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About Le Fanu:
Sheridan Le Fanu was born at No. 45 Lower Dominick Steet,Dublin,

into a literary family of Huguenot origins. Both his grandmother Alicia
Sheridan Le Fanu and his great-uncle Richard Brinsley Sheridan were
playwrights. His niece Rhoda Broughton would become a very success-
ful novelist. Within a year of his birth his family moved to the Royal
Hibernian Military School in Phoenix Park, where his father, an Anglican
clergyman, was the chaplain of the establishment. Phoenix Park and the
adjacent village and parish church of Chapelizod were to feature in Le
Fanu's later stories. Le Fanu studied law at Trinity College in Dublin,
where he was elected Auditor of the College Historical Society. He was
called to the bar in 1839,but he never practised and soon abandoned law
for journalism. In 1838 he began contributing stories to the Dublin
University Magazine, including his first ghost story, entitled "A Strange
Event in the Life of Schalken the Painter" (1839). He became owner of
several newspapers from 1840, including the Dublin Evening Mail and
the Warder. In 1844Le Fanu married SusannaBennett, the daughter of a
leading Dublin barrister. In 1847 he supported John Mitchell and Tho-
mas Meagher in their campaign against the indifference of the Govern-
ment to the Irish Famine. His support cost him the nomination as Tory
MP for County Carlow in 1852.His personal life also becamedifficult at
this time, as his wife Susanna suffered from increasing neurotic symp-
toms. Shedied in 1858in unclear circumstances,and anguished excerpts
from Le Fanu's diaries suggest that he felt guilt as well as loss. However,
it was only after her death that, becoming something of a recluse, he de-
voted himself full time to writing. In 1861he becamethe editor and pro-
prietor of the Dublin University Magazine and he began exploiting
double exposure: serializing in the Dublin University Magazine and then
revising for the English market. The House by the Churchyard and
Wylder's Hand were both published in this way. After the lukewarm re-
views of the former novel, set in the Phoenix Park area of Dublin, Le
Fanu signed a contract with Richard Bentley, his London publisher,
which specified that future novels be stories "of an English subject and of
modern times", a step Bentley thought necessaryin order for Le Fanu to
satisfy the English audience. Le Fanu succeededin this aim in 1864,with
the publication of Uncle Silas,which he set in Derbyshire. In his very last
short stories, however, Le Fanu returned to Irish folklore as an inspira-
tion and encouraged his friend Patrick Kennedy to contribute folklore to
the D.U.M. Le Fanu died in his native Dublin on February 7, 1873.Today
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there is a road in Ballyfermot, near his childhood home in south-west
Dublin, named after him. Source: Wikipedia
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A PROLOGUE--BEING A DISH OF VILLAGE CHAT

We are going to talk, if you please, in the ensuing chapters, of what was
going on in Chapelizod about a hundred years ago. A hundred years, to
be sure, is a good while; but though fashions have changed, some old
phrasesdropped out, and new onescome in; and snuff and hair-powder,
and sacques and solitaires quite passed awayÑyet men and women
were men and women all the sameÑas elderly fellows, like your humble
servant, who have seenand talked with rearward stragglers of that gen-
erationÑnow all and long marched offÑcan testify, if they will.

In those days Chapelizod was about the gayest and prettiest of the
outpost villages in which old Dublin took a complacent pride. The pop-
lars which stood, in military rows, here and there, just showed a glimpse
of formality among the orchards and old timber that lined the banks of
the river and the valley of the Liffey, with a lively sort of richness. The
broad old street looked hospitable and merry, with steeproofs and many
coloured hall-doors. The jolly old inn, just beyond the turnpike at the
sweep of the road, leading over the buttressed bridge by the mill, was
first to welcome the excursionist from Dublin, under the sign of the
Phoenix. There, in the grand wainscoted back-parlour, with 'the great
and good King William,' in his robe, garter, periwig, and sceptre presid-
ing in the panel over the chimneypiece, and confronting the large pro-
jecting window, through which the river, and the daffodils, and the sum-
mer foliage looked so bright and quiet, the Aldermen of Skinner's Al-
leyÑa club of the 'true blue' dye, as old as the Jacobitewars of the previ-
ous centuryÑthe corporation of shoemakers,or of tailors, or the freema-
sons, or the musical clubs, loved to dine at the stately hour of five, and
deliver their jokes, sentiments, songs, and wisdom, on a pleasant
summer's evening. Alas! the inn is as clean gone as the guestsÑa dream
of the shadow of smoke.

Lately, too, came down the old 'Salmon House'Ñso called from the
blazonry of that noble fish upon its painted sign-boardÑat the other end
of the town, that, with a couple more, wheeled out at right angles from
the line of the broad street, and directly confronting the passengerfrom
Dublin, gave to it something of the character of a square, and just left
room for the high road and Martin's Row to slip between its flank and
the orchard that overtopped the river wall. Well! it is gone. I blame
nobody. I suppose it was quite rotten, and that the rats would soon have
thrown up their leaseof it; and that it was taken down, in short, chiefly,
as one of the players said of 'Old Drury,' to prevent the inconvenience of

4



its coming down of itself. Still a peevish but harmless old fellowÑwho
hates change,and would wish things to stay as they were just a little, till
his own great change comes;who haunts the placeswhere his childhood
was passed, and reverences the homeliest relics of by-gone genera-
tionsÑmay be allowed to grumble a little at the impertinences of im-
proving proprietors with a taste for accurate parallelograms and pale
new brick.

Then there was the village church, with its tower dark and rustling
from baseto summit, with thick piled, bowering ivy. The royal arms cut
in bold relief in the broad stone over the porchÑwhere, pray, is that
stone now, the memento of its old viceregal dignity? Where is the elev-
ated pew, where many a lord lieutenant, in point, and gold lace, and
thunder-cloud periwig, sate in awful isolation, and listened to orthodox
and loyal sermons, and took French rappee; whence too, he stepped
forth between the files of the guard of honour of the Royal Irish Artillery
from the barrack over the way, in their courtly uniform, white, scarlet,
and blue, cocked hats, and cues, and ruffles, presenting armsÑinto his
emblazoned coach and six, with hanging footmen, as wonderful as
Cinderella's, and out-riders out-blazing the liveries of the troops, and
rolling grandly away in sunshine and dust.

The 'Ecclesiastical Commissioners' have done their office here. The
tower, indeed, remains, with half its antique growth of ivy gone; but the
body of the church is new, and I, and perhaps an elderly fellow or two
more, miss the old-fashioned square pews, distributed by a traditional
tenure among the families and dignitaries of the town and vicinage (who
are they now?), and sigh for the queer, old, clumsy reading-desk and
pulpit, grown dearer from the long and hopelessseparation; and wonder
where the tables of the Ten Commandments, in long gold letters of
Queen Anne's date, upon a vivid blue ground, arched above, and flank-
ing the communion-table, with its tall thin rails, and fifty other things
that appeared to me in my nonage, as stable as the earth, and as sacred
as the heavens, are gone to.

As for the barrack of the Royal Irish Artillery, the great gate leading in-
to the parade ground, by the river side, and all that, I believe the earth,
or rather that grim giant factory, which is now the grand feature and
centre of Chapelizod, throbbing all over with steam, and whizzing with
wheels, and vomiting pitchy smoke, has swallowed them up.

A line of houses fronting thisÑold familiar facesÑstill look blank and
regretfully forth, through their glassy eyes, upon the changed scene.
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How different the company they kept some ninety or a hundred years
ago!

Where is the mill, too, standing fast by the bridge, the manorial ap-
pendage of the town, which I loved in my boyhood for its gaunt and
crazy aspect and dim interior, whence the clapper kept time mysteri-
ously to the drone of the mill-sluice? I think it is gone. Surely that con-
founded thing can't be my venerable old friend in masquerade!

But I can't expect you, my readerÑpolite and patient as you mani-
festly areÑto potter about with me, all the summer day, through this
melancholy and mangled old town, with a canopy of factory soot
between your head and the pleasant sky. One glance, however, before
you go, you will vouchsafe at the village treeÑthat stalworth elm. It has
not grown an inch thesehundred years. It does not look a day older than
it did fifty years ago, I can tell you. There he stands the same;and yet a
stranger in the place of his birth, in a new order of things, joyless, busy,
transformed Chapelizod, listening, as it seemsto me, always to the un-
changed song and prattle of the river, with his reveries and affections far
away among by-gone times and a buried race. Thou hast a story, too, to
tell, thou slighted and solitary sage,if only the winds would steal it mu-
sically forth, like the secret of Mildas from the moaning reeds.

The palmy days of Chapelizod were just about a hundred years ago,
and those daysÑthough I am jealous of their pleasant and kindly fame,
and specially for the preservation of the few memorials they have left be-
hind, were yet, I may say, in your ear, with all their colour and adven-
tureÑperhaps, on the whole, more pleasant to read about, and dream of,
than they were to live in. Still their violence, follies, and hospitalities,
softened by distance, and illuminated with a sort of barbaric splendour,
have long presented to my fancy the glowing and ever-shifting combina-
tions upon which, as on the red embers, in a winter's gloaming, I love to
gaze,propping my white head upon my hand, in a lazy luxury of rever-
ie, from my own arm-chair, while they drop, ever and anon, into new
shapes, and silently tell their 'winter's tales.'

When your humble servant, Charles de Cresseron,the compiler of this
narrative, was a boy some fourteen years oldÑhow long ago precisely
that was, is nothing to the purpose, 'tis enough to say he remembers
what he then saw and heard a good deal better than what happened a
week agoÑit came to pass that he was spending a pleasant week of his
holidays with his benign uncle and godfather, the curate of Chapelizod.
On the second day of his, or rather my sojourn (I take leave to return to
the first person), there was a notable funeral of an old lady. Her name
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was Darby, and her journey to her last home was very considerable, be-
ing made in a hearse,by easystages,from her house of Lisnabane, in the
county of Sligo, to the church-yard of Chapelizod. There was a great flat
stone over that small parcel of the rector's freehold, which the family
held by a tenure, not of lives, but of deaths, renewable for ever. So that
my uncle, who was a man of an anxious temperament, had little trouble
in satisfying himself of the meerings and identity of this narrow tene-
ment, to which Lemuel Mattocks, the sexton, led him asstraight and con-
fidently as he could have done to the communion-table.

My uncle, therefore, fiated the sexton's presentment, and the work
commenced forthwith. I don't know whether all boys have the same lik-
ing for horrors which I am conscious of having possessedÑI only know
that I liked the churchyard, and deciphering tombstones, and watching
the labours of the sexton, and hearing the old world village talk that of-
ten got up over the relics.

When this particular grave was pretty nearly finishedÑit lay from east
to westÑa lot of earth fell out at the northern side, where an old coffin
had lain, and good store of brown dust and grimy bones,and the yellow
skull itself came tumbling about the sexton's feet. Thesefossils, after his
wont, he lifted decently with the point of his shovel, and pitched into a
little nook beside the great mound of mould at top.

'Be the powers o' war! here's a battered head-piecefor yez,' said young
Tim Moran, who had picked up the cranium, and was eyeing it curi-
ously, turning it round the while.

'Show it here, Tim;' 'let melook,' cried two or three neighbours, getting
round as quickly as they could.

'Oh! murdher;' said one.
'Oh! be the powers o' Moll Kelly!' cried another.
'Oh! bloody wars!' exclaimed a third.
'That poor fellow got no chance for his life at all, at all!' said Tim.
'That was a bullet,' said one of them, putting his finger into a clean cir-

cular aperture as large as a half-penny.
'An' look at them two cracks. Och, murther!'
'There's only one. Oh, I see you're right, two, begorra!'
'Aich o' them a wipe iv a poker.'
Mattocks had climbed nimbly to the upper level, and taking the skull

in his fist, turned it about this way and that, curiously. But though he
was no chicken, his memory did not go far enough back to throw any
light upon the matter.
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'Could it be the Mattross that was shot in the year '90, as I often heerd,
for sthrikin' his captain?' suggested a by-stander.

'Oh! that poor fellow's buried round by the north side of the church,'
said Mattocks, still eyeing the skull. 'It could not be Counsellor Gallagh-
er, that was kilt in the jewel with Colonel RuckÑhe was hot in the
headÑbud it could not beÑaugh! not at all.'

'Why not, Misther Mattocks?'
'No, nor the Mattross neither. This, ye see, is a dhry bit o' the yard

here; there's ould Darby's coffin, at the bottom, down there, sound
enough to stand on, as you see,wid a plank; an' he was buried in the
year '93. Why, look at the coffin this skull belongs to, 'tid go into powdh-
er between your fingers; 'tis nothin' but tindher.'

'I believe you're right, Mr. Mattocks.'
'Phiat! to be sure. 'Tis longer undher ground by thirty years, good, or

more maybe.'
Just then the slim figure of my tall mild uncle, the curate, appeared,

and his long thin legs, in black worsted stockings and knee-breeches,
stepped reverently and lightly among the graves. The men raised their
hats, and Mattocks jumped lightly into the grave again, while my uncle
returned their salute with the sad sort of smile, a regretful kindness,
which he never exceeded, in these solemn precincts.

It was his custom to care very tenderly for the bones turned up by the
sexton, and to wait with an awful solicitude until, after the reading of the
funeral service, he saw them gently replaced, as nearly as might be, in
their old bed; and discouraging all idle curiosity or levity respecting
them, with a solemn rebuke, which all respected. Therefore it was, that
so soon as he appeared the skull was, in Hibernian phrase, 'dropt like a
hot potato,' and the grave-digger betook himself to his spade so nimbly.

'Oh! Uncle Charles,' I said, taking his hand, and leading him towards
the foot of the grave; 'such a wonderful skull has come up! It is shot
through with a bullet, and cracked with a poker besides.'

''Tis thrue for him, your raverence; he was murthered twiste over,
whoever he wasÑrest his sowl;' and the sexton, who had nearly com-
pleted his work, got out of the grave again, with a demure activity, and
raising the brown relic with great reverence, out of regard for my good
uncle, he turned it about slowly before the eyesof the curate, who scru-
tinised it, from a little distance, with a sort of melancholy horror.

'Yes, Lemuel,' said my uncle, still holding my hand, ''twas un-
doubtedly a murder; ay, indeed! He sustained two heavy blows, beside
that gunshot through the head.'
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''Twasn't gunshot, Sir; why the hole 'id take in a grape-shot,' said an
old fellow, just from behind my uncle, in a pensioner's cocked hat, leg-
gings, and long old-world red frock-coat, speaking with a harsh reedy
voice, and a grim sort of reserved smile.

I moved a little aside, with a sort of thrill, to give him freer accessto
my uncle, in the hope that he might, perhaps, throw a light upon the his-
tory of this remarkable memorial. The old fellow had a rat-like gray
eyeÑthe other was hid under a black patchÑand there was a deep red
scar acrosshis forehead, slanting from the patch that covered the extin-
guished orb. His face was purplish, the tinge deepening towards the
lumpish top of his nose, on the side of which stood a big wart, and he
carried a great walking-cane over his shoulder, and bore, as it seemedto
me, an intimidating, but caricatured resemblance to an old portrait of
Oliver Cromwell in my Whig grandfather's parlour.

'You don't think it a bullet wound, Sir?' said my uncle, mildly, and
touching his hatÑfor coming of a military stock himself, he always
treated an old soldier with uncommon respect.

'Why, please your raverence,' replied the man, reciprocating his cour-
tesy; 'I knowit's not.'

'And what is it, then, my good man?' interrogated the sexton, asone in
authority, and standing on his own dunghill.

'The trepan,' said the fogey, in the tone in which he'd have cried
'attention' to a raw recruit, without turning his head, and with a scornful
momentary skew-glance from his gray eye.

'And do you know whose skull that was, Sir?' asked the curate.
'Ay do I, Sir, well,' with the same queer smile, he answered. 'Come,

now, you're a grave-digger, my fine fellow,' he continued, accosting the
sexton cynically; 'how long do you suppose that skull's been under
ground?'

'Long enough; but not so long, my fine fellow, asyours has beenabove
ground.'

'Well, you're right there, for I seenhim buried,' and he took the skull
from the sexton's hands; 'and I'll tell you more, there was some dry eyes,
too, at his funeralÑha, ha, ha!'

'You were a resident in the town, then?' said my uncle, who did not
like the turn his recollections were taking.

'Ay, Sir, that I was,' he replied; 'see that broken tooth, thereÑI forgot
'twas thereÑand the minute I seen it, I remembered it like this morn-
ingÑI could swear to itÑwhen he laughed; ay, and that sharp corner to
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itÑhang him,' and he twirled the loose tooth, the last but two of all its
fellows, from' its socket, and chucked it into the grave.

'And were youÑyou weren't in the army, then?' enquired the curate,
who could not understand the sort of scoffing dislike he seemedto bear
it.

'Be my faith I was so, SirÑthe Royal Irish Artillery,' replied he,
promptly.

'And in what capacity?' pursued his reverence.
'Drummer,' answered the mulberry-faced veteran.
'Ho!ÑDrummer? That's a good time ago, I dare say,' said my uncle,

looking on him reflectively.
'Well, so it is, not far off fifty years,' answered he. 'He was a hard-

headed codger, he was; but you seethe sprig of shillelagh was too hard
for himÑha, ha, ha!' and he gave the skull a smart knock with his
walking-cane, as he grinned at it and wagged his head.

'Gently, gently, my good man,' said the curate, placing his hand hastily
upon his arm, for the knock was harder than was needed for the purpose
of demonstration.

'You see,Sir, at that time, our Colonel-in-Chief was my Lord Blackwa-
ter,' continued the old soldier, 'not that we often seenhim, for he lived in
France mostly; the Colonel-en-Second was General Chattesworth, and
Colonel Stafford was Lieutenant-Colonel, and under him Major O'Neill;
Captains, fourÑCluffe, Devereux, Barton, and Burgh: First Lieuten-
antsÑPuddock, Delany, Sackville, and Armstrong; Second Lieuten-
antsÑSalt; Barber, Lillyman, and Pringle; Lieutenant Firework-
ersÑO'FlahertyÑ'

'I beg your pardon,' interposed my uncle, ' Fireworkers, did you say?'
'Yes, Sir.'
'And what, pray, does a Lieutenant Fireworkermean?'
'Why, law bless you, Sir! a Fireworker! 'twas his business to see that

the men loaded, sarved, laid, and fired the gun all right. But that doesn't
signify; you seethis old skull, Sir: well, 'twas a nine days' wonder, and
the queerest business you ever heerd tell of. Why, Sir, the women was
frightened out of their senses, an' the men puzzled out o' their
witsÑthey worÑha, ha, ha! an' I can tell you all about itÑa mighty black
and bloody business it wasÑ'

'IÑI beg your pardon, Sir: but I thinkÑyesÑthe funeral has arrived;
and for the present, I must bid you good-morning.'

And so my uncle hurried to the church, where he assumed his gown,
and the solemn rite proceeded.
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When all was over, my uncle, after his wont, waited until he had seen
the disturbed remains re-deposited decently in their place; and then,
having disrobed, I saw him look with some interest about the church-
yard, and I knew 'twas in quest of the old soldier.

'I saw him go away during the funeral,' I said.
'Ay, the old pensioner,' said my uncle, peering about in quest of him.
And we walked through the town, and over the bridge, and we saw

nothing of his cocked hat and red single-breasted frock, and returned
rather disappointed to tea.

I ran into the back room which commanded the church-yard in the
hope of seeing the old fellow once more, with his caneshouldered, grin-
ning among the tombstones in the evening sun. But there was no sign of
him, or indeed of anyone else there. So I returned, just as my uncle, hav-
ing made the tea, shut down the lid of his silver tea-pot with a little
smack; and with a kind but absent smile upon me, he took his book, sat
down and crossed one of his thin legs over the other, and waited pleas-
antly until the delightful infusion should be ready for our lips, reading
his old volume, and with his disengaged hand gently stroking his long
shin-bone.

In the meantime, I, who thirsted more for that tale of terror which the
old soldier had all but begun, of which in that strangely battered skull I
had only an hour ago seen face to face so grizzly a memento, and of
which in all human probability I never was to hear more, looked out de-
jectedly from the window, when, whom should I behold marching up
the street, at slow time, towards the Salmon House, but the identical old
soldier, cocked-hat, copper nose, great red single-breasted coat with its
prodigious wide button-holes, leggings, cane,and all, just under the vil-
lage tree.

'Here he is, oh! Uncle Charles, here he comes,' I cried.
'Eh, the soldier, is he?' said my uncle, tripping in the carpet in his

eagerness, and all but breaking the window.
'So it is, indeed; run down, my boy, and beg him to come up.'
But by the time I had reached the street, which you may be sure was

not very long, I found my uncle had got the window up and was himself
inviting the old boy, who having brought his left shoulder forward,
thanked the curate, saluting soldier-fashion, with his hand to his hat,
palm foremost. I've observed, indeed, than those grim old campaigners
who have seen the world, make it a principle to accept anything in the
shape of a treat. If it's bad, why, it costs them nothing; and if good, so
much the better.
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So up he marched, and into the room with soldierly self-possession,
and being offered tea, preferred punch, and the ingredients were soon on
the little round table by the fire, which, the evening being sharp, was
pleasant; and the old fellow being seated, he brewed his nectar, to his
heart's content; and as we sipped our tea in pleased attention, he, after
his own fashion, commenced the story, to which I listened with an in-
terest which I confess has never subsided.

Many years after, aswill sometimes happen, a flood of light was unex-
pectedly poured over the details of his narrative; on my coming into pos-
sessionof the diary, curiously minute, and the voluminous correspond-
enceof Rebecca,sister to General Chattesworth, with whose family I had
the honour to be connected. And this journal, to me, with my queer cat-
like affection for this old village, a perfect treasureÑand the intermin-
able bundlesof letters, sorted and arranged so neatly, with little abstracts
of their contents in red ink, in her own firm thin hand upon the covers,
from all and to all manner of personsÑfor the industrious lady made fair
copies of all the letters shewroteÑformed for many years my occasional,
and always pleasant winter night's reading.

I wish I could infuse their spirit into what I am going to tell, and above
all that I could inspire my readers with ever so little of the peculiar in-
terest with which the old town has always been tinted and saddened to
my eye. My boyish imagination, perhaps, kindled all the more at the
story, by reason of it being a good deal connected with the identical old
house in which we threeÑmy dear uncle, my idle self, and the queer old
soldierÑwere then sitting. But wishes are asvain asregrets; so I'll just do
my best, bespeaking your attention, and submissively abiding your
judgment.
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Chapter1
THE RECTOR'S NIGHT-WALK TO HIS CHURCH

A.D. 1767Ñin the beginning of the month of MayÑI mention it because,
as I said, I write from memoranda, an awfully dark night came down on
Chapelizod and all the country round.

I believe there was no moon, and the stars had been quite put out un-
der the wet 'blanket of the night,' which impenetrable muffler over-
spread the sky with a funereal darkness.

There was a little of that sheet-lightning early in the evening, which
betokens sultry weather. The clouds, column after column, came up sul-
lenly over the Dublin mountains, rolling themselves from one horizon to
the other into one black dome of vapour, their slow but steady motion
contrasting with the awful stillness of the air. There was a weight in the
atmosphere, and a sort of undefined menace brooding over the little
town, as if unseen crime or dangerÑsome mystery of iniquityÑwas
stealing into the heart of it, and the disapproving heavensscowled a mel-
ancholy warning.

That morning old Sally, the rector's housekeeper, was disquieted. She
had dreamed of making the great four-post, state bed, with the dark
green damask curtainsÑa dream that betokened some coming
troubleÑit might, to be sure, be ever so smallÑ(it had once come with
no worse result than Dr. Walsingham's dropping his purse, containing
something under a guinea in silver, over the side of the ferry boat)Ñbut
again it might be tremendous. The omen hung over them doubtful.

A large square letter, with a great round seal, as big as a crown piece,
addressed to the Rev. Hugh Walsingham, Doctor of Divinity, at his
house, by the bridge, in Chapelizod, had reached him in the morning,
and plainly troubled him. He kept the messengera good hour awaiting
his answer; and, just at two o'clock, the samemessengerreturned with a
second letterÑbut this time a note sufficed for reply. ''Twill seemungra-
cious,' said the doctor, knitting his brows over his closed folio in the
study; 'but I cannot choosebut walk clear in my calling before the Lord.
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How can I honestly pronounce hope, when in my mind there is nothing
but fearÑlet another do it if he see his wayÑI do enough in being
present, as 'tis right I should.'

It was, indeed, a remarkably dark nightÑa rush and downpour of
rain! The doctor stood just under the porch of the stout brick houseÑof
King William's date, which was then the residence of the worthy rector
of ChapelizodÑwith his great surtout and cape onÑhis leggings
buttoned upÑand his capacious leather 'overalls' pulled up and
strapped over theseÑand his broad-leafed hat tied down over his wig
and ears with a mighty silk kerchief. I dare say he looked absurd
enoughÑbut it was the women's doingÑwho always, upon emergen-
cies, took the doctor's wardrobe in hand. Old Sally, with her kind, mild,
grave face,and gray locks, stood modestly behind in the hall; and pretty
Lilias, his only child, gave him her parting kiss, and her last grand
charge about his shoesand other exterior toggery, in the porch; and he
patted her cheek with a little fond laugh, taking old John Tracy's, the
butler's, arm. John carried a handsome horn-lantern, which flashed now
on a roadside bushÑnow on the discoloured battlements of the
bridgeÑand now on a streaming window. They stepped outÑthere
were no umbrellas in those daysÑsplashing among the wide and widen-
ing pools; while Sally and Lilias stood in the porch, holding candles for
full five minutes after the doctor and his 'Jack-o'-the-lantern,' ashe called
honest John, whose arm and candle always befriended him in his night
excursions, had got round the corner.

Through the back bow-window of the Phoenix, there pealed
forthÑfaint in the distance and rainÑa solemn royal ditty, piped by the
tuneful Aldermen of Skinner's Alley, and neither unmusical nor some-
how uncongenial with the darkness, and the melancholy object of the
doctor's walk, the chant being rather monastic, wild, and dirge-like. It
was a quarter past ten, and no other sound of life or human neighbour-
hood was stirring. If secrecywere an object, it was well secured by the
sable sky, and the steady torrent which rolled down with electric weight
and perpendicularity, making all nature resound with one long
hushÑshÑshÑshÑshÑdeluging the broad street, and turning the
channels and gutters into mimic mill-streams which snorted and hurtled
headlong through their uneven beds, and round the corners towards the
turbid Liffey, which, battered all over with rain, muddy, and sullen,
reeled its way towards the sea,rolling up to the heavensan aspectblack
as their own.
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As they passedby the Phoenix (a little rivulet, by-the-bye, was spout-
ing down from the corner of the sign; and indeed the night was such as
might well have caused that suicidal fowl to abandon all thoughts of
self-incremation, and submit to an unprecedented death by drowning),
there was no idle officer, or lounging waiter upon the threshold. Military
and civilians were all snug in their quarters that night; and the inn, ex-
cept for the 'Aldermen' in the back parlour, was doing no business.The
door was nearly closed, and only let out a tall, narrow slice of candle-
light upon the lake of mud, over every inch of which the rain was
drumming.

The doctor's lantern glided byÑand then across the streetÑand so
leisurely along the foot-way, by the range of lightless hall doors towards
the Salmon House, also dark; and so, sharp round the corner, and up to
the church-yard gate, which stood a little open, as also the church door
beyond, as was evidenced by the feeble glow of a lantern from within.

I dare say old Bob Martin, the sexton, and grave Mr. Irons, the clerk,
were reassured when they heard the cheery voice of the rector hailing
them by name. There were now three candles in church; but the edifice
looked unpleasantly dim, and went off at the far end into total darkness.
Zekiel Irons was a lean, reserved fellow, with a black wig and blue chin,
and something shy and sinister in his phiz. I don't think he had enter-
tained honest Bob with much conversation from those thin lips of his
during their grizzly t•te-ˆ-t•te among the black windows and the mural
tablets that overhung the aisle.

But the rector had lots to sayÑthough deliberately and gravely, still
the voice was genial and inspiringÑand exorcised the shadows that had
been gathering stealthily around the lesser Church functionaries. Mrs.
Irons's tooth, he learned, was still bad; but she was no longer troubled
with 'that sour humour in her stomach.' There were sour humours, alas!
still remainingÑenough, and to spare, as the clerk knew to his cost. Bob
Martin thanked his reverence;the cold rheumatism in his hip was better.'
Irons, the clerk, replied, 'he had brought two prayer-books.' Bob averred
'he could not be mistaken; the old lady was buried in the near-vault;
though it was forty years before, he remembered it like last night. They
changed her into her lead coffin in the vaultÑhe and the undertaker to-
getherÑher own servants would not put a hand to her. Shewas buried
in white satin, and with her rings on her fingers. It was her fancy, and so
ordered in her will. They said she was mad. He'd know her face again if
he saw her. Shehad a long hooked nose;and her eyeswere open. For, as
he was told, shedied in her sleep,and was quite cold and stiff when they
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found her in the morning. He went down and saw the coffin to-day, half
an hour after meeting his reverence.'

The rector consulted his great warming-pan of a watch. It was draw-
ing near eleven. He fell into a reverie, and rambled slowly up and down
the aisle, with his hands behind his back, and his dripping hat in them,
swinging nearly to the flags,Ñnow lost in the darknessÑnow emerging
again, dim, nebulous, in the foggy light of the lanterns. When this clerical
portrait camenear, he was looking down, with gathered brows, upon the
flags, moving his lips and nodding, as if counting them, as was his way.
The doctor was thinking all the time upon the one text:ÑWhy should
this livid memorial of two great crimes be now disturbed, after an ob-
scurity of twenty-one years, as if to jog the memory of scandal, and set
the great throat of the monster baying once more at the old midnight
horror?

And as for that old house at Ballyfermot, why any one could have
looked after it as well as he. 'Still he must live somewhere, and certainly
this little town is quieter than the city, and the people, on the whole, very
kindly, and by no means curious.' This latter was a mistake of the
doctor's, who, like other simple persons, was fond of regarding others as
harmless repetitions of himself. 'And his sojourn will be,' he says, 'but a
matter of weeks; and the doctors mind wandered back again to the dead,
and forward to the remoter consequencesof his guilt, so he heaved a
heavy, honest sigh, and lifted up his head and slackened his pace for a
little prayer, and with that there camethe rumble of wheels to the church
door.
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Chapter2
THE NAMELESS COFFIN

Three vehicles with flambleaux, and the clang and snorting of horses
came close to the church porch, and there appeared suddenly, standing
within the disc of candle-light at the church door, before one would have
thought there was time, a tall, very pale, and peculiar looking young
man, with very large, melancholy eyes,and a certain cast of evil pride in
his handsome face.

