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The earth has nothing like a she epistle,
And hardly heav’n—because it never ends
I love the myst’ry of a female missal,
Which, like a creed, ne’er says all it intends,
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But full of cunning as Ulysses’ whistle,
When he allured poor Dolon;—you had better
Take care what you reply to such a letter.
Byron

A bright evening sun shone down upon a dusty road the south of Ireland, as a mail-coach came swiftly on,
rattled down a steep hill, and wound along a valley skirted with trees, through the newly covered branches of
which it shone like silver. The horn sounded; it was echoed by many a hill around. In a moment more the coach
entered the town of S——, where the pavement rung as it passed along, and the houses reverberated to the sound.
The tradesman looked from his window, the women shielded their bonnets from the dust with their parasols, and
the schoolboys stared at the horses, while the landlady came to the inn-door to look at the passengers.
In half an hour a crowd was leaving the post-office; some looking sad, some pleased; a widow in rusty black
with her silk-gloved hands raised to heaven; a milliner’s apprentice with her thoughts on her purple bonnet decked
with “artificials;” a thin man devouring a long letter; a half-pay officer with a faded handkerchief hanging out of
his pocket, whistling his disappointment away in an old-fashioned march; a consumptive girl in a China crape
shawl, who turned to frown upon a tailor who had stepped upon her dress; two servants in lively gossiping about
their masters’ concerns, while a third walked off bearing half the letters that came under his arm; and a fourth
entered the office as all were leaving it, and received a large franked letter, well-sealed, well-folded, and shedding
a faint odour of violets around, which he carefully wrapped in a handkerchief, and deposited in his hat; and at the
same time was delivered to him square article meant for a letter, common paper, postage paid, and wafer yet wet,
sending forth the memory of departed tobacco, which his eyes brightened as he took, and which he read as he
returned home, looking at all whom he met, as if he had just discovered the philosopher’s stone—the tobaccoscented article was a talisman to him.
Is there not a feeling, which, while it rests on our hearts, casts a luster over all we look on? This would be the
philosopher’s stone worth possessing—the spell, which would cast a golden splendour over life. There is such a
feeling, but it is bound for the next world; and, as it flies on towards eternity, just touches our hearts with the tips
of its wings in this. To the servant in question, the dusty road seemed beautiful as a path in Eden could have
seemed to Adam’s lady, ere she commenced thinking on things forbidden; and his thoughts, as if on Jacob’s
ladder, had entered heaven—a sort of heaven of his imagination, as he ascended the hill. This path turned up a
private road, where the hawthorn shook its white blossoms on the ground, the ivy fell in festoons from the wall,
and the flowers of the laburnum dropped like gold over the lilac.
At the top of the hill, half hidden by trees, stood an old-fashioned house.
In a garden at the back of the house, which looked down upon a wild glen, and on the last step of a stile, sat a
girl of fifteen, her height a little beyond her years, her figure a fit model for a sculptor; her face inclining to
Grecian, eyes woman’s in their fullest maturity, shaded by lids softly beautiful, like moonlight falling over dark
flowers; the chestnut curls, which fringed her brow, were twined by the same hand which clasps the tendrils of the
vine; a smile—that soul of the lips—so sweet as to seem meant for Paradise, lurked in the dimples of a mouth
worthy of being its earthly cradle. She seemed just verging upon womanhood—a star on the horizon betwixt two
worlds, between darkness and daylight: a rose with all its sweetest leaves yet folded; and many a sweet feeling lay
hid in that young heart, never to be brought to light—each folded leaf was already wet with dew.
She sang, in a voice almost too powerful for one so young, a song of war; she sang to banish tears, to banish
love, for few felt its power like Jessie Errol. A large Newfoundland dog lay at her feet, and many a fond caress
was lavished on him.
To Jessie Errol the servant delivered the violet-perfumed letter. The tears so long suppressed fell fast as she
opened it; for sweet was the letter of a friend to one so lonely. She sought in its intricate folds for the signature of
her school-companion, and pressed it long and often to her lips, until her heart became calm enough and her eyes
sufficiently clear to peruse its contents.
My dearest Jessie:
Day has followed day, and each night I blame myself for not writing to you; but remembering my previous
punctuality, you will pardon the neglect of only six weeks, and I shall never have reason to sue for your forgiveness
again. Knowing how lonely you are, I cannot excuse myself.
I resolved to devote this evening to you, and resisted all importunities to accompany mamma to Castle Owen, where
they will say they miss me. Tomorrow night, we are to journey five miles to the fancy ball I told you about; and the day
after, to my great concern, leave this, first for Clifton, where we are to spend a few months, and then for Paris.
I regret leaving this very much, so lately returned and revisiting scenes so interwoven with pleasing recollections.
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This heart, which so dearly represents human creatures, brightly reflects the beauties of nature, the forest trees, the
mountain and the valley, the earth and the ocean—all but human beings with their detested natures—women flounced
and frilled—men—when we fancy what the lords of the creation ought to be and what they are, we can excuse even the
puerile follies of the women who look up to them. I do detest the people of this world. The Gospel asks the greatest
sacrifice we can offer, when it enjoins us to love one another. You will say my actions bespeak my ideas to be different.
Those of very warm feelings pass through three stages ere fit for the world—the first disappointment—the second
misanthropy—the third apathy—and then, if they have energy to rise from such a state, they enter life fitted for it, their
susceptibility rendering them alive to every method of pleasing others, while experience secures them from yielding
one of their warm feelings to the capricious impulses of the hollow-hearted. I know the world well, and wear the
disguise complete, which those, who know it less, wear but in part. They are hated where I am liked. I only fear
constant intercourse with such a world, where I now use their common coin, knowing its worthlessness, may, by
making me feel the uselessness of my precious metal, induce me in the end, like many others, to discard it wholly.
Mamma laughs at the idea of a girl of eighteen pretending, as she says, to know the world better than a woman of
forty. She has viewed the whole meadow at a glance, as she wandered through it: I stayed in one spot, looked closely at
the flowers at my feet—which can sooner tell the number of leaves of the daisy? Were all the world like her, it would
be difficult to fathom their kindness. I should then give way as I could not even imagine its extent. I love mamma, and I
love you, sister of my affections—you are unconnected with the chill world around—no father, no mother, who so fit to
turn to as one, who acknowledges no kindred tie with them? Lonely as you are, dearest Jessie, think of me always as
your friend. You know I possess warm affections, though they can never entwine themselves around the cold stony
heart of worldings—no more than the vine could cling to polished marble. Think of me as your sincere friend, and
never doubt my love. Trust all your friends while you may, for affection is like religion—when we begin to doubt, we
know not where our skepticism may end. I trace my present feelings to the severe lecture I received from Miss
Breadalbane the day I said I could wander the world, a second Kaled by Byron’s side. You must remember it, for you
smiled at the blush which for once she forced to my cheek.
Oh! how I used then to ponder over the mystic pages of Childe Harold!\fn{An early poem by Byron} Those brilliant
thoughts are yet before us: we can dwell on every magic link, but where is the spirit that forged the eternal chain?
Gone! glimmering through the gloom of things that were.
Had I been at Missolonghi, how my soul would have struggled to follow his! With the thirty-seven guns it would
have burst through the air. But now how changed I am! Miss Breadalbane destroyed what I was; she broke the
enchantment; the fairy tale of life is over; the gems have all melted away. I see clearly, now; smile at those, whom I see
still deluded, yet sigh to view life as if through a rainbow again.
Do you remember all I told you of Alphonso Bacre? All I said was true, but as if said by a worldly enemy. He is
gone now, gone to resume his avocations at Vienna, so you cannot say from this acknowledgement that I am in love
with him. Heaven forbid I should be so vulgar as to be in love! It is too common a concern of life: even my laundress’s
daughter is in love. I hate all locks of hair, miniatures, &c. &c. &c., even the beautiful curl you wear round your neck;
and would almost as soon become that dreadfully common thing, a corpse, as fall in love.
Mamma was speaking to me for some time about Alphonso Bacre. Many young ladies would be happy in having
such a mother, so strongly does she inculcate marriage for love, and deprecate the conduct of those who barter
themselves for rank, title, or establishment. She says she knows the happiness of marrying for love; that it is delightful
as we move down the hill to our youth returning in our sons and daughters; that Alphonso’s want of fortune was fully
compensated by my large property. She was so warm an advocate of his that I thought of proposing to her to take him
herself. She says I have gone from one extreme to the other, was once all romance, and am now most commonplace. I
appear so, as a stream grown over with rushes seems green as the fields around.
About a month since Alphonso spent the evening here, I was enlightening him as usual with my new ideas, when
mamma asked me to sing a great favourite of hers, “John Anderson, my Jo John.”\fn{ Another poem by Burns} As I sang
those lines,
When we were first acquent,
Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonny brow was brent—
I looked at him, there being no one else present but Mamma and the white terrier. Next evening I was walking on
the terrace: we were to have a large dinner party, to which of course Alphonso had been invited, when on looking up, I
was not a little surprised to see him approaching me. I asked him if he had met a very odd person, a new gardener,
whom mamma had engaged, as he came through the grounds; he said he had not, and joined me in my walk. All he
uttered I shall never mention: but what will you think of me when I tell you I coolly listened, as if it were a part he was
rehearsing. My eye wandered as we stopped at the parapet of the terrace, over the beautiful gardens below, the lawn
stretching beyond, the hills crowned with trees, and the beech wood. I remembered this beautiful landscape would be
mine, and that of course Alphonso knew it too.
I know he read my thoughts, for he looked reproachfully at me. What would have pleased me in another, as an
additional proof of the heartlessness of man, disgusted me in him. I refused him, and in doing so, let him know how far
I trusted his sincerity, at least I think I did. You tell me I always have a scornful look: if I looked so then, Alphonso
reflected back my glance. He left me, refusing my offered hand, so that we have not even parted as friends. Just then
the sun sunk behind the distant hills. I always feel as if my half my heart went with that glorious luminary, and can well
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imagine it to have been an object of worship to the Indians. This evening I felt particularly sad; a sort of harrowing
unendurable feeling of melancholy came over me: but it was
A glorious sympathy with suns that set?
or was I piqued by a person I had believed a fortune-hunter?
I looked after him as he rode rapidly down the avenue. At last I observed him stop, and wondered what could have
so suddenly arrested his progress. Long I gazed on him, and on entering the house to dress, went into the library to
ascertain by aid of a telescope, what he was about. The house commanded a view of a clump of trees near which he
was. The horse he rode was a savage creature, wild as if it yet roved through the forest untamed by the hand of man: its
bridle seemed fastened round his waist, and he appeared to be writing and looking towards the windows; perhaps he
was sketching a view of the place—perhaps taking notes of our recent conversation. Tears dimmed my eyes; when I
had dried them, he was gone.
I went to mamma. Mrs. Housman was arranging flowers for her in her boudoir, and left the room when I entered. I
sat on the sofa beside her, and clasping my arm in hers, burst into tears—I believe the first she had seen me shed since I
was a child. She was astonished. I could not tell her about Mr. Bacre, as she would have insisted that I was in love; and
I know well I was only influenced by pride and pique. It was strange of him to think of me, and we were not aware
even who or what he was. How could I know but that in marrying him I might become sister-in-law to a tribe of Goths?
Then how I should have hated him and them! Certainly his manner and appearance bespeak him a perfect gentleman,
but we can tell nothing more of him. People speak of the simplicity of the cottage; but believe me, if you seek for purity
of thought and feeling, the higher you go, the nearer you will be to its attainment. Society is like a fluid, the sediment of
which sinks to the bottom. You may meet with meanness undreamt of by you in the best classes; you are sure of
meeting it in the lower.
While I was with mamma, she had a note from Mr. Bacre, saying he should depart that evening for London on his
way to Vienna, and that he was therefore obliged to forego the honour of dining with her. She appeared to regret his
departure, but seemed more discomposed on recollecting there would be a vacant seat at table, and instantly wrote a
note of invitation to Mr. Clements, who, poor man! came in his best looks, not suspecting he was invited merely to fill
up a space.
The morning after poor Alphonso’s departure, I was in the garden, neither by a fountain nor a willow, but in a rough
meadow-walk, where the primroses grew wild at the roots of the trees, and the violets peep through the brambles. This
walk is dearer to me, even bordered as it is by that plant, the inexpressible of the vegetable creation, in the large leaves
of which the dew loves to sleep through the long sunny day, than the smoothest gravel walks of the garden. You will
exclaim against my taste, but respond to my feelings, when you hear it was the haunt of my childhood. Here I was
allowed to dig, gather flowers, and do all the mischief I pleased; and this spot was, very disrespectfully towards an
heiress, called my garden.
I was here thinking things unutterable, when I observed my friend, the intended Governor of New South Wales
approaching. There seemed to be something out of character about him. He began to speak about flowers too, the
warrataw and gigantic lily of Australia, the native roses and fringed violets. I was surprised, but entered into the
subject; and plucking one of the little red flowers, which grow in the grass, showed it to him; he said it was delicate,
and that he would wear it for the giver’s sake. He then said,
“Clara, are your affections disengaged?” I thought his question might bear some reference to Alphonso Bacre, and
replied,
“Free as that bird that is passing, or the caterpillar that is creeping at your feet.” He crushed the poor insect, and
said,
“Can I hope to have a place in your affections? What could I do to win your heart?”
“Come to luncheon,” replied I, leading the way to the dining-room, really astonished at a strain so unusual, and so
unsuited to my old friend. Presently I remembered Mrs. Owen’s having told me that he said I would act the queen well,
and would be sure to make him popular in New South Wales, if I were his lady; and likewise that I possessed a few
other qualifications that would suit him. He resumed his natural manner the moment he began to eat, and said,
“I never could understand young ladies, their flirting, their romance, and their affectation; but you I comprehend
most clearly; you would, I am sure, marry a man you esteemed, without any sighing or pining on his part, and be best
pleased with genuine sincerity. You are the only woman I have ever met upon whom I could bestow a second
consideration. I have frequently thought of you, and always with feelings of admiration and love.”
“Oh! do not make a declaration of love,” replied I, “I could not listen to such a thing.”
“Owing to the disparity of years?” added he.
“No,” rejoined I, “but owing to my heart having fled, like the last of the Stuarts, over the water.”
“I understand;” said he, which is really more than I do myself. I know not why I answered so, but suppose I
understood myself at the moment. He then told me he could, if he wished, have the Government of New South Wales,
that any place would have been habitable to him with me, and that, if he went, I was the person he should most regret
parting from. I listened, looking of course credulous (as you, mamma, and Alphonso, are the only individuals I let
behind the curtain of my heart), but all the time not believing one word. I quarreled with Alphonso Bacre for attempting
to deceive me, and was much amused with the intended Governor’s efforts, as I then thought they were. He said that he
hated going to a country, where the Governor would be like the old man with his ass, trying to please every one, and
sure to please no one.\fn{An allusion to an ancient folktale} I recommended him to leave the ass to the care of someone
else, as he had a precedent for doing so. He said he became sick when he thought of going to a country where society
was divided into parties, dust blown as well as thrown in your eyes, children ran under your horses’ feet, dogs lay about
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the streets, ladies talked of wool, and dressed like antediluvians; and one beautiful spot of land is styled Pinchgut, and
another Longbottom. I enquired why he would go, and he said the salary was his only inducement; and that, if his uncle
died next month, he should not think of it; for, though there were other nephews, he was to be his heir, as the old
gentleman thought a fortune left to a married man with a large family, was like throwing water into the sea, and that it
would be worth his while to leave it to him. I asked if he wished his uncle in heaven; he answered that the grave was a
quiet place. I objected to its damp. I now feel shocked at my levity.
We parted the best friends possible. He went to London that day week to his funeral, was his heir two days, and was
then borne to the same grave. I regretted him very much, for he was one I liked, now gone to that distant kingdom: but
judge how amazed I was to find all his property had been bequeathed, six months ago, to me!
I instantly sent for Mr. Clements, who thought me mad for doing so, and had it made over to his cousins with the
large families, with directions that my name, if possible, should not transpire; but that is impossible; and the good
people will hate me for bestowing upon them what they considered they had a right to receive. My poor old friend! In
the room of him, Major-General D—— goes out now!
How selfish this letter seems, dearest Jessie! I have not once alluded to your affairs, deeply as they interest me: but I
delight to pour out my heart to you. Will you continue to do so to me? Tell me about Mr. Gambier. I am confident you
will yet be married to him. The acquaintance commenced four years ago with such extraordinary and inexplicable
feelings on your side, and now renewed in the wilds of Ireland, will tend to something particular. Mamma was
acquainted with Mr. Gambier’s father. If he had not been married, when she met him, I think I should have had a
second papa. She says he was the handsomest man in London. I hope, for your sake, that his son is like him. You will
say you cannot forget your guardian.
Farewell, dearest Jessie. I close this, really ashamed of its length, when I remember it is all about myself, but you
will excuse this and every other fault, in your sincere friend,
Clara Dean
Sian Hills
May 28, 1826
P .S. Do not write until you hear from me from Clifton.
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Outstrip the winds, my courier dove,
On pinions fleet and free,
And bear this letter to my love
Who’s far away from me.
Dearest Jessie:
We have been here some days, and I cannot tell you how I grieve after Sion Hills—the terrace trees, behind which I
used to walk for hours when a child, and now where my arm could not fit without being crushed by the wall—the
arbour, where amid the falling stars of the white jessamine I used to read Robin Hood. I love each blade of grass that
grows there, and grieve to think of the solitude which now reigns in my beloved home; there at this moment the sun is
setting, and turning every leaf to silver, the windows shine in his light, and here am I, so far away.
Whom do you think I have met here, been introduced to, and walked about a great deal with?—your guardian, Sir
Charles Vereker. Did you know he was here? You remember I did not see him any of these days we heard so much
about him at our finessing establishment. How vexed Miss Breadalbane was at my giving her elegant residence such a
name. I was quite surprised when I heard he was the same Sir Charles Vereker, and no longer wondered at Amelia
Beaumont making him the subject of her thoughts; but was astonished at your ever fancying yourself his daughter. I am
sure he is not eight-and-twenty now.
You cannot think how strange it seemed to me to be formally introduced to one, whom I knew so much about. I
remembered those days at the Misses Breadalbane’s, when all the young ladies were raving about him, and when I was
so unfortunate as to be always in the music-room at the time he used to call to drive you out, excepting the day I got
into such a dilemma for looking over the balusters. I thought of the flowers he used to send you every morning, while
he remained in London, and the white moss rose Amelia Beaumont would steal from among them, and wear all day; of
the private band he kept, over which you exercised unbounded sway; of the anxiety we all felt to know what
relationship he bore to you, some insisting that he was your brother, some your cousin, and the report which then arose,
that he was educating you as his future bride.
I do not wonder now at your feeling so lonely after his departure, among rude girls like us. How we used to
persecute you with questions! He wears the little watch you gave him in exchange for his. I told him I remembered it;
he showed me your name on it, and asked if you wore his all the time you were at school. I told him that you did, that
you idolized him, and wore a locket with his hair in it round your neck. He said you must have been very
communicative, that I ought to keep your secrets, and that he was most anxious for General Dalgairas’ arrival, as you
were to be introduced into society by his lady; that he considered you out of the world at Glenville, and would have
preferred having you at school, but for your very great objection to remain after my departure. I told him your greatest
wish was to be with him, and that every place would be miserable to you away from him, and begged of him to let you
come and stay with us for some time. He said he had promised Mrs. Dalgairas that she alone should take charge of you,
and that he should be every day with you, if you were near him.
He enquired if you had lately met Mr. Gambier. I told him you had, but did not say a word more, as I think Sir
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Charles must care a great deal about you; and, if he do, I would discard all others from my thoughts, were I you.
Positively I could for once fall in love, common as it is, myself. All that affection gave to a man like him, reason would
support. I warn you to beware of me, Jessie. I never stop half way in anything I commence; and if I once began to love,
I could not. You used not to care for any of those heroes I passed my days dreaming of long ago, Lord Byron, the
Master of Ravenswood, or Henry Morton. You objected even to Elshender of the Moor’s hump, and I loving him so
much.
Alas! alas! (the interjection is by way of being pathetic) affections, like flowers, bloom and die; like fruits, ripen and
fall—as empires, kingdoms, and cities, rise to their zenith and then decline. Who would trust to earthly love! Our very
feelings rise and set. Were the friends, round whom we fondly cling today, swept from us by tomorrow, we would
mourn for a while, yet out grief would die away; we would form other ties, or live unheeding them. I think the most
painful feeling of the Wandering Jew must be in the returning of his thoughts through the myriads he had seen flit
during his protracted existence, to those he loved when life was new, and finding that they could not now awake more
than the memory of what he once felt—and felt expire.
Why do they say disappointed love lasts longest? Is it not that, checked in its progress, it is slower in arriving at
maturity?
Will you be afraid of me? You need not at present, as, if Sir Charles loves not you, I shall think he was dipped in the
Styx without any reservation, differing from Achilles only in being rendered invulnerable to Cupid’s arrows alone, as
he has been wounded in battle.\fn{Achilles was vulnerable in only one spot—the ankle by which he was held when immersed in
the river, that single area there not being rendered immortal:H}
There is a Captain L’Estrange here, the strangest looking person I ever saw, excepting a gardener’s assistant whom
mamma once engaged out of charity. Captain L’Estrange was by Sir Charles’ side at Waterloo, and remarked the other
evening that the latter was a young lieutenant-colonel, but that he deserved his early promotion, as he was the bravest
man he ever met. Sir Charles observed, that he should have said desperate, instead of brave, as he did not then value
life.
We went on Tuesday evening with Captain L’Estrange, Miss MacDougall, a young lady who knew you at the Cape
long ago, where her father held a high official situation, to Sir Charles’ house, to hear his band play. Captain
L’Estrange seemed in ecstasies; he said that they played much better than the band of the regiment; and really it was
most delightful to hear them. Miss MacDougall was about to call for some favourite air of mine, when Captain
L’Estrange prevented her, telling her that there were some tunes Sir Charles could not bear to hear; that he had once
seen him give a guinea to an Irishman in London not to play some very beautiful air he had commenced; the man went
off for the time, but came back next morning, and, as a matter of course, began the same air; but fortunately Sir Charles
was gone, and the musician played it over and over in vain.
Miss MacDougall calls Sir Charles, “Charles,” when she speaks to him. I went with her into his dressing-room,
where she took a fancy to a little vinaigrette with his name in full on the outside, and E. G. inside: it was a beautiful
little thing, and she borrowed it to have one made like it, and gave it to me to send to London. Now will you be jealous?
The next morning a person called at our house for the young lady with the beautiful face and good figure, who
walked with the well-dressed gentleman by the water side two evenings before. Mrs. Housman smiled as she gave me
the message, and I was amused by the Chesterfield style of compliment, as, had he said beautiful figure and good face,
he would be nearer the truth. I ran down to the hall, where I saw a very well-looking young man with one eye covered
with a green shade; he made rather a gentlemanly bow, and told me he was an unfortunate survivor from the ship Ogle
Castle, lost on the Goodwin Sands, and had come to solicit some trifling token of sympathy from me. I told him he
ought to consider himself peculiarly fortunate, as I believed he was the only one saved; and that in future he should
style himself a fortunate, in lieu of unfortunate, survivor. He said I was very right, and that his misfortune consisted in
having a wife and three helpless little daughters. I took out my purse, and gave a sovereign for each child, when he
added that he had two sons. I gave two more, although suspecting he was an impostor, whereupon he stated that his
wife was near her—.\fn{Her time; i.e., her time to give birth; but such things were not written of in this day for the middle-class
reading public:H} You understand: I smiled, and he gave an awful groan; and having only one sovereign left in my purse,
I gave it for his expected infant, and wished him good morning.
He looked at my white terrier, and enquired if I was a “dog-fancier,” as he would feel pleasure in sending me one of
the finest pups in England. I replied that I was not, and ran up stairs to describe my new acquaintance to mamma, who
was much amused. In a few minutes I missed my reticule, when mamma at once accused my recent visitor. I was really
vexed; I was aware he was deceiving me, and willingly yielded to his artifice; but the loss of my reticule was too bad,
containing, as it did Sir Charles Vereker’s vinaigrette, a check on the Bank of England, and worse of all, a pocket-book
in which were written sundry observations of mine respecting Alphonso Bacre; among the rest, one saying, that were he
even Mrs. Housman’s brother, I should love him. The pocket-book also contained two profiles of him, sketched by
myself; under one were the following lines from Moore—
She loves but knows not whom she loves, &c.
There was also a ridiculous figure of Andrew Fairservice, when the morning light displays him on Thorncliffe’s
horse, singing,
Jeanie, lass, I think I ha’e her,
O’er the braes amang the heather,
All their clan shall never get her.
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This figure bore a likeness to Alphonso; and on the next leaf were the following lines addressed to him, at the very
street he lives in at Vienna:
Does Alphonso remember the days
When at Sion Hills fondly he woo’d,
When Clara alone he could praise,
Though her fortune was all he pursued?
Though now far away he may roam,
And friendship and country forget,
There are those in the land of his home,
Who dwell on his memory yet.
There is one who his love had return’d,
But who scorns the love that is sold,
And Clara indignantly spurn’d
The heart that but worshipp’d her gold.
There were many more verses, in which even the terrier was introduced. What shall I do if they be ever seen? For
aught I know, they may be published. I told Sir Charles Vereker that I had lost some papers of great consequence to me,
and all they were about, with the exception of the name. He is a person to whom I could tell anything: I feel as intimate
with him now, as if I had been acquainted with him for years. He has been to every place in which he could possibly
hear anything relative to them, and all without avail.
But I have not yet done with the extraordinary. The evening of my loss, I was walking with Sir Charles, he telling
me where he should go to that night, and be likely to hear something satisfactory; mamma was walking behind us with
Count Rostophchin (not the Governor of Moscow, who did not set fire to the city, although he was accused of being so
patriotic)\fn{An allusion to the destruction of Moscow by fire which took place during the occupation of the city by Napoleon, the
loss of which forced him on what became a disastrous retreat to France. It was thought at the time to have been a patriotic deed; but it
has never been established who actually was responsible: H } but an individual, who, when best dressed, diffuses Eau de

