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‘The moving finger writes, and, having writ,

Moves on, nor all your piety nor wit

Shall lure it back to cancel half a line,

Nor all your tears wash out a word of it.’

— OMAR KHAYYAM






Chapter I
Clodagh Cottage: 1870



Clodagh Cottage—built during the close of the eighteenth century—stood at the foot of Tibradden mountain, beyond Whitechurch, in the county of Dublin. A one-storeyed house, but of fair size, containing seven rooms besides a large kitchen with pantry, scullery, and other outdoor offices.

Behind the house was a fruit and vegetable garden in which flowers could also be found—as, indeed, they could be found all over the place. There were flower-beds in front of the house and around it; they seemed to grow everywhere. Old-fashioned and fragrant, they filled the air with their perfumed sweetness.

The gable end of the house was to the road, where a high wall ran the length of the garden. At the rear were the stables, and from a field beyond, could be heard the cackle of poultry, and the soft lowing of the Kerry cow, as she grazed there peacefully and happily.

But both the cow and hens had gone to bed and all was quiet at Clodagh Cottage on a certain June evening in the year of Our Lord, 1870. It was nearly nine o’clock and growing dark, but the two people pacing back and forth in the garden were too absorbed in each other to mind what hour it was. And after all, was it not but natural? They had only arrived back from their honeymoon that afternoon and this was their first night at home.

‘So you like Clodagh, my dearest?’ asked John Weldon. He was a man in the forties, with side whiskers which made him look fully ten years older than a modern man of the same age. Rather pompous and self-opinionated, there was a shade of condescension in his tender tones. Not that John Weldon meant to be condescending in the slightest. His attitude was simply typical of the ‘superior male’ of the Victorian days.

The girl—she was no more—looked up at him with shining eyes.

‘Oh, it is a lovely spot, John! I shall be so happy here.’

‘God grant it, my love,’ was the reply, as John Weldon stooped to kiss his wife.

He was a successful business man, and up to his marriage had lived in the city, over his place of business, as was then quite customary. A few months ago he had purchased Clodagh Cottage from the widow of its late owner, thinking what a charming setting it would make for his pretty young bride. At that very moment he was thinking how lovely she looked. And this was true—a fairer sight than Faith Weldon it would have been hard to find.

But John Weldon—honest man—would have been more than a little surprised if he could have read the mind of the girl at his side. Faith Stone had been the daughter of a poor country doctor, and when she had met Mr Weldon while on a visit to some Dublin cousins, she had determined that he would marry her. She was quite penniless and there was no prospect before her except the rôle of either nursery governess or companion to some old lady, and Faith Stone was resolute that no drudgery of that sort should be her fate. Young as she was, she realised the misery endured by so many penniless spinsters in such positions.

But John Weldon thought his wife the most innocent girl in the world—so shy, so modest. Her blushes and confusion when he asked her to marry him were proof of that. At least, so he thought. They were married after an engagement which was very short for those days, and she was to rule him for the next twenty years, until the day of his death. Rule him absolutely, but yet so unobtrusively, that he was never to know that he had been ruled at all.

Meanwhile as Mr and Mrs Weldon strolled in the garden, they were being discussed in the kitchen. The domestic staff consisted of the cook, Mary Molloy, and the housemaid, Ellen Maguire. There was a gardener, Pat Doyle, who had his nephew Joe, a boy of sixteen, to help him. They had been the servants of Mrs Owens, from whom John Weldon had purchased Clodagh Cottage. As she was going to America and Mr Weldon wanted servants for his new home, and they had been well recommended by their former mistress, he had engaged them to remain on in his employment. He also bought most of the furniture belonging to Mrs Owens, and with some new purchases, he had made the house very comfortable.

‘Well, what do you think of her? Isn’t she lovely?’

It was Ellen Maguire who asked the question. She was a freshfaced girl of twenty, while the cook was stout and middle-aged. Pat Doyle was also present, having dropped in for a chat before going home to his cottage where he lived with his old mother and his orphan nephew.

Mary pursed her lips. ‘Well—that’s as it may be,’ she replied. ‘Handsome is as handsome does, is my motto.’

‘All the same, she’s a sweet little cratur and no mistake,’ remarked Pat, who was always prone to fall for feminine charms, in spite of the fact that he had escaped matrimony and was now nearing fifty. ‘I expect she won’t trouble you much Mary. She’s not like them wans that do be nosing round the kitchen, asking how much meat was cooked for dinner and counting the vegetables and such like.’

‘Well, that’s true,’ agreed the cook. ‘I expect she will be easy enough to manage that way. But the master is a different kettle of fish. Not that he’s close-fisted or the like, but I wouldn’t like to cross him in any way.’

