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      I

      EDWARD

      Duty: 1859–1860


      
      Tall beyond the common lot of men and powerfully built … Even illness seemed to pass him by and his last years found him as
            vigorous and upright as a palm tree with eyes and brain undimmed and the teeth still firm in his jaws …
      




      
      
      
      Edward I

      
      L. F. SALZMAN





      
   



      
      
      1

      
      [1]

      
      There were two subjects which I never discussed: my dead wife and Cashelmara. So when I first met a woman with whom I could
         discuss both subjects with ease, it was hardly surprising that I should once again flirt with the idea of marriage.
      

      
      I had been a widower for eight years by the time I visited America in the spring of 1859. My friends had long since convinced
         themselves that I was wedded to my wife’s memory, but none of my friends ever seemed to consider that even the most cherished
         memory does have certain shortcomings. One cannot conduct a stimulating conversation with a memory; one cannot take it to
         the theatre or to the country or to bed. The void in the bedchamber is the least of one’s problems since a man in my position
         can always find a mistress, but the void elsewhere is less easy to fill and I had begun to despair of ever finding a woman
         who would do more than spend my money, flaunt my title and bore me to death.
      

      
      Naturally I had no wish to fall in love. At my time of life a man makes himself a laughing-stock if he succumbs to some ludicrous
         infatuation, and besides I had too much pride and good sense to behave like a young swell half my age. I merely wanted a certain
         kind of companionship, preferably provided by a mature, good-looking, sympathetic woman intelligent enough to meet the demands
         of my public life and agreeable enough to respond to the requirements of my private inclinations, but unfortunately, as I
         soon discovered, such admirable women always seemed to be married to someone else.
      

      
      ‘It surprises me that you show no interest in younger women,’ said my brother David to me once. On the third anniversary of
         my wife’s death I had rashly confided in him that I might consider remarriage if I could only find a woman who suited me.
         ‘If you could meet a girl like—’
      

      
      ‘My God,’ I said exasperated, ‘am I to hear yet another paean in praise of Blanche Marriott?’

      
      
      Blanche Marriott was at that time David’s favourite topic of conversation. He had met her that summer when diplomatic business
         had taken him to the United States, and in between his negotiations with Americans on the touchy subject of the British searching
         of slave-ships, he had somehow contrived to escape from Washington, visit New York and call on my wife’s cousins, the Marriotts.
         I too had visited New York once and called upon the Marriotts, but that had been years ago when Francis, the present head
         of the household, had been a boy of fourteen and his two sisters, Blanche and Marguerite, were still unborn. However, on the
         strength of my brief acquaintance with Francis I had given David a letter of introduction to him, and when David had eventually
         returned to England I had been obliged to listen to his lyrical descriptions of the fifteen-year-old Blanche.
      

      
      ‘Fifteen!’ I exclaimed scandalized. ‘David, your tastes are becoming positively pagan!’

      
      ‘I think of her purely as a daughter,’ he answered happily. Men who make remarks like that are always men who have never had
         daughters. ‘My admiration for her is wholly innocent.’
      

      
      ‘I hope your wife believes you.’

      
      When David was harbouring one of his romantic notions he became incredibly naïve, and I was not in the least surprised when
         he told me he wanted to invite Blanche to England so that his wife could present her at court.
      

      
      I never heard his wife’s comment on this ingenuous scheme, but presently when David confessed to me with a sigh that he had
         abandoned his aspirations I wasted no time feeling sorry for him. Half the fun David derived from his romantic notions came
         when he was forced to abandon them; he liked to yearn moodily for a week or two like some pastoral swain in a popular painting.
         Indeed as far as I knew no romantic notion of his had ever been consummated, for consummation would have been a great anticlimax
         and his wife, by whom he was secretly intimidated, would have been much too severe to make such reckless behaviour worthwhile.
      

      
      I was very fond of David. When he died three years after his encounter with Blanche I felt the loss profoundly for he had
         been my last link with the remote past, the only person who had shared my early memories of Cashelmara. I was still adjusting
         myself painfully to his death when I received a long and eloquent letter of sympathy from America.
      

      
      
      Blanche Marriott had seen David’s obituary in The Times, and had written to say that she mourned with me in my bereavement.
      

      
      I was surprised and touched. I wrote back, not expecting to hear from her again, but presently she sent a second letter and
         soon, almost before I was aware of what was happening, we were conducting a regular correspondence.
      

      
      ‘I seem to have taken your Uncle David’s place in your cousin Blanche’s affections,’ I said amused to my daughter Nell. ‘I
         can’t quite think why, but I admit it’s very pleasant. She writes the most charming letters.’
      

      
      ‘It’s good of you to take the trouble to write to her when you’re so busy, Papa,’ said Nell. ‘Poor girl – orphaned so young!
         No doubt she has a great need for a mature male relative whom she can regard as a father.’
      

      
      I found this remark extraordinarily irritating, and after that I no longer spoke to Nell about her cousin.

      
      Blanche was eighteen by this time, and evidently most accomplished. I learnt that she played the piano, took lessons on the
         harp, spoke French and Italian and read all those women’s novels which have given the decade the name of the Feminine Fifties.
         She did not seem to care about the political issues of the day (to my relief – I heard quite enough about those at Westminster),
         but she told me about the current events in New York, the enlargement of the Astor Library, the establishment of the Cooper
         Institute, the Staten Island riots and the great fire which destroyed the Crystal Palace in Bryant Park. Her descriptions
         of the fire were so graphic that I told her she should try her hand at a novel, and she said yes, she would like to write
         a novel just like John Halifax, Gentleman, which she was re-reading for the ninth time.
      

      
      I was entertained. I saw no harm in such an agreeable correspondence, and besides I liked the idea that somewhere in the world
         there was a charming young woman who not only wrote regularly to me but ended each letter by expressing the hope that one
         day she might make my acquaintance in person.
      

      
      Shortly after her twentieth birthday she sent me a sketch of herself drawn by an artistic friend.

      
      ‘Very fetching,’ said my daughter Nell, when I was unable to resist showing the picture to someone. ‘But Papa, why should
         she send you such a thing?’
      

      
      
      ‘Why shouldn’t she?’ I began to feel irritated, and this was unusual for Nell was my favourite daughter. ‘I see nothing odd
         about it.’
      

      
      ‘Supposing when I was her age I had sent a sketch of myself to your friend Lord Duneden!’

      
      ‘It’s not the same thing at all,’ I said, more annoyed than ever. ‘You’re not related to Duneden and I’m related by marriage
         to Blanche.’
      

      
      ‘I see,’ said Nell, and tactfully changed the subject. I never had the chance to discuss Blanche with her again for shortly
         after that conversation in the March of 1859 Nell died in childbirth and once again I was left with a gaping void in the fabric
         of my life and an almost unendurable sense of loss.
      

      
      This time, however, I was so angry that there was barely room for grief. I was angry with everyone – with Nell’s stupid oaf
         of a husband who had taken her to his Dorset manor for the confinement instead of letting her stay in London where she could
         have had the best possible care; with the poor dead infant who had deprived his mother of life; with the foolish people who
         wrote to me afterwards to say how grateful I must feel that I still had three surviving daughters to console me in my bereavement.
         Everyone knew that I was estranged from Annabel and Madeleine and separated by over a thousand miles from Katherine. I received
         no consolation from them and I expected none.
      

      
      Finally I felt so full of anger that I lost my temper with my closest friend when he called to offer his sympathy.

      
      ‘What use is sympathy to me?’ I shouted at Duneden in a paroxysm of bitterness and rage. ‘What do I care about sympathy? Everyone
         I’ve loved best is dead – no, don’t dare remind me of all I have left! I’m well aware of all that remains to me – old age,
         loneliness and death! God Almighty, what a prospect!’ And I proceeded to rant against death with such a fervour that Duneden
         insisted in alarm that I immediately drank a double measure of brandy and soda water.
      

      
      When I stopped shouting for long enough to drink the brandy he tried to soothe me by suggesting I should go away for a while.
         ‘A sojourn on the Continent, perhaps,’ he murmured, ‘or a quiet sea voyage … above all a change of scenery …’
      

      
      ‘There’s nowhere I want to go,’ I said morosely, ‘and no one I want to see.’

      
      Less than a month later I was boarding the Cunard steamship Persia at Liverpool on my way to America to meet Blanche Marriott.
      

      
      
      [2]

      
      Naturally I did not decide to go to America solely to meet Blanche. I was not my brother; I did not harbour foolish notions
         about a young woman of twenty whom I had never met, but since I had decided to travel to take the edge from my bereavement
         and since I was interested in recent American developments in agriculture, there seemed no logical reason why I should not
         call upon the Marriotts in New York.
      

      
      On the twelfth of May, 1859, after a quiet eight days at sea I steeled myself to withstand the blast of American civilization.

      
      Was there ever a city like New York? Perhaps London might once have resembled it, a mediaeval London, its shining palaces
         of unimaginable riches rammed cheek to jowl with squalid hovels of unimaginable poverty, the raucous cries of the beggars
         drowning the strident bargaining of the merchants and above everything, beyond the clamour and noise and smell, the splendid
         skyline of church spires glinting in the sun. It was many years since I had set foot in New York but as the ship edged closer
         to Manhattan Island I remembered the reek of the rivers and could almost hear the endless cacophony in the mean smoky alleys
         north of the Battery. My memories sharpened: I could recall the stevedores shouting to one another in a dozen languages, the
         pigs rooting in the rubbish on every street corner, the bright lights blazing each night from the brash new buildings of Broadway.
         New York is a primitive town, its better neighbourhoods still groping to imitate the architecture of Georgian London, but
         although in my opinion it is hopelessly plain, I defy any visitor not to be hypnotized by its vitality. Even from my position
         on deck, separated as I still was from land by the waters of the harbour, I found myself already stupefied by the pulse of
         the city’s frenetic daily life.
      

      
      Francis Marriott met me at the pier allotted to the Cunard Steamship Line. I recognized him without difficulty although age
         had enhanced his marked good looks and given him the poise he had lacked as a boy. He had unusual eyes, brown but light, white
         even teeth and a peculiarly brilliant smile.
      

      
      ‘Welcome, my Lord!’ he exclaimed. ‘What a privilege! What a delight! What a rare pleasure!’

      
      Such effusion did not surprise me for Americans are notoriously effusive; I have always regarded it as part of their un-English
         charm. Smiling I thanked him, shook his hand and said how pleased I was to return to America after such a long interval.
      

      
      The formality of customs inspection had already been completed on the boat, and fortunately a man in my position need not
         trouble himself with the regulations which hinder the progress of visitors entering a foreign country. When I had instructed
         my manservant and secretary to attend to my possessions, I paused only to accept a dinner invitation from the British Consul,
         who had also come to the docks to welcome me, before I battled my way through the riff-raff to the Marriott carriage.
      

      
      It was abominably hot. Sweat prickled my neck, dust tickled my nose and above in the hazy sky the alien sun was blazing on
         those rutted teeming streets.
      

      
      ‘What – no pigs?’ I said, peering out of the window as the coachman cracked his whip at beggars and horses alike.

      
      ‘Pigs! Land’s sake, they’ve all been banished to the piggery uptown! I can tell it’s been a long time since you were last
         here, my Lord.’
      

      
      ‘No doubt I shall see many changes.’

      
      ‘You will indeed – wait till you see the new buildings! We have a beautiful park now, you know, and the finest Catholic cathedral
         in the western hemisphere is being constructed on Fifth Avenue.’
      

      
      ‘I suppose you have the Irish immigrants to thank for that.’

      
      ‘Well, we’d best not talk about immigrants,’ said Francis, still smiling, ‘since it’s a subject which makes a lot of people
         here ill-humoured.’
      

      
      ‘Still?’ I said, remembering how America had finally managed to slam the door in the face of the hordes of Irish who had crossed
         the Atlantic to escape the Famine ten years before.
      

      
      ‘My Lord, the increase in population … the difficulties it creates …’ And he embarked with gusto upon a description of New
         York’s problems while I listened politely. At last I managed to deflect him by murmuring with a smile: ‘In England we’re more
         interested in President Buchanan’s attitude to secession.’
      

      
      ‘Ah, Buchanan knows what he’s doing,’ said Francis confidently. ‘There’ll be no war. No one wants war – so bad for trade and
         the stock market suffers …’ Both Francis and his father had made fortunes on Wall Street. ‘Even talking of the war is a crime
         in my opinion – gold has already gone into hiding and as for commercial credit … Things have never really recovered since
         the panic of ’57 when Ohio Life failed and the Bowery Bank collapsed …’ And he talked for a minute longer on financial matters before we drifted into a discussion of
         my voyage, the welfare of my family and the welcome which was awaiting me at the Marriott Mansion north of Washington Square.
      

      
      I would not have thought it possible that the mansion could appear more gross than I remembered it to be, but before he died
         Francis’s father had ordered that the gutters and gargoyles should be painted in gold, and the innovation had enabled the
         house to achieve a new and unbelievable pitch of vulgarity. I am incapable of further description; all I can add is that Greek
         ideas had married Gothic affectations in the architectural plans, and the marriage had not been a happy one.
      

      
      The carriage turned off Fifth Avenue, rolled through a pair of gates (also gilded, I regret to say) and swayed to a halt in
         the wide courtyard. As the footman helped me down I saw that a red carpet had been patted over the porch steps and in the
         hall beyond another carpet of an identical shade of red rolled endlessly into the distance beneath a constellation of chandeliers.
      

      
      ‘My family are all most eager to make your acquaintance, my Lord,’ said Francis with his peculiarly brilliant smile. ‘My sister
         Blanche in particular has been counting the days to your arrival.’
      

      
      ‘I’m looking forward to meeting both your sisters,’ I said politely. Since Blanche could hardly have conducted her correspondence
         with me without his permission I knew he must assume that her interest in me was reciprocated, but I had no wish for him to
         assume too much.
      

      
      His family were waiting in the hall.

      
      I saw Blanche at once. She was smaller than I had imagined but her figure was exquisite. She had a pale unblemished skin,
         high cheekbones and a long lovely neck. Having constantly told myself I was certain to be disappointed when I met her face
         to face, I was now so stunned to discover that for once in his life David had not exaggerated a woman’s attractions that I
         almost lost my composure altogether and it was only with a considerable effort that I maintained a neutral expression on my
         face while Francis was introducing me to his wife Amelia.
      

      
      Amelia was a large woman, her skin prematurely lined by the New York climate, her brown eyes bearing a perpetually worried
         expression. Perhaps she worried about her husband’s infidelities which I felt sure, as soon as I saw her, were numerous and varied. Her two children resembled Francis in looks; the girl, Sarah, was a pretty
         child with a spoilt mouth, and the boy, Charles, though shyer, had a bright alert look about him.
      

      
      ‘And now permit me,’ said Francis at last with a sweep of his arm, ‘to present my sister Blanche. Blanche my dear, may I introduce
         …’
      

      
      He was so enrapt at the opportunity to introduce Blanche to me that he quite forgot his other sister. However, fortunately
         by that time I had my wits about me again and after greeting Blanche with the appropriate amount of courteous enthusiasm I
         turned to the small sandy-haired miss of seventeen who stood sulking in the background.
      

      
      ‘Ah yes!’ laughed Francis, brushing aside his absent-mindedness with a fine display of winning charm. ‘I see I’m so excited
         that I shall soon forget my own name! My Lord, this is my sister Marguerite.’
      

      
      I felt sorry for the girl being so plain, particularly when I saw how jealous she was of her delightful older sister, so I
         took care to greet her with almost as much enthusiasm as I had greeted Blanche. This surprised everyone, I noticed, especially
         Blanche, and I realized then that I had deceived myself in thinking no one could attach any importance to our correspondence
         with one another. However, even though I had been uncharacteristically naïve I was still far from being a romantic fool; resolving
         firmly that my attitude towards both girls was going to be wholly paternal I decided I must take care never to favour one
         sister to the exclusion of the other during my short stay in New York.
      

      
      But there was no denying that Blanche was extraordinarily beautiful.

      
      [3]

      
      ‘I shall miss you considerably when you go to Washington tomorrow, Cousin Edward,’ said Blanche to me three weeks later. ‘Isn’t
         it possible for you to postpone your visit for a week, or two?’
      

      
      We were in the garden. An elm tree shaded us from the hot afternoon sun as we sat on a wrought-iron bench, and in front of
         us the lawn had a sickly brownish tinge which reminded me how far I was from home. To our left was a summer-house, to our
         right a waterless fountain, and far away beyond the high wall we could hear the rattle of carriage wheels and the clatter
         of the horse-carts as the traffic plunged up and down Fifth Avenue.
      

      
      
      ‘We have so enjoyed having you in New York,’ Blanche sighed.

      
      ‘I’ve enjoyed myself also,’ I said. That was much too true, unfortunately. Francis had wined and dined me with a zest which
         bordered on the feverish, and Blanche had always contrived to be at my elbow just when I was thinking how pleasant it would
         be to have her company. I admit I was flattered by such attention, but on reflection I was not altogether surprised. Americans
         are susceptible to English titles, and besides, my public career has not been undistinguished. If New York Society wished
         to treat me as a celebrity I was certainly not about to protest that they made too much fuss over too little.
      

      
      ‘I shall come back here after my travels to Washington, Wisconsin and Ohio,’ I promised Blanche.

      
      ‘I can understand you wishing to visit Washington,’ said Blanche, pouting very prettily, ‘because everyone says the state
         buildings are so fine and besides Lord Palmerston wishes you to convey his respects to the President, and of course men are
         always so interested in politics and diplomacy and that sort of thing. But why, oh why must you visit Ohio? And Wisconsin!
         I can’t see why anyone would want to go to Wisconsin.’
      

      
      ‘A farmer there has just invented a machine which might revolutionize reaping,’ I said, watching the way her rich dark hair
         lay coiled on the nape of her neck. ‘And in Ohio they have developed a mutant strain of Indian corn which might be suitable
         for cultivation in Ireland.’
      