Cologne around, and seems to have an actual passion for a blue coat and gilt buttons. He is one of my favourites.
What a medley I have! Gems of every die! Sir Charles is my diamond; you my pearl; Count Rostophchin my jet.
Alphonso and mamma form part of myself. As we were walking on, mamma cried out,
“Clara, my love, what have you been doing to Mettie?”
I call the terrier “Metternich,”\fn{ After Prince Metternich, the personification of the power of the Austro-Hungarian Empire in
reordering Europe after the destruction of Napoleonic France:H } because no one else would ever so christen a puppy. I looked
at him, the poor fellow seemed very shy, and was turning his head away from every dog he met. Sir Charles smiled,
Count Rostophchin gave a burst of laughter, so loud as to make us all start, and like the report of a cannon to vibrate
through our frames: it was echoed back by St. Vincent’s Rock, and joined in by some sailors, who were rowing past,
and we were eyed with glasses by some tourists at the opposite side of the river. How refreshing is the sound of a loud
laugh! How many clouds it dispels from the spirits! Perhaps those sailors experienced a sudden revulsion of feeling,
and were happy for the moment; and perhaps some scheme of wickedness half-planned, was then abandoned forever. I
ran to look at Metternich; he seemed shy even of me, and you may conceive my surprise, when I observed attached to
his collar Sir Charles’ vinaigrette with a card, on which was written
“Restored by one, who owes much to Sir Charles Vereker’s kindness.”
He was not till then aware of its having been the companion of my pocket-book, but said he would not have lost it
for a great deal; and that it was a gift of an early and dear friend, else he should have given it to Miss MacDougall.
Next morning I was trying on a new dress in mamma’s room, when Mrs. Housman entered, saying the same strange
man wished to see me. Mamma went down to him, as I could not, and had him shown into the drawing-room, thinking
he would give her some information respecting my reticule. He said he called, knowing the young lady felt an interest
in his family, to inform her his wife had had twins last night, and was as well as could be expected. (So was Adam's
lady I think when Cain was born.) Mamma enquired about the articles lost; he expressed great regret, looked up at the
lustre,\fn{The chandelier} and said though he was poor, he was honest. Mamma expressed pain at having suspected him,
and he cried out to a stupid dog, that lay at his feet, “Down Whistler, down, Sir,” on which the dog set up a furious
barking and jumping.
Mamma and the man beat him off, or endeavoured to do so; she threw a sofa-pillow at him, and rang the bell: the
strange man then took him up in his arms, and proceeded down the stairs, but had scarcely left the house, when mamma
missed her watch and chain. Immediately the servants ran after him, crying out “Stop thief;” he ran, numbers followed;
he threw his arms round the neck of an innocent countryman, when from the numbers running it would be impossible
to tell who was the pursued, and coolly delivered him into the hands of the waiter of the New Inn, and escaped himself.
I had a letter from Miss Breadalbane the day I left Sion Hills, which I answered in the strain in which it was written
—a kind of floating flowery style, like lilies growing over a lake, bright leaves without, coldness and hollowness
within. You used to say she really liked me. Do you remember the day she said I carried my eccentricity almost to
madness, and that I told her she did not understand me, and endeavoured to persuade her all the world was mad, and
quoted La Fontaine\fn{Jean de la Fontaine (1661-1695) French fabulist and poet } to prove my assertion true? Assuredly there
was nothing wrong in wearing mourning for Byron;\fn{ George Gordon, Lord Byron, drowned in 1824} and cutting my hair
like his was quite natural, especially when you wear yours like Sir Charles. Positively, Jessie, you resemble him—he
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must be a relative of yours. Were I, as you, without even an idea who my parents were, I should be always imagining
myself some one of first-rate importance; should fancy the blood royal of England flowing in my veins, perhaps believe
myself the legitimate heiress to the throne.
Do you remember the blue cashmere you wore, which Miss Breadalbane said would turn our heads? And do you
recollect the day you expressed such an anxious wish to see the Princess Victoria’s coronation,\fn{ 1837} which she
considered disloyal? And the style in which Amelia Beaumont played “God Save The King” in the evening? And the
predicament you got into by saying that first-rate musician Monsieur L’Advocat must have made his own clothes? You
know as much about gentleman’s dress, I think, as Frederick of Prussia.
Mrs. Harcourt passed last evening with us; she is acquainted with your hostesses the Miss O’Brien, and describes
them as most amusing persons. They are nearly related to Sir Charles’ heir, that is to be, in case he died unmarried,
distantly connected with him, and lineally descended from Brian Boru.\fn{ King of Ireland (1002-1014)} Major Trafford,
with whom your friend Mr. Gambier is just now most conveniently on a visit, is also an acquaintance of hers; a sort of
man, who is always asking persons to admire the beauty of little shapeless things with eyes, noses, and mouths, called
babies, and swears his chicks, as he styles them, are the finest children in Ireland, and that his eldest daughter is one of
the most, if not decidedly the most, elegant person in Europe, and needs only to be seen in order to be admired and
sought after. And as to his lady, he declares with a look of bitterness that he could be happy with her anywhere.
Do you not think I have contrived to know something about your neighbours, although you are so silent about them?
Poor Major Trafford! Would it not be better for a man to be shot than to vegetate like a fungus? How marriage ruins
some men! They become bewomaned; and you can trace in their conversation the old nurses’ gossip filtered through
mamma. I hate such married men, and so pity you, as between the half-pay Major and the young ladies of forty, I know
not what you can do. I should amuse myself with them all.
Fanny Harcourt asked Sir Charles, who was looking for General Dalgairas’ arrival in the paper, to write his
signature for her. He wrote “Charles Vereker” several times, and enquired if he should write it oftener. She put the
paper in her bosom before every one, and immediately asked him why he did not marry; he only repeated the word
“marry;” and some one remarking that he ought, Miss MacDougall said they should, each, choose a lady for him. I was
next to him, and enquired by whose choice he would feel most inclined to abide; he replied “yours,” in a very low tone,
and then added it was a painful subject to introduce.
At the same time Mr. Fabvier told my friend the Count he ought to look out now: to this the Count replied that he
was too old, and fixed his eyes upon me, and I mine on the cat, which was purring before me. Miss MacDougall
observed that she thought nothing of men under thirty, which made the Count give one of his laughs, and shake on his
chair for half an hour afterwards. I think the window cracked with the wound; Metternich awoke out of his sleep and
barked; and Fanny Harcourt ran over to the Count’s side and laughed almost as loud. She is a perfect child.
I have now, my dearest Jessie, given you an account of all my proceedings for one week. Write to me as fully, and
trust in the affection of your sincere friend,
Clara Dean
Clifton
June 4,1826

3
Yet was he one, for whom woman’s sigh
Breathes its deepest idolatry;
His that soft and worshipping air,
She loves so well her lover should wear;
His that low and pleading tone,
That makes the yielding heart its own;
And, more than all, his was the fame,
That victory flings on the soldier’s name.
L. E. L.\fn{Letitia Elizabeth Landon (1802-1838) English author}
My own dearest Clara,
You have written kindly and gaily, and knew not how you wounded. The arrow, though it glitter in the sunshine, still
as deeply strikes the bird at which it is aimed. I appreciate your kindness, feel grateful for the amusement you have
afforded, and love you still more for the information, but too slightly scattered through your last. Dearest Clara, you can
never know the agony you excited by even saying you thought of loving him, and hinting to me that Miss MacDougall
and Fanny Harcourt did. I could scarcely hope he loved me, but never before dreamed of a rival in his affections; and I
feel I could not bear one. You cannot estimate my feelings by your own; you could never feel the utter dependence on
another, which I have long felt on him.
He was the cradle of my first affections, with him they have grown, and with him they shall be buried. Did your
happiness depend on him, I might resign him to you; but the grave should be my resting-place. I do not fear you; but
Miss MacDougall I dread, and even Fanny. Oh! could anyone tell me his heart would be another’s! My body may be
animated by a soul, but he is the spirit of my affections; if they deprive me of him, I shall be more miserable than an
idiot.
Clara, do not let them. The world is wide; they will find many who will love them. He watched over me in my
infancy, was the star of my childhood, and now I joy to recall each scene of early life, in all of which he has been so
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closely blended. Even you know not how he has loved me, nor how many bright days I can trace through the past. The
sands of my life that have hitherto fallen, have been of gold. I remember amid the exultations of some city (I was so
young I know not its name) after the battle of Waterloo, bands were playing, guns firing, and illuminations all around; I
was supposed dying of some infantile disease, whooping-cough I believe; many officers I remember in the room urging
him to go to some great ball. I was in his arms, and he would not desert me. One officer, Captain L’Estrange I think,
staid with him.
Days I have sat at his feet while he was reading, playing with my dolls, and only disturbing him to kiss the hand he
would lay upon my head. 1 used to hasten home from Mrs. Dalgairas, with whose children I studied, to be in the same
room with him.
I well recollect how I cried, when he told me I was no relative of his, and how I insisted on his being my papa. My
nurse said he was. When I told him I would be his child, and that I knew I was, he pressed me to his heart, and said,
“You ought to be.”
Now I can almost hear his melancholy tone. He would come to me every night ere he retired to rest, to say good
night. When old enough to know he came, I used to lie awake expecting him, and make him promise to arouse me if by
chance I fell asleep. Then I had permission to stay up; and, if he went to a party, would wait till he came home; and I
know he often returned early on my account. What exquisitely happy evenings I passed during the winter previous to
my going to school! It was the only period we were left to ourselves.
Oh! that happy, more than happy winter! The fire would be burning brightly in that delightful room, the band
playing all the tunes I loved outside. You remind me of the days I first went to school—think you I could ever forget the
time I was first separated from him? Never, never shall I forget the loneliness I felt then. I once observed a ship sail out
from the harbour, to tread an unknown sea in a foreign clime. Could it have felt, it would feel as I did then. I left the
fostering arms of one I adored, one whose image was mirrored in my heart; I lived, I breathed in him; he was to me as
the perfume to the white roses he used to send me, each leaf imbibing and inhaling it. I remember the evenings he used
to drive me out. There is a tree in Kensington Gardens which I wish I could look at now. Though three summer suns
have shone upon it since, still to me it is hallowed.
You may, I know he would, think I loved him too much. If he could form an idea of the intensity of my feelings, he
would certainly think so; yet I try to direct my thoughts to heaven and to heaven’s king; and, if my affections still rest
on him, I may be excused, as the bird, which soars on high and cannot pierce the skies, rests on the loftiest branch it
sees. Tell me not another’s possessing his love—each day I think of him, all day long—I cannot play, paint, draw, work,
nor read. His name is engraven on every tree, and I write it on every gravel walk, and at night I dream of being with
him again, as in those winter evenings of 1822. I have had the same dream every night for some time, except the night I
received your last letter. Then I saw him, but you were with him and I away, and I gave a scream so wild and loud that I
awoke, and I believe disturbed the Misses O’Brien’s repose.
Clara, do not speak of me to him. If he feel affection for me, let it be as the streams that flow without human aid. His
manner to me was, when we last met, cruelly altered; as I drove with him from school to the place where we passed the
day, he was not as he used to be with me. The pain I experienced was great, yet I talked of the companions I had left,
and he told me of all the countries he had visited since we parted. In the evening the sofa was wheeled round to the fire,
and I sat in its light, gazing through the unclosed curtains at the wintry-looking London sky. I then felt how true it was
that I was no relative of his. At the distance of a few streets were my young companions studying at that hour in the
school-room I could so soon bring to mind; here was I alone with my guardian, as I had so long sighed to be, yet
feeling appalled by his presence. His eyes were bent on me, and he seemed very absent; he did not speak, neither did I;
when the servant enquired if he would have lights,\fn{ Candles lit for interior illumination } he said no, yes, and no again,
and asked me what was said. I was delighted to be again under the same roof with him, so much as to be prevented
from sleeping all night, and lay awake listening to the various cries in the street.
In the odious steam-packet, in which we came across here,\fn{ Across the waters to Australia} I did not see him even
once, except in coming on board, and at our disembarkation. The feeling of utter loneliness, which took possession of
my heart on the morning he left this, now two months and a day, still preys incessantly upon me. We walked round the
garden together in the rosy twilight of the dawn; ere the morning brightened he was gone, and I alone in the world, like
a bird on the solitary waste of waters. The remembrance of him lies bright in my heart, as the track of the vessel is
marked in letters of light on the midnight ocean, long after the white sail has darkened in the distance. I know you will
think me foolish, for you have never tasted of the manna of the wilderness of life—you have never loved.
If you loved Mr. Bacre, you never could have treated him as you have done. Deeply do I sympathize with him, but I
envy not your coolness. Love is something so transcendentally delicious, it falls like a celestial dew over every thought
of the soul: like moonlight it alternately gilds the beauties, and casts a bright veil over the defects of the world that is
illumined by its lustre. It instills itself into the inmost recesses of the human heart, and there casts around an exquisite
melancholy—that delightful sadness, which is felt on a fine autumnal evening, those eves which, ere winter chills the
earth, comes like sighs after summer, links between joy and sorrow, hope and despair. Oh! Clara, if you had felt the
power of love even for one hour, you might understand my feelings. When I lived with him, he never returned home
without bringing me some gift, the triflingness of which would prove how much I dwelt in his memory, as the little
flowers scattered over the earth indicate in their very minuteness the depths of the Almighty’s love for man.
Mr. Gambier brings me all the English papers, and I pore over them, seeking for General Dalgairas’ arrival. Will he
ever come? Why does Sir Charles look so anxiously for his return? Does he, oh! tell me, does he wish me to be near
him? My chief employment now is to let my thoughts fly back through the long twilight of the past, recalling days,
hours, looks, and words, gone forever. This may make me repeat to you much that I have told you before; but you will,
situated as you know I am, excuse my indulging in this to me delightful panoramic view. I remember all, even to the
whistle with which he would call his dog Bruin.
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Poor Bruin is now at my side; he left him with me until he should return. I envy you the enjoyment of his society,
when I call to mind how happily the hours flew by when I was with him. Such sweet communion of souls is, I think,
one pleasure, on which heaven has set its holiest seal. I envy Fanny Harcourt; and little did I think I ever should, as she
used to weep over her Italian exercises at school.
I remember the vinaigrette; he would never let me play with it, lest I should break it, though with all else he had I
might do what I liked. When you write to me next, tell me all that he says to you, to Fanny, to every one but Miss
MacDougall. Do not name her.
You would like Francis Gambier very much: so would Amelia Beaumont; and so do I. I fancy I feel towards him, as
you do towards Sir Charles. I speak to him as if I were acquainted with him for years, and would tell him any thing
excepting that which I tell you only. He insists on having been acquainted with me before our introduction four years
since, and says I bring to his mind thoughts of his earliest childhood. If we have met, it must have been in another
world; and yet I feel as if such were not impossible. His mother appointed Major Trafford one of his guardians, and this
is the reason of his being at present on a visit to the Major. He never visits his father’s relatives in England, because
after his death, when Francis was quite a child, they took no notice of his mother, but even hinted that she broke Mr.
Gambier’s heart. The only relative of his, with whom he has had any intercourse, is a beautiful young lady, Miss
Hamilton, whom he met on a visit to Dublin, and who now corresponds with him, and appears by her letters to be fond
of him.
He tells me all about his own concerns, as if we never had a thought apart. We wander all over this wild place
together, he, Miss Trafford, and I; but Cremona Trafford is always going from us, so that I spend half the day with him.
He often speaks of Sir Charles, whom he knows, but I never do either to him or to anyone on earth excepting you,
Clara. Do you remember how Amelia Beaumont used to question me about him?
The morning after I had that dream about you and Sir Charles, the agony of which I fancied had turned my hair gray,
I was surprised as I rose at daylight, to see a shower of water dashing as if from the roof over my window, and a pitcher
flung with violence against the sash. You would have been amused at this, as on my maid Mrs. Dela Fare’s questioning
the servants of the house, she ascertained it to be a charm in consequence of my wild scream, performed by walking in
silence to a well, and observing, as you retire, the words of Scripture, “Salute no man by the way,” and throwing both
water and pitcher, if you can, over the house. I suppose it was to purchase me pleasing dreams the superstition was
adopted: if it were of any avail, I should feel inclined to practice the rite myself, as this world could never be a desert to
me, while even in shadowy dreams I could dwell with him.
Continue, my dear friend, to tell me every thing relative to yourself; and leave not a single circumstance untold
respecting the idol of your
Jessie Errol
Glenville
June 13, 1826