‘I’d be afeared of me life of him—so I would!’ declared Ellen. ‘But the mistress—sure she’s only a bit of a girl. Not as old as meself, I heard tell.’

‘Well, it’s to be hoped she has more sense, for it’s not much you have, Ellen Maguire,’ replied Mary. ‘But as you say, Pat, I expect I’ll have things me own way as regards the housekeeping. Not that Mrs Owens interfered much—at least not since the trouble kem on her.’

She had lowered her voice instinctively at the last words.

‘God help her!’ said Ellen, and Pat Doyle murmured an ‘Amen!’ Then he added: ‘I suppose, Mary, that it was to him she went? They say that it was to Ameriky he was bound?’

The cook nodded. ‘Yes, it was,’ she said, ‘but she would leave no address where to send a letter. She said she would write to me when she got there safe.’

‘Well, may God protect her!’ said Ellen. ‘It’s the dear lady she was, and as to the young master——’

‘Hold your tongue!’ cried Mary, sharply. ‘’Tis the foolish girl you are, Ellen, to be mentioning any names. All is over now, but all the same, let ye keep a silent tongue in your head.’

‘Aye—that’s right,’ agreed Pat, ‘for I hear tell that Mr Weldon is very strict the other way round.’

‘That’s true,’ said Ellen. ‘I heard me brother sayin’ that Mr Weldon is terrible hard entirely agin the boys—rebels, he calls them.’

‘Well, we needn’t be mindin’ them things,’ said the cook. ‘We have a good place here and the wages are not bad, so let us be mindin’ ourselves. And, as I was sayin’ before, ‘tis little trouble the new mistress will be givin’ us. Sure what is she but a bit of a girl?’

But Mary Molloy was to receive one of the biggest surprises of her life on the following morning.

John Weldon had greatly enjoyed his substantial breakfast taken in the company of his pretty wife. It was a beautiful morning, the sun shining on the silver and china of the breakfast table, the roses tapping at the old-fashioned diamond-shaped windows.

John felt almost sorry for himself at having to spend the day in the dusty city, and he said as much to Faith. She smiled charmingly as she replied: ‘Never mind, John, dear, the evening will soon come and you will be home again.’

‘Will you miss me?’

‘You know that I will. But I will be busy, too.’

‘Why, what have you to do, except sit in the garden or go for a walk? But I suppose you are not quite unpacked yet?’

‘No—not quite. Besides, I must see about the housekeeping—’

‘Oh, don’t bother your pretty little head about that sort of thing! I understood from Mrs Owens that the cook—what’s this her name is? Oh, yes, Mary Molloy—was quite capable. She will take all the worry off your shoulders in that respect.’

His wife smiled pleasantly, but shook her head.

‘That would never do, dear,’ she replied; ‘now that I am your wife and the mistress of your house, I must perform my duties conscientiously.’

Mr Weldon laughed as he kissed her goodbye—she made him think of a little girl playing at keeping house. But his carriage was at the door and he could see that the coachman and horses were both getting impatient. From that day, every morning, at eight-thirty to the minute, John Weldon was driven to his house of business in Capel Street, and every evening at six precisely, he would leave there for home. Dan Brophy, the coachman, was a queer character, taciturn and silent. Mr Weldon had known him for years as the coachman of a business friend who had died recently and had been happy to employ him as a coachman at Clodagh Cottage. Besides looking after the fine pair of carriage horses and being ready to drive his master in and out to the city, Brophy was to attend to the pony and trap in which he was to drive his young mistress whenever she wished, provided, of course, that she was back in time for Brophy to start for the city to bring Mr Weldon home from business.

Now, on this first morning, Faith Weldon stood on the steps, waving to her husband as he drove away. He thought what a lovely girl she was, little more than a child. How careful he would be to see that her life would be smooth and easy and that she would not need to worry about anything. How astonished the honest man would have felt had he been present at Mrs Weldon’s interview with the cook a short while after his departure.

She had entered the kitchen to find Mary and Ellen talking to Pat Doyle who was standing at the back door. They did not notice her entrance, and Mary was just saying: ‘Yes—that will do for today. Potatoes and peas—I am having duck for dinner this evening.’

She turned quickly as she saw Pat gazing over her shoulder. ‘Good morning, ma’am,’ she said, ‘I did not hear you come in. Would you be wanting to speak to me?’

‘Yes, cook, I do. But first, did I hear you saying that you had ordered duck for dinner?’

‘Yes, ma’am. Do you not care for it?’

