen ears, and she frowned a little as she heard
them, tightening her lips. She liked the speakers
well enough, and she knew that they loved her dear-
ly, but she did not want them or any one just then.

8
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Very certainly she did not want the company of
Larry Flanagan, of Patsy Doolan, of old Molly
Maloney, that was credited by popular superstition
with the weight of a century of years, or of impudent
litde Biddy Sheehan, that for sheer devilment of
word and deed could beat any child in the baronies
that might be two years her senior. There was not
the slightest doubt in the girl’s mind as to who the
invaders of her wrack-swathed solitude might be.
She had the savage’s simplicity of natural gifts,
the simple certainty that never forgot a face, never
forgot a voice. With a little shiver of impatience
at the disturbance of her solitude, the girl sundered
herself unwillingly from the soft, moist grass and
rose to her feet. Already the rule of the opaque
sea-fog was beginning to fail. A little wind stirred,
dividing its folds, sending them adrift in curving
wisps and trailing laniments. As she peered through
the lifting curtains of dimness she could faintly dis-
cern a number of forms slowly ascending the slope,
and her eyes confirmed the witness of her ears as
to the identity of the intruders.

She felt an almost animal resentment at their
coming. She had been so happy in her loneliness,
in her queer day-dreams. She had forgotten the
folk with the familiar voices; she had forgotten
everything that was real and practical and pathetic;
she had become for the hour unhuman, untroubled
by mortality, poverty, care; unfretted by her daily
sorrow for others, even for such others as those

9
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that now by their coming had banished her vi-
sions.

She had been for the hour a fairy, or as good as
a fairy, in that mist which is the kingdom of such
spirits. She had been Meave the magnificent mar-
shaling her army against Cuchulin, the hero of
heroes; she had been the wonder woman that had
lured Oisin to Tirn’an Oge; she had been her
namesake laying her spell upon the great-hearted
envoy of Finn, the son of Coul, and now she must
shake herself free from her reverie because of the
sound of voices that roused her from her waking
sleep, that reminded her of life and the cruel things
that were incidental or essential to life—hunger and
cold, and servitude.

She had been dwelling in the kingdom of dreams,
seeing enchanted sights, thinking ecstatic thoughts,
and still she wished to linger there; but she might do
so no longer, for the voices of the world were upon
her, and the sound of them dissipated her visions,
and brought her back to the world she knew so well,
the world that was watered with tears and fanned
with lamentations. Even while she regretted she
chided herself for regretting, for the love of her
heart was given to the unhappy children of her
race; but even while she chided she continued to
regret, for the dream had been sweet, and sweet
dreams are swift to fly. Even as she stood erect the
capricious morning began to change, asserting it-
self in sudden sunlight, scattering _its mists and

10
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rending their remnants into long, pale pennons,
dissipating them over the sea. She knew that in
a few seconds the world would be flooded with
clear air; she knew that in a few seconds she would
be robbed of her secrecy and delivered visible to
those that were mounting the hill-road. She knew
them well, knew them with affection, but she did
not want speech with them just then. She turned
and ran swiftly with the ease of one to whom running
is as native as walking toward the Round Tower.
The Tower, like all of its kind, had, in accordance
with the defensive purposes for which it was erected,
its only entrance at a distance from the ground. In
this instance the doorway was only some six feet
from the soil, and in old days the opening had been
reached by a ladder which was lowered down when
needed by some applicant for admission, and with-
drawn again thereafter. In later days, however,
when the Round Tower ceased to be of any use as a
stronghold, and became instead an object of interest
to the curious, some one had been at the pains to
construct a rude flight of brickwork steps to the
entrance, and up this stairway the occasional anti-
quary and casual traveler ascended at rare intervals
to peer knowingly up the long shaft of the Tower,
denuded long since of all the woodwork that divided
it into floors, and murmur something foolish about
the ancient world. ’

Up these steps the girl now sprang nimbly and
plunged into the dark, cool recess of the antique

11
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fortress. It was a familiar spot to her. It had been,
as it were, the nursery and playground of her child-
hood. Here in the company of her nurse she had
passed dazzling hours as the pair crouched together,
sheltered from the insistent rain, while the oldster
told the youngster wonderful tales of Finn and the
Feni, of the Gilla Dacker, and the little weaver that
killed threescore and ten at a blow, and of Gilla na
Chreck, and the great doings of Lawn Dyarrig.
For her that dark, damp, elongated vault was more
fragrant than a rose-garden, more radiant than a
terrace overlooking the sea, for it had been for her,
and, indeed, still was, the cage that contained mar-
vels. There were none now to share her taste, for
the peasantry believed the Tower to be haunted and
made testimony of their faith in a rigid abstention.
Wherefore the girl had the place to herself whenever
she wanted it, on wet days and windy days and infre-
quent days of snow when, even to her hardened out-
of-doors body it seemed pleasant for a while to sit
snug and warm and pass the time of day with ghosts
and goblins, spooks and fairies. The girl glided
into the familiar dusk and squatted on the ground
with her hands clasped about her knees, waiting on
the time when she would be free to go forth again.

The small company of peasants whose voices had
disturbed Grania’s solitude and driven her to take
refuge in her Round Tower were slowly making their
way up the hill-road. The party was composed of
two elderly men, Larry Flanagan and Patsy Doolan,

12
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one quite old and witch-like woman, Molly Maloney,
and Biddy Shechan, a little bare-legged girl about
twelve years old. They were all miserably dressed
and all appeared to be the victims of extreme want.
They were indeed as poor as they seemed to be, and
their way of life was extremely squalid and wretched,
but their native vivacity asserted itself in the eager-
ness of their speech and gestures.

As they reached the summit Larry Flanagan
stretched out his arms as if to greet the reassuring
sunlight. He was a small man with red hair that
flamed out from a round red face that shone like an
apple. “The saints be praised!” he ejaculated,
““for the blessed sunlight. I thought the mist would
never lift, and then the Parliament-man wouldn’t
come.”

The old woman, Molly, turned to him eagerly her
ancient, wrinkled face, puckered with new lines of
excitement. ‘““Are you certain sure ’twas for this
morning ?”’ she questioned.

Patsy Doolan, who was as tall as Larry was short
and as pale as Larry was red, answered for him.

“Sure it is,” he cried. “Wasn’t Foxy Conaher
in the room making the punch, and didn’t he hear
every word the gentleman said? It was this very
morning that he was coming to look at the old
Tower, bless it!”

At this moment the little bare-legged girl gave a
little whoop of triumph. “Hooroo!” she cried.
“I see him on the hill-road”

3
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Larry gave her an approving pat on the shoulder.
““Bless your quick eyes!” he said, and turned to look
down the hillside in the direction of the girl’s ex-
tended finger.

What he expected to see was the sturdy, well-set-
up form of the English stranger walking all alone
on the road. That was what Foxy Conaher’s words
had led him to expect. It was in that expectation
that the little company had rallied on the hilltop.
Well, the English stranger was there sure enough,
but the English stranger was not walking alone.
He was accompanied by another, who moved with
an easy grace of carriage that was markedly differ-
ent from the bluff and somewhat uncompromis-
ing demeanor of the stranger. Larry knew well
enough who the other man was, and the knowl-
edge was not agreeable to him. Instantly the
hopeful enthusiasm faded from his face, and he
turned back to his companion with his hands
lifted in tribulation. ‘“Oh, murder, we’re done
for!” he wailed, as tragically as if he lamented
the fall of empires. ‘““His Lordship is with
him.”

At the sound of that simple sentence all his hear-
ers groaned dismally, rocking themselves slowly
backward and forward with every appearance of
the deepest woe.

The old woman was the first to find speech for
her grief. ‘“’Tis he that has the hard hand and
the hard heart for the poor people,” she said, bit-

14
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terly. ““There’ll be no chance to beg off the Parlia-
ment-man with my lord by his side.”

The man Patsy nodded his long head in agree-
ment. “True for you, Molly,” he sighed.

Larry moaned inarticulately, finding his sorrow
too profound for words.

The little girl seemed to be first to recover from
the general depression. ‘“Don’t talk so much,”
she said, sharply, her pretty little face all puck-
ered with a grin of impish intelligence. ‘“Maybe
his Lordship is only showing him the way. What
is the matter with us that we couldn’t hide be-
hind the ruins a minute and see what happens? ”

Here was a case of wisdom issuing from the
lips of babes. Although the advice came from the
youngest of the company, it found favor with
the others, and was acted upon at once. The
little company of beggars moved slowly into the
ruins of the ancient church, where they easily con-
cealed themselves very effectively from the pair
that were now ascending the hill, the pair one of
whom had been so anxiously expected, the other of
whom was so religiously shunned.