Having finished writing, Jessie went to dinner with her kind hostesses, the Misses O’Brien, two spinsters, who
had well nigh spun the thread of life. As they were distantly related to Sir Charles Vereker, and lived in perfect
retirement, he had selected their dwelling as the temporary residence of his beautiful ward, while anxiously
awaiting the arrival from the continent of the lady, under whose auspices he wished her to enter the world.
Miss Agnes O’Brien had been once a beauty and a blue, but now vibrated between a bandbox and a pickle-jar.
Miss Belinda was a devotée, and for some reason of her own looked down on all the world beside, except her
cousin, Sir Charles Vereker. She liked him, and for his sake paid much attention to Jessie Errol. In their house, and
at their table, Jessie felt all the misery of perfect desolation; and the words breakfast, dinner, and tea, had become
to her the most odious in the dictionary.
Miss Trafford often dined with the Misses O’Brien. She was a young lady, and, believing in dreams, which
formed the usual breakfast-table subject of conversation at Glenville, she often varied her manner to the
individuals she met, accordingly as she had dreamt of them at night in the various forms of cows, serpents, dogs,
cats, or ants.
Day succeeded to day, and week to week, and each found Jessie as the last had left her—her heart, the bright
star of a torrid world, revolving in its own orbit of love. The colour of her cheek, which was formerly but the soft
tinge of the rose-leaf, was quickly deepening to the hectic glow of over-excitement. The anxious hope that the day
was drawing nigh, which was to restore her to her guardian; delightful walks through romantic scenes with Miss
Trafford and Francis Gambier; and the earnest expectation of a letter from Clara Dean, were the only lights which
shone on her horizon.
The letter from Clara soon reached her.
4
The fount, that first burst frae the heart,
Still travels on its way,
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And channels deeper, as it runs,
The luve o’ life’s young day.
William Motherwell\fn{1797-1835, Scotish poet and naturalist}
My dearest Jessie,
I was just stepping into the carriage to join a dinner-party at Evergreen Hollow, when your letter was put into my
hand; and I had to wait until I arrived there, ere I could read it. As soon as I could, I ran off with Fanny Harcourt to
enjoy the perusal of it apart from the rest.
Sir Charles was there. I tell you so at once, as I know that, were I verbally addressing, you would interrupt me to
enquire. I wish, dearest Jessie, you would think less of him than you do: it seems fearful to care so much for anyone,
when there is a possibility of disappointment; and it were so, even though you might be sure of him, in a world where
the dearest must one day part.
Mrs. Dalgairas (you know what a sweet woman she is, so I need not describe her) was immediately after her arrival
here, and amongst the subjects of conversation introduced, was the recent death of Lord Rocksavage, who was said by
some person present to have left no heir; on which General Dalgairas observed that he was succeeded in his title and
estates by his grand-nephew, a very clever and amiable person, worthy of his good fortune, whom he had parted from at
Paris, whither he had come for the purpose of attending his uncle’s remains to England. Mrs. Dalgairas said that he had
promised to pay them a visit ere he returned to Vienna, where he had some arrangements to make preparatory to
settling in England. The mention of Vienna almost caused me to start; but the blush of Miss Adelaide Butler (a sister of
Mrs. Dalgairas, who is now on a visit with her) made me actually tremble; and for a moment I could comprehend some
of your feelings most clearly.
The next instant all suspense was at an end: Alphonso Bacre’s name was mentioned. To meet him as Miss Butler’s
lover! The idea gave me pain, although I have been long wishing he would marry, that I might feel I was right in
rejecting him.
There is something peculiarly interesting about Miss Butler—a sort of languor and sweetness, which win the heart at
once—something young without being childish. Sir Charles says she reminds him of a motto on one of her seals, “ Que
me neglige, me tue.” She never speaks except when addressed, and then but little. There is something so uncommon
about her, that I feel an interest in her myself, and fancy Alphonso might too, if he do not now.
He has been here since; he came in deep mourning, and looking very melancholy; he cannot have been grieving for
his uncle; I wonder what could have made him sad. He had called on mamma, but I was out; and so met him first at a
crowded ball. I resolved to appear perfectly indifferent, and therefore greeted him carelessly. He was cold, but seemed
to have forgotten our parting. At this ball, Alphonso was most of the time with mamma.
Among the company, there was a person whom I had never seen before, a Captain Kleber of the —— regiment; he
sat opposite me at supper, and I was first attracted to him by finding his feet under my chair. I asked Alphonso, who
was next to me by accident, the name of the person at the other side of the table, whose feet were placed seemingly in
my care; but after supper he was introduced to me, and remained with me the rest of the evening, during which time I
had ample opportunity of observing what Alphonso was engaged about, which I could not do, while I had been
dancing.
I think I must have appeared to be paying great attention to all Captain Kleber said. Alphonso was near enough to
hear our conversation; and once his eyes met mine; I could not avoid smiling; but he turned coldly away; yet laughing
at something Mrs. Dalgairas said to him. I was delighted to observe that he did not dance the whole evening; perhaps
the last time he did so was at Sion Hill.
Captain Kleber told me all he was in the habit of doing from morning till night. Shall I tell you how much I knew
about him the first evening of our acquaintance? From my own observation, he tucks up the skirts of his coat whenever
he sits down. He told me he was in capital health, because he lives temperately, rose betimes, and retired early to bed,
generally falling asleep over some book—he does not at all like reading; the only book he has of his own, is a song
book, called the “British Minstrel;” all others he receives from a circulating library; has a brother older than himself,
from whom he has expectations, and who is rather (pronounced by him ray-ther) delicate; his father had died on the 4 th
of August, 1820, and his sister Sarah was married to a commissary in the West Indies; she had lately sent him a present
of some superior Havana cigars, to which he smells occasionally. I enquired if he did not smoke. He said never, it was
an injurious custom; he only burns the ends of the cigars and smells to them. His sister’s child, Annabella, was teething
when Sarah wrote last; he thinks the diseases of childhood very pitiable; had a fever himself once, since which, he takes
a pill every ten days at night going to bed. I enquired of what the pill consisted, he told me, and I begged he would give
me a copy of the prescription, which he promised to send me; and then leaning his arm over the back of my chair, and,
crossing his legs exactly like my broken compass, he enquired in a confidential tone, if the flies did not annoy me very
much.
Some persons came up to speak to him then, and I went over near Count Rostophchin, who was sitting on a sofa
with Fanny Harcourt, close by mamma. The conversation became general immediately at the end of the room where we
were, in consequence of Captain Kleber’s asking the Count’s opinion on some subject that one of his friends was
discussing with him. The Captain said he knew the time well, and, nodding to me, added,
“It was just when Sarah’s infant was born.”
I bowed assent, and mamma stared at me, but I never exchange looks with anyone in the presence of others,
considering it unbecoming, whoever sanctions it: and I therefore took no notice of her surprise; but Count Rostophchin,
I suppose observing all, gave a laugh, which, louder than the music, sent a cobweb falling from the ceiling, and threw
Fanny Harcourt almost into convulsions by his side.
I understand that this same evening Captain Kleber consulted one of his friends, Mr. Fabvier, a gentleman who
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prides himself on being the largest man in Somersetshire, on the propriety of sending me the prescription: the result of
which was that I received it next day, and now give you the benefit of its perusal: viz.
R Hydragi: Submur: ej
Extract: Colocynth: Camp: 3j
Olei Carni M iij
Mucilaginis Acacie q: s.
Fiat massa in pi!: xij dividenda.
So much for the prescription.
I now revert to the ball. It was in aid of a charitable institution; yet even the object did not reconcile me to it. I detest
public balls. Mamma invited General and Mrs. Dalgairas, Miss Butler, and Alphonso, who was at their house, to dine a
few days after. Alphonso declined coming, being obliged, he said, to ride somewhere out of town. This I thought was
but an excuse, and the motto on his seal did not leave me a doubt. I do hate sentimental seals. They are odiously
common. I wonder at Alphonso’s having them, but he knows I observe all these little things, and perhaps intended to
mortify me. However he succeeded badly, for I played the harp and sang most gaily all the evening, while Miss Butler
looked very despondingly.
I sometimes think I might really love Alphonso, if he loved me; but when we say if, there is reason to doubt our
feelings, and therefore I must be quite indifferent to him. If persons love, they will do so whether their affections be
returned or not. He came at length to see us for the last time, and brought with him a collar he had promised me at Sion
House for Metternich. Mamma went to write a letter to send by him to some friends of hers; and he came to the table
where I was sketching a figure of Captain Kleber, and said
“Miss Dean.”
Now “Miss Dean,” from one who used to called me Clara, sounded ray-ther painfully, as Captain Kleber would
have said; wherefore I replied “My Lord,” most deferentially. He asked my permission to put the collar on Metternich. I
lifted the little creature with his assistance, and much against its own inclination, on the table, when he fastened round
its neck a broad gold curb-chain, clasped and locked, with its name, and “Miss Dean, Sion Hills,” engraved on the
clasp. He asked me if I would keep the dog, and allow it to be thus fettered while I retained the name thereon engraved.
I said most certainly I should, and that that would be for a long time. He shook his head, put the key in his pocket, and
observed,
“Then I shall leave Sir Charles Vereker to exercise his ingenuity in removing it.” Mamma came in, and he instantly
added, “Good bye,” and left us—and in this world we may never meet again. I cannot tell mamma all my feelings about
him, and am thus deprived of the pleasure of talking them off, else they might fly away like clouds before the wind. Her
love for me is so great as to induce her to sacrifice my pride, if she thought my happiness could be ensured by so doing.
A mother’s love is of great value; yet we must bear in mind that it will shelter us at the expense of almost everything.
I understand there has been a report afloat here for some time, that I am to be married to Sir Charles Vereker, which
explains poor Alphonso’s allusion to him. I trust all the rumours we hear are as false. There is one now, which gives me
pain, but I cannot believe it, and until I do, I shall not even hint it to you.
Were I with the Misses O’Brien, I would join them in the litanies, which I am told they repeat each evening, adding
for my own benefit, “from all worldly love, libera nos Domine.” I understand from Mrs. Harcourt, that when she was
with them, they used to tell their dreams every morning at breakfast. May I ask if you narrate yours? If you were to tell
them, I think they would be as much shocked as the fair maidens were in Redgauntlet, when Nancy Ewart, on leaving
their gate, sang out:
A lovely lass to a friar came,
To confessions a-morning early—&c.,&c.,&c.
I may as well tell you, that there is a report now in circulation, that Sir Charles is to be united very soon to Miss
MacDougall. I did not mean to make you uneasy by mentioning it; but as I have reason to believe there may be some
truth in the rumour, I think it better to prepare your mind for such an event; yet I hope it may have as slight a
foundation as that which frightened Alphonso Bacre away. It is highly culpable to circulate these idle stories: thus many
suffer, because someone has nothing to do.
A few mornings since, I was walking with Sir Charles and Miss Harcourt, from the hot-wells, where we had been
listening to a harper playing some beautiful Welsh airs; and, while he was talking about the music, I enquired if it were
true that he was going to be married, to which he replied, “Did you hear that?” and gave his hand most cordially to a
gentleman who approached between Captain Kleber and his friend Mr. Fabvier, saying,
“How do you do, Samson?”
I took a survey of Samson, who looked as if he carried Captain Kleber’s pill-box in his pocket, and had his
mantelpiece ornamented with labeled phials; and he really was eating peppermint-drops, his head being at the same
time almost buried in a loose white neckerchief, over which his eyes peeped, like two ravens overlooking the cliffs of
Dover. He said he was “certainly getting better.” Captain Kleber showed me some tooth-powder he had that morning
purchased at the pump-room, told me he used it every night, and presenting me with a box, he said, “he craved my
acceptance of it, though my pearls needed no polishing.”
They moved on, Mr. Samson saying, he should “certainly call on Sir Charles,” and Fanny Harcourt saying,
“You certainly are a great oddity.”
“He is a very clever fellow,” said Sir Charles.
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“Captain Kleber is a fool,” said Fanny.
“He is a very brave man,” observed Sir Charles.
I was then thinking to myself, that Sir Charles might suppose, when I spoke to him of marriage, that I alluded to the
report relative to him and myself, and was merely giving him an opportunity of making a declaration; for though Fanny
was with us, I spoke so lowly she could not hear, added to which, she is always looking about. He might suppose I was
fond of him, as I watch him closely, for the purpose of writing about him to you. I do not care if he think so, as I am
sure he would not judge badly of anyone, and would never name a supposition of the kind, even to you; I will not say
even to Miss MacDougall.
In the evening I met him at Mrs. Harcourt’s, where there was a dinner-party, at which the cravat-buried gentleman
again appeared. He is a most ghastly personage, and seems to hang, like Muhammad’s coffin, between two worlds—I
really think the Prophet might have lain in his cravat, it is such a monstrous concern. Oh! Mr. Samson! I could not
finish my soup with such a death’s head before me. He seems a sort of link between men and buildings, and would
remind anyone of a walking hospital.
There was nothing that would interest us said at dinner, and afterwards, when the gentlemen came to the drawingroom, cards were introduced. Fanny and I sat on a sofa at each side of the Count, Mrs. Dalgairas came to a little table
near us to play chess with Sir Charles, and looking round, enquired where her sister was.
“With Mr. Samson,” said Sir Charles, and, looking over, I observed the candidate for eternity talking most earnestly
on the literature of the day to Miss Butler. It put me in bad spirits to look at him. Were there a few such men as he in
Egypt long ago, they might have dispensed with the little skeleton which was sent round the table after dinner. To Miss
Butler’s occasional observations, he used to say, “certainly,” stretching out his legs with the first syllable, and drawing
them in with the last.
Mrs. Dalgairas looked exquisitely: she wore a white silk dress, with white velvet geranium leaves raised all over it,
and a gold cord and tassel round the waist. I began to imagine her married to Sir Charles, and, thinking of Miss
MacDougall, asked the Count if the report were true; he said, “Proposals was made,” and commenced telling Fanny
about the man who said he would fly over the Avon. She then spoke of persons selling themselves to his dark majesty;
and of a ghost she once saw of a gentleman in a gingham dressing-gown, (what an execrably dressed ghost he must
have been!) and of her being told at school, when she dined out, to speak of Catholic emancipation. I left her to discuss
the appearance of the gentleman in the dressing-gown undisturbedly with the Count, and turned my eye on your hero
and his partner.
“Do you remember the time I first met you as Theresa Butler, amongst the Zantiotes?” said Sir Charles.
“Indeed I do,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas, “you and I were of the same age, then.”
“So I believe we are now,” said Sir Charles, “and when 1 look at you, and remember that such is the case, 1 fancy
myself quite young again.”
“I wish I were as young as you look,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas, “though why should I? I should then have no Emily
and no little Theodore to love me. Take ten years from my life, and how many dear ones’ eyes would never have
brightened on me; yet I do dread growing old.”
“Perhaps you shun that hour when ‘man goeth to his long home, and the mourners go about the streets,’” rejoined
Sir Charles; “life has been one bright scene to you, and you must feel much to bind you to it.”
“One bright scene!” exclaimed Mrs. Dalgairas, “let us speak of something else.”
“Do you remember the Convent of St. Bernard, and the evening we spent there?” said Sir Charles.
“I thought you had forgotten that long ago,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas. “I wish you had; I cannot bear to think of that
time; you see it is making me lose the game.”
“That is but fair, considering all I have lost to you,” observed Sir Charles; “you have got my two castles.”
“That is all,” said Mrs. Dalgairas, looking attentively at the game. “I heard from my little boys today.”
“How is my godson and namesake?” asked Sir Charles.
“Quite well,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas, “but Frederica, though a year younger, is a much finer child than Charlie, I
think she equals your Jessie at the same age.” Your Jessie, seemed said accidentally, but she gave a most meaning smile
at Sir Charles, to which he replied by a reproachful look, and then said,
“When will you take my Jessie (as you call my little favourite) from her present retreat? Poor child, she must be
very dull all this time.”
“I have only waited for you,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas; “surely you can come with us, your affair is nearly arranged.”
“Oh, no!” said he, “it seems as far off as ever. I have to day written three sheets of paper to old MacDougall; Miss
MacDougall has told you all her difficulties, I suppose.”
“Yes, all,” replied Mrs. Dalgairas, “the knot appears to me as difficult to tie as that on which the empire of Persia
depended.”
“I hope the present trouble may lead to much future happiness,” said Sir Charles, “but suppose you go without me, I
may probably meet you half up Mangerton, as you intend going on to Killarney; I wish much that Jessie was with you.”
“You and I will never walk up a mountain together again, I fancy,” said Mrs. Dalgairas. “I think if you really cannot
come, the sooner we start the better—I am dying to see Jessie.”
“I wish I could go.” said he, “I fear she will not feel at home with you now.”
“Jessie ought to feel at home with me, one of her oldest friends in this world,” said Mrs. Dalgairas.
“And kindest,” added Sir Charles, “but you know people do not always do only that which they ought.”
“No,” said Mrs. Dalgairas, smiling, “the best are liable to err sometimes.”
“Yes,” replied Sir Charles, “in judgment perhaps as frequently as in any other way."
At this moment the sofa seemed to spring under me, with a burst of laughter from Count Rostophchin. Fanny almost
fell forward on her knees, Mrs. Dalgairas looked around, Sir Charles smiled, General Dalgairas gave a loud laugh at the
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opposite end of the room, Mrs. Harcourt eyed her daughter with her glass, Adelaide Butler gave an innocent smile, Mr.
Samson stood up, and said, “Certainly—that was a laugh,” and sat down again in the oddest manner you ever saw. I
hate men in general, but this one man in particular.
Being inclined (like Zeuxis) to draw the curtain, when I see a pretty foot peeping from under it, I went to Mrs.
Harcourt, previously to my departure, to solve all my mysteries for me, as I believe she can tell even what passes at
Timbuctoo.
From her I learned that Mrs. Dalgairas, when Miss Butler, was attached to Sir Charles, but, piqued by his
backwardness, married a Colonel advanced in years; that, immediately after her marriage, Sir Charles entered the
Colonel’s regiment as an Ensign, leaving his paternal property in the care of a stranger, and astonished the officers by
bringing in his suite an infant and nurse, which, as he lived in great style, kept a private house and band, and was much
liked by everyone, was, after exciting many fruitless queries, forgotten by all excepting Mrs. Dalgairas. She thought it
unpardonable that he should not explain himself to the Colonel; and more inexcusable still that he should, just as she
married to fret him, choose to walk past her window with a beautiful infant in his arms. All the officers became fond of
the child, some much fonder than Sir Charles, as he seemed at times not to like it; and the old Colonel, who was always
partial to him, became doubly more so, on becoming his, as he supposed, successful rival, though it was well known,
Miss Butler would have broken off the very day of her marriage, if she could have gained Sir Charles.
The Colonel consulted him on every subject, and he was soon, though only an Ensign, looked on as the commander
of the regiment, and none objected to it, as he was kind, clever, and unassuming, and the Colonel was thought to require
an assistant.
He took the infant (yourself, my precious Jessie) to Portugal with him, and Mrs. Dalgairas, seeing he would not give
it up, began to pay attention to it herself, and soon became as attached to it as her own child, and shortly after
reconciled to him.
He seems now to pay her very great attention, as if he almost anticipated her wishes, but then he does the same to
everyone he is with, even Mr. Samson.
However, she is to be the only one in whose care you are to be left. If he married, why might not he take you again
under his protection?
I now return to the evening I was cheered by the sight of your pretty penmanship, and after perusing your letter,
followed your most interesting hero into the dining-room at Evergreen Hollow, leaning on the arm of my own hero,
Count Rostophchin, Knight of the Eau de Cologne; as we proceeded, dispensing fragrance as we went, our steps were
arrested by Mrs. Dalgairas’ dress becoming entangled in Sir Charles’ spur. He could not disengage it. The Count said
something in his own exquisite dialect, about the danger of venturing so near such an ankle; Sir Charles told the lady,
he could not manage anything so delicate. She cried out to tear it off. I said it would be better to leave it on, and
stooping down liberated the drapery and Mrs. Dalgairas in a second.
There was a very interesting looking person opposite me. When I asked Fanny Harcourt before dinner who he was,
she replied
“That is only Gerald Somerset.”
I wanted Gerald Somerset or some one before me, as there by his side sat Mr. Samson, who is forever with the
Harcourts. I told Sir Charles I had just heard from you, and gave him your letter to read, sure if he were not engaged to
Miss MacDougall, he would never, after reading it, think of anyone but you. Do not blame me for doing so, as it would
really be cruel to separate your fate from his now, and if he be free; it would be a pity to let him make you miserable. If
this report be true, you know him well enough to be aware that the letter will be the same as unread.
He said he would return it in the evening, and I began to attend a dialogue between Mr. Samson and Mr. Somerset,
about Napoleon. Some one mentioned Lord Byron’s name, and Mr. Somerset said,
“Byron is in hell.”
I felt all my school-room love, which I believed had died like the day it was first conceived, rise in indignation in
my veins; Mrs. Dalgairas started; Sir Charles stared; Fanny Harcourt cried out “Oh!” and the Count gave a laugh,
which, though but the seeming echo of his ordinary sounds, sent two servants out of the room, one under the pretext of
calling the other back, but in reality I fancy to avoid a fit of apoplexy himself, from restraining his risibility. Mr.
Samson gave a long, low, singular sort of chuckle, which like “caverned winds” issued from beneath his capacious
cravat.
The Count’s laugh, like thunder in the air, cleared away every cloud. Though I never laugh myself, I should always
like, if I entertained persons of various moods, to have one really good laugh like my friend the Count. I am sure he
does a great deal of good here; a laugh like his is a sort of portable philosophy, of which everyone can feel the benefit,
excepting those who meet to weep, and from weepers of all sorts I shall through life, I hope, steer clear.
Mr. Somerset spoke about Byron’s irreligion; Sir Charles contended that he was religious, that poetry proved
devotion, that the very loftiness of those thoughts, which we follow in their flight, rising so far above this world, might
indicate to us how often they enter the next, though then their intensity no human language could express; that through
Byron’s works there were many passages, which marked a breast glowing with devotion to the Deity; that he was said
to be irreligious, because half the world unfortunately looked on religion as a strict observance of certain rules, which it
was correct to observe, but Christians ought still more attentively abide by the Gospel in which we are told, to judge no
man lest we should be judged, and that it was to the heart the Almighty looked; he said he would mention alone, in
favour of Lord Byron’s devotion those ten lines in the “Siege of Corinth”—
’Tis midnight: on the mountains brown
The cold round moon looks deeply down;
Blue rolls the water, blue the sky
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Spreads like an ocean hung on high,
Bespangled with those isles of light,
So wildly, spiritually bright;
Who ever gazed upon them shining,
And turned to earth without repining,
Nor wished for wings to flee away,
And mix with their eternal ray?
I said “It was a great pity Lord Byron was not married to Miss Chaworth.”
“If so, the world would have lost the poet,” said Sir Charles; “you see—
All partial evil’s universal good."
“Surely he might have written as well,” said I, “if he were. It could scarcely be requisite that a man should be
miserable, to become the author of ‘Childe Harold’.”
“It is a disease of the oyster which creates the pearl—the flower must be shaken, the green leaf bruised, ere each
yields forth its most delicious odour—the chords must be struck ere the sweet tones burst forth,” said Sir Charles, “and
so, I think, the mind must suffer, ere its finest emotions are called into play.”
“If such really be the case, we might cheerfully resign the great poet,” said I, “to have the pleasure of thinking Lord
Byron was happy, but then we should not even have had that gratification, as we should know nothing of him; now
even his grand uncle’s crickets are immortalized.”
“And the straws with which he whipped them,” said Sir Charles, rising. We left the dining-room, and Fanny
Harcourt, ran up to me, saying,
“How do you like him, Clara?”
“Whom?” asked I.
“Gerald Somerset, to be sure,” said she, “don’t you know what brings him here?”
“I suppose he came as we all did,” said I, “to have the pleasure of dining with you.”
“Nothing more than that?” said she; “Well, I’ll tell you; he came to marry your humble servant: I wish Jessie Errol
could see him; I’ll run and bring you his dog,” and away she went.
All the gentlemen, excepting Sir Charles, now came into the room. I looked towards the door, anxiously watching
for him; Miss Butler caught my eye, and looked in the same direction. It burst open, and a dog, as big almost as a pony,
sprung in, and bounced about in a most unwieldy manner, Fanny rushing after it in a fit of laughter, and not resting till
she reached the Count, to whom she whispered something. Mr. Samson stretched his legs out, and then drew them in,
saying,
“Certainly the brute is out of place.”
Mr. Somerset desired a servant to send Omah to him, on which a black man with powdered hair entered, and led the
monstrous dog out, after giving which directions, Mr. Somerset lay back again on the sofa.
Sir Charles came in, and, approaching me, returned the letter, with one stifled sigh, which seemed like the echo of
sorrow past, and excusing himself to Mrs. Harcourt for going home so early, he departed. Mrs. Dalgairas observed him
giving me the letter, and looked towards her sister; but Adelaide’s eyes were fixed on Mr. Samson’s retreating limbs.
Some time after we all departed. As I was going out, I heard Fanny Harcourt telling her friend, Mr. Somerset, that I
did not care for him.
I hope I shall be able to send this enormously long letter; let its length be a proof of the depth of affection
entertained for Jessie, by her fond friend,
Clara Dean
Clifton
July 12, 1826
N. B.
I have broken my seal, I hope not to whisper woe; but just as I was dispatching my letter, I learned that all was true;
your guardian is positively to be united to Miss MacDougall; she endeavours to keep it secret, but Mrs. Housman has
been this morning with her maid, surveying her trousseau.
Sir Charles is throwing himself away. Miss MacDougall is not at all suited to him, and I am really quite vexed with
him; but why should we mind, dearest Jessie? I am sure you are too sensible to fret; only remember how very common
broken hearts have become, and let all your feelings for Sir Charles decline with the sun of the day on which you read
this. Think of Francis Gambier, and remember—
When one vein of silver’s exhausted,
’Tis easy another to try;
There are fountains enough in the desert,
Though that by your palm-tree be dry.
Mrs. Dalgairas lives very happily, yet she has been disappointed; mourning will never do in this world, it would turn
a person’s hair gray, and a gray young lady would not be even interesting. I wish I was with you, lest you should feel as
I did the evening Alphonso left Sion Hills; then I should press you to my heart, and try if friendship could not close the
wounds of love.
I write in dreadful haste, the servant waits at the door for this, my horse is come round from the stable, and I shall go
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out looking as badly as if I were a friend of Mr. Samson’s.

5
Young art thou, Morna!
Yet on thy gentle head,
Like heavy dew on the lily’s leaves,
A spirit hath been shed!
Bard’s prophecy

When Jessie finished reading Miss Dean’s letter, she neither sighed nor wept, but looked a woe beyond
imagining. She was as a flower stung to death by the brier to which it closely clung, or dragged from the turf
where its roots lie buried, and left suddenly to wander over the world with the wind. She looked out from her
window on the beautiful garden, on the lonely glen beyond. What could they be evermore to her? The evening
was sultry—the dew fell heavily, sinking into the velvet cup of the wild rose, and sparkling on the woodbine. But
what was summer, or summer’s dew to her?
She remained, her eyes fixed on the scene before her, her thoughts many miles away, where Avon winds its
silvery course, betwixt cliffs, once as closely united to each other, as she had until that moment felt herself to be
to Sir Charles Vereker. She had felt her affections riveted in his. A fresh crash of nature might yet unite those
rocks, for narrow was the river which flowed between, but her guardian could never more be to her what he had
been. Eternity seemed to separate them. In speechless agony she raised her hand to her forehead; was it the damp
of death that hung there, the dews of the grave which mingled in her curls?
The sun had some time set; she thought of Clara Dean’s advice, and pressed her hands over her face, as three
dogs rushed up the glen, followed by Francis Gambier, his fine figure relieved against the deep blue sky.
Everyone is happy, thought Jessie, but I—on earth I have not one friend. Oh, my father, why did you forsake
me! She looked out upon the gloom, and lifting her beautiful dark eyes to stars, those golden magnets strewn
above to win our straying souls to heaven, she cried out,
“Unfortunate Jessie Errol, why were you born?”
“Jessie Errol!” cried a voice beside her, and she observed for the first time the meager hand of a poor beggar,
which had been held out for charity, and was then being withdrawn. The stranger seemed to think for a moment,
lifted up her hands, and again repeated “Jessie Errol!” and then, looking on her face, cried out,
“Jessie Errol! Gracious heavens, can this be she?” Jessie offered her some money, saying,
“I am indeed Jessie Errol, I wish I were not.”
“And you were looking after Mr. Gambier,” said the beggar.
Jessie drew the window down, not wishing a forward beggar as the companion of her solitude: and gazing at
the moon, which hung over the glen, and the distant lights of Major Trafford’s cottage, she thought how many
miles her mind had traveled since twenty-four hours before, when her eyes had rested on both, how her prospects
had darkened, how old in feeling she had become! Could the heart of the beggar she had shut out, of the most
advanced in years she had ever encountered, have presented a greater waste than hers, like a city suddenly sunk in
a lake, where in one hour the work of years is done, and ruins lie around!
Writhing with agony, as if poison shot through her mind when she thought, and as if she were almost a corpse
when she did not, she ordered a fire in her dressing-room, which much astonished both the Misses O’Brien.
Requiring a fire in summer, caused a great sensation amongst all the women in the house. Jessie sighed to think
her wish to have an opportunity of burning the little gifts she had received as tokens of affection from her
guardian, should be attended with so much commotion. All she possessed was from him, but there were many
trifles he had from time to time given her, to which she had attached a peculiar value, and these she wished now to
see in ashes.
The damsel, who presided over the fires at Glenvi1le, went grumbling to state her troubles to Donaldson, the
receiver of tobacco-perfumed billet-doux, and deplore the misery of being necessitated to obey the directions of “a
fine lady Frenchwoman.”
“As to her saying her husband was killed while fighting for Napoleon,” remarked Donaldson, “I do not believe
a word of it. I think it was fighting with Mrs. Stop-and-stare-herself he was killed.”
The Frenchwoman blushed as she came forward to say her mistress did not wish to be disturbed for anything,
overhearing much more said in her dispraise.
Meantime Jessie Errol was alone in her apartment, where she felt, even in her woe, a sort of happiness in being
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able to give vent to the feelings with which her heart was bursting. The part of the dwelling she inhabited was too
remote to permit of her hearing even the footfalls which disturbed the end occupied by the Misses O’Brien, and
she sobbed like a child, without fear of being overheard. A French horn was being played in the glen, below the
garden. She knew it was Francis Gambier; the same tunes had for the last month set her to sleep every night.
Many were favourite airs of Sir Charles Vereker’s, and would come fraught with recollections of her childhood;
and thinking of him she would sink into the world of dreams.
This evening those same sweet sounds were harrowing to hear; she almost shrieked as she listened to them,
and it gave her not pleasure to feel aware, that of all in the wide world, she was dearest to the young musician;
that with hers he believed his destiny already twined.
Into the fire she flung many a precious gift received from Sir Charles, and wept as they turned into ashes. What
would she not have given that her feelings could thus rapidly become annihilated! But, no! they took new life
even in the loneliness which sprung up over each departed relic.
She looked at the letters she had received from him during the three years she had been at school, directing her
to what branches of education he most particularly wished her to attend—they were wet with tears as she threw
them into the fire. She next perused a little note she had received when ten years old, as she lingered one night in
a balcony at Florence, awaiting his anxiously-expected return, when she would fly to the door to meet him. It only
told her not to wait up, as he could not be home till very late. But that short note! how many remembrances it
awakened! It recalled the dimly-lighted street through which she had watched for his figure; the feeling which she
then entertained that he was her own; that he might be intimate with others, but that to her he belonged; that she
was to him what his home or his country is to the traveler; that he must love her, and her life was wound up in his.
With that note, the chain of memory was touched, it moved and brightened through the darkness which shrouded
years. She next took a curl of his dark brown hair, which she wore enclosed in a locket round her neck, and which
she had cut off on the eve of her departure for school; and recalled the smile with when he then rallied her on her
sentiment, and pretended to cut off one of her own ringlets. He said he was no relative of hers, yet she felt that he
was, for the electric bond which unites soul to soul, is stronger than even the closest ties of blood. She mourned
now over the ashes of all she had destroyed, and as she bent over the embers, the hour past midnight, was startled
to hear through the key-hole a noise like the chirp of a grasshopper.
Jessie opened the door suddenly, with almost an expectation, in her high state of excitement, of seeing some
visitant from the other world, and gladly would she have welcomed father, or mother, even clad in the garments of
the grave.
With the opening of the door, she discovered the kneeling figure of Mrs. De La Fare, who had been peeping
through the keyhole; and, with a feeling of disgust at her prying curiosity, was about closing it again, when the
Frenchwoman said she thought she was ill, and came to enquire if she could be of any service to her.
In a few minutes all was hushed, and every one in that mansion, except Jessie, slept, while a lovely night sunk
beneath the horizon of time.
6
Before thou yieldest those lips of simple faith,
Or givest that heaving breast to love’s caress,
A look beyond! the sweet luxuriant path
May lead thee into labyrinths of distress.
Mador of the Moor\fn{A poem by James Hogg (1770-1835, Scottish poet and novelist), first published in 1816}