John Tracy lighted the wax candles which he had brought, and Bob
Martin stuck them in the sockets at either side of the cushion, on the
ledge of the pew, beside the aisle, where the prayer-book lay open at 'the
burial of the dead,' and the rest of the party drew about the door, while
the doctor was shaking hands very ceremoniously with that tall young
man, who had now stepped into the circle of light, with a short, black
mantle on, and his black curls uncovered, and a certain air of high breed-
ing in his movements. 'He reminded me painfully of him who is gone,
whom we name not,' said the doctor to pretty Lilias, when he got home;
he has his pale, delicately-formed features, with a shadow of his evil pas-
sions too, and his mother's large, sad eyes.'

And an elderly clergyman, in surplice, band, and white wig, with a
hard, yellow, furrowed face, hovered in, like a white bird of night, from
the darkness behind, and was introduced to Dr. Walsingham, and
whispered for a while to Mr. Irons, and then to Bob Martin, who had two
short forms placed transversely in the aisle to receive what was coming,
and a shovel full of earthÑall ready. So, while the angular clergyman
ruffled into the front of the pew, with Irons on one side, a little in the
rear, both books open; the plump little undertaker, diffusing a steam
from his moist garments, making a prismatic halo round the candles and
lanterns, as he moved successivelyby them, whispered a word or two to
the young gentleman [Mr. Mervyn, the doctor called him], and Mr.
Mervyn disappeared. Dr. Walsingham and John Tracy got into contigu-
ous seats, and Bob Martin went out to lend a hand. Then came the
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shuffling of feet, and the sound of hard-tugging respiration, and the sup-
pressed energetic mutual directions of the undertaker's men, who sup-
ported the ponderous coffin. How much heavier, it always seemsto me,
that sort of load than any other of the same size!

A great oak shell: the lid was outside in the porch, Mr. Tresselswas
unwilling to screw it down, having heard that the entrance to the vault
was so narrow, and apprehending it might be necessary to take the
coffin out. So it lay its length with a dull weight on the two forms. The
lead coffin inside, with its dusty black velvet, was plainly much older.
There was a plate on it with two bold capitals, and a full stop after each,
thus;Ñ

R. D. obiit May 11th, A.D. 1746. ¾tat 38.
And above this plain, oval plate was a little bit of an ornament no big-

ger than a sixpence. John Tracy took it for a star, Bob Martin said he
knew it to be a Freemason'sorder, and Mr. Tressels,who almost over-
looked it, thought it was nothing better than a fourpenny cherub. But
Mr. Irons, the clerk, knew that it was a coronet; and when he heard the
other theories thrown out, being a man of few words he let them have it
their own way, and with his thin lips closed, with their changelessand
unpleasant character of an imperfect smile, he coldly kept this little bit of
knowledge to himself.

Earth to earth (rumble), dust to dust (tumble), ashes to ashes (rattle).
And now the coffin must go out again, and down to its final abode.
The flag that closed the entrance of the vault had been removed. But

the descent of Avernus was not facile, the steps being steep and broken,
and the roof so low. Young Mervyn had gone down the steps to see it
duly placed; a murky, fiery light; cameup, against which the descending
figures looked black and cyclopean.

Dr. Walsingham offered his brother-clergyman his hospitalities; but
somehow that cleric preferred returning to town for his supper and his
bed. Mervyn also excusedhimself. It was late, and he meant to stay that
night at the Phoenix, and to-morrow designed to make his compliments
in person to Dr. Walsingham. So the bilious clergyman from town
climbed into the vehicle in which he had come, and the undertaker and
his troop got into the hearseand the mourning coach and drove off de-
murely through the town; but once a hundred yards or so beyond the
turnpike, at such a pace that they overtook the rollicking cort•geof the
Alderman of Skinner's Alley upon the Dublin road, all singing and hal-
looing, and crowing and shouting scraps of banter at one another, in
which recreations these professional mourners forthwith joined them;
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and they cracked screaming jokes, and drove wild chariot races the
whole way into town, to the terror of the divine, whose presence they
forgot, and whom, though he shrieked from the window, they never
heard, until getting out, when the coach came to a stand-still, he gave
Mr. Tresselsa piece of his mind, and that in so alarming a sort, that the
jolly undertaker, expressing a funereal concern at the accident, was ob-
liged to explain that all the noise came from the scandalous party they
had so unfortunately overtaken, and that 'the drunken blackguards had
lashed and frightened his horses to a runaway pace,singing and halloo-
ing in the filthy way he heard, it being a standing joke among such rois-
terers to put quiet tradesmen of his melancholy profession into a false
and ridiculous position.' He did not convince, but only half puzzled the
ecclesiastic,who muttering, 'credat Jud¾us,' turned his back upon Mr.
Tressels, with an angry whisk, without bidding him good-night.

Dr. Walsingham, with the aid of his guide, in the meantime, had
reached the little garden in front of the old house, and the gay tinkle of a
harpsichord and the notes of a sweet contralto suddenly ceasedashe did
so; and he saidÑsmiling in the dark, in a pleasant soliloquy, for he did
not mind John Tracy,Ñold John was not in the wayÑ'She always hears
my stepÑalwaysÑlittle Lily, no matter how she's employed,' and the
hall-door opened, and a voice that was gentle, and yet somehow very
spirited and sweet, cried a loving and playful welcome to the old man.
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Chapter3
MR. MERVYN IN HIS INN

The morning was fineÑthe sun shone out with a yellow splendourÑall
nature was refreshedÑa pleasant smell rose up from tree, and flower,
and earth. The now dry pavement and all the row of village windows
were glittering merrilyÑthe sparrows twittered their lively morning gos-
sip among the thick ivy of the old church towerÑhere and there the vil-
lage cock challenged his neighbour with high and vaunting crow, and
the bugle notes soared sweetly into the air from the artillery ground be-
side the river.

Moore, the barber, was already busy making his morning circuit, ser-
vant men and maids were dropping in and out at the baker's, and old
Poll Delany, in her weather-stained red hood, and neat little Kitty Lane,
with her bright young careful face and white basket, were calling at the
doors of their customers with new laid eggs. Through half-opened hall
doors you might seethe powdered servant, or the sprightly maid in her
mob-cap in hot haste steaming away with the red japanned 'tea kitchen'
into the parlour. The town of Chapelizod, in short, was just sitting down
to its breakfast.

Mervyn, in the meantime, had had his solitary meal in the famous
back parlour of the Phoenix, where the newspapers lay, and all comers
were welcome. He was by no meansa bad hero to look at, if such a thing
were needed. His face was pale, melancholy, statuesqueÑand his large
enthusiastic eyes,suggesteda story and a secretÑperhaps a horror. Most
men, had they known all, would have wondered with good Doctor
Walsingham, why, of all places in the world, he should have chosen the
little town where he now stood for even a temporary residence. It was
not a perversity, but rather a fascination. His whole life had been a flight
and a pursuitÑa vain endeavour to escapefrom the evil spirit that pur-
sued himÑand a chase of a chimera.

He was standing at the window, not indeed enjoying, as another man
might, the quiet verdure of the scene,and the fragrant air, and all the
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mellowed sounds of village life, but lost in a sad and dreadful reverie,
when in bounced little red-faced bustling Dr. TooleÑthe joke and the
chuckle with which he had just requited the fat old barmaid still ringing
in the passageÑ'Stay there, sweetheart,' addressedto a dog squeezing by
him, and which screeched out as he kicked it neatly round the door-post.

'Hey, your most obedient, Sir,' cried the doctor, with a short but grand
bow, affecting surprise, though his chief object in visiting the back par-
lour at that moment was precisely to make a personal inspection of the
stranger. 'Pray, don't mind me, Sir,ÑyourÑho! Breakfast ended, eh?
Coffee not so bad, Sir; rather good coffee, I hold it, at the Phoenix. Cream
very choice, Sir?ÑI don't tell 'em so though (a wink); it might not im-
prove it, you know. I hope they gave youÑeh?Ñeh? (he peeped into the
cream-ewer, which he turned towards the light, with a whisk). And no
disputing the eggsÑforty-eight hens in the poultry yard, and ninety
ducks in Tresham's little garden, next door to Sturk's. They make a pre-
cious noise, I can tell you, when it showers. Sturk threatens to shoot 'em.
He's the artillery surgeon here; and Tom Larkin said, last night, it's be-
cause they only dabble and quackÑand two of a trade, you knowÑha!
ha! ha! And what a night we hadÑdark as ErebusÑpouring like pumps,
by Jove. I'll remember it, I warrant you. Out on businessÑa medical
man, you know, can't always chooseÑand near meeting a bad accident
too. Anything in the paper, eh? ho! I see,Sir, haven't read it. Well, and
what do you thinkÑa queer night for the purpose, eh? you'll sayÑwe
had a funeral in the town last night, SirÑsome one from Dublin. It was
Tressel's men came out. The turnpike rogueÑjust round the corner
thereÑone of the talkingest gossips in the townÑand a confounded pry-
ing, tattling place it is, I can tell youÑknows the driver; and Bob Martin,
the sexton, you knowÑtells me there were two parsons, no lessÑhey!
Cauliflowers in season,by Jove.Old Dr. Walsingham, our rector, a pious
man, Sir, and does a world of goodÑthat is to say, relieves half the
blackguards in the parishÑha! ha! when we're on the point of getting rid
of themÑbut meanswell, only he's a little bit lazy, and queer, you know;
and that rancid, raw-boned parson, GillespieÑhow the plague did they
pick him up?Ñone of the mutes told Bob 'twas he. He's from Donegal; I
know all about him; the sourest dog I ever broke bread withÑand ma-
son, if you please, by JoveÑa prince pelican! He supped at the Grand
Lodge after labour, one nightÑ you're not a mason, I see; tipt you the
signÑand his face was so pinched, and so yellow, by Jupiter, I was near
squeezing it into the punch-bowl for a lemonÑha! ha! hey?'
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Mervyn's large eyes expresseda well-bred surprise. Dr. Toole paused
for nearly a minute, as if expecting something in return; but it did not
come.

Sothe doctor started afresh, never caring for Mervyn's somewhat dan-
gerous looks.

'Mighty pretty prospects about here, Sir. The painters come out by
dozens in the summer, with their books and pencils, and scratch away
like so many Scotchmen. Ha! ha! ha! If you draw, Sir, there's one pro-
spect up the river, by the millsÑupon my conscienceÑbut you don't
draw?'

No answer.
'A little, Sir, maybe? Just for a maggot, I'll wagerÑlike my good lady,

Mrs. Toole.' A nearer glance at his dress had satisfied Toole that he was
too much of a maccaroni for an artist, and he was thinking of placing
him upon the lord lieutenant's staff. 'We've capital horses here, if you
want to go on to Leixlip,' (whereÑthis between ourselves and the read-
erÑduring the summer months His Excellency and Lady Townshend
resided, and where, the old newspapers tell us, they 'kept a public day
every Monday,' and he 'had a levŽe,as usual, every Thursday.') But this
had no better success.

'If you design to stay over the day, and care for shooting, we'll have
some ball practice on Palmerstown fair-green to-day. Seven baronies to
shoot for ten and five guineas. One o'clock, hey?'

At this moment entered Major O'Neill, of the Royal Irish Artillery, a
small man, very neatly got up, and with a decidedly Milesian cast of
countenance, who said little, but smiled agreeablyÑ

'Gentlemen, your most obedient. Ha, doctor; how goes it?Ñanything
newÑanything on the Freeman?'

Toole had scanned that paper, and hummed out, as he rumpled it
over,Ñ'nothingÑveryÑparticular. Here's Lady Moira's ball: fancy
dressesÑall Irish; no masks; a numerous appearanceof the nobility and
gentryÑupwards of five hundred persons. A good many of your corps
there, major?'

'Ay, Lord Blackwater, of course, and the general, and Devereux, and
little Puddock, andÑÑ'

'Sturk wasn't,' with a grin, interrupted Toole, who bore that practition-
er no good-will. 'A gentleman robbed, by two foot-pads, on Chapelizod-
road, on Wednesday night, of his watch and money, together with his
hat, wig and cane,and lies now in a dangerous state, having been much
abused; one of them dressed in an old light-coloured coat, wore a wig.
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By Jupiter, major, if I was in General Chattesworth's place, with two
hundred strapping fellows at my orders, I'd get a commission from
Government to clear that road. It's too bad, Sir, we can't go in and out of
town, unless in a body, after night-fall, but at the risk of our lives. [The
convivial doctor felt this public scandal acutely.] The bloody-minded
miscreants, I'd catch every living soul of them, and burn them alive in
tar-barrels. By Jove!here's old JoeNapper, of Dirty-lane's dead. Plenty of
dry eyes after him. And stay, here's another row.' And so he read on.

In the meantime, stout, tightly-braced Captain Cluffe of the same
corps, and little dark, hard-faced, and solemn Mr. Nutter, of the Mills,
Lord Castlemallard's agents, came in, and half a dozen more, chiefly
members of the club, which met by night in the front parlour on the left,
opposite the bar, where they entertained themselves with agreeablecon-
versation, cards, backgammon, draughts, and an occasional song by Dr.
Toole, who was a florid tenor, and used to give them, 'While gentlefolks
strut in silver and satins,' or 'A maiden of late had a merry design,' or
some other such ditty, with a recitation by plump little stage-stricken
Ensign Puddock, who, in 'thpite of hith lithp,' gave rather spirited imita-
tions of some of the playersÑMossop, Sheridan, Macklin, Barry, and the
rest. So Mervyn, the stranger, by no means affecting this agreeablesoci-
ety, took his cane and cocked-hat, and went outÑthe dark and hand-
some apparitionÑfollowed by curious glancesfrom two or three pairs of
eyes, and a whispered commentary and criticism from Toole.

So, taking a meditative ramble in 'His Majesty's Park, the Phoenix;'
and passing out at Castleknock gate, he walked up the river, between the
wooded slopes, which make the valley of the Liffey so pleasant and pic-
turesque, until he reached the ferry, which crossing, he at the other side
found himself not very far from Palmerstown, through which village his
return route to Chapelizod lay.
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Chapter4
THE FAIR-GREEN OF PALMERSTOWN

There were half-a-dozen carriages, and a score of led horses outside the
fair-green, a precious lot of ragamuffins, and a good resort to the public-
house opposite; and the gate being open, the artillery band, rousing all
the echoesround with harmonious and exhilarating thunder, withinÑan
occasional crack of a 'Brown Bess,'with a puff of white smoke over the
hedge, being heard, and the cheers of the spectators, and sometimes a
jolly chorus of many-toned laughter, all mixed together, and carried on
with a pleasant running hum of voicesÑMervyn, the stranger, reckoning
on being unobserved in the crowd, and weary of the very solitude he
courted, turned to his right, and so found himself upon the renowned
fair-green of Palmerstown.

It was really a gay rural sight. The circular target stood, with its bright
concentric rings, in conspicuous isolation, about a hundred yards away,
against the green slope of the hill. The competitors in their best Sunday
suits, some armed with muskets and some with fowling piecesÑfor they
were not particularÑand with bunches of ribbons fluttering in their
three-cornered hats, and sprigs of gay flowers in their breasts, stood in
the foreground, in an irregular cluster, while the spectators, in pleasant
disorder, formed two broad, and many-coloured parterres, broken into
little groups, and separated by a wide, clear sweep of green sward, run-
ning up from the marksmen to the target.

In the luminous atmosphere the men of those days showed bright and
gay. Such fine scarlet and gold waistcoatsÑsuch sky-blue and sil-
verÑsuch pea-green lutestringsÑand pink silk liningsÑand flashing
bucklesÑand courtly wigsÑor becoming powderÑwent pleasantly with
the brilliant costume of the stately dames and smiling lasses.There was a
pretty sprinkling of uniforms, tooÑthe whole picture in gentle motion,
and the bugles and drums of the Royal Irish Artillery filling the air with
inspiring music.
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All the neighbours were thereÑmerry little Dr. Toole in his grandest
wig and gold-headed cane,with three dogs at his heels,Ñhe seldom ap-
peared without this sort of trainÑsometimes threeÑsometimes
fiveÑsometimes as many as sevenÑand his hearty voice was heard
bawling at them by name, as he sauntered through the town of a morn-
ing, and theirs occasionally in short screeches,responsive to the touch of
his cane.Now it was, 'Fairy, you savage,let that pig alone!' a yell and a
scuffleÑ'Juno, drop it, you slut'Ñor 'C¾sar, you blackguard, where are
you going?'

'Look at Sturk there, with his lordship,' said Toole, to the fair Magno-
lia, with a wink and a nod, and a sneering grin. 'Good natured dog
thatÑha! ha! You'll find he'll oust Nutter at last, and get the agency;
that's what he's driving atÑalways undermining somebody.' Doctor
Sturk and Lord Castlemallard were talking apart on the high ground,
and the artillery surgeon was pointing with his cane at distant objects.
'I'll lay you fifty he's picking holes in Nutter's management this moment.'

I'm afraid there was some truth in the theory, and TooleÑthough he
did not remember to mention itÑhad an instinctive notion that Sturk
had an eye upon the civil practice of the neighbourhood, and was medit-
ating a retirement from the army, and a serious invasion of his domain.

Sturk and Toole, behind backs,did not spare one another. Toole called
Sturk a 'horse doctor,' and 'the smuggler'Ñin reference to some affair
about French brandy, never made quite clear to me, but in which, I be-
lieve, Sturk was really not to blame; and Sturk called him 'that drunken
little apothecary'Ñfor Toole had a boy who compounded, under the
rose, his draughts, pills, and powders in the back parlourÑand some-
times, 'that smutty little ballad singer,' or 'that whiskeyfied dog-fancier,
Toole.' There was no actual quarrel, however; they met freelyÑtold one
another the newsÑtheir mutual disagreeabilities were administered
guardedlyÑand, on the whole, they hated one another in a neighbourly
way.

Fat, short, radiant, General ChattesworthÑin full, artillery uni-
formÑwas there, smiling, and making little speechesto the ladies, and
bowing stiffly from his hips upwardÑhis great cue playing all the time
up and down his back, and sometimes so near the ground when he stood
erect and threw back his head, that Toole, seeing Juno eyeing the ap-
pendage rather viciously, thought it prudent to cut her speculations
short with a smart kick.

His sister RebeccaÑtall, erect, with grand lace, in a splendid stiff bro-
cade, and with a fine fanÑwas certainly five-and-fifty, but still
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wonderfully fresh, and sometimes had quite a pretty little pink col-
ourÑperfectly genuineÑin her cheeks;command sat in her eye and en-
ergy on her lipÑbut though it was imperious and restless, there was
something provokingly likeable and even pleasant in her face.Her niece,
Gertrude, the general's daughter, was also tall, gracefulÑand, I am told,
perfectly handsome.

'Be the powers, she's mighty handsome!' observed 'Lieutenant Fire-
worker' O'Flaherty, who, being a little stupid, did not remember that
such a remark was not likely to pleasure the charming Magnolia Mac-
namara, to whom he had transferred the adoration of a passionate, but
somewhat battered heart.

'They must not seewith my eyes that think so,' said Mag, with a dis-
dainful toss of her head.

'They say she's not twenty, but I'll wager a pipe of claret she's
something to the back of it,' said O'Flaherty, mending his hand.

'Why, blessyour innocence, she'll never seefive-and-twenty, and a bit
to spare,' sneeredMiss Mag, who might more truly have told that tale of
herself. 'Who's that pretty young man my Lord Castlemallard is introdu-
cing to her and old Chattesworth?' The commendation was a shot at
poor O'Flaherty.

'HeyÑso, my Lord knows him!' says Toole, very much interested.
'Why that's Mr. Mervyn, that's stopping at the Phoenix. A. Mervyn,ÑI
saw it on his dressing case. See how she smiles.'

'Ay, she simpers like a firmity kettle,' said scornful Miss Mag.
'They're very grand to-day, the Chattesworths, with them two livery

footmen behind them,' threw in O'Flaherty, accommodating his remarks
to the spirit of his lady-love.

'That young buck's a man of consequence,'Toole rattled on; 'Miss does
not smile on everybody.'

'Ay, she looks as if butter would not melt in her mouth, but I warrant
cheese won't choke her,' Magnolia laughed out with angry eyes.

Magnolia's fat and highly painted parentÑpoor bragging, good-
natured, cunning, foolish Mrs. Macnamara, the widowÑjoined, with a
venemous wheeze in the laugh.

Thosewho suppose that all this rancour was produced by mere femin-
ine emulations and jealousy do these ladies of the ancient sept Mac-
namara foul wrong. Mrs. Mack, on the contrary, had a fat and genial soul
of her own, and Magnolia was by no means a particularly ungenerous
rival in the lists of love. But Aunt Rebeccawas hoitytoity upon the Mac-
namaras, whom she would never consent to more than half-know,
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seeing them with difficulty, often failing to seethem altogetherÑthough
Magnolia's stature and activity did not always render that easy.To-day,
for instance, when the firing was brisk, and some of the ladies uttered
pretty little timid squalls, Miss Magnolia not only stood fire like brick,
but with her own fair hands cracked off a firelock, and was more compli-
mented and applauded than all the marksmen beside, although she shot
most dangerously wide, and was much nearer hitting old Arthur Slowe
than that respectable gentleman, who waved his hat and smirked gal-
lantly, was at all aware. Aunt Rebecca,notwithstanding all this, and al-
though she looked straight at her from a distance of only ten steps, yet
she could not seethat large and highly-coloured heroine; and Magnolia
was so incensed at her serene impertinence that when Gertrude after-
wards smiled and courtesied twice, she only held her head the higher
and flung a flashing defiance from her fine eyesright at that unoffending
virgin.

Everybody knew that Miss RebeccaChattesworth ruled supreme at
Belmont. With a docile old general and a niece so young, she had less
resistance to encounter than, perhaps, her ardent soul would have rel-
ished. Fortunately for the general it was only now and then that Aunt
Becky took a whim to command the Royal Irish Artillery. Shehad other
hobbies just as odd, though not quite so scandalous. It had struck her
active mind that such of the ancient women of Chapelizod as were desti-
tute of lettersÑmendicants and the likeÑshould learn to read. Twice a
week her 'old women's school,' under that energetic lady's presidency,
brought together its muster-roll of rheumatism, paralysis, dim eyes,
bothered ears,and invincible stupidity. Over the fire-place in large black
letters, was the legend, 'BETTER LATE THAN NEVER!' and out came
the horn-books and spectacles,and to it they went with their A-B ab, etc.,
and plenty of wheezing and coughing. Aunt Becky kept good fires, and
served out a messof bread and broth, along with somepungent ethics, to
eachof her hopeful old girls. In winter she further encouraged them with
a flannel petticoat apiece,and there was besidesa monthly dole. So that
although after a year there was, perhaps, on the whole, no progress in
learning, the affair wore a tolerably encouraging aspect;for the academy
had increased in numbers, and two old fellows, liking the notion of the
broth and the 6d. a monthÑone a barber, Will Potts, ruined by a shake in
his right hand, the other a drunken pensioner, Phil Doolan, with a
wooden legÑpetitioned to be enrolled, and were, accordingly, admitted.
Then Aunt Becky visited the gaols, and had a knack of picking up the
worst characters there, and had generally two or three discharged felons
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on her hands. Somepeople said shewas a bit of a Voltarian, but unjustly;
for though she now and then came out with a bouncing social paradox,
she was a good bitter Church-woman. So she was liberal and
troublesomeÑoff-handed and dictatorialÑnot without good nature, but
administering her benevolences somewhat tyrannically, and, for the
most part, doing more or less of positive mischief in the process.

And now the general ('old Chattesworth,' as the scornful Magnolia
called him) drew near, with his benevolent smirk, and his stiff bows, and
all his good-natured formalitiesÑfor the general had no notion of ignor-
ing his good friend and officer, Major O'Neill, or his sister or nieceÑand
so he made up to Mrs. Macnamara, who arrested a narrative in which
she was demonstrating to O'Flaherty the general's lineal descent from
old ChattesworthÑan army tailor in Queen Anne's timeÑand his cous-
inship to a live butter dealer in CorkÑand spicing her little history with
not a very nice epigram on his uncle, 'the counsellor,' by Dr. Swift, which
she delivered with a vicious chuckle in the 'Fireworker's' ear, who also
laughed, though he did not quite see the joke, and said, 'Oh-ho-ho,
murdher!'

The good Mrs. Mack received the general haughtily and slightly, and
Miss Magnolia with a short courtesy and a little toss of her head, and up
went her fan, and she giggled something in Toole's ear, who grinned,
and glanced uneasily out of the corner of his shrewd little eye at the un-
suspicious general and on to Aunt Rebecca;for it was very important to
Dr. Toole to stand well at Belmont. So, seeing that Miss Mag was dis-
posed to be vicious, and not caring to be compromised by her tricks, he
whistled and bawled to his dogs, and with a jolly smirk and flourish of
his cocked-hat, off he went to seek other adventures.

Thus, was there feud and malice between two houses, and Aunt
Rebecca'swrong-headed freak of cutting the Macnamaras (for it was not
'snobbery,' and she would talk for hours on band-days publicly and fa-
miliarly with scrubby little Mrs. Toole), involved her innocent relations
in scorn and ill-will; for this sort of offence, like Chinese treason, is not
visited on the arch offender only, but according to a scaleof consanguin-
ity, upon his kith and kin. The criminal is mincedÑhis sons lashedÑhis
nephews reduced to cutletsÑhis cousins to jointsÑand so onÑnone of
the family quite escapes;and seeing the bitter reprisals provoked by this
kind of uncharity, fiercer and more enduring by much than any begotten
of more tangible wrongs, Christian people who pray, 'lead us not into
temptation,' and repeat 'blessed are the peace-makers,' will, on the
whole, do wisely to forbear practising it.
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As handsome, slender Captain Devereux, with his dark face, and
great, strange, earnest eyes,and that look of intelligence so racy and pe-
culiar, that gave him a sort of enigmatical interest, stepped into the fair-
green, the dark blue glance of poor Nan Glynn, of Palmerstown, from
under her red Sunday riding-hood, followed the tall, dashing, graceful
apparition with a stolen glance of wild loyalty and admiration. Poor
Nan! with thy fun and thy rascalities, thy strong affections and thy fatal
gift of beauty, where does thy head rest now?

Handsome Captain Devereux!ÑGipsy Devereux, as they called him
for his clear dark complexionÑwas talking a few minutes later to Lilias
Walsingham. Oh, pretty LiliasÑoh, true ladyÑI never saw the pleasant
crayon sketch that my mother used to speak of, but the tradition of thee
has come to meÑso bright and tender, with its rose and violet tints, and
merry, melancholy dimples, that I seethee now, as then, with the dew of
thy youth still on thee, and sigh as I look, as if on a lost, early love of
mine.

'I'm out of conceit with myself,' he said; 'I'm so idle and useless;I wish
that were allÑI wish myself better, but I'm such a weak coxcombÑa
father-confessor might keep me nearer to my dutyÑsome one to scold
and exhort me. Perhaps if some charitable lady would take me in hand,
something might be made of me still.'

There was a vein of seriousness in this reverie which amused the
young lady; for she had never heard anything worse of himÑvery
young ladies seldom do hear the worstÑthan that he had played once or
twice rather high.

'Shall I ask Gertrude Chattesworth to speak to her Aunt Rebecca?'said
Lilias slyly. 'Supposeyou attend her school in Martin's Row, with "better
late than never" over her chimneypiece: there are two pupils of your own
sex,you know, and you might sit on the bench with poor Potts and good
old Doolan.'

'Thank you. Miss Lilias,' he answered, with a bow and a little laugh, as
it seemedjust the least bit in the world piqued; 'I know she would do it
zealously; but neither so well nor so wisely asothers might; I wish I dare
ask you to lecture me.'

'I!' said that young lady. 'Oh, yes, I forgot,' she went on merrily,' five
years ago, when I was a little girl, you once called me Dr. Walsingham's
curate, I was so graveÑdo you remember?'

Shedid not know how much obliged Devereux was to her for remem-
bering that poor little joke, and how much the handsome lieutenant
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would have given, at that instant, to kiss the hand of the grave little girl
of five years ago.

'I was a more impudent fellow then,' he said, 'than I am now; won't
you forget my old impertinences, and allow me to make atonement, and
be yourÑyour veryhumble servant now?'

She laughed. 'Not my servantÑbut you know I can't help you being
my parishioner.'

'And as such surely I may plead an humble right to your counselsand
reproof. Yes,you shall lecture meÑI'll bear it from none but you, and the
more you do it, the happier, at least, you make me,' he said.

'Alas, if my censure is pleasant to you, 'tis a certain sign it can do you
no good.'

'It shall do me good, and be it never so bitter and so true, it will be
pleasant to me too,' he answered, with an honest and very peculiar light
in his dark, strange eyes;and after a little pause, 'I'll tell you why, just be-
causeI had rather you remembered my faults, than that you did not re-
member me at all.'

'But, 'tis not my business to make people angry.'
'More likely you should make me sad, or perhaps happy, that is to say,

better. I think you'd like to see your parish improve.'
'So I wouldÑbut by means of my example, not my preaching. No; I

leave that to wiser headsÑto the rector, for instance'Ñand she drew
closer to the dear old man, with a quick fond glance of such proud affec-
tion, for she thought the sun never shone upon his like, as made
Devereux sigh a little unconscious sigh. The old man did not hear
herÑhe was too absorbed in his talkÑhe only felt the pressure of his
darling's little hand, and returned it, after his wont, with a gentle
squeezeof his cassockedarm, while he continued the learned essay he
was addressing to young, queer, erudite, simple Dan Loftus, on the des-
cent of the Decie branch of the Desmonds. There was, by-the-bye, a ru-
mourÑI know not how trueÑthat these two sages were concocting
between them, beside their folios on the Castle of Chapelizod, an inter-
minable history of Ireland.

Devereux was secretly chafed at the sort of invisible, but insuperable
resistance which pretty Lilias Walsingham, as it seemed,unconsciously
opposed to his approaches to a nearer and tenderer sort of trifling. 'The
little Siren! there are air-drawn circles round her which I cannot
passÑand why should I? How is it that she interests me, and yet repels
me so easily? AndÑand when I came here first,' he continued aloud,
'you were, oh dear! how mere a child, hardly eleven years old. How long
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I've known you, Miss Lilias, and yet how formal you are with me.' There
was reproach almost fierce in his eye, though his tones were low and
gentle. 'Well!' he said, with an odd changed little laugh, 'you did commit
yourself at firstÑyou spoke against card-playing, and I tell you frankly I
mean to play a great deal more, and a great deal higher than I've ever
done before, and so adieu.'

He did not chooseto seethe little motion which indicated that shewas
going to shake hands with him, and only bowed the lower, and
answered her grave smile, which seemed to say, 'Now, you are vexed,'
with another little laugh, and turned gaily away, and so was gone.

'Shethinks shehas wounded me, and she thinks, I suppose, that I can't
be happy away from her. I'll let her seeI can; I shan't speak to her, no,
nor look at her, for a month!'