‘As it is ordered it will do all right,’ was the quiet reply, ‘but for the future, cook, please understand that I will order the dinners. And now I will see the pantry and go through the stores with you.’

The following hour was not a pleasant one for Mary Molloy. Every detail of the household management was investigated by the new mistress, who, far from being the ignorant, easy-going girl imagined by Mary, proved herself to be a capable and shrewd housekeeper. Not for nothing had Faith Stone been born, the eldest girl of a family of seven, where every penny had counted.

‘I will have keys made for this larger pantry,’ she announced to a silent Mary, ‘and it can then be used as a store room. I will arrange the meals with you each morning and order what is required. I will now see the gardener.’

She went through the back door on her way to the garden, leaving an astonished and far from happy woman behind. Ellen had long since vanished to the upper regions, feeling, as she afterwards said, ‘as if you could knock me down with a feather!’ Pat also had faded towards his own regions, and there Mrs Weldon now discovered him digging industriously.

She went over through the garden and glass-houses, noting the vegetables and fruit with a keen eye. It was a fine garden, everything in abundance, ordinary vegetables flourishing in the open, and under glass were tomatoes, cucumbers, and grapes.

‘And what is done with the surplus after the house is supplied?’

‘Is it the surplus, ma’am?’

‘Yes—all that is left after the house has been supplied. There must be quite a lot. Has it been customary to sell it?’

‘Well, Mrs Owens did sell some of it but of course she was not a rich lady. But since Mr Weldon bought the place nothing has been settled, and——’

‘Oh, well—I shall arrange about it,’ was the brisk reply; ‘I know that the Dublin shops will be only too glad to take all we can send them. I will let you know later what arrangements I have made.’

‘Very good, ma’am.’

But Pat thought it very bad. He had had rosy visions of making a little bit himself that way from the garden now that the master would be away all day at business and the mistress of Clodagh Cottage only a bit of a girl. He stood now, staring after her, as she daintily stepped down the paths, small head held high, tiny feet peeping from beneath her wide full skirts. ‘Well—if that doesn’t beat Banagher!’ he said softly to himself, and returned to his work a sadder and wiser man.

The awakening for the servants had been a rude one and quite unexpected. However, after a short time they became used to the new routine. Mrs Weldon, if a strict mistress, was a just one, and her household management was excellent. No older woman could have made a better mistress. Never a penny or a crust went to waste; the garden and the poultry paid well; the meals were well cooked and served; the whole household arrangements went on oiled wheels. Very soon Mr Weldon, who had at first been rather amused to think of his young wife in the rôle of housekeeper, had to admire her administrative powers. These were really good, and had Faith Weldon lived in the present day, it is probable that she would never have married, but have carved out a fine career for herself. As a hospital matron, inspector of factories, head of any big business concern—even as a cabinet minister—Faith would have made her mark. But she lived in an age when women did none of these things. Even the hospital matrons in those days were very different from what they are today. In the ‘seventies, a penniless girl married or went out to earn her living as a nursery governess or companion. And Faith, as we have seen, would have no life of that sort. So she married John Weldon, more than twenty years older than herself, and settled down to do her duty in that state of life to which she believed God had called her.

And her husband never repented the fact that he had married a penniless girl, young enough to be his daughter. He never realised that she was the real ruler of Clodagh Cottage, and of everyone within its walls, so well and tactfully did she manage him.

To a modern woman, the life that Faith led would have seemed monotonous and dull, but she did not find it so. When she was an old woman she would often look back at those early years of her married life, and they seemed like a vision of happiness and peace.

They were early risers at Clodagh, as Mr Weldon had to leave for the city at half-past eight, and he liked a good breakfast and time in which to eat and enjoy it. It pleased him that at this first meal of the day his wife was always there to pour out his tea and see that the bacon and eggs were to his liking. She would wave him good-bye each morning as he stepped into his carriage, and stand to watch while he drove through the gate and out to the road beyond, turning steeply to the right on the way to the city. A long drive for the horses twice daily—by Whitechurch, Rathfarnham, Terenure, Harold’s Cross, Clanbrassil Street and across the river to Capel Street. But they were fine horses, well fed and cared, and on Sundays they had a complete rest. John Weldon would allow neither man nor beast to work on that day. Only the minimum of housework was done, and winter and summer there was a cold midday meal, after which the maids were allowed out until ten o’clock. Pat Doyle was free for the day and never came to the Cottage on Sundays, while the same could be said of Dan Brophy. Dan lived over the stables in what Ellen called a ‘gazebo’ of his own, and it was his custom to leave Clodagh early on Sunday morning and not return until night. He did not even return for his meals, which on weekdays he always took with the other servants. He was a silent, secretive man, and although it was presumed that he had friends with whom he spent the day, who they were, or where they lived, the others did not know.