111

MY LORD CLOYNE

WHILE the mendicants -are skulking in the
cover of the ruins, while the girl is hiding in
the Round Tower, while the two gentlemen are
leisurely ascending the hill, there will be time for
the presentation of a few pages of family history
essential to the tale.

Marcus Loveless was the fifth Earl of Cloyne,
in the kingdom of Kerry, which has nothing what-
ever to do with Cloyne in the County of Cork.
The creation dated from the year 1688, the year
of the great and glorious Revolution, when Sir
Lupus Loveless, that had been equery to his
Gracious Majesty King James the Second, seeing
treachery eaten and drunk and inhaled on all sides
of him, felt, with the sagacity of the rat, that it
would be well for him also to turn renegade. The
thought once entertained was promptly minted into
action, and in reality none too soon, for the Prince
of Orange was dealing out honors and rewards with
so free a hand—the free hand of those that thrust
their fingers in another’s exchequer—that if he had
come a little later Lupus Loveless might have found
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nothing left worth the sale of what he, having no
saving sense of humor, called his allegiance. As,
however, his belated infamy dated from the brief
Stuart rule in Dublin, Sir Lupus was able to give
to the Prince of Orange some particulars of informa-
tion which aided materially the victory of the Dutch
in the Battle of the Boyne, and earned the giver
a richer reward than his mere personal adhesion
could have hoped to command. He was promptly
endowed with the estate of Sir Nicholas O’Hara,
and also with the title of Lord Cloyne, which had
just been conferred upon O’Hara by King James
by Letters Royal Patent.

Thus there was a Lord Cloyne at St.-Germain in
France in attendance upon exiled majesty and sup-
porting with difficulty his empty dignity, and there
was a Lord Cloyne occasionally in Kerry but more
frequently in London that always proclaimed the
orange to be the most exquisite of the fruits of the
earth. The Lord Cloyne of Kerry and of London
throve in the royal favor and laid by a pretty penny
for the benefit of his heirs. These heirs proved
extravagant, and extravagance was the characteristic
of the succeeding generations, which was the reason
why Marcus Loveless, the present Lord Cloyne, was
more in Kerry than in London, and bemoaned the
fact and his hard fate. His lucky brother Curtius
had been left a small fortune by a distant aunt that
had seen him in his youth and thought him a pretty
boy, as indeed he was. This blessed bequest was

17
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large enough to allow that engaging young gentle-
man to live, if not quite at his ease, at least at some-
thing very closely resembling ease, in London, and to
taste daily those pleasures of environment and asso-
ciation which were denied to his elder brother for
what seemed to him an intolerable and well-nigh
interminable portion of the year.

The generation which witnessed the steady
diminution of the fortunes of the Cloynes witnessed
also a proportionate diminution in the fortunes, if
the terms can be so used, of the O’Haras. Nicholas
O’Hara, that went to France with his king, had a
brother, Connor, that, by a timely subservience to
the usurper, gained this much grace that he was
allowed to retain the use and comfort of an old
house and some farm-lands on the estate that has
now passed into alien hands. His brother never
forgave him for it, but the times were desperately
hard, and Connor O’Hara had a family and no
inclination for exile. Little good, however, came
to the O’Haras from the act. If their holding of a
few pitiful acres was tolerated by disdainful powers,
that toleration would not give O’Hara after O’Hara
the gift of keeping a tight grip on the meager prop-
erty. Little by little it drifted in exchange for broad
pieces into the possession of the successive lords of
Cloyne, until toward the ‘end of the eighteenth
century the two brothers who represented the house
—the French O’Hara blood persisted only on the
distaff side—had a very pitiful patrimony to share.

18
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It was a curious fact that through all those hun-
dred years between the fall of King James and the
rise of the United Irishmen, the two families that be-
longed to Cloyne, the Lovelesses and the O’Haras,
had kindred tastes; good hunters both, gamblers
both; wild open-air men, good eaters and drink-
ers. So long as the pretense was possible, so
the Lovelesses that were lords of Cloyne and the
O’Haras that fasted upon a petty farm made good
terms together and played at equality, the Love-
lesses amiably ignoring the penal laws. Then came
the upheaval, the desperate effort ta destroy the
unendurable, and that desperate effort swept the
two boys of the O’Haras with it as running water
sweeps a cork. Ninety-eight called to the O’Haras
as it called to thousands of their countrymen, and
they answered frankly and valiantly to the call, as
the thousands of their fellow-countrymen did, and
they paid the penalty for their patriotism as the
other thousands did, the penalty of death or the
penalty of exile. Now the O’Haras were repre-
sented by a girl named Grania, who lived, thanks
to the tolerance of Cloyne Hall, rent-free in a little
cottage with an old woman that had been her nurse
before the bitter days of Ninety-eight and that had
clung to her when the child was left alone in the
world.

More of this child hereafter. Consider again,
my Lord Cloyne, leisurely ascending that Kerry
hillside in the company of Mr. Rubie, M.P., who
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was plying him with questions about Ireland, which
my lord answered with very little show of interest.
My Lord Cloyne hated Ireland cordially, not,indeed,
from any political feeling toward the native popula-
tion, whom he neither liked nor disliked nor con-
cerned himself about in any way. He disliked
the country because his limited means compelled
him to live for a large part of the year upon his
estate, which was, of course, encumbered, and he
envied the better fortunes of his two brothers whom
fate permitted to dwell in the only place which my
lord considered the proper spot for a gentleman—
namely, London. He did his best, however, during
his months of exile from the Mecca of his pleasures
to recall to himself the conditions of his beloved
capital by habiting himself after a fashion very un-
like that of the majority of his neighbors. He rode
and drove and walkedyabroad dressed in the latest
mode of London, the latest mode that his London
tailor was able to despatch. Fashions changed so
swiftly in those brave days of high dandyism that it
was impossible for any gentleman who was not at the
same time a magician to appear in the wilds of
Kerry in precisely the fashion of the moment of the
demigods of St. James’ Street. But my lord re-
garded himself with great approval in the exquitise
arrangement of color and adjustment of stuff and
symmetry of proportions that constituted the armor
of the impeccable dandy. His taste was good, and
he knew it, and groaned to think that its influence
20
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could not be eternally impressed upon the capital,
and he astonished his ragged, hungry tenantry by
the cunning harmonies and veiled graces of his attire.

He was never of the school that affects a loud
coloring, a strident assertion, a touch of proclamation
to admire. Delicate demi-tints were his delight,
a suavity of muted tones. His eye admired and
his body carried subtle relationships of cool color
so happily interrelated that the sense of any
mdividual predominance of hue was lost in the
cunning variegation of the blend. My lord was
admittedly the best-dressed man in Dublin, where
he might if he pleased have reigned king of fops.
But Dublin was not to my lord’s taste; it was ever
London or nothing with him. It is true you can
play as hard, drink as hard, make love as per-
sistently in Dublin as in London, and if you were
of a belligerent temper you could calculate on far
more opportunities of going out than on the Eng-
lish side of St. George’s Channel. But though my
lord liked gaming and drinking and love-making
as well as any man of his time, he liked them, speak-
ing broadly, only in London. Elsewhere they
lacked for him the atmosphere, the sting, the
stimulus. To his mind to get drunk in Dublin
was just to get drunk; to get drunk in London was
an esctasy.

My lord would not have called it that—my lord
never troubled to find elaborate explanations of
his moods or tastes. But for him London was the
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nearest approach to an idea of heaven that my
lord’s brain could formulate. He was hoping now,
as he walked the hill-road, that the tender beauty
of his blues and grays and silver did not appear
to his companion to carry an air of belated splendor.