The Chattesworths by this time, as well as others, were moving
awayÑand that young Mr. Mervyn, more remarked upon than he sus-
pected, walked with them to the gate of the fair-green. As he passed he
bowed low to good Parson Walsingham, who returned his salute, not
unkindlyÑthat never wasÑbut very gravely, and with his gentle and
thoughtful blue eyes followed the party sadly on their way.

'AyÑthere he goesÑMervyn! Well!ÑsoÑsoÑpray Heaven, sorrow
and a blight follow him not into this place.' The rector murmured to him-
self, and sighed, still following him with his glance.

Little Lilias, with her hand within his arm, wondered, as she glanced
upward into that beloved face, what could have darkened it with a look
so sad and anxious; and then her eyesalso followed the retreating figure
of that pale young man, with a sort of interest not quite unmixed with
uneasiness.
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Chapter5
HOW THE ROYAL IRISH ARTILLERY
ENTERTAINED SOME OF THE NEIGHBOURS AT
DINNER

If I stuck at a fib as little as some historians, I might easily tell you who
won the prizes at this shooting on Palmerstown Green. But the truth is, I
don't know; my granduncle could have told me, for he had a marvellous
memory, but he died, a pleasant old gentleman of four-score and up-
wards, when I was a small urchin. I remember his lively old face, his
powdered bald head and pigtail, his slight erect figure, and how merrily
he used to play the fiddle for his juvenile posterity to dance to. But I was
not of an age to comprehend the value of this thin, living volume of old
lore, or to question the oracle. Well, it can't be helped now, and the pa-
pers I've got are silent upon the point. But there were jollifications to no
end both in Palmerstown and Chapelizod that night, and declamatory
conversations rising up in the street at very late hours, and singing, and
'hurooing' along the moonlit roads.

There was a large and pleasant dinner-party, too, in the mess-room of
the Royal Irish Artillery. Lord Castlemallard was there in the place of
honour, next to jolly old General Chattesworth, and the worthy rector,
Doctor Walsingham, and Father Roach, the dapper, florid little priest of
the parish, with his silk waistcoat and well-placed paunch, and his keen
relish for funny stories, side-dishes, and convivial glass;and Dan Loftus,
that simple, meek, semi-barbarous young scholar, his head in a state of
chronic dishevelment, his harmless little round light-blue eyes, pinkish
from late night reading, generally betraying the absenceof his vagrant
thoughts, and I know not what of goodness,as well as queerness,in his
homely features.

Good Dr. Walsingham, indeed, in his simple benevolence,had helped
the strange, kindly creature through college, and had a high opinion of
him, and a great delight in his company. They were both much given to
books, and according to their lights zealous arch¾ologists. They had got
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hold of Chapelizod Castle, a good tough enigma. It was a theme they
never tired of. Loftus had already two folios of extracts copied from all
the records to which Dr. Walsingham could procure him access.They
could not have worked harder, indeed, if they were getting up evidence
to prove their joint title to Lord Castlemallard's estates.This pursuit was
a bond of close sympathy between the rector and the student, and they
spent more time than appeared to his parishioners quite consistent with
sanity in the paddock by the river, pacing up and down, and across,pok-
ing sticks into the earth and grubbing for old walls underground.

Loftus, moreover, was a good Irish scholar, and from Celtic MSS.had
elicited some cross-lights upon his subjectÑnot very bright or steady, I
allowÑbut enough to delight the rector, and inspire him with a tender
reverence for the indefatigable and versatile youth, who was devoting to
the successful equitation of their hobby so many of his hours, and so
much of his languages, labour, and brains.

Lord Castlemallard was accustomed to be listened to, and was not
aware how confoundedly dull his talk sometimes was. It was measured,
and dreamy, and every way slow. He was entertaining the courteous old
general at the head of the table, with an oration in praise of Paul Danger-
fieldÑa wonderful manÑimmensely wealthyÑthe cleverest man of his
ageÑhe might have been anything he pleased. His lordship really be-
lieved his English property would drop to pieces if Dangerfield retired
from its management, and he was vastly obliged to him inwardly, for re-
taining the agency even for a little time longer. He was coming over to
visit the Irish estatesÑperhaps to give Nutter a wrinkle or two. He was a
bachelor, and his lordship averred would be a prodigious great match
for some of our Irish ladies. Chapelizod would be his headquarters while
in Ireland. No, he was not sureÑhe rather thought he was not of the
Thorley family; and so on for a mighty long time. But though he tired
them prodigiously, he contrived to evoke before their minds' eyesa very
gigantic, though somewhat hazy figure, and a good deal stimulated the
interest with which a new arrival was commonly looked for in that
pleasant suburban village. There is no knowing how long Lord Cas-
tlemallard might have prosed upon this theme, had he not been acci-
dentally cut short, and himself laid fast asleepin his chair, without his or
anybody else's intending it. For overhearing, during a short pause, in
which he sipped some claret, Surgeon Sturk applying some very strong,
and indeed, frightful language to a little pamphlet upon magnetism, a
subject then making a stirÑas from a much earlier date it has
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periodically done down to the present dayÑhe languidly asked Dr.
Walsingham his opinion upon the subject.

Now, Dr. Walsingham was a great reader of out-of-the-way lore, and
retained it with a sometimes painful accuracy; and he forthwith beganÑ

'There is, my Lord Castlemallard, a curious old tract of the learned
Van Helmont, in which he says, as near as I can remember his words,
that magnetism is a magical faculty, which lieth dormant in us by the
opiate of primitive sin, and, therefore, stands in need of an excitator,
which excitator may be either good or evil; but is more frequently Satan
himself, by reason of some previous oppignoration or compact with
witches. The power, indeed, is in the witch, and not conferred by him;
but this versipellous or Protean impostorÑthese are his wordsÑwill not
suffer her to know that it is of her own natural endowment, though for
the present charmed into somnolent inactivity by the narcotic of primit-
ive sin.'

I verily believe that a fair descriptionÑnone of your poetical balder-
dash, but an honest plodding description of a perfectly comfortable bed,
and of the process of going to sleep, would, judiciously administered
soon after dinner, overpower the vivacity of any tranquil gentleman who
loves a nap after that mealÑgently draw the curtains of his senses,and
extinguish the bed-room candle of his consciousness.In the doctor's ad-
dress and quotation there was so much about somnolency and narcotics,
and lying dormant, and opiates, that my Lord Castlemallard's sensesfor-
sook him, and he lost, asyou, my kind reader, must, all the latter portion
of the doctor's lullaby.

'I'd give half I'm pothethed of, Thir, and all my prothpecth in life,'
lisped vehemently plump little Lieutenant Puddock, in one of those
stagefrenzies to which he was prone, 'to be the firtht Alecthander on the
boardth.'

Between ourselves, Puddock was short and fat, very sentimental, and
a little bit of a gourmet; his desk stuffed with amorous sonnets and re-
ceipts for side-dishes;he, always in love, and often in the kitchen, where,
under the rose, he loved to direct the cooking of critical little plats, very
good-natured, rather literal, very courteous, a chevallier, indeed, sans re-
proche. He had a profound faith in his genius for tragedy, but those who
liked him best could not help thinking that his plump cheeks, round,
little light eyes,his lisp, and a certain lack-a-daisical, though solemn ex-
pression of surprise, which Nature, in one of her jocular moods, seemed
to have fixed upon his countenance, were against his shining in that
walk of the drama. He was blessed, too, with a pleasant belief in his
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acceptancewith the fair sex, but had a real one with his comrades, who
knew his absurdities and his virtues, and laughed at and loved him.

'But hang it, there 'th no uthe in doing things by halves. Melpomene's
the most jealous of the Muses. I tell you if you stand well in her gratheth,
by Jove,Thir, you mutht give yourthelf up to her body and thoul. How
the deuthe can a fellow that's out at drill at hicth in the morning, and all
day with his head filled with tacticth and gunnery, andÑandÑ'

'And 'farced pigeons' and lovely women,' said Devereux.
'And such dry professional matterth,' continued he, without noticing,

perhaps hearing the interpolation, 'How can he pothibly have a chance
againth geniuses,no doubtÑvathly thuperior by nature'Ñ(Puddock, the
rogue, believed no such thing)Ñ'but who devote themthelveth to the
thtudy of the art incethantly, exclusively, andÑandÑÑ'

'Impossible,' said O'Flaherty. 'There now, was Tommy Shycock, of
Ballybaisly, that larned himself to balance a fiddle-stick on his chin; and
the young leedies, and especially Miss Kitty Mahony, used to be all
around him in the ball-room at Thralee, lookin', wondhrin', and laughin';
and I that had twiste his brains, could not come round it, though I got up
every morning for a month at four o'clock, and was obleeged to give
over be rason of a soart iv a squint I was gettin' be looking continually at
the fiddle-stick. I began with a double bass, the way he didÑit's it that
was the powerful fateaguin' exercise,I can tell you. Two blessedhours a-
day, regular practice, besides an odd half-hour, now and agin, for three
mortial years, it took him to larn it, and dhrilled a dimple in his chin you
could put a marrow-fat pay in.'

'Practice,' resumed Puddock, I need not spell his lisp, 'studyÑtime to
devoteÑindustry in great things as in smallÑthere's the secret. Nature,
to be sureÑ'

'Ay, Nature, to be sureÑwe must sustain Nature, dear Puddock, so
pass the bottle,' said Devereux, who liked his glass.

'Be the powers, Mr. Puddock, if I had half your janius for play-acting,'
persisted O'Flaherty, 'nothing i'd keep me from the boards iv Smock-
alley play-houseÑincog., I mean, of course. There's that wonderful little
Mr. GarrickÑwhy he's the talk of the three kingdoms as long as I can re-
memberÑan' making his thousand pounds a weekÑcoining, be gan-
niesÑan' he can't be much taller than you, for he's contimptably small.'

'I'm the taller man of the two,' said little Puddock, haughtily, who had
made enquiries, and claimed half an inch over Rocius, honestly, let us
hope. 'But this is building castles in the air; joking apart, however, I do
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confess I should dearly loveÑjust for a maggotÑto play two
partsÑRichard the Third and Tamerlane.'

'Was not that the part you spoke that sympathetic speechout of for me
before dinner?'

'No, that was Justice Greedy,' said Devereux.
'Ay, so it wasÑwas it?Ñthat smothered his wife.'
'With a pudding clout,' persisted Devereux.
'No. With aÑpooh!ÑaÑyou knowÑand stabbed himself,' continued

O'Flaherty.
'With a larding-pinÑ'tis written in good Italian.'
'Augh, not at allÑit isn't Italian, but English, I'm thinking ofÑa pilla,

Puddock, you knowÑthe blackrascal.'
'Well, English or ItalianÑtragedy or comedy,' said Devereux, who

liked Puddock, and would not annoy him, and saw he was hurt by
Othello's borrowing his properties from the kitchen; 'I venture to say you
were well entertained: and for my part, Sir, there are some charac-
ters'Ñ(in farce Puddock was really highly diverting)Ñ'in which I prefer
Puddock to any player I every saw.'

'OhÑhoÑho!' laughed poor little Puddock, with a most gratified de-
risiveness, for he cherished in secret a great admiration for Devereux.

And so they talked stage-talk. Puddock lithping away, grand and gar-
rulous; O'Flaherty, the illiterate, blundering in with sincere applause;
and Devereux sipping his claret and dropping a quiet saucy word now
and again.

'I shall never forget Mrs. Cibber's countenance in that last sceneÑyou
knowÑin the "Orphan"ÑMonimia you know, Devereux.' And the table
being by this time in high chat, and the chairs a little irregular, Puddock
slipped off his, and addressing himself to Devereux and O'FlahertyÑjust
to give them a notion of Mrs. CibberÑbegan, with a countenance the
most wobegone, and in a piping falsettoÑ

'When I am laid low, i' the grave, and quite forgotten.'
Monimia dies at the end of the speechÑas the reader may not be

aware; but when Puddock came to the lineÑ
'When I am dead, as presently I shall be,'
all Mrs. Cibber's best points being still to come, the little lieutenant's

heel caught in the edge of the carpet, as he sailed with an imaginary
hoop on grandly backward, and in spite of a surprising flick-flack cut in
the attempt to recover his equipoise, down came the 'orphan,' together
with a table-load of spoons and plates, with a crash that stopt all
conversation.
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Lord Castlemallard waked up, with a snort and a 'hollo, gentlemen!'
'It's only poor dear Monimia, general,' said Devereux with a melan-

choly bow, in reply to a fiery and startled stare darted to the point by
that gallant officer.

'HeyÑeh?' said his lordship, brightening up, and gazing glassily
round with a wan smile; and I fancy he thought a lady had somehow in-
troduced herself during his nap, and was pleased, for he admired the
sex.

'If there's any recitation going on, I think it had better be for the benefit
of the company,' said the general, a little surly, and looking full upon the
plump Monimia, who was arranging his frill and hair, and getting a little
awkwardly into his place.

'And I think 'twould be no harm, Lieutenant Puddock, my dear,' says
Father Roach, testily, for he had been himself frightened by the crash, 'if
you'd die a little aisier the next time.'

Puddock began to apologise.
'Never mind,' said the general, recovering, 'let's fill our glassesÑmy

Lord Castlemallard, they tell me this claret is a pretty wine.'
'A very pretty wine,' said my lord.
'And suppose, my lord, we ask these gentlemen to give us a song? I

say, gentlemen, there are fine voices among you. Will some gentleman
oblige the company with a song?'

'Mr. Loftus sings a very fine song, I'm told,' said Captain Cluffe, with a
wink at Father Roach.

'Ay,' cried Roach, backing up the joke (a good old one, and not yet
quite off the hooks), 'Mr. Loftus sings, I'll take my davyÑI've heard him!'

Loftus was shy, simple, and grotesque, and looked like a man who
could not sing a note. So when he opened his eyes, looked round, and
blushed, there was a general knocking of glasses,and a very flattering
clamour for Mr. Loftus's song.

But when silence came, to the surprise of the company he submitted,
though with manifest trepidation, and told them that he would sing as
the company desired. It was a song from a good old writer upon fasting
in Lent, and was, in fact, a reproof to all hypocrisy. Hereupon there was
a great ringing of glassesand a jolly round of laughter rose up in the
cheer that welcomed the announcement. Father Roach looked queer and
disconcerted, and shot a look of suspicion at Devereux, for poor Dan
Loftus had, in truth, hit that divine strait in a very tender spot.

The fact is, Father Roach was, as Irish priests were sometimes then, a
bit of a sportsman. He and Toole used occasionally to make mysterious
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excursions to the Dublin mountains. He had a couple of mighty good
dogs, which he lent freely, being a good-natured fellow. He liked good
living and jolly young fellows, and was popular among the officers, who
used to pop in freely enough at his reverence'sgreen hall-door whenever
they wanted a loan of his dogs, or to take counsel of the ghostly father
(whose opinion was valued more highly even than Toole's) upon the
case of a sick dog or a lame nag.

Well, one morningÑonly a few weeks beforeÑDevereux and Toole to-
gether had looked in on some such businessupon his reverenceÑa little
suddenlyÑand found him eating a hare!Ñby all the gods, it wasÑhare-
pie in the middle of Lent!

It was at breakfast. His dinner was the meal of an anchorite, and who
would have guessedthat these confounded sparks would have bounced
into his little refectory at that hour of the morning? There was no room
for equivocation; he had been caught in the very act of criminal conver-
sation with the hare-pie. He rose with a spring, like a Jack-in-a-box, as
they entered, and knife and fork in hand, and with shining chops, stared
at them with an angry, bothered, and alarmed countenance, which in-
creasedtheir laughter. It was a good while before he obtained a hearing,
such was the hilarity, so sustained the fire of ironical compliments, en-
quiries, and pleasantries, and the general uproar.

When he did, with hand uplifted, after the manner of a prisoner ar-
raigned for murder, he pleaded 'a dispensation.' I suppose it was true,
for he backed the allegation with several most religious oaths and im-
precations, and explained how men were not always quite so strong as
they looked; that he might, if he liked it, by permission of his bishop, eat
meat at every meal in the day, and every day in the week; that his not
doing so was a voluntary abstinenceÑnot conscientious, only expedi-
entÑto prevent the 'unreasonable remarks' of his parishioners (a roar of
laughter); that he was, perhaps, rightly served for not having publicly
availed himself of his bishop's dispensation (renewed peals of merri-
ment). By this foolish delicacy (more of that detestable horse-laughter),
he had got himself into a false position; and so on, till the ad misericor-
diam peroration addressed to 'Captain Devereux, dear,' and 'Toole, my
honey.' Well, they quizzed him unmercifully; they sat down and eat all
that was left of the hare-pie, under his wistful ogle. They made him nar-
rate minutely every circumstance connected with the smuggling of the
game, and the illicit distillation for the mess.They never passedso pleas-
ant a morning. Of course he bound them over to eternal secrecy,and of
course, as in all similar cases,the vow was religiously observed; nothing
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was ever heard of it at messÑoh, noÑand Toole never gave a dramatic
representation of the occurrence, heightened and embellished with all
the little doctor's genius for farce.

There certainly was a monologue to which he frequently afterwards
treated the Aldermen of Skinner's Alley, and other convivial bodies, at
supper, the doctor's gestures were made with knife and fork in hand,
and it was spoken in a rich brogue and tones sometimes of thrilling
pathos, anon of sharp and vehement indignation, and again of childlike
endearment, amidst pounding and jingling of glasses,and screams of
laughter from the company. Indeed the lord mayor, a fat slob of a fellow,
though not much given to undue merriment, laughed his ribs into such a
state of breathless torture, that he implored of Toole, with a wave of his
handÑhe could not speakÑto give him breathing time, which that vol-
uble performer disregarding, his lordship had to rise twice, and get to
the window, or, as he afterwards said, he should have lost his life; and
when the performance was ended, his fat cheeks were covered with
tears, his mouth hung down, his head wagged slowly from side to side,
and with short gasping 'oohs,' and 'oohs,' his hands pressedto his pudgy
ribs, he looked so pale and breathless, that although they said nothing,
several of his comrades stared hard at him, and thought him in rather a
queer state.

Shortly after this little surprise, I suppose by way of ratifying the
secret treaty of silence, Father Roach gave the officers and Toole a grand
Lent dinner of fish, with no less than nineteen different plats, baked,
boiled, stewed, in fact, a very splendid feast; and Puddock talked of
some of those dishes more than twenty years afterwards.
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Chapter6
IN WHICH THE MINSTRELSY PROCEEDS

No wonder, then, if Father Roach, when Loftus, in the innocence of his
heart, announced his song and its theme, was thoroughly uneasy, and
would have given a good deal that he had not helped that simple youth
into his difficulty. But things must now take their course. Soamid a dec-
orous silence, Dan Loftus lifted up his voice, and sang. That voice was a
high small pipe, with a very nervous quaver in it. He leaned back in his
chair, and little more than the whites of his upturned eyes were visible;
and beating time upon the table with one hand, claw-wise, and with two
or three queer, little thrills and roulades, which re-appeared with great
precision in each verse, he delivered himself thus, in what I suspect was
an old psalm tune:Ñ

'Now Lent is come, let us refrain From carnal creatures,quick or slain;
Let's fast and macerate the flesh, Impound and keep it in distress.'

Here there came a wonderful, unspellable choking sound, partly
through the mouth, partly through the nose, from several of the officers;
and old General Chattesworth, who was frowning hard upon his
dessert-plate, cried, 'Order, gentlemen,' in a stern, but very tremulous
undertone. Lord Castlemallard, leaning upon his elbow, was staring
with a grave and dreamy curiosity at the songster, and neither he nor his
lordship heard the interruption, and on went the pleasant ditty; and as
the musician regularly repeated the last two lines like a clerk in a piece of
psalmody, the young wags, to save themselves from bursting outright,
joined in the chorus, while verse after verse waxed more uproarious and
hilarious, and gave a singular relief to Loftus's thin, high, quavering
solo:Ñ

(Loftus, solo.)
'But to forbear from flesh, fowl, fish, And eat potatoes in a dish, Done

o'er with amber, or a mess Of ringos in a Spanish dress
(Chorus of Officers.)
'Done o'er with amber, or a mess Of ringos in a Spanish dress.'
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''Tis a good song,' murmured Doctor Walsingham in Lord
Castlemallard's earÑ'I know the verses wellÑthe ingenious and pious
Howel penned them in the reign of King James the First.'

'Ha! thank you, Sir,' said his lordship.
(Loftus, solo.)
'Or to refrain from all high dishes, But feed our thoughts with wanton

wishes, Making the soul, like a light wench, Wear patches of
concupiscence.

(Chorus of Officers.)
'Making the soul, like a light wench, Wear patches of concupiscence
(Loftus, solo.)
'This is not to keep Lent aright, But play the juggling hypocrite; For we

must starve the inward man, And feed the outward too on bran.
(Chorus of Officers.)
'For we must starve the inward man, And feed the outward too on

bran.'
I believe no song was ever received with heartier bursts of laughter

and applause. Puddock indeed was grave, being a good deal interested
in the dishes sung by the poet. So,for the sakeof its moral point, was Dr.
Walsingham, who, with brows gathered together judicially, kept time
with head and hand, murmuring 'true, trueÑ good, Sir, good,' from time
to time, as the sentiment liked him.

But honest Father Roach was confoundedly put out by the perform-
ance. He sat with his blue double chin buried in his breast, his mouth
pursed up tightly, a red scowl all over his face, his quick, little, angry,
suspicious eyespeeping cornerwise, now this way, now that, not know-
ing how to take what seemedto him like a deliberate conspiracy to roast
him for the entertainment of the company, who followed the concluding
verse with a universal roaring chorus, which went off into a storm of
laughter, in which Father Roach made an absurd attempt to join. But it
was only a gunpowder glare, swallowed in an instant in darkness, and
down came the black portcullis of his scowl with a chop, while clearing
his voice, and directing his red face and vicious little eyes straight on
simple Dan Loftus he said, rising very erect and square from an unusu-
ally ceremonious bowÑ

'I don't know, Mr. Loftus, exactly what you mean by a "ring-goat in a
Spanish dress"' (the priest had just smuggled over a wonderful bit of ec-
clesiastical toggery from Salamanca):'andÑaÑperson wearing patches,
you said ofÑofÑpatches of concupiscence, I think.' (Father Roach's
housekeeper unfortunately wore patches, though, it is right to add, she
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was altogether virtuous, and by no meansyoung); 'but I'm bound to sup-
pose, by the amusement our friends seem to derive from it, Sir, that a
ring-goat, whatever it means, is a good joke, as well as a good-natured
one.'

'But, by your leave, Sir,' emphatically interposed Puddock, on whose
ear the ecclesiastic'sblunder grated like a discord, 'Mr. Loftus sang noth-
ing about a goat, though kid is not a bad thing: he said, "ringos," mean-
ing, I conclude, eringoeous, a delicious preserve or confection. Have you
never eaten them, either preserved or candiedÑaÑwhy IÑaÑI happen
to have a receiptÑaÑand if you permit me, SirÑa capital receipt. When
I was a boy, I made some once at home, Sir; and, by Jupiter, my brother,
Sam, eat of them till he was quite sickÑI remember, sosick, by Jupiter,
my poor mother and old Dorcas had to sit up all night with
himÑaÑandÑI was going to say, if you will allow me, Sir, I shall be
very happy to send the receipt to your housekeeper.'

'You'll not like it, Sir,' said Devereux, mischievously: 'but there really is
a capital oneÑquite of another kindÑa lenten dishÑfish, you know,
PuddockÑthe one you described yesterday; but Mr. Loftus has, I think, a
still better way.'

'Have you, Sir?' asked Puddock, who had a keen appetite for
knowledge.

'I don't know, Captain Puddock,' murmured Loftus, bewildered.
'What is it?' remarked his reverence, shortly.
'A roast roach,' answered Puddock, looking quite innocently in that

theologian's fiery face.
'Thank you,' said Father Roach, with an expression of countenance

which polite little Puddock did not in the least understand.
'And how do you roast himÑwe know Loftus's receipt,' persisted

Devereux, with remarkable cruelty.
'Just like a lump,' said Puddock, briskly.
'And how is that?' enquired Devereux.
'Flay the lumpÑsplat himÑdivide him,' answered Puddock, with

great volubility; 'and cut eachside into two pieces;seasonwith salt, pep-
per, and nutmeg, and baste with clarified butter; dish him with slices of
oranges, barberries, grapes, gooseberries,and butter; and you will find
that he eats deliriously either with farced pain or gammon pain.'

This rhapsody, delivered with the rapidity and emphasis of Puddock's
earnest lisp, was accompanied with very general tokens of merriment
from the company, and the priest, who half suspectedhim of having in-
vented it, was on the point of falling foul of him, when Lord
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Castlemallard rose to take leave, and the general forthwith vacated the
chair, and so the party broke up, fell into groups, and the greater part
sauntered off to the Phoenix, where, in the club-room, they, with less re-
straint, and some new recruits, carried on the pleasures of the evening,
which pleasures, as will sometimes happen, ended in something rather
serious.
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Chapter7
SHOWING HOW TWO GENTLEMEN MAY
MISUNDERSTAND ONE ANOTHER, WITHOUT
ENABLING THE COMPANY TO UNDERSTAND
THEIR QUARREL

Loftus had by this time climbed to the savage lair of his garret, over-
strewn with tattered papers and books; and Father Roach, in the sanctu-
ary of his little parlour, was growling over the bones of a devilled-tur-
key, and about to soothe his fretted soul in a generous libation of hot
whiskey punch. Indeed, he was of an appeasable nature, and on the
whole a very good fellow.

Dr. Toole, whom the young fellows found along with Nutter over the
draught-board in the club-room, forsook his game to devour the story of
Loftus's Lenten Hymn, and poor Father Roach's penance, rubbed his
hands, and slapped his thigh, and crowed and shouted with ecstasy.
O'Flaherty, who called for punch, and was unfortunately prone to grow
melancholy and pugnacious over his liquor, was now in a saturnine vein
of sentiment, discoursing of the charms of his peerlessmistress, the Lady
Magnolia MacnamaraÑfor he was not one of those maudlin shepherds,
who pipe their loves in lonely glens and other sequestered places, but
rather loved to exhibit his bare scars,and roar his tender torments for the
edification of the market-place.

While he was descanting on the attributes of that bewitching 'crature,'
Puddock, not two yards off, was describing, with scarcely less unction,
the perfections of 'pig roast with the hair on:' and the two made a medley
like 'The Roast Beef of Old England,' and 'The Last Roseof Summer,' ar-
ranged in alternate stanzas.O'Flaherty suddenly stopped short, and said
a little sternly to Lieutenant PuddockÑ

'Does it very much signify, Sir (or as O'Flaherty pronounced it "Sorr,")
whether the animal has hair upon it or not?'

'Every thing, Thir, in thith particular retheipt,' answered Puddock, a
little loftily.
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'But,' said Nutter, who, though no great talker, would make an effort
to prevent a quarrel, and at the same time winking to Puddock in token
that O'Flaherty was just a little 'hearty,' and so to let him alone; 'what sig-
nifies pigs' hair, compared with human tresses?'

'Compared with humantresses?'interrupted O'Flaherty, with stern de-
liberation, and fixing his eyes steadily and rather unpleasantly upon
Nutter (I think he saw that wink and perhaps did not understand its
import.)

'Ay, Sir, and Mrs. Magnolia Macnamara has as rich a head of hair as
you could wish to see,' says Nutter, thinking he was drawing him off
very cleverly.

'As I could wish to see?' repeated O'Flaherty grimly.
'As you could desire to see,Sir,' reiterated Nutter, firmly, for he was

not easily put down; and they looked for several seconds in silence a
little menacingly, though puzzled, at one another.

But O'Flaherty, after a short pause, seemed to forget Nutter, and re-
turned to his celestial theme.

'Be the powers, Sir, that young leedy has the most beautiful dimple in
her chin I ever set eyes on!'

'Have you ever put a marrow fat pea in it, Sir?' enquired Devereux,
simply, with all the beautiful rashness of youth.

'No, Sorr,' replied O'Flaherty, in a deep tone, and with a very danger-
ous glare; 'and I'd like to seethe man who, in my presence,id preshum
to teeke that libertee.'

'What a glorious name Magnolia is!' interposed little Toole in great
haste; for it was a practice among theseworthies to avert quarrelsÑvery
serious affairs in these jolly daysÑby making timely little diversions,
and it is wonderful, at a critical moment, what may be done by suddenly
presenting a trifle; a pin's point, sometimesÑat least, a marvellously
small oneÑwill draw off innocuously, the accumulating electricity of a
pair of bloated scowling thunder-clouds.

'It was her noble godmother, when the family resided at Castlemara,
in the county of Roscommon, the Lady Carrick-o'-Gunniol, who con-
ferred it,' said O'Flaherty, grandly, 'upon her god-daughter, as who had
a better rightÑI say, whohad a better right?' and he smote his hand upon
the table, and looked round inviting contradiction. 'My godmothers, in
my baptismÑthat's catechismÑand all the town of Chapelizod won't
put that downÑthe Holy Church CatechismÑwhile Hyacinth
O'Flaherty, of Coolnaquirk, Lieutenant Fireworker, wears a sword.'
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'Nobly said, lieutenant!' exclaimed Toole, with a sly wink over his
shoulder.

'And what about that leedy's neeme, Sir?' demanded the enamoured
fireworker.

'By Jove, Sir, it is quite true, Lady Carrick-o'-Gunniol was her god-
mother:' and Toole ran off into the story of how that relationship was
brought about; narrating it, however, with great caution and mildness,
extracting all the satire, and giving it quite a dignified and creditable
character, for the Lieutenant Fireworker smelt so confoundedly of
powder that the little doctor, though he never flinched when occasion
demanded, did not care to give him an open. Those who had heard the
same story from the mischievous merry little doctor before, were I dare
say, amused at the grand and complimentary turn he gave it now.

The fact was, that poor Magnolia's name came to her in no very gra-
cious way. Young Lady Carrick-o'-Gunniol was a bit of a wag, and was
planting a magnoliaÑone of the first of those botanical rarities seen in
IrelandÑwhen good-natured, vapouring, vulgar Mrs. Macnamara's note,
who wished to securea peeressfor her daughter's spiritual guardian, ar-
rived. Her ladyship pencilled on the back of the note, 'Pray call the dear
babe Magnolia,' and forthwith forgot all about it. But Madam Mac-
namara was charmed, and the autograph remained afterwards for two
generations among the archives of the family; and, with great smiles and
much complacency, she told Lord Carrick-o'-Gunniol all about it, just
outside the grand jury-room, where she met him during the assizeweek;
and, being a man of a weak and considerate nature, rather kind, and
very courteousÑalthough his smile was very near exploding into a
laugh, as he gave the good lady snuff out of his own boxÑhe was yet
very much concerned and vexed, and asked his lady, when he went
home, how she could have induced old Mrs. Macnamara to give that ab-
surd name to her poor infant; whereat her ladyship, who had not
thought of it since, was highly diverted; and being assured that the babe
was actually christened, and past recovery Magnolia Macnamara,
laughed very merrily, kissed her lord, who was shaking his head
gravely, and then popped her hood on, kissed him again, and, laughing
still, ran out to look at her magnolia, which, by way of reprisal, he hence-
forth, notwithstanding her entreaties,always called her 'Macnamara;' un-
til, to her infinite delight, he came out with it, as it sometimes happens,
at a wrong time, and asked old MacÑa large, mild manÑthen extant,
Madame herself, nurse, infant Magnolia, and all, who had arrived at the
castle, to walk out and seeLady Carrick-o'-Gunniol's 'Macnamara,' and
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perceived not the slip, such is the force of habit, though the family
stared, and Lady C. laughed in an uncalled-for-way, at a sudden recol-
lection of a tumble she once had, when a child, over a flower-bed; and
broke out repeatedly, to my lord's chagrin and bewilderment, as they
walked towards the exotic.