Faith liked Sunday. On that day she would walk to church with her husband, leaning upon his arm, her Sunday bonnet framing a face which she well knew to be one of the fairest in the congregation. It was a long walk, and on very wet or stormy days, Faith did not go. But her husband enjoyed the walk; he got little exercise through the week, and regarded his attendance at church as good for both soul and body. After the midday meal, husband and wife would spend the afternoon together; in the garden in summer, by the fire in winter.

On the Monday morning, the weekly round began again. As soon as Faith had seen her husband off to the city, she would go along the short passage leading to the kitchen, her little household basket on her arm, the keys of the store room jangling as she stepped briskly through the kitchen door, her full skirts billowing around her slight figure and accentuating the tiny waist. She wore a diminutive piece of lace on her soft hair, called by courtesy a cap, and then the fashion amongst married women, no matter how young they might be. Faith knew that in her case it was a most becoming fashion.

Mary was interviewed, meals ordered, and the work for the day arranged. And it was work in those days. No labour-saving devices were then in fashion, they were as yet unknown. The servants worked hard and for wages which no maid today would accept, yet they stayed for years in one situation and seem to have been much more contented than the modern type.

When she had finished indoors, Faith went to the garden. The young mistress of Clodagh loved her garden, and it was surely a thing of fragrant beauty, a delight to the eyes, and to Faith one of the greatest pleasures in life. By now, she and Pat were quite friendly, understanding each other perfectly. He knew that he had to work for his wages as he had never worked before, and also had to account for all the produce of the garden. Faith sold what fruit and vegetables she did not need to the Dublin shops, and made a good profit. From this she allowed Pat a small percentage with which he was quite satisfied. She also told her husband about her own profits, but he only laughed and told her to keep it for pocket money. John Weldon had really no idea of the money which his thrifty wife was able to make from the garden. Not that he would have cared; he was generous to a fault where she was concerned, although in business matters shrewd and keen, able to make a better bargain than most men. He was as honest as the day, God-fearing and just according to his lights, and they were those of the majority of his class and creed in that day. Intensely loyal to England, hating the name of rebel and papist, he was yet kind and just to those of his workers who were Catholics. He was of the opinion that they were brought up in ignorance and knew no better. But if one of his employees had been known to be ‘disloyal’ he would have been dismissed at a moment’s notice.

Faith took no interest in politics or any national question. Like most women of that time, she was content to leave such matters to the other sex. Queer old Victorian days! Not far off, as we count time, but in regard to the status of women, they might be centuries away. Yet how strange, too, to think how many women ruled their husbands and their households then as few women can do today. Women may have greater freedom now, but with that freedom it seems as if much of their real power has vanished.

Faith Weldon was quite content with her quiet life. She was a perfect housewife, and young though she was, ruled her house justly and well. It never entered her head that she was wasting her talents, or that she was fitted for a wider sphere of activity. She was intensely grateful to her husband; if he had not married her, it was probable that she would now be getting a miserable livelihood by acting as nursery governess or companion to some horrid old lady. She might have married some other man—or she might not. In any case few would have been so kind to her, or have given her such a delightful home.

She had been married a little over a year when her son was born, and a year later came a daughter. These were the only children born to John Weldon and Faith, his wife.

Mr Weldon was delighted and very proud to be a father. His son was not a week old before he was planning out his future as partner in the business. Already he could see the magic words—‘John Weldon and Son’, over his business in Capel Street. But as the children grew older, although still proud of his son the greater love of the father went to his little daughter, Ursula. And she loved him with a love that she could never give to her colder and more reserved mother.

So the years rolled on, until twenty had passed since that June evening in 1870, when Faith Weldon had first come as mistress to Clodagh Cottage at the foot of Tibradden.






Chapter II
Father and Son



‘Then your mind is made up? You are quite sure that you do not wish to enter the business?’

‘Well—as I have told you, sir, it is my earnest desire to read for the bar. But, naturally, it rests with you.’

‘I would never force you to enter the business against your own wishes,’ was the reply; ‘but I need not tell you, William, that your decision is a great—very great—disappointment to me.’

‘I know that, father, and I am sorry—more sorry than I can say. But I simply feel that I would be no good at business, I am not suited for it. Perhaps if you had not sent me to college—’

‘Yes, I was wrong when I sent you to Trinity. A business man does not need a university education. Still I did it for the best, and your mother thought—. However, we will not discuss the matter further. I have decided to allow you to remain at college and continue your studies for the bar.’