His companion, had he thought at all about my
lord’s dress, at all seriously, which indeed he did not,
being a serious man with practical purposes guiding
all his thoughts, would have pronounced him very
gentlemanly attired, and there an end. For his
own part, Mr. Rubie, M.P., affected the austerity
of garb which to his mind became a strenuous poli-
tician, faithful to a great tradition and anxious to
carry it on. His own attire in the dark-blue of his
coat and decided yellow of his waistcoat recalled,
as it was intended to recall, the days when Charles
James Fox and certain Whig bloods, his com-
panions, delighted to flaunt their sympathy with
revolution in the eyes of scandalized and staggering
ascendancy by clothing themselves in the blue and
buff of Mr. Washington’s Continental Army. A
generation had passed since the American Republic
had started on its strenuous career; General Wash-
ington had lain in Mount Vernon earth these fifteen
years, and Mr. Fox had lain in Westminster these
nine years; and yet the passions and the partisan-
ships of the long past days seemed to be renewed.
Once again the Republic and the Kingdom had
closed in combat, and once again there were Eng-
lishmen who thought that the Republic was in the
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right, and did not conceal their opinions. Mr.
Rubie was of this inclining, and though his attire
was quite in accordance with the demands of con-
temporary fashion, though there was nothing in the
blue on his back or the yellow on his stomach to
affront the critical and fastidious, it served at
the same time to assert a conviction, to recall a
tradition. It pleased Mr. Rubie to think that while
he went about decorous he discreetly enrolled the
mode in the service of his political principles. Be-
yond this, all that Mr. Rubie asked of garments was
that they should cover him from the weather, make
him simply presentable, and should not cost too
much.



v
THE PARLIAMENT-MAN

MY lord came to a halt with his companion and
pointed with his cane to the Round Tower.
“There,” he said, “inquisitive visitor, there is the
Round Tower you fuss about.”

Mr. Rubie regarded the Tower with great atten-
tion and an air of profound wisdom. The Round
Tower was a fact to him, a fact to be estimated and
tabulated in his compilation of Irish statistics. It
was no more than that. ‘“How interesting! how
excessively interesting!” he protested, in a voice
that seemed to challenge any question of his asser-
tion. “Opinions differ as to its origin, I under-
stand. Pray tell me your theory.”

He turned a very grave face on his host as he
questioned, but in contrast to the gravity of Mr.
Rubie my lord seemed inclined to he hilarious. He
laughed and took snuff and buried his snuff-box
again in a pocket of his dove-colored waistcoat and
laughed again as he swung his cane. “My dear
fellow,”” he answered, gaily, “I have no theory about
the damned thing. I have neither the leisure nor
the inclination for the study of antiquities. Some
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of the learned explain it whimsically enough.
Phallic worship, you know.” My lord made a
fencing pass with his rattan at his companion as
he spoke, which Mr. Rubie avoided with an air of
dignity.

Mr. Rubie seemed pained at his air of levity.
“My interest is serious,” he answered solemnly.

Cloyne agreed with him, still laughing. ““So is
mine,” he insisted. ‘It may perhaps surprise you
to hear that the thing has a great interest for me just
now.”

Rubie seemed pleased at this apparent change of
front on my lord’s part. “Why, pray?”” he asked.

“It never occurred to me,” Cloyne explained,
“that the Tower had any value, but it seems that it
has, and I have actually got a purchaser for the silly
thing.”

“Surely,” cried Rubie, “you would not be willing
to part with so curious a relic of the past.”

“I would, indeed,” Lord Cloyne answered, “and
to do so this very day to Sir William Doubble, no
less.”

~ “Doubble, the banker ?”” Rubie questioned, with
a note of surprise in his voice.

“Doubble, the banker,” Cloyne echoed. ‘““When
he shuts his bank he becomes an antiquary and he
has a house at Muswell Hill, with acres of grounds
which are, as it were, the circus for his hobby-
horse.”

““Whatis his hobby-horse " Rubie asked, politely.
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He knew very little about Sir William except the
fact that he was rich and had a pretty wife.

Sir William took no part in politics, and therefore,
from Mr. Rubie’s point of view, he could scarcely be
considered to exist. Still as the subject seemed to
interest Lord Cloyne, Mr. Rubie was considerately
attentive.

“The old put collects monuments,” Cloyne an-
swered, with a strong note of contempt in his voice.

Mr. Rubie was really surprised at the statement.
““Monuments!” he repeated, with astonishment.

“Why, yes,” Cloyne continued; ““he has not only
the itch to collect, but the ambition to make a
museum of religious architecture, and he studs his
park with all the buildings he can beg, borrow, or
steal from all the countries of the world. Grecian
temples, Roman temples, Hindu temples, Druidic
temples, Mohammedan temples, anything of the
kind delights him, and he pays high prices for the
privilege of transplanting them from the places
where they belong to the incongruous atmosphere of
Muswell Hill. I am told the appearance of the
place is as ridiculous as dismal.”

Mr. Rubie looked and was horrified. This
whimsical spirit of transplantation offended his sense
of the fitness of things. “What a vandal!” he pro-
tested.

Cloyne went on, unheeding. ““This is the way
that he comes into my concerns. He and my brother
Curtius were talking in White’s the other day,
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and Curtius, somehow or other, happened to speak
of the Round Tower. Instantly my banking mad-
man was agog. He scented a new trophy, and now
nothing will serve him but that he must have my
Round Tower to set up in that bedlam of a back
garden of his, for himself and the madmen who
envy him to gloat over, and for his sane friends to
laugh at.”

Rubie disapproved of Sir William’s action. It
seemed to him both tasteless and unfair to despoil
Ireland of an ancient monument in this fashion.
But for a moment his thoughts wandered from the
Round Tower. “I have met Lady Doubble,”
Rubie said, ‘““an amiable lady”-—Lord Cloyne
smiled faintly at the phrase—*“but I know less of Sir
William. Your tale does not tempt me to like him.”

Cloyne clapped him on the shoulder. ‘“Damn it,
man,” he cried, with the vehemence of desire in his
voice, the fierceness of desire in his voice, ‘“it means
a thousand pounds in my pocket, and a thousand
pounds means a devil of a lot to me. It means a
London season for my lady—balls, routs, levees and
all the rest that the poor soul longs for. It means
St. James’s and the Mall, Watier’s, and Carlton
House, and everything that makes life livable for
me.”

My lord’s voice trembled a little with very genuine
emotion as he thus enumerated some of the joys that
his beloved London held for him. He thought of
London as a lover thinks of his lass; he yearned for
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London as the soldier of fortune yearns for conquest.
He was standing in a place of amazing beauty, and
he hated it, longed to exchange it for a smoky city
and the gambling-rooms of clubs. Mr. Rubie
listened to his avowal with a mixture of pity and
contempt, which he strove not to exhibit. It was
not that he disliked London. London meant as
much to him in one way as it meant to Lord Cloyne
in another. It was not that he ‘had any much
keener appreciation of the loveliness around him
than my lord had. He would not have bartered
Westminster for the Vale of Cashmere. It was
Lord Cloyne’s reasons for liking London that
earned his disapproval. He could understand
passionate enthusiasm for the extension of the fran-
chise, for the abolition of slavery, for the promotion
of international peace. But clubs, cards, debauch-.
ery, the company of the Prince Regent’s set, that a
man should sigh for these things disgusted him.
It was, therefore, in sign of comprehension rather
than of sympathy that Rubie nodded. *I see,” he
said, sourly.

“Of course,” Cloyne admitted, ‘it will make a
bit of a noise in the neighborhood, for it stands on a
bit of land that belongs, or I should say belonged,
to the O’Haras.”

The name that was so familiar to Lord Cloyne
conveyed nothing to his hearer.

“Who are the O’'Haras ?”” Rubie questioned.

“A race of rebels and wreckers,” Cloyne ex-
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plained, “that used to live like little princes here
till Orange Billy put us in their place a hundred
years ago.” His lordship spoke approximately.
“Thanks to the good nature of my worthy predeces-
sors, the O’Haras were allowed to hold a bit of their
old domain on sufferance, as it were, and the thing
has gone on, a case of toleration on our part and
acceptance on theirs, from father to son.”

“I see,” Rubie said, with the manner of a man
who is prepared to accept anything in the country
he was visiting.

“But, of course,” Cloyne continued, ““they can’t
hold it in law.”

“Why not ?” Rubie asked, indifferently enough,
for he was feeling no great interest in these unknown
O’Haras, but his companion’s reply sharply took
from him his indifference.

“My dear fellow,” Cloyne explained, ““they are
Papists.”

Instantly Rubie was indignant, and showed his
indignation with an angry cry of ““Shameful!” as
he recalled the rigors and tyrannies of the penal
laws. He paused for an instant, as if to find word
in which to express his emotion, and then went on,
““When shall we in England have the decency, the
justice to put all beliefs on an equality ?”