When Toole ended his little family anecdote,which, you may be sure,
he took care to render as palatable to Magnolia's knight as possible, by
not very scrupulous excisions and interpolations he wound all up,
without allowing an instant for criticism or question, by saying briskly,
though incoherently.

'And so, what do you say, lieutenant, to a Welsh rabbit for supper?'
The lieutenant nodded a stolid assent.
'Will youhave one, Nutter?' cried Toole.
'No,' said Nutter.
'And why not?' says Toole.
'Why, I believe Tom Rooke's song in praise of oysters,' answered Nut-

ter, 'especially the verseÑ
'"The youth will ne'er live to scratch a gray head, On a supper who

goes of Welsh rabbit to bed."'
How came it to pass that Nutter hardly opened his lips this even-

ingÑon which, as the men who knew him longest all remarked, he was
unprecedentedly talkativeÑwithout instantaneously becoming the mark
at which O'Flaherty directed his fiercest and most suspicious scowls?
And now that I know the allusion which the pugnacious lieutenant ap-
prehended, I cannot but admire the fatality with which, without the
smallest design, a very serious misunderstanding was brought about.

'As to youthsliving to scratch gray headsor not, Sir,' said the young of-
ficer, in most menacing tones; 'I don't seewhat concern persons of your
age can have in that. But I'll take leave to tell you, Sir, that a gentleman,
whether he be a "youth" as you say, or aged, as you are, who endayvours
to make himself diverting at the expense of others, runs a murdhering
good risk, Sir, of getting himself scratched where he'll like it least.'

Little Nutter, though grave and generally taciturn, had a spirit of his
own, and no notion whatever of knocking under to a bully. It is true, he
had not the faintest notion why he was singled out for the young
gentleman's impertinence; but neither did he mean to enquire. His ma-
hogany features darkened for a moment to logwood, and his eyes
showed their whites fiercely.

'We are not accustomed, Sir, in this part of the world, to your Con-
naught notions of politeness; we meet here for socialÑaÑaÑsociality,
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Sir; and the long and the short of it is, young gentleman, if you don't
change your key, you'll find two can play at that gameÑandÑand, I tell
you, Sir, there will be wigs on the green, Sir.'

Here several voices interposed.
'Silence, gentlemen, and let me speak, or I'll assault him,' bellowed

O'Flaherty, who, to do him justice, at this moment looked capableof any-
thing. 'I believe, Sir,' he continued, addressing Nutter, who confronted
him like a little game-cock, 'it is not usual for one gentleman who
renders himself offensive to another to oblige him to proceed to the
length of manually malthrating his person.'

'Hey! eh?' said Nutter, drawing his mouth tight on one side with an
ugly expression, and clenching his hands in his breeches pockets.

'Manually malthrating his person, Sir,' repeated O'Flaherty, 'by strik-
ing, kicking, or whipping any part or mimber of his body; or offering a
milder assault, such as a pull by the chin, or a finger-tap upon the nose.
It is usual, Sir, for the purpose of avoiding ungentlemanlike noise, incon-
venience, and confusion, that one gentleman should request of another
to suppose himself affronted in the manner, whatever it may be, most in-
tolerable to his feelings, which request I now, Sir, teeke the libertee of
preferring to you; and when you have engaged the servicesof a friend, I
trust that Lieutenant Puddock, who lodges in the same house with me,
will, in consideration of my being an officer of the same honourable
corps, a sthranger in this part of the counthry, and, above all, a gentle-
man who can show paydagree like himself [here a low bow to Puddock,
who returned it]; that Lieutenant Puddock will be so feelin' and so kind
as to receive him on my behalf, and acting asmy friend to manage all the
particulars for settling, as easily as may be, this most unprovoked affair.'

With which words he made another bow, and a pause of enquiry dir-
ected to Puddock, who lisped with dignityÑ

'Sir, the duty is, for many reasons, painful; but IÑI can't refuse, Sir,
and I accept the trust.'

So O'Flaherty shook his hand, with another bow; bowed silently and
loftily round the room, and disappeared, and a general buzz and a clack
of tongues arose.

'Mr. NutterÑaÑI hope things may be settled pleasantly,' said Pud-
dock, looking as tall and weighty as he could; 'at present IÑaÑthat is, at
the moment, IÑaÑdon't quite seeÑ[the fact is, he had not a notion what
the deuce it was all about]Ñbut your friend will find meÑyour
friendÑaÑat my lodgings up to one o'clock to-night, if necessary.'
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And so Puddock's bow. For the moment an affair of this sort presented
itself, all concerned therein becamereserved and official, and the repres-
entatives merely of a ceremonious etiquette and a minutely-regulated or-
deal of battle. So, as I said, Puddock bowed grandly and sublimely to
Nutter, and then magnificently to the company, and made his exit.

There was a sort of a stun and a lull for several seconds. Something
very decisive and serious had occurred. One or two countenanceswore
that stern and mysterious smile, which implies no hilarity, but a kind of
reaction in presence of the astounding and the slightly horrible. There
was a silence; the gentlemen kept their attitudes too, for some moments,
and all eyeswere directed toward the door. Then some turned to Charles
Nutter, and then the momentary spell dissolved itself.
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Chapter8
RELATING HOW DOCTOR TOOLE AND CAPTAIN
DEVEREUX WENT ON A MOONLIGHT ERRAND

Nearly a dozen gentlemen broke out at once into voluble speech.Nutter
was in a confounded passion; but being a man of few words, showed his
wrath chiefly in his countenance, and stood with his legs apart and his
arms stuffed straight into his coat pockets, his back to the fire-place, with
his chest thrown daringly out, sniffing the air in a state of high tension,
and as like asa respectablelittle fellow of five feet six could be to that gi-
ant who smelt the blood of the Irishman, and swore, with a 'Fee! Faw!!
Fum!!!' he'd 'eat him for his supper that night.'

'None of the corps can represent you, Nutter, you know,' said Captain
Cluffe. 'It may go hard enough with Puddock and O'Flaherty, as the mat-
ter stands; but, by Jove!if any of us appear on the other side, the general
would make it a very serious affair, indeed.'

'Toole, can't you?' asked Devereux.
'Out of the question,' answered he, shutting his eyes, with a frown,

and shaking his head. 'There's no man I'd do it sooner for, Nutter knows;
but I can'tÑI've refused too often; besides,you'll want me professionally,
you know; for Sturk must attend that Royal Hospital enquiry to-morrow
all dayÑbut hang it, where's the difficulty? Isn't there?Ñpooh!Ñwhy
there must be lots of fellows at hand. JustÑaÑjust think for a minute.'

'I don't care who,' said Nutter, with dry ferocity, 'so he can load a
pistol.'

'Tom Forsythe would have done capitally, if he was at home,' said one.
'But he's not,' remarked Cluffe.
'Well,' said Toole, getting close up to Devereux, in a coaxing under-

tone, 'suppose we try Loftus.'
'Dan Loftus!' ejaculated Devereux.
'Dan Loftus,' repeated the little doctor, testily; 'remember, it's just elev-

en o'clock. He's no great things, to be sure; but what better can we get.'
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'Allons, donc!' said Devereux, donning his cocked-hat, with a shrug,
and the least little bit of a satirical smile, and out bustled the doctor be-
side him.

'Where the deuce did that broganeer, O'Flaherty, come from?' said
Cluffe, confidentially, to old Major O'Neill.

'A Connaughtman,' answered the major, with a grim smile, for he was
himself of that province and was, perhaps, a little bit proud of his
countryman.

'Toole sayshe's well connected,' pursued Cluffe; 'but, by Jupiter! I nev-
er saw so-mere a Teague; and the most cross-grained devil of a cat-a-
mountain.'

'I could not quite understand why he fastened on Mr. Nutter,' ob-
served the major, with a mild smile.

'I'll rid the town of him,' rapped out Nutter, with an oath, leering at his
own shoebuckle, and tapping the sole with asperity on the floor.

'If you are thinking of any unpleasant measures,gentlemen, I'd rather,
if you please, know nothing of them,' said the sly, quiet major; 'for the
general, you are aware, has expressed a strong opinion about such af-
fairs; and as 'tis past my bed-hour, I'll wish you, gentlemen, a good-
night,' and off went the major.

'Upon my life, if this Connaught rapparee is permitted to carry on his
business of indiscriminate cut-throat here, he'll make the service very
pleasant,' resumed Cluffe, who, though a brisk young fellow of eight-
and-forty, had no special fancy for being shot. 'I say the general ought to
take the matter into his own hands.'

'Not till I'm done with it,' growled Nutter.
'And send the young gentleman home to Connaught,' pursued Cluffe.
'I'll send him first to the other place,' said Nutter, in allusion to the

Lord Protector's well-known alternative.
In the open street, under the sly old moon, red little Dr. Toole, in his

great wig, and Gipsy Devereux, in quest of a squire for the good knight
who stood panting for battle in the front parlour of the 'Phoenix,' saw a
red glimmer in Loftus's dormant window.

'He's alive and stirring still,' said Devereux, approaching the hall door
with a military nonchalance.

'Whisht!' said Toole, plucking him back by the sash: 'we must not
make a noiseÑthe house is asleep. I'll manage itÑleave it to me.'

And he took up a handful of gravel, but not having got the range, he
shied it all against old Tom Drought's bed-room window.
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'Deuce take that old sneak,' whispered Toole vehemently, 'he's always
in the way; the last man in the town I'd haveÑbut no matter:' and up
went a pebble, better directed, for this time it went right through Loftus's
window, and a pleasant little shower of broken glass jingled down into
the street.

'Confound you, Toole,' said Devereux, 'you'll rouse the town.
'Plague take the fellow's glassÑit's as thin as paper,' sputtered Toole.
'Loftus, we want you,' said Toole, in a hard whispered shout, and

making a speaking trumpet of his hands, as the wild head of the student,
like nothing in life but a hen's nest, appeared above.

'Cock-Loftus, come down, d'ye hear?' urged Devereux.
'Dr. Toole and Lieutenant DevereuxÑIÑIÑdear me! yes. Gentlemen,

your most obedient,' murmured Loftus vacantly, and knocking his head
smartly on the top of the window frame, in recovering from a little bow.
'I'll be wi' ye, gentlemen, in a moment.' And the hen's nest vanished.

Toole and Devereux drew back a little into the shadow of the opposite
buildings, for while they were waiting, a dusky apparition, supposed to
be old Drought in his night-shirt, appeared at that gentleman's windows,
saluting the ambassadorswith mop and moe, in a very threatening and
energetic way. Justas this demonstration subsided, the hall door opened
wideÑand indeed was left soÑwhile our friend Loftus, in a wonderful
tattered old silk coat, that looked quite indescribable by moonlight, the
torn linings hanging down in loops inside the skirts, pale and discol-
oured, like the shreds of banners in a cathedral; his shirt loose at the
neck, his breechesunbuttoned at the knees, and a gigantic, misshapen,
and mouldy pair of slippers clinging and clattering about his feet, came
down the steps, his light, round little eyes and queer, quiet face peering
at them into the shade,and a smokified volume of divinity tucked under
his arm, with his finger between the leaves to keep the place.

When Devereux saw him approaching, the whole thingÑmission, ser-
vice, man, and allÑstruck him in so absurd a point of view, that he burst
out into an explosion of laughter, which only grew more vehement and
uproarious the more earnestly and imploringly Toole tried to quiet him,
pointing up with both hands, and all his fingers extended, to the win-
dows of the sleeping townsfolk, and making horrible grimaces, shrugs,
and ogles.But the young gentleman was not in the habit of denying him-
self innocent indulgences, and shaking himself loose of Toole, he walked
down the dark side of the street in peals of laughter, making, ever and
anon, little breathless remarks to himself, which his colleague could not
hear, but which seemed to have the effect of setting him off again into
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new hemi-demi-semiquavers and roars of laughter, and left the doctor to
himself, to conduct the negociation with Loftus.

'Well?' said Devereux, by this time recovering breath, as the little doc-
tor, looking very red and glum, strutted up to him along the shady
pavement.

'Well? well?Ñoh, ay, very well, to be sure. I'd like to know what the
plague we're to do now,' grumbled Toole.

'Your precious armour-bearer refuses to act then?' asked Devereux.
'To be sure he does. He seesyou walking down the street, ready to die

o' laughingÑat nothing, by Jove!' swore Toole, in deep disgust;
'andÑandÑoch! hang it! it's all a confounded pack o' nonsense.Sir, if
you could not keep grave for five minutes, you ought not to have come
at all. But what need I care? It's Nutter's affair, not mine.'

'And well for him we failed. Did you ever seesuch a fish? He'd have
shot himself or Nutter, to a certainty. But there's a chanceyet: we forgot
the Nightingale Club; they're still in the Phoenix.'

'Pooh, Sir! they're all tailors and green-grocers,' said Toole, in high
dudgeon.

'There are two or three good names among them, however,' answered
Devereux; and by this time they were on the threshold of the Phoenix.

'Larry,' he cried to the waiter, 'the Nightingale Club is there, is it not?'
glancing at the great back parlour door.

'Be the powers! Captain, you may say that,' said Larry, with a wink,
and a grin of exquisite glee.

'See,Larry,' said Toole, with importance, 'we're a little serious now; so
just say if there's any of the gentlemen there; youÑyou understand, now;
quite steady? D'ye see me?'

Larry winkedÑthis time a grave winkÑlooked down at the floor, and
up to the cornice, andÑ

'Well,' said he, 'to be candid with you, jest at this minuteÑhalf-an-
hour ago, you see,it was differentÑthe only gentleman I'd take on my-
self to recommend to you as perfectly sober is Mr. Macan, of Petticoat-
lane.'

'Is he in business?' asked Toole.
'Does he keep a shop?' said Devereux.
'A shop! two shops;Ña great man in the chandlery line,' responded

Larry.
'H'm! not precisely the thing we want, though,' says Toole.
'There are some of them, surely, that don't keep shops,' said Devereux,

a little impatiently.
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'Millions!' said Larry.
'Come, say their names.'
'Only one of them came this evening, Mr. Doolan, of Stonnybatth-

erÑhe's a retired merchant.'
'That will do,' said Toole, under his breath, to Devereux. Devereux

nodded.
'Just, I say, tap him on the shoulder, and tell him that Dr. Toole, you

know, of this town, with many compliments and excuses,begsone word
with him,' said the doctor.

'Hoo! Docthur dear, he was the first of them down, and was carried
out to his coach insensible jist when Mr. Crozier of Christ Church began,
"Come Roger and listen;" he's in his bed in Stonnybatther a good hour
and a half ago.'

'A retired merchant,' says Devereux; 'well, Toole, what do you advise
now?'

'By Jove,I think one of us must go into town. 'Twill never do to leave
poor Nutter in the lurch; and between ourselves, that O'Flaherty's aÑa
blood-thirsty idiot, by JoveÑand ought to be put down.'

'Let's seeNutterÑyou or I must goÑwe'll take one of these songster's
"noddies."'

A 'noddy' give me leave to remark, was the one-horse hack vehicle of
Dublin and the country round, which has since given place to the jaunt-
ing car, which is, in its turn, half superseded by the cab.

And Devereux, followed by Toole, entered the front parlour again. But
without their help, the matter was arranging itself, and a second, of
whom they knew nothing, was about to emerge.
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Chapter9
HOW A SQUIRE WAS FOUND FOR THE KNIGHT
OF THE RUEFUL COUNTENANCE

When Dr. Toole grumbled at his disappointment, he was not at all aware
how nearly his interview with Loftus had knocked the entire affair on
the head. He had no idea how much that worthy person was horrified by
his proposition; and Toole walked off in a huff, without bidding him
good-night, and making a remark in which the words 'old woman' oc-
curred pretty audibly. But Loftus remained under the glimpses of the
moon in perturbation and sore perplexity. It was so late he scarcely
dared disturb Dr. Walsingham or General Chattesworth. But there came
the half-stifled cadence of a songÑnot bacchanalian, but sentiment-
alÑsomething about Daphne and a swainÑstruggling through the
window-shutters next the green hall-door closeby, and Dan instantly be-
thought himself of Father Roach.So knocking stoutly at the window, he
caused the melody to subside and the shutter to open. When the priest,
looking out, saw Dan Loftus in his deshabille, I believe he thought for a
moment it was something from the neighbouring churchyard.

However, his reverencecameout and stood on the steps,enveloped in
a hospital aroma of broiled bones, lemons, and alcohol, and shaking his
visitor affectionately by the handÑfor he bore no malice, and the Lenten
ditty he quite forgave as being no worse in modern parlance than an un-
happy 'fluke'Ñwas about to pull him into the parlour, where there was
ensconced, he told him, 'a noble friend of his.' This was 'Pat Mahony,
from beyond Killarney, just arrivedÑa man of parts and conversation,
and a lovely singer.'

But Dan resisted, and told his tale in an earnest whisper in the hall.
The priest made his mouth into a round queer little O, through which he
sucked a long breath, elevating his brows, and rolling his eyes slowly
about.

'A jewel! And Nutter, of all the men on the face of the airthÑthough I
often heerd he was a fine shot, and a sweet little fencer in his youth, an'
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game, tooÑoh, be the powers! you can seethat stillÑgame to the back-
boneÑandÑwhisht a bit nowÑwho's the other?'

'Lieutenant O'Flaherty.'
(A low whistle from his reverence). 'That's a boy that comes from a

fighting countyÑGalway. I wish you saw them at an election time. Why,
there's no end of divarsionÑthe divarsion of stoppingthem, of course, I
mean (observing a sudden alteration in Loftus's countenance). An' you,
av coorse,want to stop it? And so, av coorse,do I, my dear. Well, then,
wait a bit, nowÑwe must have our eyes open. Don't be in a hurryÑlet
us be harrumless as sarpints, but wiseas doves. Now, 'tis a fine thing, no
doubt, to put an end to a jewel by active intherfarence, though I have
known cases,my dear child, where suppressing a simple jewel has been
the causeof half a dozen breaking out afterwards in the sameneighbour-
hood, and on the very samequarrel, d'ye mindÑthough, of coorse,that's
no reason here or there, my dear boy! But take it that a jewel is breaking
down and coming to the ground of itself (here a hugely cunning wink),
in an aisy, natural, accommodating way, the only effect of intherfarence
is to bolster it up, d'ye see,so just considher how things are, my dear.
Lave it all to me, and mind my words, it can't take place without a
second. The officers have refused, so has Toole, you won't undertake it,
and it's too late to go into town. I defy it to come to anything. Jestbe said
be me, Dan Loftus, and let sleeping dogs lie. Here I am, an old experi-
enced observer, that's up to their tricks, with my eye upon them. Go you
to bedÑlave them to meÑand they're checkmated without so much as
seeing how we bring it to pass.'

Dan hesitated.
'Arrah! go to your bed, Dan Loftus, dear. It's past eleven

o'clockÑthey're nonplussed already; and lave meÑme that understands
itÑto manage the rest.'

'Well, Sir, I do confide it altogether to you. I know I might, through ig-
norance, do a mischief.'

And so they bid a mutual good-night, and Loftus scaledhis garret stair
and snuffed his candle, and plunged again into the businessof two thou-
sand years ago.

'Here's a purty business,' says the priest, extending both his palms,
with a face of warlike importance, and shutting the door behind him
with what he called 'a cow's kick;' 'a jewel, my dear Pat, no less;bloody
work I'm afeared.'

Mr. Mahony, who had lighted a pipe during his entertainer's absence,
withdrew the fragrant tube from his lips, and opened his capacious
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mouth with a look of pleasant expectation, for he, like other gentlemen
of his dayÑand, must we confess,not a few jolly clerics of my creed, as
well as of honest Father Roach'sÑregarded the ordeal of battle, and all
its belongings, simply as the highest branch of sporting. Not that the
worthy father avowed any such sentiment; on the contrary, his voice and
his eyes, if not his hands, were always raised against the sanguinary
practice; and scarcea duel occurred within a reasonable distance unat-
tended by his reverence, in the capacity, as he said, of 'an unauthorised,
but airnest, though, he feared, unavailing peacemaker.'There he used to
spout little maxims of reconciliation, and Christian brotherhood and for-
bearance; exhorting to forget and forgive; wringing his hands at each
successivedischarge; and it must be said, too, in fairness, playing the
part of a good Samaritan towards the wounded, to whom his green hall-
door was ever open, and for whom the oil of his consolation and the
wine of his best bin never refused to flow.

'Pat, my child,' said his reverence, 'that Nutter's a divil of a fellowÑat
least he was, by all accounts; he'll be bad enough, I'm afeared, and hard
enough to manage, if everything goes smooth; but if he's kept waiting
there, fuming and boiling over, do ye mind, without a natural vent for
his feelings, or a friend, do ye see,at his side toÑto resthrain him, and
bring about, if possible, a friendly mutual understandingÑwhy, my dear
child, he'll get into that stateof exasperation an' violence, he'll have half a
dozen jewels on his hands before morning.'

'Augh! 'tid be a murther to baulk them for want of a friend,' answered
Mr. Mahony, standing up like a warrior, and laying the pipe of peace
upon the chimney. 'Will I go down, Father Denis, and offer my sarvices?'

'With a view to a reconciliation, mind,' said his reverence, raising his
finger, closing his eyes, and shaking his florid face impressively.

'Och, bother! don't I knowÑof coorse, reconciliation;' and he was but-
toning his garments where, being a little 'in flesh,' as well as tall, he had
loosed them. 'Whereare the gentlemen now, and who will I ask for?'

'I'll show you the light from the steps. Ask for Dr. Toole; and he's cer-
tainly there; and if he's not, for Mr. Nutter; and just say you came from
my house, where youÑaÑpooh! accidentally heard, through Mr. Loftus,
do ye mind, there was a difficulty in finding a friend toÑaÑstrive to
make up matters between thim.'

By this time they stood upon the door-steps; and Mr. Mahony had
clapt on his hat with a pugnacious cock o' one side; and following, with a
sporting and mischievous leer, the direction of the priest's hand, that
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indicated the open door of the Phoenix, through which a hospitable light
was issuing.

'There's where you'll find the gentlemen, in the front parlour,' says the
priest. 'You remember Dr. Toole, and he'll remember you. An' mind, dear,
it's to make it up you're goin'.' Mr. Mahony was already under weigh, at
a brisk stride, and with a keen relish for the business. 'And the blessing
of the peacemaker go with you, my child!' added his reverence, lifting
his hands and his eyes towards the heavens, 'An' upon my fainy!' look-
ing shrewdly at the stars, and talking to himself, 'they'll have a fine
morning for the business,if, unfortunately'Ñand here he re-ascendedhis
door-steps with a melancholy shrugÑ'if unfortunately, Pat Mahony
should fail.'

When Mr. Pat Mahony saw occasionfor playing the gentleman, he cer-
tainly did come out remarkably strong in the part. It was done in a noble,
florid, glowing style, according to his private ideal of the complete fine
gentleman. Suchbows, such pointing of the toes,such graceful flourishes
of the three-cocked hatÑsuch immensely engaging smiles and
wonderful by-play, such an apparition, in short, of perfect elegance-
valour, and courtesy, were never seenbefore in the front parlour of the
Phoenix.

'Mr. Mahony, by jingo!' ejaculated Toole, in an accent of thankfulness
amounting nearly to rapture. Nutter seemedrelieved, too, and advanced
to be presented to the man who, instinct told him, was to be his friend.
Cluffe, a man of fashion of the military school, eyed the elegant stranger
with undisguised disgust and wonder, and Devereux with that sub-acid
smile with which men will sometimes quietly relish absurdity.

Mr. Mahony, 'discoursin' a country neighbour outside the half-way-
house at Muckafubble, or enjoying an easy t•te-ˆ-t•te with Father Roach,
was a very inferior person, indeed, to Patrick Mahony, Esq., the full-
blown diplomatist and pink of gentility astonishing the front parlour of
the Phoenix.

There, Mr. Mahony's periods were fluent and florid, and the words
chosen occasionally rather for their grandeur and melody than for their
exact connexion with the context or bearing upon his meaning. The con-
sequence was a certain gorgeous haziness and bewilderment, which
made the task of translating his harangues rather troublesome and
conjectural.

Having effected the introduction, and made known the object of his
visit, Nutter and he withdrew to a small chamber behind the bar, where
Nutter, returning some of his bows, and having listened without
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deriving any very clear ideas to two consecutive addressesfrom his com-
panion, took the matter in hand himself, and said heÑ

'I beg, Sir, to relieve you at once from the trouble of trying to arrange
this affair amicably. I have beengrossly insulted, he's not going to apolo-
gise, and nothing but a meeting will satisfy me. He's a mere murderer. I
have not the faintest notion why he wants to kill me; but being reduced
to this situation, I hold myself obliged, if I can, to rid the town of him
finally.'

'Shakehands, Sir,' cried Mahony, forgetting his rhetoric in his enthusi-
asm; 'be the hole in the wall, Sir, I honour you.'
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Chapter10
THE DEAD SECRET, SHOWING HOW THE
FIREWORKER PROVED TO PUDDOCK THAT
NUTTER HAD SPIED OUT THE NAKEDNESS OF
THE LAND

When Puddock, having taken a short turn or two in the air, by way of
tranquillising his mind, mounted his lodging stairs, he found Lieutenant
O'Flaherty, not at all more sober than he had last seenhim, in the front
drawing-room, which apartment was richly perfumed with powerful ex-
halations of rum punch.

'Dhrink this, PuddockÑdhrink it,' said O'Flaherty, filling a large glass
in equal quantities with rum and water; 'dhrink it, my sinsare friend; it
will studdy you, it will, upon my honour, Puddock!'

'ButÑaÑthank you, Sir, I am anxious to understand exactly'Ñsaid
Puddock. Here he was interrupted by a frightful grin and a 'ha!' from
O'Flaherty, who darted to the door, and seizing his little withered French
servant, who was entering, swung him about the room by his coat collar.

'So, Sorr, you've been prating again, have you, you desateful, idle old
dhrunken miscreant; you did it on purpose, you blundherin' old hyena;
it's the third jewel you got your masther into; and if I lose my life, divil a
penny iv your wages ye'll ever getÑthat's one comfort. Yes,Sorr! this is
the third time you have causedme to brew my hands in human blood; I
dono' if it's malice, or only blundherin'. Oh!' he cried, with a still fiercer
shake, 'it's I that wishes I could be sure 'twas malice, I'd skiver you, heels
and elbows, on my sword, and roast you alive on that fire. Is not it a
hard thing, my darlin' Puddock, I can't find out.' He was still holding the
little valet by the collar, and stretching out his right hand to Puddock.
'But I am always the sport of misfortunesÑsmall and great. If there was
an ould woman to be handed in to supperÑor a man to be murthered by
mistakeÑor an ugly girl to be danced with, whose turn was it, ever and
always to do the business, but poor Hyacinth O'Flaherty'sÑ(tears). I
could tell you, Puddock,' he continued, forgetting his wrath, and letting

60



his prisoner go, in his eagerpathosÑthe Frenchman made his escapein a
twinklingÑ'I was the only man in our regiment that tuck the mazles in
Cork, when it was goin' among the children, bad luck to themÑI that
was near dyin' of it when I was an infant; and I was the only officer in
the regiment, when we were at Athlone, that was prevented going to the
raceballÑand I would not for a hundred pounds. I was to dance the first
minuet, and the first country dance, with that beautiful creature, Miss
Rose Cox. I was makin' a glass of brandy punchÑnot feelin' quite my-
selfÑand I dhressed and all, in our room, when Ensign Higgins, a most
thoughtless young man, said something disrespectful about a beautiful
mole shehad on her chin; bedad, Sir, he called it a wart, if you plase! and
feelin' it sthrongly, I let the jug of scaldin' wather drop on my knees; I
wish you felt it, my darlin' Puddock. I was scalded in half a crack from a
fut above my knees down to the last joint of my two big toes; and I raly
thought my sinses were leving me. I lost the ball by it. Oh, ho, wirres-
thrue! poor Hyacinth O'Flaherty!' and thereupon he wept.

'You thee, Lieutenant O'Flaherty,' lisped Puddock, growing impatient,
'we can't say how soon Mr. Nutter's friend may apply for an interview,
andÑaÑI must confeth I don't yet quite understand the point of differ-
ence between you and him, and thereforeÑ'

'A where the devil's that blackguard little French wazel gone to?' ex-
claimed O'Flaherty, for the first time perceiving that his captive had es-
caped. 'Kokang Modate! Do you hear me, Kokang Modate!' he shouted.

'But really, Sir, you must be so good as to place before me, before me,
Sir, clearly, theÑthe cause of this unhappy dispute, the exact offenth,
Thir, for otherwitheÑ'

'Cause,to be sure! and plenty iv cause.I never fought a jewel yet, Pud-
dock, my friendÑand this will be the ninthÑwithout cause.They said,
I'm tould, in Cork, I was quarrelsome; they lied; I'm not quarrelsome; I
only want pace, and quiet, and justice; I hate a quarrelsome man. I tell
you, Puddock, if I only knew where to find a quarrelsome man, be the
powers I'd go fifty miles out of my way to pull him be the nose. They
lied, Puddock, my dear boy, an' I'd give twenty pounds this minute I had
them on this flure, to tell them how damnablythey lied!'

'No doubt, Thir,' said Puddock, 'but if you pleathe I really mutht have
a dithtinct answer to myÑ'

'Get out o' that, Sorr,' thundered O'Flaherty, with an awful stamp on
the floor, as the 'coquin maudit,' O'Flaherty's only bit of French, such as
it was, in obedienceto that form of invocation, appeared nervously at the
threshold, 'or I'll fling the contints of the r-r-oo-oo-oom at your head,
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(exit Monsieur, again). Be gannies! if I thought it was he that done it, I'd
jirk his old bones through the top of the window. Will I call him back
and give him his desarts, will I, Puddock! Oh, ho, hone! my darlin' Pud-
dock, everything turns agin me; what'll I do, Puddock, jewel, or what's to
become o' me?' and he shed some more tears, and drank off the greater
part of the beverage which he had prepared for Puddock.