      
      ‘I didn’t think anything ever grew in Ireland,’ said Blanche, ‘except potatoes.’

      
      I did not answer. I never discussed Cashelmara.

      
      ‘Did Cousin Eleanor share your interests in agriculture when she was alive?’

      
      My watch was in my hand although I was unaware of removing it from my pocket. ‘Dear me,’ I said surprised. ‘Look at the time!
         Aren’t you going to be late for your harp lesson?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, that horrid harp!’ She smiled at me from beneath her lashes and I noticed the fullness of her wide mobile mouth. The
         air in the garden was stifling. I could not imagine how Blanche appeared so cool, and suddenly I longed to press my hot fingers
         against her pale skin until all the heat in my body had spent itself.
      

      
      Without stopping to think I said abruptly: ‘When can I expect Francis to bring you to England to visit me?’

      
      
      ‘Why, when you invite us, of course!’ she said laughing, and the next moment she had slipped her arms around my neck and was
         kissing me lightly on the cheek.
      

      
      ‘Blanche—’ But she was gone. She was moving swiftly across the lawn and it was only when she reached the house that she turned,
         smiled and raised a white-gloved hand in farewell.
      

      
      I was so shocked, both by her behaviour and by the violence of my reaction, that I remained where I was for some minutes after
         she had disappeared into the house, but at last when I could think coherently again my first thought was to reassure myself.
         To be shocked by her behaviour was foolish; American girls were notoriously forward, and it would be wrong to judge Blanche
         by the standards I would have set for my own daughters. And my own feelings? But they were known only to myself. I had done
         nothing foolish and still had every intention of behaving sensibly.
      

      
      I was beginning to be confused, however, about what constituted sensible behaviour. I had never been prejudiced against Americans,
         but did one marry them? Almost certainly not. The Marriotts were, in their own way, aristocracy, but by English standards
         they would be considered vulgar as well as foreign. But was I the kind of man who would be cowed by society’s conventions
         as if I were a newly arrived member of the middle classes with no confidence in my social position?
      

      
      ‘I’ll do as I damned well please,’ I said to the listless birds on the sundial, ‘whatever that may be.’

      
      It was curious that I worried more about Blanche’s nationality than her age, but girls of twenty often married older men;
         there was nothing unusual about that. Of course she shared none of my deeper interests, but did I really want a woman whose
         sole virtue lay in her intellectual companionship? I thought not.
      

      
      I sat thinking for a long time about what I did want, and then at last I returned to the house. It was quiet inside. Amelia
         had taken the children out, Marguerite had as usual hidden herself away somewhere – I had hardly seen her since my arrival
         – and Francis to my knowledge had not yet returned from his chambers in Wall Street. Upstairs I heard the soft halting chords
         of Blanche’s harp, and I decided to listen to her in the little drawing-room next to the music room where she was taking her
         lesson. The two rooms were joined by a communicating door which as usual stood ajar; taking care to make no noise which might have disturbed her I sat down, picked up a magazine in which I had no interest and listened with amusement
         as Blanche complained to her music-master what a difficult instrument the harp was to play.
      

      
      I thought she played remarkably well.

      
      I had just settled down to enjoy a pleasant half hour when there was an interruption. Sharp footsteps rang outside, the door
         of the music room opened from the corridor and Francis’s voice said curtly: ‘Blanche, I want to talk to you alone.’
      

      
      ‘For heaven’s sake, Francis, I’m in the middle of my lesson!’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t care if you were in the middle of your prayers. Good-day to you, Mr Parker.’

      
      ‘Good-day sir,’ stammered the little music-master. ‘If you wish me to wait downstairs—’

      
      ‘I don’t. You can get out. Now, Blanche,’ said my host when they were alone in the music room after this gross display of
         rudeness and ill-breeding, ‘what the devil do you think you’re doing?’
      

      
      ‘Francis! How dare you use such dreadful language to me—’

      
      ‘And how dare you behave like a whore in a concert saloon! I saw you just now in the garden!’

      
      ‘Well, you told me to be pleasant to him!’

      
      ‘I didn’t tell you to behave like a trollop! My God, what sort of an upbringing will the old fool think I’ve given you? You’ve
         probably ruined us both in his eyes!’
      

      
      ‘Well, if I have it’s all your fault! I never wanted to have anything to do with Cousin Edward! It was you, huffing and puffing
         at me ever since that beastly financial crash two years ago – write to Cousin Edward, keep Cousin Edward sweet, flatter Cousin
         Edward to pieces—’
      

      
      ‘If you knew as much as I knew about bankruptcy you’d see how important it is to keep on good terms with rich relatives!’

      
      ‘Yes – an English relative! You, who despise Europe and everything European! What a hypocrite you are, Francis – it sickens
         me to listen to you sometimes—’
      

      
      ‘Be quiet!’ shouted Francis. ‘Don’t you dare have the impertinence to speak to me like that!’

      
      ‘Impertinence! Who talks of impertinence! It was pretty considerable impertinent of you, don’t you think, to tell me to go
         simpering at an old man!’
      

      
      
      I left the room.

      
      The corridor was shadowed and cool. Leaning against the wall I pressed my forehead against the dark wallpaper, but when I
         realized I could still hear the voices raised in argument I moved, groping my way along the corridor as if I were blind.
      

      
      My fingers found a recess in the wall. I had reached a door which I had never noticed before, and wanting nothing except to
         find some corner where I could be alone, I fumbled with the handle and blundered into the room beyond.
      

      
      When the door was shut I closed my eyes and leant back against the panels. There was a long moment of absolute silence, and
         then just before I heard the small polite cough my instinct told me that I was not alone in the room.
      

      
      I remembered to straighten my back before I opened my eyes.

      
      Marguerite was watching me from a chair by the window, and as I looked at her mutely I remembered that when I had first arrived
         at the house I had greeted her with almost as much enthusiasm as I had greeted Blanche.
      

      
      I tried to speak but to my horror I found speech was beyond me, and it was instead Marguerite who rescued the situation. She
         said in a sympathetic but practical voice: ‘Can I help you, Cousin Edward?’ and as she spoke I realized with a painful surge
         of gratitude that she had not forgotten my earlier kindness to her.
      

      
      [4]

      
      Marguerite had been sitting at a table crowded with chessmen, but now she stood up. She was small, no more than five feet
         tall, and her wiry sandy hair was dragged back reluctantly into the fashionable chignon at the back of her neck. She had a
         sharp pointed little face with a long thin nose and an angular chin, and her blue eyes were narrow as if she regarded the
         world with acute suspicion. I learnt later that she was short-sighted; when she stood up from the chess-table I saw the pince-nez
         dangling from a black ribbon around her neck but it did not occur to me that her suspicious expression sprang merely from
         her efforts to perceive her surroundings.
      

      
      ‘You don’t look at all well,’ she said. ‘Please won’t you sit down?’

      
      She was looking at me in concern. I managed to say: ‘Thank you. I’m not used to the heat. In England …’ But I could say no more at that moment. I sat down in the chair which faced hers across
         the chess-table and stared at the array of ivory figures on the familiar black and white squares.
      

      
      ‘Do you play chess?’ said Marguerite. She was examining a white pawn with scrupulous care. ‘This particular game is from a
         book which Francis gave me years ago. Francis used to be very good at chess but he never plays nowadays because he’s too busy
         making money, so I play on my own. Amelia says girls aren’t supposed to play chess, but I’ve always thought that’s a very
         silly rule.’
      

      
      I had recovered myself enough to say in a normal voice: ‘How strange! That’s exactly what my wife always said.’

      
      ‘Your wife? Did she? How splendid! Did she play chess herself?’

      
      ‘Yes. She too had an older brother who taught her.’

      
      ‘And was she good at it?’

      
      ‘She sometimes let me win, yes.’

      
      Marguerite laughed, and it was only then that I remembered that I never spoke of Eleanor.

      
      ‘Will you finish this game with me?’ she asked.

      
      ‘If you like. Yes, with pleasure.’ All memory died, drowned in the fascinating abstractions of the chess board. I turned to
         the familiar figures as if they were long-lost friends and groped yearningly for the moves which had once lain at the tip
         of my mental reflexes.
      

      
      ‘You’re much too good for me!’ exclaimed Marguerite in admiration after the last move had been played.

      
      ‘On the contrary you play very well and I’m slow through lack of practice.’

      
      ‘When was the last time you played?’

      
      ‘Oh, that was fourteen years ago,’ I said. ‘At Cashelmara.’

      
      ‘Ah yes. Your Irish estate.’ She began to rearrange the chessmen on the board. ‘Fourteen years is a very long time. Why is
         it that you remember so clearly when you last played chess?’
      

      
      I opened my mouth to make some brief evasive answer but instead my voice said: ‘Because I was in Ireland on the eve of the
         Famine. Because my wife had been desperately ill after the birth of our last child and the journey to Ireland was the first
         she had undertaken in months. Because we brought our son Louis to Ireland despite the fact that we always kept the children
         in England for fear of disease. Because the day after Eleanor and I played chess for the last time Louis fell ill with typhus and within a week he was dead.’
      

      
      She was staring at me. I noticed there were freckles across the bridge of her nose.

      
      ‘He was eleven years old,’ I said.

      
      ‘Did your wife herself die after that?’

      
      The question took me aback. I had been expecting some meaningless platitude intended to express her sympathy.

      
      ‘No,’ I said after a pause. ‘My wife lived for another six years.’

      
      ‘Yet you never played chess again. Why was that? Was she angry with you? Did she blame you for your son’s death?’

      
      Startled by her sharpness I said unevenly: ‘It was my fault in part. I shouldn’t have insisted on taking them both to Ireland
         with me, but I thought the change would benefit Eleanor, and Louis was growing up, anxious to see the estate which would one
         day be his—’
      

      
      ‘Then why did she blame you?’

      
      ‘She was already suffering from ill-health, and the shock of his death … disturbed her. When we returned from Ireland to Warwickshire
         she refused to see anyone and seldom ventured from the house—’
      

      
      ‘She went into seclusion, you mean?’

      
      ‘Yes. There was a complete nervous collapse … other reasons for our estrangement too, of course, but …’ I began to wonder
         if I had taken leave of my senses. I had never spoken of the estrangement before. Perhaps the combination of heat and shock
         had affected me more seriously than I had supposed.
      

      
      ‘How long was it before you went back to Cashelmara?’

      
      I was struck again by the absence of sympathetic platitudes. ‘Four years.’ I looked around the room. There was a Chinese screen
         along one wall and a Ming vase on a lacquered table. ‘Four years,’ I repeated, my voice disbelieving as if I still could not
         accept the enormity of what I had done. ‘The Famine years. I turned my back for four years on Cashelmara and when I returned
         my lands were ruined, my surviving tenants were living like animals and the whole valley was little better than a mass grave.’
      

      
      She said nothing but I was no longer aware of her. I could see the corpses by the wayside and the uncultivated fields and
         the stench of death clinging to the ruined cabins of Clonareen. I could remember going into the church in search of the priest and finding that all the candles had gone out.
      

      
      ‘I behaved no better than the worst of the absentee landlords,’ I said. ‘Hundreds of people who should have been in my care
         died of famine and pestilence.’
      

      
      ‘But surely—’

      
      ‘Oh, of course I’ve tried to make amends since then! I’ve reorganized my estate, I’ve resettled my tenants, I’ve poured money
         into my lands, I’ve interested myself in all the latest agricultural developments—’ I stopped. At last I said in surprise:
         ‘I felt so guilty. That’s why I never talked about Cashelmara. And I never talked about Eleanor because I felt guilty about
         her too. It wasn’t simply Louis’s death, it was all those children and the last nearly killing her …’
      

      
      I was by the window though I could not remember having risen to my feet. Outside the brown lawn swam in a blur of brilliant
         light which heightened the pain behind my eyes. ‘I was devoted to Eleanor,’ I said after a long time. ‘Our marriage shouldn’t
         have ended in estrangement. We didn’t deserve it. It was unjust.’
      

      
      A small hot hand touched my wrist. A small clear voice said with passion: ‘Life’s quite horrid sometimes, isn’t it? And so
         unfair! I know just how you feel.’ And suddenly I realized that this was what I had wanted to hear ever since my daughter Nell had died – not the endless hushed sympathy, not the religious platitudes,
         not the unctuous reminders that I should count my blessings, but someone telling me that yes, life was often brutal and fate
         was often unjust and that I was entitled to grieve and be angry.
      

      
      ‘I know just how you feel,’ said Marguerite, and I knew that by some miracle she did indeed know and that in her knowledge
         lay the release from loneliness which I had sought so fruitlessly for so long.
      

      
      I looked down at her. I no longer felt angry then. I no longer wanted to curse the injustice of death because I was simply
         grateful that I was still alive, and as I looked at Marguerite across all those years which separated us, I knew not only
         that I wanted her but that nothing on earth was going to stand in my way.
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      I had no chance to pursue my interest in Marguerite immediately for the next day I left New York for Washington to begin two
         months of travel in the interior of the United States. However, my departure seemed well-timed. The thought of remaining a
         day longer beneath Francis’ roof was at that moment intolerable to me, and although I was anxious to see more of Marguerite
         I knew I should take time to reconsider my feelings towards her. As so often happens after an outspoken conversation I had
         already begun to regret my frankness and although I was convinced Marguerite would be discreet I wanted her to prove to me
         by her silence that I could trust her.
      

      
      It is not my purpose to recount in detail every step of my journey around America. If anyone should ever wish to write my
         biography I would refer him to the papers I later wrote for the Royal Agricultural Society, ‘Mutant Strains of Indian Corn
         in the State of Ohio’ and ‘Mr John F. Appleby’s Knotter – an Invention to Facilitate Reaping’. My letter to Lord Palmerston
         on the state of the Union may be preserved somewhere, although from my experience of Palmerston it is far more likely that
         he tore up the letter and jumped on it. For I advocated a policy of strict non-interference with the internal affairs of the
         United States, and advocating non-interference to Palmerston was worse than waving a red rag at a bull. However, I had my
         reasons. On American soil I saw clearly that Americans were touchy about their relationship with England, much as a grown
         child is often touchy about his relationship with his parents. The Americans believed – with some justification, perhaps –
         that their country was much misunderstood in England, and although the majority of Americans I met were friendly to me I was
         conscious of a large well of anti-British sentiment.
      

      
      ‘Imagine the disaster for Anglo-American relations,’ I wrote to Palmerston, ‘if, in the event of a militant dissension here,
         England found she had backed a losing side. Better to back no side at all and wait to see which way the wind blows.’
      

      
      That shaft was aimed at Gladstone and Lord John Russell who insisted on believing naïvely that the Southern plantation owners
         were just a bunch of British gentlemen with American accents who should be allowed to go their own way.
      

      
      I was not totally unsympathetic to the South. I thought a strong case could be made for a state’s right to secede, but despite
         that I did not believe the shame of slavery could ever be sloughed off by impassioned references to constitutional rights.
         I was continually assured by everyone that the division of opinion in America at that time arose from a purely constitutional
         issue but it was clear to me, as an outsider, that while the burning issue of the day was supposed to be secession, people
         talked of little else except slavery.
      

      
      ‘The talk here is all of Vicksburg,’ I wrote to Palmerston, ‘where a commercial convention has recently urged the reopening
         of the African slave trade and the repeal of all laws restricting slavery. Meanwhile everyone is looking to Kansas which is
         due to decide soon whether or not slavery will have a place in its constitution. The dissent in the country is deepening all
         the time, and after my audience with President Buchanan this morning, I was convinced he has no idea how either he or any
         other man can hope to resolve the problems which face America today and the crisis which threatens her tomorrow. It is hard
         to say how the presidential election may fare next year. It seems the Democrats will be divided, the Southerners for slavery,
         the Northerners for non-interference. The Constitutional Unionists too will compromise with slavery, but they have no leader
         of note. The new Republican party, which did so well in the last election, may have a notable leader but he is an idealist
         and a fanatic and if by his eloquence he should be elected, there will without doubt be civil war …’
      

      
      It was in Washington that I first heard Lincoln’s name. It seems strange now in retrospect that as late as 1859 he was not
         well known in the East, but it was not until the following February that he seized the attention of New York with his address
         at Cooper Union.
      

      
      It was a relief to leave Washington. It was not that I disliked the place; on the contrary, the grand concept of the new city
         impressed me, but American politicians are a rough crowd compared with their English counterparts and the political climate
         of the day was so fraught with crisis that the atmosphere in the capital was as exhausting as it was abrasive.
      

      
      The cornfields of Ohio proved the perfect antidote. I stayed on a large farm near Cincinnati by arrangement of the Government:
         there is no federal department which deals exclusively with agriculture but the Patent Office, which has charge of agricultural
         matters, were most obliging in their introductions and my host in Ohio received me very warmly. American hospitality can be
         second to none, and I enjoyed my stay all the more after my encounters elsewhere with anti-British sentiment. However, the
         mutant strain of corn proved disappointing. I could only conclude gloomily that it was unsuitable for cultivation in Ireland,
         and after dictating some notes to this effect I withdrew to Wisconsin to inspect Mr Appleby’s knotter.
      

      
      Ohio had been uncomfortably hot but Wisconsin was cooler, and while I stayed at a small hotel in a simple country town, I
         congratulated myself that I was experiencing frontier life amidst the vast wilderness which was the true America. There was
         a Scandinavian flavour to the lakes and pinewoods in the neighbourhood, and I thought how much Eleanor would have enjoyed
         the scenery. We had travelled together widely at one time, but on our one expedition to America we had never visited anywhere
         so remote as Wisconsin.
      