Seven days passed over Jessie, leaving deep traces of their desolation; to her each day appeared a year, each
hour a month. Bitterly her life was flowing, as the waters of Marah ere touched by the tree of the wilderness:
could miracle or magic restore its sweetness? She had heard from her guardian. He told her he would soon be with
her, and, while he remained in England, they should not again be separated; and that she would in a few days see
Mrs. Dalgairas, whom he would follow to Ireland the moment he could leave Clifton. He enclosed an affectionate
letter from Mrs. Dalgairas, in which she spoke of the pleasure she should feel in having Jessie with her; and said
that she was as dear to her as anyone of her own children, and that they should henceforth look upon her as a
sister, and she should consider her as a daughter.
Sir Charles wrote most kindly, yet his letter chilled her. What is the half-obscured lamp to one, who looks for
the beacon which should illuminate the skies with its brightness—the cool clasp of the hand to one, who yearns
for the overflowing affection of the heart! Would it not seem better, were the light, darkness, and the hand
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withheld? She had torn both letters when she had read them, and resolved that she should never more be a trouble
to Sir Charles Vereker, and never enter the house of his friend Mrs. Dalgairas, where she should be sure of
frequently meeting him. Clara Dean had shown him a letter, on which but the faint shadow of the affection she
had felt for him was cast. She would now make him believe that affection was but the evanescent dream of a child
—the heart, the home, and the name, of another, should now be her shelter.
With Francis Gambier she would live, remote from the world, like the trees of the forest, which wave their
green branches independent of the existence of man. He loved her, and to her, next to her guardian, he had been
for some time dearest on earth. Within the last seven days she had consented to be his bride, had written to Mrs.
Dalgairas to decline her invitation, and a few short lines to Sir Charles.
Her next letter was to Clara Dean, and this was the most painful of the three. Of the many young ladies who
had studied in the same school-room, who had played in the same playgrounds, she felt, that whatever the fate of
the others might be, none could be more miserable than her own. Her guardian had been for three years the
constant topic of her conversations with Clara. She might deceive him, but she could not deceive her; she might
wear a mask before others, but Clara could penetrate its falsehood.
Could she tell her she felt love for Francis Gambier? Could she ever speak of love again? The music of her
feelings was gone, and despair thrilled quickly in, when that sweetest note in woman’s heart was awakened. She
feared Clara would pity her, and the idea of being compassionated in a world, in which she was left so desolate,
brought tears down her cheeks. She wished now to meet but the cold and the stern (with an exception in favour of
Francis Gambier), that so she might, repelling, and repelled, feel a savage pleasure in life, and pass through it,
thinking only of him.
After hours of mournful thought, she wrote the following letter to her friend, regretting it was out of her power
to lead her to believe she was happy, as she knew that Clara would feel her sorrows as her own.
My Dearest Clara:
You could not think, when forwarding your last letter to me, of the revolution its perusal was destined to work.
When carelessly writing the postscript, little could you imagine each word, like a billow, was to bear me farther adrift
on an ocean of misery.
That ocean, however, has been traversed, and now I hope to live coldly and callously, as I see many others. One
request I have to make to you, my dearest Clara, it is, never again to mention Sir Charles Vereker to me. Ere you
receive this, he will have ceased to be my guardian; Francis Gambier will be then the only being, whose authority I
shall acknowledge, and I wish he were the first I had ever learned to obey, since I have been so truly unfortunate as to
be left destitute of my natural protectors.
I cannot tell you how often of late I have sighed for my father; when I think of the happiness of being blessed with
parents, it is of him I ever think, perhaps from being so long accustomed to meet with all I sought for in Sir Charles—
and how I have loved him! I say have, for the struggle is over. Had I loved him only as a parent, I might think of him
still, but every tie of nature tissued together, formed that which bound me to him. Never write to me of him more, never
speak of him to me. His name shall never again wander from the portals of these lips; they shall be closed as the tomb
over the name of Sir Charles Vereker.
Oh, Clara! I cannot write even to tell you not to mention him without feeling my heart struggle to return to him, as
the dove flew home to the Ark from the chilling waste it saw around. Do my friend forget I ever loved him, the hours I
spent in talking of him, and the first evening I made you my confident. Forget I spoke of him, all I wrote of him. Leave
those thoughts as unnoted as the light clouds, which, evening and morning, tinge the wild waves of the deserted ocean.
Do you think people grieve in quitting this world—their home—when they compare it with the vast expanse which
spreads its immensity around? I feel in tearing myself from him as if I were severing myself from life, without even the
dewy pillow of the grave left to rest my head upon, and as if “Farewell,” borne on the winds, were the death-bell which
tolled my departure.
I have walked out from the nurses with Mrs. Trafford’s baby, thinking the infant being separated from the world, as
knowing neither its language, nor sympathizing in its feelings, would be to me the most congenial companion. I have
asked it, as my tears fell on its young cheeks, if it loved the world into which it had so lately entered; and there was
sadness in the murmur with which it would struggle to reply. The poor child knows me now, and spreads its little arms
towards me whenever I go near; and for hours I sit with it on a rude stone, by a wild rose hedge, which loses itself
among the underwood of the glen.
What a beautiful world this is! Why, in the midst of so much that is lovely, must we say with Burns “Man was made
to mourn?” Wherever my course may be, I shall always remember that stone seat overlooking so much beauty, and the
infant arms of Isabella, stretched towards me in preference to the many smiling faces around.
Do not write until you hear from me again, unless you do so at once, as I shall be gone. If I can, I shall go
somewhere far away from my guardian. Mrs. De la Fare is trying to persuade me to go to Paris for a while. I told
Francis, the farther from Glenville we went, the better I would be pleased. If my kind friends the Misses O’Brien heard
I said so, they would be much pained, but it is from Sir Charles alone I wish to fly. He was written very affectionately,
perhaps to console me for losing him, as you showed him that letter in which you say I said something expressive of
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what I felt for him. I am not aware what I wrote, but know the language does not exist which could indicate what I have
felt. Now, a word or even a thought respecting him strikes me with as acute pain, as, I imagine, the sound of the first
earth, thrown upon the coffin of a departed friend, could excite.
You will wonder at my speaking of graves, but I think my spirit is wrapped in a winding-sheet, my thoughts travel
over such dismal ground. At times I fear I shall go mad, if I am not so already.
Do not imagine from all I write, that I am indifferent to Francis Gambier. I would rather be with him than anyone
now. The love I felt for Sir Charles Vereker was not fit for this world. Remembrance of him shall henceforth be like a
white tombstone in my mind, marking the spot where my first feelings lie buried. Do not you tell me he is married nor
anything about him.
Farewell, my own Clara, the friend of many years. May your future course be as bright as you have found the past!
To hear that you are happy will bring a smile even to the lips of
Jessie Errol
Glenville
July 23, 1826

The morning after Jessie wrote the above, she wandered into the garden at daybreak. The calm air, the green
dewy trees, with their boughs springing elastic from the light touch of the little birds; the grey clouds, which
turned crimson as they floated away, and the silvery mist which, rising, unveiled the beauties of the glen, gave a
feeling of similar freshness to her mind. Is it that the essence of the divinity delights to dwell more particularly
with trees, and flowers, by solitary crags, and the wild sea-waves, which makes those works of Nature almost
invariably breathe peace to the wearied breast?
Jessie looked at the flowers around, the chosen of every clime—she herself beautiful as any, which there gave
up its soul to the summer wind. She looked from the garden-gate at the deep glen grown over with heather with its
bright purple bells; at the stream which sprung through it from beneath the shading trees, like lightning glancing
from a cloud.
The whistle of a workman, and the sweet notes of a merry song, were borne to her on the breeze. The labourer
passed, and, commencing another air, she recognised the fine voice which instantly took it up, as Francis
Gambier’s. As he came near, she withdrew, and he, bowing his hat to the ground with an air of mock solemnity,
vaulted over the gate, and in a moment her cold hand was pressed to his lips with fervour, which might have
enkindled love in the heart of an anchorite.
He told her he was going to the post-office, feeling certain there was a letter from Sir Charles for him, though
the servants, when sent, always returned to disappoint him as Major Trafford, from having nothing else to occupy
his time, was in the habit of going himself, and the postmistress wished to reserve all letters for his visit.
Francis bade Jessie adieu, promising to see her again in the evening; and she, returning to the house, retired to
her apartment, and burying her head in the pillow of a sofa, a dull confused noise sounded in her ears, and she
repeated aloud “Death!” feeling as if death alone could bring her peace. She feared that she had deceived both
herself and Gambier, and now believed it was too late to recede.
In the evening Jessie, Francis Gambier, and Cremona Trafford, walked out together. As they went along the
road, they passed a group of country people following a man who seemed to have just returned from some foreign
land, and to be the lion of his class; he played upon a clarionet, and seemed to impart happiness to every
individual he addressed. They appeared a very merry set, and the late arrival was particularly gay, and seemed to
be jesting about all the changes he saw in his native country. Cremona Trafford sighed as she remarked how much
happier the little party appeared to be than theirs, and said she would willingly change lots with the player on the
clarionet. Jessie was thinking just the same.
Francis Gambier told Cremona to note the furrows on the young man’s brow, and believe that there were lines
as deeply graven on his heart. He stopped to enquire who he was, and learned that he was a convict, whose
sentence had expired, and who had that evening arrived from Botany Bay at the home he had left when a boy.
“Now Cremona, can his feelings be those of happiness? How many painful recollections are perhaps rushing
across his mind. The man, who loved his country in exile, must be susceptible, too, of emotions, which will render
the present scene one of melancholy to the heart, though that melancholy be not apparent to the eye.”
“Such may be the case, and yet I may envy him,” said Cremona. Jessie looked surprised, for she thought there
was no one miserable but herself.
“You are wrong in saying so,” said Gambier, “consider the course of crime that poor fellow may have run. It is
always in the power of the innocent to be happy.”
Cremona Trafford shook her head, and they walked on, Gambier wondering he had not heard from Sir Charles
Vereker. They met a barefooted little girl, who tripped along in the dust with a dripping pitcher on her head. She
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curtsied to the ladies, and presented a bunch of wild flowers she had gathered to each.
“Why do you not envy that pretty little girl,” asked Gambier, '”as you are so disposed, Miss Trafford?”
“Perhaps I do, indeed I envied little Isabella, this morning.”
“How can you be so discontented? Why cannot you be as happy as I am?” said Francis. “And you complaining
just now about not receiving a letter, which is certain to come tomorrow or the next day, soon enough, I am sure,
considering that it will take Jessie from us. You ought not to commence lecturing on contentment.”
“Why do you not say it will take you and Jessie from us, Cremona? Am I not to be amongst the regretted?”
“Papa will miss you very much.”
“No one else?”
“Of course the children will, if not for yourself, for the sake of the toys you buy them, the selfish little
animals,” said Cremona.
“Will there not be one more to regret my departure?” said Francis.
“Perhaps little Isabella may,” replied Cremona.
“Yes,” said Francis, “she may anticipate her years to send a sigh after Francis Gambier, and her sister Cremona
will not,
—Whenever she welcomes the hour
That awakens the night-song of mirth in her bower,
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too.”

“Oh! do sing that song,” cried Cremona; “Have you any objection, Jessie?”
“Quite the contrary,” replied Jessie.
“Well,” said Gambier, “if we meet anyone now, I suppose we shall be objects of envy ourselves, as my voice is
sure to excel the clarionet of that individual, into whose body you were just proposing to migrate, Miss Trafford.”
They turned from the road into the pebbly path-way of the glen, which wound along by the sparkling stream
before-mentioned, over the mimic waves of which the trees sometimes joined their branches. Here and there a
creeping plant formed arches of garlands over their heads, and hung in the air like a bridge for the fairies. The
brows of the hills were just glooming after the farewell glance of the sun, the birds were returning to their homes,
and the wild flowers closing their leaves to sleep. They walked on, one song no sooner ended than another was
begun. Further up the glen the pathway widened; wild raspberry and woodbine trailed across it, and the ivy crept
along and dipped its green leaves in the stream.
“I wish 1 were that beautiful ivy,” said Cremona, as she stepped over a wreath.
“Lest a fairy should grant your wish, I’ll take care to have it in my possession,” said Gambier, cutting the stalk
and placing it in his bosom.
“You may have destroyed a life you knew not of, by plucking that,” said Jessie, “why may not those plants that
surround us, have souls as well as we?”
“Suppose, after death, the spirit entered into trees, and flowers, what would you choose as your abode, Jessie?”
asked Gambier.
“A white moss rose,” cried Jessie, “no, no, the ivy that recently lay on the ground.”
“And live and die in Francis’s bosom,” observed Cremona, smiling.
“It will very soon die,” said Jessie, sadly. Francis pressed her arm in his, saying,
“I will prove to you that it will not; this very branch shall be planted at Evilo, and will perhaps cover the house
in a few years; Miss Trafford, which plant would you bless with your presence?”
“The only habitation I would select, is already possessed,” said Cremona.
“Say this little violet,” said Gambier, lifting its drooping head, “shall I gather it, Jessie?”
“If you like,” replied Jessie, “it would be a beautiful dwelling.”
“Worthy of the spirit you would cast into it Cremona,” said Gambier, “and the colour of constancy.”
“Well, I shall say that violet, and with truth too,” cried Miss Trafford, “you must now select some abode for
yourself.”
“I shall choose the same ivy wreath,” cried Gambier, “and live and die with the spirit already possessing it; and
the saying so, reminds me of a frightful dream I had last night.”
“Why did you not tell it to me this morning?” asked Cremona.
“Were you not all done breakfast when I came from the post office, leaving me no one to look at but myself?”
replied Gambier.
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“I assure you it was no fault of mine,” said Cremona. “I lingered looking at the urn and at the clock alternately,
for an hour, till papa came in and expressed astonishment at my dilatoriness.”
“I wonder he does not give you the King’s regulations to read some day,” said Gambier.
“I will interpret last night’s dream for you, Francis,” said Miss Trafford.
“And I shall dream worse to night,” cried Gambier; “look at this woman coming towards us; it is the very
person they call Margaret Jervis, who told the nurse there was an evil star hovering over Isabella, the other
morning.”
“Yes,” observed Cremona, “and told Mr. Gregory, the evening he was leaving us in all haste to return home to
dinner, that he would not meet what he expected, and thereby sent him back to us again.”
“She could not have supposed it was dinner he was thinking of, when he had just parted from you,” said
Gambier, “however, we benefited by her prophecy, having had the pleasure of his company.”
“Do not say we, Francis,” said Cremona, “you took care to walk out; mamma went to bed as usual, at ten, papa
went to sleep on the sofa, and I was left to entertain Mr. Gregory.”
“Well, Cremona, I wish I had been at home,” said Gambier, “and Mr. Gregory away.”
“He was such a plague!” said Cremona, “he talked for two hours without intermission, and then told me he
perceived he was, as was customary with him, playing first fiddle. There was no one playing second; I only
looked up occasionally, as he spoke of nothing I could understand. Whatever fortune your fair friend tells,
Francis, I hope she will never again inform Mr. Gregory that he will not meet what he expects.”
“My friend!” said Gambier; “I know nothing of the lady, other than her prediction to Isabella. She seems to
understand a little of the poetry of motion, and approaches in a manner which might grace the stage.” Cremona
picked up a large stone, and Francis enquiring for what purpose it was intended, she replied,
“To throw at that woman, if she does anything to us.” Jessie laughed, and Gambier said
“Then I rely on your protection.”
“I think it must have been this person,” said Jessie, “who told Mrs. De la Fare there was some one waiting for
her at Pere la Chaise.”
“And make her be trying to persuade you to go to Paris,” said Gambier, “only wait until you see Evilo, Jessie,
and then you will wish never to quit its green hills.”
As the beggar woman came towards them, Jessie recognized the person who had intruded at the garden at
Glenville, and appeared at her window the evening she received Clara Dean’s letter. Her step was as stately as if
she had trod in the hall of a monarch, her arms were crossed with grace on her bosom, and her head bent on them.
She suddenly raised her eyes to heaven, and then bowed down her face again, but that slight glimpse showed the
worn but delicate features of a female apparently under forty, with black eyes and hair, still bearing the traces of
beauty, but
Her face was of that doubtful kind,
Which strikes the eye, but not the mind.

Her dress was wretched.
“She does not seem much of the Sybil class, poor creature!” said Gambier, “my cousin, Jane Hamilton, had her
fortune told once by an Egyptian girl, and is in daily expectation of the fulfillment of her prediction.”
Jessie always looked beautiful, but just then, in such a scene beneath the twilight sky, she resembled some
ethereal creation of the fancy.
As the woman came right in their path, she suddenly raised her head, and instantly cried out, “Jessie!” but
immediately checking herself, looked with fond affection on her, and then said, in a tone of anguish,
“You are so like him!”
“Like whom?” cried Jessie.
“Your father, my child,” replied the beggar.
“Come on,” said Gambier, “do not let yourself be made uneasy, Jessie; you have just heard of this woman’s
impositions; I dare say the poor creature is crazed.”
“I deserve no kindness from you,” said the beggar to Francis, “I won’t call you by your name,” and she looked
again to the skies with an air of agony. They were passing on, when she cried out
“Young lady, can you tell me where Sir Charles Vereker is now?”
“In England,” said Jessie, in a faltering voice.
“Come on, dearest Jessie,” said Gambier.
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“For pity’s sake come on,” cried Cremona, “we shall all be bewitched.”
“You are bewitched to an evil purpose, I am thinking,” said the beggar. “When will Sir Charles be here? You
ought to answer me, young lady, whatever others may say.”
“Soon, I believe,” replied Jessie.
“Why did he let you leave him?” asked the beggar, but Gambier urged Jessie on.
“What can she want Sir Charles Vereker for?” said Jessie.
“It would be difficult to tell,” replied Gambier, laughing, “he must be select in his acquaintances.”
Cremona was going to laugh, but, on looking back, saw the beggar standing where they had left her; she
instantly took the stone up again which she had thrown down.
“Poor creature!” cried Jessie, “perhaps she is unhappy, Francis, will you go back and speak to her? We will
wait here.”
“With all my heart,” said Gambier, and in a moment he was by the woman’s side, presenting the striking
contrast of manly beauty, youth, high spirits, and elegant attire, to the faded cheek, departed youth, joyless gaze,
and squalid misery of the wretched female.
“Are you not afraid, Jessie?” asked Cremona, “I am glad we have Bruin with us.”
“Bruin would be no protection against what you fear, I think,” said Jessie.
“I wonder you are not afraid of witches,” said Cremona.
“That poor woman is no witch,” observed Jessie.
“I beg your pardon,” replied Cremona, “I quite forgot she was a friend of Sir Charles Vereker’s; he might have
enabled her to make a more creditable appearance, for his own sake.”
Jessie stooped down to caress Bruin, Gambier returned, and Cremona threw the stone into the stream.
“What did she say?” enquired Jessie.
“Nothing very complimentary,” replied Gambier; “she told me ‘it would be better for me the eyes were out of
my head, than that I should make the use of them I do; that the heart was wrung out of my bosom, like hers, than
that I should feel as I do.’ She was going on, I believe, to dispose further of me, when I rejoined, ‘and the silver
out of my pocket, than that we should stand here, my respected friend,’ and giving her all the money I possessed,
for which she did not even say I thank you, I left her ladyship.”
“Lady Vereker,” said Cremona.
“Not a word against my friend Sir Charles,” said Gambier, “do you envy that woman, Cremona? or has your
repining mood passed over?”
“I am sure,” replied Cremona, “I should indeed be desperate to envy a fortune-teller or a witch, especially in
such a garb.”
“She may be happy,” observed Jessie. “I remember one of my school-companions saying she doubted much if
we did not all lose a great deal by being ladies. She thought there would be a great deal of philosophy in living
about the streets as the little beggar boys did, seeing all that was to be seen, coronations, &c., &c., and above all,
going to soldiers’ funerals. She was one of the most admired young ladies at our school, and a great heiress too.”
“I suppose she was shut up in a school-room, when she indulged in such a dream,” observed Gambier.
“As you speak of dreams, Francis,” said Cremona, “we must have yours, and I shall give you a true
interpretation.”
“Let us sit down on this stone,” said Gambier, “but there is not room for three.”
“I will remain here,” said Jessie, going to a stump close by, “so you and Cremona can place yourselves on the
‘cold flinty rock.’”
“Oh! dear Jessie,” cried Cremona, “you will be covered with ants—only look at them.”
“Well, there is no pleasure in life without a drawback,” said Jessie, rising.
“I assure you, Jessie,” cried Gambier, “there are some which have no dark side.”
“I never enjoyed one such pleasure yet,” cried Cremona, “and fancy in making the assertion, you are disclosing
your day dreams in lieu of that we wished to hear.”
“Before I commence,” said Gambier, “I recommend you to take up a very large stone to pelt at the apparition I
am about to raise, just such a one as you took up for my lady—the beggar we met.”
“I trust to your power over all that springs from the imagination,” replied Cremona.
“You must fancy, Jessie,” said Gambier, “the cabin of a ship, or a barrack-room, not at all suited to ghosts, for
my sleeping apartment at Major Trafford’s. There I dropped asleep, and felt a cold breath blow over my face, and
two clammy lips pressed to my ear, cry out in a thundering voice, which I fancied awakened me, ‘Fifteen years,’
three times. On looking up, I beheld a gentleman standing at the foot of my bed, whose hair swept the ground; he
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seemed formed of shining transparent sinews, and moved his face sideways to and fro, opening and shutting his
mouth, showing teeth like a horse’s. He uttered no sound, and his eyes were hanging on sinews from their sockets,
and he held up a hand over which worms were crawling, one finger of which was hanging off, and decorated with
a ring of fire, to correspond with his eyes, I imagine. His face bore (strange to say of such hideousness) a likeness
to—”
“Mrs. De la Fare, I suppose,” interrupted Jessie, smiling.
“No,” replied Gambier, “to Jane Hamilton and you. He pointed to the ground with his finger, as he stepped
backwards from my bed towards a coffin, which appeared to stand on end at the door, and seemed to wish to
make me understand something. I tried to speak, but my tongue refused to move, and he retreating into the coffin,
it closed upon him without a sound. Immediately on the top of it, as it still stood on end, I saw the beggar we met
this evening, standing, and screaming with wild laughter, as if each peal would, from its loudness, shake her
frame to atoms; successively they were echoed by the gentleman in the coffin with a hollow muffled sound, and 1
could hear him say, ‘poison!’ several times distinctly. The sounds suddenly ceased, all revelry seemed over, and
the woman turned to me with white cheeks, and eyes streaming tears. She clasped her neck with the fingers of one
hand, and held the other out to me, and it stiffened as she stretched it, and remained so while she repeated these
words.
“‘Woe! tenfold woe to Francis Gambier! A father’s daughter shall he marry, devils shall howl amen to the
prayers that bind him. His hands shall be saturated in his own blood—and a dog shall make its pillow of his fair
one’s flesh.’ She then pointed to the ground as the gentleman had done before, and screamed out ‘seek her!’ so
loudly that 1 awakened, and 1 assure you at the time the undefined feeling of horror was so great as to make me
look with pleasure at the gray and quiet dawn, which was gently stealing into the room.
“Morning dreams are always true,” observed Cremona, looking fearfully behind her.
“The outriders of events, which intend to enter the world in style, 1 suppose,” said Francis.
“Do come home,” cried Jessie, “’tis almost dark.”
“Are you really frightened, Jessie?” asked Gambier, “why, there are tears in your eyes! You ought to have told
me to stop telling such nonsense. Now 1 shall not forgive myself this night.”
“Oh, dear!” screamed Cremona, “what is that? Do let us hasten out of this lonesome place!”
“How can you be frightened by a dream, Cremona?” said Gambier, “you ought to find some gay interpretation
for it.”
“You will never be married to Jessie,” said Cremona.
“Oh!” exclaimed Gambier, “when next you speak, say, I think you will never be married. You speak so
positively, it is enough to put me in bad spirits.”
“You must be united by your dream to someone who has a father,” said Cremona.
“Who says Jessie has not?” enquired Gambier “No one shall ever separate us.”
“Of course everyone has a father some time or other,” replied Cremona. “Jessie’s is dead.”
“Only missing,” replied Gambier, “no one knows of his death. You do prognosticate such woes!”
“I could foretell worse still, if you allowed me to go on; I could give you a dreadful interpretation.”
“Indeed, 1 shall not allow you,” replied Gambier. “I will interpret my dream myself. I shall marry an orphan,
an angel shall say ‘Amen’ to the prayers which bind us, that angel will be Miss Trafford, I shall pass through life
without being even scratched by a penknife and pillow—”
“Pillow your head on a dog,” interrupted Cremona, laughing.
“No, I cannot arrange that part of it, but the cry of ‘seek her,’ means, that I have already found her. Can you say
now that I am not equal to you in the spirit of prophecy?”
“Very different certainly,” replied Cremona. “I studied a dream-book, which was lent to me by an old woman,
who had buried fifteen children.”
“Were they dead?” enquired Gambier.
“I did not think it necessary to ask that question; she said she buried them.”
“Then you may be sure they were not dead, and that you have been on confidential terms with a witch, who
has instilled nothing but woeful foresights in your mind.”
Cremona started, and look behind her. The glen was, like our human bodies consigned to the grave, sunk in
darkness, to rise brightly on the morrow. The spot they were passing was an eminence, called “The Haunted Fort.”
“Do hasten,” cried Cremona, “I hate this place!”
“If this land were mine,” said Gambier, "I would build a castle here, just because it is said to be haunted; a lady
sits here every night, twining her hair through her beautiful fingers, and sings mournfully whenever an O’Brien is
23

about to die, or any friend of an O’Brien forms an intimacy with a witch.”
“You are jesting, Francis, and 1 really am frightened,” cried Cremona, “if I had money, I should be glad to
transport myself away from all those terrific places, in lieu of building a castle to be serenaded by a Benshee—1
wish I was as rich as you.”
“Do you consider it an advantage,” asked Gambier, “to have no little brothers and sisters putting in their claims
with you for papa’s acres and mamma’s jewels?”
“Would you wish to have a brother or sister?” asked Cremona.
“Two sisters,” replied Gambier, entering Miss O’Brien’s house, “Jane Hamilton and you..”
7
When papa is gone out to the stable,
When the wind whistles down through the glen,
And the urn’s growing cold on the table,
Dear Lily, you’ll think of me then.
Fitzgerald\fn{Perhaps Edward Fitz Gerald (1809-1883) English poet}