'I believe, Sir, that this is the sixth time I've ventured to ask a distinct
statement from your lips, of the cauthe of your dithagreement with Mr.
Nutter, which I plainly tell you, Thir, I don't at prethent underthtand,
said Puddock, loftily and firmly enough.

'To be sure, my darlin' Puddock,' replied O'Flaherty, 'it was that
cursed little French whipper-snapper, with his monkeyfied intherrup-
tions; be the powers, Puddock, if you knew half the mischief that same
little baste has got me into, you would not wondher if I murthered him.
It was he was the causeof my jewel with my cousin, Art Considine, and I
wanting to be the very pink of politeness to him. I wrote him a note
when he cameto Athlone, afther two years in France,and jist out o' com-
pliment to him, I unluckily put in a word of French: come an' dine, says
I, and we'll have a dish of chat. I knew u-n p-l-a-t (spelling it), was a dish,
an' says I to Jerome,that pigimy (so he pronounced it) you seenhere at
the door, that's his damnable name, what's chat in FrenchÑc-h-a-
tÑspelling it to him; "sha," says he; "sha?" says I, "spell it, if you plase,"
says I; "c-h-a-t," says he, the stupid old viper. Well, I took the trouble to
write it out, "un plat de chat;" "is that right?" saysI, showing it to him. "It
is, my lord," says he, looking at me as if I had two heads. I never knew
the manin' of it for more than a month afther I shot poor Art through the
two calves. An' he that fought two jewels before, all about cats, one of
them with a Scotch gentleman that he gave the lie to, for saying that
French cooks had a way of stewing cats you could not tell them from
hares; and the other immadiately afther, with Lieutenant Rugge, of the
Royal Navy, that got one stewed for fun, and afther my Cousin Art
dined off it, like a man, showed him the tail and the claws. It's well he
did not die of it, and no wondher he resented my invitation, though
upon my honour, as a soldier and a gentleman, may I be stewed alive
myself in a pot, Puddock my dear, if I had the laste notion of offering
him the smallest affront!'

'I begin to despair, Sir,' exclaimed Puddock, 'of receiving the informa-
tion without which 'tis vain for me to try to be useful to you; once more,
may I entreat to know what is the affront of which you complain?'
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'You don't know; raly and truly now, you don't know?' said
O'Flaherty, fixing a solemn tipsy leer on him.

'I tell you no, Thir,' rejoined Puddock.
'And do you mean to tell me you did not hear that vulgar dog Nutter's

unmanly jokes?'
'Jokes!' repeated Puddock, in large perplexity, 'why I've been here in

this town for more than five years, and I never heard in all that time that
Nutter once made a jokeÑand upon my life, I don't think he could make
a joke, Sir, if he triedÑI don't, indeed, Lieutenant O'Flaherty, upon my
honour!'

And rat it, Sir, how can I help it?' cried O'Flaherty, relapsing into
pathos.

'Help what?' demanded Puddock.
O'Flaherty took him by the hand, and gazing on his face with a

maudlin, lacklustre tenderness, said:Ñ
'Absalom was caught by the hair of his headÑhe was, PuddockÑlong

hair or short hair, or (a hiccough) no hair at all, isn't it nature's doing, I
ask you my darlin' Puddock, isn't it?' He was shedding tears again very
fast. 'There was Cicero and Julius C¾sar, wor both as bald as that,' and
he thrust a shining sugar basin, bottom upward, into Puddock's face. 'I'm
not bald; I tell you I'm notÑno, my darlin' Puddock, I'm notÑpoor Hy-
acinth O'Flaherty is not bald,' shaking Puddock by both hands.

'That's very plain, Sir, but I don't see your drift,' he replied.
'I want to tell you, Puddock, dear, if you'll only have a minute's pa-

tience. The door can't fasten, divil bother it; come into the next room;'
and toppling a little in his walk, he led him solemnly into his bed-
roomÑthe door of which he lockedÑsomewhat to Puddock's disquiet-
ude, who began to think him insane. Here having informed Puddock
that Nutter was driving at the one point the whole evening, as any one
that knew the secretwould have seen;and having solemnly imposed the
seal of secrecy upon his second, and essayed a wild and broken dis-
course upon the difference between total baldness and partial loss of
hair, he disclosed to him the grand mystery of his existence, by lifting
from the summit of his head a circular piece of wig, which in those days
they called I believe, a 'topping,' leaving a bare shining disc exposed,
about the size of a large pat of butter.

'Upon my life, Thir, it'th a very fine piethe of work,' says Puddock,
who viewed the wiglet with the eye of a stage-property man, and held it
by a top lock near the candle. 'The very finetht piethe of work of the kind
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I ever thaw. 'Tith thertainly French. Oh, yethÑwe can't do such thingth
here. By Jove, Thir, what a wig that man would make for Cato!'

'An' he must be a mane cratureÑI say, a mane crature,' pursued
O'Flaherty, 'for there was not a soul in the town but Jerome, theÑthe
treacherous ape, that knew it. It's he that dhressesmy head every morn-
ing behind the bed-curtain there, with the door locked. And Nutter
could never have found it outÑ who was to tell him, unless that ojus
French damon, that's never done talkin' about it;' and O'Flaherty strode
heavily up and down the room with his hands in his breeches'pockets,
muttering savage invectives, pitching his head from side to side, and
whisking round at the turns in a way to show how strongly he was
wrought upon.

'Come in, Sorr!' thundered O'Flaherty, unlocking the door, in reply to a
knock, and expecting to seehis 'ojus French damon.' But it was a tall fat-
tish stranger, rather flashily dressed,but a little soiled, with a black wig,
and a rollicking red face, showing a good deal of chin and jaw.

O'Flaherty made his grandest bow, quite forgetting the exposure at the
top of his head; and Puddock stood rather shocked, with the candle in
one hand and O'Flaherty's scalp in the other.

'You come,Sir, I presume, from Mr. Nutter,' said O'Flaherty, with lofty
courtesy. This, Sir, is my friend, Lieutenant Puddock of the Royal Irish
Artillery, who does me the honour to support me with his advice andÑ'

As he moved his hand towards Puddock, he saw his scalp dangling
between that gentleman's finger and thumb, and becamesuddenly mute.
He clapped his hand upon his bare skull, and made an agitated pluck at
that article, but missed, and disappeared, with an imprecation in Irish,
behind the bed curtains.

'If you will be so obliging, Sir, as to precede me into that room,' lisped
Puddock, with grave dignity, and waving O'Flaherty's scalp slightly to-
wards the doorÑfor Puddock never stooped to hide anything, and being
a gentleman, pure and simple, was not ashamed or afraid to avow his
deeds, words, and situations; 'I shall do myself the honour to follow.'

'Gi' me that,' was heard in a vehement whisper from behind the cur-
tains. Puddock understood it, and restored the treasure.

The secret conference in the drawing-room was not tedious, nor in-
deed very secret, for anyone acquainted with the diplomatic slang in
which such affairs were conducted might have learned in the lobby, or
indeed in the hall, so mighty was the voice of the stranger, that there was
no chance of any settlement without a meeting which was fixed to take
place at twelve o'clock next day on the Fifteen Acres.
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Chapter11
SOME TALK ABOUT THE HAUNTED HOUSE--
BEING, AS I SUPPOSE, ONLY OLD WOMAN'S
TALES

Old Sally always attended her young mistress while she prepared for
bedÑnot that Lilias required help, for she had the spirit of neatnessand
a joyous, gentle alacrity, and only troubled the good old creature enough
to prevent her thinking herself grown old and useless.

Sally, in her quiet way, was garrulous, and she had all sorts of old-
world tales of wonder and adventure, to which Lilias often went pleas-
antly to sleep; for there was no danger while old Sally sat knitting there
by the fire, and the sound of the rector's mounting upon his chairs, as
was his wont, and taking down and putting up his books in the study
beneath, though muffled and faint, gave evidence that that good and lov-
ing influence was awake and busy.

Old Sally was telling her young mistress, who sometimes listened with
a smile, and sometimes lost a good five minutes together of her gentle
prattle, how the young gentleman, Mr. Mervyn, had taken that awful old
haunted habitation, the Tiled House 'beyant at Ballyfermot,' and was go-
ing to stay there, and wondered no one had told him of the mysterious
dangers of that desolate mansion.

It stood by a lonely bend of the narrow road. Lilias had often looked
upon the short, straight, grass-grown avenue with an awful curiosity at
the old house which she had learned in childhood to fear as the abode of
shadowy tenants and unearthly dangers.

'There are people, Sally, nowadays, who call themselves free-thinkers,
and don't believe in anythingÑeven in ghosts,' said Lilias.

'A then the place he's stopping in now, Miss Lily, 'ill soon cure him of
free-thinking, if the half they say about it's true,' answered Sally.

'But I don't say, mind, he's a free-thinker, for I don't know anything of
Mr. Mervyn; but if he be not, he must be very brave, or very good, in-
deed. I know, Sally, I should be horribly afraid, indeed, to sleep in it
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myself,' answered Lilias, with a cosy little shudder, as the a‘rial image of
the old house for a moment stood before her, with its peculiar malign,
sacred, and skulking aspect, as if it had drawn back in shame and guilt
under the melancholy old elms among the tall hemlock and nettles.

'And now, Sally, I'm safe in bed. Stir the fire, my old darling.' For al-
though it was the first week in May, the night was frosty. 'And tell me all
about the Tiled House again, and frighten me out of my wits.'

Sogood old Sally, whose faith in such matters was a religion, went off
over the well-known ground in a gentle little ambleÑsometimes subsid-
ing into a walk as she approached some special horror, and pulling up
altogetherÑthat is to say, suspending her knitting, and looking with a
mysterious nod at her young mistress in the four-poster, or lowering her
voice to a sort of whisper when the crisis came.

So she told her how when the neighbours hired the orchard that ran
up to the windows at the back of the house, the dogs they kept there
used to howl so wildly and wolfishly all night among the trees, and
prowl under the walls of the house so dejectedly, that they were fain to
open the door and let them in at last; and, indeed, small need was there
for dogs; for no one, young or old, dared go near the orchard after night-
fall. No, the burnished golden pippins that peeped through the leaves in
the western rays of evening, and made the mouths of the Ballyfermot
school-boys water, glowed undisturbed in the morning sunbeams, and
securein the mysterious tutelage of the night smiled coyly on their pred-
atory longings. And this was no fanciful reserve and avoidance. Mick
Daly, when he had the orchard, used to sleep in the loft over the kitchen;
and he swore that within five or six weeks, while he lodged there, he
twice saw the same thing, and that was a lady in a hood and a loose
dress, her head drooping, and her finger on her lip, walking in silence
among the crooked stems, with a little child by the hand, who ran smil-
ing and skipping beside her. And the Widow Cresswell oncemet them at
night-fall, on the path through the orchard to the back-door, and she did
not know what it was until she saw the men looking at one another as
she told it.

'It's often she told it to me,' said old Sally; 'and how she came on them
all of a sudden at the turn of the path, just by the thick clump of alder
trees;and how shestopped, thinking it was some lady that had a right to
be there; and how they went by as swift as the shadow of a cloud,
though she only seemedto be walking slow enough, and the little child
pulling by her arm, this way and that way, and took no notice of her, nor
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even raised her head, though she stopped and courtesied. And old
Dalton, don't you remember old Dalton, Miss Lily?'

'I think I do, the old man who limped, and wore the old black wig?'
'Yes, indeed, acushla, so he did. Seehow well she remembers! That

was by a kick of one of the earl's horsesÑhe was groom there,' resumed
Sally. 'He used to be troubled with hearing the very sounds his master
used to make to bring him and old Oliver to the door, when he came
back late. It was only on very dark nights when there was no moon.
They used to hear all on a sudden, the whimpering and scraping of dogs
at the hall door, and the sound of the whistle, and the light stroke across
the window with the lash of the whip, just like as if the earl him-
selfÑmay his poor soul find restÑwas there. First the wind 'id stop, like
you'd be holding your breath, then came these sounds they knew so
well, and when they made no sign of stirring or opening the door, the
wind 'id begin again with such a hoo-hoo-o-o-high, you'd think it was
laughing, and crying, and hooting all at once.'

Here old Sally's tale and her knitting ceasedfor a moment, as if she
were listening to the wind outside the haunted precincts of the Tiled
house; and she took up her parable again.

'The very night he met his death in England, old Oliver, the butler,
was listening to DaltonÑfor Dalton was a scholarÑreading the letter
that came to him through the post that day, telling him to get things
ready, for his troubles wor nearly over and he expected to be with them
again in a few days, and maybe almost as soon as the letter; and sure
enough, while he was reading, there comes a frightful rattle at the win-
dow, like some one all in a tremble, trying to shake it open, and the earl's
voice, as they both conceited, cries from outside, "Let me in, let me in, let
me in!" "It's him," says the butler. "'Tis so, bedad," says Dalton, and they
both looked at the windy, and at one anotherÑand then back
againÑoverjoyed, in a soart of a way, and frightened all at onst. Old
Oliver was bad with the rheumatiz. So away goes Dalton to the hall-
door, and he calls "who's there?" and no answer. "Maybe," says Dalton,
to himself, "'tis what he's rid round to the back-door;" so to the back-door
with him, and there he shouts againÑand no answer, and not a sound
outsideÑand he began to feel quare, and to the hall door with him back
again. "Who's there? do you hear? who's there?" he shouts, and receives
no answer still. "I'll open the door at any rate," says he, "maybe it's what
he's made his escape,"for they knew all about his troubles, and wants to
get in without noise, so praying all the timeÑfor his mind misgave him
it might not be all rightÑhe shifts the bars and unlocks the door; but
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neither man, woman, nor child, nor horse, nor any living shape was
standing there, only something or another slipt into the house close by
his leg; it might be a dog, or something that way, he could not tell, for he
only seen it for a moment with the corner of his eye, and it went in just
like as if it belonged to the place. He could not seewhich way it went, up
or down, but the house was never a happy one, or a quiet house after;
and Dalton bangs the hall-door, and he took a sort of a turn and a trem-
bling, and back with him to Oliver, the butler, looking as white as the
blank leaf of his master's letter, that was between his finger and thumb.
"What is it? what is it?" saysthe butler, catching his crutch like a waypon,
fastening his eyes on Dalton's white face, and growing almost as pale
himself. "The master's dead," says DaltonÑand so he was, signs on it.

'After the turn shegot by what sheseenin the orchard, when shecame
to know the truth of what it was, Jinny Cresswell, you may be sure, did
not stay there an hour longer than she could help: and she began to take
notice of things she did not mind beforeÑsuch as when she went into
the big bed-room over the hall, that the lord used to sleep in, whenever
shewent in at one door the other door used to be pulled to very quick, as
if some one avoiding her was getting out in haste; but the thing that
frightened her most was just thisÑthat sometimes she used to find a
long straight mark from the head to the foot of her bed, as if 'twas made
by something heavy lying there, and the place where it was used to feel
warmÑas ifÑwhoever it wasÑthey only left it as she came into the
room.

'But the worst of all was poor Kitty Haplin, the young woman that
died of what she seen.Her mother said it was how she was kept awake
all the night with the walking about of some one in the next room, tum-
bling about boxes,and pulling over drawers, and talking and sighing to
himself, and she,poor thing, wishing to go asleep,and wondering who it
could be, when in he comes,a fine man, in a sort of loose silk morning-
dress, an' no wig, but a velvet cap on, and to the windy with him quiet
and aisy, and she makes a turn in the bed to let him know there was
some one there, thinking he'd go away, but instead of that, over he
comes to the side of the bed, looking very bad, and says something to
herÑbut his speech was thick and choakin' like a dummy's that id be
trying to spakeÑand she grew very frightened, and saysshe, 'I ask your
honour's pardon, Sir, but I can't hear you right,' and with that he
stretchesup his neck nigh out of his cravat, turning his face up towards
the ceiling, andÑgrace between us and harm!Ñhis throat was cut across,
and wide open; sheseenno more, but dropped in a dead faint in the bed,
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and back to her mother with her in the morning, and she never swallied
bit or sup more, only she just sat by the fire holding her mother's hand,
crying and trembling, and peepin' over her shoulder, and starting with
every sound, till she took the fever and died, poor thing, not five weeks
after.'

And so on, and on, and on flowed the stream of old Sally's narrative,
while Lilias dropped into dreamless sleep, and then the story-teller stole
away to her own tidy bed-room and innocent slumbers.
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Chapter12
SOME ODD FACTS ABOUT THE TILED HOUSE--
BEING AN AUTHENTIC NARRATIVE OF THE
GHOST OF A HAND

I'm sure shebelieved every word sherelated, for old Sally was veracious.
But all this was worth just so much as such talk commonly isÑmarvels,
fabul¾, what our ancestorscalled winter's talesÑwhich gathered details
from every narrator, and dilated in the act of narration. Still it was not
quite for nothing that the house was held to be haunted. Under all this
smoke there smouldered just a little spark of truthÑan authenticated
mystery, for the solution of which some of my readers may possibly sug-
gest a theory, though I confess I can't.

Miss RebeccaChattesworth, in a letter dated late in the autumn of
1753, gives a minute and curious relation of occurrences in the Tiled
House, which, it is plain, although at starting she protests against all
such fooleries, shehas heard with a peculiar sort of interest, and relates it
certainly with an awful sort of particularity.

I was for printing the entire letter, which is really very singular aswell
as characteristic. But my publisher meets me with his veto; and I believe
he is right. The worthy old lady's letter is, perhaps, too long; and I must
rest content with a few hungry notes of its tenor.

That year, and somewhere about the 24th October, there broke out a
strange dispute between Mr. Alderman Harper, of High Street, Dublin,
and my Lord Castlemallard, who, in virtue of his cousinship to the
young heir's mother, had undertaken for him the management of the
tiny estate on which the Tiled or Tyled HouseÑfor I find it spelt both
waysÑstood.

This Alderman Harper had agreed for a lease of the house for his
daughter, who was married to a gentleman named Prosser.He furnished
it, and put up hangings, and otherwise went to considerable expense.
Mr. and Mrs. Prossercamethere sometime in June,and after having par-
ted with a good many servants in the interval, she made up her mind
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that she could not live in the house, and her father waited on Lord Cas-
tlemallard, and told him plainly that he would not take out the leasebe-
cause the house was subjected to annoyances which he could not ex-
plain. In plain terms, he said it was haunted, and that no servants would
live there more than a few weeks, and that after what his son-in-law's
family had suffered there, not only should he be excused from taking a
leaseof it, but that the house itself ought to be pulled down asa nuisance
and the habitual haunt of something worse than human malefactors.

Lord Castlemallard filed a bill in the Equity side of the Exchequer to
compel Mr. Alderman Harper to perform his contract, by taking out the
lease.But the Alderman drew an answer, supported by no less than sev-
en long affidavits, copies of all which were furnished to his lordship, and
with the desired effect; for rather than compel him to place them upon
the file of the court, his lordship struck, and consented to release him.

I am sorry the causedid not proceed at least far enough to place upon
the files of the court the very authentic and unaccountable story which
Miss Rebecca relates.

The annoyancesdescribed did not begin till the end of August, when,
one evening, Mrs. Prosser,quite alone, was sitting in the twilight at the
back parlour window, which was open, looking out into the orchard,
and plainly saw a hand stealthily placed upon the stone window-sill out-
side, as if by some one beneath the window, at her right side, intending
to climb up. There was nothing but the hand, which was rather short but
handsomely formed, and white and plump, laid on the edge of the
window-sill; and it was not a very young hand, but one aged, some-
where about forty, as she conjectured. It was only a few weeks before
that the horrible robbery at Clondalkin had taken place, and the lady
fancied that the hand was that of one of the miscreants who was now
about to scale the windows of the Tiled House. She uttered a loud
scream and an ejaculation of terror, and at the same moment the hand
was quietly withdrawn.

Search was made in the orchard, but no indications of any person's
having been under the window, beneath which, ranged along the wall,
stood a great column of flower-pots, which it seemedmust have preven-
ted any one's coming within reach of it.

The samenight there camea hasty tapping, every now and then, at the
window of the kitchen. The women grew frightened, and the servant-
man, taking firearms with him, opened the back-door, but discovered
nothing. As he shut it, however, he said, 'a thump came on it,' and a
pressure as of somebody striving to force his way in, which frightened
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him; and though the tapping went on upon the kitchen window panes,
he made no further explorations.

About six o'clock on the Saturday evening following, the cook, 'an
honest, sober woman, now aged nigh sixty years,' being alone in the kit-
chen, saw, on looking up, it is supposed, the same fat but aristocratic-
looking hand, laid with its palm against the glass, near the side of the
window, and this time moving slowly up and down, pressed all the
while against the glass, as if feeling carefully for some inequality in its
surface. Shecried out, and said something like a prayer on seeing it. But
it was not withdrawn for several seconds after.

After this, for a great many nights, there came at first a low, and after-
wards an angry rapping, as it seemedwith a set of clenched knuckles at
the back-door. And the servant-man would not open it, but called to
know who was there; and there came no answer, only a sound as if the
palm of the hand was placed against it, and drawn slowly from side to
side with a sort of soft, groping motion.

All this time, sitting in the back parlour, which, for the time, they used
as a drawing-room, Mr. and Mrs. Prosserwere disturbed by rappings at
the window, sometimes very low and furtive, like a clandestine signal,
and at others sudden, and so loud as to threaten the breaking of the
pane.

This was all at the back of the house, which looked upon the orchard
asyou know. But on a Tuesday night, at about half-past nine, there came
precisely the samerapping at the hall-door, and went on, to the great an-
noyance of the master and terror of his wife, at intervals, for nearly two
hours.

After this, for several days and nights, they had no annoyance whatso-
ever, and began to think that nuisance had expended itself. But on the
night of the 13th September, JaneEasterbrook, an English maid, having
gone into the pantry for the small silver bowl in which her mistress's
posset was served, happening to look up at the little window of only
four panes, observed through an auger-hole which was drilled through
the window frame, for the admission of a bolt to secure the shutter, a
white pudgy fingerÑfirst the tip, and then the two first joints intro-
duced, and turned about this way and that, crooked against the inside,
as if in search of a fastening which its owner designed to push aside.
When the maid got back into the kitchen we are told 'she fell into "a
swounde," and was all the next day very weak.'

Mr. Prosserbeing, I've heard, a hard-headed and conceited sort of fel-
low, scouted the ghost, and sneered at the fears of his family. He was
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privately of opinion that the whole affair was a practical joke or a fraud,
and waited an opportunity of catching the rogue flagrantedelicto. He did
not long keep this theory to himself, but let it out by degrees with no
stint of oaths and threats, believing that some domestic traitor held the
thread of the conspiracy.

Indeed it was time something were done; for not only his servants, but
good Mrs. Prosser herself, had grown to look unhappy and anxious.
They kept at home from the hour of sunset,and would not venture about
the house after night-fall, except in couples.

The knocking had ceased for about a week; when one night, Mrs.
Prosserbeing in the nursery, her husband, who was in the parlour, heard
it begin very softly at the hall-door. The air was quite still, which fa-
voured his hearing distinctly. This was the first time there had been any
disturbance at that side of the house, and the character of the summons
was changed.

Mr. Prosser,leaving the parlour-door open, it seems,went quietly into
the hall. The sound was that of beating on the outside of the stout door,
softly and regularly, 'with the flat of the hand.' He was going to open it
suddenly, but changed his mind; and went back very quietly, and on to
the head of the kitchen stair, where was a 'strong closet' over the pantry,
in which he kept his firearms, swords, and canes.

Here he called his man-servant, whom he believed to be honest, and,
with a pair of loaded pistols in his own coat-pockets,and giving another
pair to him, he went as lightly as he could, followed by the man, and
with a stout walking-cane in his hand, forward to the door.

Everything went as Mr. Prosser wished. The besieger of his house, so
far from taking fright at their approach, grew more impatient; and the
sort of patting which had aroused his attention at first assumed the
rhythm and emphasis of a series of double-knocks.

Mr. Prosser,angry, opened the door with his right arm across,cane in
hand. Looking, he saw nothing; but his arm was jerked up oddly, as it
might be with the hollow of a hand, and something passedunder it, with
a kind of gentle squeeze.The servant neither saw nor felt anything, and
did not know why his master looked back so hastily, cutting with his
cane, and shutting the door with so sudden a slam.

From that time Mr. Prosser discontinued his angry talk and swearing
about it, and seemednearly as averse from the subject as the rest of his
family. He grew, in fact, very uncomfortable, feeling an inward persua-
sion that when, in answer to the summons, he had opened the hall-door,
he had actually given admission to the besieger.
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He said nothing to Mrs. Prosser,but went up earlier to his bed-room,
'where he read a while in his Bible, and said his prayers.' I hope the par-
ticular relation of this circumstance does not indicate its singularity. He
lay awake a good while, it appears;and, as he supposed, about a quarter
past twelve he heard the soft palm of a hand patting on the outside of the
bed-room door, and then brushed slowly along it.

Up bounced Mr. Prosser, very much frightened, and locked the door,
crying, 'Who's there?' but receiving no answer but the same brushing
sound of a soft hand drawn over the panels, which he knew only too
well.

In the morning the housemaid was terrified by the impression of a
hand in the dust of the 'little parlour' table, where they had beenunpack-
ing delft and other things the day before. The print of the naked foot in
the sea-sanddid not frighten Robinson Crusoe half so much. They were
by this time all nervous, and some of them half-crazed, about the hand.

Mr. Prosser went to examine the mark, and made light of it but as he
swore afterwards, rather to quiet his servants than from any comfortable
feeling about it in his own mind; however, he had them all, one by one,
into the room, and made eachplace his or her hand, palm downward, on
the sametable, thus taking a similar impression from every person in the
house, including himself and his wife; and his 'affidavit' deposed that the
formation of the hand so impressed differed altogether from those of the
living inhabitants of the house, and corresponded with that of the hand
seen by Mrs. Prosser and by the cook.

Whoever or whatever the owner of that hand might be, they all felt
this subtle demonstration to mean that it was declared he was no longer
out of doors, but had established himself in the house.

And now Mrs. Prosserbegan to be troubled with strange and horrible
dreams, some of which as set out in detail, in Aunt Rebecca'slong letter,
are really very appalling nightmares. But one night, as Mr. Prosser
closed his bed-chamber-door, he was struck somewhat by the utter si-
lence of the room, there being no sound of breathing, which seemedun-
accountable to him, as he knew his wife was in bed, and his ears were
particularly sharp.

There was a candle burning on a small table at the foot of the bed, be-
side the one he held in one hand, a heavy ledger, connected with his
father-in-law's business being under his arm. He drew the curtain at the
side of the bed, and saw Mrs. Prosserlying, as for a few secondshe mor-
tally feared, dead, her face being motionless, white, and covered with a
cold dew; and on the pillow, close beside her head, and just within the
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curtains, was, as he first thought, a toadÑbut really the same fattish
hand, the wrist resting on the pillow, and the fingers extended towards
her temple.

Mr. Prosser, with a horrified jerk, pitched the ledger right at the cur-
tains, behind which the owner of the hand might be supposed to stand.
The hand was instantaneously and smoothly snatched away, the curtains
made a great wave, and Mr. Prossergot round the bed in time to seethe
closet-door, which was at the other side, pulled to by the same white,
puffy hand, as he believed.

He drew the door open with a fling, and stared in: but the closet was
empty, except for the clothes hanging from the pegs on the wall, and the
dressing-table and looking-glass facing the windows. He shut it sharply,
and locked it, and felt for a minute, he says, 'as if he were like to lose his
wits;' then, ringing at the bell, he brought the servants, and with much
ado they recovered Mrs. Prosserfrom a sort of 'trance,' in which, he says,
from her looks, she seemed to have suffered 'the pains of death:' and
Aunt Rebeccaadds, 'from what she told me of her visions, with her own
lips, he might have added, "and of hell also."'

But the occurrence which seemsto have determined the crisis was the
strange sicknessof their eldest child, a little boy aged between two and
three years. He lay awake, seemingly in paroxysms of terror, and the
doctors who were called in, set down the symptoms to incipient water
on the brain. Mrs. Prosser used to sit up with the nurse by the nursery
fire, much troubled in mind about the condition of her child.

His bed was placed sideways along the wall, with its head against the
door of a press or cupboard, which, however, did not shut quite close.
There was a little valance, about a foot deep, round the top of the child's
bed, and this descended within some ten or twelve inches of the pillow
on which it lay.

They observed that the little creature was quieter whenever they took
it up and held it on their laps. They had just replaced him, as he seemed
to have grown quite sleepy and tranquil, but he was not five minutes in
his bed when he began to scream in one of his frenzies of terror; at the
same moment the nurse, for the first time, detected, and Mrs. Prosser
equally plainly saw, following the direction of hereyes, the real causeof
the child's sufferings.

Protruding through the aperture of the press, and shrouded in the
shade of the valance, they plainly saw the white fat hand, palm down-
wards, presented towards the head of the child. The mother uttered a
scream,and snatched the child from its little bed, and she and the nurse
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ran down to the lady's sleeping-room, where Mr. Prosser was in bed,
shutting the door as they entered; and they had hardly done so, when a
gentle tap came to it from the outside.

There is a great deal more, but this will suffice. The singularity of the
narrative seemsto me to be this, that it describesthe ghost of a hand, and
no more. The person to whom that hand belonged never once appeared:
nor was it a hand separated from a body, but only a hand so manifested
and introduced that its owner was always, by some crafty accident, hid-
den from view.

In the year 1819, at a college breakfast, I met a Mr. ProsserÑa thin,
grave, but rather chatty old gentleman, with very white hair drawn back
into a pigtailÑand he told us all, with a concise particularity, a story of
his cousin, JamesProsser,who, when an infant, had slept for some time
in what his mother said was a haunted nursery in an old house near
Chapelizod, and who, whenever he was ill, over-fatigued, or in anywise
feverish, suffered all through his life as he had done from a time he
could scarce remember, from a vision of a certain gentleman, fat and
pale, every curl of whose wig, every button and fold of whose laced
clothes, and every feature and line of whose sensual,benignant, and un-
wholesome face, was as minutely engraven upon his memory as the
dress and lineaments of his own grandfather's portrait, which hung be-
fore him every day at breakfast, dinner, and supper.

Mr. Prossermentioned this as an instance of a curiously monotonous,
individualised, and persistent nightmare, and hinted the extreme horror
and anxiety with which his cousin, of whom he spoke in the past tenseas
'poor Jemmie,' was at any time induced to mention it.