      
      Mr Appleby’s knotter was, like most inventions, brilliant but impracticable. I suspected it would be many years before it
         could be marketed cheaply on a large scale. However, I admired the boy’s achievement (he was only eighteen) and promised to
         send him a copy of my report to the Royal Agricultural Society. After that, my business completed, I set out by steamship
         eastward across the Great Lakes, and following a short but tedious land journey I boarded another steamship which took me
         down the Hudson River to New York.
      

      
      To my dismay I found Manhattan was as hot as a furnace. In the mansion on Fifth Avenue Francis’s wife Amelia was making preparations
         to remove the family to their country mansion in the Hudson Valley, but although I was invited to join them I had no desire
         to prolong my stay in the household. Excusing myself as civilly as possible I told my secretary to book a passage to England
         on a ship which sailed within the week, and once my departure had been arranged I felt free at last to turn my attentions
         to Marguerite.
      

      
      
      She had been discreet. Neither Blanche nor Francis gave me any indication that she had betrayed the slightest detail of my
         confidences, and as soon as I realized this my mind was made up. I found it difficult to see her alone for her brother and
         sister were continually fawning at my elbow, but one day when Francis was at Wall Street and Blanche was suffering yet another
         harp lesson I met Marguerite by arrangement in the little Chinese room where she played her solitary games of chess.
      

      
      ‘I’m so glad you’ve given me another opportunity to play chess with you,’ she said, smiling at me. ‘I thought you’d be too
         busy to play again before you left.’
      

      
      ‘I wanted to talk to you.’ As I sat down opposite her I hoped my nervousness had not made me sound too abrupt. ‘We can play
         chess later, of course, but first there’s something I want to say.’
      

      
      She looked astonished and then alarmed. ‘I hope I’ve done nothing to displease you!’

      
      ‘On the contrary you please me so much that I would like you to visit me in England next spring.’

      
      ‘England!’ she gasped. ‘Me?’ She looked as if she could hardly believe her ears.

      
      ‘If you would prefer to postpone such a visit until you were older—’

      
      ‘Oh no!’ she said. ‘I’d truly love to come. It’s just that—’

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Francis will never let me go!’ she said desperately. ‘Contrary to what you may think, he’s dreadfully anti-British—’

      
      ‘Are you fond of Francis?’

      
      ‘Yes, very,’ she said without hesitation. ‘I used to be his favourite when I was little, though now he cares only for Blanche
         and since Blanche and I don’t get along at all—’
      

      
      ‘I see.’

      
      ‘And Amelia’s horrid to me, worse than a stepmother. I do wish Francis had never married her!’

      
      ‘So you’re not perhaps as happy as you might be here in New York.’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t waste away with homesickness if I visited Europe, if that’s what you mean. In fact I’m sure I should fall in love
         with England at once and never want to leave.’
      

      
      ‘In that case you could stay as long as you wished.’

      
      ‘With you? Indefinitely? As a sort of adopted daughter?’ She was sitting on the edge of her chair and regarding me as if I
         were a magician engaged in performing some staggering sleight of hand. ‘Oh, I should like that so much!’
      

      
      ‘Well,’ I said, taking great care to speak lightly so that she could treat my words as a joke if she wished, ‘I have no need
         of any more daughters, but for some time now I’ve been in great need of a wife. However, if you prefer to regard me as a father—’
      

      
      Her face changed. I stopped, made a careless gesture with my hands and leant forward over the chess board with a laugh. ‘I
         hope my high opinion of you won’t make you think harshly of me,’ I said rapidly, watching my fingers arrange the pawns into
         a square, ‘and I hope you won’t think my proposal too gauche, but I haven’t proposed to anyone since I was twenty-two and
         I fear I’m sadly out of practice. Of course I’m far too old for you—’
      

      
      ‘Old?’ said Marguerite. ‘What do I care how old you are? I don’t care if you’re a hundred.’

      
      I looked up. Her small pointed face had a white set expression. At first I thought she was angry and then I realized with
         a shock that she was sick with excitement. My composure deserted me. I tried to speak but she did not allow me to finish.
      

      
      ‘I shall be quite old myself when I arrive in England next spring,’ she was saying in a rush. ‘I shall be eighteen by then.
         I shall be very grown up and very wise and you won’t even remember how young I am now. I quite understand that my youth would
         be a dreadful disadvantage to you in your position, but I’d make amends to you in other ways, truly I would. I’m sure you
         wouldn’t regret marrying me.’
      

      
      ‘My dearest child—’

      
      ‘Of course I’d much rather be your wife than your adopted daughter but adopted daughter seemed the most I could hope for.
         I mean, quite apart from the fact that I’m so horribly young, my hair is such a nasty colour and I have freckles, and you’re
         so clever and distinguished and so – so—’
      

      
      Despite my stupefaction I was unable to resist a smile. ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘—so very tall and handsome,’ cried Marguerite, bursting into tears.

      
      I am uncertain exactly what happened next. All I know is that within a second I was on my feet, she was standing up and I
         was taking her in my arms. It never occurred to me to ask myself if this was prudent, and no doubt it never occurred to Marguerite
         either. She had flung her arms around my neck and was weeping unashamedly against my starched shirtfront. I pressed her closer to me. Her dress was closely fitted in the front, despite the inevitable surge
         of the crinoline at the back, and I was aware for the first time that although she was slight she was not so lacking in flesh
         as I had always supposed.
      

      
      ‘Will you marry me next year in England?’

      
      ‘I would marry you tomorrow – in the darkest corner of Africa, if necessary!’

      
      I laughed. ‘No, we must wait a few months in case you should change your mind.’ Her uptilted face was so close that I could
         have counted the freckles on the bridge of her nose but it seemed infinitely more sensible to kiss her instead. Not wishing
         to alarm her I did no more than kiss her cheek but while I was still savouring the delicate freshness of her skin she turned
         her head impulsively and my mouth grazed her own.
      

      
      She acted on instinct for she was hardly experienced enough to act otherwise, but her instincts were extraordinarily sensuous.
         So astounded was I that for a moment I made no response and she, thinking she had committed some appalling faux pas, blushed scarlet, withdrew from me and began to stammer apologies.
      

      
      But I put an end to all conversation. Again I did not stop to think. I merely pulled her back into my arms and kissed her
         until we were both breathless, and then at last after a long time I said wryly: ‘If your brother could see us now he would
         be quite justified in asking me to leave his house immediately.’
      

      
      ‘Francis!’ She was horror-stricken. ‘Heavens above, I’d forgotten all about him! Oh, Cousin Edward, he’ll never let you marry
         me, never!’
      

      
      I smiled. I took great pleasure in smiling and my pleasure was immensely sweet to me.

      
      ‘My dearest child,’ I said fondly, ‘Francis is going to be very, very pleased.’

      
      [2]

      
      ‘Cousin Edward!’ exclaimed Francis sociably. ‘How nice! I was about to come in search of you.’

      
      ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Now that my departure is only two days away I suspected you might wish to speak to me about certain matters.
         May I sit down?’
      

      
      
      ‘Of course!’ He scrambled with alacrity to offer me the best chair.

      
      We were in the smoking room on the ground floor of the house. It was a small masculine chamber furnished with comfortable
         rounded lounging chairs, and on the walls were hung pictures of handsome race-horses. The windows, like those of the Chinese
         room upstairs, faced the garden, and as I glanced outside I saw Francis’s two children, Charles and Sarah, playing tag around
         the fountain.
      

      
      ‘We shall be so sorry to lose your company at last, Cousin Edward,’ Francis was saying in his fine flexible actor’s voice.
         ‘Blanche in particular will be entirely devastated.’
      

      
      ‘Blanche?’ I had endured his tomfoolery for some days and I did not feel inclined to tolerate it a second longer. ‘Surely
         you mean Marguerite?’
      

      
      He stared at me and I noticed again what odd eyes he had. They were such a light brown that they were almost yellow, and his
         cheekbones, set high in his fleshy face, gave his eyes a faintly oriental caste.
      

      
      ‘Marguerite?’ he said at last in confusion.

      
      ‘Marguerite.’ I was speaking in a blunt casual voice which I had never used with him before. ‘You’ve realized, of course,
         that she’s in love with me.’
      

      
      He was stunned. We were sitting facing one another in our armchairs but presently he stood up. He moved very slowly and clasped
         his clenched fists behind his back.
      

      
      ‘Cousin Edward,’ he said, ‘I think you must be mistaken.’

      
      ‘I think not.’ I leant back in my chair, stretched out my long legs and crossed them neatly at the ankles. ‘She has given
         me every indication that she wishes one day to be my wife.’
      

      
      There was an utter silence. I watched the colour drain from his face and noticed what an enormous effort he was making to
         control his temper. He was thinking hard. I could almost hear his brain shifting from thought to thought as he tried to decide
         how much he dared say to me.
      

      
      ‘Since you’re her guardian,’ I said after a pause, ‘I naturally felt I should broach the subject with you before I left. I
         am anxious to marry Marguerite. I believe she would make me an excellent wife. With your consent I would like her to come
         to England to visit me next May, and then after she has seen something of the country and if she still wishes to proceed with
         the wedding I would like to marry her during the course of that summer. I’m well aware, of course, that our present acquaintance is brief, but I think the coming separation will serve to test our feelings and ensure that neither she nor I
         act rashly.’
      

      
      He said nothing and when I saw he still did not trust himself to speak I added for good measure: ‘I realize this must come
         as a shock to you, my dear Francis, since you were apparently unaware of Marguerite’s feelings for me, but as you have always
         treated me with such warmth I can only trust that the prospect of us becoming brothers-in-law will be pleasing to you.’
      

      
      He managed to say with difficulty: ‘Cousin Edward, she’s very young.’

      
      ‘Come, Francis, girls marry at eighteen every day!’

      
      ‘She’s a little girl,’ he persisted stubbornly, and I realized that despite his recent neglect he was still fond of her. ‘She
         has had no experience of the world. She imagines herself in love with you because you have been kind enough to spend a little
         time with her. But she doesn’t – can’t – love you.’
      

      
      ‘You are, of course, entitled to your opinion.’

      
      ‘Cousin, I know Marguerite better than you do. For the last year or two she has been unhappy at home and, I regret to say,
         difficult to manage. Amelia and I have both tried hard to make life agreeable for her, but—’
      

      
      ‘My dear Francis,’ I said, ‘I’m not in the least interested in listening to you apologize for Marguerite’s real or imaginary
         defects. I’m interested in marrying her. We may both wish she were a little older, but I’m prepared to accept her as she is
         even if you are not. I must ask you again for your consent, if you please.’
      

      
      For the last time I saw him summon all his histrionic gifts. ‘Cousin Edward, forgive me,’ he said humbly, assuming a troubled
         regretful expression, ‘but in all conscience I don’t see how I can grant my consent.’
      

      
      ‘And in all conscience, Francis,’ I said, ‘I don’t see how you can refuse it.’

      
      He looked blank. From that day to this I have never seen any man look half so blank as Francis Marriott when he first realized
         I was going to beat him to his knees.
      

      
      ‘I’ve no idea what you mean by that,’ he said rapidly. ‘No idea at all.’

      
      Now it was my turn to stand up. I uncrossed my ankles, rose to my feet and slipped my hands casually into my pockets. I said
         nothing. I simply waited.
      

      
      
      He tried to be cool but he was unnerved. ‘You’re very misguided if you think you can threaten me,’ he said with a debonair
         confidence and then saw he had given himself away.
      

      
      ‘Who spoke of threats?’ I said. ‘I’ve no wish to threaten you, Francis. I merely wish to commiserate with you on your sad
         financial position. You lost a lot of money, didn’t you, in the panic of ’57, and ever since then you’ve been trying to recoup
         your losses so that you can continue to live in the style to which you have always been accustomed. And a very expensive style
         it is, isn’t it, Francis, from your mansion on Fifth Avenue to the house off Madison Square which your mistress insisted that
         you bought to accommodate her.’
      

      
      ‘How the devil did you—’

      
      ‘I was curious about you, Francis. Before I left New York my secretary hired a private detective to make a few inquiries,
         and when I returned this week from Wisconsin I was appalled by the report which I found waiting for me. You should never have
         tried to recoup your losses by gambling, Francis. I hear faro is a very dangerous game.’
      

      
      He stared at me. He still could not believe his ears. There was a white pinched look about his mouth.

      
      ‘You’re within an ace of bankruptcy,’ I said. ‘You’re trying to borrow money but no one wants to help. This is a bad town
         for bankrupts, isn’t it, Francis? To be bankrupt in New York is to cease to exist. What a terrible prospect you face, Francis!
         But how fortunate it is that you have a rich relative who might possibly be willing to come to your rescue!’
      

      
      His self-control snapped at last. His whole body blazed with rage. ‘You – goddamned—’

      
      ‘Spare me your curses and save your breath. You’ll need it to give your consent to your sister’s marriage.’

      
      ‘I’ll never consent!’ he yelled. All clarity of thought was at that moment far beyond him. ‘Never!’

      
      ‘You’ve no choice.’

      
      At this he abandoned all attempt at civilized behaviour and tried to strike me, but I had no trouble in avoiding the blow.

      
      ‘Come, Francis,’ I said abruptly, ‘hitting me won’t save you from bankruptcy. Consenting to your sister’s marriage will. Now
         hurry up and give your consent, if you please, because I’m becoming a little tired of being kept waiting.’
      

      
      
      He was trembling in every limb by this time. ‘You repulsive old man,’ he said when he could speak. ‘What do you do for entertainment
         in England? Molest ten-year-old scullery girls?’
      

      
      I turned to the door. ‘I wish you joy of bankruptcy, Francis. Good day.’

      
      He let me reach the hall before he bowed to the inevitable and came grovelling after me.

      
      ‘Cousin Edward – wait – please – must apologize – under considerable strain, you understand – not myself at all—’

      
      He was the one who was repulsive. He disgusted me. I looked at his fleshy face, at his dissolute thick-lipped mouth babbling
         humiliating platitudes, and I was ashamed for him.
      

      
      ‘Be quiet,’ I said, unable to stand the sight of him a moment longer. ‘Before I leave New York we shall see an attorney and
         sign a contract. I shall pay you the money on consideration that you consent to my marriage to Marguerite. Should you lift
         a finger to prevent the marriage I shall sue for the return of the money and return in person to America to see you adjudged
         bankrupt. Is that understood?’
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said, still babbling. ‘Yes, of course. Whatever you wish.’

      
      ‘Marguerite is not to know of our quarrel. I’ve no wish for her to be obliged to listen to you abusing me for the next nine
         months.’
      

      
      ‘No. Of course not. I understand.’

      
      ‘She’s to come to England with the finest wardrobe any young girl in her position could wish for, and your wife will accompany
         her as her chaperon. Your children may come too, if she wishes, but not your sister Blanche. And as for you yourself, don’t
         ever venture to show your face in any of my houses.’
      

      
      ‘No, my Lord. Very well, my Lord. As you wish.’

      
      It was over. I had what I wanted. Nothing else mattered but that, and, feeling tired but satisfied, I strolled upstairs to
         the Chinese room and told Marguerite how delighted Francis had been to receive our good news.
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      On my return to London I had intended to stay for a week at my house in St James’s Square while I wrote the first draft of
         my thesis on Indian corn; the city would be moribund by that time for Parliament had long since risen, and I would have the
         opportunity to work without distraction before I retired to the country. I usually spent the autumn months at my estate in
         Warwickshire before journeying to Ireland for Christmas.
      

      
      However, on arriving at St James’s Square after my train journey from Liverpool, I found awaiting me in the library not only
         a large pile of letters but also my son Patrick’s latest tutor.
      

      
      Of Patrick himself there was no sign.

      
      ‘Where’s my son?’ I said sharply to young Mr Maynard. ‘Is he unwell?’

      
      Mr Maynard was distressed. He shifted his weight from one foot to the other and looked at me with a most unhappy expression.
         ‘My Lord, he – he—’
      

      
      I cursed myself for hiring a tutor too young to manage the unmanageable, and cursed Patrick for ignoring my kindness in engaging
         a congenial young man to supervise his activities.
      

      
      ‘When did he leave?’

      
      ‘Three days ago, my Lord. He left a note—’

      
      ‘Where is it?’

      
      ‘Here, my Lord.’

      
      The note was written on my notepaper in elaborate gothic script, and Patrick had decorated the borders with watercolours of
         flowers. The resemblance of the note to an illuminated manuscript was striking.
      

      
      ‘Dear Mr Maynard,’ Patrick had written, ‘please do not take offence but I am deuced bored with London and I think I shall
         go to Ireland to see my friend Roderick Stranahan. I will give you a good reference to my father. Assuring you of my best
         wishes for the future, I remain your affectionate pupil, PATRICK EDWARD de SALIS. P.S. Thank you for all the lessons.’
      

      
      ‘My Lord,’ Mr Maynard was stammering, ‘I did not know whether or not to follow him, but as you were returning so soon I felt
         I should stay here until you arrived so that I could explain—’
      

      
      ‘Quite,’ I said. ‘You may have a month’s wages and an appropriate testimonial. Please leave my house at the earliest convenient
         opportunity. Good-day to you, Mr Maynard.’
      

      
      After he had stumbled from the room I summoned my secretary and he came hurrying into the room with his writing case wedged
         tightly beneath his arm.
      

      
      ‘Fielding, I’ve changed my plans and will leave for Cashelmara tomorrow. You may stay here until all my correspondence has
         been attended to and then you may go directly to Woodhammer Hall where I shall join you shortly. Make a note to pay Mr Maynard
         a month’s wages and draw up the usual testimonial which I must sign before I leave. Now, if we can attend to as much of this
         correspondence as possible …’
      

      
      We worked until half-past eight that evening, and then I dismissed him, ate a mutton chop and told the link-boy to call a
         hansom to the door.
      