Night had some time pressed the sleeping flowers of the world with his dewy lips, when Francis Gambier and
Cremona Trafford left Glenville. They walked down the steep hillside, crossed the stream, which flowed at the
foot of the descent, by stepping stones, and entered the woods, which led to “Amiens,” the name of Major
Trafford’s cottage.
The feeling of happiness, which filled Gambier’s bosom, took a tinge of sadness from his recent farewell to
Jessie. For her every kindly pulse of his heart beat, and to her, affections long checked now turned with the force
of a spring, which, when first reached by the workman, bursts into the world, as if to escape from the restraint to
which it had been subjected. To Jessie he gave his heart, the only painful feeling of which had long been the want
of some one worthy of being loved as he could love. He walked on in silence, Cremona leaning on his arm.
The night was delightful, the temperature composing; but, when the lights of peaceful Amiens burst upon their
eyes, Cremona had to shield hers, as much to conceal her tears as to avoid the glare.
“Be he absent or present,” thought she, :”he is all engrossed by Jessie, and does not deem me worthy even of a
thought.”
“Will you not stay here awhile?” asked Gambier.
“I must go,” replied Cremona.
“I quite forgot the Major’s lecture,” said Gambier.
“Who told you papa said anything about you?” asked Cremona.
“Both Badajos and Eucharine,” replied Gambier, “Badajos acted papa, and Eucharine listened with as much
attention as I suppose you did.”
“I shall run to mamma, and ask her permission to stay up,” said Cremona, “I know she thinks the Major’s ideas
absurd in many instances; I would not care what he said to me, if he would only not speak before those children.”
Cremona ran off, and Gambier took a miniature from his bosom, and looked at it in every possible light, but, as
he heard her returning step, he concealed it, saying aloud,
“Good night, Jessie.”
“Mamma gave me permission,” cried Cremona, “and said, that neither she nor anyone else could ever
understand papa’s nonsense.”
She did not add that her mamma had observed to her, that Jessie might never be married to Gambier, and he
was too wealthy to be let escape. She felt so indignant at that observation, that, had he been disengaged, and
proposed for her that evening, she would almost have refused him.
Next morning Major Trafford was loading his gun at his bedroom window, his lady arranging some
embroidery for her daughter Badajos at a table near, when, finding a handkerchief, in her way, she flung it across
the room.
“Why did you throw my handkerchief in that manner?” enquired the Major.
“Why did you leave it on the only table I can call my own?” asked Mrs. Trafford.
“Because the room is so blockaded with bandboxes,” replied the Major. “I have not even a spot on which to lay
a pistol.”
“You could scarce expect to have it otherwise,” said Mrs. Trafford, “when you pack a large family into such a
small cottage—if anyone complains, it ought to be I. Consider the spacious rooms I might now be tenanting were
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it not for you.”
“This eternal tirade!” sighed the Major.
“What do you sigh for, Everard?” enquired his lady.
“I am not easy in my mind, Mary,” he replied.
“Who do you suppose is?” asked Mrs. Trafford. “I know I am not, for one. Here is Francis Gambier, whom I
have been lavishing affection on so long, that what was first only assumed, became in the end sincere, about to
marry another, when I had set him down for our Cremona.”
“And a fine girl he is going to marry,” observed the Major, “he never thought of Cremona. If you wished him
to fall in love with her, you went the wrong way about it.”
“I did not care whether he fell in love with her or not; I wanted him to marry her. As to love, it takes as short a
time going as coming.” Major Trafford sighed, and his lady cried out,
“What do you sigh for? It is provoking to hear you. Can you not act rationally, and leave off this
sentimentality? Hate cordially, as I do, and then I might be roused into loving you.”
“Hate, Mary!” exclaimed the Major. Mrs. Trafford laughed:
“As to Cremona, I do not see what very great advantage Miss Errol has over her. I am sure Badajos will be as
pretty.”
“What did you say of the Siege of Badajos?”
“It was of your daughter I spoke, Sir,” observed Mrs. Trafford, “all of whom, excepting Francis’ god-daughter,
have such names that I am ashamed to introduce them to anyone, and blush before every new servant that comes.”
“You blush, Mary! perhaps you will blush then when I enquire why you permit Cremona to transgress my
positive orders, and tell her my notions are absurd? I heard your conversation last evening.”
At this instant Cremona knocked at the door.
“Come in, Toad-eater,” said the Major, and walked out.
“The very thing witches eat,” cried Cremona, with horror.
Major Trafford was directing his servant to muster his fowls, when his lady called him back to inform him that
Francis Gambier had made over to Cremona that part of his estate to which the Major was most partial, and that
he would not hear of its refusal. The Major seemed delighted, and for two hours (having nothing to do) extolled
Francis Gambier’s generosity to his lady. She became tired of the subject, and first said, “It was only what he
ought to have done, the Major took such good care of his property during his minority;” she then thought so, and
before the close of the day, had led the Major to the same conclusion, and expressed her anxious hope that he
might yet leave something to little Isabella, who, being his god-daughter, had claims on him.
Cremona could not, like her parents, look upon a favour as a right; she saw no claims either she or Isabella had
on Gambier’s property, and felt more grateful than she could express for his kindness. He passed the whole day at
Glenville, and Cremona spent hours in looking from her bedroom window at the white wall opposite, the barn
sheltered by a solitary oak, her little brothers playing round a pump, the fowls which strayed across the yard, the
watch-dog trying to escape from his chain, and the nurse who walked about singing the infant to sleep, but her
thoughts were fixed on him, and she vowed, though heaven alone heard her, that no other should ever usurp his
place in her affections. That vow she kept (I must say, she was never tempted to break it), and many years from
that day—when both her father and mother were at rest, “life’s fitful fever” past; when her sisters were married or
dispersed, and her brothers officers in different regiments; when the ivy, which had been gathered in the glen, and
planted at Evilo, covered the cottage with its rich green leaves, when the wind went whistling through its twining
stalks, and the sun shone on its large black berries—she wept over the memory of Francis Gambier.
8
I am pining for the home
Where sorrow sinks to sleep,
Where the weary and the weepers come,
And they cease to toil and weep!
Why walk about with smiles,
That, each, should be a tear,
Like the white plumes that fling their wiles
Above an early bier!
T. K. Hervey\fn{Thomas Kibble Hervey (1799-1859) English poet}
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Another day passed away happily to Gambier, and apparently so to Jessie. She appeared to be one, over whose
sweet mind a breeze of disappointment could never blow. Her face seemed formed to be the nursery of smiles,
and all her features, from the dimpled mouth to the fair forehead shaded by everlasting ringlets, told tales of a
happy childhood. It was through her dark eyes alone that the stricken soul appeared, and the only one, who would
have observed it, was far away.
In the evening a letter was put into her hand, the writing caused her to tremble, and the initials C. V. in the
corner, brought tears from her eyes. Once those letters would have caused her heart to beat with joy, but now—in
vain you try to reconcile a bird to its narrow cage: in spite of you it will struggle to burst the wires of its destined
prison. Thus did her heart then try to escape from her control, and she crumpled up the too dear epistle,
endeavouring to qualify the tenderness it involuntarily inspired, and then buried it in her bosom, to read when no
eye could witness the tears she might feel forced to shed.
That night Gambier perused a letter from the same individual, but with very different feelings. His ran thus:
My Dear Gambier:
It has for some time been almost the only earthly wish of my heart to see my dear Jessie in the care of some
individual, who should be a friend and protector to her when I shall be gone. This wish is now about to be gratified in
the manner most agreeable to me, seeing her about to be united to a person she loves, and who in every respect meets
with my approval, which you are right in assuring yourself of possessing.
Had I had Jessie’s permission to select that one to whose care I should most willingly consign her, my choice would
have been similar to hers, consequently you may judge how much gratified I felt on hearing that you were the chosen of
her heart.
When first you made known to me your sentiments respecting Jessie, I informed you of the mystery in which her
birth has been involved.
I supposed at the time that such a disclosure would have altered your feelings towards her, but, when I thought so, I
remembered not the ardent love of youth. I felt assured you will, even taking this very great disadvantage into
consideration, never have cause to repent of your choice.
I think Jessie possesses every disposition requisite to render married life happy, and feel sure that she would make
the man she loves so, and am pretty certain she would wed no other. I wish very much I could see her, and would go
over if I could.
I intended to send you a journal of all I know relative to Jessie’s birth and parentage, but am compelled to defer it till
some other time, the illness of a friend at present rendering me unfit for doing any thing very correctly.
She is not in the most remote degree that I am aware of, related to me, notwithstanding the extraordinary likeness
which has been observed between us. I wish I could send you a copy of that period of my life which relates to her, and
then much, which must now seem strange and unaccountable, would be made quite clear.
Jessie has long been all my care on earth, and to her I shall leave my personal property; my estate goes to a distant
relative of a different name. I wish much that I could go over and give my little ward away—my companion since I was
twenty; but, since I cannot do so, I must be contented with sending you the sincerest wishes for your happiness, and,
with those wishes, hope your lot in life may be brighter than has been that of
Charles Vereker
Clifton
July 23, 1826

At the very hour that Francis Gambier had retired to rest, after writing a few lines in reply to Sir Charles
Vereker’s letter, his intended bride had her thoughts fixed on the same person.
The heavy dews had fallen like tears shed over the day that was many hours dead, its moonlight winding-sheet
brightened many a lordly hall, and many a lowly cot, but its light rested not that night on one more utterly
miserable than Jessie Errol.
When she looked at her Guardian’s letter, that handwriting she had so frequently tried to imitate, her feelings
completely overcame her. She pressed it convulsively to her lips, and burst into tears. The cold truth was before
her:
“He is lost to me forever!” she cried, “forever! Soon it will be a sin for me even to think of him. He married,
and I married!” She flung the letter from her in despair, and cried out,
“Oh! why have I not a father, a mother, or a friend to direct me! Why was I left to the care of Sir Charles!”
She took up the letter again, looked out into the cool night-air, to compose her agitated mind, for she could not
peruse it as she then felt.
Little did her guardian think, when writing that letter, that it could produce such an effect, so true it is that there
are some denizens of this world to whom kindred spirits fondly turn, while they, quite unconscious, glide along
the thronged path of life, believing themselves outcasts from the world of love.
There are some whose thoughts, like
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Fruits on deserted isles, which perish,

are devoted in all their intensity to those, who believe, with Sir Charles Vereker, they have but to enter the cold
grave to be forgotten.
After a few hours had elapsed, Jessie, with a feeling of that deadly calm which seems to hover amongst tombs,
commenced reading the following:
My dearest Jessie:
The pleasure which I feel at your approaching union with Mr. Gambier, which you and he judged rightly in
supposing would meet with my unqualified approbation, is alone damped by the impossibility of my being present at its
celebration. I am, however, detailed by a similar ceremony, in which I have a great responsibility, and from your letter
fancy any delay would be disagreeable to you; otherwise I should ask you to wait until I could go over, as I should wish
to be with you at this most serious epoch in your life. I feel that I ought to be with you too, dearest Jessie, but, since that
pleasure is denied me, can only offer you my earnest wishes for your happiness.
My acquaintance with Francis Gambier commenced when he was little more than six years of age. I was intimate
with his mother, though almost a boy at the time, and, though unacquainted with his father, all I heard of him was so
much in his favour, that, as the son of such parents, had I no knowledge of Mr. Gambier, I should feel justified in
anticipating happiness for you; but, being well aware of his many good qualities, I hope it, with almost a certainty of
not meeting disappointment. Resigning you to another, my own Jessie, each wish for your happiness flies to you
stamped with the impression of my heart. I trust you will enjoy every blessing in this world, and shall anxiously pray
for your everlasting bliss in the next.
Go taste of the banquet of this world’s joys,
And drink of the nectar of earthly love;
But remember betimes to lift thine eyes,
In the midst of them all, to the things above.
Let eternity be ever before you, and scatter some few flowers on every wave of Time’s swift river, which flows past
you to its awful shores.
The pleasures of this life are soon at an end, and it seems, when we reflect on its brevity, of little consequence
whether our path lies in the shade, or in the sunshine. If the latter be our lot, we should feel most grateful; if the former,
we should reflect that we are but as children under the direction of an all-powerful ruler; that the little ones of this
world, when disappointed in their childish whims by the careful watchfulness of parents, who know their gratification
would prove injurious, might with far more justice complain than we.
You possess every worldly advantage entering life. I should wish you to bear with you as the companion of your
journey, sincere, unprejudiced piety. Let religion flow into your heart, let it irrigate the fields of talent, and sparkle amid
the bright flowers of imagination, and you will find within your own mind a world of joy and peace.
Numbers have been disappointed in the golden prospects they saw before them. May such, if it be the Almighty’s
will, never be your lot; but should the hopes of today melt by tomorrow, and, like icicles, freeze the young hand which
grasped them. Should you find but few bright drops in this valley of tears, religion will then be your greatest source of
solace; but I should wish you to remember your Creator ere “the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl be broken, or
the pitcher be broken at the fountain, or the wheel be broken at the cistern.”
Keep in mind that day when “the dust returns to the earth as it was, and the spirit unto God who gave it.” Death is
the goal to which we are all journeying; like the Bridge of Sighs, it stands “A palace and a prison on each hand,”—the
bright kingdom we are about to enter—the dark world we leave. Let its shadowy arch lie in the perspective of all your
worldly visions. Generation follows generation, as wave follows wave; the billow which reflects the sun-beam, and that
which is darkened by the cloud, breaking on the same shore.
You possess a heart keenly susceptible to devotion. When you were quite a child, I have seen you almost adore a
mere human creature. To me you are still a child, else I should not thus intrude my advice upon you. You possess most
ardent affections; they will prove a blessing to you, if you rightly reflect for what end those fond affections are given;
surely not to fix them on individuals, from whom we would be certain to meet with disappointments, but to enable us to
rise above the world, and entwine ourselves with the Deity, the Maker of all that we see lovable. When he said, “let us
make man to our own image,” it must have been of the Spirit he spoke; and should not we pant to fly to the Father, of
whose greatness we can form but an indistinct conception from our own sublimest feelings.
In this life by how many exquisite emotions may we not taste of the happiness of heaven!—the delights of music—
of the sunset hour—of early dawn—the gales which fly past redolent of summer flowers—the autumn wind which
woos us to reflection—the eye which we see beaming with pleasure at the timely aid we have afforded. In aught that
you do, seek not the gratitude of man; think of God alone, and you will not be disappointed, and find fruitless fault, as
many, who give for the sake of the individual, do, with weak human nature. Love God, and for his sake do good to the
beings he has created. This world we inhabit, a beautiful planet, rolls before him. Its boundless forest, showering their
leaves over many lands never yet touched by the foot of man—its deserts, which lie like seas of sand—its extended
oceans, beneath the wild waves of which, mountains and valleys lie—its splendid cities, humble villages, flowery
plains, green-clad hills, and icy-covered mountains—the turbaned nations of the east—the fur-clad tenants of the north
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—the neglected graves of millions scattered over the world—all pass before him, and perhaps myriads of such planets
spread through space; yet he watches over the lowliest individual with as much care, as if for that Being alone, all had
been created. For his sake should we not love the children to whom he has given life, our companions in this antechamber to the world to come!
Thinking of the next world, will not, as many suppose, lessen the pleasures of this; on the contrary, it will prove
cheering as the lights from his home to the returning traveler, when the obstacles he meets with on his road are
unheeded, and he ceases to regret the friends from whom he has parted.
I wish to give you the same ideas which I entertain myself. Standing in feeling beneath the portals of that gate which
leads from this world to the next, scarcely knowing which was my world, I have felt perfect happiness. Such happiness
I now wish for you; and dwell on religion alone, as I believe it to be the only secure basis on which it can be founded.
I think you will not despise my advice, being the last time I shall act papa to you. You have long been my sole care
in this world. I now give you over to another, to one, who I know will prove a good and kind protector; but though I
part with you, I hope you will sometimes bestow a thought on me.
When I am gone, all my personal property shall be yours. When that time comes, when the grass is grown high over
a heart which beat with more than parental affection for you, remember dearest Jessie, the last advice of
Your true friend,
Charles Vereker
Clifton
July 23, 1826

“Remember him!” cried Jessie, “I wish to heaven I could forget him!”
To dwell upon I her feelings would have been too acutely painful. She looked from the window, her forehead
pressed upon her fairy hand; not a light was to be seen in the distant cottages of Glenend; the moon had gone
down, and the sky hung above like its funeral pall.
“My faith is pledge,” she cried, “and my guardian is perhaps now married. About to kneel at the altar with one,
and my whole heart and soul thus devoted to another, it must not be, it shall not. I will forget him!”
Draw gems from the ocean, coral from its icy caves, gold from the glittering mines—but love—real love, the
tree of life in the Paradise of the heart, blooms for ever.
Jessie remained at the window, the chilling wind blowing through her curls, and Sir Charles Vereker’s letter,
while she vowed she would forget him, pressed to her lips, till the pathway of the coming days was strewn all
over with the rich roses of the sky. Of that part of his letter, which spoke of his leaving his property to her, she
took no notice; but, even if she had observed it, she would not have inferred from that circumstance, that he could
not be about to marry. Before her, relieved against a blushing sky, rose the solitary steeple of the village church.
There she was to be united forever to Gambier, and eternally separated from her guardian. Gambier wished the
ceremony to be performed in a place where he had knelt so many Sundays of his life, in preference to going into
the town of S——.
The morning of the thirty-first has been already named and agreed on, if Sir Charles should propose no
objections. Jessie might have waited, as she perceived he wished her to do so, but she felt like one, who leaning
over a precipice, wishes to dash himself down, to end in desperation the agony of uncertainty.
She was obliged to affect having been in bed, to avoid exciting Mrs. De la Fare’s astonishment, and the endless
interrogatories of the Misses O’Brien.
What can be more tormenting to one whose feelings are completely shattered, a perfect wreck, than being
subjected to the queries and remarks, however kindly meant, of commonplace people! Those who feel deepest
shun sympathy in woe; like the intensest darkness, it admits of no reflection.
Many there are, who, writhing under some secret sorrow, mix with seeming gaiety in the pleasures of this
world, as the band-man with rent heart quitting his home, his friends, and his country, joins in the merry tune to
the air of which he marches. And why should they not? The joyous may meet with those who can share in their
joy. Those of weak feelings for trifling troubles may feel satisfied with the light sympathy of man; but real grief
stands alone and repels approach, like those snow-clad mountains, where the thundering crash of the avalanche
crushes the green stem of the climbing plant, the only sympathy admitted seeming to be the echo which bursts
from space, from the heavens above, and the earth beneath—the answering voice of God.
Jessie thought of her (now from the striking contrast) seemingly too happy childhood. Perhaps those early
scenes, being reflected in an unoccupied mind, partake of the freshness in which they are mirrored, and glow
through life with the brightest colours. To the hour of death, even, they remain unfaded, be they the sweet
landscapes of country life, the brick-built houses of the bustling city, or the flapping sails of the ship at sea.
Each and all came mingled in Jessie’s remembrance of the days she had passed with Sir Charles Vereker. She
recalled to mind one night, too lovely for sleeping, when she had paced the deck of a vessel with him, her hand
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ungloved, that she might still more closely feel the beloved arm to which she clung. The helmsman seemed the
only one on deck beside, and the only sounds were the dashing of the waves, the creaking of the timbers, and the
whistling of the wind through the cordage. The blue sky of the Mediterranean, with lightning playing in its clouds,
looked down upon their white sails. She had watched the foam as the vessel flew on, but she had left no one she
mourned. Sir Charles was by her side; he supported her with his arm as she leant over the ship’s side. She
remembered the affection with which his eyes were bent upon her—could it be possible that he did not love her
now!
Mrs. De la Fare knocked at the door, and startled Jessie from her dream of the past, which, with her vivid
colouring, had for the time effaced all recollection of the present. She looked at her watch; it had gone down. Mrs.
De la Fare noticed the deathlike hue of her cheek. In a few days everyone observed it. Her colour went and came
as if under the power of some deep mental excitement. Gambier told her the rivalries of York and Lancaster
seemed to be reviving in her cheeks. She said, all rivalship would soon be at an end; but she did not speak sadly,
for she struggled to restrain her emotions. She would not even ask to see the English papers, though there she
should, if Sir Charles were married, be sure to find it mentioned. The Misses O’Brien never heard from him, so
the only information she could receive would be from Clara Dean, and she had forbidden her to name him. She
used to wonder which, he, or she, would be married first, and felt a childish wish to let Miss MacDougall see she
did not care for him.
One evening she walked out with Gambier and Cremona Trafford, to a pond grown round with broad green
flags, the banks of which were sprinkled with wild heart’s-ease.
Cremona brought a basket to fill with seeds for her birds, which she went to collect, and Gambier to assist her.
Jessie threw herself on the flowery bank, and glad to be left alone, amused herself, while lost in thought, in
making little boats of the flags, and shipping them off from amongst the sedges.
Margaret Jervis passed, and mournfully commented on the extreme beauty of the graceful girl before her.
Gambier smiled to himself, and looking over at Jessie, cried out to her,
“Your fleet is sinking.”
“Foundered,” said Jessie, smiling as the little vessels sank to the bottom. Cremona made a large boat, and sent
it floating over to Jessie, saying,
“See how gaily my bark goes.”
“Allow me to freight it,” cried Gambier, plucking a bunch of heart’s-ease.
“You may,” replied Cremona, “we shall see how successful it will be.”
“Take it as an emblem of yourself, and then we shall all feel interested,” said Gambier.
“I will,” replied Cremona.
“Look pathetic, and say, ‘Frail type of my fate!’” cried Gambier, throwing in the flowers with a stone
concealed amid their stalks. Down the little vessel went.
“Perished, like all my hopes!” said Cremona, sadly, but Gambier gave a sigh so loud as to make her laugh, and
then asked,
“Have you collected sufficient seed for a year?”
“For two,” replied she, “and yet you will be very, very far away when next I gather it.”
“That is a most melancholy reflection,” observed Gambier, affecting gravity. “I shall soon become quite sad
between your sentimental speeches and the visitor I had from the other world in my dream. This is the thirtieth of
July, and you say that two years hence I shall not be here; if living, I promise you I shall; I will enter it down
when I go home. The thirtieth day of July, 1828, we three shall meet as we did today, in this same place.”
9
There’s a young brow smiling near,
With a bridal white rose wreath—
Unto me it smiles from a flowry bier,
Touched solemnly by Death!
The Bard’s prophecy