I hope the reader will pardon me for loitering so long in the Tiled
House, but this sort of lore has always had a charm for me; and people,
you know, especially old people, will talk of what most interests them-
selves, too often forgetting that others may have had more than enough
of it.
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Chapter13
IN WHICH THE RECTOR VISITS THE TILED
HOUSE, AND DOCTOR TOOLE LOOKS AFTER THE
BRASS CASTLE

Next morning Toole, sauntering along the low road towards the mills, as
usual bawling at his dogs, who scampered and nuzzled hither and thith-
er, round and about him, saw two hackney coachesand a 'noddy' arrive
at 'the Brass Castle,' a tall old house by the river, with a little bit of a
flower-garden, half-a-dozen poplars, and a few old privet hedges about
it; and being aware that it had been taken the day before for Mr. Danger-
field, for three months, he slackened his pace, in the hope of seeing that
personage, of whom he had heard great things, take seisin of his taber-
nacle. He was disappointed, however; the great man had not arrived,
only a sour-faced, fussy old lady, Mrs. Jukes, his housekeeper and a
servant-wench and a great lot of boxes and trunks; and so leaving the
coachman grumbling and swearing at the lady, who, bitter, shrill, and
voluble, was manifestly well able to fight her own battles, he strolled
back to the Phoenix, where a new evidence of the impending arrival met
his view in an English groom with three horses,which the hostler and he
were leading into the inn-yard.

There were others, too, agreeably fidgeted about this arrival. The fair
Miss Magnolia, for instance, and her enterprising parent, the agreeable
Mrs. Macnamara: who both as they gaped and peeped from the win-
dows, bouncing up from the breakfast-table every minute, to the silent
distress of quiet little Major O'Neill, painted all sorts of handsome por-
traits, and agreeable landscapes,and cloud-clapped castles,each for her
private contemplation, on the spreading canvas of her hopes.

Dr. Walsingham rode down to the 'Tiled House,' where workmen
were already preparing to make things a little more comfortable. The
towering hall-door stood half open; and down the broad stairsÑhis tall,
slim figure, showing black against the light of the discoloured lobby-
windowÑhis raven hair reaching to his shouldersÑMervyn, the pale,
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large-eyed genius of that haunted place, came to meet him. He led him
into the cedar parlour, the stained and dusty windows of which opened
upon that moss-grown orchard, among whose great trunks and arches
those strange shapeswere said sometimes to have walked at night, like
penitents and mourners through cathedral pillars.

It was a reception as stately, but as sombre and as beggarly withal as
that of the Master of Ravenswood, for there were but two chairs in the
cedar-parlour,Ñone with but three legs, the other without a bottom; so
they were fain to stand. But Mervyn could smile without bitterness and
his desolation had not the sting of actual poverty, ashe begged the rector
to excusehis dreary welcome, and hoped that he would find things bet-
ter the next time.

Their little colloquy got on very easily, for Mervyn liked the rector,
and felt a confidence in him which was comfortable and almost exhilar-
ating. The doctor had a cheery, kindly, robust voice, and a good, honest
emphasis in his talk; a guileless blue eye; a face furrowed, thoughtful,
and benevolent; well formed too. He must have been a handsome curate
in his day. Not uncourtly, but honest; the politeness of a gentle and
tender heart; very courteous and popular among ladies, although he
sometimes forgot that they knew no Latin.

SoMervyn drew nigh to him in spirit, and liked him and talked to him
rather more freely [though even that was enigmatically enough] than he
had done to anybody else for a long time. It would seemthat the young
man had formed no very distinct plan of life. He appeared to have some
thought of volunteering to serve in America, and some of entering into a
foreign service; but his plans were, I suppose, in nubibus. All that was
plain was that he was restless and eager for some changeÑany.

It was not a very long visit, you may suppose;and just asDr. Walsing-
ham rode out of the avenue, Lord Castlemallard was riding leisurely by
towards Chapelizod, followed by his groom.

His lordship, though he had a drowsy way with him, was esteemed
rather an active man of business, being really, I'm afraid, only what is
termed a fidget: and the fact is, his businesswould have beenbetter done
if he had looked after it himself a good deal less.

He was just going down to the town to seewhether Dangerfield had
arrived, and slackened his pace to allow the doctor to join him, for he
could ride with him more comfortably than with parsons generally, the
doctor being well descended, and having married, besides, into a good
family. He stared, as he passed,at the old house listlessly and peevishly.
He had heard of Mervyn's doings there, and did not like them.
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'Yes, Sir, he's a very pretty young, man, and very well dressed,' said
his lordship, with manifest dissatisfaction: 'but I don't like meeting him,
you know. 'Tis not his fault; but one can't help thinking ofÑof things!
and I'd be glad his friends would advise him not to dress in velvets, you
knowÑparticularly black velvets you can understand. I could not help
thinking, at the time, of a pall, somehow. I'm notÑnoÑnot pleasant near
him. NoÑIÑI can'tÑhis face is so paleÑyou don't often, see so pale a
faceÑnoÑit looks like a reflection from one that's still palerÑyou under-
standÑand in short, even in his perfumes there's a taint ofÑofÑyou
knowÑa taint of blood, Sir. Then there was a pause, during which he
kept slapping his boot peevishly with his little riding-whip. 'One can't, of
course, but be kind,' he recommenced. 'I can't do muchÑI can't make
him acceptable, you knowÑbut I pity him, Dr. Walsingham, and I've
tried to be kind to him, you know that; for ten years I had all the trouble,
Sir, of a guardian without the authority of one. Yes,of course we're kind;
but body o' me! Sir, he'd be better any where elsethan here, and without
occupation, you know, quite idle, and so conspicuous. I promise you
there are more than I who think it. And he has commenced fitting up
that vile old houseÑthat vile house, Sir. It is ready to tumble
downÑupon my life they say so; Nutter says so, and SturkÑDr. Sturk,
of the Artillery hereÑan uncommon sensible man, you know, says so
too. 'Tis a vile house, and ready to tumble down, and you know the
trouble I was put to by that corporation fellowÑaÑwhat's his
nameÑabout it; and he can't let itÑpeople's servants won't stay in it,
you know, the people tell such stories about it, I'm told; and what busi-
nesshas he here, you know? It is all very fine for a week or so, but they'll
find him out, they will, Sir. He may call himself Mervyn, or Fitzgerald, or
Thompson, Sir, or any other name, but it won't do, Sir. No, Dr. Walsing-
ham, it won't do. The people down in this little village here, Sir, are
plaguy sharpÑthey're cunning; upon my life, I believe they are too hard
for Nutter.'

In fact, Sturk had beenurging on his lordship the purchase of this little
property, which, for many reasons ought to be had a bargain, and ad-
joined Lord Castlemallard's, and had talked him into viewing it quite as
an object. No wonder, then, he should look on Mervyn's restorations and
residence, in the light of an impertinence and an intrusion.

79



Chapter14
RELATING HOW PUDDOCK PURGED
O'FLAHERTY'S HEAD--A CHAPTER WHICH, IT IS
HOPED, NO GENTEEL PERSON WILL READ

Rum disagreed with O'Flaherty confoundedly, but, being sanguine, and
also of an obstinate courage not easily to be put down, and liking that
fluid, and being young withal, he drank it defiantly and liberally
whenever it camein his way. Sothis morning he announced to his friend
Puddock that he was suffering under a headache 'that 'id burst a pot.'
The gallant fellow's stomach, too, was qualmish and disturbed. He heard
of breakfast with loathing. Puddock rather imperiously insisted on his
drinking some tea, which he abhorred, and of which, in very imperfect
clothing and with deep groans and occasional imprecations on 'that
bastely clar't'Ñto which he chose to ascribe his indispositionÑhe drear-
ily partook.

'I tell you what, Thir,' said Puddock, finding his patient nothing better,
and not relishing the notion of presenting his man in that seedy condi-
tion upon the field: 'I've got a remedy, a very thimple one; it used to do
wondereth for my poor Uncle Neagle, who loved rum shrub, though it
gave him the headachealways, and sometimes the gout.'

And Puddock had up Mrs. Hogg, his landlady, and ordered a pair of
little muslin bags about the size of a pistol-cartridge each, which she
promised to prepare in five minutes, and he himself tumbled over the
leaves of his private manuscript quarto, a desultory and miscellaneous
album, stuffed with sonnets on Celia's eyeÑa lock of hair, or a pansy
here or there pressed between the pagesÑbirthday verses addressed to
Sacharissa,receipts for 'puptons,' 'farces,' &c.; and several for toilet lux-
uries, 'Angelica water,' 'The Queen of Hungary's' ditto, 'surfeit waters,'
and finally, that he was in searchof, to wit, 'My great Aunt Bell's recipe
for purging the head' (good against melancholy or the headache). You
are not to suppose that the volume was slovenly or in anywise unworthy
of a gentleman and officer of those days. It was bound in red and gold,
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had two handsome silver-gilt claspsand red edges,the writing being ex-
quisitely straight and legible, and without a single blot.

'I have them all exceptÑtwoÑ three,' murmured the thoughtful Pud-
dock when he had read over the list of ingredients. These,however, he
got from Toole, close at hand, and with a little silver grater and a pretty
little agate pocket pestle and mortarÑan heirloom derived from poor
Aunt BellÑhe made a wonderful powder; 'nutmeg and ginger, cinna-
mon and cloves,' as the song says, and every other stinging product of
nature and chemistry which the author of this famous family 'purge for
the head' could bring to remembrance; and certainly it waspotent. With
this the cartridges were loaded, the ends tied up, and O'Flaherty, placed
behind a table on which stood a basin, commenced the serious operation,
under Puddock's directions, by introducing a bag at each side of his
mouth, which as a man of honour, he was bound to retain there until
Puddock had had his morning's t•te-ˆ-t•te with the barber.

Thosewho pleaseto consult old domestic receipt-books of the last cen-
tury, will find the whole process very exactly described therein.

'Be the powers, Sorr, that was the stuff!' said O'Flaherty, discussing the
composition afterwards, with an awful shake of his head; 'my chops wor
blazing before you could count twenty.'

It was martyrdom; but anything was better than the incapacity which
threatened, and certainly, by the end of five minutes, his head was
something better. In this satisfactory conditionÑJerome being in the
back garden brushing his regimentals, and preparing his other proper-
tiesÑhe suddenly heard voices close to the door, and gracious powers!
one was certainly Magnolia's.

'That born devil, Juddy Carrol,' blazed forth. O'Flaherty, afterwards,
'pushed open the door; it served me right for not being in my bed-room,
and the door lockedÑthough who'd a thought there was such a cruel ee-
diot on airthÑbad luck to herÑas to show a leedy into a gentleman,
with scarcely the half of his clothes on, and undhergoin' a soart iv an op-
eration, I may say.'

Happily the table behind which he stood was one of those old-fash-
ioned toilet affairs, with the back part, which was turned toward the
door, sheetedover with wood, so that his ungartered stockings and ras-
cally old slippers, were invisible. Even so, it was bad enough: he was ar-
rayed in a shabby old silk roquelaire, and there was a towel upon his
breast,pinned behind his neck. He had just a secondto pop the basin un-
der the table, and to whisk the towel violently from under his chin, dry-
ing that feature with merciless violence; when the officious Judy Carrol,
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Grand Chamberlain in Jerome's absence, with the facetious grin of a
good-natured lady about to make two people happy, introduced the be-
witching Magnolia, and her meek little uncle, Major O'Neill.

In they came,rejoicing, to ask the gallant fireworker (it was a different
element just now), to make one of a party of pleasure to Leixlip.
O'Flaherty could not so much as hand the young lady a chair; to emerge
from behind the table, or even to attempt a retreat, was of course not to
be thought of in the existing state of affairs. The action of Puddock's re-
cipe was such as to make his share in the little complimentary conversa-
tion that ensued very indistinct, and to oblige him, to his disgrace and
despair, when the poor fellow tried a smile, actually to apply his towel
hastily to his mouth.

He saw that his visitors observed those symptoms with some perplex-
ity: the major was looking steadfastly at O'Flaherty's lips, and uncon-
sciously making corresponding movements with his own, and the fair
Magnolia was evidently full of pleasant surprise and curiosity. I really
think, if O'Flaherty had had a pistol within reach, he would have been
tempted to deliver himself summarily from that agonising situation.

'I'm afraid, lieutenant, you've got the toothache,' said Miss Mag, with
her usual agreeable simplicity.

In his alacrity to assureher there was no such thing, he actually swal-
lowed one of the bags. 'Twas no easy matter, and he grew very red, and
stared frightfully, and swallowed a draught of water precipitately. His
misery was indeed so great that at the conclusion of a polite little
farewell speech of the major's, he uttered an involuntary groan, and
lively Miss Mag, with an odious titter, exclaimedÑ

'The little creature's teething, uncle, assure asyou're not; either that, or
he's got a hot potato in his poor little mouzey-wouzey;' and poor
O'Flaherty smiled a great silent moist smile at the well-bred pleasantry.
The major, who did not chooseto hear Mag's banter, made a formal, but
rather smiling salute. The lieutenant returned it, and down came the un-
lucky mortar and a china plate, on which Puddock had mingled the in-
gredients, with a shocking crash and jingle on the bare boards; a plate
and mortar never made such a noise before, O'Flaherty thought, with a
mental imprecation.

'NothingÑhashÑ'appenedÑShur,' said O'Flaherty, whose articulation
was affected a good deal, in terror lest the major should arrest his
departure.

So the major and tall Miss Magnolia, with all her roses and lilies, and
bold broad talk, and her wicked eyes, went down the stairs; and
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O'Flaherty, looking with lively emotion in the glass, at the unbecoming
coup-d'oeil, heard that agreeable young lady laughing most riotously
under the windows as she and the major marched away.

It was well for Judy, that, being of the gentler sex,the wrath of the fire-
worker could not wreak itself upon her. The oftener he viewed himself in
the pier-glass, trying in vain to think he did not look so very badly after
all, the more bitter were his feelings. Oh, that villainous old silk morning
gown! and his eyes so confoundedly red, and his hair all
dishevelledÑbad luck to that clar't! the wig was all right, that was his
only comfort;, and his mouth, 'och, look at it; twiste its natural size,'
though that was no trifle.

'Another week I'll not stop in her lodgings,' cried poor O'Flaherty,
grinning at himself in the glass, 'if she keeps that savage, Judy Carrol,
here a day longer.'

Then he stumbled to the stair-head to call her up for judgment; but
changed his mind, and returned to the looking-glass, blowing the cool-
ing air in short whistles through his peppered lipsÑand I'm sorry to say,
blowing out also many an ejaculation and invective, as that sorry sight
met his gaze in the oval mirror, which would have been much better not
uttered.
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Chapter15
®SCULAPIUS TO THE RESCUE

It was not until Puddock had returned, that the gallant fireworker recol-
lected all on a sudden that he had swallowed one of the bags.

'Thwallowed?Ñthwallowed it!' said Puddock, looking very blank and
uncomfortable; 'why, Thir, I told you you were to be verycareful.'

'Why, why curse it, it's not, 'tisn'tÑÑ'
'There was a long pause, and O'Flaherty stared a very frightened and

hideous stare at the proprietor of the red quarto.
'Not what, Thir?' demanded Puddock, briskly, but plainly

disconcerted.
'Not anythingÑanything badÑor, orÑthere's no use in purtendin',

Puddock,' he resumed, turning quite yellow. 'I see, Sir, I see by your
looks, it's what you think, I'm poisoned!'

'IÑIÑdo not, Thir, think you're poisoned,' he replied indignantly, but
with some flurry; 'that is, there's a great deal in it that could not pothibly
do you harmÑthere's only one ingredient, yesÑor, or, yes, perhapth
three, but thertainly no more, that I don't quite know about, depend
upon it, 'tis nothingÑaÑnothingÑaÑseriouthlyÑaÑBut why, my dear
Thir, why on earth did you violate the thimple directionsÑwhy did you
thwallow a particle of it?'

'Och, why did I let it into my mouth at allÑthe divil go with it!' retor-
ted poor O'Flaherty; 'an' wasn't I the born eediot to put them devil's
dumplins inside my mouth? but I did not know what I was doin'Ñno
more I didn't.'

'I hope your head'th better,' said Puddock, vindicating by that digni-
fied enquiry the character of his recipe.

'Auch! my head be smathered, what the puck do I care about it?'
O'Flaherty broke out. 'Ah, why the devil, Puddock, do you keep them
ould women's charrums and devilments about you?Ñyou'll be the death
of some one yet, so you will.'
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'It's a recipe, Sir,' replied Puddock, with the same dignity 'from which
my great uncle, General Neagle, derived frequent benefit.'

'And here I am,' says O'Flaherty, vehemently; 'and you don't know
whether I'm poisoned or no!'

At this moment he saw Dr. Sturk passing by, and drummed violently
at the window. The doctor was impressed by the summons; for however
queer the apparition, it was plain he was desperately in earnest.

'Let's see the recipe,' said Sturk, drily; 'you think you're poisonedÑI
know you do;' poor O'Flaherty had shrunk from disclosing the extent of
his apprehensions, and only beat about the bush; 'and if you be, I lay you
fifty, I can't save you, nor all the doctors in DublinÑshow me the recipe.'

Puddock put it before him, and Sturk looked at the back of the volume
with a leisurely disdain, but finding no title there, returned to the recipe.
They both stared on his face,without breathing, while he conned it over.
When he came about half-way, he whistled; and when he arrived at the
end, he frowned hard; and squeezedhis lips together till the red disap-
peared altogether, and he looked again at the back of the book, and then
turned it round, once more reading the last line over with a severe
expression.

'And so you actually swallowed thisÑthis devil's dose, Sir, did you?'
demanded Sturk.

'IÑI believe he did, some of it; but I warned him, I did, upon my hon-
our! Now, tell him, did I not warn you, my dear lieutenant, not to thwal-
low,' interposed little Puddock, who began to grow confoundedly agit-
ated; but Sturk, who rather liked shocking and frightening people, and
had a knack of making bad worse, and an alacrity in waxing savage
without adequate cause, silenced him withÑ

'I p-pity you, Sir,' and 'pity' shot like a pellet from his lips. 'Why the
deuce will you dabble in medicine, Sir? Do you think it's a thing to be
learnt in an afternoon out of the bottom of an old cookery-book?'

'Cookery-book! excuseme, Dr. Sturk,' replied Puddock offended. 'I'm
given to underthtand, Sir, it's to be found in Culpepper.'

'Culpepper!' said Sturk, viciously. 'Cull- poisonÑyou have peppered
him to a purpose, I promise you! How much of it, pray, Sir (to
O'Flaherty,) have you got in your stomach?'

'Tell him, Puddock,' said O'Flaherty, helplessly.
'Only a trifle I assure you,' extenuated Puddock (I need not spell his

lisp), 'in a little muslin bag, about the size of the top joint of a lady's little
finger.'
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'Top joint o' the devil!' roared O'Flaherty, bitterly, rousing himself; 'I
tell you, Dr. Sturk, it was as big as my thumb, and a miracle it did not
choke me.'

'It may do that job for you yet, Sir,' sneeredthe doctor with a stern dis-
gust. 'I dare say you feel pretty hot here?' jerking his finger into his
stomach.

'AndÑandÑandÑ what is it?Ñis itÑdo you think it's anything
ÑanywaysÑ dangerous?' faltered poor O'Flaherty.

'Dangerous!' responded Sturk, with an angry chuckleÑindeed, he was
specially vindictive against lay intruders upon the mystery of his craft;
'why, yesÑha,Ñha!Ñjust maybe a little. It's only poison, Sir, deadly,
barefaced poison!' he began sardonically, with a grin, and ended with a
black glare and a knock on the table, like an auctioneer's 'gone!'

'There are no less than twoÑthreeÑ five mortal poisons in it,' said the
doctor with emphatic acerbity. 'You and Mr. Puddock will allow that's
rather strong.'

O'Flaherty sat down and looked at Sturk, and wiping his damp face
and forehead, he got up without appearing to know where he was going.
Puddock stood with his hands in his breechespockets, staring with his
little round eyes on the doctor, I must confess,with a very foolish and
rather guilty vacuity all over his plump face, rigid and speechless,for
three or four seconds;then he put his hand, which did actually tremble,
upon the doctor's arm, and he said, very thicklyÑ

'I feel, Sir, you're right; it is my fault, Sir, I've poisoned him
Ñmerthiful goodneth!ÑIÑIÑ'

Puddock's address acted for a moment on O'Flaherty. He came up to
him pale and queer, like a somnambulist, and shook his fingers very cor-
dially with a very cold grasp.

'If it was the last word I ever spoke, Puddock, you're a good-
naturedÑhe's a gentleman, SirÑand it was all my own fault; he warned
me, he did, again' swallyin' a dhrop of itÑremember what I'm saying,
doctorÑ'twas I that done it; I was alwaysa botch, Puddock, an' a fool;
andÑandÑgentlemenÑgood-bye.'

And the flowered dressing-gown and ungartered stockings disap-
peared through the door into the bed-room, from whence they heard a
great souse on the bed, and the bedstead gave a dismal groan.

'Is there;Ñ is there nothing, doctorÑfor mercy's sake, thinkÑdoctor,
doÑI conjure youÑpray thinkÑthere must be something'Ñurged Pud-
dock, imploringly.
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'Ay, that's the way, Sir, fellows quacking themselves and one another;
when they get frightened, and with good reason, come to us and expect
miracles; but as in this case,the quantity was not very much, 'tis not, you
see, overpowering, and hemaydo if he takes what I'll send him.'

Puddock was already at his bedside, shaking his hand hysterically,
and tumbling his words out one over the otherÑ

'You're thafe, my dear ThirÑ dum thpiro thperoÑhe thaythÑDr.
ThturkÑhe can thave you, my dear ThirÑmy dear lieutenantÑmy dear
O'FlahertyÑhe can thave you, ThirÑthafe and thound, Thir.'

O'Flaherty, who had turned his face to the wall in the bitterness of his
situationÑfor like some other men, he had the intensest horror of death
when he came peaceably to his bedside, though ready enough to meet
him with a 'hurrah!' and a wave of his rapier, if he arrived at a moment's
notice, with due dash and eclatÑsat up like a shot, and gaping upon
Puddock for a few seconds, relieved himself with a long sigh, a devo-
tional upward roll of the eyes, and some muttered words, of which the
little ensign heard only 'blessing,' very fervently, and 'catch me again,'
and 'divil bellows it;' and forthwith out cameone of the fireworker's long
shanks, and O'Flaherty insisted on dressing, shaving, and otherwise pre-
paring as a gentleman and an officer, with great gaiety of heart, to meet
his fate on the Fifteen Acres.

In due time arrived the antidote. It was enclosed in a gallipot, and was
what I believe they called an electuary. I don't know whether it is an ob-
solete abomination now, but it looked like brick-dust and treacle, and
what it was made of even Puddock could not divine. O'Flaherty, that
great Hibernian athlete, unconsciously winced and shuddered like a
child at sight of it. Puddock stirred it with the tip of a tea-spoon, and
looked into it with inquisitive disgust, and seemedto smell it from a dis-
tance, lost for a minute in inward conjecture, and then with a slight bow,
pushed it ceremoniously toward his brother in arms.

'There is not much the matter with me nowÑI feel well enough,' said
O'Flaherty, mildly, and eyeing the mixture askance; and after a little
while he looked at Puddock. That disciplinarian understood the look,
and said, peremptorily, shaking up his little powdered head, and lisping
vehementlyÑ

'Lieutenant O'Flaherty, Sir! I insist on your instantly taking that physic.
How you may feel, Sir, has nothing to do with it. If you hesitate, I with-
draw my sanction to your going to the field, Sir. There's noÑthere can
beÑno earthly excuse but aÑa miserable objection to aÑswallowing
aÑrecipe, SirÑthat isn'tÑthat is may beÑnot intended to please the
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palate, but to save your life, Sir,Ñremember. Sir, you've swallowed
aÑyouÑyou require, SirÑyou don't think I fear to say it, Sir!Ñyou have
swallowed that you ought not to have swallowed, and don't,
SirÑdon'tÑfor both our sakesÑfor Heaven's sakeÑI imploreÑand in-
sistÑdon't trifle, Sir.'

O'Flaherty felt himself passing under the chill and dismal shadow of
death oncemore, such was the eloquenceof Puddock, and so impressible
his own nature, as he followed the appeal of his second. 'Life is sweet;'
and, though the compound was nauseous,and a necessity upon him of
swallowing it in horrid instalments, spoonful after spoonful, yet, though
not without many interruptions, and many a shocking apostrophe, and
even some sudden paroxysms of horror, which alarmed Puddock, he did
contrive to get through it pretty well, except a little residuum in the bot-
tom, which Puddock wisely connived at.

The clink of a horse-shoedrew Puddock to the window. Sturk riding
into town, reined in his generous beast, and called up to the little
lieutenant.

'Well, he's taken it, eh?'
Puddock smiled a pleasant smile and nodded.
'Walk him about, then, for an hour or so, and he'll do.'
'Thank you, Sir,' said little Puddock, gaily.
'Don't thank me, Sir, eitherof you, but remember the lessonyou've got,'

said the doctor, tartly, and away he plunged into a sharp trot, with a
cling-clang and a cloud of dust. And Puddock followed that ungracious
leech, with a stare of gratitude and admiration, almost with a benedic-
tion. And his anxiety relieved, he and his principal prepared forthwith to
provide real work for the surgeons.
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Chapter16
THE ORDEAL BY BATTLE

The chronicles of the small-sword and pistol are pregnant with horrid
and absurd illustrations of certain great moral facts. Let them pass. A
duel, we all know, spirit of 'Punch and Judy'Ña farce of murder. Sterne's
gallant father expired, or near it, with the point of a small-sword sticking
out two feet between his shoulders, all about a goose-pie. I often
wondered what the precise quarrel was. But these tragedies smell all
over of goose-pie. WhyÑoh, whyÑbrave Captain Sterne,as with saucy,
flashing knife and fork you sported with the outworks of that fated
structure, was there no augur at thine elbow, with a shake of his wintry
beard, to warn thee that the birds of fateÑ thy fateÑsat vigilant under
that festive mask of crust? Beware, it is Pandora's pie! Madman! hold thy
hand! The knife's point that seems to thee about to glide through that
pasty is palpably levelled at thine own windpipe! But this time Mephis-
topheles leaves the revellers to use their own cutlery; and now the pie is
opened; and now the birds begin to sing! Come along, then to the Fifteen
Acres, and let us see what will come of it all.

That flanking demi-bastion of the Magazine, crenelled for musketry,
commands, with the aid of a couple of good field-glasses, an excellent
and secretview of the arena on which the redoubted O'Flaherty and the
grim Nutter were about to put their metal to the proof. General Chattes-
worth, who happened to have an appointment, as he told his sister at
breakfast, in town about that hour, forgot it just as he reached the
Magazine, gave his bridle to the groom, and stumped into the fortress,
where he had a biscuit and a glass of sherry in the commandant's little
parlour, and forth the two cronies sallied mysteriously side by side; the
commandant, Colonel Bligh, being remarkably tall, slim, and straight,
with an austere, mulberry-coloured face; the general stout and stumpy,
and smiling plentifully, short of breath, and double chinned, they got in-
to the sanctum I have just mentioned.
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I don't apologise to my readers, English-born and bred, for assuming
them to be acquainted with the chief features of the 'Phoenix Park, near
Dublin. Irish scenery is now as accessibleas Welsh. Let them study the
old problem, not in blue books, but in the green and brown ones of our
fields and heaths,and mountains. If Ireland be no more than a great cap-
ability and a beautiful landscape, faintly visible in the blue haze, even
from your own headlands, and separated by hardly four hours of water,
and a ten-shilling fare, from your jetties, it is your own shame, not ours,
if a nation of bold speculators and indefatigable tourists leave it
unexplored.

SoI say, from this coigne of vantage, looking westward over the broad
green level toward the thin smoke that rose from Chapelizod chimneys,
lying so snugly in the lap of the hollow by the river, the famous Fifteen
Acres, where so many heroes have measured swords, and so many bul-
lies have bit the dust, was distinctly displayed in the near foreground.
You all know the artillery butt. Well, that was the centre of a circular en-
closure containing just fifteen acres,with broad entrances eastward and
westward.

The old fellows knew very well where to look.
Father Roach was quite accidentally there, reading his breviary when

the hostile parties came upon the groundÑfor except when an accident
of this sort occurred, or the troops were being drilled, it was a se-
questered spot enoughÑand he forthwith joined them, as usual, to re-
concile the dread debate.

Somehow, I think his arguments were not altogether judicious.
'I don't ask particulars, my dearÑI abominate all that concernsa quar-

rel; but Lieutenant O'Flaherty, jewel, supposin' the very
worstÑsupposin', just for argument, that he has horse-whipped
youÑÑ.'

'An' who dar' suppose it?' glared O'Flaherty.
'Or, we'll take it that he spit in your face, honey. Well,' continued his

reverence, not choosing to hear the shocking ejaculations which this hy-
pothesis wrung from the lieutenant; 'what of that, my darlin'? Think of
the indignities, insults, and disgraces that the blessed Saint Martellus
suffered, without allowing, anything worse to cross his lips than an Ave
Mary or a smile in resignation.'

'Ordher the priest off the ground, Sorr,' said O'Flaherty, lividly, to little
Puddock, who was too busy with Mr. Mahony to hear him; and Roach
had already transferred his pious offices to Nutter, who speedily flushed
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up and became, to all appearances, in his own way just as angry as
O'Flaherty.

'Lieutenant O'Flaherty, a word in your ear,' once more droned the mel-
low voice of Father Roach; 'you're a young man, my dear, and here's
Lieutenant Puddock by your side, a young man too; I'm as ould, my
honeys, as the two of you put together, an' I advise you, for your
goodÑdon't shed human bloodÑdon't even draw your swordsÑdon't,
my darlins; don't be led or said by them army-gentlemen, that's always
standin' up for fightin' becausethe leedies admire fightin' men. They'll
call you cowards, polthroons, curs, sneaks, turn-tailsÑlet them!'

'There's no standin' this any longer, Puddock,' said O'Flaherty, in-
censed indescribably by the odious names which his reverence was hy-
pothetically accumulating; 'if you want to see the fightin', Father
RoachÑÑ.'

'Apage, Sathanas!' murmured his reverence, pettishly, raising his
plump, blue chin, and dropping his eyelids with a shakeof the head, and
waving the back of his fat, red hand gently towards the speaker.

'In that case, stay here, an' look your full, an' welcome, only don't
make a noise; behave like a Christian, an' hould your tongue; but if you
really hate fightin', as you sayÑÑ'

Having reached this point in his address, but intending a good deal
more, O'Flaherty suddenly stopped short, drew himself into a stooping
posture, with a flush and a strange distortion, and his eyes fastened
upon Father Roach with an unearthly glare for nearly two minutes, and
seized Puddock upon the upper part of his arm with so awful a grip, in
his great bony hand, that the gallant little gentleman piped out in a
flurry of anguishÑ

'OÑOÑO'Flaherty, ThirÑ let go my arm, Thir.'
O'Flaherty drew a long breath, uttered a short, deep groan, and wip-

ing the moisture from his red forehead, and resuming a perpendicular
position, was evidently trying to recover the lost thread of his discourse.