      
      I was glad to be in London again. In the cab I savoured the cool night air and as I watched the squares, houses and streets
         drift past I felt more than a world away from the suffocating heat of New York. I hoped Marguerite would love London as much
         as I did. I thought the house in St James’s Square would please her, although no doubt she would want to try her hand at redecorating
         some of the rooms. Women enjoyed rearranging houses. I could remember Eleanor fingering her way busily through samples of
         wallpaper and swatches of upholstery material.
      

      
      At last the cab edged into narrower streets and I found myself again among the prim respectable villas of Maida Vale, their
         front gardens little bigger than postage stamps, their privacy protected by the plane trees which lined the road. When the
         cab halted by one of the houses I jumped down before the driver could offer me assistance, and walked quickly up the path
         to the front door.
      

      
      My key grated in the lock. Stepping into the hall I called her name.

      
      ‘Coming!’ She hurried out of the sitting-room, a candlestick in her hand, and said she had been expecting me every night for
         the past week because she remembered I was due to arrive back at the end of August. She said she hoped I was well and that I had not been working too hard, and what a wonderful doctor I had sent her to in Harley
         Street, her health was quite recovered and she felt a new woman. She was sorry her health had inconvenienced us both before
         I left. Would I care to come into the parlour for a few minutes, or—
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Thank you.’

      
      In the parlour she offered me refreshment but I declined and sat down on the sofa. The room was small but crammed with little
         tables, bric-à-brac, trivial pictures and overstuffed chairs.
      

      
      ‘How did you find America?’ she asked politely. ‘I do hope the weather wasn’t as warm as you feared it might be.’

      
      ‘It was very hot.’ I let her ask several more polite questions, but when at last she realized I had some important matter
         to discuss with her she fell silent and sat looking at me, her hands clasped tightly together in her lap.
      

      
      I knew she was frightened and I felt sorry for her. She was no longer young. Forty-five is a harsh age at which to begin again
         in the world, and she depended on me for every penny of her income. I had no idea how well she liked me. She was a widow who
         had once been Eleanor’s dressmaker, a childless woman, pleasant, undemanding and accommodating. I had wanted no more than
         that, and she had wanted no more than a little home of her own and a modest income which had enabled her to dress tastefully,
         employ a servant-girl and donate a suitable little sum to charity each Sunday at church. Our relationship had existed for
         some years and I supposed it had suited her as well as it had always suited me.
      

      
      She listened calmly while I told her I intended to marry Eleanor’s distant cousin. When I had finished she said with care:
         ‘I suppose she’s quite young.’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘You’re a lucky man. Not that you don’t deserve it. Why shouldn’t you marry someone young? You look no older than a man of
         forty-five, and if you ask me the luck’s not all on your side either. She ought to consider herself lucky too. Well, we can’t
         all be so lucky, I suppose, although heaven knows I’ve considered myself fortunate enough during these last few years.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve no wish to destroy any good fortune I may have brought you,’ I said. ‘That would be a poor token of gratitude on my
         part. You must keep the house, of course, and I’ll arrange for you to have an annuity.’
      

      
      
      Her relief was almost palpable. She gave me a quick warm smile and leant further back against the sofa’s plump upholstery.
         ‘That’s very good of you,’ she said sincerely. ‘More than good, in fact. It’s hard to make two words like “thank you” seem
         grateful enough.’ She lent forward again. ‘I wonder … in the circumstances … might I be bold enough to offer you some advice?’
      

      
      I smiled. ‘You’ve been very sparing in offering me advice in the past. If you want to offer advice now the least I can do
         is listen.’
      

      
      ‘It’s rather personal.’ She hesitated. ‘You mustn’t take offence but I’ve noticed with gentlemen who seem younger than their
         years … What I mean to say is, I think you keep so young because you’ve always led an … active life. But once a man of your
         age leads a less active life, even for a little while … well, for the sake of the young lady to whom you are affianced … I
         mean, you don’t want to find on your honeymoon next spring …’ She stopped. Fallen women are popularly supposed to be shameless
         but by this time she was pink with embarrassment. ‘I wouldn’t ever have dared say all that to you,’ she said in a rush, ‘if
         I weren’t so grateful to you for your kindness and so anxious for you to be happy with your new wife next year.’
      

      
      ‘I understand,’ I said wryly. ‘Thank you.’

      
      ‘If I’ve made you angry—’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Oh.’ She sighed with relief.

      
      There was a pause.

      
      ‘May I make you some tea?’ she said hesitantly at last.

      
      ‘Afterwards.’

      
      She nodded. I was again conscious of her relief. Since there seemed little to say after that we rose to our feet and without
         speaking yet comfortable in the familiarity of our silence, we moved from the parlour to her room upstairs.
      

      
      [2]

      
      It takes at least three days to reach Cashelmara from London, although communications are improving and Irish roads, owing
         to the proliferation of relief work during the Famine years, are surprisingly respectable. There is a fast train from London
         to Holyhead, where one takes the steamer to Kingstown, and from Dublin one can take another train across the country to Galway. Either an ‘outside car’ or a hired carriage will take the traveller north towards Leenane,
         where the well-known coaching inn stands on the shores of Killary Harbour, and eight miles short of Leenane lies a wild road
         which twists through the mountains to Lough Nafooey and the front door of my house.
      

      
      CASHEL-MARA, the stone tower by the sea – a descriptive name, no doubt, but since I am writing of Ireland no one should be
         surprised to learn that the house is miles from the coast and boasts no stone tower of any description. However, the original
         Cashelmara was indeed a stone tower by the sea. My ancestor, a Norman knight called Roger de Salis who fought with de Burgh
         in the conquest of Connaught, began to carve out a small kingdom for himself in the country north of Galway by building a
         fort on the mouth of Killary Harbour. Predictably the Irish did not approve of this ambitious stranger in their midst, and
         when the fort was sacked its lord only narrowly missed being mutilated by long knives. After this discouraging incident the
         land lay unclaimed for a time but the de Salis heirs never forgot their shadowy inheritance in Ireland, and later when a de
         Salis found favour with Queen Elizabeth he obtained a royal grant of the Cashelmara lands along with his barony, and spent
         one horrified year in Ireland before retiring to Warwickshire to build Woodhammer Hall.
      

      
      For several centuries no de Salis was either sufficiently bold or intrigued to set foot on Irish soil. It took a man such
         as my father, a naïve and childlike eccentric, to journey to Ireland as a young man, fall hopelessly in love with Ireland
         and all things Irish, and resolve to build a new family mansion for himself and his bride in the most beautiful part of all
         those thousands of acres which he owned in the wilderness of County Galway.
      

      
      My father was a man of great charm, little brain and no ambition whatsoever. Building the new family mansion was the most
         ambitious project he ever attempted and I doubt if the project would have been completed if my mother had not kept his nose
         remorselessly to the grindstone. My mother did not like her mother-in-law, who was then residing at Woodhammer Hall (my father
         being, of course, much too soft-hearted to tell his mother she must move from the Hall to the dower-house); she saw Cashelmara
         as a means of escape, a place where she could be her own mistress at last. My mother was a practical woman, full of energy
         and determination. Her one unfortunate trait, the inability to see anyone’s point of view but her own, often created difficulties however, and later when this trait manifested
         itself in the form of religious fanaticism she spent her old age enjoying herself hugely by trying to convert the Irish to
         her narrow interpretation of the Anglican faith.
      

      
      No one ever understood how my parents managed to produce a son of my tastes and inclinations, but my father was very pleased
         and spent much time with me when I was young. I can still remember riding on his back across the nursery floor. As for my
         mother, she regarded me as nothing less than a reward from God after she had been forced to endure a tiresome mother-in-law,
         my father’s rapturous love affair with Ireland and three childless years of marriage. I grew up basking in the warmth of their
         love and admiration and thought myself a very fine fellow indeed.
      

      
      It was not until I was eight that I was taken by my father on a visit to his younger brother who resided at Woodhammer Hall.

      
      ‘Zounds!’ cried my Uncle Richard, who was a typical Regency gentleman and a great rip in his day. ‘What a spoilt young pup!
         Trust you, Henry, to bring up a boy who thinks himself the devil of a macaroni just because he can stick a pin down the gullet
         of some defenceless fish!’ And he set to work to teach me to ride to hounds and shoot straight and put up a fight when my
         cousins, both pugilistic young toughs, decided to use me as a punch-bag for their games of fisticuffs.
      

      
      I realized later when I was growing up that I was much more like my uncle than I was like my father. My uncle, of course,
         had realized this as soon as he had set eyes on me, and once his sons were dead (the elder was killed at Waterloo and the
         other died later in some Indian skirmish) he wasted no time in naming me his heir.
      

      
      My mother thought this was unfair; my brother David, landless and penniless, needed Woodhammer Hall far more than I did. In
         vain David told her he did not want Woodhammer Hall. Once my mother had formed an opinion, nothing except a command from the
         Almighty Himself could ever have changed her mind. Besides, her opposition to my uncle’s decision was also her way of disapproving
         of my uncle’s influence on my life. She told me I had become boisterous, rowdy – ‘and immoral too, I shouldn’t be surprised,’
         she said darkly, and added to my poor father: ‘Henry, you should speak to the boy.’
      

      
      
      My father had no idea what he was supposed to say to me but he never argued with my mother so we spent a pleasant half hour
         drinking port together while he told me what a wonderful wife my mother was and how happy he had always been with her.
      

      
      ‘Speaking for myself,’ he concluded with his peculiarly childlike sincerity, ‘I can’t recommend matrimony too highly, but
         make sure you marry the right girl, Patrick, because I should imagine it’s devilish inconvenient if you marry the wrong one.’
      

      
      Both my parents had called me Patrick. My father had chosen the name in celebration of his love of Ireland, and I was never
         called by my second name until I went to Woodhammer Hall.
      

      
      ‘Patrick!’ cried my Uncle Richard. ‘God’s teeth, Henry, only you could think it an advantage to label a boy an Irishman in
         that fashion!’ And to me he simply said: ‘Did they give you a second name at the christening?’
      

      
      So in England I was always called Edward, and as I grew up the two names seemed to symbolize my conflict as I struggled to
         decide where I belonged. As a child I thought of myself as Irish; when one is born and bred in a place it is hard to understand
         when one’s fellow-natives – and even one’s parents – say one belongs elsewhere. England seemed very strange to me but because,
         like other children, I hated to be an outcast I was willing to belong there if I could. But my English cousins called me Irish,
         and during the gloomier moments of my childhood I thought in despair that I would be accepted by neither country, unable to
         call any place my home.
      

      
      Yet by the time I was a man I found myself equally at home in both countries and even fancied during one of my more arrogant
         phases that I had the power of choice in deciding where my roots lay. Having become well educated and cynical I saw all too
         clearly that there was no advantage to me in yearning to belong to the most backward country in Europe when I could belong
         instead to the mightiest nation in the world, and for a while I neglected Ireland and pretended there was no reason why I
         should ever live there again.
      

      
      But Ireland drew me back. My father died and I went home to Cashelmara, matchless Cashelmara, and the memories of my childhood
         came out to welcome me as I rode down from the hills along the road to Clonareen.
      

      
      I knew then where my roots lay.

      
      
      Cashelmara. Not a stone tower by the sea any more, but a white house built by James Wyatt, surely the greatest of all those
         late eighteenth-century architects, who took the genius of Robert Adam and refined it with his classic simplicity and grace.
         It was a grand house but it was not pretentious; a flight of eight steps led up to the plain front door which was set squarely
         in the middle of the south wall of the house; on a level with the front door four windows stretched away to the left and four
         stretched away to the right. Above them on the upper floor were matching windows, all spaced with the same geometric precision,
         all decorated only with simple architraves, all long, slim and graceful. The basement windows, half above and half below ground,
         followed this same precise pattern, and far above them the pattern was echoed yet again by the windows of the attics. A pediment,
         stark and classical, balanced the vertical lines of the front door and the columns of the porch. There was no gross decoration,
         no fluting or curling or fussiness of stonework, and so nothing detracted the eye from those smooth clean lines arranged with
         unsurpassable taste and skill.
      

      
      Matchless Cashelmara, incomparable Cashelmara – but no adjective could ever capture the peace and pleasure and satisfaction
         which overwhelmed me whenever I returned there after an absence in England. It would be insufficient to explain this extraordinary
         sense of well-being merely by saying the house was beautiful. Of course it was beautiful, the most beautiful house I had ever
         seen. But it was more than that. It was my father’s lifework, my parents’ happy marriage, my own idyllic boyhood spent far
         from dirty cities and the corruption of modern life. It was the past, the uncomplicated past seen far away at the end of the
         golden corridor of nostalgia, the rural simple world of yesterday untouched by the clamour of a thousand industrial machines,
         the roar of international revolution and the steady ruthless progress of science. I trust I am modern in my outlook; indeed
         I have no patience with men who cannot move with the times, but after months spent in London immersed in the teeming confusion
         of modern life I always found it a comfort to retreat to the peace and seclusion of Cashelmara.
      

      
      I found myself on the brink of that peace and seclusion on the evening of the third day after my departure from St James’s
         Square. I had hired a carriage that morning in Galway to take me the last forty miles of my journey, and when the coachman,
         who was young and inexperienced, looked alarmed at the prospect of driving along the rim of Connemara into the wilderness of the Joyce Country
         we had been obliged to waste time while I explained to him that I was not one of those landlords who were afraid to ride unarmed
         on their own estates. My tenants might waste their energies in barbaric faction fights, but no one wasted their time feuding
         with me because they knew that if they wished to complain I would listen and if they wanted justice I would mete it out to
         them without fuss. I have never had any sympathy with the landlord who treats his tenants as animals and then moans in bewilderment
         when they regard him as the devil incarnate.
      

      
      It was sunset when the carriage creaked through the pass between Bunnacunneen and Knocknafaughy and I was able to look down
         upon my inheritance. The Lough, long and slender, lay limpidly below me and far away at the other end of the valley I could
         see the road winding past the cabins of Clonareen towards Letterturk. The mountains ringed the valley. I knew all their names
         and had climbed each one of them in my youth. The carriage was easing its way painfully round a sharp bend, and as the wheels
         began to grind downhill at last I looked north across the valley, across the western tip of the Lough, across the river and
         the bog and the walled potato patches to the studied stone elegance of my home.
      

      
      Around the house lay several acres of woods framed by a high stone wall; the trees had been planted to protect the house from
         the winds which scudded up the valley, but from the front of the house, where a gravel sweep allowed a carriage to turn with
         ease, the drive zig-zagged downhill so rapidly that the top branches of the trees by the gates swayed far below the basement
         windows. The chapel, my mother’s pride and joy, stood above the house on the eastern perimeter of the grounds. Its small stone
         tower was visible above the trees as one approached the house.
      

      
      It was still light when the carriage reached the gates. The sun takes a long time to set at Cashelmara on summer nights, and
         never in all my travels have I seen a sight to equal the finest of the Irish sunsets. The Lough was now a pool of dark gold
         in reflection of the afterglow, and the mountains, black in shadow, glowed a dull crimson beneath the slashed and dreamy sky.
      

      
      Everyone at the house was stupefied by my arrival, although they had no reason to be; I made a habit of descending upon them
         without warning at least once a year in order to prevent slothful habits developing during my absence, and my stern response if all
         was not as it should have been was legendary throughout the household.
      

      
      ‘Is it really yourself, my Lord?’ said Hayes, the butler whom I had brought to Cashelmara ten years ago from Dublin. It was
         hopeless to expect any of the local men to learn about buttling without becoming drunkards, and although Hayes had his shortcomings
         he had improved, like port, with age.
      

      
      ‘Well, who do you think it is, Hayes?’ I said irritably as I stepped into the hall, yet despite my irritation I paused just
         as I always did to admire this magnificent entrance to my home. The hall was circular, surrounded by a gallery on the upper
         floor, and far above the massive Waterford chandelier, the design of the ceiling reflected the design of the marble floor.
         To the right was the door which led into the saloon and a chain of reception rooms, to the left was the library and on the
         other side of the hall beyond the stairs were the corridors which led to the servants’ quarters and the lesser rooms.
      

      
      I sighed, savouring the familiar pleasure of my return, and then allowed myself to recall my irritation. ‘Arrange for a meal
         to be served in half an hour, please, Hayes,’ I said abruptly, ‘and tell the maid to air my bed properly this time. One warming-pan
         is not enough. Where’s my son?’
      

      
      ‘I’m thinking he rode to Clonareen, my Lord, with young Derry Stranahan.’

      
      ‘I want to see him as soon as he returns. Bring some brandy and water to me in the library, if you please.’

      
      The library was a square room which faced across the valley. The principal item of furniture was a huge desk which my father
         in typical eccentric fashion had designed himself, and following my usual habit I sat down behind it and glanced at Eleanor’s
         portrait which hung over the white marble fireplace. Closer to me on the desk stood the miniature of my dead son Louis. He
         was smiling; it was a good likeness, and not for the first time I wondered how he would have looked if he had lived. He would
         have been twenty-five by this time. He would have taken his degree at Oxford and travelled abroad in the required manner;
         perhaps he would have married. Without doubt he would have gone into politics, won a seat in the Commons, joined the Carlton
         Club … Eleanor would have been so proud.
      

      
      
      ‘Here’s your brandy and water, my Lord,’ said Hayes from a long way away. ‘And my Lord, your son and Derry Stranahan are this
         moment riding up the drive.’
      

      
      I went to the window, the glass in my hand, and looked out at the son who had survived. Then before he and his friend could
         disappear around the house to the stables I set down my glass, left the library and opened the front door.
      

      
      They were laughing together. They both looked drunk, but Roderick Stranahan, the boy I had fed and clothed and educated since
         his family had died in the Famine, looked less drunk than Patrick. At seventeen one is more capable of holding one’s liquor
         than when one is fourteen.
      

      
      I waited. They saw me. The laughter stopped.

      
      It was Derry Stranahan who recovered first from the shock. He slipped from his horse and ran across the drive to greet me.