The morning of the thirty-first arose, and with it Mrs. Dela Fare and the Misses O’Brien. Miss O’Brien entered
the breakfast parlour decked as a bride, and Jessie came in, wearing a traveling dress. Breakfast was soon over.
Gambier was to walk down with Miss O’Brien and Jessie to the village church, which, as well as the Catholic
chapel, was built on land once the property of the Misses O’Brien.
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Belinda wept as she bade Jessie farewell, and shook Gambier’s hand affectionately, telling him she would offer
him night and morning to St. Catherine of Sienna, St. Teresa, St. Agnes, St. Margaret de Pazzi, and St. Angelo.
Jessie hung deadly pale on Gambier’s arm, and he looked serious—very unusual for him. In the lawn they met
Donaldson, who was escorting Mrs. De la Fare, she preferring getting into the carriage at the foot of the hill.
“They are well meaning, good people, at bottom, Mrs. De la Fare,” Donaldson was saying, “their only fault
being their excessive pride about their pedigree, and that is a national foible.”
“I understand,” said Mrs. De la Fare, with a stupefied look, as her mistress passed.
Major Trafford and his daughter waited at the church door. The former, after thinking over the speech his lady
had made to him in the morning, on the inequality of all earthly blessings, and the enviable prospects of Gambier
and Jessie, was anxiously holding his watch in his hand, and looking at the carriage.
“You will be late, Francis,” said he, “it will be dark before you reach Evilo.”
“I hope not,” said Gambier, “we change horses on the road too often.”
“You will be out all night,” observed the Major, entering the church.
Jessie pressed Cremona’s hand, and they knelt at the altar. The ceremony commenced. When it came to her
turn to repeat the awful vows, a faintness came over her; for a moment all seemed to swim before her, but she
collected herself, and repeated each word after the clergyman. On raising her eyes, she met the—at that moment
—pitiful agonised gaze of the wretched beggar, Margaret Jervis. Jessie shuddered, she knew not why; the woman
repeated “Amen,” in a solemn voice, after the clerk, and commenced reading the commandments in a hurried
tone, which she elevated as she read,
“For I the Lord thy God am a jealous God, and visit the sins of the fathers upon the children, unto the third and
fourth generations of them that hate me, and shew mercy unto thousands of them that love me, and keep my
commandments.” Major Trafford looked round with astonishment, and muttered to himself,
“Very improper to let that woman in.”
Cremona would have laughed aloud, if either Gambier or Jessie had looked at her; as it was, she stooped her
head and to herself gave vent to her irrepressible mirth. The ceremony being over,
“Sir Charles Vereker ought to have been here today,” exclaimed the beggar-woman, with a loud sigh.
The bell-ringer looked at the clerk, placing his finger on his forehead, and Jessie trembled as Gambier handed
her into the carriage, where Mrs. De la Fare awaited her.
“Good bye, Major,” said Gambier, shaking Major Trafford’s hand.
“Lose no time,” said the Major, “you will be late.”
“Good bye, Miss O’Brien; Cremona, good bye,” repeated Gambier; the latter could not raise her head in reply,
but a tear fell on the hand which so warmly pressed hers, which the Major observed with a frown. There was a
crowd of poor people at the door.
“Blessings on you, Master Francis. Long life to you, and all that is yours,” came from a hundred voices.
“He, he, he!” said an old man leaning on a stick, “I was once as young myself.”
“Gambier, you will be late,” repeated the Major, with a frown.
Gambier jumped into the carriage, Donaldson shut the door, touching his hat, saying, “all’s right,” and they
drove off.
Gambier felt happy, yet parting with so many long-remembered faces, whom he perhaps should not see for a
length of time again, excited such contending emotions in his bosom as to give him a sensation of sickness; as
they drove rapidly on, it was with pleasure he heard a loud hello to them to stop. He looked from the window;
Donaldson came running along with a letter in his hand. The coachman commenced bustling with something on
the roof. As Gambier looked back, the crowd was dispersing from the church to return to their daily avocations.
Cremona Trafford, with the Major and Miss O’Brien, were a long way up the hill on their return home, and had
just turned to look after the carriage. At each side of the road, even every bush was an old acquaintance. There
were the woods, in which he had passed days before he had ever seen Jessie. He proposed to drive for a few
miles, as Donaldson came up bringing a letter for her, which he supposed she would find amusement in perusing.
They again drove on; Glenville was soon lost in distance, as well as the figures which returned towards it;
Amiens shortly receded from Francis’s view, and in a moment more, a turn in the road hid the steeple of Glenend.
Soon the countrymen, who rested on their spades to stare, bore strange faces, and the women ceased to scream
out blessings as they passed.
“How sad it is to say farewell!” sighed Francis.
He looked back at the dark clouds which rested over Glenend, and recalled the happy evenings he had spent at
Amiens, and the solitary look the apartment he had occupied must now bear. And should he ever visit it again? He
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had taken an important step in life, and did not feel at home in his new situation. The only thing he could
remember his father having ever said to him, was,
“Beware of marriage!”
“Can it be Jessie to whom I am united—and thinking thus?” said he to himself. “I know now, it is the French
woman’s being in the carriage which causes all this melancholy.”
He thought of his own beautiful Evilo, and the happy days he should pass there with his lovely bride by his
side. Still a feeling almost of regret came over him.
“I wonder if it can be true that all men feel unhappy when married,” said he to himself. “Well! well! it is a
most unaccountable thing, but I do feel most low-spirited today, fond as I am of Jessie.”
They drove on, passed through a small town, and stopped to change horses at a miserable inn. Mrs. De la Fare
got out, Gambier went to the carriage door, and Jessie told him she had been reading one of her friend Miss
Dean’s long letters.
“Is Sir Charles Vereker quite well?” enquired Gambier.
“Yes,” replied Jessie, “but Mrs. Dalgairas is very ill.”
“Do you feel fatigued,” asked Gambier.
“Not in the least, we are traveling very fast, but I like it much.”
“Would you wish me to come inside?” enquired Gambier.
“Not unless you like, you know we could not speak a word before Mrs. De la Fare.”
“True,” observed Gambier, “then I shall continue your charioteer.”
“Were you driving?” enquired Jessie.
“Ever since we left Glenend,” answered Gambier.
“Are you not tired?” said Jessie.
“Of driving you?” replied Gambier, “never.” The coachman meeting Mrs. De la Fare in the passage of the inn,
requested her to put the nectar of his glass, which he was about to drink, to her lips, which she declined, when he
observed to a groom,
“Those horses are rather skittish, I think we shall be upset before we reach home.”
“I’ll ensure that to you,” replied the groom, “and Irish roads strike hard against foreigner’s heads.”
“As hard as our swords,” said a soldier, who stood smoking at the door.
Gambier bowed to Jessie, and again placed himself at the coachman’s side. He unbuttoned his coat, to try and
remove the gasping sensation that came over him.
“A very easy carriage, this Madame,” said Mrs. De la Fare.
“Yes,” replied Jessie.
“I think Mr. Gambier does not seem as pleasant as usual today,” observed Mrs. De la Fare. “I think he must be
ill.”
“I hope not,” said Jessie, and lying back in the carriage sunk into a reverie.
They wound through a valley where the trees met over their heads, and where the night-dew still rested on the
road. A woman sat by its flowery hedge, arranging her dress. They entered a village formed from the ruins of a
splendid city, where mud huts were built against gothic windows, and where the skeleton of a once proud castle
stood mouldering in the sun. Francis said “Farewell!” as the ruined castle sank from his eye.
“How many bright smiles once decked its festal halls!” thought he. “How many tears would have shed over its
present wreck were not the hearts that would have mourned already buried in the dust! Selfish man! Do 1 feel sad
in looking on that dying fortress, only because it reminds me of myself? Were I gone, whom would I leave to
mourn? Not one. Jessie, whom I have made my own in the hope of having one to love, and to be loved by, would
look on me as the peasants do on that solitary castle, and trembling, turn from the ghost-like feelings
remembrance would excite.
“Woman knows not the heart of man; weak, timorous beings, vanity and frivolity attract every feeling from the
depths of the heart, to the surface of the giddy head, and the world and its follies soon leave them mere soulless
bodies. Jessie is not such a one, but it seems to me as if there were a boundary placed around her affections for
me, and love should be unrestrained. 1 wish I were two in place of one, for the purpose of being loved again by
myself; then every wish would be satisfied, for 1 am freighted with affection enough for a hundred. How happy I
felt yesterday, and every day that has passed! And today (a bad compliment to my own Jessie) 1 am in as
unenviable mood as the criminal who rests his eye on the judge donning his black cap. Can Cupid droop his wings
at the very porch of Hymen’s Temple?
“No! No! I do love, and ever shall love Jessie; it is Mrs. De la Fare who is making me thus miserable; but,
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were it even true that those mystic words frightened the little god away, 1 could not but be happy with Jessie. The
sun, though gone down, has cast a riper tinge over the fruit, expanded the leaf, given a tint to the flower, a shade
of gold to the corn, and sent the ivy higher up the ruin, leaving the traces of its power fixed upon the whole
landscape; so love, once experienced, leaves its effect on the heart, and our feelings must ever flow with a
peculiar warmth towards the person once loved.”
They passed a mail-coach, and stopped at a hotel to dine, over the door of which hung a huge bell, and in the
garden of which Mrs. De la Fare, taking a walk before dinner, was met by an ostler, who presented her with a
flower called a crow’s-foot, and where one waiter told another, the young lady and gentleman were too love-sick
to eat.
Again they traveled on. Gambier felt pleased at Jessie’s not asking him to go into the carriage, and resolved not
to offer to do so again, which he muttered to himself might appear obtrusive.
They left the city behind them, with its ringing bells, and murmuring voices, military hospital, and artillery
barracks, and stopped to light the lamps and change horses. Mrs. De la Fare got out, and Gambier did not go to
speak to his bride, but remained looking at the coachman’s swarthy forehead, with the light reflected on it.
A glass broke, and the coachman execrated all foreigners. Gambier was tired of holding the reins, yet he
thought he should continue to do so as an excuse for leaving Jessie, now the darkness would make her feel the
time hang irksome.
“An excuse for leaving Jessie!” said he; “no! no! it is for keeping away from that French-woman. For what can
she go into every house we reach?”
“What o’clock is it, Knox?” said he to the coachman, who held his watch down to the lamp to ascertain the
hour.
“Half-past eleven, Sir.”
They drove through the little town of M——, where all was darkness. One or two windows opened, and nightcapped heads peeped out; a few curs barked, and a man reeled across the road. Soon the sea-breeze blew over the
brow of Gambier, and seemed to welcome him home. His spirits were revivified as the surf of the ocean burst
upon his ear. A hundred lights broke through the darkness, bonfires lit by his tenantry to hail his return; but they
had gone to rest, despairing of his arrival, else they would have drawn his carriage to his own hall-door. The
bright blaze showed the cottage of Evilo like a little village on a hill, behind which a wooded mountain seemed to
rise.
A bell rang, a gate flew open, the woman at the lodge curtsied to the ground, and beat down a dog which
barked as they passed. Shading trees now deadened the roar of the ocean, and the carriage wheels no longer ran
over a rough road-way.
“I am afraid they will burn the park,” said Gambier, as a broad light spread over the avenue, reflecting its rays
upon a marble statue and a shaded grotto.
“They are determined on giving us a warm welcome,” said the coachman, his face radiant with joy.
A dozen dogs barked, and a thundering knock was left unfinished as a door flew open. Gambier sprung from
his seat, the dogs fawned, whimpered, and brushed against him. The coachman fondled them all, and Gambier
gave Jessie his arm, leading her to a drawing-room. A strange sensation crept over him, perhaps from a
consciousness of having neglected her during the day, for which, while he accused himself, he still blamed Mrs.
De la Fare.
Whatever might have been the cause, the effect was his welcoming Jessie coldly to her future home. In a
moment she felt more strange with him than she could have believed possible, much more so than the first day she
was introduced to him, and looked at him with surprise. His cheek turned crimson, but he could neither conquer,
explain, or even define to himself the feeling that stole over him, but apologised to Jessie for leaving her, and
withdrew to speak to the housekeeper. Jessie was now left alone, and seldom had she felt more alone.
“What can be the matter with Francis,” thought she, “Francis who was always so kind! Even this morning,
before we went to church, he was so affectionate to me!” and reclining on one of the sofas, she mentally hoped he
would not return for a while, and burst into tears, which, could her misery be borne with them, would have
darkened the air through which they fell. Gambier returned, and taking her hand in his, it sent a thrill through him
like the touch of a corpse. She complained of being dreadfully ill, and wished to retire to rest, and he conducted
her through three corridors to her apartment—it was one in which his mother had died—and a dressing-room
opening from it led to Mrs. De la Fare’s, which his father had once inhabited. He had selected for himself a room,
separated from Jessie’s by a stone passage, which brought with it no remembrance of marriage, death, or aught
else awful.
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“If anything you would wish, have been neglected,” said he to her, “Mrs. De La Fare can speak to Mrs.
O’Neil.”
“What can make him so ceremonious and cold!” thought Jessie.
Gambier returned to the drawing-room, and ringing for coffee, commenced reading the newspapers which lay
on one of the tables. He then reclined on a sofa, and thought if Cremona Trafford were with him, could he laugh.
“They are all asleep at Arniens,” said he, “they will rise tomorrow, and no one will miss me. I feel for every
one in this world, and no one thinks of me, unless it be Jane Hamilton. Poor Jane! I hope I have not disappointed
her. Were she a man I might mourn over her, but women are as weak in mind as in frame; they cannot feel as we
do; they are like reeds which bend to any breeze that blows.”
There was a knock at the door.
“Come in,” cried Gambier, and Mrs. De La Fare entered to inform him that her young lady was very ill, and
was about dressing again to come and speak to him, but that she considered it better for him to go to her.
“Indeed, Monsieur,” she continued, “I think it is de fever with which Napoleon’s soldiers were effected in
Egypt, she is labouring under.”
“The plague?” said Gambier, “could you not think of something more deadly?”
He entered Jessie's apartment.
“Oh, Francis!” cried she, “I am so dreadfully ill. I think my reason is wandering, and if such be my fate, will
you let no one near me? If you hear me tell out all my thoughts, you will think me, what I am, very unjust. Do you
know any medicine that would keep me in my senses?”
“Really I know nothing of medicine, but I can write for Mr. Townshend, the village apothecary. I am afraid we
traveled too fast for you.”
He then went out for the purpose of sending for Mr. Townshend, and Mrs. De la Fare followed, telling him she
believed her lady’s illness caused by the letter she had received, and presenting it to him, recommended him to
read it over.
“Read a letter not directed to me!” cried he, “never, indeed,” and taking it, he locked it into his desk.
“Where are we to leave this trunk?” said a pretty-looking girl to a matronly woman.
“Oh!” cried another, running in, “Mr. Gambier called the young lady a plague, and she is gone to bed just
dead.”
“Mr. Gambier never said such a thing to any woman, Leonora,” asserted the damsel with the trunk, “help me
with this, it is so heavy. What do you think is in it?”
“Gold, by its weight, one would think,” said Leonora.
“Did you say we were to leave it in the Frenchwoman’s room, Mrs. O’Neil?”
“Yes,” replied Mrs. O’Neil, “I think we are likely to have two mistresses now.”
“If you have two, we shall have three, I think,” observed Leonora, “do not you think so, Jane?”
“I shall acknowledge no mistress,” replied Jane, “I shall do only just what my master tells me, and what I like
myself.”
“You must like a great deal yourself, then,” said Mrs. O’Neil, “else you don’t stop under me.”
“Sorry I’d be,” said Jane, “shall I go and ask Mr. Gambier if he wants anything, Mrs. O’Neil, he is alone in the
drawing-room.”
“He has been by himself there often enough before now,” observed Mrs. O’Neil, “and if he wants anything,
there are bells to ring, and men to answer.”
“Bells to ring, and belles to answer,” said Jane.
“Is it with your eyes you expect to remove that trunk?” asked Mrs. O’Neil.
“I find better employment for them,” said Jane, “in attempting to move Mr. Gambier;” and, Leonora giving a
shout of laughter, they walked off to Mrs. De la Fare’s room.
“You Turks!” exclaimed Mrs. O'Neil, “here is something belonging to your mistress to carry.”
“I say, Mrs. O’Neil,” cried the coachman, “Here is a precious article you are to be very careful about.”
“What is it?” enquired Leonora, returning from depositing her burden, and the coachman laughed as he
presented an ivy-branch in a bottle. Mrs. O’Neil held it up to the light, and shook her head, saying,
“They throw away money, and collect wild useless things.”
“I lived with a lady once,” said Jane, “who spent her time collecting and washing old stones, and lost my place
for breaking what she called her finest putrefaction.”
“Come, Mrs. O’Neil,” exclaimed the coachman, “are we to have no supper to night?”
“Take the band-box off, Jane,” said Mrs. O’Neil. “I think it is your mistress’s. Are you sure the master wants
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nothing else, Knox? We have a comfortable supper, and it would not do to have any of us disturbed.”
“Shall I enquire?” asked Jane.
“You Turk!” cried Mrs. O’Neil, “take that band-box!”
“He took four cups of coffee,” observed another servant, peeping over the coachman’s head, “and that is three
more than usual.”
“One step out of the common, and you know not where a body may stop,” said Mrs. O’Neil.
“My body has stopped long enough, waiting for supper,” cried a ruby-haired boy, who appeared at the door.
Jane and Leonora could not repress their risibility, on hearing so sudden a response to Mrs. O’Neil’s remark,
and so gave full vent to their mirthful feelings, while Mrs. O’Neil exclaimed,
“My room is filling, I see. What brings you here, Peter?”
“Come, come, Mrs. O’Neil,” said Hardy, who had before spoken, “give us a little of your liberality, and I’ll
give you mine.”
“Indeed we would want it,” replied Mrs. O'Neil. “Where is Elliot?”
“Talking to the Frenchwoman,” said Knox.
“Mrs. O’Neil, if she comes to supper with us, I shall not eat a morsel,” cried Leonora. “Take that band-box, I
tell you,” said Mrs. O’Neil.
“We shall never see what is in it, while she is here,” whispered Leonora to Jane.
“Did you see that rat, Mrs. O’Neil?” asked Jane.
“Where!” exclaimed Mrs. O’Neil, springing from her arm-chair, “we are inundated with rats, living so near the
sea. I declare it is worse than the overflowing of the Nine.”
“Nine what?” interrogated Leonora in a whisper to Jane.
“Nine abuses poets talk of,” answered Jane.
“Peter never gave me the corroding sublime to poison them with,” observed Mrs. O’Neil, walking after the
men.
“Now bore a hole in the band-box,” said Jane, “it will then come under the denomination of ‘damaged by
traveling.’”
“It is a black bonnet, trimmed with red satin,” observed Leonora.
“Preserve us!” exclaimed Jane, and Mrs. De la Fare came in to claim the band-box. “Allow me to carry it for
you, Ma’am,” said Jane, and casting a comical glance at Leonora, she walked after the Frenchwoman, bearing the
band-box on her arm, Mrs. De la Fare’s heart beating with thankfulness for the attention.
“Leonora,” cried Jane, as she returned, “I met Mr. Gambier in the passage, so you see a good action is never
lost; I said, ‘Welcome home, Sir;’ and he said, ‘How do you do, Jane?’ as if he were glad to see me.”
“I shall run and tell Mrs. O’Neil,” cried Leonora.
“Do,” exclaimed Jane, and Leonora entered the hall where the servants were at supper.
“It is well you are come at last,” observed Mrs. O’Neil, “pray where is Jane?”
“Only speaking a few words to Mr. Gambier,” simply replied Leonora, sitting down. Mrs. O’Neil rose, Jane
entered and placed herself unconcernedly at Leonora’s side. Mrs. O’Neil frowned, and Knox said to Elliot,
“While we were away, we did not see such a pretty girl as Jane, did we?”
“Not one,” replied Knox.
“Few girls as pretty as Jane anywhere,” observed Hardy.
“You tiresome person, I’ll throw this at you,” said Jane.
“Say that the next time,” rejoined Hardy.
“What?” interrogated Jane.
“Anything that would be as remote from you, as the idea of wounding me would be from your mind,” replied
he.
“Tell him you will throw Mrs. O’Neil’s clothespress at him, if he be not better behaved, Jane,” said Elliot.
“If I did, he would not be the first, nor the best, upon whom the press has been down,” observed Jane.
“Give me a press, Jane, which I would not consider burdensome to support? You know what I mean—one of a
peculiar kind,” said Hardy.
“I do not comprehend any of your peculiarities,” replied Jane.
“When I lived with the Doctor,” said a saffron-tinted man, named Walker, who applied the definite article to
his late master, Doctor Carlton, “I heard him say once at dinner, while I stood like a mummy behind his chair, that
in future times they would look back upon the marriage state of the present day, with as much disgust as we do
now to the age of Elizabeth. He said the world was not half refined.”
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“How old was she?” interrupted Mrs. O’Neil. “I think age deserves respect.”
“We ought to be respected for bearing gray hairs,” said Knox.
“The Doctor said,” continued Walker, “that marriage as it is, and as it ought to be, were as different as—let me
think—heaven and earth; no, it was not that, it was all the same sense as coarse and refined sugar.”
“Both sweet,” cried Peter, raising the polished steel he was using, to his lips. Walker continuing,
“As it is, only fit for the unenlightened and the lower classes; as it ought to be—”
“Lower classes!” interrupted Leonora, “the sneering fellow, he looks as if he made his own medicines and
tasted them.”
“He did not mean us by the lower classes, how could he?” observed Elliot.
“The O’Neils!” said Mrs. O’Neil, “he could not mean me.”
“The O’Donahoes,” cried Jane, “were—”
“Oh!” exclaimed Peter, as if on the point of being strangled, “I belong to the Duke of Leinster’s family; my
mother told me never to disgrace my high name, whatever 1 might do. It is written in the front page of my Bible.”
“Who has not heard of Knox?” vociferated the coachman.
“We have all had enough of knocks in our day,” retorted Hardy. “I suppose the Doctor meant me, for I know as
little of those that went before me, as of those that will come after. Jane, what do you say to that press?” Mrs.
O’Neil gravely observed,
“My press, which I had before you were born, seems to make you all very merry. You must want something to
laugh at, when you cannot let an old wardrobe rest that never said anything to you.”
“Would it not be queer if it spoke to us like Balaam’s ass?” said Peter.
“Out, you Turk!” cried Mrs. O’Neil, “no ass ever spoke like you.”
“I thought the same myself, when 1 heard the priest speak of Mr. Balaam,” said Peter, with an enlightened air.
Leonora burst into an immoderate fit of laughter, and Jane remarked,
“Really the picture of the officer in the dining-room bowed to me one night I went in there very late; it did,
indeed.”
“Who would not bow to Jane?” cried Hardy.
“You will turn my girls’ heads, with your riff-rafftafferty, Mr. Hardy,” exclaimed Mrs. O’Neil.
“I speak but of turning all other heads to them,” retorted Hardy.
“With an inclination too,” observed Jane.
“It won’t require much to make us nod,” said Knox, “when the picture begins by himself.”
“It was by himself, sure enough, that he did it, I’m thinking,” said Leonora, in an ironical tone, “but I should
not wonder at any miracle Jane might work.”
“A picture animated by beauty!” cried Hardy, “he must be a gentleman of taste.”
“Sir Joshua Reynolds’ taste,” cried Mrs. O’Neil, with a pompous air.
“I never even heard of such a man,” cried Jane, “I assure you, Mr. Hardy, I never did.”
“It was he that kept the sun standing still, in the Bible one day,” said Peter.
“Sun, stand thou still upon Gibeon; and thou, Moon, in the valley of Ajalon,” cried Hardy, “there is poetry!”
“It is still in the Bible, sure enough,” said Leonora.
“Don’t speak of the Scriptures,” said Mrs. O’Neil, “let your foolish tongue stand still, Peter.”
“Am not I to eat?” interrogated Peter, “or am I to act the Sun altogether, while ye destroy the food?”
“Peter is bright tonight,” observed Jane.
“He is about to act the Sun, and already begins to shine,” said Hardy. Peter turned red as the berries of the
mountain-ash, half from shame, and half from being nearly strangulated in the act of deglutition.\fn{ Swallowing}
“Master Francis looks pale,” said Mrs. O’Neil, frowning at Jane, who laughed the moment she spoke of him;
“I doubt he leads a wild life when he is away from us.”
“He is tame enough here,” remarked Elliot.
“He is very quite,” said Peter.
“He was quite enough for us, we wanted no mistress,” observed Jane, laughing at Peter.
“You are an Irish girl, and should never run down the brogue, Jane,” said Peter.
“Brogues are made to be trodden down,” retorted Jane.
“I do not like to see young people too steady,” remarked Knox.
“There is little fear you will, while you are here,” said Mrs. O’Neil.
“I lived with a lady once,” said Jane, “and she complained to me, that the gentleman to whom she was married
was very wild, and discharged me next day because I agreed with her, and added, ‘that I liked wild young men.’”
35

“What was his name?” enquired Hardy.
“Be off with you,” replied Jane.
Hardy laughed, and rocked himself on his chair in the unsteady position in which the Scottish Burns
luxuriated, and said something in an undertone, which caused Peter’s cheeks to assume the delicate dye of the
peach-blossom; and then said aloud,
“I’ll be off with you any day or hour you please, Jane.”
“We ought to ask Mrs. De la Fare to take a little refreshment,” observed Elliot. “ You ought,” replied Knox, “I
did so once today.”
“Where will she sit, Mrs. O’Neil?” asked Leonora, “is it not next Peter?”
Peter cast down a pair of eyes bright as the fringed violets of Australia.
“I shall give her my seat,” said Hardy, “if Mrs. O’Neil will let me between Peter and Jane, or between her and
Leonora; it would be no harm to break the line of ladies.”
“Indeed you are near enough to Jane,” cried Mrs. O’Neil, “and I shall keep my girls to myself. She must have a
seat next Peter.”
“I shall lose the only beau I had,” said Jane. “Peter, go and ask your friend to supper, and tell her to wear her
black bonnet trimmed with red.”
“I do not care who comes, now that I have done,” observed Leonora.
“Shall I, Mrs. O’Neil?” exclaimed Peter, with his lips died with mulberries.
“Go, go,” cried Jane.
“You had better go, Elliot,” said Mrs. O’Neil, “you are acquainted with her.”
“Sufficiently so, I thank you,” said Elliot.
“Go yourself, Mrs. O’Neil,” exclaimed Hardy, “it will be only respectful.”
“Indeed I shall do no such thing,” said Mrs. O’Neil, looking at Jane.
“Shall I go, ma’am?” reiterated Peter, “the poor thing is fasting all this time, and that is no pleasant way to
spend an evening.”
“Go, go,” again cried Jane, “Peter has fallen in love with her already.”
Peter went. He was not long gone when he returned, looking, in colour, like the blossom of a coral-tree, and
resuming his knife and fork, commenced eating again.
“What did she say?” asked Leonora.
“What did you say, Peter?” enquired Mrs. O’Neil.
“I asked her if she could eat,” replied Peter, “and made a sign lest she should not understand me, and she
turned sharply to me and said as how she wanted none of my freedom.”
A universal burst of laughter ensued.
“Hush!” cried Elliot, “there is the gate-bell ringing, Mr. Townshend will be soon down here. Peter, go to the
door. Stay, though, I shall go myself and hear what is the matter with the young lady.”
“I told you before, she had got the plague,” said Leonora.
“Whatever she may have, I know she has got the very opposite to the plague,” observed Jane.
“Hem!” cried Hardy.
“Poor young creature!” said a dark woman in a squeaking voice, “she will soon have a coffin, I fear. Mr.
Townshend hands all his patients over to the undertaker.”
“And the undertaker prays every night that heaven may grant the apothecary patients,” rejoined Jane. “I hope
nothing may befall anyone belonging to Mr. Gambier; he is the only person worth looking at here.”
“That observation is meant at you,” said Hardy to Peter, whose mouth immediately assumed the form of the
infant moon, while his cheeks became red as the ripe berries of the arbutus.
Mr. Townshend’s buggy (a name which ought to be transported to Botany Bay to take a share with “Pinchgut,”
“Longbottom,” and other such names), arriving at the hall-door, the owner was shown by Elliot to the drawingroom, and by Gambier to Jessie’s apartment, where he commenced making enquiries as to the cause of the young
lady’s illness.
Jessie said she felt as if she were in a fever.
He replied, that no doubt she was feverish. Gambier, who was looking in a glass at the opposite end of the
room, called Mr. Townshend, and mentioned his apprehension of the very rapid rate at which they had traveled
having disagreed with her.
“Very likely,” said Mr. Townshend.
Mrs. De la Fare declared her young lady never recovered her colour from the time she received the very long
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letter in the morning, that she felt convinced there were bad news in it, and that anxiety of the mind was the sole
cause of her indisposition, and that Mr. Gambier should look over its contents.
The apothecary looked at Gambier.
“I will do no such thing,” said he.
“No doubt too rapid traveling, and anxiety of mind, caused by reading a long letter containing bad news, have
brought on this feverish attack,” said Mr. Townshend, bowing to Mrs. De la Fare, who gave a look of perfect
satisfaction.
“Since you have not only discovered the complaint, but also its cause,” observed Gambier, “perhaps you could
with equal ease find a remedy.”
“Venesection,”\fn{The operation of opening a vein to let out blood; bloodletting } said Mr. Townshend, in a pompous
voice. Mrs. De la Fare drew back, muttering to herself,
“Oh, de indecent man, to say such a word in my presence!”
“I think before having recourse to such measures, we had better consult with Doctor Carlton, whom I will send
for instantly,” said Gambier, “in the mean time, could you not give some composing draught?”
“I had rather wait until I see Doctor Carlton,” replied Mr. Townshend, assuming an air of great importance,
being delighted at the idea of consulting with the first physician in the south. He then returned to his buggy,
telling Elliot he did not mean to do anything for his mistress, until he had consulted with Doctor Carlton.
Gambier pressed Jessie’s hand affectionately, and bade her good night, telling Mrs. De la Fare to come to his
room and awaken him if she became worse, which he felt sure would not be the case. A rose-coloured curtain, to
correspond with those of the windows, fell over the door which led to his apartment.
10
A! si vou pouviez comprendre
Ce que mon cœur ressent pour vous!
L’Amour n’a rien en de si tendre,
Ni l’Amitié rien de si doux.