Cloyne shrugged his shoulders. - “Keep your
philanthropy for Westminster,” he said, lightly.
“If you were an Irish landlord you’d whistle a dif-
ferent tune, I promise you.”
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Rubie was annoyed at the complacency with
which Cloyne accepted a condition of affairs which
appeared to him to be odious. He believed very
sincerely in his principles, and was absolutely honest
in his ardors for reform and his zeal for religious
and political liberty. ““I have never been able to
whistle any tune,” he answered, stifly, “and I
hope that under no conceivable conditions would
I ever forget the principles inculcated by Mr. Burke
and Mr. Fox.”

Cloyne laughed derisively. “Damn Mr. Burke
and Mr. Fox for a pair of Whig hypocrites,” he
said. Then, noticing the frown that was gather-
ing on Rubie’s brow, and remembering that he was
the host of this gentleman that cherished such stren-
uous opinions, he made him a little bow and con-
tinued in a voice that courteously suggested apology
without being markedly apologetic. “No offense,
sir; every man to his opinions. You call yourself
a Whig, and I make no doubt that you are a good
one, but I would wager a guinea you would grow
out of it if you lived in Ireland.”

Rubie looked displeased. ‘‘With your permission
we will change the subject,” he said, coldly. Then,
as Cloyne’s face expressed smiling agreement with
his wish, he reflected that it was unreasonable of
him to expect an Irish landlord of Lord Cloyne’s
type to appreciate those laws of conduct estab-
lished by the immortal utterances of Mr. Burke and
Mr. Fox. He looked to the Round Tower to fur-
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nish a new theme of conversation. “I should like
to make a sketch of that Tower,” he declared. As
he spoke he produced from a breast-pocket a small
sketch-book and a pencil.

Cloyne looked at him with much surprise. ““Good
Lord! sir,” he asked, ““do you trifle with the arts
as well as with politics ?’

Rubie, fluttering the sheets of his sketch-book,
answered with modest complacency. “I can do
enough with the pencil to illustrate my notes and
remind me of the objects of curiosity that I meet
on my travels.”

My Lord Cloyne had no hostility to the arts. His
father had been considered a connoisseur in his
day, a member of the Dilettanti Society, and had
enriched the Hall with various pictures and an-
tiquities, which, to his son’s extreme annoyance, he
had by a clause in his will prevented that son from
selling. How often had my lord regarded with a
malevolent scowl those torsos and altars and bustos,
those Corregios and Pinturiccios and Murillos,
which represented to him so much unavailable gold
mines. Converted into cash, what pleasures might
they not have provided; into what exquisite arrange-
ments of coats and waistcoats and pantaloons
might they not have been transmogrified! My lord
had certainly a sense of color; my lord had cer-
tainly a sense of form; but he disdained the medium
of canvas and the medium of marble; he aimed at
the medium of raiment artfully adapted by a master
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to the plastic body of man. So, by virtue of his
judgment of cut and his subtlety in adjusting the
harmonious relations of garment to garment,
Lord Cloyne considered himself an artist, and felt
no disdain for the Parliament-man with his
brandished pencil.

Cloyne smiled compassionately. “Make your
sketch by all means,” he said, “but excuse me while
you make it. My banker antiquary is traveling
from Dublin with his wife and my brother Curtius.”
He drew out his watch as he spoke and consulted it.
“He may be here at any time now, and I must be at
the Hall to meet him.” He made as if to go, but
paused watching Rubie, who was brandishing his
pencil in the air and making measurements of the
Tower preliminary to putting point to paper.

“I wonder,” he said, and there was a note of
amusement in his voice, “if you will get a glimpse
of the girl.”

Rubie, who had got his measurements settled to
his satisfaction and had already been putting in the
first strokes of his sketch, paused in his work. “What
girl ”” he asked.

Cloyne explained. ‘““The last of the O’Haras.
Didn’t I say that there was only a girl left of them
now ”’

Rubie shook his head and suspended the business
of his pencil. ““You made no mention of any girl,”
he asserted.

Lord Cloyne whistled. ““Then I should have,”
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he said, “for she is very well worth mentioning.
She is the daughter of Martin O’Hara that was
killed in the Ninety-eight. My revered parent,
who was, if I may say so, without disrespect, a bit of
a whim—witness our classical names, Marcus,
Curtius, good Lord!—seems to have had a great
kindness for the O’Haras, so he let this orphan
babe and the old nurse that took charge of her live
on here rent-free in a cottage on the sole conditions
of showing the ruins to casual travelers.”

Mr. Rubie’s pencil paused in a moment of what
appeared to him to be happy reproduction. ““Very
considerate, I am sure,”” he murmured.

My lord laughed softly. ‘I wonder,” he said,
“if he had any idea of making provision for his
children. The gitl is a beauty, but I advise you not
to make love to her if you do see her.”

Mr. Rubie resumed his sketching with a great air
of dignity. “It is not my habit to make love to
strange young ladies,” he said drily.

Cloyne laughed. It was evident he was amused
by some memory, but it was also evident, or would
have been to some more attentive observer than Mr.
Rubie, that was so busy with his sketch, that a mor-
dant element of annoyance was blended with the
ostentatious show of amusement.

“It is mine,” he asserted, “and when I found one
day that the wild child I had noticed indifferently
in the neighborhood of the Round Tower had
grown as it seemed all of a sudden into a most ador-
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able woman, I naturally showed that I was inclined
to be kind to her.”

He paused, with a chuckle that tailed off into
what seemed remarkably like a snarl, and the sudden
change of tone had the effect of distracting Mr.
Rubie for a moment from his painstaking repro-
duction of the venerable monument.

“How so !’ Rubie asked, feeling somewhat curi-
ous in spite of himself at the persistence with which
my Lord Cloyne seemed to dwell upon the history of
this daughter of a fallen house, whose mission in life
appeared to be to take charge of the very tower that
he was then in the act of enshrining in his sketch-
book. The answer came quite frankly. ‘I wanted
to make her my mistress,” Cloyne said, airily. He
had no sooner uttered the words than the appearance
of a deep flush upon the ruddy cheeks of Mr. Rubie
warned him that he was tilting anew against some of
the prejudices of his guest. Inwardly he cursed the
puritanical rascal. Outwardly he condescended to
explain.

“Oh, with all the honors, begad,” he vowed.
“I offered to take her to Dublin for a month, fine
dresses, theatres, suppers, and all the compliments
of the season, with an honorable assurance that I
would provide some presentable gentleman to take
her off my hands and keep her in comfort at the end
of our little holiday. I ask you, could I say or do
fairer than that?”

The expression on Mr. Rubie’s face would have
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shown to any one less heedless than My Lord Cloyne
that he did not think my lord’s conduct was anything
but discreditable. When Mr. Rubie sighed over
the vagaries of Mr. Fox he was, as it were, restored
and solaced by reflecting upon the virtue of Mr.
Burke, but My Lord Cloyne had nothing in Mr.
Rubie’s eyes to counterbalance his proclaimed
licentiousness. Wherefore, Mr. Rubie frowned,
and My Lord Cloyne, embarked upon his narrative,
took no notice of his frown.

“The damned little baggage,” he continued,
thoughtfully. ‘“She might have been a queen, the
way she took me.”” Mr. Rubie felt a growing
interest in this unknown girl. ‘“How did she take
you !’ Rubie asked.

“Devilish uncivil, I can tell you,” Cloyne an-
swered, with an acrid smile of reminiscence. I
made my proposal as a man of honor should, and
by Jove! I was quite prepared to make good all
that I promised, if it cost me another farm. But
bless your heart! I found that I had run up against
a very amazon of virtue. Egad! I was staggered.
Lord! she had a tongue. It was not that she got
angry—a fine woman in a fury is a pretty sight,
you know”—here Mr. Rubie, by an indignant
shake of the head and a protesting wave of his
pencil, seemed to proclaim that he knew nothing
of the kind—*“flaming cheeks, blazing eyes, tousled
hair, heaving bosom, and the rest of the accessories.
I know them well enough; I like them well enough;
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but this girl was not a bit of that kidney. She does
not rage, but she has such a cursed unpleasant
way of laughing and keeping cool while she laughs,
and staring you out of countenance for all your rank
in the grand army of gallantry, and jeering and
sneering, that, begad! she made me feel uncom-
monly like a fool.”