      
      ‘Welcome home, Lord de Salis!’ he exclaimed, very bright-eyed and bobbish, and held out his hand for me to shake.

      
      Young rogue, I thought, but it was hard to be angry with him for long. Meanwhile Patrick had dismounted. I was astonished
         to see how much he had grown, and I noticed too that his new height had accentuated his marked physical resemblance to me.
         I could see nothing of Eleanor in him at all.
      

      
      ‘Papa!’ he cried, and rushed so unsteadily towards me that he tripped and fell flat on his face.

      
      ‘I’m sorry to see,’ I said as Derry helped him to his feet, ‘that you’re in no fit state to receive me in a proper manner.
         Go to your room at once, if you please, before all the servants see you in such a disgraceful condition.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Papa,’ he said humbly and still, despite what I had said, delayed his departure by attempting to embrace me.

      
      ‘That will do,’ I said, for I thought it unmanly for a boy of his age to indulge in such lavish demonstrations of affection,
         and besides I wanted him to know that I was angry with him. ‘Go to your room at once.’ And after he had gone I said sharply
         to Derry Stranahan: ‘Long before I left for America I strictly forbade Patrick to drink more than one glass of wine a day
         and I strictly forbade either you or Patrick to drink poteen. Since you’re the elder I hold you entirely responsible for this
         incident.’
      

      
      
      ‘Why, yes, my Lord,’ said Derry, long-faced and mournful-eyed, ‘to be sure you do, but we were visiting my kin among the Joyces
         and in Joyce country it’s considered a mortal insult if you refuse your host’s little token of goodwill—’
      

      
      ‘I’m well aware of the customs of the country,’ I said dryly. ‘This is not to happen again, do you understand? If it does,
         I shall be very angry. Take the horses to the stables and go to your room. I don’t wish to see you again today.’
      

      
      ‘Very well, my Lord. I apologize from the bottom of my heart, upon my honour I do … might I have a little bite to eat before
         I go upstairs?’
      

      
      ‘You may not,’ I said, privately cursing him for his charm which made it so hard to treat him as severely as he deserved.
         ‘Good night, Roderick.’
      

      
      ‘Good night, Lord de Salis,’ he said sadly, and ran with great grace across the drive to the straying horses.

      
      Returning to the library I finished my brandy and moved to the dining-room where I ate the bacon and potatoes which had been
         hastily prepared for me. It was only after I had dined that I could summon the energy to extract my cane from the cloakroom
         cupboard and toil wearily upstairs to do my parental duty.
      

      
      Patrick had lit both the lamps in his room. As I entered I found him dusting the table by the window but although I suspected
         he had been carving I saw no trace of the tell-tale sawdust, and only the water colours, pinned to the canopy of the bed,
         remained to betray how he had amused himself since running away from his tutor. Among this collection I noted a fine painting
         of his favourite Irish wolfhound, two bad pictures of birds, an interesting sketch of Hayes’ small daughter, and a gaudy portrait
         of a long-haired gentleman whom I could only presume to be Jesus Christ.
      

      
      I said nothing. He knew I did not approve of his pastimes, but he knew too that I tolerated the painting since it was preferable
         to any of his other pursuits. I had once caught him digging a ditch at Woodhammer Hall; he had solemnly explained to me that
         he was redesigning the grounds in eighteenth-century style and that the ditch was a ha-ha. Another time – again at Woodhammer
         – I found him helping a thatcher repair the roof of a tenant’s cottage. At least he could paint in private without causing
         undue comment but his artisan inclinations, displayed so carelessly for all my tenants to see, had proved an embarrassment to me and I had been angry that he should have been so ready to make a laughing-stock of himself. Recognizing
         that his interest in horticulture might be directed into acceptable channels I had tried to teach him various agricultural
         theories, but Patrick had refused to be interested. He did not care a fig for cultivating a field of turnips, he had told
         me; it was much more fun to weed a flowerbed and plant a row of marigolds.
      

      
      ‘But my dear Patrick,’ I had said in despair, ‘you cannot go through life weeding flowerbeds like a common gardener.’

      
      ‘Why not?’ Patrick had asked, assuming that puzzled expression which always infuriated me, and I had been obliged to give
         him one of those tedious lectures about his station in life, the obligations which would one day be imposed upon him and the
         necessity that he should interest himself in estate administration and, out of duty, politics.
      

      
      ‘Grandpapa didn’t bother about that sort of thing,’ Patrick had objected. ‘He merely lived quietly at Cashelmara and did as
         he pleased.’
      

      
      ‘What possible relevance does that have to the conversation? Your grandfather lived in another age when people of our class
         did not consider themselves responsible for the social and moral welfare of the masses. The world has progressed since your
         grandfather’s day, and even if it had not I fail to see why you should feel bound to follow in your grandfather’s footsteps.
         You’re my son, not his.’
      

      
      But in fact I often glimpsed my father in Patrick and thought it an ironic jest of heredity that I, who bore no resemblance
         to my father, had somehow managed to transmit that missing resemblance to my son.
      

      
      Glancing again at the pictures hanging from the canopy, I made a great effort to be patient and fair.

      
      ‘I should like an explanation,’ I began levelly, ‘of why you ran away from your tutor despite the fact that before I went
         to America I warned you what would happen if you ran away from a tutor again.’
      

      
      He made a small hopeless gesture with his hands and hung his head in shame.

      
      ‘My dear Patrick, surely you must have something to say for yourself!’

      
      ‘No, Papa.’

      
      ‘But why did you do it?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’

      
      I was so exasperated that it cost me a great effort not to strike him, but I was determined to give him a fair hearing.

      
      
      ‘Was your tutor unkind to you?’

      
      ‘No, Papa.’

      
      ‘Did you dislike him?’

      
      ‘No, Papa.’

      
      ‘Were you unhappy in London?’

      
      ‘No, Papa. But I was a little lonely so when I realized Derry would be home from school—’

      
      ‘You knew quite well that I would never have approved of you staying at Cashelmara with Roderick without adequate supervision.
         Roderick’s a fine young fellow, but he’s at a mischievous age – look at the trouble he led you into this evening! I blame
         him entirely for your drunkenness but I blame you for putting yourself under his influence in this fashion.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Papa.’

      
      ‘Do you have anything else to say to explain your disobedience?’

      
      ‘No, Papa,’ he said.

      
      I looked at him helplessly. I did not want to beat him but I had committed myself earlier to punishing him if he continued
         to run away from his tutors, and I did not see how I could avoid a beating without causing him to lose respect for me. Yet
         although like any other responsible parent I believed in the maxim ‘Spare the Rod and Spoil the Child’, I had begun to think
         Patrick had developed an immunity which made sparing the rod a matter of indifference to him. I realized, of course, that
         this must be an illusion, but illusion or not I now had my doubts about how far a beating would deter him from further wrong-doing.
      

      
      ‘Then if you have nothing further to say,’ I said to him, ‘you leave me no choice but to punish you as you deserve.’

      
      ‘Yes, Papa,’ he said, and took his beating without another word.

      
      Such passive acceptance disturbed me, but I was very tired by that time, much too tired to consider an alternative form of
         punishment for the future, and after I had left Patrick I retired with relief to my private apartments.
      

      
      The next morning I still did not feel inclined to grapple with Patrick’s problems so after breakfast I sent a note to my agent
         asking him to call on me and settled down to write at last to Marguerite. This raised my spirits considerably. I had just
         finished describing the voyage and was in the middle of a long sentence saying how much I wished she were with me, when there was a tap on the library door and Hayes announced the arrival of my eldest surviving daughter, Annabel.
      

      
      [3]

      
      Eleanor and I had had many children, but the majority of them had died in infancy. In an age when more parents could expect
         to see all their offspring reach maturity we had been unlucky. No doctor could provide an explanation of our misfortune; Eleanor
         and I had both been healthy and Woodhammer Hall, where our children had been brought up, had provided a robust rural environment.
         But five of our daughters had not survived the first year of infancy and neither of our two eldest sons had reached his fifth
         birthday. For eight years our daughter Nell, the first-born, had been our only child to escape death, and in retrospect I
         feel this was one of the reasons why she became our favourite daughter; her survival had made her doubly precious to us. However,
         after a period in which we lost two daughters and two sons, Annabel entered the world and was followed at regular intervals
         by Louis, Madeleine, Katherine, three more little girls who had died in infancy, and finally Patrick. Madeleine, to my fury,
         had inherited my mother’s religious fanaticism and become a nun, Katherine had married a diplomat and was now residing in
         St Petersburg, and Annabel, after a chequered and scandalous matrimonial career, was at present living at Clonagh Court, the
         dower house which I had built for my mother at the other end of the valley.
      

      
      ‘Good morning, Papa,’ she said briskly, sweeping into the library with her customary élan before I could tell Hayes that I
         would receive her in the morning-room. ‘My servants informed me this morning that you had been seen arriving in the valley
         last night so I thought I would call upon you at once as there is something I must discuss with you. Dear me, how tired you
         look! I really think that at your time of life you should be content to lead a less peripatetic existence. You’re not so young
         as you used to be, you know.’
      

      
      It would be impossible, in any description of Annabel, to exaggerate her tactlessness. It was beyond belief. She had inherited
         Eleanor’s spirited approach to life, but for some reason the inheritance manifested itself in an unfeminine aggressiveness
         which I thought profoundly unattractive. However, Annabel was handsome and there is a type of man, I am always amazed to discover, who likes such Amazonian women with a will of their own and a tongue to match.
      

      
      When Annabel had been married at eighteen to a political acquaintance of mine some twenty years her senior, Eleanor and I
         had heaved a sigh of relief. Much better for her, we reasoned, to be married to an older man who would provide a steadying
         influence. But never were we more mistaken. Eleanor died before the marriage was three months old but I saw my son-in-law
         so worn out by his wife’s escapades that after six exhausting years of marriage he sank to an early grave. There were two
         daughters in whom Annabel professed little interest, and presently she left them with their paternal grandparents in Northumberland
         and returned to London. In dread of what Annabel might achieve now that she had a widow’s freedom and all London in which
         to display it I quickly cast around among my friends and found yet another misguided man who found such women irresistible.
         I was about to coax him to propose when Annabel dumbfounded me – and delighted all the society gossips – by running off with
         the chief jockey of the racing stables her husband had owned at Epsom.
      

      
      I was so enraged that I did not trust myself to speak to anyone for three days, and when I eventually emerged from my seclusion
         I sent for my attorney, cut Annabel from my will and wrote a letter to her parents-in-law to say that on no account was she
         to be allowed to see her children. The horrified grandparents wrote back to say they entirely agreed with me and we all waited
         to see what would happen next.
      

      
      What happened, in fact, was that Annabel had a splendid time. Possessing a comfortable income from her husband’s estate it
         was easy for her to rent a delightful house on Epsom Downs and, by riding each day with her new husband, to indulge her lifelong
         passion for horses. Society declared her irrevocably ruined, but it was obvious no one could have enjoyed ruin more.
      

      
      A year passed. I might have remained estranged from Annabel for longer if I had not had an invitation to attend the Derby
         that summer, and although my interest in horses is limited to their performance in the hunt I decided I was curious to see
         Annabel’s husband at work. However, the race was a disaster for him. He fell, and since I was humane enough to inquire after
         his injuries I was soon face to face with his wife. I am not sure to this day how we patched up our quarrel, but Annabel can
         be very charming when she chooses. When I heard from her later that her husband’s racing career had been terminated by his injuries and that they wanted to move far from all tantalizing
         glimpses of the Epsom racing world, I told her she could take him to the dower house at Cashelmara.
      

      
      None of my friends could believe I had forgiven her and no doubt all of them thought I was foolish, but I am a practical man
         and I saw no point in refusing to recognize a marriage which, for better or worse, was a fait accompli. Her husband was, of course, vulgar and ill-bred but he was also civil to me and affectionate to Annabel. Was this really
         such a disaster? I thought not. There are worse fates for a woman than possessing an affectionate husband, and besides although
         I found Annabel exasperating, infuriating and often utterly monstrous I was at the bottom of my heart not unfond of her.
      

      
      ‘I trust you enjoyed your visit to America,’ she was saying as she offered her cheek for a kiss. ‘But it’s just as well you’ve
         returned to Cashelmara. Papa, I want to talk to you about Patrick. I’ve been most perturbed about him.’
      

      
      ‘Because he ran away from his tutor in his customary fashion?’ I gestured to her to sit down. ‘Yes, that was most unfortunate
         but I spoke to him directly after I arrived last night and the incident is now closed. How is your husband?’
      

      
      ‘Exceedingly well, thank you. Papa, I think you should separate Patrick as much as possible from Derry Stranahan. If I were
         in your shoes—’
      

      
      ‘You are not,’ I said, ‘and are never likely to be in my shoes.’ There was nothing which irritated me more than receiving
         uncalled-for advice from aggressive opinionated females, and besides I thought it ill-mannered for a woman to try to instruct
         her father in that fashion.
      

      
      The snub was quite lost on Annabel. ‘Papa, you may not be aware of it but Derry’s becoming very wild. After I heard that Patrick
         was at Cashelmara I called to see him and found him in circumstances which would undoubtedly have reduced you to an apoplectic
         fit. He was in the dining-room with Derry. The entire room was awash with poteen, and a girl – one of the O’Malleys, I think
         her name’s Bridget – was dancing a jig with Derry on the table. This, if you please, was at five o’clock in the afternoon
         when I was expecting a sedate reception followed by tea! Of course I scolded them both and sent the girl away and I doubt
         if much harm was done, but the thought of Patrick being here alone without supervision was hardly pleasing to me. I asked him to stay with us at Clonagh Court but he wouldn’t, and if
         I hadn’t known you were on the point of returning from America I would have been very worried indeed.’
      

      
      ‘Quite. Well—’

      
      ‘Papa, I’m telling you all this not because I feel you should punish Patrick, who’s hardly old enough to know better, but
         because I feel strongly that you should censure Derry. I’ve heard certain rumours too, you know, and after the incident I
         began to wonder what might have happened if I hadn’t intervened. Supposing there had been some – some difficulty afterwards
         about the O’Malley girl? You know the O’Malleys are always fighting with Derry’s relatives among the Joyces. If your son and
         heir somehow became involved in a full-scale quarrel between the two families, it would put you in the most embarrassing position.’
      

      
      ‘I dare say,’ I said abruptly. ‘I’ll look into the matter.’ She was annoying me so much that I had to make renewed efforts
         not to lose my temper, and the fact that her information was unpleasant only made me the more determined not to discuss it.
         ‘May I offer you refreshment, Annabel?’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, but no. I’m sorry you should pay so little attention to what I’ve had to say. I should have thought—’

      
      ‘I’ve said I’ll look into the matter. Annabel—’ I cast around for a new topic of conversation and in my fury I chose the wrong
         one. ‘I would like to talk to you about the Marriotts,’ I said rashly before I could stop myself.
      

      
      ‘Oh yes?’ said Annabel, cross that I should have decided to change the subject, and began to tap her foot impatiently on the
         floor.
      

      
      I suddenly discovered that I had no idea what I should say next. Should I tell her or not? I had intended to say nothing until
         the following spring when Marguerite could tell me in person to make our private understanding public, but I was overcome
         with an irresistible urge to talk about her and failed to see how I could do so without disclosing the understanding which
         existed between us.
      

      
      ‘Well, pray continue, Papa! What is it you wish to say about the Marriotts?’

      
      At the very moment I made my mind up to say nothing I heard myself remark casually: ‘Francis Marriott’s younger sister Marguerite
         is coming to London next spring with Francis’s wife Amelia.’
      

      
      
      ‘Really?’ said Annabel. ‘How nice. However, I never go to London nowadays, as you know, so I hardly think it likely that I
         shall meet them unless you invite them to Cashelmara.’
      

      
      ‘Marguerite is to be married in London next summer,’ I said in a tone of voice suitable for discussing the weather. By this
         time I was asking myself crossly why I should avoid discussing such a matter with my own daughter; to shy away from the issue
         could only suggest that Annabel intimidated me, and that of course was nonsense. ‘I was hoping you would attend the wedding,’
         I added with a note of defiance.
      

      
      ‘Oh, I don’t think so,’ said Annabel, stifling a yawn. ‘I can’t bear society weddings and I’ve never met Marguerite anyway.
         Why on earth is she getting married in London instead of New York?’
      

      
      ‘It’s more convenient and she has no objection,’ I replied, crossing the Rubicon with a self-possession that by this time
         bordered on the reckless. ‘Her husband has estates in England and Ireland.’
      

      
      ‘Ireland!’ I had her attention at last, and as she sat bolt upright I realized with appalled fascination that I had made a
         monumental mistake. ‘Cousin Marguerite will be coming to Ireland? Where does her future husband live?’
      

      
      ‘At Cashelmara.’

      
      There was a silence. For the first time in my life I saw Annabel at a loss for words. We sat facing one another, she on the
         couch, I on the edge of my armchair, and far away on the chimney-piece the elephant-clock began to chime the hour.
      

      
      ‘You,’ said Annabel slowly at last, ‘are marrying Cousin Marguerite Marriott?’

      
      There was nothing to do but go through the motions of redeeming a situation which was already beyond redemption, so although
         I was furious with my blunder I managed to say in an equable voice: ‘Yes, she’s the most delightful girl and I hope you’ll
         find it easy to be friends with her.’
      

      
      ‘Can my memory conceivably be serving me incorrectly or is she really only a child of seventeen?’

      
      ‘She will be eighteen when we marry and someone who is eighteen is no longer a child. Annabel, I realize that this news must
         necessarily come as a shock to you, but—’
      

      
      ‘A shock!’ She stood up abruptly and began to tug on her gloves. ‘Yes, it’s a shock. Your hypocrisy always shocks me. And to think how virtuously you accused me of ill-bred vulgarity when I married Alfred!’
      