At the lonely hour when ghosts are said to return to their graves, Mrs. De la Fare, after attempting\fn{ “To open”,
in mistake the three windows, opened the door and crossed the passage to Gambier’s apartment. He
was in darkness, and as she entered, she started to observe him sitting up in his bed, dressed as when he had left
her, a pistol in his hand, another by his side, a look of horror on his face, though his eyes were closed in sleep!
“You seem merry,” said he, “very merry, but I hate I loathe your glee. I acknowledge no connexion with you;
you are a devil damned from hell—down, down, down with you, to your compeers in infamy—to hell I will not
go—she is not, I tell you she is not—fiend! name her not!—she is not—she is mine forever. You inhale
corruption, and damned souls impede your loathsome breath. I know you not—I loved you not—”
“Oh! mon cher Laurent!” cried Mrs. De la Fare, fearing to enter farther.
“What do you say?” cried Gambier, “this is your third visit, but you shall not come again. I will shoot you dead
—do you know what a dread thing death is?—I mean you no mercy, but you shall not interfere with me—I say
she is mine."
He then fired off the pistol, the ball flew through a large mirror which rolled back to the wall, and Gambier fell
back on his bed, crying out,
“Murder! murder of the very deepest dye!”
“Surely he has something on his mind,” cried Mrs. De la Fare, “oh! Mr. Gambier, oh! Monsieur.”
Gambier sprang up, and presented the other pistol at the light with which she approached. She rushed out of
the room, and drew the bolt of the door, lest he should follow her.
“Oh, dear, what a weary night this is! I must go to one of de domestics to send him to Mr. Gambier,” cried she,
“and I know not even de way through de house, and he may come in de other door while I am gone.”
She thought of locking her mistress’s room—did so, and sallied forth. The cottage was built in the form of a
square, originally, with a garden in the middle, but wings having been added, its long corridors seemed
interminable. Mrs. De la Fare walked along, listening to the hollow echo of her own foot-falls, and trembling
from the scene she had just witnessed. She entered two or three tenantless chambers, and started at the rustling
noise made by a Canary bird awakened by her light. She stopped for a moment to look at the sleeping birds,
which rested in many cages hung along a wall, and felt glad to think such innocent beings were so near, but
we would add}
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wondered how a gentleman, who seemed to have something so dark on his mind, could cherish such little things.
She opened a door and looked into a room, from the window of which an Æolian harp sent forth a faint sigh.
Musical instruments were ranged around. She left the room, and hurried down a corridor which seemed narrower
than the others, and which she judged might be appropriate to the use of those whom she sought. A sycamore
growing by a window waved its ghost-like shadow on the floor before her, and the wind whistling through its
leaves sent forth a low moan, as if murmuring forth a letter from the tomb. Her heart sunk within her, she feared
too being so long absent from her young mistress.
“And de gentleman may have shot himself!” said she, “it has been a weary night to me.”
Her eyes seldom had rested on any thing with so much pleasure as they did at last on a pair of boots shining
with Warren’s jet blacking. She knocked at the door, she saw a good-looking young man lying in a bed close to
her.
“Nothing could be better timed,” observed he, in an ironical tone, “come in, no cause for introduction. You are
the French lady who arrived to-day. Make no apologies. I hate ceremony.”
“Oh, Sa-ar, I only came to tell you about Mr. Gambier,” replied Mrs. De la Fare.
“Is that all?” interrogated Hardy, laughing.
“Oh dear, Sa-ar! he has got pistols in his bed with him,” said Mrs. De la Fare in a piteous voice.
“Is that all?” repeated Hardy, still laughing. Mrs. De la Fare withdrew, annoyed by his want of sympathy, and
Hardy, holding his door open, shouted after her,
“He often had worse, and so had you too, hurrah, hip, hip, hurrah for Bonaparte!”
“Elliot found a snake, a cat, and a butterfly in his bed, at Fort St. George,” cried a voice from an inner room.
Mrs. O’Neil opened her door, and peeped out, amazed at the disturbance in the house at that unwonted hour,
but seeing her rival in power approaching, she drew back again, not wishing to be seen by her in a cap which was
not one of her best. However, a peal of laughter from some young girls in her apartment, saluted Mrs. De la Fare’s
ears, and added to her discomfiture. As she walked on, almost in tears, she heard a step behind her, and, looking
back, observed the Duke of Leinster’s relative, with bare feet, fastening his braces (an article of male attire just fit
for a boy like him, for which his master substituted a broad leather belt fastened with a gold buckle). The goodnatured boy, sleeping in a closet inside Hardy’s room, heard her voice, and came out accordingly to enquire what
she wanted. Mrs. De la Fare turned sharply round, and replied to Peter’s query,
“All I want, is to keep clear of you, and I do tell you so now, on our first acquaintance, so you will den
understand me in future.”
Peter drew back, turning the colour of a pomegranate blossom, and Mrs. De la Fare returned to Mr. Gambier’s
apartment, seeing Jessie, as she passed through her room, yet awake as she had left her. Gambier was lying quietly
on his bed, again asleep. As she approached, he smiled, and murmured something in a very low tone.
“Certainly,” said she to herself, “you may be a very handsome young gentleman, but you have strange
customs, and I doubt if you have not something heavy on your conscience, dat is not de way you looked, when I
was here last, and dere is de hole made by your bullet in de glass. That tells against you. Well, for my poor young
lady not to mind de report.”
She laid her hand on his arm; he gave a deep sigh. She shook him; he smiled, and murmured,
“How can you be so odd?”
“It is you dat are odd,” said she to herself. “Monsieur Gambier!” cried she, again laying her hand on his arm.
He caught it with both of his, and tried to raise it to his lips. She endeavoured to withdraw it, calling out
“Monsieur Gambier!”
“Well, dearest Jessie, I will not,” said he, and though still imprisoned, he let it rest on his bosom, where she felt
his heart beat violently.
“Mr. Gambier!” she shouted. He was awakened, sprung suddenly up, and opening his eyes, exclaimed,
“Why what the—what brings you here, my good lady?”
“I come by your own appointment, Sa-ar,” replied Mrs. De la Fare gently.
“My appointment! I declare I always had a good opinion of you till now,” said he, turning his back on her; and
giving his pillow two thumps, he lay down, prepared to fall asleep again.
“Mon cher Laurent!” exclaimed Mrs. De la Fare, “I come to give you my opinion, Sa-ar.”
“An extraordinary hour you choose for giving your opinions!” iterated Gambier; “I really believe I was born to
be plagued by women, as Egypt was by locusts. Even this nonpareil amongst the French, this grave lady begins to
haunt me. If you do not walk out, Mrs. De la Fare, Major Trafford will be likely to send me to escort you.”
“This is not Major Trafford’s house, Monsieur!” said Mrs. De la Fare, with a shadow of a smile.
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“You seem to purpose making yourself mistress of the house and its inhabitants together,” observed Gambier.
“Monsieur, I come from my young lady,” resumed the Frenchwoman.
“From that sweet girl, Jessie Errol, did she send a message to me?”
“Oh no, Sa-ar, I only said I came from her.”
“Go back to her, then, and let your neighbours sleep,” vociferated Gambier. “Why, how is this, Mrs. De la
Fare?” he continued, looking around, “you have bewitched the place—this is my own room—in my own house,
Evilo, in the County of Clare.”
“To be sure, Monsieur,” replied she, “we came here today.”
“You and I?” said Gambier, “I remember all now, we came her today at a rate that ought to have made you
sleep in place of sending you through the house in that dress. How is your mistress? she was ill tonight when that
apothecary came.”
“It was of her I came to speak, Sa-ar; she has not slept all night, and runs to me every minute, afraid of de
dogs.”
“What dogs?” enquired Gambier.
“Dat is what I want to know, Monsieur,” replied Mrs. De la Fare, with a stupid gaze. Gambier looked at the
pistols and the mirror, saying,
“It seems curious, but I know it all now. Was I quite alone when you came in here, or did you see a strange
gentleman?”
“No one but yourself, Sa-ar,” replied Mrs. De la Fare. He looked particularly at the mirror, and finding the
bullet lodged in the wall, remarked,
“That was very singular. Was there nothing about a coffin? It was a dream I had, I believe. My good lady, if
you go out at the door you are opening, you will find yourself a long way from your mistress.”
“It was a mistake,” said Mrs. De la Fare, hastily turning back. “She has been calling you very often, Sa-ar.”
“Why did you not tell me? Can you find my shoes?” They then entered Jessie’s apartment, and she joyously
exclaimed,
“Oh, Francis, I am delighted to see you! I feared you were gone too and Mrs. De la Fare said you were ill
today.”
“I was only fatigued,” replied Gambier, “and became dreadfully misanthropic—a strange feeling came over me
which I could not master. Are you better now?”
“There is something wrong in my brain, I think,” responded Jessie. “I could not sleep either. Was it because
you felt misanthropical you were so cold to me?”
“An unaccountable feeling came over me,” rejoined Gambier.
“I felt very stupid in the church,” said Jessie, “I am glad it is all over.”
“So am I,” observed Gambier, “I hate scenes. Mrs. De la Fare,” added he, “you have been so disturbed all
night, I think you had better retire; you can send Jane, Leonora, Mrs. O’Neil, or anyone here, in case your
mistress requires attendance.”
“I think I had better not, Sa-ar.”
“Tell her to go, Jessie,” whispered Gambier, who had conceived an unaccountable antipathy to that very
respectable personage’s appearance.
“I wish she would go, but she will be offended if I tell her,” replied Jessie.
“She is such a miserable-looking creature,” said Gambier, “though Mrs. O’Neil is as old, she would put a
person in good humour by her appearance. I half hate that woman.”
“She is often in the way, but she can do no harm, as she cannot hear where she is now,” observed Jessie.
“She is commanded by the Scriptures not alone to avoid evil, but to do good. I wish to make her do some good
for herself, she can do none here.”
“She would do but little anywhere, I fear, poor woman!” replied Jessie. Gambier laughed, and Mrs. De la Fare
looked sternly over at him.
“My good lady,” said he, “you seem cramped on that sofa; if you go to your own apartment, 1 will call you
whenever your mistress wishes to see you, if you will not trust her to the care of anyone else.”
“You may go, Mrs. De la Fare,” iterated Jessie, “I shall fall asleep now; I am sure I shall.”
“Indeed I can do no such thing; my husband, poor Laurent, once had just such an attack,” growled Mrs. De la
Fare.
“Allow me to wheel you a little out of the light,” solicited Gambier, at the same time moving the sofa to the
opposite end of the room, and then returning to Jessie’s beside, but she was falling asleep. He drew the curtain so
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as to exclude the light from her eyes.
Mrs. De la Fare coughed, and he went quietly back to her. She raised her head from her pillow, like a lizard
when about to give battle, and Gambier whispered to her,
“My good lady, how long do you purpose reposing in this apartment? do you intend sleeping here every
night?”
“I just do what I think proper, Monsieur, and shall account to Sir Charles Vereker for all my actions, it was he
who engaged me.”
“Sir Charles Vereker! did he give you any particular instructions about your places of rest?” interrogated
Gambier.
“I wish you would allow me to go to sleep, Sa-ar.”
“Are you acquainted with a beggar woman at Glenend, named Jervis?” asked Gambier.
“I am acquainted with no beggars, Sa-ar,” returned the Frenchwoman.
“Not on visiting terms—yet you have a great many friends, if 1 may judge from the number of houses you
entered on the road today.”
“Child, let me sleep,” cried Mrs. De la Fare, lying back on her pillow.
“What could you want in those houses?” asked Gambier. “Were the inhabitants acquaintances of yours?”
“If they were,” remarked Mrs. De la Fare bitterly, “I should be glad to drop them. 1 never met so uncivil a set.”
“The Irish require French polishing,” said Gambier, laughing.
“If you laugh so loud, Monsieur, you will awaken de young lady, and she wants sleep badly.”
“Hark!” suddenly exclaimed Gambier. “Did you not hear some one knock in your room?”
“Oh!” cried Mrs. De la Fare, rising, “I forgot to lock de door from de corridor, and all my dresses and bandboxes are about; oh dear, how forgetful.”
Gambier lit a taper for her at a lamp, the light of which was dimmed by a beautiful landscape of Evilo, painted
on its shade; she walked as far as the door, returned, extinguished the taper, and again lying down on the sofa,
covered herself up with bed clothes, darting a sharp look at Gambier.
“Why don’t you go?” asked he.
“Francis!” cried Jessie, and jumping from her bed sprung into his arms. “Beat them off, drive them off—they
are all mad, and want to send me alive into that hideous grave—there they are, barking, yelping, and howling,
trying to frighten me into that dark grave. They will worry me—Francis, Francis, dear Francis, beat them off!”
“You are dreaming, Jessie,” said Gambier; but she had fainted in his arms.
Mrs. De la Fare came to his assistance, and said she had all night spoken of being worried by strange wild
dogs. Jessie soon revived, and, looking around, said,
“They are all gone now, they were afraid of you, Francis, and knew you would keep me from that loathsome
grave. Don’t you see it? You are standing on its very verge. Francis, Francis, come away. It is a dark, deep sea, of
crawling worms, with waves of worms, and those savage dogs gallop about, trying to drive me into it. Do you see
the dull way it dashes its wormy foam to its slimy sides? If 1 sink there, I shall never see the sun again!”
“You have been frightened by a dream, Jessie,” said Gambier, “there is not a dog in the room.”
“You sent them all away,” cried Jessie, “and now they know I have you here, they may not come again. They
came because I was alone; no father, no mother, no guardian. Did they not make a horrid noise? Their yell is
almost the worse of them. If I die, I should not like to go into their grave. When I first went to sleep tonight, one
monster dragged my eyes open with loose teeth, and another then shook his paws off at me. Have we not enough
of dogs? All yours outside, the three at Major Trafford’s, poor Bruin, and all those hounds here.”
Jessie laughed, but Gambier could not even reply.
“Perhaps you told de young lady something you had on your mind, Sa-ar,” observed Mrs. De la Fare. “I think
she can never recover, she seems so unsettled.”
“Try and sleep again, Jessie,” whispered Gambier. “I will watch you, and nothing shall come near you.”
“Oh, Francis!” exclaimed she, “you do not know how much I love you. I have been fond of you from the first
hour I ever met you, yet you were very cold to me tonight, or last night, or some night. This night it was, when we
came here; what a very long night it has been.”
“Very long,” said Gambier, “I wish to heaven it was over, and Doctor Carlton was here.”
“If I could take my heart from my bosom, I would tear out every feeling it contains, excepting love for you,
dearest Francis,” said Jessie. “I am sure I shall sleep now while you are here, dear, dear, dear Francis, good-bye,
good-bye.”
“Say good night, not good-bye,” said Gambier, sadly.
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“Good night,” said she, and clasping his hand in both of hers, fell fast asleep. He supported her head with his
arm; and leaning against the pillow on which she lay, beautiful as an angel, and clad in a robe light as that in
which they are painted, he asked, could his feelings of that day be but the precursors of coming woes. He had
been haunted by a horrid dream, but of dreams he thought nothing, for he was not superstitious, yet at that lonely
hour, the awful feelings of the day, which he had slept off, returned.
“I have had enough to remind me of the other world tonight,” said he, drawing his arm (which had become
numbed by its position) gently from Jessie. It was four o’clock; he passed Mrs. De laFare, and observed her eyes
fixed fiercely on him. He entered the passage outside his apartment, opened a gothic window, and looked out.
At that very window he had stood fourteen years before, when by his mother’s death he was left a solitary
orphan, without a friend that he knew of in the world; as even the guardian, to whose care he was left, was then a
stranger to him. Thither had he then wandered from the servants to weep unseen, his mother a corpse, where his
bride perhaps now lay dying. The last thought was too painful; he placed his hand over his face as it struck him, as
if thus he could banish it from his mind; and, looking up to heaven, prayed that she might be left to him.
“I have loved her more than she could fancy; and I do love her, spite of the miserable feelings of this day. But
what are the thoughts of one day? She said I was cold to her; I was, and if she die, the remembrance of her having
felt so will haunt me through eternity; but if she live, be our lives, the very longest which earth ever gives her
children, she shall never find me so again. Heavens! How could I have been so cruel as to give way to such
feelings towards Jessie! It was all caused by the dreadful melancholy which stole over me, and the fear that she
did not love me as wholly as I would wish.”
The very same sounds—the hoarse roaring of the surge upon the beach, struck on his ear, as on the night he
remembered so well watching from that window many years before.
“How is it,” sighed he, “that disposed to be merry and gay, melancholy seems so entwined in my fate? I fear it
is like the Dead Sea fruit—all outward seeming. I possess every worldly blessing, and from childhood to this hour
have felt no worldly want; but my heart has been alone, my affections running wild, afraid to fix, lest they should
be repulsed in some icy moment. Now, I may say, that the most prominent scenes of my life have been those of
sadness, when even marriage, which so many miserable mortals seek as a sanctuary for their sorrow, seems
destined to link me closer with care.
“The wind, which sighs through the long grass beneath this window, may have blown over the grave of the
murderer, may have swept across the flowing life-blood of the murdered, chilled the cheek of the houseless child,
and been damped by the tears of the wandering mother, rushed through the burning roof of the wailing cottager,
curled the wave that closed over the suicide, received the dying breath of some fond father’s only hope—but
where, and when did it fly past a bridegroom such as I?”
He returned to Jessie’s apartment; looked at Mrs. De la Fare, who was sound asleep; drew back Jessie’s
curtain, and bending over her, pressed his lips to hers for the first time, and with that pressure vowed in his inmost
heart, that to her he would devote every feeling he possessed in its intensity. With that vow all melancholy fled,
and a joyful conviction that his love would be returned, and that Jessie would live long enough to tell him so,
burst upon his mind.
She returned his kiss as fondly as it was given, and bursting into tears, awoke.
11
I hear the low sad tone,
And thy sweet young smile I see,
My heart—my heart were all alone,
But for its thoughts of thee!
T. K. Hervey