Mr. Rubie felt, and, indeed, showed, a strong
disapproval of my lord’s narrative. His gorge rose
—as he would have expressed it—at the libertine
spirit of his lordship’s speech, of his lordship’s de-
meanor toward the great sexual problems of life.
But even while he condemned, he was honest enough
to wonder vaguely whether or no a certain wicked
spirit of envy ladled the salt into his condemna-
tion in tablespoonfuls. The uncomfortable doubt
charged his disapproval with spitefulness when he
spoke.

“As bad as that?” Rubie asked, with' a faint
touch of malice in his voice.

“Worse,” Cloyne admitted, with the cheerfulness
of a schoolboy. “When I tried to redeem the
situation by action, to prove my passion ‘more by
deed than word,” as Byron says, 1 protest the en-
counter showed no better result for me. Naturally,
I did what any one in my position would have done.
I saw that the preliminaries of courtship, the skirm-
ishings, had failed, and I sought to redeem the
situation by a general attack.”

My lord paused, apparently overcome by the rec-
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ollection of his wrongs. Mr. Rubie, inclined to be
malicious in the strength of his integrity, and con-
scious that my lord confessed defeat, pressed for
particulars of the disaster. “What did the young
lady do then ?’ he inquired.

My lord grinned at the memory. “Why,” he
said, “the vixen picked up a pitchfork and threat-
ened to stick it into me if I didn’t mend my manners.
Begad! she’d have done it, too, I believe, and 1
was wearing a waistcoat that day that I wouldn’t
have had scratched for the world. It was a dream
that came to me after a careless study in a case of
minerals in the library. The cool smoothness, the
calm coloring of some of the stones, inspired me.
Nature, believe me, is our best guide in our attire,
and I evolved a waistcoat with subtly blended hints
of agate and jade and bloodstone that was a master-
piece of tact. I swear, I trembled for it when the
child brandished her trident.”

“Only your waistcoat ?”” Rubie questioned,
slyly.

My lord took up the implied challenge briskly.
“Oh, I'd have risked my skin for a kiss,” he in-
sisted, “but, damn me, not Catford’s latest.”

Mr. Rubie was no authority in the sartorial
world, and allowed himself to be tailored by an
honest fellow in Bloomsbury, but even he could not
be ignorant of the genius of Catford, the tailor of
the great, and he nodded a reluctant recognition of
his fame.
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Cloyne continued. “No girl in the world is
worth such a masterpiece.”

Mr. Rubie shook his head. ‘I cannot believe,”
he said, “that any human being really feels like
that about his clothes.”

Cloyne regarded him with an expression of pity.
“You never had any imagination, my dear fellow.
But who are you to preach, anyhow. Why do you
wear that blue coat and that yellow waistcoat, for
instance ?”” my lord asked, with knowledge of the
answer, for he was aware of the fact that certain
English sympathizers with the United States were
pleased to do as Mr. Rubie was doing, were pleased
to do what Mr. Fox had done.

“That is very different,” Rubie answered, pom-
pously. “They represent a political tradition.”

Cloyne laughed mockingly. ‘‘Because your idol
Fox chose to sport blue and buff to show his sym-
pathy with the late Mr. Washington and his rebels,
you choose to show your sympathy with the present
generation of Yankees by wearing a crude and
assertive combination of hues. My dear sir, if you
will allow me to say so, you blaspheme, you con-
fuse political opinions, which are of no impor-
tance, with questions of tint and shade and tone
and match, which are of overwhelming impor-
tance. In a word, as regards the mode, you are
hopeless. You have no appreciation of the beau-
tiful.”

“Pardon me,” Rubie answéred, solemnly, “I am
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impregnated with the principles of Mr. Burke’s
great treatise on the Sublime and the Beauti-
ful.”

Cloyne held out his hands in a gesture of comic
despair. “Good Lord, Burke again!” he wailed.
“Between Burke and Fox, I protest, you are fit for
bedlam.”

“You know not what you say,” Rubie said, and
resumed his sketch.

“Well, I must hasten to meet my coming
guests,” Cloyne answered. “But once again let
me warn you, if you do happen to come across Miss
O’Hara, to leave love-making on one side.”

Mr. Rubie made a gesture of impatient protest,
of which my lord took no notice. ““Not only is she
desperately well able to take care of herself,” he
continued, “but I hear now that she has a swain
in these parts, a certain Dennis Tirowen—a small
farmer of the kind that would like to be a gentleman”
—my lord said this with a certain show of contempt.
“He is big and strong and reported to be quarrel-
some.”

“He shall have no cause to pick a quarrel with
me,” Mr. Rubie asserted, sententiously, busily plying
his pencil.

Cloyne laughed again. “Well,” he said, “you
are warned against maid and man, and so I leave
you to destiny.”

Gaily My Lord Cloyne Waved his hand, gaily My
Lord Cloyne twirled his cane as he started on his
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descent of the hjll, leaving Mr. Rubie with pursed
mouth and puckered eyebrows, busy with his sketch,
and busy, too, though very much against his will
and judgment, with the thoughts that Lord Cloyne’s
talk had called into being.



A%
‘““BARREN, BARREN, BEGGARS ALL”

R. RUBIE felt a sense of relief at the depar-

ture of Lord Cloyne. While he recognized
the politeness of his host, his lordship’s lack of
seriousness grated upon the nature of the man, who
took life very seriously. Mr. Rubie considered
it shocking that a man could think and talk of
trivialities while there existed grave problems to
engage the mind, and he felt himself ill at ease in
the company of a person who wanted to talk of
coats and waistcoats while he wanted to talk of
affairs and economics.

All the same, Mr. Rubie might not have felt so
elated at the absence of Lord Cloyne if he could
have guessed at the consequences which that same
absence was to entail. While he plied his pencil
briskly, putting in the strokes with a firmness that
proved him a fairly competent draftsman, he was
peacefully unaware of the assault that was now to
be made upon his principles and his pocket. Heads
peeped cautiously from the shelter of various
fragments of the shattered church; when these
heads were satisfied that the coast was clear and
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my lord out of sight they, with their pertaining
bodies, emerged from their lair and descended upon
the stranger. Suddenly Mr. Rubie, busily working,
found himself environed by importunity. _

The beggars clustered around him, naked, as it
were, hyperbolically, and practically unashamed.
Gaunt, haggard faces glowered at him; gaunt, hag-
gard hands entreated, demanded; hoarse voices
supplicated, whining, cajoling, detestable. The
perturbed senses of the astonished traveler, thus
rudely taken unawares, multplied their numbers,
multiplied their voices; he seemed at first to be the
centre of a very mob, and it was not for some few
seconds that he was able to resolve his tormentors
into their actual numbers.

They gabbled and chuckled about him; he found
them like the misshapen specters of an uneasy
dream, and he was vehemently and vainly eager to
be rid of them. He was to learn that their impor-
tunities were not to be easily dissipated. They had
not ventured to assert themselves while his lordship
was present, for they knew and feared his heavy
hand. But the strange gentleman was another
matter. He looked amiable, might, surely must,
prove amenable to solicitations; the attempt was
worth the making.

Larry postured before him with extended hands
and features twisted into a grin of supplication.
“Sure it is the kind face your Honor has,” hewhined.

Biddy, the little bare-legged girl, pushed her way
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impudently in front of him and stared up with a
roguish smile. “And the kind face means the kind
hand,” she said, emphatically.

The man Patsy pawed the air as if he were trying
to soothe the stranger with amiable gestures.
“Sure your Honor will spare a shilling,” he said,
coaxingly, “to drink your Honor’s health.”

The old woman Molly hobbled up close to him,
peering at him with her wrinkled face. ““Give me
the price of the tay, agra,” she implored.

The politician resented the interruption of his
task, and he had the economist’s dislike for mendic-
ity. Hetried to go on with his task without paying
any heed to the petitionings of the beggars, but the
beggars were not to be put off with indifference, and
persisted in their entreaties. ““Confound you, go
away!” Rubie vociferated. “Don’t you see I'm
busy ?””  But he might as well have hoped to see
the ruins disappear before the sound of his voice as
the determined supplicants that environed him.

“Sure,” said the old woman, whose voice of en-
treaty now scemed to be slightly blended with
menace, ‘‘a gentleman with such a kind face on him
would never be too busy to find an old woman her
tay money.”