‘Thank you, sir—oh, thank you! I am ever so grateful, and I will try to do well, indeed I will.’

His father cut him short. ‘Yes—yes, I am sure you will. But leave me now—I am busy.’

William Weldon left the room without saying any more. He knew well that this had been a bitter blow to his father, but for some time now he had felt that he could not enter the business.

He hated the very thought of it. Wholesale manufacturers of soap and candles! No, he could never have stuck it. Besides, he would be wasted at business—he felt convinced of that. He knew that he had a certain gift for oratory, as shown in some of the debates at college, and he had always had a great wish for the legal profession. Many a time he had seen himself arrayed in wig and gown, with the letters ‘Q.C.’ after his name, making a brilliant speech during the hearing of some celebrated trial! Soap and candles, indeed!

Yet only for his mother’s advice, it is unlikely that he would ever have taken his courage in both hands and spoken to his father about the matter. And when he had done so, he did not know that Faith had already prepared her husband for the interview, although he had been surprised that his father had taken the matter so quietly. But it was the quietness of a broken spirit, of hopes withered by a blow that was as unexpected as terrible.

Left alone, John Weldon stood motionless, staring out of the window with eyes that saw nothing of the beauty without. And it was a lovely scene upon which his unseeing glance fell. The garden at Clodagh, always beautiful, was in its summer glory now, and beyond were green fields and in the near distance the blue of the Dublin hills. The heather was beginning to bloom on Tibradden, showing amongst the gorse and bracken on the slopes above Clodagh.

But John Weldon saw none of these things. He saw only the ruin of all of his hopes and ambitions, falling, falling, like a house of cards, at his feet. Only his wife knew how he had planned for the future, what high hopes he had for the business when the name over the doorway would have the words ‘And Son’, added to it. He had never dreamt that the boy would wish for anything else in life save only a partnership in the firm, which had been founded by his father and built up by him to become the good business it was today. Mr Weldon had been so proud of his work, so sure that his son would carry on the business and make it even bigger and better. And now all his plans were gone—blown away, like straws in the wind. He smiled grimly as he found himself repeating—‘The best laid schemes of mice and men—’ Yes, so it had been with him.

If only Ursula had been a boy she would surely have fallen in with his wishes, done as he desired. And yet, would she? In some ways she was more self-willed than her brother, more determined to get her own way. Her mother did not like it, and often asked him to exert his authority with the girl, but he could never speak harshly to his young daughter—she was the very apple of his eye. Besides, girls were different nowadays from what they were when Faith was one herself. The modern young lady was getting quite a problem. Thinking of his daughter and her independent attitude which so shocked her mother, John Weldon smiled in spite of his trouble.

He was now a man of sixty-five, and although to the lay eye he looked strong and healthy, his colour was too high, and his doctor had lately warned him against too much work and too little rest and amusement.

‘I should advise a long holiday,’ he had said. ‘Go away with your charming wife and leave the business for a while. Travel where you like, the more changes of scene the better, but take life easy, plenty of rest, and occupy your mind with something else besides business. I promise that you will come back a different man.’

‘Later on, doctor, later on! You must wait until my son is able to look after the business for me—he will soon be coming in as my partner and it won’t be long until he masters it all. A clever boy, my son, although I say it myself. At present I cannot leave.’

Yet he knew that if real necessity arose, he had in his head clerk a man who knew as much about the business as he did himself. But he was determined not to go away until William was ready to take over from him. And after all, he did not feel really ill. A trifle giddy at times, short of breath, not able for the hills now. Yes, he would be glad of the holiday when he could take it. Just he and Faith together—delightful! He had been looking forward to it for quite a while now, and then this blow had fallen, and he suddenly felt like an old, old man. He groped for a chair and sat down, trying to pull himself together. It was thus that Faith found him a little later.

‘Why, John!’ she exclaimed. ‘Are you not well?’

She knelt beside him and he put out his hand and laid it on her head. There was no little cap there now, her hair was piled high in the prevailing fashion. There was not a grey hair in it; her figure, too was as slight as if she had still been a girl, and any stranger seeing these two together would have taken them for father and daughter instead of husband and wife. After all Faith was only thirty-nine, and nowadays would have been considered a young woman.

‘I am all right, my dear—all right.’

But the reply was so weary, so hopeless, that she knew at once how much John was feeling the decision of his son not to enter the business.

Kneeling, she leant her head against him.

‘Do not take it too much to heart, John,’ she said ‘These things have to be—they cannot be helped. After all, if Willie has a real wish for the legal profession and does well at the Bar—will you not be proud of him?’