'There'th dethidedly thomething the matter with you, Thir,' said Pud-
dock, anxiously, sottovoce, while he worked his injured arm's a little at
the shoulder.

'You may say that,' said O'Flaherty, very dismally, and, perhaps, a
little bitterly.

'AndÑandÑandÑyou don't mean to thayÑwhyÑeh?' asked Pud-
dock, uneasily.
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'I tell you what, PuddockÑthere's no use in purtendin'Ñthe poison's
workingÑ that's what's the matter,' returned poor O'Flaherty, in what ro-
mance writers call 'a hissing whisper.'

'GoodÑmerthifulÑgraciouthÑThir!' ejaculated poor little Puddock, in
a panic, and gazing up into the brawny fireworker's face with a pallid
fascination; indeed they both looked unpleasantly unlike the popular
conception of heroes on the eve of battle.

'ButÑbut it can't beÑyou forget Dr. Sturk andÑoh, dear!Ñthe anti-
dote. ItÑI thayÑit can't be, Thir,' said Puddock, rapidly.

'It's no use, now; but I shirked two or three spoonfuls, and I left some
more in the bottom,' said the gigantic O'Flaherty, with a gloomy
sheepishness.

Puddock made an ejaculationÑthe only violent one recorded of
himÑand turning his back briskly upon his principal, actually walked
several stepsaway, as if he intended to cut the whole concern. But such a
measure was really not to be thought of.

'O'FlahertyÑLieutenantÑI won't reproach you,' began Puddock.
'Reproachme! an' who poisonedme, my tight little fellow?' retorted the

fireworker, savagely.
Puddock could only look at him, and then said, quite meeklyÑ
'Well, and my dear Thir, what on earth had we better do?'
'Do,' said O'Flaherty, 'why isn't it completely Hobson's choice with us?

What can we do but go through with it?'
The fact is, I may as well mention, lest the sensitive reader should be

concerned for the gallant O'Flaherty, that the poison had very little to do
with it, and the antidote a great deal. In fact, it was a recklesscompound
conceived in a cynical and angry spirit by Sturk, and as the fireworker
afterwards declared, while expressing in excited language his wonder
how Puddock (for he never suspected Sturk's elixir) had contrived to
compound such a poisonÑ'The torture was such, my dear Madam, as
fairly thranslated me into the purlieus of the other world.'

Nutter had already put off his coat and waistcoat, and appeared in a
neat little black lutestring vest, with sleevesto it, which the elder officers
of the R.I.A. remembered well in by-gone fencing matches.

'Tis a most miserablesituation,' said Puddock, in extreme distress.
'Never mind,' groaned O'Flaherty, grimly taking off his coat; 'you'll

have two corpses to carry home with you; don't you show the laste taste
iv unaisiness, an' I'll not disgrace you, if I'm spared to see it out.'

And now preliminaries were quite adjusted; and Nutter, light and
wiry, a good swordsman, though not young, stepped out with his
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vicious weapon in hand, and his eyes looking white and stony out of his
dark face.A word or two to his armour-bearer, and a rapid gesture, right
and left, and that magnificent squire spoke low to two or three of the
surrounding officers, who forthwith bestirred themselves to keep back
the crowd, and as it were to keep the ring unbroken. O'Flaherty took his
sword, got his hand well into the hilt, poised the blade, shook himself up
as it were, and made a feint or two and a parry in the air, and so began to
advance, like Goliath, towards little Nutter.

'Now, Puddock, back him upÑencourage your man,' said Devereux,
who took a perverse pleasure in joking; 'tell him to flay the lump, splat
him, divide him, and cut him in two piecesÑÑ.

It was a custom of the corps to quiz Puddock about his cookery; but
Puddock, I suppose, did not hear his last night's 'receipt' quoted, and he
kept his eye upon his man, who had now got nearly within fencing dis-
tance of his adversary. But at this critical moment, O'Flaherty, much to
Puddock's disgust, suddenly stopped, and got into the old stooping pos-
ture, making an appalling grimace in what looked like an endeavour to
swallow, not only his under lip, but his chin also. Uttering a quivering,
groan, he continued to stoop nearer to the earth, on which he finally ac-
tually sat down and hugged his knees close to his chest, holding his
breath all the time till he was perfectly purple, and rocking himself this
way and that.

The whole procedure was a mystery to everybody except the guilty
Puddock, who changed colour, and in manifest perturbation, skipped to
his side.

'Bleth meÑbleth meÑmy dear O'Flaherty, he'th very illÑwhere ith
the pain?'

'Is it "farced pain," Puddock, or "gammon pain?"' asked Devereux,
with much concern.

Puddock's plump panic-stricken little face, and staring eye-balls, were
approached close to the writhing features of his redoubted principalÑas
I think I have seen honest Sancho Panza's, in one of Tony Johannot's
sketches, to that of the prostrate Knight of the Rueful Countenance.

'I wish to Heaven I had thwallowed it myselfÑit'th dreadfulÑwhat ith
to beÑare you eathierÑI think you're eathier.'

I don't think O'Flaherty heard him. He only hugged his knees tighter,
and slowly turned up his face, wrung into ten thousand horrid puckers,
to the sky, till his chin stood as high as his forehead, with his teeth and
eyesshut, and he uttered a sound like a half-stifled screech;and, indeed,
looked very black and horrible.
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Some of the spectators, rear-rank men, having but an imperfect view
of the transaction, thought that O'Flaherty had been hideously run
through the body by his solemn opponent, and swelled the general chor-
us of counsel and ejaculation, by all together advising cobwebs, brown-
paper plugs, clergymen, brandy, and the like; but as none of these com-
forts were at hand, and nobody stirred, O'Flaherty was left to the re-
sources of Nature.

Puddock threw his cocked hat upon the ground and stamped in a mo-
mentary frenzy.

'He'th dyingÑDevereuxÑCluffeÑhe'thÑI tell you, he'th dying;' and
he was on the point of declaring himself O'Flaherty's murderer, and sur-
rendering himself as such into the hands of anybody who would accept
the custody of his person, when the recollection of his official position as
poor O'Flaherty's second flashed upon him, and collecting with a grand
effort, his wits and his gracesÑ

'It'th totally impothible, gentlemen,' he said, with his most ceremoni-
ous bow; 'conthidering the awful condition of my printhipalÑIÑI have
reathon to fearÑin fact I knowÑDr. Thturk has theen himÑthat he'th
under the action of poithonÑand it'th quite impractithable, gentlemen,
that thith affair of honour can protheed at prethent;' and Puddock drew
himself up peremptorily, and replaced his hat, which somebody had
slipped into his hand, upon his round powdered head.

Mr. Mahony, though a magnificent gentleman, was, perhaps, a little
stupid, and he mistook Puddock's agitation, and thought he was in a
passion, and disposed to be offensive. He, therefore, with a marked and
stern sort of elegance, repliedÑ

'Pison, Sir, is a remarkably strong alpathet; it's language, Sir, which, if a
gentleman usesat all, he's bound in justice, in shivalry, and in dacency to
a generous adversary, to define with precision. Mr. Nutter is too well
known to the best o'society, moving in a circle as he does, to require the
panegyric of humble me. They drank together last night, they differed in
opinion, that's true, but fourteen clear hours has expired, and pison be-
ing mentionedÑÑ'

'Why, body o' me! Sir,' lisped Puddock, in fierce horror; 'can you ima-
gine for one moment, Sir, that I or any man living could suppose for an
instant, that my respected friend, Mr. Nutter, to whom (a low bow to
Nutter, returned by that gentleman) I have now the misfortune to be op-
posed, is capableÑcapable, Sir, of poisoning any living beingÑman, wo-
man, or child; and to put an end, Sir, at once to all misapprehension
upon this point, it was IÑ I, SirÑmyselfÑwho poisoned him, altogether
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accidentally, of course, by a valuable, but mismanaged receipt, this
morning, SirÑyouÑyou see, Mr. Nutter!'

Nutter, balked of his gentlemanlike satisfaction, stared with a horrified
but somewhat foolish countenance from Puddock to O'Flaherty.

'And now, Thir,' pursued Puddock, addressing himself to Mr.
Mahony, 'if Mr. Nutter desires to postpone the combat, I consent; if not, I
offer mythelf to maintain it inthead of my printhipal.'

And so he made another low bow, and stood bareheaded,hat in hand,
with his right hand on his sword hilt.

'Upon my honour, Captain Puddock, it's precisely what I was going to
propose myself, Sir,' said Mahony, with great alacrity; 'as the only way
left us of getting honourably out of the great embarrassment in which we
are placed by the premature death-struggles of your friend; for nothing,
Mr. Puddock, but being bon‰fide in articulo mortis, can palliate his
conduct.'

'My dear Puddock,' whispered Devereux, in his ear, 'surely you would
not kill Nutter to oblige two such brutes as these?'indicating by a glance
Nutter's splendid second and the magnanimous O'Flaherty, who was
still sitting speechless upon the ground.

'Captain Puddock,' pursued that mirror of courtesy, Mr. Patrick
Mahony, of Muckafubble, who, by-the-bye, persisted in giving him his
captaincy, may I enquire who's your friend upon this unexpected turn of
affairs?'

'There's no need, Sir,' said Nutter, dryly and stoutly, 'I would not hurt
a hair of your head, Lieutenant Puddock.'

'Do you hear him?' panted O'Flaherty, for the first time articulate, and
stung by the unfortunate phraseÑit seemedfated that Nutter should not
open his lips without making some allusion to human hair: 'do you hear
him, Puddock? Mr. NutterÑ(he spoke with great difficulty, and in
jerks)ÑSirÑMr. NutterÑyou shallÑughÑyou shall render a strict
accow-ow-oh-im-m-m!'

The sound was smothered under his compressed lips, his face wrung
itself again crimson with a hideous squeeze,and Puddock thought the
moment of his dissolution was come, and almost wished it over.

'Don't try to speakÑpray, Sir, don'tÑthereÑthere, now,' urged Pud-
dock, distractedly; but the injunction was unnecessary.

'Mr. Nutter,' said his second sulkily, 'I don't see anything to satisfy
your outraged honour in the curious spectacleof that gentleman sitting
on the ground making faces; we came here not to trifle, but, as I con-
ceive, to dispatch business, Sir.'
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'To dispatch that unfortunate gentleman, you mean, and that seems
pretty well done to your hand,' said little Dr. Toole, bustling up from the
coachwhere his instruments, lint, and plasters were deposited. 'What's it
all, eh?Ñoh, Dr. Sturk's been with him, eh? Oh, ho, ho, ho!' and he
laughed sarcastically, in an undertone, and shrugged, as he stooped
down and took O'Flaherty's pulse in his fingers and thumb.

'I tell you what, Mr. aÑaÑaÑSir,' said Nutter, with a very dangerous
look; 'I have had the honour of knowing Lieutenant Puddock since
August, 1756;I won't hurt him, for I like and respect him; but, if fight I
must, I'll fight you, Sir!'

'Since August, 1756?' repeated Mr. Mahony, with prompt surprise.
'Pooh! why didn't you mention that before? Why, Sir, he's an old friend,
and you could not pleasantly ask him to volunteer to bare his waypon
against the boosom of his friend. No, Sir, shivalry is the handmaid of
Christian charity, and honour walks hand in hand with the human
heart!'

With this noble sentiment he bowed and shook Nutter's cold, hard
hand, and then Puddock's plump little white paw.

You are not to suppose that Pat Mahoney, of Muckafubble, was a pol-
troon; on the contrary, he had fought several shocking duels, and dis-
played a remarkable amount of savagery and coolness;but having made
a character, he was satisfied therewith. They may talk of fighting for the
fun of it, liking it, delighting in it; don't believe a word of it. We all hate
it, and the hero is only he who hates it least.'

'Ugh, I can't stand it any longer; take me out of this, some of you,' said
O'Flaherty, wiping the damp from his red face. 'I don't think there's ten
minutes' life in me.'

'De profundis conclamavi,' murmured fat father Roach; 'lean upon me,
Sir.'

'And me,' said little Toole.
'For the benefit of your poor soul, my honey, just say you forgive Mr.

Nutter before you leave the field,' said the priest quite sincerely.
'Anything at all, Father Roach,' replied the sufferer; 'only don't bother

me.'
'You forgive him then, aroon?' said the priest.
'Och, bother! forgive him, to be sure I do. That's supposin', mind, I

don't recover; but if I doÑÑ.'
'Och, pacible, pacible, my son,' said Father Roach,patting his arm, and

soothing him with his voice. It was the phrase he used to address to his
nag, Brian O'Lynn, when Brian had too much oats, and was disagreeably
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playful. 'Nansinse, now, can't you be pacibleÑpacible my sonÑthere
now, pacible, pacible.'

Upon his two supporters, and followed by his little second,this tower-
ing sufferer was helped, and tumbled into the coach, into which Pud-
dock, Toole, and the priest, who was curious to seeO'Flaherty's last mo-
ments, all followed; and they drove at a wild canterÑfor the coachman
was 'hearty'Ñover the green grass, and toward Chapelizod, though
Toole broke the check-string without producing any effect, down the hill,
quite frightfully, and were all within an ace of being capsized. But ulti-
mately they reached, in various states of mind, but safely enough,
O'Flaherty's lodgings.

Here the gigantic invalid, who had suffered another paroxysm on the
way, was slowly assisted to the ground by his awestruck and curious
friends, and entered the house with a groan, and roared for Judy Carroll
with a curse, and invoked Jerome,the cokangmodate, with horrible voci-
feration. And asamong the hushed exhortations of the good priest, Toole
and Puddock, he mounted the stairs, he took occasion over the banister,
in stentorian tones, to proclaim to the household his own awful situation,
and the imminent approach of the moment of his dissolution.
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Chapter17
LIEUTENANT PUDDOCK RECEIVES AN
INVITATION AND A RAP OVER THE KNUCKLES

The old gentlemen, from their peepholes in the Magazine, watched the
progress of this remarkable affair of honour, as well as they could, with
the aid of their field-glasses, and through an interposing crowd.

'By Jupiter, Sir, he's through him!' said Colonel Bligh, when he saw
O'Flaherty go down.

'So he is, by George!' replied General Chattesworth; 'but, eh, which is
he?'

'The long fellow,' said Bligh.
'O'Flaherty?Ñhey!Ñno, by George!Ñthough so it isÑthere's work in

Frank Nutter yet, by Jove,' said the general, poking his glass and his fat
face an inch or two nearer.

'Quick work, general!' said Bligh.
'Devilish,' replied the general.
The two worthies never moved their glasses;aseach,on his inquisitive

face, wore the grim, wickedish, half-smile, with which an old stager re-
calls, in the prowess of his juniors, the pleasant devilment of his own
youth.

'The cool, old hand, Sir, too much for your new fireworker,' remarked
Bligh, cynically.

'Tut, Sir, this O'Flaherty has not been three weeks among us,'
spluttered out the general, who was woundily jealous of the honour of
his corps. 'There are lads among our fireworkers who would whip Nut-
ter through the liver while you'd count ten!'

'They're removing theÑtheÑ(a long pause) the body, eh?' said Bligh.
'Hey! no, see, by George, he's walking but he'shurt.'

'I'm mighty well pleased it's no worse, Sir,' said the general, honestly
glad.

'They're helping him into the coachÑlong legs the fellow's got,' re-
marked Bligh.
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'TheseÑthingsÑSirÑareÑareÑveryÑunÑpleasant,' said the general,
adjusting the focus of the glass, and speaking slowlyÑthough no Span-
ish dandy ever relished a bull-fight more than he an affair of the kind.
He and old Bligh had witnessed no less than fiveÑnot counting thisÑin
which officers of the R.I.A. were principal performers, from the same
sung post of observation. The general, indeed, was conventionally sup-
posed to know nothing of them, and to reprobate the practice itself with
his whole soul. But somehow, when an affair of the sort came off on the
Fifteen Acres, he always happened to drop in, at the proper moment,
upon his old crony, the colonel, and they sauntered into the demi-bas-
tion together, and quietly saw what was to be seen. It was Miss Becky
Chattesworth who involved the poor general in this hypocrisy. It was
not exactly her money; it was her force of will and unflinching audacity
that established her control over an easy, harmless, plastic old
gentleman.

'They are unpleasantÑdevilish unpleasantÑsomewhere in the body, I
think, hey? they're stooping again, stooping againÑeh?Ñ plaguyunpleas-
ant, Sir (the general was thinking how Miss Becky's tongue would wag,
and what she might not even do, if O'Flaherty died). Ha! on they go
again, and aÑPuddockÑgetting inÑand that's Toole. He's not so much
hurtÑeh? He helped himself a good deal, you saw; but (taking heart of
grace) when a quarrel does occur, Sir, I believe, after all, 'tis better off the
stomach at onceÑa few passesÑyou knowÑor the crack of a pis-
tolÑwho's that got inÑthe priestÑhey? by George!'

'Awkward if he dies a Papist,' said cynical old BlighÑthe R.I.A. were
Protestant by constitution.

'That never happens in our corps, Sir,' said the general, haughtily; 'but,
as I say, when a quarrelÑdoesÑoccurÑSirÑthere, they're off at last;
when it does occurÑI sayÑheyday! what a thundering pace! a gallop,
by George! that don't look well (a pause)ÑandÑandÑaÑabout what
you were sayingÑyou know he couldn't die a Papist in our corpsÑno
one doesÑno one ever didÑit would be, you knowÑit would be a trick,
Sir, and O'Flaherty's a gentleman; it could not beÑ(he was thinking of
Miss Becky againÑshe was so fierce on the Gunpowder Plot, the rising
of 1642, and Jesuits in general, and he went on a little flustered); but
then, Sir, as I was saying, though the thing has its usesÑÑ.'

'I'd like to know where society'd be without it,' interposed Bligh, with
a sneer.

'Though it may have its uses,Sir; it's not a thing one can sit down and
say is rightÑwe can't!'
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'I've heard your sister, Miss Becky, speak strongly on that point,
too,'said Bligh.

'Ah! I dare say,' said the general, quite innocently, an coughing a little.
This was a sore point with the hen-pecked warrior, and the grim scarcec-
row by his side knew it, and grinned through his telescope; 'and you
seeÑI sayÑeh! I think they're breaking up, aÑandÑI sayÑIÑit seems
all overÑehÑand so, dear colonel, I must take my leave, andÑÑ.'

And after a lingering look, he shut up his glass,and walking thought-
fully back with his friend, said suddenlyÑ

'And, now I think of itÑit could not be thatÑPuddock, you know,
would not suffer the priest to sit in the same coach with such a
designÑPuddock's a good officer, eh! and knows his duty.'

A few hours afterwards, General Chattesworth, having just dismoun-
ted outside the Artillery barracks, to his surprise, met Puddock and
O'Flaherty walking leisurely in the street of Chapelizod. O'Flaherty
looked pale and shaky, and rather wild; and the general returned his sa-
lute, looking deuced hard at him, and wondering all the time in what
part of his body (in his phrase) 'he had got it;' and how the plague the
doctors had put him so soon on his legs again.

'Ha, Lieutenant Puddock,' with a smile, which Puddock thought signi-
ficantÑ'give you good-evening, Sir. Dr. Toole anywhere about, or have
you seen Sturk?'

'No, he had not.'
The general wanted to hear by accident, or in confidence, all about it;

and having engaged Puddock in talk, that officer followed by his side.
'I should be glad of the honour of your company, Lieutenant Puddock,

to dinner this eveningÑSturk comes,and Captain Cluffe, and this won-
derful Mr. Dangerfield too, of whom we all heard so much at mess, at
five o'clock, if the invitation's not too late.'

The lieutenant acknowledged and accepted, with a blush and a very
low bow, his commanding officer's hospitality; in fact, there was a tendre
in the direction of Belmont, and little Puddock had inscribed in his
private book many charming stanzas of various lengths and structures,
in which the name of 'Gertrude' was of frequent recurrence.

'AndÑaÑI say, PuddockÑLieutenant O'Flaherty, I thoughtÑIÑI
thought, d'ye see, just now, eh? (he looked inquisitively, but there was
no answer); I thought, I say, he looked devilish out of sorts, is
heÑaÑ ill ?'

'He was veryill, indeed, this afternoon, general; a sudden attackÑÑ'
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The general looked quickly at Puddock's plump, consequential face;
but there was no further light in it. 'He was hurt then, I knew it'Ñhe
thoughtÑ'who's attending himÑand why is he outÑand was it a flesh-
woundÑor where was it?' all these questions silently, but vehemently,
solicited an answerÑand he repeated the last aloud, in a carelesssort of
way.

'AndÑaÑLieutenant Puddock, you were sayingÑaÑtell
meÑnowÑ wherewas it?'

'In the park, general,' said Puddock, in perfect good faith.
'Eh? ah! in the park, was it? but I want to know, you know, what part

of the bodyÑd'ye seeÑthe shoulderÑor?ÑÑ'
'The duodenum, Dr. Toole called itÑjust here, general,' and he pressed

his fingers to what is vulgarly known as the 'pit' of his stomach.
'What, Sir, do you mean to say the pit of his stomach?'said the general,

with more horror and indignation than he often showed.
'Yes, just about that point, general, and the pain was very violent in-

deed,' answered Puddock, looking with a puzzled stare at the general's
stern and horrified countenanceÑan officer might have a pain in his
stomach, he thought, without exciting all that emotion. Had he heard of
the poison, and did he know more of the working of such things than,
perhaps, the doctors did?

'And what in the name of Bedlam, Sir, does he mean by walking about
the town with a hole through hisÑhis what's his name? I'm hanged but
I'll place him under arrest this moment,' the general thundered, and his
little eyesswept the perspective this way and that, as if they would leap
from their sockets, in search of the reckless O'Flaherty. 'Where's the ad-
jutant, Sir?' he bellowed with a crimson scowl and a stamp, to the unof-
fending sentry.

'That's the way to make him lie quiet, and keep his bed till he heals,
Sir.'

Puddock explained, and the storm subsided, rumbling off in half a
dozen testy assertions on the general's part that he, Puddock, had dis-
tinctly used the word 'wounded,' and now and then renewing faintly, in a
muttered explosion, on the troubles and worries of his command, and a
great many 'pshaws!' and several fits of coughing, for the general contin-
ued out of breath for some time. He had showed his cards, however, and
so, in a dignified disconcerted sort of way, he told Puddock that he had
heard something about O'Flaherty's having got most improperly into a
foolish quarrel, and having met Nutter that afternoon, and for a moment
feared he might have been hurt; and then came enquiries about Nutter,
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and there appeared to have been no one hurt, and yet the parties on the
groundÑand no fightingÑand yet no reconciliationÑand, in fact, the
general was so puzzled with this conundrum, and so curious, that he
was very near calling after Puddock, when they parted at the bridge, and
making him entertain him, at some cost of consistency, with the whole
story.

So PuddockÑhis head full of delicious visionsÑmarched home-
wardÑto powder and perfume, and otherwise equip for that banquet of
the gods, of which he was to partake at five o'clock, and just ashe turned
the corner at 'The Phoenix,' who should he behold, sailing down the
Dublin road from the King's House, with a grand powdered footman,
bearing his caneof office, and a great bouquet behind her, and Gertrude
Chattesworth by her side, but the splendid and formidable Aunt Becky,
who had just been paying her compliments to old Mrs. Colonel Stafford,
from whom she had heard all about the duel. Soas Puddock's fat cheeks
grew pink at sight of Miss Gertrude, all Aunt Becky'scolour flushed into
her face, as her keen eye pierced the unconscious lieutenant from afar
off, and chin and nose high in air, her mouth just a little tucked in, as it
were, at one cornerÑa certain sign of coming stormÑan angry hectic in
each cheek, a fierce flirt of her fan, and two or three short sniffs that be-
tokened mischiefÑshe quickened her pace,leaving her niece a good way
in the rear, in her haste to engage the enemy. Before she came up she
commenced the action at a long range, and very abruptlyÑfor an effect-
ive rhetorician of Aunt Becky's sort, jumps at once, like a good epic poet,
in mediasres; and as Nutter, who, like all her friends in turn, experienced
once or twice 'a taste of her quality,' observed to his wife, 'by Jove, that
woman saysthings for which sheought to be put in the watch-house.' So
now and here she maintained her reputationÑ

'You ought to be flogged, Sir; yes,' she insisted, answering Puddock's
bewildered stare, 'tied up to the halberts and flogged.'

Aunt Rebeccawas accompanied by at least half a dozen lap-dogs, and
those intelligent brutes, aware of his disgrace, besetpoor Puddock's legs
with a furious vociferation.

'Madam,' said he, his ears tingling, and making a prodigious low bow;
'commissioned officers are never flogged.'

'So much the worse for the service, Sir; and the sooner they abolish
that anomalous distinction the better. I'd have them begin, Sir, with you,
and your accomplice in murder, Lieutenant O'Flaherty.'

'Madam! your most obedient humble servant,' said Puddock, with an-
other bow, still more ceremonious, flushing up intensely to the very
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roots of his powdered hair, and feeling in his swelling heart that all the
generals of all the armies of Europe dare not have held such language to
him.

'Good-evening, Sir,' said Aunt Becky, with an energetic toss of her
head, having discharged her shot; and with an averted countenance,and
in high disdain, she swept grandly on, quite forgetting her niece, who
said a pleasant word or two to Puddock as she passed, and smiled so
kindly, and seemedso entirely unconscious of his mortification, that he
was quite consoled, and on the whole was made happy and elated by the
rencontre, and went home to his wash-balls and perfumes in a hopeful
and radiant, though somewhat excited state.

Indeed, the little lieutenant knew that kind-hearted termagant, Aunt
Becky, too well, to be long castdown or even flurried by her onset.When
the same little Puddock, about a year ago, had that ugly attack of pleur-
isy, and was so low and so long about recovering, and so puny and fasti-
dious in appetite, she treated him as kindly as if he were her own son, in
the matter of jellies, strong soups, and curious light wines, and had after-
wards lent him some good books which the little lieutenant had read
through, like a man of honour as he was. And, indeed, what specially
piqued Aunt Becky's resentment just now was, that having had, about
that time, a good deal of talk with Puddock upon the particular subject
of duelling, he had, as she thought, taken very kindly to her way of
thinking; and she had a dozen times in the last month, cited Puddock to
the general; and so his public defection was highly mortifying and
intolerable.

So Puddock, in a not unpleasant fuss and excitement, sat down in his
dressing-gown before the glass;and while Moore the barber, with tongs,
powder, and pomade, repaired the dilapidations of the day, he contem-
plated his own plump face, not altogether unapprovingly, and thought
with a charming anticipation of the adventures of the approaching
evening.
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Chapter18
RELATING HOW THE GENTLEMEN SAT OVER
THEIR CLARET, AND HOW DR. STURK SAW A
FACE

Puddock drove up the avenue of gentlemanlike old poplars, and over
the little bridge, and under the high-arched bowers of elms, walled up at
either side with evergreens,and so into the court-yard of Belmont. Three
sides of a parellelogram, the white old house being the largest, and of-
fices white and in keeping, but overgrown with ivy, and opening to
yards of their own on the other sides, facing one another at the flanks,
and in front a straight Dutch-like moat, with a stone balustrade running
all along from the garden to the bridge, with great stone flower pots set
at intervals, the shrubs and flowers of which associatedthemselves in his
thoughts with beautiful Gertrude Chattesworth, and so were wonder-
fully bright and fragrant. And there were two swans upon the water, and
several peacocks marching dandily in the court-yard; and a grand old
Irish dog, with a great collar, and a Celtic inscription, dreaming on the
steps in the evening sun.

It was always pleasant to dine at Belmont. Old General Chattesworth
was so genuinely hospitable and so really glad to seeyou, and so hilari-
ous himself, and so enjoying. A sage or a scholar, perhaps, might not
have found a great deal in him. Most of his stories had been heard be-
fore. Someof them, I am led to believe, had even been printed. But they
were not very long, and he had a good natured word and a cordial smile
for everybody; and he had a good cook, and explained his dishes to
those beside him, and used sometimes to toddle out himself to the cellar
in searchof a curious bon-bouche; and of nearly every bin in it he had a
little anecdote or a pedigree to relate. And his laugh was frequent and
hearty, and somehow the room and all in it felt the influence of his pres-
ence like the glow, and cheer, and crackle of a bright Christmas fire.

Miss Becky Chattesworth, very stately in a fine brocade, and a great
deal of point lace, received Puddock very loftily, and only touched his
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hand with the tips of her fingers. It was plain he was not yet taken into
favour. When he entered the drawing-room, that handsome stranger,
with the large eyes, so wonderfully elegant and easy in the puce-col-
oured cut velvetÑMr. MervynÑwas leaning upon the high back of a
chair, and talking agreeably, as it seemed, to Miss Gertrude. He had a
shake of the hand and a fashionable greeting from stout, dandified Cap-
tain Cluffe, who was by no means so young as he would be supposed,
and made up industriously and braced what he called his waist, with
great fortitude, and indeed sometimes looked half-stifled, in spite of his
smile and his swagger. Sturk, leaning at the window with his shoulders
to the wall, beckoned Puddock gruffly, and cross-examined him in an
undertone as to the issue of O'Flaherty's case. Of course he knew all
about the duel, but the corps also knew that Sturk would not attend on
the ground in any affair where the Royal Irish Artillery were concerned,
and therefore they could bring what doctor they pleased to the field
without an affront.

'And see, my buck,' said Sturk, winding up rather savagely with a
sneer; 'you've got out of that scrape, you and your patient, by a piece of
good luck that's not like to happen twice over; so take my advice, and cut
that leaf out of yourÑyourÑgrandmother's cookery book, and light
your pipe with it.'

This slight way of treating both his book and his ancestorsnettled little
PuddockÑwho never himself took a liberty, and expected similar treat-
mentÑbut he knew Sturk, the nature of the beast, and he only bowed
grandly, and went to pay his respects to cowed, kindly, querulous little
Mrs. Sturk, at the other end of the room. An elderly gentleman, with a
rather white face, a high forehead and grim look, was chatting briskly
with her; and Puddock, the moment his eye lighted on the stranger, felt
that there was something remarkable about him. Taken in detail, indeed,
he was insignificant. He was dressed as quietly as the style of that day
would allow, yet in his toilet, there was entire easeand even a latent air
of fashion. He wore his own hair; and though there was a little powder
upon it and upon his coat collar, it was perfectly white, frizzed out a
little at the sides, and gathered into a bag behind. The stranger rose and
bowed as Puddock approached the lady, and the lieutenant had a nearer
view of his great white foreheadÑhis only good featureÑand the pair of
silver spectaclesthat glimmered under it, and his small hooked noseand
stern mouth.

''Tis a mean countenance,' said the general, talking him over when the
company had dispersed.
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'No countenance,'said Miss Becky decisively, 'couldbe mean with such
a forehead.'

The fact isÑif they had cared to analyseÑthe features, taken separ-
ately, with that one exception, were insignificant; but the face was singu-
lar, with its strange pallor, its intellectual mastery, and sarcastic decision.