“Or a pint of porter for a poor old man,” Larry
insinuated, ““and maybe a paper of shag to put in his
pipe.”

As Molly begged so Biddy begged; as Larry im-
plored so Patsy implored. Then all four voices
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roared together, a confused chorus of clamorous
demand. It seemed a pandemonium to the be-
wildered and indignant politician.

Mr. Rubie closed his pocket-book with a snap,
thrust it into his pocket, and addressed his assailants
in his best House of Commons manner. “I am
firmly opposed to mendicity,” he declared, ‘“and
disapprove of indiscriminate charity.”

The little bare-legged girl applauded him lustily.
““Listen to the fine words that flow from him,” she
cried, ““the beautiful turns of his speech.”

The man Patsy came close to Mr. Rubie and
entreated, ““ Just a pint of porter, your Honor,” ina
wheedling voice.

The old woman thrust her claw-like hand close
to Mr. Rubie’s face. “Only the price of the tay,”
she demanded, fiercely.

Wherever Mr. Rubie turned, one of the crowd
faced him—now the old witch, now the girlish imp,
now the red, short Larry, now the long, pale Patsy.
Mr. Rubie felt that it would be undignified to take
to his heels, and he plainly saw that any slower mode
of progress would mean the escort of the beggars for
all the length of his return journey. Yet he was
obdurate in his resolve not to be cajoled into satisfy-
ing their demands, and so he grew hotter and angrier
as the noise increased, and those that made it showed
no sign of willingness to take their dismissal at Mr.
Rubie’s command.

While the din was at its worst it was suddenly
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silenced as if by magic, and the Englishman, turning
to see what had worked this wonder, found himself
face to face with a beautiful girl who seemed to
have come upon the scene by enchantment. The
noise of the beggars petitioning had risen to Grania’s
retreat in the Round Tower and brought the girl to
the door, whence she saw, and must needs smile, a
little at the sight, the stranger being badgered. But
if she smiled at the scene, she would by no means
allow it to continue. Swiftly she descended the
ladder, and, flinging herself into the thick of the little
mob, scattered its members apart with fierce words
of reproof, to which the beggars listened in silence.

Grania was really angry, for all that she had been
amused by the plight of the beleaguered visitor.
“For shame!” she cried, “for shame!” as she ad-
dressed in turn each of the offenders by name. MTr.
Rubie, all amazement, listening to and staring at
this divine fairy that had so suddenly hurled herself
upon his enemies, heard so much and understood it.
He heard much more, but understood no word. For
Grania, who had begun her scolding in English, in
order that the Sassenach might appreciate her
disavowal and disapproval of the conduct of her
friends, became instantly unwilling to berate her
compatriots in a speech intelligible to the stranger,
and so slipped swiftly into the Gaelic. In the
Gaelic she upbraided them with a vehemence that
impressed the uncomprehending Rubie and that
reduced the beggars to abject subjection.
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Mr. Rubie was far from being an impressionable
man, but what he now witnessed impressed him as
he had never been impressed since the night, now
long ago, when he had been taken to the playhouse
and had seen a famous actress in the part of Portia.
He gaped at the glorious girl who was clad like a
beggar and who carried herself like a queen; he
observed with dazzled gaze the color of her lips and
eyes and hair, the suave symmetry of her figure, the
buoyancy of her youth; he listened with bewitched
ear to the fluent music, like the music of running
water, of that to him unknown tongue. Mr. Rubie
in his enchantment would have been content to be
denounced by such a lovely creature. To be de-
fended by her was a rapture akin to the winning of a
close division.

The old woman, speaking the first, and speaking
in English, with a view to touching the heart of the
Parliament-man, addressed Grania apologetically,
as reverently as if she were addressing a queen.
““Sure, Miss Grania, darling,” she pleaded, ‘‘there’s
no harm in asking a gentleman with a benevolent
face on him, for a poor little bit of a sixpence.”

There was a murmur from the others which im-
plied, under submission to Grania’s better judgment,
agreement with Molly’s plea, but it faded into
silence before Grania’s instant disapproval. “Yes,
there is, great harm,” the girl answered, severely;
and the old woman and the old woman’s companions
accepted the reproof humbly, shrinking into them-
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selves before the anger of one that was little more
than a girl, but who was a girl of the O’Haras, the
child of a hero of Ninety-eight.

Mr. Rubie meanwhile, honestly amazed at all
that was happening, had stood open-mouthed and
dumfounded, gaping and staring at the alterca-
tion between his late opponents and the beautiful
girl who seemed to dominate them so completely.
All his confidence, his composure, his cocksureness
had momentarily vanished. His House of Com-
mons manner had fallen from him like a cloak; he
was just an ordinary, commonplace looker-on. With
an effort he rallied, pulled himself together, assured
himself that this would never do. Spurring him-
self to action, Mr. Rubie advanced toward Grania,
raising his hat and assuming something of the
manner that was wont to impress St. Stephen’s.
““Have I the honor,” he said, with what he believed
to be a happy blend of suavity and dignity, “of
addressing Miss O’Hara ?”

Grania nodded and smiled, and it seemed to the as-
tonished politician as if he had never seen a woman
smile before. ““You have that,” she said, simply.

The Member of Parliament made her another
bow and presented himself formally. ‘““My name
is Rubie,” he said, “John Rubie, Member of
Parliament. I am Lord Cloyne’s guest at the
Hall. I was engaged in making a sketch of yonder
Round Tower when these good people came upon
me, and, I must confess, took me by surprise. You
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must not think me close-fisted, Miss O’Hara, or
callous to distress, but I have strong views about
indiscriminate charity.”

Had Mr. Rubie been addressing the assembled
Parliament, had he been delivering himself to a meet-
ing of some earnest society for the promotion of this
and the propagation of that, had he been exchang-
ing ideas at a tea party in one of the elegant villas
of South London that sheltered so much philan-
thropy and aimed at so much reform, his manner
would have been admired, his words would have
been esteemed and his sentiments would have been
applauded. But the wisest of economists is at a
disadvantage when he expounds his views to an
audience that knows nothing whatever of economics,
that knows, indeed, of little more than the fact that
it is always hungry, always ill-clad, often cold
and often wet. What the Parliament-man de-
nounced as indiscriminate charity was to those poor
wretches as the unexpected manna, as the rare favor
of fate that flung for an instant, capriciously, some
pitiful share of the good and desirable things of
the world into their lean hands and their drawn
stomachs.

Therefore the little fellowship of wretchedness
listened to the expression of Mr. Rubie’s economic
theories with a- manifest disapproval for which
Biddy alone ventured to find voice. ‘““Sure you
said that before, darlin’,” the bare-legged girl said,
with a chuckle.
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Her companions grinned their satisfaction, and
Mr. Rubie endeavored with no great measure of
success to look as if he had not heard and to con-
ceal his annoyance. Grania lifted a reproving
finger and reduced Biddy to silence. Then she
turned to the irritated politician, and the sound of
her voice soothed his exasperated nerves.

“You are quite in the right of it, Mr. Rubie,” she
said, ““and I hate to see my country-people begging
of strangers.”

Rubie protested. He was himself again, and as
ready to be pompous on the soil of Kerry as on the
floor of St. Stephen’s. “Please don’t call me a
stranger, Miss O’Hara,” he entreated. “We are
all one people now under the Union—sharing com-
mon hopes, common interests, common purposes—’
The swell of his eloquence was suddenly stayed.

““Are we that same ?”’ Grania interrupted, ironi-
cally. “Why, it’s fine news you’d be telling me
if it only chanced to be true. Would you be say-
ing that we have common laws, too ?”

Mr. Rubie thought of the penal laws and changed
his note. He began on a fresh tack. “If these
poor creatures are really in want,” he said, in-
dicating with a forensic gesture the little riot of
beggars who huddled together in manifest dejec-
tion, with their gaze fixed wistfully on the girl
whom they so faithfully obeyed, though her coming
had shattered their hopes.

Again Grania interrupted him. ‘““Do you think,
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Mr. Rubie,” pointing to the four people whose rags
would have been disdained by any self-respecting
scarecrow, and whose faces were pinched with
hunger and suffering, “they dress like that for the
pleasure of the thing ?”

“Well, you know,” Mr. Rubie suggested, ““we
have professional beggars in England.” MTr. Rubie
felt and looked embarrassed. The misery of the
mendicants was patent enough, and he felt re-
morseful for his economic sternness. He tried to
justify himself.