‘Not as proud as if he had been my partner and we had been John Weldon and Son. Oh, Faith, my dear,’ he suddenly cried, ‘it is a bitter grief to me—bitter! The business which I built up myself, which I have been extending, and for which I have worked so hard—for the sake of my son. You know the struggle I had when I was young.’

‘Yes—I know, dear, but tell me again—it will ease you to talk a little.’

‘Ah, well—it’s an old tale now! I was left at the age of fourteen with a mother and two sisters to provide for. My father had been an architect with a good connection, I believe he was quite well off. My mother, however, was not fit for any business matters whatever. She always made me think of a little china doll, so fragile and pretty was she. My father was not strong, and had appointed in his will his great friend, one Charles Dart, to be sole executor for his widow and family. He trusted this man absolutely, and impressed upon my mother to do so also when he himself should be no longer by her side. It seemed as if my father had a premonition of his early death, for this took place a few months after his will was made. Dart was a rogue, he made my poor mother sign any papers he wished, and before she knew what she had done, she had made over to him all the house property left her by my father, and she herself was penniless. The only thing he did not take from her was the house in which we were living—that remained so that we were rent free. As for Dart, he left the country and we have never heard a word about him to this day. By now no doubt he is dead and buried.’

He paused, and his wife prompted gently, ‘Yes, dear?’

She wished him to talk about his early days—anything which might take his mind off William for the moment.

‘Well, there I was—a boy of fourteen, and I had to put my shoulder to the wheel. I had to get work of some sort. I had never cared for study or books, as you know, but I was willing to do any kind of honest work. I went to several of my father’s friends asking if they could employ me. Some refused unkindly, others were decent enough but had no work to give me. But at last I went to Mr Halliday—you have often heard me speak of my dear friend, Charles Halliday. He it was who got me employment with a business man whom he knew. And I did well—got on step by step, until I was able to start on my own soon after I was twenty-five. Perhaps I became rather hard and self-opinionated, I know that I have been thought so by many people, but it is difficult to make your way in the world and not become hardened. My poor mother died when I was still young and my sisters married and went to England. I had a lonely life until I met you, my dear, but you have made me very happy. Maybe too happy, and that is why God has sent me this trial.’

‘Try and not grieve too much, John. After all, how much worse it might have been. Suppose we had lost our son.’

‘You are right, Faith, as usual,’ he replied, ‘and you comfort me now as you have always done. God bless you, my dear wife.’

‘And you too, dear. Now, do not let this thing embitter your life. Think how often you have won through. Remember Mr Carleton!’

They both laughed. The name recalled an incident in the past which had taken place soon after John Weldon had set up his establishment at Clodagh. Driving home from the city one evening, he had been hailed by a gentleman, who, walking in the same direction, put up his hand to stop the carriage. Dan drew up and the gentleman came to the carriage window, with hand-out-stretched, while he exclaimed effusively:

‘Mr Weldon, I believe? I have only just heard that you have taken Clodagh Cottage and will be a near neighbour of ours. I am delighted to welcome you among us.’

John Weldon had stared back in stony silence, apparently not seeing the extended hand. He was seeing, instead, a vision of himself as a boy of fourteen, standing in front of this man in his office, and asking for work—‘any kind of work, sir, just to give me a start!’ He remembered the angry, rude refusal, ending with the words. ‘Get out now, quickly—or I will have you put out!’ That was many years ago and circumstances were different. The man standing in the road was an old man now, and it was reported in the city that things were not going well with him. No doubt he thought that the wealthy Mr Weldon—now his near neighbour—might be of use to him. But John Weldon was not one to forget.

‘Mr Carleton,’ he said, in icy tones, ‘when I wanted your help you did not give it. I do not want your acquaintance now. Drive on, Dan!’

He had told Faith about it when he got home, and although she had told him that he had not acted like a Christian, still in her heart she did not blame him. Mr Carleton was dead now these many years, and Faith hardly knew what had made her remember the incident of the past.

‘Here is Ursula,’ she said, as quick footsteps were heard in the hall, ‘take a turn in the garden with her, dear—it will do you good.’

Ursula Weldon was just eighteen, tall and slight, with dark hair and grey eyes. She resembled her father’s people, not being in the least like her mother. William was fair-haired and had his mother’s blue eyes, of which Faith was very proud. He was her favourite, she and Ursula having little in common and often getting on one another’s nerves. Seeing them together, one would not have thought that they were mother and daughter; Ursula so tall and dark, graceful, rather dreamy-looking, of a definite Celtic type; while Faith, short, fair, and practical in every way, was a direct contrast. John Weldon loved his daughter very deeply, and the love was returned.