      
      ‘You should be careful not to say things you’ll regret later. When you meet Marguerite—’

      
      ‘I’ve no wish to meet her. It’s disgusting.’ She was already heading for the door and her movements were oddly uneven. ‘Absolutely
         disgusting. You’ll be the laughing-stock of London. Everyone will say you’re in your dotage. Really, Papa, how dare you think
         of making such an exhibition of yourself with a young girl? I declare I’ve never been quite so revolted in all my life!’
      

      
      My fury, which had until then been directed against myself, now streamed towards her in a thick ungovernable tide. I caught
         her by the shoulders. I did not speak. I merely spun her round and shook her until I realized she was crying, and then I stopped
         for her tears shocked me far more than any of her abuse. I had not seen her cry since her childhood long ago; she was the
         very last woman to indulge in noisy floods of weeping, and even now as I watched she dashed the tears from her eyes and reached
         for the doorhandle.
      

      
      ‘Annabel—’ I was already bitterly regretting my loss of temper, but I was too late.

      
      ‘I refuse to receive Cousin Marguerite as your wife,’ she was saying abruptly. ‘You will, of course, wish Alfred and me to
         leave Clonagh Court and live elsewhere.’
      

      
      My spirits had sunk to such a low ebb that I barely had the strength to reply. ‘Why should your husband be penalized for your
         foolishness?’ I said wearily. ‘No, stay at Clonagh Court and perhaps one day you’ll overcome your stupidity. Meanwhile pray
         don’t return to Cashelmara unless you wish to apologize for the intolerable rudeness you’ve displayed to me this morning.’
      

      
      She did not answer. She walked quickly away, her shoes tapping a sharp rhythm on the marble floor of the hall, and presently
         I returned to my desk to resume my letter to Marguerite. But I could no longer write. I merely sat at the desk and looked
         around the room but there was no solace for me there, only the clock ticking somnolently on the chimney-piece and, close at
         hand by the inkwell, my son Louis smiling at me joyously from his small exquisite gold frame.
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      [1]

      
      After the disastrous scene with Annabel I asked myself over and over again why I had been so misguided as to confide in her.
         To have confided in my mistress had been justifiable since she deserved to know the arrangements I was making for her future,
         but where Annabel was concerned I had no such excuse for not holding my tongue until the engagement was formally announced.
         Perhaps I had been unwittingly trying to place Annabel in the role of confidante which had always suited Nell so well, or
         perhaps the truth was simply that Annabel had annoyed me so much that I had become quite unreasonable in my attempts to annoy
         her in return. A third possibility, that I was beginning to resemble an infatuated young man who talked of his beloved at
         every conceivable opportunity, was of course so absurd that I refused to entertain it at all.
      

      
      However, one fact at least was clear. Having confided in Annabel I was now obliged to confide in Patrick before he heard the
         news from her. I spent a careful ten minutes planning what I should say, and then with great reluctance I summoned him to
         the library.
      

      
      ‘There is a matter which I wish to discuss with you,’ I began, and immediately noticed his expression of alarm. Did I so seldom
         have anything pleasant to say to him? I was perturbed enough to abandon my set speech and put him at his ease as quickly as
         possible. ‘It has nothing to do with your past conduct,’ I said at once. ‘It concerns my visit to America and your mother’s
         cousins, the Marriotts. In particular it concerns your cousin Marguerite, the younger of Francis Marriott’s two sisters.’
      

      
      He gazed at me in silence and waited trustingly for me to continue.

      
      ‘I was very taken with Marguerite when I met her,’ I said, ‘and I’ve invited her to visit England next spring.’

      
      There was another silence. His expression was blanker than ever. Taking a deep breath I ploughed on. ‘I’ve resolved that she
         should join our family, Patrick. Before I left I broached the subject with her and she agreed to permit the existence of a private understanding
         that we would be married next summer in London.’
      

      
      He continued staring at me as if he were waiting for me to say something else. I was just wondering in great exasperation
         if he had listened to a single word of my monologue when he said in a rush: ‘Oh, that’s very nice, Papa. Is it proper for
         me to congratulate you?’
      

      
      ‘I can’t think why the devil it shouldn’t be.’

      
      ‘Oh. Yes. Well … congratulations, Papa. Papa—’

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Papa, will she—’ He stopped again and blushed.

      
      ‘Will she what?’

      
      ‘Will she have children?’

      
      ‘My dear Patrick!’

      
      ‘I shouldn’t mind if she did,’ he said, the words tumbling from his mouth. ‘I like babies. But Papa, there’s no need for you
         to do this, you know. I’m sure it must be very boring for you at your time of life to have to marry anyone, so if you feel
         obliged to remarry because you want another son please don’t put yourself to such great inconvenience because I’m going to
         turn over a new leaf, I swear it, I’m going to work so hard at my lessons that you’ll never be disappointed in me again—’
      

      
      ‘Patrick,’ I said. ‘Patrick.’

      
      He stopped. His face was flushed with earnestness, his eyes brimming with tears.

      
      ‘My dear child,’ I said disturbed, ‘You’re entirely mistaken about my motives.’

      
      ‘I know you’ve always held it against me that I ruined Mama’s health – Nell told me how you wouldn’t even choose a name for
         me and that I was only called after you because no one knew what else to call me—’
      

      
      ‘If Nell told you that I hope she also told you that I thought your mother was dying and I was completely distraught. Do you
         suppose I could have behaved in such a way if I’d been in my right mind? And as for your accusation that I blame you for your
         mother’s ill-health, nothing could be further from the truth.’
      

      
      ‘But then why are you always so strict with me? If you really bore me no grudge you wouldn’t beat me so often!’

      
      
      ‘My dear Patrick,’ I said, relieved that we had at last reached the core of his misunderstanding, ‘you must realize that when
         a parent takes the time and trouble to correct a child he does so out of love for the child, not out of resentment or lack
         of interest. The very fact that I have never allowed your errors of behaviour to go uncorrected should be proof to you that
         I cared very much for your welfare and was most concerned to give you the best possible upbringing. I’m only sorry you should
         have been so uncertain of my deep affection for you. You’re my heir. Nothing can alter that, nor would I wish it altered though
         as we both know your conduct has certainly left something to be desired in recent months. However, that has nothing to do
         with my decision to remarry, and even if Marguerite does have sons you can be certain that my affection for you will remain
         unchanged. Now please – no more such foolish talk because it does no credit to either of us.’
      

      
      I had spoken as kindly as I could but to my distress he began to cry. Hoarse sobs choked him and he buried his face in his
         hands in a clumsy effort to smother his tears.
      

      
      ‘Patrick, please,’ I said upset, not wishing to be unkind but knowing I should be firm, ‘control yourself. The situation doesn’t
         call for such grief, and besides tears are unmanly in a boy of your age.’
      

      
      He sobbed louder than ever. I was just wondering in exasperation what the devil I was going to do with him when there was
         a knock on the door.
      

      
      ‘Yes?’ I shouted in distraction.

      
      ‘My Lord,’ said Hayes, ‘it’s Ian MacGowan who’s here to see your lordship, if you please.’

      
      MacGowan was the agent at Cashelmara.

      
      ‘Tell him to wait.’ I turned back to Patrick as soon as the door closed but to my relief I saw that he had found a handkerchief
         and was mopping up his tears.
      

      
      ‘I meant what I said about turning over a new leaf, Papa,’ he assured me earnestly. ‘I shall be a new person altogether, I
         promise.’
      

      
      I said I was delighted to hear it. At last after I had dismissed him as gently as possible I heaved a sigh of relief, sent
         word to the stables to saddle my horse and went upstairs to change my clothes. Half an hour later I was riding with MacGowan
         down the road to Clonareen.
      

      
      I could not remember when I had last had such an exhausting morning.

      
      
      [2]

      
      MacGowan was a Scot whom I had engaged after the Famine to help reconstruct my ravaged estate. In dealing with the Irish one
         has to recognize their limitations; it is no use choosing one of their number to collect rent and run an estate with thrift
         and efficiency. MacGowan, a gloomy Presbyterian, not only had the knack of dispelling the mists of Irish whimsy which clung
         to the subject of rent payment, but was intelligent enough to indulge in the occasional glum act of Christian charity, and
         this meant that although he was disliked he was by no means loathed by the tenants. He lived in a comfortable stone house
         two miles away, but I suspected the comfort was marred by his wife who was one of those brawny Scots women with a perpetually
         threatening expression. Their one son, a boy of thirteen, was a solitary child; his Scots blood and his father’s occupation
         made him an outcast among his Irish contemporaries, but occasionally he would venture to Cashelmara in the hope of fraternizing
         with Patrick and Derry.
      

      
      ‘How is your son, MacGowan?’ I inquired tactfully as we inspected the estate that morning.

      
      ‘Very well, my Lord, I thank you. I’ve a mind to send him to Scotland soon to be educated.’

      
      ‘Oh?’ I said. ‘A boarding school?’ I did not want MacGowan leaving my employ and seeking a position on some Scottish estate
         for the sake of his son’s education.
      

      
      ‘A grammar school in Glasgow, my Lord. My wife has relatives there and Hugh could stay with them while he studied.’

      
      ‘I see,’ I said, relieved that I was to be spared the thankless task of seeking another agent. ‘An excellent idea, MacGowan.’

      
      My lands seemed no worse and no better than usual, poor by English standards but prosperous in comparison to conditions elsewhere
         in Ireland. After the Famine I had managed to merge many farms into larger holdings which could be run profitably on English
         lines, but there were still countless small potato patches which I had left untouched. I was not like my neighbour Lord Lucan
         who had evicted tenants right and left after the Famine in the desire to improve his lands. Indiscriminate and unmerited eviction
         was then and is now too often the equivalent of murder, and although Lucan might have been able to overlook this, I would have despised myself if I had followed his example.
      

      
      At Clonareen I had a word with the priest, spoke to the patriarchs of the two leading families in the valley, the O’Malleys
         and the Joyces, and inspected the fields of wheat and oats which all looked promising. However, the small forestry scheme
         which I had initiated high up on the mountain-side above the village showed signs of failure, and I was disappointed to see
         how many of the young trees had died in my absence.
      

      
      ‘It’s the soil, my Lord,’ said MacGowan gloomily. ‘You’ll not find anything flourishing on land that’s no better than solid
         rock.’
      

      
      This was MacGowan’s way of saying ‘I told you so.’ He patiently suffered all my attempts to farm my estates imaginatively
         but I knew his heart sank to his boots each time I announced a new experiment to him. His only attempts at either warning
         or criticism consisted of him saying in a sepulchral voice: ‘I’ll beg to remind you, my Lord, that we are not in England’
         – or, as in my disastrous attempt to cultivate the yam: ‘There are some things that grow in America my Lord, which God did
         not intend to thrive on this side of the Atlantic Ocean.’
      

      
      ‘I’m certain I can succeed with a forestry plantation in this valley,’ I said stubbornly to him as we surveyed the withered
         saplings. ‘This is simply the wrong site, that’s all. I shall try again somewhere else.’
      

      
      ‘If your lordship were to remove the O’Malleys from their potato patches on the upper slopes of Leynabricka—’

      
      ‘Certainly not. They’d starve to death and I’m tired of seeing my estate littered with corpses.’

      
      ‘You could assist them to America,’ said MacGowan mulishly. He always had trouble extracting rent from the poorest of the
         O’Malleys.
      

      
      ‘To die like flies in a Boston cellar?’

      
      ‘God helps those who helps themselves,’ muttered the Scot who found it hard not to believe that every Irish immigrant had
         a thousand opportunities to become rich the instant he set foot on American soil. ‘My Lord, I would be failing you as your
         agent if I didn’t point out that if the land can produce potatoes it’s likely that it can produce trees, and since nothing
         else can be cultivated there due to the excessive steep gradient of the mountain—’
      

      
      ‘Quite,’ I said. ‘But unfortunately the O’Malleys cannot eat trees so we must cast around for another site. I’m determined
         to pursue this, MacGowan.’
      

      
      
      But as we rode down the hillside again to Clonareen I had to admit to myself that the future prospects for the forestry scheme
         were not encouraging.
      

      
      In Clonareen, where MacGowan and I parted, I wondered whether I might ride to Letterturk where my brother David’s son was
         still living in the house David had built on Lough Mask, but in the end I rejected the idea and rode back to Cashelmara. I
         had seen quite enough of my family that day, and although George was a good-natured fellow I had always found him irritatingly
         sycophantic. He would be my heir if anything happened to Patrick, and I could well imagine him seething with indignation when
         he heard of my plans to remarry.
      

      
      Naturally I avoided Clonagh Court. Even the sight of the tall grey house near the southern shore of the Lough was enough to
         make me wince at the thought of Annabel, and although I spent the entire journey home trying not to think of our quarrel I
         could not help but remember what had been said. If only she had not annoyed me at the start by ordering me about in that unfeminine
         and unfilial fashion! Then I would have kept my temper and avoided making mistakes. Besides, on the subject of Derry I knew
         she had exaggerated. I was well aware that Derry was inclined to be rash, but I like a boy with a bit of spirit and none of
         his escapades had yet led him into serious trouble. Moreover I credited him with too much intelligence to make a fool of himself
         and fall into his benefactor’s bad books; he had had a hard and desperate early life, mitigated only when I had decided to
         interest myself in his welfare, and he had told me often enough that he never wanted to experience destitution again.
      

      
      Annabel had told me with her inexcusable arrogance that I should ignore Patrick’s part in the escapade and attend to Derry,
         but it seemed to me, determined as I was by then not to take Annabel’s advice, that Annabel had drawn quite the wrong conclusions.
         Derry could be left to fend for himself; it was Patrick who needed my attention. Since I had to agree with Annabel that he
         could not be held responsible for the incident I resolved not to censure him, but I saw clearly that now was the time to remove
         him from Derry’s influence and give him the opportunity to make other friends. It was high time his horizons were widened,
         high time he had the opportunity to see more of the world in which he might one day play a notable part. If I let matters
         continue as they were I would be guilty of neglecting my duty; I owed it to Patrick as well as myself to make other more ambitious plans for his future.
      

      
      With the curiosity of hindsight I often wonder what would have happened if I had instead followed Annabel’s advice but of
         course such speculation can only be unprofitable. I only tried to do what I believed was right.
      

      
      But perhaps what I believed would have been quite different if Annabel had not been so ready to insult my relationship with
         Marguerite.
      

      
      [3]

      
      Out of a desire to treat all my children fairly I wrote that evening to my daughters Madeleine and Katherine to inform them
         of my understanding with Marguerite, and the next day I made arrangements to return with Patrick to Woodhammer Hall.
      

      
      It was on the evening after our arrival that I decided to speak to him. When we had finished dinner I told him he might stay
         behind with me to drink half a glass of port, and once the cloth had been drawn I took a deep breath before embarking on my
         speech. Around us the panelled walls of the dining-room gleamed darkly in the candlelight, and from his portrait on the wall
         the Tudor de Salis who had entranced Queen Elizabeth stared scornfully down at us above his starched ruff. Woodhammer was
         full of panelled rooms and portraits of scornful gentlemen in ruffs. I am fond of the house; it was, after all, the sole home
         of my family for some three hundred years and it would be strange if I were to bear no sentimental attachment for the place,
         but nevertheless one cannot escape from the fact that it is ill-designed, old-fashioned and in comparison to Cashelmara hopelessly
         plain. I also find it depressing. So much dark panelling gives the rooms a sombre air, and for some reason – indifference
         perhaps – I have never bothered to install gas lighting to dispel the gloom.
      

      
      ‘I think it’s time you had the chance to meet more boys of your own class,’ I said carefully to Patrick. ‘I know you have
         friends here at Woodhammer among the servants’ children while at Cashelmara you’ve been friendly with Hugh MacGowan and Derry,
         but on the whole I think these friendships leave much to be desired. I haven’t forgotten either that you told me you were
         lonely in London when I was in America and that this was the main reason why you ran away to Ireland to seek Derry’s company. And you were bored too, weren’t
         you? Yes, of course you were. I’ve no doubt I would have been bored and lonely too at your age if I hadn’t had my brother
         David for company. Well, Patrick, I’ve thought a great deal about this and I’ve found a solution which I believe will have
         great appeal to you. I’ve decided to send you to school.’
      

      
      His eyes widened but he was clearly too overwhelmed to speak. Pleased that he should be so excited I continued with enthusiasm:
         ‘I’m convinced you would enjoy it, Patrick. I’ve never considered such an idea before because your academic work was of such
         a low standard I felt you would profit best from individual tutelage, but none of your tutors has ever been very successful
         with you and I think now I was mistaken and that you need the stimulation of competition. I’ve decided to send you to Rugby.
         It’s a very famous school and the name of its late headmaster Dr Arnold is a by-word in educational reform. I intend to write
         this evening to the present headmaster and arrange for you to be admitted in the new year.’
      

      
      He was looking at me so unhappily that I stopped.

      
      ‘Have I displeased you again in some way, Papa?’

      
      With a jolt I saw he was not excited but appalled. ‘Of course not!’ I exclaimed, trying not to wonder in despair why it should
         be so hard for me to communicate my good intentions to my son.
      

      
      ‘Then why must I be sent away?’

      
      ‘But I have just explained …’ I took another deep breath and tried again. ‘It’s no disgrace, Patrick, to be sent to study
         at one of the finest schools in the country! It’s a privilege! I’m anxious for you to be happier than you’ve been of late
         and I’m sure school would provide you with an exciting opportunity to make a fresh start – meet new friends—’
      

      
      ‘But I don’t want any other friend except Derry,’ said Patrick in-furiatingly, and set his mouth in a stubborn line.