“These troubles are genuine enough,” Grania
said, sadly, and for a moment the bitter water
filled her eyes.

The beggars heard her, the beggars saw her.
They raised a little wail like a keen.

Mr. Rubie was touched to a degree that would
have surprised him if he had had time to analyze
his emotions. “Then pray allow me to offer some
small relief,” he said, earnestly. He put his hand
in his breeches pocket as he spoke and pulled out
a handful of silver. He turned to the beggars whose
presence he had resented so hotly a few minutes
before. ‘“Here!” he cried, and held out his hands
with its generous contents toward the poor creatures
who hurried eagerly forward with gleaming eyes
and clawing fingers.

But Grania again intervened between them and
the stranger. ““Don’t run from one extreme to the
other, Mr. Rubie,” she said, quietly, as with one
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extended hand she restrained the advance of the
beggars and with the other she waved aside the
proffered bounty. “If you mean to be generous
I will make bold to borrow this crown.” She took
out a crown piece delicately from the little pile of
silver that lay on Mr. Rubie’s broad, expanded palm
and held it out to Larry, who shambled hurriedly
toward her. ““Here, Larry,” she said, and her voice
was as gentle now as it had been stern a while ago;
“here is a crown for you all from this kind gen-
tleman. Take it and divide it fair among the lot
of you; divide it fair, I say, for if you don’t I shall
hear of it, and have a small word of my own to say
to you.”

Larry touched his forehead respectfully, first to
the girl and then to the Englishman. ‘““Yes, Miss
Grania,” he said, humbly. Inwardly he reflected
that after all they had not done so badly. The
crown divided up would amount to more than a
shilling apiece, and they could scarcely have dared
to hope for more than a sixpence each from the
stranger, so the morning had not been unprofitable.

At a gesture from Grania the little crowd of
beggars, after much shuffling and scraping, trooped
off in the direction of the village, and Grania and
Mr. Rubie were left face to face.



VI
SOME STATISTICS

MR. RUBIE gave a little apologetic cough. “I
hope you do not think me stingy—"" he began.

But Grania stayed him, smiling. “You have
just proved the contrary,” she asserted. As she
spoke she seated herself comfortably on the hillside,
and invited Rubie with a gesture to do the like.
As he obeyed he felt, to his surprise, like a subject in
the presence of his queen.

Seated, he pursued his theme. “But on principle
I detest mendicity,” he continued, with the air of
one who was accustomed to have his principles and
his expositions thereof respected.

Grania only shrugged her shoulders. “If you
make slaves of people,” she said, quietly, “they will
acquire the vices of slaves.”

Rubie protested, pawing the air, against such
extravagances of thought and speech. “Really,
Miss O’Hara,” he cried, “slaves! What an ex-
pression. I admit to errors in the past, but now,
the Union—our best intentions—"’

Grania showed a decided determination to change
the subject. “It’s no use our talking politics, Mr.
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Rubie,” she said, emphatically. Then seeing that
Mr. Rubie looked somewhat crestfallen at her
abruptness, she continued, more amiably. ““What
are you doing in Ireland, if I may make so bold as
to ask P’

Rubie beamed anew at this suggestion of interest
in his doings, though he was inwardly astonished at
his pleasure in the girl’s condescension. “Why,
Miss O’Hara,” Rubie explained, “I have crossed
St. George’s Channel to see something of Ireland for
myself, that I may be the better equipped to speak
with authority in the House. I conceive that Irish
affairs are worthy of the pains of a personal in-
spection.”

Grania was vastly amused by the self-importance
of the traveler, but she kept her amusement sedu-
lously to herself. “They are so,” Grania agreed,
cordially.

Mr. Rubie leaned forward and addressed the girl
in a low, confidential voice, the low, confidential
voice that he used on occasions when he made his
way to the Treasury Bench to breathe some wisdom
into a minister’s ear. r

“T want to know Ireland,” he said seriously, “to
absorb Ireland, to exhaust Ireland. 1 mean to be
the one man in the House of Commons that knows
all about Ireland.”

Grania looked at the stolid face, whose solidity
was now slightly shaken by the earnestness of his
purpose. He was scarcely less of a marvel to her
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than she was to him. There were many types of
men in the kingdom of Kerry, from my Lord Cloyne
to Larry, but there was never one of them that bore
the least resemblance to the serious and pompous
personage who seemed convinced that it was his
mission to set the world in order. There was no
shadow of a smile upon her face as she asked him
quietly, “Is that all you are after ?”’

Mr. Rubie nodded agreement. It seemed, after
all, a litde thing for a man of his power and
standing.

“So,” he continued confidently, “I have come over
to collect all the statistics I can about the country.”

Grania looked at him thoughtfully, clasping her
hands about her knees. The word was not a
familiar one to her. “What do you mean by sta-
tistics P’ she asked.

Mr. Rubie stared at her in amazement. What,
he asked himself, could a young woman have been
doing with her life to be unaware of the very mean-
ing of statistics, to say nothing of their vast range
and economical value? He consented graciously to
explain. ‘‘Oh, you know, acreage, mileage, crops,
population, crime, emigration, religions, factions,
and so on and so on.” His explanation trailed off,
because he felt vaguely and uncomfortably conscious
of a certain quizzical expression on Grania’s face
and a certain mocking light in Grania’s eyes,
which decidedly disconcerted him.

Grania leaned a little nearer to him and smiled.
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“If you like,” she said, “I can give you some statis-
tics about Ireland.”

Mr. Rubie, who had unwillingly shrunk a little
before that quizzical expression which he believed
he had detected, expanded again under the influ-
ence of this offer. After all, the young lady might
prove more sensible than she seemed. She cer-
tainly was lovelier than any of the young ladies he
used to meet in the houses of the philanthropists and
politicians of the Clapham School. But that was
no reason for regretting that her views of life ap-
peared so hopelessly impractical. Perhaps, after
all, he might get some valuable facts from the girl.
““Can you ?” he cried, briskly. ““That will be very
obliging of you.”

“I can give you some of the real statistics,” she
said, “the statistics that mean things.” She paused
for a moment, to let her words sink into the mind of
her listener and to note the ripples of satisfaction
they raised on that round face. Then she asked,
softly, ‘Do you know what a merrow is "’

Mr. Rubie shook his head. He was one of those
persons who do not like to have to admit that there
was anything they did not know, but in this instance
he was wholly at a loss. A merrow might be some
article of commerce or a member of a secret society
or some piece of wearing apparel, for all that he
could tell. ““I fear I do not,” he admitted, shaking
his head.

Grania expounded unto him, and as she spoke her
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voice had a lilt in it as if she were singing a song,
“ A merrow is a sea-maiden, a mermaid, a beautiful
creature half woman, half fish, that swims in the
still water among the cliff-caves and sings songs that
make men mad. Thave heard her a thousand times.”

Mr. Rubie was perplexed. He did not quite know
whether to be amused or indignant. This was not
the kind of answer he had expected when he avowed
his thirst for knowledge. Yet the girl did not seem
to be laughing. Her face was grave and her eyes
were shining and she seemed to find a pleasure in
her words. ‘I am afraid 1 do not follow you,” he
said, rather stiffly.

Grania did not seem to heed what he said. She
went on with her theme, and her voice still had in it
the ripple of singing. ““Then there is the banshee—
it is most important that you should know all about
the banshee, the gray, wan woman that waits on a
great house and wails for the death of its darlings.”

Mr. Rubie looked and was extremely puzzled.
He smoothed his chin dubiously. ““Very interest-
ing, I’'m sure,” he said, very politely, but his polite-
ness had no effect in staying the stream of Grania’s
cloquence.

““And then there is the leprechaun,” she went on,
“with his green coat and his red cap, that can make
your fortune if you catch him. And the pooka, the
goblin that goes like a horse and rides across your
path to your undoing. And all the rest of the little
people, the only Irish you can’t drive out of Ireland.”
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Mr. Rubie felt that it was time to assert himself if
he was to retain any of his sense of the dignity of a
self-respecting  Member of Parliament engaged
upon a self-appointed mission. “You are making
game of me,” he said, emphatically.

Grania swung back in an instant to her every-day
way of speech and shook her head vigorously.
“Making game of you! Bless you! no, I am telling
you true things. You want to know all about the
Irish, and I am telling you of the things that the
Irish see, that the Irish believe in, that the Irish
understand better than you understand your facts
and your figures.”