‘Father,’ she said now, ‘you don’t look well. Is anything the matter?’

Faith answered quickly: ‘No—of course not. Your father is tired and would like a stroll in the garden.’

‘Come along then, father—it’s a lovely evening.’

Walking arm in arm along the garden paths, father and daughter talked together in low tones. They were always in perfect harmony, except on those occasions when Ursula was inclined to criticise her mother, and this her father would not allow. He could not understand how it was that those two did not agree better.

‘Are you really all right, father?’ the girl asked. ‘You look as if something has upset you.’

He could not withhold his confidence from her.

‘Did you know about William?’ he asked.

‘What about him? Do you mean that he wants to be a barrister?’

‘Then he has told you?’

‘Of course. He is always talking about it and the great name he will make at the Bar! He hates business—always did.’

Mr Weldon sighed.

‘Strange that a son of mine should be like that,’ he said.

‘Oh, but Willie is not a bit like you, father—he is quite different. I wish I were a boy!’

‘But, my darling—why? I much prefer you as a girl.’

‘But there are so many things a boy can do that a girl cannot.’

‘For instance?’

‘Oh, a boy could be a doctor or a barrister, or I could have entered the business instead of Willie.’

Her father sighed again. ‘Ah, yes—that is true. I should have liked that. But you see, my dear, you are a girl, so it is no use talking about it’

‘Do you know, father, I was talking yesterday to Enid Brown. She is just back from England, and she says that there are women doctors there, and that plenty of girls are going in for typing and shorthand so that they can take positions in business houses or offices. What do you think of that, father? And would you let me try to fit myself for office work?’

John Weldon laughed, the first real laugh Ursula had heard from him that evening.

‘I never heard such nonsense!’ he exclaimed. ‘Women doctors are disgusting to even think about; and as for business, my dear little girl, women have no head for business—and never will.’

‘But, father, think of the great women in the past. Queens and rulers. And then our own Queen Victoria—you know how much you think of her. She must have a business head, as you call it, and the other women rulers, too.’

‘Not at all—not at all! Their ministers guide them and advise them what to do. Those who really rule the state are men—and always have been men.’

‘But I don’t think Queen Elizabeth would have allowed any man to dictate to her?’

‘You may be sure she took advice when she needed it, although I admit she was a remarkable woman. But now, Ursula, my dear, do not get any of these absurd notions into your head. New women and all that kind of thing. Why’—and he laughed again with real amusement—‘I believe that they are actually asking for votes for women!’

‘That’s all right, father. I don’t care one way or another about such things—I just talk to shock mother sometimes. I know I should not do it, but it’s only for fun.’ Then, rather timidly, she said: ‘I do wish you could have a change and a real holiday, father. It would do you so much good, and you know that Dr Merville has recommended it for you.’

‘I know—I know. But I cannot take a holiday just yet. Perhaps later on. I am not ill, Ursula, only sometimes a little giddy—’

Even as he was speaking John Weldon reeled slightly, and Ursula steadied him with her strong young arm.

‘There—you see, father—you do need a rest. Are you all right now?’

‘Yes—yes—all right, my dear. But I am rather tired and we will go indoors now.’

It was later that same evening that a scene took place between Mr Weldon and his son which upset the elder man very much, and was never forgotten by any member of the household.

John Weldon had been alluding in a jocular manner to part of the conversation which he had had with his daughter in the garden and her remarks about the women rulers, and Queen Victoria in particular.

‘I told her, however,’ he said, ‘that our good Queen is guided in all important matters by her ministers—she does not trust to her own feminine judgement in affairs of state.’

‘Good Queen, did you say, sir?’ asked William.

His father stared at him.

‘Of course! I was speaking of her Majesty—our present Queen.’

‘I know that, father, but I cannot see how anyone in this country can call her “good”.’

‘What do you mean?’

Faith flung a warning glance at her son of which he took no heed. It seemed as if some perverse spirit had entered into the boy that evening, which was all the more strange, considering that his father had been remarkably kind to him that very day, saying little of the terrible disappointment and sorrow which he had suffered through him.

‘Well, she may mean to be good in her own way,’ replied William, ‘and for England, her reign has been good. But for Ireland, quite the reverse, I should say.’

‘And how, sir?’ John Weldon thundered.

‘The population of this country has fallen to one-half of what it was when Victoria ascended to the English throne; the people died in thousands from a “famine” so-called, when ships were leaving our ports loaded with wheat grown on Irish soil; the landlords were mostly absentees, and their agents rackrented the unfortunate tenants who could not call their soul their own—’

‘Hold your tongue! How dare you speak in this manner! Where did you imbibe such disloyal sentiments?’