The general, who had accidentally omitted the ceremonyÑin those
days essentialÑnow strutted up to introduce them.

'Mr. Dangerfield, will you permit me to present my good friend and
officer Lieutenant Puddock. Lieutenant Puddock, Mr DangerfieldÑMr.
Dangerfield, Lieutenant Puddock.'

And there was a great deal of pretty bowing, and eachwas the other's
'most obedient,' and declared himself honoured; and the conventional
parenthesis ended, things returned to their former course.

Puddock only perceived that Mrs. Sturk was giving Dangerfield a
rambling sort of account of the people of Chapelizod. Dangerfield, to do
him justice, listened attentively. In fact, he had led her upon that particu-
lar theme, and as easily and cleverly kept her close to the subject. For he
was not a general to manoeuvre without knowing first how the ground
lay, and had an active, enquiring mind, in which he made all sorts of
little notes.

So Mrs. Sturk prattled on, to her own and Mr. Dangerfield's content,
for she was garrulous when not under the eye of her lord, and always
gentle, though given to lamentation, having commonly many small
hardships to mention. So, quite without malice or retention, she poured
out the gossip of the town, but not its scandal. Indeed, she was a very
harmless, and rather sweet, though dolorous little body, and was very
fond of children, especially her own, who would have been ruined were
it not that they quailed as much as she did before Sturk, on whom she
looked as by far the cleverest and most awful mortal then extant, and
never doubted that the world thought so too. For the rest, she preserved
her dresses,which were not amiss, for an interminable time, her sheets
were always well aired, her maids often saucy, and sheoften in tears,but
Sturk's lace and fine-linen were always forthcoming in exemplary order;
she rehearsed the catechism with the children, and loved Dr. Walsing-
ham heartily, and made more raspberry jam than any other woman of
her means in Chapelizod, except, perhaps, Mrs. Nutter, between whom
and herself there were points of resemblance,but something as nearly a
feud as could subsist between their harmless natures. Each believed the
other matched with a bold bad man, who was always scheming
somethingÑthey never quite understood whatÑagainst her own
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peerless lord; each on seeing the other, hoping that Heaven would de-
fend the right and change the hearts of her enemies,or, at all events con-
found their politics; and each, with a sort of awful second-sight, when
they viewed one another across the street, beholding her neighbour
draped in a dark film of thunder-cloud, and with a sheaf of pale light-
ning, instead of a fan flickering in her hand.

When they came down to dinner, the gallant Captain Cluffe contrived
to seathimself beside Aunt Becky, to whom the rogue commended him-
self by making a corner on his chair, next hers, for that odious greedy
little brute 'Fancy,' and by a hundred other adroit and amiable atten-
tions. And having a perfect acquaintance with all her weak pointsÑas
everybody had who lived long in ChapelizodÑhe had no difficulty in
finding topics to interest her, and in conversing acceptably thereupon.
And, indeed, whenever he was mentioned for some time after, she used
to remark, that Captain Cluffe was a very conversableand worthy young
(!) man.

In truth, that dinner went swiftly and pleasantly over for many of the
guests.Gertrude Chattesworth was placed between the enamoured Pud-
dock and the large-eyed, handsome, mysterious Mervyn. Of course, the
hour flew with light and roseate wings for him. Little Puddock was in
great force, and chatted with energy, and his theatrical lore, and his
oddities, made him not unamusing. So she smiled on him more than
usual, to make amends for the frowns of the higher powers, and he was
as happy as a prince and as proud as a peacock,and quite tipsy with his
success.

It is not always easy to know what young ladies like best or least, or
quite what they are driving at; and Cluffe, from the other side of the
table, thought, though Puddock was an agreeable fellow, and exerting
himself uncommonly (for Cluffe, like other men not deep in the liter¾hu-
maniores, had a sort of veneration for 'book learning,' under which cat-
egory he placed Puddock's endless odds and ends of play lore, and
viewed the little lieutenant himself accordingly with some awe as a man
of parts and a scholar, and prodigiously admired his verses, which he
only half understood); he fancied, I say, although Puddock was unusu-
ally entertaining, that Miss Gertrude would have beenwell content to ex-
change him for the wooden lay-figure on which she hung her draperies
when she sketched, which might have worn his uniform and filled his
chair, and spared her his agreeable conversation, and which had eyes
and saw not, and ears and heard not.
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In short, the cunning fellow fancied he saw, by many small signs, a
very decided preference on her part for the handsome and melancholy,
but evidently eloquent stranger. Like other cunning fellows, however,
Cluffe was not always right; and right or wrong, in his own illusions, if
such they were, little Puddock was, for the time, substantially blessed.

The plump and happy lieutenant, when the ladies had flown away to
the drawing-room and their small tea-cups, waxed silent and sentiment-
al, but being a generous rival, and feeling that he could afford it, made a
little effort, and engaged Mervyn in talk, and found him pleasantly
versed in many things of which he knew little, and especially in the
Continental stage and drama, upon which Puddock heard him greedily;
and the general's bustling talk helped to keep the company merry, and
he treated them to a bottle of the identical sack of which his own father's
wedding posset had been compounded! Dangerfield, in a rather harsh
voice, but agreeably and intelligently withal, told some rather pleasant
stories about old wines and curious wine fanciers; and Cluffe and Pud-
dock, who often sang together, being called on by the general, chanted a
duet rather prettily, though neither, separately, had much of a voice.
And the incorrigible Puddock, apropos of a piece of a whale once eaten
by Dangerfield, after his wont, related a wonderful receiptÑ'a weaver
surprised.' The weaver turned out to be a fish, and the 'surprising' was
the popping him out of ice into boiling water, with after details, which
made the old general shake and laugh till tears bedewed his honest
cheeks.And Mervyn and Dangerfield, as much surprised as the weaver,
both looked, each in his own way, a little curiously at the young warrior
who possessed this remarkable knowledge.

And the claret, like the general's other wines, was very good, and
Dangerfield said a stern word or two in its praise, and guessed its vin-
tage, to his host's great elation, who, with Lord Castlemallard, began to
think Dangerfield a very wonderful man.

Dr. Sturk alone sipped his claret silently; looking thoughtfully a good
deal at Dangerfield over the way, and when spoken to, seemedto waken
up, but dropped out of the conversation again; though this was odd, for
he had intended giving Dangerfield a bit of his mind as to what might be
made of the Castlemallard estates, and by implication letting in some
light upon Nutter's mismanagement.

When Dr. Sturk had come into the drawing-room before dinner,
Dangerfield was turning over a portfolio in the shade beyond the win-
dow, and the evening sun was shining strongly in his own face; so that
during the ceremony of introduction he had seennext to nothing of him,
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and then sauntered away to the bow window at the other end, where the
ladies were assembled, to make his obeisance.

But at the dinner-table, he was placed directly opposite, with the ad-
vantage of a very distinct view; and the face, relieved against the dark
stamped leather hangings on the wall, stood out like a sharply-painted
portrait, and produced an odd and unpleasant effect upon Sturk, who
could not help puzzling himself then, and for a long time after, with un-
availing speculations about him.

The grim white man opposite did not appear to trouble his head about
Sturk. He eat his dinner energetically, chatted laconically, but rather
pleasantly. Sturk thought he might be eight-and-forty, or perhaps six or
seven-and-fiftyÑit was a face without a date. He went over all his
points, insignificant features, high forehead, stern countenance,abruptly
silent, abruptly speaking, spectacles, harsh voice, harsher laugh,
something sinister perhaps, and used for the most part when the joking
or the story had a flavour of the sarcasticand the devilish. The image, as
a whole, seemedto Sturk to fill in the outlines of a recollection, which yet
was not a recollection. He could not seize it; it was a decidedly unpleas-
ant impression of having seenhim before, but where he could not bring
to mind. 'He got me into some confounded trouble some time or other,'
thought Sturk, in his uneasy dream; 'the sight of him is like a thump in
my stomach. Was he the sheriff's deputy at Chester, when that rascally
Jew-tailor followed me? DangerfieldÑDangerfieldÑDangerfieldÑno; or
could it be that row at Taunton? or the custom-house officerÑlet me
seeÑ1751;no, he was a taller manÑyes, I remember him; it is not he. Or
was he at Dick Luscome'sduel?' and he lay awake half the night thinking
of him; for he was not only a puzzle, but there was a sort of suspicion of
danger and he knew not what, throbbing in his soul whenever his rever-
ie conjured up that impenetrable, white scoffing face.
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Chapter19
IN WHICH THE GENTLEMEN FOLLOW THE
LADIES

Having had as much claret as they cared for, the gentlemen fluttered
gaily into the drawing-room, and Puddock, who made up to Miss Ger-
trude, and had just started afresh, and in a rather more sentimental vein,
was a good deal scandalised, and put out by the general's reciting with
jolly emphasis,and calling thereto his daughter's special attention, his re-
ceipt for 'surprising a weaver,' which he embellished with two or three
burlesque improvements of his own, which Puddock, amidst his blushes
and confusion, allowed to pass without a protest. Aunt Rebeccawas the
only person present who pointedly refused to laugh; and with a slight
shudder and momentary elevation of her eyes,said, 'wicked and unnat-
ural cruelty!' at which sentiment Puddock used his pocket-handkerchief
in rather an agitated manner.

''Tis a thing I've never done myselfÑthat is, I've never seen it done,'
said Little Puddock, suffused with blushes,ashe pleaded his causeat the
bar of humanityÑfor those were the days of Howard, and the fair sex
had taken up the philanthropist. 'TheÑtheÑreceiptÑ'tis, you see, a
thing I happened to meetÑandÑand just read it in theÑin a bookÑand
theÑIÑaÑmdash;'

Aunt Becky, with her shoulders raised in a shudder, and an agonised
and peremptory 'there, there, there,' moved out of hearing in dignified
disgust, to the general's high entertainment, who enjoyed her assaults
upon innocent Puddock, and indeed took her attacks upon himself,
when executedwith moderation, hilariously enoughÑa misplaced good-
humour which never failed to fire Aunt Becky's just resentment.

Indeed, the general was so tickled with this joke that he kept it going
for the rest of the evening, by sly allusions and mischievous puns. As for
instance, at supper, when Aunt Rebeccawas deploring the miserable de-
pression of the silk manufacture, and the distress of the poor Protestant
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artisans of the Liberty, the general, with a solemn wink at Puddock, and
to that officer's terror, came out withÑ

'Yet, who knows, Lieutenant Puddock, but the weavers, poor fellows,
may be surprised, you know, by a sudden order from the Court, as
happened last year.'

But Aunt Rebeccaonly raised her eyebrows, and, with a slight toss of
her head, looked sternly at a cold fowl on the other side. But, from some
causeor otherÑperhaps it was Miss Gertrude's rebellion in treating the
outlawed Puddock with special civility that evening, Miss Becky's asper-
ity seemedto acquire edge and venom as time proceeded. But Puddock
rallied quickly. He was on the whole very happy, and did not grudge
Mervyn his shareof the talk, though he heard him ask leave to send Miss
Gertrude Chattesworth a portfolio of his drawings made in Venice, to
look over, which she with a smile acceptedÑand at supper, Puddock, at
the general's instigation, gave them a solo, which went off pretty well,
and, as they stood about the fire after it, on a similar pressure, an imita-
tion of Barry in Othello; and upon this, Miss Becky, who was a furious
partisan of Smock-alley Theatre and Mossop against Barry, Woodward,
and the Crow-street play-house, went off again. Indeed, this was a feud
which just then divided the ladies of all Dublin, and the greater part of
the country, with uncommon acrimony.

'Crow-street was set up,' she harangued, 'to ruin the old house in the
spirit of covetousness,you say' (Puddock had not said a word on the sub-
ject;) 'well, covetousness, we have good authority for saying, is idol-
atryÑnothing lessÑidolatry, Sir,Ñyou need not stare.' (Puddock cer-
tainly did stare.) 'I suppose you onceread your Bible, Sir, but every sens-
ible man, woman, child, and infant, Sir, in the kingdom, knows it was
malice; and malice, Holy Writ says, is murderÑbut I forgot, that's per-
haps no very great objection with Lieutenant Puddock.'

And little Puddock flushed up, and his round eyesgrew rounder and
rounder, as she proceeded, every moment; and he did not know what to
sayÑfor it had not struck him before that Messrs. Barry's and
Woodward's theatrical venture might be viewed in the light of idolatry
or murder. Sodumfounded ashe was, he took half of Lord Chesterfield's
advice in such cases,that is, he forgot the smile, but he made a very low
bow, and, with this submission, the combat ( si rixa est) subsided.

Dangerfield had gone away some timeÑso had MervynÑSturk and
his wife went next, and Cluffe and Puddock, who lingered as long as
was decent, at last took leave. The plump lieutenant went away very
happy, notwithstanding the two or three little rubs he had met with, and
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a good deal more in love than ever. And he and his companion were
both thoughtful, and the walk home was quite silent, though very
pleasant.

Cluffe was giving shape mentally to his designs upon Miss Rebecca's
£20,000and savings. He knew shehad had high offers in her young days
and refused; but those were past and goneÑand gray hairs bring wis-
domÑand women grow more practicable as the time for action
dwindlesÑand she was just the woman to take a fancyÑand 'once the
maggot bit,' to go any honest length to make it fact. And Cluffe knew
that he had the field to himself, and that he was a well-made, handsome,
agreeableofficerÑnot so young as to make the thing absurd, yet young
enough to inspire the right sort of feeling. To be sure, there were a few
things to be weighed. Shewas, perhapsÑwell, shewaseccentric.Shehad
troublesome pets and pastimesÑhe knew them allÑwas well stricken in
years, and had a will of her ownÑthat was all. But, then, on the other
side was the moneyÑa great and agreeable arithmetical fact not to be
shakenÑand she could be well-bred when she liked, and a self-pos-
sessed,dignified lady, who could sail about a room, and courtesy, and
manage her fan, and lead the conversation, and do the honours, as Mrs.
Cluffe, with a certain air of haut ton, and in an imposing way, to Cluffe's
entire content, who liked the idea of overawing his peers.

And the two warriors, side by side, marched over the bridge, in the
starlight, and both by common consent, halted silently, and wheeled up
to the battlement; and Puddock puffed a complacent little sigh up the
river toward Belmont; and Cluffe was a good deal interested in the sub-
ject of his contemplation, and in fact, the more he thought of it, the better
he liked it.

And they stood, each in his reverie, looking over the battlement to-
ward Belmont, and hearing the hushed roll of the river, and seeing noth-
ing but the deep blue, and the stars, and the black outline of the trees
that overhung the bridge, until the enamoured Cluffe, who liked his
comforts, and knew what gout was, felt the chill air, and remembered
suddenly that they had stopped, and ought to be in motion toward their
beds, and so he shook up Puddock, and they started anew, and parted
just at the Phoenix, shaking hands heartily, like two men who had just
done a good stroke of business together.
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Chapter20
IN WHICH MR. DANGERFIELD VISITS THE
CHURCH OF CHAPELIZOD, AND ZEKIEL IRONS
GOES A FISHING

Early next morning Lord Castlemallard, Dangerfield, and Nutter, rode
into Chapelizod, plaguy dusty, having already made the circuit of that
portion of his property which lay west of the town. They had poked into
the new mills and the old mills, and contemplated the quarries, and
lime-kilns, and talked with Doyle about his holding, and walked over
the two vacant farms, and I know not all besides.And away trotted his
lordship to his breakfast in town. And Dangerfield seeing the church
door open, dismounted and walked in, and Nutter did likewise.

Bob Martin was up in the gallery, I suppose, doing some good, and
making a considerable knocking here and there in the pews, and walking
slowly with creaking shoes. Zekiel Irons, the clerk, was down below
about his business, at the communion table at the far end, lean, blue-
chinned, thin-lipped, stooping over his quarto prayer books, and gliding
about without noise, reverent and sinister. When they came in, Nutter
led the way to Lord Castlemallard's pew, which brought them up pretty
near to the spot where grave Mr. Irons was prowling serenely. The pew
would soon want new flooring, Mr. Dangerfield thought, and the Cas-
tlemallard arms and supporters, a rather dingy piece of vainglory, over-
hanging the main seaton the wall, would be nothing the worse of a little
fresh gilding and paint.

'There was a claimÑehÑto one foot nine inches off the eastern end of
the pew, on the part ofÑof the familyÑat Inchicore, I think they call it,'
said Dangerfield, laying his riding-whip like a rule along the top to help
his imaginationÑ'HeyÑthat would spoil the pew.'

'The claim's settled, and Mr. Langley goesto the other side of the aisle,'
said Nutter, nodding to Irons, who came up, and laid his long clay-col-
oured fingers on the top of the pew door, and one long, thin foot on the
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first step, and with half-closed eyes, and a half bow, he awaited their
pleasure.

'The Langley family had this pew,' said Dangerfield, with a side nod to
that next his lordship's.

'Yes, Sir,' said Irons, with the same immutable semblance of a smile,
and raising neither his head nor his eyes.

'And who's got it now?'
'His reverence, Dr. Walsingham.'
And so it came out, that having purchased Salmonfalls, the rector had

compromised the territorial war that was on the point of breaking out
among his parishioners, by exchanging with that old coxcomb Langley,
the great square pew over the way, that belonged to that house, for the
queer little crib in which the tenant of Inchicore had hitherto sat in state;
and so there was peace, if not good will, in the church.

'HeyÑlet's seeit,' said Dangerfield, crossing the aisle, with Irons at his
heels, for he was a man that saw everything for himself, that ever so re-
motely concerned him or his business.

'We buried Lord ÑÑ' (and the title he spoke very low) 'in the vault
here, just under where you stand, on Monday last, by night,' said Irons,
very gently and grimly, as he stood behind Dangerfield.

A faint galvanic thrill shot up through the flagging and his firmly
planted foot to his brain, as though something said, 'Ay, here I am!'

'Oh! indeed?' said Dangerfield, dryly, making a little nod, and raising
his eyebrows, and just moving a little a one sideÑ''Twas a nasty affair.'

He looked up, with his hands in his breeches'pockets, and read a mur-
al tablet, whistling scarceaudibly the while. It was not reverent, but he
was a gentleman; and the clerk standing behind him, retained his quiet
posture, and that smile, that yet was not a smile, but a sort of reflected
lightÑwas it patience, or was it secret ridicule?Ñyou could not tell: and
it never changed, and somehow it was provoking.

'And some persons, I believe, had an unpleasant duty to do there,' said
Dangerfield, abruptly, in the middle of his tune, and turning his spec-
tacles fully and sternly on Mr. Irons.

The clerk's head bent lower, and he shook it; and his eyes, but for a
little glitter through the eyelashes, seemed to close.

''Tis a pretty church, thisÑa pretty town, and some good families in
the neighbourhood,' said Dangerfield, briskly; 'and I dare say some trout
in the riverÑhey?Ñthe stream looks lively.'

'Middling, onlyÑpoor gray troutlings, SirÑnot a soul cares to fish it
but myself,' he answered.
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'You're the clerkÑeh?'
'At your service, Sir.'
'Dublin man?ÑorÑ'
'Born and bred in Dublin, your honour.'
'AyÑwell! IronsÑyou've heard of Mr. DangerfieldÑLord

Castlemallard's agentÑI am he. Good-morning, Irons;' and he gave him
half-a-crown, and he took another look round; and then he and Nutter
went out of the church, and took a hasty leave of one another, and away
went Nutter on his nag, to the mills. And Dangerfield, just before mount-
ing, popped into Cleary's shop, and in his grim, laconic way, asked the
proprietor, among his meal-bags and bacon, about fifty questions in less
than five minutes. 'That was one of Lord Castlemallard's
housesÑehÑwith the bad roof, and manure-heap round the
corner?'Ñand, 'Where's the pot-house they call the Salmon
House?Ñdoing a good businessÑeh?' and at lastÑ'I'm told there's some
trout in the stream. Is there anyone in the town who knows the river, and
could show me the fishing?ÑOh, the clerk! and what sort of fish is
heÑhey?ÑOh! an honest, worthy man, is he? Very good, Sir. Then, per-
haps, Mr. aÑperhaps, Sir, you'll do me the favour to let one of your
people run down to his house, and say Mr. Dangerfield, Lord
Castlemallard's agent, who is staying, you know, at the Brass Castle,
would be much obliged if he would bring his rod and tackle, and take a
walk with him up the river, for a little angling, at ten o'clock!'

Jolly Phil Cleary was deferential, and almost nervous in his presence.
The silver-haired, grim man, with his mysterious reputation for money,
and that short decisive way of his, and sudden cynical chuckle, inspired
a sort of awe, which made his wishes, where expressedwith that intent,
very generally obeyed; and, sure enough, Irons appeared, with his rod,
at the appointed hour, and the interesting anglersÑPiscator and his
'honest scholar,' as Isaac Walton hath itÑset out side by side on their
ramble, in the true fraternity of the gentle craft.

The clerk had, I'm afraid, a shrew of a wifeÑshrill, vehement, and flu-
ent. 'Rogue,' 'old miser,' 'old sneak,' and a great many worse names, she
called him. Good Mrs. Irons was old, fat, and ugly, and she knew it; and
that knowledge made her natural jealousy the fiercer. He had learned, by
long experience,the best tactique under fire: he becameactually taciturn;
or, if he spoke, his speech was laconic and enigmatical; sometimes
throwing out a proverb, and sometimes a text; and sometimes when pro-
voked past endurance, spouting mildly a little bit of meek and venom-
ous irony.
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He loved his trout-rod and the devious banks of the Liffey, where, sat-
urnine and alone, he filled his basket. It was his helpmate's rule, whenev-
er she did not know to a certainty precisely what Irons was doing, to
take it for granted that he was about some mischief. Her lodger, Captain
Devereux, was her great resource on these occasions, and few things
pleased him better than a stormy visit from his hostess in this temper.
The young scapegracewould close his novel, and set down his glass of
sherry and water (it sometimes smelt very like brandy, I'm afraid). To
hear her rant, one would have supposed, who had not seenhim, that her
lank-haired, grimly partner, was the prettiest youth in the county of
Dublin, and that all the comely lasses in Chapelizod and the country
round were sighing and setting caps at him; and Devereux, who had a
vein of satire, and loved even farce, enjoyed the heroics of the fat old
slut.

'Oh! what am I to do, captain, jewel?' she bounced into the room, with
flaming face and eyesswelled, and the end of her apron, with which she
had been swobbing them, in her hand, while she gesticulated, with her
right; 'there, he's off again to Island Bridge,Ñthe owdacious sneak! It's all
that dirty hussy's doing. I'm not such a fool, but I know how to put this
and that together, though he thinks I don't know of his doings; but I'll be
even with you, Meg Partlet, yetÑyou trollop;' and all this was delivered
in renewed floods of tears, and stentorian hysterics, while she shook her
fat red fist in the air, at the presumed level of Meg's beautiful features.

'Nay, Madam,' said the gay captain; 'I prithee, weep not; the like dis-
coveries, as you have read, have been made in Rome, Salamanca,Bally-
poreen, Babylon, Venice, and fifty other famous cities.' He always felt in
these interviews, as if she and he were extemporising a burlesqueÑshe
the Queen of Crim Tartary, and he an Archbishop in her courtÑand
would have spoken blank verse, only he feared she might perceive it,
and break up the conference.

'And what's that to the purpose?Ñdon't I know they're the same all
over the worldÑnothing but brutes and barbarians.'

'But suppose,Madam, he has only gone up the river, and just taken his
rodÑÑ'

'Oh! rod, indeed. I know where he wants a rod, the rascal!'
'I tell you, Madam,' urged the chaplain, 'you're quite in the wrong.

You've discovered after twenty years' wedlock that your husband'sÑa
man! and you're vexed: would you have him anything else?'

'You're all in a story,' she blubbered maniacally; 'there's no justice, nor
feeling, nor succour for a poor abused woman; but I'll do itÑI will. I'll go
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to his reverenceÑdon't try to persuade meÑthe Rev. Hugh Walsingham,
Doctor of Divinity, and Rector of Chapelizod (she used to give him at
full length whenever she threatened Zekiel with a visitation from that
quarter, by way of adding ponderosity to the menace)ÑI'll go to him
straightÑdon't think to stop meÑand we'll see what he'll say;' and so
she addressed herself to go.

'And when you see him, Madam, ask the learned doctorÑdon't ask
meÑbelieve the rector of the parishÑhe'll tell you, that it hath prevailed
from the period at which Madam Sarah quarrelled with saucy Miss
Hagar; that it hath prevailed among all the principal nations of antiquity,
according to Pliny, Strabo, and the chief writers of antiquity; that Juno,
Dido, Eleanor Queen of England, and Mrs. Partridge, whom I read of
here (and he pointed to the open volume of Tom Jones),each made, or
thought she made, a like discovery.' And the captain delivered this
slowly, with knitted brow and thoughtful face, after the manner of the
erudite and simple doctor.

'Pretty Partridges, indeed! and nice game for a parish clerk!' cried the
lady, returning. 'I wonder, so I do, when I look at him, and think of his
goings on, how he can have the assuranceto sit under the minister, and
look the congregation in the face, and tune his throat, and sing the
blessed psalms.'

'You are not to wonder, Madam; believe the sage,who says, omnibus
hoc vitium est cantoribus.'

Devereux knew of old that the effect of Latin on Mrs. Irons was to
heighten the inflammation, and so the matron burst into whole chapters
of crimination, enlivened with a sprinkling of strong words, as the sages
of the law love to pepper their indictments and informations with hot
adverbs and well-spiced parentheses, 'falsely,' 'scandalously,'
'maliciously,' and suadentediabolo, to make them sit warm on the stom-
achs of a loyal judge and jury, and digest easily.

The neighbours were so accustomed to Mrs. Irons' griefs, that when
her voice was audible, asupon such occasionsit was, upon the high road
and in the back gardens, it produced next to no sensation; everybody
had heard from that loud oracle every sort of story touching Irons which
could well be imagined, and it was all so thoroughly published by the
good lady, that curiosity on the subject was pretty well dead and gone,
and her distant declamation rattled over their headsand boomed in their
ears, like the distant guns and trumpets on a review day, signifying
nothing.
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And all this only shows what every man who has ruralised a little in
his lifetime knows, more than in theory, that the golden age lingers in no
corner of the earth, but is really quite gone and over everywhere, and
that peace and prisca fides have not fled to the nooks and shadows of
deep valleys and bowery brooks, but flown once, and away to heaven
again, and left the round world to its general curse.Soit is even in pretty
old villages, embowered in orchards, with hollyhocks and jessamine in
front of the houses, and primeval cocks and hens pecking and scraping
in the street, and the modest river dimpling and simpering among osiers
and apple trees,and old ivied walls closebyÑyou sometimes hear other
things than lowing herds, and small birds singing, and purling streams;
and shrill accentsand voluble rhetoric will now and then trouble the fra-
grant air, and wake up the dim old river-god from his nap.

As to Irons, if he was all that his wife gave out, he must have been a
mighty sly dog indeed; for on the whole, he presented a tolerably decent
exterior to society. It is said, indeed, that he liked a grave tumbler of
punch, and was sardonic and silent in his liquor; that his gait was occa-
sionally a little queer and uncertain, as his lank figure glided home by
moonlight, from the 'Salmon House;' and that his fingers fumbled longer
than need be with the latch, and his tongue, though it tried but a short
and grim 'bar'th door, Marjry,' or 'gi' me can'le, wench,' sometimes
lacked its cunning, and slipped and kept not time. There were, too, other
scandals,such as the prying and profane love to shoot privily at church
celebrities. Perhaps it was his reserve and sanctity that provoked them.
Perhapshe was, in truth, though cautious, sometimes indiscreet. Perhaps
it was fanciful Mrs. Irons' jealous hullabaloos and hysterics that did itÑI
don't knowÑbut people have been observed, aproposof him, to wink at
one another, and grin, and shake their heads, and say: 'the nearer the
church, you know'Ñand 'he so ancient, too! but 'tis an old rat that won't
eat cheese,' and so forth.

JustasMrs. Irons whisked round for the seventh time to start upon her
long threatened march to Dr. Walsingham's study to lay her pitiful case
before him, Captain Devereux, who was looking toward the 'Phoenix,'
saw the truant clerk and Mr. Dangerfield turn the corner together on
their return.

'Stay, Madam, here comesthe traitor,' said he; 'and, on my honour, 'tis
worse than we thought; for he has led my Lord Castlemallard's old agent
into mischief tooÑand Meg Partlet has had two swains at her feet this
morning; and, see, the hypocrites have got some trout in their basket,
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and their rods on their shouldersÑand look, for all the world, as if they
had only been fishingÑsly rogues!'

'Well, it's all one,' said Mrs. Irons, gaping from the other window, and
sobering rapidly; 'if 'tisn't to-day, 'twill be to-morrow, I suppose; and at
any rate 'tis a sin and shame to leave any poor crature in this miserable
taking, not knowing but he might be drowndedÑor worseÑdear knows
it would not be much trouble to tell his wife when the gentleman wanted
himÑand sure for any honest matter I'd never say against it.'

Her thoughts were running upon Dangerfield, and what 'compliment'
he had probably made her husband at parting; and a minute or two after
this, Devereux saw her, with her riding-hood on, trudging up to the
"Salmon House" to make inquisition after the same.

119


	A PROLOGUE--BEING A DISH OF VILLAGE CHAT
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Chapter 16
	Chapter 17
	Chapter 18
	Chapter 19
	Chapter 20
	Chapter 21
	Chapter 22
	Chapter 23
	Chapter 24
	Chapter 25
	Chapter 26
	Chapter 27
	Chapter 28
	Chapter 29
	Chapter 30
	Chapter 31
	Chapter 32
	Chapter 33
	Chapter 34
	Chapter 35
	Chapter 36
	Chapter 37
	Chapter 38
	Chapter 39
	Chapter 40
	Chapter 41
	Chapter 42
	Chapter 43
	Chapter 44
	Chapter 45
	Chapter 46
	Chapter 47
	Chapter 48
	Chapter 49
	Chapter 50
	Chapter 51
	Chapter 52
	Chapter 53
	Chapter 54
	Chapter 55
	Chapter 56
	Chapter 57
	Chapter 58
	Chapter 59
	Chapter 60
	Chapter 61
	Chapter 62
	Chapter 63
	Chapter 64
	Chapter 65
	Chapter 66
	Chapter 67
	Chapter 68
	Chapter 69
	Chapter 70
	Chapter 71
	Chapter 72
	Chapter 73
	Chapter 74
	Chapter 75
	Chapter 76
	Chapter 77
	Chapter 78
	Chapter 79
	Chapter 80
	Chapter 81
	Chapter 82
	Chapter 83
	Chapter 84
	Chapter 85
	Chapter 86
	Chapter 87
	Chapter 88
	Chapter 89
	Chapter 90
	Chapter 91
	Chapter 92
	Chapter 93
	Chapter 94
	Chapter 95
	Chapter 96
	Chapter 97
	Chapter 98
	Chapter 99