Rubie protested in a shocked voice. “Really,
Miss O’Hara, I fear these are not the facts I left
London to seek.”

““But these are the facts you left London to find,”
Grania replied, vehemently, “if you have only the
eye that can see and the ear that can hear. The
fairies, the wonder-world, the Land of Youth. If
you go away knowing nothing of them and what
they mean to us you have only wasted your time.
Better have remained at home talking nonsense in
Westminster.”

Mr. Rubie could scarcely believe his ears when
he heard such blasphemy. “Good God! madam,”
he cried, “you don’t mean to tell me that you be-
lieve in fairies and mermaids and goblins like
horses!”’

Grania grinned at him mischievously. “What
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harm if I do?” she asked. “They are more real to
me than laws of Parliament or Acts of Union.
There are times when they secem to me the only
real things in the world, they and what they mean
to me.”

Mr. Rubie looked at her thoughtfully for some
moments without speaking, rubbing his chin the
while. Then he said, slowly, “I wonder what Mr.
Burke or Mr. Fox would have said to such an
astonishing statement.”

Grania did not seem to be much impressed by
Mr. Rubie’s speculation. “From what I’ve heard
tell of the pair of them,” she said, “I believe they
would have understood it better than you seem to do.
On, man in the blue coat and the buff waistcoat, do
try to see that there are things undreamed of in your
philosophy that are no less than the breath of life
to others. There is more of God’s real truth in a
fairy tale told by a turf fire than in all the debates
at Westminster.”



VII

THE MAN WITH THE FIDDLE

MR. RUBIE, as he watched the girl’s animated
face and listened to the girl’s animated words,
began to find that his situation was very enjoyable
indeed, if a trifle unusual and perplexing to a
methodical economist of plain habit of life and
mind. He had certainly come to Ireland with the
settled intention of amassing a quantity of fact
which should prove invaluable to him in the course
of Irish debate in Parliament, and might afterward
form the substance of a handsome volume of per-
sonal impressions and philosophical reflections
upon the country. But he certainly had not, when
he set out prosaically upon his travels, any idea
that his experiences would include such a meeting
and such a talk as this present. Here he was, a
grave and sober member of Parliament, with an
established position in the House, with Treasury
Bench ambitions and a profound belief in the
authority of statistics, seated on an Irish hillside
under the shadow of an Irish ruin and talking
familiarly with a beautiful girl that was dressed
like a peasant, a girl whom he had never seen or
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heard of before that hour, about fairies and gnomes
and goblins and the like.

Mr. Rubie had not talked of fairies, he had not
given goblins a thought since his earliest childhood.
Even as a child he had been practical, inclined
rather to records of voyages and explorations, and
the advantages commercial and territorial that they
brought to England, than of those voyages which
poets and dreamers make in their enchanted
shallops over the moonlit waters of fantasy to the
Fortunate Islands and the kingdoms of romance.
It is probable that if such a conversation could have
arisen in his own country, if any of the many
estimable young ladies he was wont to encounter
in the refined society of Clapham Common had
attempted to, turn the talk to fairy-land, he would
have resisted it more stubbornly and scornfully.
But he was compelled to admit, against his better
judgment, but, oddly enough, not altogether against
his wish, that there was something in the atmos-
phere around him—the smell of the grass and the
smell of the sea, and the faint smell of burning turf
blown toward his nostrils by the mild December
wind from the distant village—that seemed to exer-
cise a narcotic influence upon his mind and make
it ready to accept the seemingly incredible, unready
to protest against the fantastical propositions of
Grania.

He looked at the girl’s flushed face and her bright
eyes, and he listened to the enthusiasm with which
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she defended the veritability of those many-shaped
dwellers in the dominions of dreams, and as he
looked and listened he felt less and less like the
formal politician that it was his pride to be,and more
and more like one that drifts into a dangerous mood
of acquiescence. Under the influence of such a
mood he might, were he taken unawares, be ready
to admit that a ballad might be as useful as a Blue
Book, a fairy tale as precious as a Parliamentary
Report. If the mood was unusual to Mr. Rubie
it certainly was far from unpleasant, and he per-
mitted himself to yield to it and would have been
glad if it had persisted, but it was not to persist.
Even at the moment, when Mr. Rubie was most
ready to recognize the sovereignty of Oberon and
the hierarchy of his imps, interruption came with a
new-comer who emerged from the ruins of the old
church.

The new-comer was a young man of a good height,
a sturdy carriage, a handsome countenance, and a
pleasing appearance. Though he was habited little
better than a peasant, he had not the peasant’s bear-
ing, with its time-enforced suggestion of servility.
On the contrary, this youth in his overworn, faded
raiment bore himself with an air of surly independ-
ence that was wholly untainted by any appearance
of a desire to curry favor. The frieze he was clad
in might be worn to the thread, but the body it
veiled bore itself with an assertion of equality with
all the world that was frankly arrogant and patently
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native. Mr. Rubie noticed that the intruder
carried a fiddle under his arm, and took him to be
what he was not. He believed that he saw before
him one of those itinerant musicians of whom he
had heard from all those that professed to know
anything of Ireland, those fiddlers that drift from
village to village, from wedding to wedding, from
wake to wake, striving here to accentuate hilarity,
seeking there to dissimulate grief, and are content
to be paid for their pains with a little food, drink,
a few pence, and much applause.

Mr. Rubie found somewhat to his surprise that
he resented the interruption to his conversation
with a feeling of disapproval quite unworthy of a
disciple of Mr. Burke and Mr. Fox. Although he
regarded the conversation he had just been having
with Grania as undoubtedly nonsensical, he had
discovered to his amazement that there might be,
even for a promising Member of Parliament, a
certain amount of satisfaction to be derived from
the talking of nonsense. Certainly it would have
pleased him to continue talking nonsense on that
Irish hillside with that Irish girl for an indefinite
period of time, and he would not have exchanged
the grotesque information that Grania had given
him of the ways of fairy-land for the most impor-
tant communications on agriculture that he could
have received from the chairmen of ahundred Boards
of Guardians. He found now, on awakening, as it
were, from his dream, that he had felt surpris-
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ingly young as he listened to Grania’s legends.
Mr. Speaker and the Opposition and the Treasury
Bench and the philanthropists and the ladies of
Clapham Common had faded into vagueness, and
for the moment Mr. Rubie was a child again, a
child in the nursery, and enraptured by a nursery
rhyme. Now, suddenly, the spell was broken by
the appearance of this stalwart intruder whose
coming so much displeased Mr. Rubie.

If, however, Mr Rubie resented the coming of the
young man, the young man seemed to resent quite
as keenly the presence of Mr. Rubie. He stared at
him steadfastly with an air of unamiable surprise,
and then sent to Grania a questioning glance.
The girl had turned eagerly toward the young man
the moment that he made his appearance, and Mr.
Rubie noticed with a feeling of resentment as ex-
treme as it was unreasonable that the presence of
the young man gave the young woman a gratification
that she was at no pains to conceal. It did not take
the active young man a long time to ascend the hill-
slope from the ruins to the spot where Grania and
Mr. Rubie were standing, but it was long enough to
allow Mr. Rubie to experience and to cherish feelings
which if he had been aware of their existence in
another breast he would have described and con-
demned as jealousy. In himself he sought to
justify them as the natural emotion consequent
upon the interruption of an original and unconven-
tional conversation.
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“Good-day to you, Grania,” the young man said,
directly looking at the girl.

Rubie instantly noticed that the young man, for all
his humble appearance, spoke in an educated voice
whose tones were very melodious.

The girl greeted the youth joyously. “Good-day
to you, Dennis,” she said, but the warmth of her
greeting did not succeed in dissipating the cloud of
gloom that had overshadowed the young man’s
comely countenance from the first moment that he
had discovered the girl in talk with a stranger. He
was evidently a young man who gave no thought to
the concealing of any emotions he might entertain.

“Is it spoiling conversation I’'m doing, coming
this way ?’ he asked.

Grania shook her head emphatically. “Never
fear,” she protested. ‘I was just talking of nothing
whatever with this gentleman, that is Mr. Rubie
by name, an English Member of Parliament, and a
guest of My Lord Cloyne.” She turned to the
Member of Parliament and introduced the new-
comer. ““This,” she said, ‘“is Mr. Dennis Tirowen,
my