      
      I kept my temper. ‘My dear Patrick, I should hope you will always remain on friendly terms with Derry, but you must realize
         that even though for various reasons I’ve seen fit to give him an education and a roof over his head, he’s only the son of
         an Irish tenant farmer.’ And I saw again as clearly as if it were yesterday my return to Cashelmara after the Famine, the
         emaciated child shivering in the kitchen as the cook tried to feed him some gruel. Only the cook and her husband had survived among the staff I had left to tend the house in my
         absence, and I could remember the terrible guilt gripping me once more when I was presented with this new evidence of the
         ravages of famine and pestilence. When the cook had told me the child’s family had died of typhus I had said: ‘Keep him here.’
         He would not have lived a year in one of the overcrowded orphanages. Children were still dying by the thousand, and I had
         already seen a dozen childish bodies that morning along the road from Galway.
      

      
      I recalled myself with an effort. ‘You must realize that you and Derry have reached the parting of the ways,’ I said to Patrick.
         ‘Derry has been privileged, it’s true, and if he does well at his law studies after he leaves school next summer there’s no
         reason why he shouldn’t in time become a respected member of the middle classes. But even so his life is certain to run on
         a very different track from your own. Now that you’re growing up you should be able to understand this, and by the way, Patrick,
         on the subject of growing up …’
      

      
      And I steeled myself to talk to him about certain matters pertinent to his future private life.

      
      Many parents believe that there are some subjects which should never be mentioned to their children, and certainly in respect
         of one’s daughters this opinion may well be correct. Everyone knows females have a special sensitivity to the rougher truths
         of this life, and it is only kindness to protect them from those truths for as long as possible. But I believe any man who
         either refuses to speak to his son on such matters or else delays speaking to him until too late is failing in his parental
         duty. My father had never performed such a duty, it was true, but my father had been a naïve eccentric. However, my Uncle
         Richard had performed the parental duty one summer at Woodhammer Hall and in later years I had always looked back at that
         interview with gratitude.
      

      
      ‘I’ve no doubt,’ I said to Patrick, ‘that you have by now been exposed to Derry’s very natural interest in the opposite sex.
         You are, of course, aware of the meaning of the phrase “carnal knowledge”.’
      

      
      He blushed scarlet and managed to nod his head.

      
      ‘Very well. Now, it’s not my intention to give you a lecture on morals. I’m not a clergyman, and besides you’re quite old
         enough to distinguish between right and wrong. I merely wish to speak to you on practical matters. For example, we both know
         that fornication is a sin which a man should avoid, but human nature being what it is there is often a gap between what a man ought to do and what he
         actually does. What I wish to advise you about now is how to conduct yourself in a practical manner when you find yourself
         confronted with this gap. Do you understand what I’m saying so far?’
      

      
      He nodded again, still scarlet, and stared down at his empty glass.

      
      ‘As a good-looking wealthy young man you’ll soon find yourself subject to great temptations,’ I continued, feeling more at
         ease now that the homily was in progress. ‘It would be inhuman and from a pragmatic point of view not even advisable for you
         to expect yourself to resist every one of these temptations, but should you find yourself unable to avoid temptation there
         are certain elementary precautions which you must take to avoid either begetting a child or contracting some particularly
         distressing disease, or quite possibly, both.’
      

      
      He was still speechless with embarrassment so I gave him the required practical information and allowed him some seconds in
         which to digest it. Finally I added: ‘Are there any questions you wish to ask?’
      

      
      He shook his head.

      
      ‘Very well. But while we are discussing carnal behaviour perhaps I should just say an additional word to you on a subject
         which is never normally mentioned and which is probably, in view of your sheltered upbringing, quite unknown to you. There
         are in this world certain unfortunate creatures – one cannot call them men – who desire only carnal knowledge of their own
         sex. Such knowledge is, needless to say, a vice repugnant to all men of decency and grossly offensive to any concept of morality.
         I mention the subject only because these creatures often lust in their disgusting fashion after boys of your age, and since
         you cannot always lead a sheltered life it’s only right that you should be aware of the existence of such dangerous and perverted
         behaviour.’
      

      
      Patrick’s flush had faded. He looked sick.

      
      ‘I’m afraid I’ve been somewhat outspoken,’ I said, ‘but I speak only with your welfare in mind. The world is often a distasteful
         place and the darker side of human nature can be dark indeed. It would have been wrong of me to let you go off to school believing
         the world is the safe comfortable place it seems to be when viewed from the nursery window. You’ll understand that later and
         be grateful to me for speaking frankly with you now.’
      

      
      Patrick asked my permission to leave the room.

      
      
      ‘Yes, you may go if you wish,’ I said, and wondered immediately if I should have waited till he was older before making such
         speeches to him. But then I remembered Annabel’s story. If Patrick was old enough to drink too much poteen and watch Derry
         dance a jig with a peasant girl on the dining-room table, he was old enough to hear advice on sexual matters.
      

      
      Yet somehow I was uncomfortably aware that the interview had not gone according to plan.

      
      [4]

      
      I remained at Woodhammer until November, for the hunting is excellent in that part of Warwickshire and ever since my youth
         I’ve enjoyed riding to hounds. It was a sociable time of year in the country but despite various dinners and balls I managed
         to complete my thesis on Indian corn, write my report on Mr Appleby’s knotter and somehow find the time to supervise Patrick’s
         education. I was not inclined to engage another useless tutor for him before he went away to school in January, and besides
         since I had spent the entire summer in America I felt it my duty to devote time to him that winter.
      

      
      Meanwhile Marguerite was writing from New York. She wrote every week, but as so often happens between the continents, the
         post was irregular and sometimes I did not hear from her for a month. She said that A Tale of Two Cities had just been published and the streets of New York were awash with tears for Sydney Carton. She said the ‘Fall Colors’ were
         wonderful this year and they had made a special excursion up the Hudson again to Francis’ ‘Summer Place’ to see them. She
         said Francis had asked her to tell me how kind and generous he was being to her and she thought this was ‘very bumptious’
         of him, even though he had just bought her a beautiful sable-trimmed ‘Highland cloak’ for the winter. Francis had said to
         her that she was to be sure to mention the sable-trimmed Highland cloak. ‘Although why he should be in such a gale to impress
         you, I can’t imagine,’ she added. ‘Is there some secret which nobody’s dared tell me?’
      

      
      I smiled but replied evasively. She was never going to hear me say a word against her brother.

      
      I had told none of my acquaintances in Warwickshire about my understanding with Marguerite, but before I left Woodhammer I
         did confide in my closest friend Lord Duneden, who was staying with me at the time. I had received two very displeasing letters
         from my daughters Madeleine and Katherine, and I hoped that Duneden, who was also a widower with grown daughters, would feel
         sympathetically towards me.
      

      
      ‘Thank you,’ Madeleine had written with chilling brevity from her Dublin convent, ‘for your letter bearing the news of your
         intention to marry Cousin Marguerite Marriott. Naturally I wish for your happiness and will continue to pray for you every
         day. I remain your sister-in-Christ …’
      

      
      This disapproval cloaked in religious language and garnished with the promise of daily prayers was offensive enough to me,
         but Katherine’s letter from St Petersburg made me seethe with rage.
      

      
      ‘Dearest Papa,’ she wrote in her neat handwriting. ‘Thank you for your letter. Andrew and I were, of course, much surprised
         to learn of your marital aspirations towards Cousin Marguerite Marriott. We both wish you happiness, but cannot find it in
         our hearts to offer you our congratulations. Indeed since I so earnestly desire your happiness I would beg you to reconsider
         your decision if I did not realize that it is not my place to advise you on such an intimate and personal matter. However,
         I beg instead to remind you that Society looks askance at any grave disparity in age between the partners of a match, and
         although American females may, if appropriately connected, be accepted in the right circles they are seldom admired since
         their ways are rarely compatible with English modes of conduct. I should not wish Cousin Marguerite to be unhappy in Society
         as the result of deficiencies for which she cannot and should not be held responsible. Nor would I wish you, dearest Papa,
         who are so well respected by your fellow-men, to suffer the censure of those who would find such a match as you propose singularly
         unfitting. With the assurance that Andrew and I wish only to express our deepest love and concern, I remain your devoted daughter,
         KATHERINE.’
      

      
      I was so infuriated by this nauseating expression of filial piety that I immediately took the letter to Duneden and told him
         the whole story.
      

      
      ‘Good God!’ he exclaimed after he had read the letter. ‘Imagine a young girl having the courage to say all this to you, de
         Salis – and a young girl like Katherine too! I always remember her being such a quiet shy little mouse! Well, well, well!’
      

      
      
      This was not exactly what I had wanted to hear.

      
      ‘But for God’s sake, Duneden, supposing one of your daughters had written to you in that fashion! You don’t approve of the
         letter, do you?’
      

      
      He assured me he did not. ‘But de Salis, are you sure it was wise to tell your family about this private understanding with
         Miss Marriott so far in advance of the time when your engagement is to be made public? After all, a great deal may happen
         between now and next spring.’
      

      
      ‘Are you conceivably suggesting—’

      
      ‘Young ladies of seventeen are notoriously changeable. De Salis, if you weren’t such a very dear friend of mine I wouldn’t
         say this to you, but—’
      

      
      ‘You think I made a fool of myself in America.’

      
      ‘I did not say that. But after all you were far from home amidst an alien society. I’m not suggesting that a man’s judgement
         may be impaired by such circumstances, but—’
      

      
      ‘You think I was temporarily deranged when I proposed to her. Very well,’ I said coldly, ‘we won’t discuss the subject further.
         I apologize for embarrassing you with my confidence.’
      

      
      ‘But my dear fellow—’

      
      ‘We will not speak of it again,’ I said strongly, and after that there was nothing more he dared say.

      
      I was so upset by his attitude that I cancelled my customary visit to Cashelmara for Christmas and went instead to London.
         I felt in no mood either for absorbing myself in estate affairs or for welcoming the hours of solitude which were an inevitable
         part of any visit to Cashelmara. Instead I spent time at my club discussing politics with others who had returned early to
         town, and in my library I prepared a lecture which I had been invited to give in January at the Royal Agricultural College
         in Dublin. I also visited my mistress, since she was the only person who seemed to regard my engagement to Marguerite as both
         right and natural, but oddly enough the more I visited her the less interested I became in going to bed with her, and since
         we had nothing to talk about outside the bedroom there eventually seemed little point in making the tedious journey to Maida
         Vale.
      

      
      ‘Great chunks of ice are already floating down the Hudson,’ Marguerite wrote in a December letter, ‘and all the beggars in
         the streets are blue with cold. This is a dreadful climate! I can’t believe spring will ever come. However, I shall now stop moaning and tell you about Matters of Importance, since that is what I’m
         supposed to write about in accordance with all the books on letter-writing! Well, John Brown was finally hanged – isn’t it
         dreadful? It just proves how barbaric they are Down There and I don’t see why they shouldn’t secede – good riddance, I’d say.
         There! So much for Matters of Importance and the books on letter-writing! Now I shall tell you all the interesting things
         such as how cleverly you described the circle of your Warwickshire acquaintances and how much I wish I could be dining with
         you at Woodhammer under the stern eye of the Man with the Ruff. Talking of ruffs I’m at present pretending to read the new
         book on Philip the Second of Spain but in secret I’m halfway through The Hidden Hand which is quite delicious although Francis thinks novels like that are very low …’
      

      
      And at the end of her letter she wrote again: ‘Do you ever feel sometimes as if spring will never come?’
      

      
      I wrote back to say I did, although whenever I took up my pen to write to her the bleakness of winter faded until I no longer
         minded the rain and the fog beyond the library window. I was writing more frequently to her by this time although in retrospect
         I wonder how I found the time to do so. I was very busy. In the new year I journeyed north with Patrick to Rugby, and after
         I had installed him at the school I hurried to Ireland to give my lecture at the Royal Agricultural College. I almost visited
         Cashelmara afterwards, but thought better of it for the next session of Parliament was beginning and I was anxious as usual
         to take my seat in the Lords.
      

      
      I found it increasingly important that I should keep myself occupied, and for a time I succeeded admirably. All through February
         I devoted myself to affairs at Westminster, and then early in March on the very day I received one of my precious letters
         from Marguerite, the headmaster of Rugby sent a telegram to say that Patrick had run away from school.
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      It was awkward for me to leave London at once, but I cancelled all my engagements and took the first available train to the
         Midlands. I was so sure that Patrick would be at Woodhammer that I did not stop there first but went straight to Rugby to
         confront the headmaster.
      

      
      It was not a pleasant confrontation. I was told bluntly that Patrick had not settled down at school; he had made no effort
         at his lessons and had been indifferent to attempts to discipline him. Since he was clearly unable to take advantage of the
         opportunities which the school offered him, it seemed advisable for his sake to remove him from Rugby and engage a private
         tutor to continue his education.
      

      
      ‘You mean he is expelled,’ I said furiously.

      
      ‘Not expelled, Lord de Salis. Advised to leave.’

      
      ‘Don’t talk to me in euphemisms! You’re expelling my son because you’re unable to teach him! You’re making him take the blame
         for your own failure!’
      

      
      ‘You are quite mistaken, I assure you, Lord de Salis.’ Unlike me he did not lose his temper. ‘Nothing could be easier for
         me than to say that the son of such an eminent man as yourself would still be welcome at Rugby despite his refusal to study
         and despite the fact that he has run away. But if I took this line of least resistance in order to ensure your good will and
         avoid this distressing interview, I would be failing in my duty as a headmaster to do what is best for his pupils. Naturally
         we both wish to do our best for Patrick, and believe me, Lord de Salis, there can be no benefit to Patrick if he should return
         to Rugby.’
      

      
      I left. I knew better than to persist in defending a lost cause but I was still very angry, and by the time I reached Woodhammer
         I was angrier than ever.
      

      
      ‘Tell my son I want to see him at once,’ I said curtly to the butler as I strode into the hall.

      
      
      ‘Your son, my Lord?’ said Pomfret astonished, and all my anger faded as I realized Patrick was not at Woodhammer after all.

      
      I went to the smoking-room where Pomfret brought me brandy and water, and stared out of the window across the Elizabethan
         garden. Patrick must be in Ireland. He would be waiting at Cashelmara for Derry to return from his small Catholic boarding
         school in Galway at the end of the Easter term. I might have known that despite all I had said to him on the subject he would
         still seek Derry’s company at every available opportunity.
      

      
      The next morning I left Woodhammer Hall for Holyhead on the first stage of my journey to Ireland.

      
      [2]

      
      I travelled as fast as I could and when I found there was no private carriage available for hire in Galway I took the Bianconi
         car bound for Leenane. At the junction of the road which led to Cashelmara I borrowed a nag from one of my tenants to save
         myself a walk, but rain was falling from sodden skies by this time and when I reached my home at last I felt chilled, tired
         and dispirited.
      

      
      ‘Where’s my son?’ I said abruptly to Hayes before he had a chance to begin a wordy Irish welcome.

      
      ‘Your son, my Lord?’ said Hayes, echoing Pomfret at Woodhammer Hall.

      
      ‘For God’s sake, Hayes, he’s here, isn’t he?’

      
      ‘To be sure he was, my Lord, but he and Derry Stranahan left in the middle of last night to visit your nephew Mr George de
         Salis of Letterturk Grange.’
      

      
      ‘What!’ I began to wonder if I were losing my sanity. ‘Hayes, what you’ve said makes no sense at all. Why the devil should
         my son and Derry Stranahan – who’s supposed to be still at school in Galway – leave here in the middle of the night to call
         on my nephew?’
      

      
      Hayes made a valiant effort to explain. ‘It’s trouble there’s been in the valley, my Lord, so there has, and the two of them
         wanting to leave the valley as quietly as a pair of fieldmice with no living soul setting eyes on them—’
      

      
      ‘What kind of trouble?’

      
      ‘Terrible trouble, my Lord, may the Holy Mother of God protect us all.’

      
      
      I was so exasperated that I nearly seized him by the facings of his coat and hurled him against the wall. ‘Hayes—’ I began
         and then gave up. It was useless expecting a coherent explanation from him, and anyway I disliked questioning a servant about
         common gossip, particularly when it seemed my son and my protégé had somehow behaved themselves so discreditably that they
         had had to flee the valley under cover of night. They must have been desperate indeed; Patrick detested my nephew George who
         was twenty years his senior, and under normal circumstances would have sought Annabel’s company at Clonagh Court.
      

      
      ‘I want a hot bath, Hayes, a meal and some brandy and water. After that I shall ride to Clonareen so please see that my horse
         is ready for me by the time I wish to leave. Oh, and send the carriage, please, to the hotel at Leenane where Pierce will
         be waiting with my bags, and ask one of the stable-boys to take that hopeless mare outside back to Timothy Joyce on the Leenane
         road.’
      

      
      It was obvious that I would have to talk to the priest to learn the exact cause and extent of the trouble in the valley.

      
      The rain had faded to a fine drizzle by the time I came within hailing distance of Clonareen. It was still afternoon, but
         nobody seemed to be either working in the fields or gossiping with their neighbours. The silence disturbed me; the deserted
         homes reminded me of my return to the valley after the Famine, and hurrying my horse I rode more quickly down the road to
         the village.
      

      
      Clonareen is not a village in the English sense of the word for there are no shops or post office, no village green or tavern
         or hotel for commercial travellers. Most of the inhabitants live at subsistence level; goods are exchanged by private barter
         or else are bought from tinkers. There are no pretty little cottages flanked with pretty little gardens either, only the cabins
         straggling by the roadside, a motley collection of mud walls and thatched roofs, and mingling with the stench of open drains
         float the pungent smell of burning peat and the pervasive odour of pig. The church stands on its own beyond the cabins, and
         the burial ground, vast and mysterious, stretches eerily up the mountainside towards the heavens.
      

      
      I heard the fight as soon as I reached the corner which hid the church from my eyes. The air was rent with Irish curses, tribal
         shouts and the sickening crunch of wooden staves.
      

      
      
      The sight of a faction fight always infuriates me. After devoting many years of my life to arguing at Westminster that the
         Irish peasant deserves a life superior to that of a mediaeval English serf, it plunges me into despair to see those peasants
         wallowing in their primitive conditions like savages.
      