‘At Trinity, sir. There are quite a number of fellows there who think as I do in these matters.’

‘Think as you do! Brainless boys who know no better. Yet, I never thought to hear a son of mine give vent to such opinions.’ His hand shook as he raised a glass of wine to his lips. He had been warned by his doctor to take little alcohol, and it was seldom now that he drank wine or spirits. His wife watched him anxiously as he stood by the sideboard, noting that the dull flush which had appeared on face and neck was disappearing, giving place to a deathly pallor. How she wished that Willie had kept silent. What on earth had possessed him?

She rose now from her seat and went towards her husband.

‘You are over-tired, John,’ she said, in the quiet tones which never failed to influence him. ‘Come to your room and rest for a little while.’

She slipped her arm through his, and he followed her without a word. Ursula, watching him, thought that he seemed like one who was dazed. She turned furiously upon her brother.

‘What do you mean annoying father like that?’ she exclaimed. ‘Don’t you know he is not well? You upset him before today when he knew that you would not enter the business, and now you must go and vex him again by talking a lot of rebel nonsense—’

He interrupted her angrily, ‘It’s not nonsense—let me tell you that! I only wish I had lived in the time of the Fenian Rising and I would have been out with the boys in the hills around here. Do you not know that Terence Owens, the son of that Mrs Owens who lived here before us, was one of them? He was at Trinity, too, and he and some of the other students joined up and took to the hills here.’

‘And much good they did!’

‘They did their best, but the weather was against them and they were nearly frozen in a terrible snowstorm. Here, in this very house, several of them were hidden for days. Mary could tell you all about it—she was here then with Mrs Owens. Terence escaped arrest and got away to America, and his mother followed him when father bought the place. It is also said the Robert Emmet was hidden here for some days on his way to Wicklow.’

‘Why on earth you admire those silly rebels, I do not know! I am surprised at you, Willie. And then to upset father the way you did. Why, no rebel is worth that!’

‘That is what you think, Ursula, but it’s not my opinion—nor the opinion of many others in the country.’

‘Oh, don’t be bothering me! You ought to be ashamed of yourself! Anyway, I’m tired and going to bed.’

It was in the small hours of the morning that the sound of hurrying feet was heard through the house. Mary Molloy—an old woman now, but still at Clodagh—knocked loudly at William’s door. Stupid with sleep he opened it.

‘Ye are to go at once to the master’s room—he’s took mortal bad!’

‘My mother—the doctor—’

‘The mistress is with him, and Dan is goin’ for the doctor. Let ye hurry now, Master Willie—like a good boy!’

Poor Mary was speaking as if he were a little boy again, and as she turned away, he saw the tears running down her cheeks. At the same moment he heard the carriage thundering down the road on its way to Rathfarnham.

Hastily pulling on some clothes, William Weldon went along the corridor to his father’s room. His mother was kneeling by the bed, holding her husband’s hand, while Ursula, standing at the foot, was crying bitterly. She threw a glance at her brother as he entered the room, a glance which said as plainly as words could have done—‘This is your doing’.

His father was quite unconscious. He just lay there, motionless, breathing heavily, staring in front of him with open eyes that could see nothing. That stertorous breathing was the only sound within the room, but from without there came the sleepy twitterings of birds awaking in the garden.

Dr Merville was not long in coming, but one glance at his patient was enough.

‘I fear he will not regain consciousness before the end,’ he said. ‘I have been afraid of this happening for some time past. Only a few days ago I warned him against any excitement or undue worry. May I ask if he has been more worried than usual—if there has been any cause to account for this sudden seizure?’

Faith lifted her eyes for a moment from her husband’s face.

‘He was rather worried about a certain matter today,’ she replied, ‘but I do not think that it can have been the cause of this illness.’

She looked at her son as she spoke as if to assure him of her forgiveness. But there was another there who would not forgive him.

‘It was the cause of his illness—and you know it was, mother! Dr Merville, my brother behaved very rudely to father tonight, and before that—earlier in the evening—he had annoyed him terribly by telling him that he would not enter the business—’ She stopped as her mother rose to her feet and came towards her.

‘Ursula, you will either keep silent or leave the room.’

Faith had spoken in her usual quiet, unemotional tones, but the effect on her daughter was instantaneous. She turned away and stood looking out of the window, watching the dawn as it crept over the countryside.

But before the morning had fully come, John Weldon had left this world, and his soul had gone forth to meet the Great Judge of us all.
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