      
      I stood up in my stirrups and shouted at the top of my lungs in Irish: ‘What in the name of God Almighty and all His Saints
         is going on here?’
      

      
      It is surprisingly easy when speaking Irish to lapse into the papist patois.

      
      The nearest men stopped fighting and swung round to face me, their mouths gaping in astonishment. Taking advantage of their
         surprise I rode into their midst and bellowed at those still fighting. When everyone was still at last I counted three bodies
         in the road, about forty heavily breathing members of the O’Malley and Joyce families and God knows how many women and children
         peeping over walls and peering from doorways.
      

      
      ‘You blood-thirsty empty-headed Celtic fools!’ I yelled at them, and seeing the black flap of a cassock I shouted after the
         escaping priest: ‘Father Donal!’
      

      
      The priest sidled back sheepishly. He was a young man, not more than thirty, and since he was usually capable of sensible
         behaviour I suspected his furtiveness sprang from shame that I had witnessed his impotence to stop the fight.
      

      
      ‘What are you doing running away from your flock?’

      
      ‘I—’

      
      ‘Don’t make excuses to me! Get those injured men out of the road and see how badly wounded they are. Where’s Sean Denis Joyce?’

      
      ‘Here, my Lord,’ said the patriarch of the Joyce family, the blood still running from a welt on his forehead.

      
      ‘And where’s Seamus O’Malley?’

      
      There was a silence. They all stood there looking up at me, and beyond them as far as the eye could see nothing moved except
         the clouds shifting across the towering hulk of Devilsmother, the mountain at the far end of the Lough. The drizzle had stopped.
         The air was cold and clear.
      

      
      ‘Well, where is he?’ I demanded. ‘Answer me, one of you!’

      
      A young man stepped forward. His face was familiar to me but at that moment I could not remember his name. He was very dark and very uncouth and looked every inch a troublemaker.
      

      
      ‘Seamus O’Malley’s dead, Lord de Salis,’ he said, and to my amazement he spoke in not only fluent but intelligible English.
         Most of the Irish can speak a little English if they want to nowadays and can certainly understand more than they speak, but
         to hear good English spoken in that remote section of Ireland, particularly when Irish would have sufficed, was extraordinary.
      

      
      ‘What’s your name?’ I demanded, so intrigued that I momentarily forgot the faction fight.

      
      ‘Maxwell Drummond, my Lord.’

      
      That was a grandiose name for a peasant. I was just wondering if I could have heard correctly when the name Drummond struck
         a chord in my memory and I knew who he was. His father, one of my best tenants, had come from the north and everyone knows
         the men of Ulster are a very different breed from the men of Connaught.
      

      
      ‘Ah yes,’ I said. ‘Drummond. You’ve grown since I last saw you. No wonder I didn’t remember who you were … What are you doing
         here?’
      

      
      ‘My mother was an O’Malley, my Lord.’

      
      ‘So she was. Of course.’ Mentally reproving myself for my second lapse of memory, I looked at the O’Malleys. They were silent,
         watching us.
      

      
      ‘I want a spokesman from you,’ I told them in Irish. ‘Who will speak for the O’Malleys?’

      
      ‘I’ll speak for them, my Lord,’ said young Drummond and added boldly to his kin: ‘If I’m talking in his own tongue himself
         will soon be on our side.’
      

      
      I allowed myself a cynical smile but the O’Malleys, who were the poorest and humblest clan in the valley despite their superiority
         in numbers, were evidently dazzled by the boy’s dash and saw nothing naïve in his suggestion.
      

      
      ‘Father Donal?’ I shouted to the priest.

      
      ‘Yes, my Lord?’ The wounded were being carried into the nearest cabin and he was about to disappear through the doorway after
         them.
      

      
      ‘Is anyone dead?’

      
      ‘No, my Lord.’

      
      ‘Dying?’

      
      
      ‘No, my Lord.’

      
      ‘Very well, since no one requires you immediately you can take me and Sean Denis Joyce and young Drummond here to your house
         so that the dispute can be resolved peacefully. As for the rest of you—’ I assumed my sternest expression ‘—go back to your
         work at once. If anyone else strikes a blow this afternoon I’ll see him brought before the bench and jailed.’
      

      
      They dispersed sulkily, cross that I should have spoilt their fun. I could hear them muttering to one another as I rode up
         to the door of the priest’s cabin by the church.
      

      
      Father Donal’s home was very grand for that part of Ireland. It had not only windows but also two chimneys, one for the hearth,
         and one for the room ‘below’ the kitchen where the priest slept. There was even another room beyond the hearth wall, or ‘above’
         the kitchen as the Irish would say, where his sister the housekeeper slept. The kitchen itself was a large room furnished
         with a table, several chairs, a large chest and even a dresser along one wall. Multitudes of pots and pans hung by the hearth
         and a bucket of water was simmering gently from a crane suspended over the fire.
      

      
      Father Donal’s sister was very flustered at the sight of me. I accepted her offer of tea and thankfully sat down in her best
         chair by the hearth.
      

      
      ‘Very well, Maxwell Drummond,’ I said to the boy. ‘You can speak first – but speak in Irish, if you please, so that Sean Denis
         Joyce cannot afterwards complain that he did not hear every word you were saying.’
      

      
      The boy gave me a thunderous look but pulled himself together and launched into a terse narrative. I had to admit he did speak
         well. Making a mental note to ask MacGowan how the boy had been managing his land since the death of the elder Drummond a
         year before, I began to listen intently to my first account of the disaster.
      

      
      It was worse than I had feared. When he had finished I made no comment but merely accepted the tea from Father Donal’s sister
         and turned to the patriarch of the Joyce family.
      

      
      ‘Very well, Sean Denis Joyce,’ I said. ‘Now it’s your turn to speak.’

      
      Joyce, who was at least three times young Drummond’s age, made a muddled impassioned speech about wayward women and how everyone
         knew that the Wages of Sin was Death.
      

      
      ‘And isn’t that the truth, Father?’ he added indignantly to the priest at the end of his peroration.

      
      
      ‘Indeed it is, Sean Denis Joyce,’ said the priest doubtfully and shot me a troubled look.

      
      ‘I see,’ I said before Joyce could begin another speech. ‘What you’re both saying is this: Roderick Stranahan, who happens
         to be not only your kinsman, Sean Denis Joyce, but also my protégé, seduced the wife of Seamus O’Malley – your kinsman, Maxwell
         Drummond. O’Malley, rightly or wrongly, believed Stranahan’s reputation to be bad and suspected the worst when he saw his
         wife talking to Stranahan one day earlier this week. Yesterday he followed his wife to the ruins of the Stranahan cabin on
         the other side of the Lough and found his wife and Stranahan in certain circumstances. Neither of you can agree on the exact
         nature of those circumstances, but whatever they were neither of you dispute that O’Malley became so inflamed that he tried
         to kill Stranahan with a knife. At this point my son Patrick rushed from some hiding place in the ruins and knocked down O’Malley
         to give Stranahan the chance to escape. O’Malley quickly recovered, but when he saw that Stranahan and my son were already
         some way off he was so distraught that he proceeded to stab first his wife and then himself. By some miracle his wife survived
         and was able to crawl to the nearest cabin for help.’ I paused. ‘Do both of you agree that this is a fair summary of your
         stories?’
      

      
      They had to admit it was. Finishing my tea I stood up. ‘I would like to speak to the widow,’ I said to Father Donal. ‘Take
         me to her, if you please.’
      

      
      Seamus O’Malley’s cabin stood on the south shore of the Lough within sight of Clonagh Court and the paddocks where Annabel’s
         husband reared race-horses. The memory of Annabel and her advice was at that moment intolerable to me. Turning my back on
         Clonagh Court I dismounted from my horse again and followed Father Donal past the piles of peat and pig manure into the dark
         smoky interior of the cabin.
      

      
      The woman lay in fever on a straw pallet. Since she still had all her teeth I judged her to be in her early twenties. After
         Father Donal had explained gently that I wished to speak to her. I asked one or two questions and listened to her pathetic
         halting replies. I did not stay long. I soon heard all that I needed to hear, and leaving Father Donal with the poor woman
         I retreated to the bohereen where Drummond and Joyce were waiting with my horse.
      

      
      
      I swung myself into the saddle again. ‘Before reaching a decision I must speak to my son and Roderick Stranahan,’ I told them
         abruptly. ‘But you can be certain that once I’ve heard all the evidence I shall see that justice is done.’
      

      
      ‘If you find Derry Stranahan’s to blame will you banish him from your house, my Lord?’ demanded Drummond in his uncannily
         good English. ‘Will you tell him never to darken your door again?’
      

      
      ‘Hold your tongue, boy,’ I snapped at him. ‘I’ve given you a fair hearing and promised you justice. To demand more than that
         is the height of insolence. Good-day to you both.’ And feeling sick at heart, my limbs aching with weariness, I began my ride
         to my nephew George’s house at Letterturk.
      

      
      [3]

      
      My nephew George was a bachelor, a bluff hearty good-natured fellow devoted to shooting, fishing and striding around his small
         estate with a masterful expression on his face. Once a year he went to Dublin to present himself at the Castle but otherwise
         his social habits consisted of visits to Cashelmara to see me and the occasional dinner with other squires who lived on the
         shores of Lough Mask. I had always thought it a pity that my brother David had fathered such a dull son, but such thoughts
         made me feel I was being uncharitable to George who, whatever his shortcomings, was a very dutiful nephew.
      

      
      ‘My dear Uncle,’ he gasped, steaming to meet me as soon as I reined in my horse outside his front door, ‘thank God you’ve
         come!’
      

      
      ‘Is Patrick here?’

      
      ‘Yes – and that insolent puppy Stranahan, by God! Uncle, if you hadn’t arrived I swear I would have turned him out of the
         house. There’s a limit after all to what a man can be expected to—’
      

      
      ‘I’m damned tired, George. Is there a groom for this horse?’

      
      ‘Yes – yes, of course, Uncle. Forgive me … Peter! Lord de Salis’s horse! Come inside, Uncle, sit down, rest …’

      
      I managed to extract a glass of brandy from him, and as soon as I felt better I told him I wanted to see Patrick alone. It
         was ten minutes before Patrick summoned the courage to creep into the room. He looked pale and before I could even open my
         mouth to reprove him he had started to cry.
      

      
      
      ‘For God’s sake, Patrick, pull yourself together and stop behaving like a child in petticoats!’ I spoke more sharply than
         I should have done, but nothing could have exasperated me more than this readiness to burst into tears. ‘We’ll start at the
         beginning,’ I said, restraining myself with an effort and speaking in a calm voice. ‘Why did you run away from school?’
      

      
      ‘I hated it,’ he sobbed, weeping harder than ever. ‘I tried to like it but I couldn’t.’

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘It was like a prison. I didn’t see why I had to be shut up in a place like that, I’ve done nothing wrong.’

      
      I ignored this attempt to wallow in self-pity. ‘Did you have difficulty with your lessons?’

      
      ‘I can’t do Latin and Greek. I’ve tried and I can’t.’ More sobs.

      
      ‘Didn’t you make any friends among the other boys?’

      
      ‘None of them liked the sort of things I like.’

      
      Considering his artisan interests and his other unsuitable pastimes I was hardly surprised. ‘I suppose some of them were unkind
         to you,’ I said, trying not to be unsympathetic. ‘But Patrick, you must learn to defend yourself and stand on your own two
         feet! I dare say school is a rough place at first, but—’
      

      
      ‘Yes, you can only guess!’ he cried, obviously too distraught to care how rudely he interrupted me. ‘You’ve never been to
         school! You don’t know what it’s like!’
      

      
      ‘The only reason why I didn’t go to school was that when I was growing up the public schools had a poor reputation and were
         patronized exclusively by the middle classes. But the educational system has altered in the last thirty years, and since I
         believe in keeping abreast of the times—’
      

      
      ‘I won’t go back there! I won’t!’

      
      ‘No indeed,’ I said. ‘They won’t have you.’ I tried not to despair, wished I felt less tired and wondered what on earth I
         was going to do with him. ‘Since it seems pointless to discuss your education further at present,’ I said steadily, pouring
         myself some more brandy, ‘let us return to the subject of your extra-curricular activities. Whose idea was it that you should
         come to Ireland?’
      

      
      ‘Derry wrote and said his school had closed early because of an outbreak of typhoid fever.’

      
      ‘Did he suggest you should run away and join him?’

      
      
      ‘No.’ He shook his head vigorously. ‘He only said he wished I was with him at Cashelmara.’

      
      ‘So that you could applaud his latest exploits in adultery!’

      
      ‘Papa, I didn’t do anything wrong, I never touched any of the women, all I did was watch sometimes when he – he kissed them,
         the only thing I ever did was hit Seamus O’Malley on the head, but Papa, I had to do that because otherwise he would have
         killed Derry. He had a knife and was running berserk.’
      

      
      ‘Quite,’ I said dryly. ‘I suppose I must be thankful that you are at least loyal to your friends. Very well, Patrick, leave
         me now, if you please, and tell Derry I want to see him at once.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Papa … But – but Papa, am I not to be punished?’

      
      It was almost as if he were disappointed. Hastily dismissing this impression as a bizarre illusion I decided he was merely
         incredulous at the prospect of escaping scot-free.
      

      
      ‘Certainly you’re to be punished,’ I said at once. ‘You’re to be sent to a new school at the earliest opportunity. Now do
         as I tell you and send Derry to me immediately.’
      

      
      He stumbled from the room. I was just wondering whether I should pour myself a third glass of brandy when the door opened
         again and I was face to face with Derry Stranahan.
      

      
      He wore exactly the right expression; even the movements of his body seemed penitent. Pausing six feet from the armchair in
         which I was sitting he stared humbly at his toes as he waited for the inevitable wrath to fall.
      

      
      ‘Well, Roderick,’ I said evenly, determined not to demean myself by losing my temper and depriving him of a fair hearing,
         ‘I’ve listened to Sean Denis Joyce, I’ve listened to Maxwell Drummond, I’ve listened to Patrick and now I suppose I must listen
         to you. What do you have to say for yourself?’
      

      
      ‘I’m innocent, my Lord,’ he said at once, the words rolling off his tongue as readily as melted butter from a tilted dish.
         ‘I’m only sorry if in my innocence I’ve caused you embarrassment.’
      

      
      ‘I see,’ I said. ‘A man is dead, his wife may be dying, men have been maimed in a faction fight, my son has been obliged to
         resort to violence on your behalf, but you are innocent. Continue.’
      

      
      ‘My Lord, there was no adultery – and the assignation was none of my doing! The woman begged me to meet her—’

      
      
      ‘In the ruins of your old home?’

      
      ‘Yes, my Lord. You see—’

      
      My patience snapped at last. ‘That’s enough!’ I shouted, rising to my feet so swiftly that he jumped. ‘Tell me the truth this
         instant for I’ll not listen to another word of your lies! You seduced that woman, didn’t you?’
      

      
      ‘No, my Lord,’ he said, and then as he saw my expression: ‘Yes, my Lord.’

      
      ‘This woman was in fact only the latest victim of your escapades with the opposite sex – isn’t that true?’

      
      He began to look frightened. I saw his actor’s mask slip. ‘I – I meant no harm—’

      
      ‘You meant no harm! You deprived a proud possessive violent man like Seamus O’Malley of his wife, you thoughtlessly set out
         on a course which was certain to wreck the wretched woman’s life, and yet you meant no harm?’
      

      
      All his glibness was gone. He was ashen.

      
      ‘Listen to me, Roderick,’ I said, forcing myself to speak in a calmer tone of voice. ‘As I told Patrick recently, I’m not
         unsympathetic to young men who find the opposite sex irresistible. But I have no sympathy for a young man who thinks only
         of his own needs, who treats a woman – no matter what kind of woman – without humanity and decency, and who doesn’t give a
         damn how many lives are ruined so long as he may go his own selfish way. Seamus O’Malley died by his own hand. That at least
         is clear, but it’s also clear to me that the O’Malleys are justified in holding you partly responsible for the tragedy. Think
         again, Roderick! Can you truthfully tell me with a clear conscience that you’re innocent of all blame?’
      

      
      He could not, of course. After a moment’s struggle he said haltingly that he wished he could undo the harm he had done.

      
      ‘No doubt you do,’ I said, ‘but what’s done is done, as we both know. Well, there’s only one solution to the situation as
         it stands at present. You can’t stay in the valley or the O’Malleys would soon make your life intolerable. You’ll have to
         leave Cashelmara.’
      

      
      Nothing I said could have frightened him more.

      
      ‘Please, my Lord,’ he stammered, hardly able to speak, ‘please don’t turn me out into the world without a shilling—’

      
      ‘My dear Roderick,’ I said coldly, ‘foolishly or otherwise I’ve spent a great deal of time and money on your upbringing, and there’s nothing I dislike more than wasting time and money. You’ve
         been very irresponsible and have certainly gone to great lengths to prove your immaturity to me, but you’ve done well at your
         school and there’s no doubt that you do show promise. I still intend to send you to a university but I also intend to remove
         you from Ireland for several years.’
      

      
      I could see him thinking that he was to be sent to Oxford and allowed to spend his vacations at Woodhammer Hall. He had never
         been to England. By keeping him at Cashelmara, where Hayes and his wife had looked after him in my absence, I had underlined
         to him that despite my charity he was not to regard himself as a member of my family.
      

      
      ‘That’s very generous of you, my Lord.’ He was so overjoyed that his eyes shone with tears. ‘I know I have no right to expect
         you to send me to the university after this.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, you’ll go to a university,’ I said. ‘You’ll go to Germany and study at the University of Frankfurt. And what’s more you’ll
         stay there and not show your face either in England or in Ireland for three years. Is that clear?’
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