The morning sun arose brightly over the Atlantic, the blue waves of which strayed up the golden strand, and,
like playful children escaping from their mother, as hastily flew home again, hiding themselves in showers of
spray. The green fields waved beneath a veil of sparkling dew. The birds sung loudly and sweetly. Crowds of seabathers hurried along the beach. Fishermen unmoored their boats, and pushed them down from the shore,
cheerfully commencing the toil of the day.
Jessie, who would have luxuriated in such a scene, lay still delirious on her pillow. Mrs. De la Fare rocking
herself backwards and forwards in a chair by her side, groaned aloud,
“Dis world is de miserable world!”
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Gambier walked alone upon the verge of the cliffs, looking at the magnificent ocean which spread before him,
awakening, by its murmurs, memories of his earliest youth, when love flowed from his heart, as boundless as the
waves, over everything upon which he gazed.
At three o’clock Doctor Carlton drove down the avenue in a carriage and four. He found Jessie better than
Gambier had expected, but still in a dangerous state. He said the attack under which she suffered had been coming
on for some time, and that she must have endured intense anxiety of mind, and particularly enquired if any
obstacles had been thrown in the way to prevent her marriage with Gambier. Mrs. De la Fare beckoned him into a
remote area of her mistress’s apartment, and giving a mysterious look, informed him that she attributed the young
lady’s illness to a letter containing bad news, one word of which she had not communicated to her, which she had
received the day she left Glenend; and also to Mr. Gambier’s having told her something he had on his mind.
Doctor Carlton had to bite his lips to prevent himself from laughing, as raising his eyes they rested upon
Gambier. While Mrs. De la Fare, quickly turning round, blushed at discovering that she had been overheard by the
culprit she was accusing.
Doctor Carlton delighted Gambier by making known his intention of remaining at Evilo till his patient
sufficiently recovered to proceed to Cheltenham, where he ordered her to spend a few months, when able to
travel. Friendship for Gambier, and the having at that season of the year no families to attend in Limerick, induced
him to pay this very unexpected attention, which immediately set Francis’s mind at rest, and eventually saved
Jessie’s life.
Next day she was better. Mr. Townshend called, and Doctor Carlton gratified by telling him the practice he had
adopted, which Mr. Townshend pronounced the only mode to have saved the patient’s life. The Doctor went into
the library with Gambier to write a prescription which Mr. Townshend was to convey to M——. Mrs. De la Fare
came with a message from Jessie for Gambier, to which he went off to attend, while she, glancing her eye over his
desk, let it rest on Jessie’s letter. She waited, asking the Doctor one or two unnecessary questions, which so
disturbed him, as to oblige him to tear one prescription and commence another.
Having finished writing, Doctor Carlton left the library to her, and surprised Mr. Townshend in the act of
replacing a note he had just read, in the same situation as Elliot had left it in the morning, after making himself
equally master of its contents. They walked together to the hall-door.
“A snug vehicle this of yours, Mr. Townshend,” said the Doctor; “how do you get into it?”
“At the foot, Doctor, just as I get into bed,” replied Mr. Townshend, opening the door to show its interior.
Doctor Carlton walked round it, and looking at the horse, remarked that it was a strong animal.
“Yes, Doctor,” said Mr. Townshend, “I pride myself a little on my turn-out. Bug is a fine horse.”
“What name did you make use of, Mr. Townshend?” asked the Doctor.
“Bug, Doctor, Bug, because he runs in the buggy, and I wish to distinguish him from Mrs. Townshend’s horse,
Pill.”
“How very much a person’s taste is shown in trifles,” thought Doctor Carlton. “I did not know you were
married, Mr. Townshend,” said he. “I thought you were too wise.” Mr. Townshend replied,
“I think, Doctor, we will soon see you married too. There is Mr. Gambier, who was a little boy not very long
ago—you will want someone to leave your property to when you go.”
“There are so few in the world already who would accept of it.”
“Think of transmitting your name to posterity,” said Mr. Townshend; “there is something, I think, in that!”
“If my name were ‘Townshend,’ I might imagine such a pleasure, perhaps,” ironically observed Doctor
Carlton, “but as ‘Carlton,’ I certainly cannot. However, if I met the same temptation you have, perhaps I should be
anxious to send my name down to posterity.”
The ambitious Mr. Townshend entered his buggy, bowed respectfully, and drove off, while Doctor Carlton
added to himself,
“What a sickening pair he and Mrs. Townshend must be, enjoying themselves talking of all the births,
marriages, deaths, and scandal, in their neighbourhood! Bless my soul! how they must animalate through life,
vegetate is too innocent a word to apply to them.”
He walked along the avenue, entered a path which wound to the summit of a hill planted with pines, gave a
singularly loud yawn, and descended the hill, after observing from its height a distant sail, lying like a white cloud
on the horizon; walked again up the avenue, met a gardener with a rose in his mouth, wheeling a barrow full of
fruit he was stealing, covered with pink roots, returned his salute, and was joined by Gambier.
Mrs. De la Fare had stood looking at the letter in the library, intending if Gambier returned there, to tell him
she was watching the desk he had left open, which she actually was doing most intently. He came to the door,
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with a faint remembrance of having forgotten something, but on observing her, instantly departed. She heard the
hall-door close after him, locked the desk, and taking the keys and letter with her, repaired to her mistress’s room,
resolving ere Gambier’s return, to replace the letter, and give him the former, stating her care lest the servants
should pry into any of his secrets, which motive would have actuated her, had her own curiosity even not required
gratification; consequently with such casuistry she satisfied her conscience.
She entered Jessie’s apartment, and, retiring behind one of the curtains to obtain a little light, was surprised by
seeing Gambier looking towards her. He had turned to cast a parting glance at Jessie’s windows, but quickly went
on his way when his eyes rested on the figure of Mrs. De la Fare, which was not to him the most agreeable he had
ever looked upon. She opened the letter, well aware that though her young mistress should see her with it in her
hand, she had such ideas of the world as to believe it impossible it could be hers. The contents, which all Mrs. De
la Fare’s exertions could not enable her to decipher, were as follows:
My Dearest Jessie:
I am glad to hear you have so easily got over what your letters might have led me to fear would have been a most
serious disappointment. The balm you have chosen for your wound will, I am sure, prove an effectual remedy. I almost
envy you, as I feel (not at all in accordance with my own advice) that, were it my lot to suffer as you have done, my
disease would be incurable, and I should have to content myself with being an old maid, sipping tea with a curate, and
talking sentiment to a cat. What is this love which works such havoc in ladies’ hearts? a veil woven from the brightest
tints of their own imagination, and flung over some sight, to whom they are then attracted by an actual property of their
own minds. Could they look beneath it, might not they fly back, more startled than even Zelica was, when first the
great Mokanna lifted his? I have thrown such a veil of romance over one: I could raise it if I would, but I will not; I
shall let it rest till he springs from under it to marry an opera dancer, or dispose of himself in some other way. It is the
last, the only dream of youth that is left to me, the last ray of light on the cloud—the feather on the butterfly’s wing—
the last blossom on the tree—and I love it, as we love the last of anything that is beautiful which we see receding from
us.
I have heard as much since of your friend, your more than friend, I should say, Mr. Gambier, as I heard of ***
******* *******, previous to my having seen him, so that I shall, if we be so happy as to meet him, feel quite intimate
with him.
His cousin, Miss Hamilton, spent three days with Mrs. Dalgairas, having accompanied her papa to Clifton one day
there was a dinner given at the Gloucester Hotel, to which he came. Mrs. Dalgairas wished her to remain some time
with her, but she would not leave her papa. I understand that she was to be heart-broken by Mr. Gambier’s intended
marriage. Mrs. Dalgairas said she would feel it dreadfully, she was so very much attached to him; and told me one day
we dined with her, she had been afraid to mention his name, and desired me not even to speak of you before her. I
thought her a most beautiful girl, and so did mamma, as she reminded her of Mr. Gambier’s father, who was once an
especial favourite of hers. She wore a green velvet hat, with ostrich feathers, which she told Mrs. Dalgairas she wore to
make herself look old, as she felt quite ashamed of being only seventeen. I told Mrs. Dalgairas I admired your
appearance more. She said it was quite impossible you could be handsomer than Jane, because every one allowed her to
be perfect.
All dinner-time the person I am never to name when you cease to be Miss Errol, kept his eyes fixed on her, and after
dinner Mrs. Dalgairas enquired if she had ever met him before; she said never, but that there was nothing singular in his
looking at her, and sitting down at a table, commenced building a house with cards, perhaps with the intention of
appearing in her dotage.
Sir C—, Count Rostophchin, and Fanny Harcourt, entered together. What do you suppose delayed Fanny? She
waited, as she always does now, in some anti-room or passage, for Mr. Somerset, and he had sent her a message by the
Count, that he could not possibly move for half an hour. Her mamma never minds what she does, so as that\fn{“As
long as”, or “just so that”, we would say:H} she dresses well and looks pretty. Mrs. Dalgairas told her one evening, that
she was the wooer, and not the wooed. Fanny said that was only Gerald’s manner before company, that he was quite
different alone.
Sir C— again rested his eyes on the beautiful Miss Hamilton. The Count fixed his on an inkstand made after the
model of Aristo’s, a cupid with his finger on his lips.
Mrs. Dalgairas said she admired the idea extremely, and she and the Count spoke on the possibility, or impossibility
of second love, which seems to have been as frequently made the subject of discussion as the materiality or
immateriality of the soul.
“Do you believe in the existence of second love?” said Miss Hamilton to Sir C—.
“If I did, I should be foolish in placing myself in my present situation,” he replied.
“Then you were in love,” said Miss Hamilton. He pointed to the cupid.
“I shall not make that little fellow my model,” observed Miss Hamilton. “I was, and am most dreadfully in love; my
lover has forsaken me, and I think seriously of hanging myself in my bracelets. The walk to the river would be too far,
else I might drown myself. I assure you the story I tell is true, but the best plan I can adopt will be to marry some old
Indian, who has one foot in his grave.”
“You need not look for an Indian,” said the Count, “there is Mr. Shampshoun, delicate enough for any lady.”
“If you mean the person who draws and withdraws his feet with so much grace,” observed Miss Hamilton, “and who
peeps from his cravat occasionally like a tortoise from its shell, his bright eyes are already in another lady’s heart.”
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Mrs. Dalgairas seeing her sister blush as Miss Hamilton looked across at her, said,
“Supposing you were to marry, Jane, what would you do when you again met the individual you loved, and found
your heart was still his, in spite of yourself his?” Sir C— smiled, but seemed all engrossed by the pretty inkstand; and
Miss Hamilton replied,
“Have an elopement extraordinary, I suppose.”
“That does not always follow,” said Mrs. Dalgairas.
“No,” replied Jane, “but with a foolish girl such as I, it surely would. There is no road I would prefer to that of
Gretna Green with a certain person about whom my heart is broken. I am well aware some of my friends, who describe
particularly distressing situations with peculiar pathos, manage matters much more prudently.”
Sir C— moved the inkstand so near to Miss Hamilton’s card building, as to send it tottering on the table.
“I declare you are a very wicked person,” remarked she, laughing.
“How strange it is!” said he, “your words have been just echoed in my heart.”
“I am like Marius mourning amidst the ruins of Carthage now,” exclaimed Jane.
“Miss Hamilton, why need you think of a fried Indian,” cried Fanny Harcourt, “Count Rostophchin says—”
“Hush!” cried the Count, looking with surprise at Fanny.
“I did not say the gentleman was to be prepared for the ceremony,” observed Jane, “I like India, because my mamma
was born there.”
Fanny Harcourt ran across the room, and came back endeavouring to whisper something to the Count, which she
laughed too much to make intelligible; at last it came out to be some caricatures at which she wished him to look. She
insisted on my going with her, so that evening I saw no more of Miss Hamilton.
The gentlemen came into the room, and Gerald Somerset reclined on a sofa at the table, where Fanny and I were. I
looked at some Italian views, and Fanny turned over the caricatures for him. She suddenly burst into an immoderate fit
of laughter, and at length said,
“Supposing we were married, Gerald, what would you do?”
“Ask you to give me my gloves,” replied he, pointing to where they had fallen.
I asked Fanny afterwards why they were not married, if they were so fond of each other as she said. She replied,
“Poor Gerald has not enough money to support a lady, unless papa gives him some, and says he must only wait till
his father dies.”
Picture to yourself Fanny Harcourt, who is so fond of her own parents, making such a speech. Since then Mr.
Harcourt and Gerald Somerset have had a dispute. Mr. Harcourt intending of course to leave Fanny all his property,
wished Mr. Somerset to take her name. He declined, saying it would be too troublesome. Mr. Harcourt got into a rage,
and said his daughter should find it too troublesome to assume his, and forbade Fanny ever to speak to him more; her
mamma seconded the advice, and the servants were ordered to deny him admission. Fanny’s eyes threatened a second
deluge; she said her papa brought him to the house when she did not know such a person existed, and told her she was
to be married to him, and that now nothing should prevent her. Gerald Somerset took the trouble of writing her a long
letter of advice the direct opposite to her parents, and sent one of his powdered blacks, and his enormous dog with it to
Evergreen Hollow.
Fanny saw him coming from her bedroom window, ran herself to the door, kissed the dog, almost shook hands with
the black, and for aught I know, eat half the letter after perusal. She desired the servant to tell Mr. Somerset to come
himself that evening for her reply, and she would see him at some particular tree in the park. Mr. Harcourt heard of their
meeting, revoked his interdiction, and now they are just as they were before, with the exception of Fanny’s declaring
she would much rather bear the name of Somerset than Harcourt.
However her papa will not give up his whim; lectures her every evening for liking such a person, yet allows her to
ride out every morning with him, attended by a groom nearly half a mile behind them. They ride horses which would
frighten anyone but Gerald Somerset, and Fanny sees with no other eyes than his.
Mrs. Dalgairas invited me to spend an entire day with Miss Hamilton. I went and she immediately asked some
question about you. I was equally curious, and enquired about Mr. Gambier; and from twelve in the morning till twelve
at night, she continued speaking of him, and left Clifton with, she told me, a great deal she might have said in his
favour unsaid for want of time. He has written to her, and is to continue her constant correspondence.
Julia Jedd is here, and with her she has brought the gentleman she was in love with while at school, her cousin Colin
Jedd. Miss Breadalbane would feel quite mortified if she thought any of her pupils could have married such an
individual. I cannot imagine how a person who displays good taste in every thing else, could be so wholly destitute of
anything like it in this one instance, but she married for love, and of course did not then see his faults, however clearly
they now shine forth. She has been three months Mrs. Jedd, and believes herself the most miserable being under the
sun, because Mr. Jedd never offers her his arm going to dinner when they are alone, never asks her to take wine with
him, says “umph” when he meets her in the morning, does not thank her for anything she does, does not listen when
she speaks, says “run off now like a good girl,” if she offers to bring him a book, lets her bring a chair for herself if she
wishes to sit down, told Sir C. V—, she wished to be thought very fine, and annoys her in sundry other most trifling
ways.
I believe his kindness and attention are all on a large scale. He looks ridiculous near her. Mr. Somerset said they
were so ill suited to each other that it pained him to look at them, and lest the eyes of any of his friends should suffer as
he did, he would be good natured enough to separate them, but for the great trouble of such a thing. I like Mr. Somerset
very much now. I shall tell you why. One evening mamma was sitting near him at Mrs. Dalgairas’ and became faint,
and anxious to return home: no carriage had come, and she did not wish to ask for Mrs. Dalgairas’. He insisted upon
walking to our house and sending the coachman off immediately, though he had to return to drive Count Rostophchin
home, which he does from every party.

44

Mrs. Dalgairas does not approve of your being married without having first seen a little of the world, and thinks you
are much too young to know your own mind. Sir C— says, “The heart that once truly loves never forgets;” and thinks it
is a pity for those who are attached to each other, ever to be separated; that life is too short needlessly to embitter one
hour of it, and that you wrote to him as if most anxious that no delay should take place to your union with Mr. Gambier.
He seems to have forgotten the letter I showed him. His being so much loved could not strike him as singular, as he is
one whom I think anyone would love; but, perhaps, if very intimate with him, I might be of a different opinion—I have
thought thus of those authors, whom from their genius I have been at times tempted to adore. The beautiful turf upon
which we look with delight, seems, on a nearer view, teeming with noxious reptiles; the trees wave as many insects as
leaves in the sun; and blighted branches and overgrown underwood disfigure as we approach the gracefulness of the
forest; the wreaths of ivy that climb along the wall cover the noisome nests of—heaven alone, or some entomologist
knows what. We are glad to abandon the banks of the streams we have seen sparkling in the sunshine, where we
thought we could live forever, when we discover the open mouth of some creature ready to give our heels a nip,
basking by our sides—in the very leaves of flowers there will be found something to shun; perhaps so those characters
we most admire would, on close acquaintance, decline in our estimation. This is a thought in which I revel, it is so
consoling. I am afraid I shall end—not my letter, but my life, by becoming romantic again, and be found some fine
warm evening—nothing could induce me to select a cold one—bathed in the pale moonlight, with my eyes turned up
like Miss Hamilton’s hat.
Really Sir C—s V—r is a person capable of inspiring a daughter of Eve like me with at least a little curiosity. I
caught a glimpse of the ruby cross and chain the other night. Perhaps it is only a relic of Saint Monica’s or St. Teresa’s.
1 think the latter’s most likely, for the sake of a fair namesake of hers.
Mrs. Dalgairas is very ill, now she ought not to have become indisposed just as her friend Sir C—s was going to
make himself happy. I understand the day is fixed, but Miss MacDougal keeps every thing quite secret, and 1 would not
speak to the gentleman on the subject, lest he should think me capable of such an outrage as quizzing.
At dinner, at our house, I had the pleasure of meeting Wellington Althorpe. You remember his calling on me at
school, and waltzing to the tune Amelia Beaumont was practising, till she played so fast as to bring Miss Breadalbane
downstairs. He has been to the top of Mont Blanc, and added to his exterior a tuft on which chin appears to rest, like a
swan upon a blackened wave, which threatens to stretch as far over the table as Captain Kleber’s legs did under it.
Nothing strange in a wave’s flowing, so I shall anticipate being darkened by it one of those evenings. He told me my
old beau Major Terrington had been butchered by the Burmese. I said I never had an old beau. He observed, alluding to
my departed friend the intended Governor, that he once thought I was fond of antiquities. I replied that I supposed that
was the time I used to be charmed by his wit. He said he would give the world to know what would charm me now; he
had climbed Mont Blanc, to endeavour to forget me, and found the nearer heaven he went, the more he thought of me,
and now that he returned to earth’s level he saw no other image than mine. We became sentimental in a superlative
degree, talked of Sion Hills when he was a school-boy, and I not even old enough to be called a school-girl; and amidst
the moving of knives and forks, in fancy we heard the rustling of the terrace trees, and ended dinner with an
acknowledgement on my part that my affections were engaged, and a declaration on his, that he should become
dreadfully dissipated, and that I would be the cause of all he ever did amiss.
While we were speaking, someone alluded to Mrs. Dalgairas’ indisposition. Mr. Somerset observed, taking wine
with the General,
“She will not live long.” The General’s eyes filled with tears, and his hand trembled as he raised a glass to his lips,
and said
“I hope, Sir, you may prove a false prophet.”
“I never do,” replied Mr. Somerset, “she is a dead woman.”
Everyone that heard him looked horror-struck, which Fanny Harcourt observed, and cried out
“Oh! Gerald, say lady, not woman.”
Count Rostophchin groped upon the floor for his handkerchief. I observed the veins of his forehead as if swelling
with emotion; a servant went to aid him in his search, and both servant and he left the room together. He sent word to
mamma that he was taken suddenly ill, but Mrs. Houseman told me he laughed in the drawing-room for an hour after
he left the table. Sir C—s told the General he need not be in the least degree uneasy, as he had had half an hour’s
conversation with Mrs. Dalgairas’ medical attendant before he came out to dinner.
General Somerset left the dining-room with the ladies, greatly to Fanny Harcourt’s delight, until she found it was to
take the Count home.
They went away together, and Fanny sat with me till she saw Mr. Althorpe coming towards us; she then started off,
telling me that such was Gerald’s parting injunction to her.
Perhaps it is as much owing to my own vanity as to his good qualities, but I really like Mr. Althorpe very much. I
have become tired of stripping human characters of their outward seeming, and viewing them as they really are. There
are times when the mind recoils from such employment, as the eyes do from surveying a skeleton. I shall leave this
work for the solitude of Sion Hills; while mixing in the world, such reflections would make a person weep. Away from
it we can, I should say, I can, revel in such close views of human nature, as standing on a rock, we may look upon the
sand-bank sinking, which, while treading upon it, we tried to forget.
Mrs. Harcourt says if Mrs. Dalgairas die, the General will marry Miss Butler. Is it not a shame to be thus meddling
with the most sacred ties in nature? The General said she traveled with him through many climates, shared his fortune
through good and evil, and now he could not fancy what the world would be without her—yet I suppose if she did he
would be resigned, there is such a plentiful stock of resignation in the world. It seems, like mortar in a building, to be
the cement which keeps individuals together. Mrs. Dalgairas speaks as if very fond of you. At the same time, I think
that whenever people appear fond of children (of course I do not mean to insinuate that you are now a child, but when
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she was acquainted with you, you were) they mean to say they are attached to father, mother, nurse, or guardian.
Poor Mrs. Dalgairas! she was given over one night, and Sir C—as and Gerald Somerset remained with the General,
endeavouring to nerve him for the expected event. She is now out of danger, which I am very glad to learn. Gerald
Somerset told me, in the confusion and consternation of the night in question, he had the pleasure of using his
endeavours towards consoling Miss Butler for about two hours, and succeeded in making her dry her tears.
Mr. Somerset seems to take great pains to please the interesting Adelaide wherever he meets her. He is always next
her, and she listens to all he says, and smiles occasionally, repeating the interjections as Amy Bouchier used as school. I
think Miss Butler seems lonely when her ghost-like friend is away, and always makes mamma invite him to our house
now.
I wish you were here, Jessie. If I go to Paris I know not when we may meet. In a world, where death has been
ordered to march on to eternity’s gate without stopping, and make stepping stones of human bodies, the young and the
old, the grave and the gay; and where he has himself chosen to set off in a fashionable gallopade, we know not if we
may ever meet the friends to whom we bid adieu—and in the next world perhaps human affection does not find
admittance.
What can Alphonso be doing? I must go and look at a dress mamma has just received from London, else I should
become sad—fly from the feelings of the heart, to the follies of the toilet.
If you mean to bury yourself at Evilo, I shall, with all its beauties, be tempted to style it “A vile hole.” I wish some
fairy sent you over here. Fanny Harcourt is most anxious to show you Gerald Somerset, and desires me to tell you his
hands are always white.
Fanny wishes to exhibit Mr. Somerset to you, and I want to show you the Misses Turk, with feet like coffins; the
Misses Donegal, who dance as if the floors were heated iron; Mr. Samson, walking the world like the Ghost in Hamlet,
and many others. I met Captain Kleber the other day. Mamma observed,
“Surely, Clara, you cannot intend saluting this odd person.”
It is because he is eccentric I like him; I should like anyone who differed from the generality of mankind. He shook
my hand almost off, and said,
“I was near dying since I saw you, and you did not know it.”
Julia Jedd sends her love to you. She hopes you may be happy. Colin Jedd goes to sleep every evening after dinner,
she says he ought to be stretched across the door to keep the wind from blowing under—as a symptom of love
becoming cool, says I. He tells Julia that she thinks she dances well.
For what did I say I wanted you? I want you only to be near me. Why in this world must we always have something
to regret? My thoughts often return with affection to the bare walls of our school-room, with Jessie and Amelia by my
side; and oftener still do the silent halls of Sion Hills, its tenantless chambers, its gardens and its woods, rise before my
mind’s eye.
What a truly sublime faculty must be that of omnipresence! Without it we must ever have something to regret, some
sunset feeling in the soul. I feel an intense love for particular places. The affections must rest somewhere, and when
you find no human heart to which you could trust them, perhaps they naturally fix upon cities, towns, villages, &c. &c.
&c., there are even particular streets which I love.
Mrs. Houseman is astonished at the length of my letters. I cannot speak as to their weight, but trust you do not find
them heavy. With as many wishes for your happiness as there are leaves on the trees which bloom between us—I am,
dearest Jessie, your devoted friend,
Clara Dean
Clifton
July 28, 1826

12
Whoever has traveled life’s dull round,
Whatever its changes may have been,
May sigh to think he has found
His warmest welcome at an inn.
Gay\fn{Perhaps John Gay (1685-1732) English poet and dramatist}

In a week, owing to the strength of her constitution, and unwearied attention of Doctor Carlton, and the
soothing affection of Gambier, Jessie had perfectly recovered; and in a fortnight the carriages were at the door
awaiting their departure. They were to proceed through Limerick to Dublin, and thence in the Emerald Isle
steampacket to Clifton, as Jessie preferred going there (where she would meet her friend Miss Dean) to
Cheltenham, where she could not avoid seeing her guardian, as he would be sure to visit her when so near him.
Gambier had written to inform him of her illness. Elliot rode towards M—— with the letter, but wishing to pay a
morning visit to a friend, gave a little boy he met, some money to convey it to the post office; the boy meeting the
undertaker of M——, was prevailed upon to yield it to his care, and the porter of the tomb, having
unceremoniously perused it, tore it in pieces and threw it over a hedge, mad with disappointment at finding the
lady out of danger, and himself consequently out of pocket.
Gambier wrote again, intimating his intention of proceeding to Clifton, and requesting Sir Charles to take a
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house for him. The reply he received expressed deep regret at Jessie’s illness, and an intention of coming to Evilo
if they delayed there any time.
Two carriages waited, one in which Gambier and Jessie were to travel, the other for Hardy and Mrs. De La
Fare. Jane leant behind a tree crying; she could not tell for whom until Mrs. O’Neil questioned her, and then said
it was for Mr. Gambier, and got into an hysterical fit of laughter on hearing Hardy recommending Mrs. De La
Fare whatever she neglected, if ever she made a voyage, to be sure and carry an experienced surgeon.
“Take one on board the steam-packet, Mrs. De La Fare,” cried Jane.
“No ship ever goes to Botany Bay without one,” exclaimed Peter.
“Who so fit to master a vessel as a lord of the lancet,” said Hardy, “believe me, Mrs. De La Fare, an
experienced surgeon is the one thing needful.”
“Do you mean to say I will go to New South Wales?” interrogated Mrs. De La Fare sharply, taking her bandbox and umbrella from Peter, who was good-naturedly holding them for her, and adding with a frown, “do not
dare to meddle with my tings, Sa-ar.”
“I think a surgeon (not to speak of the ‘experienced’ ones)” said Jane, “only second to an umbrella in utility.”
“High as my opinion is of the gentlemen I recommend to you, Mrs. De La Fare,” observed Hardy, “I must say
they frequently come beneath such umbrellas as this.”
“I mean to make no voyage, Sa-ar,” said Mrs. De La Fare, “but if I did, I should attend to your instructions.”
“Do you not purpose going to New South Wales?” asked Hardy, with affected astonishment.
“To New South Wales?” cried Mrs. De La Fare with indignation, “it is where dey send de villains and de
ruffians?”
“Millions of Russians!” said Peter, “There are worse Frenchmen in the world than Russians. Mrs. De La Fare,
don’t go to that country, even the birds are a little out of the way there.”
“All lost characters are found there,” cried Jane.
“May be if I went there I would find that broom I missed this morning,” said Peter, running his fingers swiftly
through his perpetually blushing hair as a young lady hurries her over the sweet chords of a harp, and looking at
Mrs. De La Fare.
“You might, Peter,” observed Jane, “and you would not be the first who went there for a sweeping concern.”
“Very little carries some there,” said Hardy.
“And some carry very little there,” retorted Peter.
“Flying far for a trifle,” cried Jane.
“An ill wind bears many there,” remarked Hardy.
“I wish I had my broom!” cried Peter, his violet-coloured eyes yet fixed on Mrs. De La Fare, who listened
attentively, thinking her friend Hardy might be ridiculing her.
“It is in my chamber, Sa-ar,” said she, with a frown. “I took it last night to kill a try-antelope. Jane will bring it
to you.”
“Jane will bring it to me,” said Peter, with an extraordinary drawl.
“That boy is a half-natural,” remarked Mrs. O’Neil, as Peter walked off, she feeling delighted at any disrespect
shown to her rival.
“A naturalist we may say now,” exclaimed Hardy, “since his broom has been turned to an antelope.”
Gambier came to the door, handed Jessie into one of the carriages, and drove off. Mrs. De La Fare, with her
band-box and umbrella, and Hardy, were soon placed side by side, the umbrella and band-box between the lady
and gentleman—things as trifling often separate greater friends. Good-bye was said. Hardy shook Jane’s hand
last, and she was pale as Samuel’s ghost, before the entrance gates closed after both carriages. Soon they appeared
but as clouds of dust upon the road, and then were completely lost to view.
“There is something lonesome about the world,” muttered Jane, as she followed Mrs. O’Neil into the house.
Peter groaned, and wondered how a gentleman could leave so fine a place, when it was all his own, which he
could not quit although one small apartment was all he could claim.
“There be the waves braking on the baach,” cried he, “and Master Francis cannot hear them now. If I went
away I would be crying for all, even the shells that stick in the sand. As it is I feel lonesome, though a boy like me
has no right to feel anything but hungry.”
The bell rang for dinner, and Peter entered at its last chime in place of its first as usual.
Gambier’s party traveled slowly. They remained a few days in Limerick, where Jessie was near suffering a
return of her malady, from the effect which a military funeral they met had on her painfully sensitive nerves. As
the solemn train advanced, every beat of the muffled drum vibrated through her frame, and mournfully struck on
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the despairing chords of her desolate heart; so would her soul’s adored be borne to his silent home, such were the
melancholy notes which would consign him to the cold grave. In tears she sunk into Gambier’s arms, and
conscience whispered to her that the warm heart against which she leant was too confiding for such a being as
she. There might have been a mournful pleasure in mentally dwelling on a hopeless attachment, had she continued
unmarried, but a pang like that of guilt now poisoned such sorrow.
The morning they left limerick, Mrs. De La Fare, with her band-box and her umbrella by her side, stood
talking on the steps of Swinburn’s Hotel to her fellow-traveler, who was eating gingerbread, and listening to a
piper playing “Home, sweet home!” A person wearing the garb and appearance of a Methodist preacher,
approached with shining hair and elevated brows, and fixing his eyes, one of which was covered with a green
shade, on the sombre dress of this “widowed wife and married maid,” said, with a peculiarly inharmonious nasal
twang,
“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord; Job, chapter 1, verse 21.”
“Verily,” exclaimed Mrs. De La Fare to Hardy, “dis be a holy city, where wisdom goeth about de street.”
“Where gingerbread goeth about the street,” cried a beggar boy, rushing between her and Hardy to snatch a
cake the latter had thrown to a weeping child.
“That urchin is so eager in pursuit of what is good,” said Hardy, “that he sets at naught all other claims to its
possession.”
“De rude boy!” exclaimed Mrs. De La Fare, “he was near throwing me down.”
“No very great crime,” observed Hardy, “to attempt lowering the fare at the door of an inn.”
“I do not think it right to knock a person down at an hotel door, or any door,” said the Frenchwoman, looking
indignantly at Hardy.
“Travelers generally come down at the inns,” remarked he.
“I am sure no one would like to be knocked down by de beggar boy,” resumed Mrs. De La Fare, arranging her
bonnet, in which Hardy endeavoured to aid her, saying,
“Now, Madam, let us hope we may not again have to touch such so sad a string.”
“Leave my strings alone, Mr. Hardy.”
“When bows touch strings, they more generally produce harmony than discord,” said Hardy.
“I hate de Irish,” observed Mrs. De La Fare. “Mr. Hardy, I taught you had compassion for me.”
“Come passion; for Mrs. De La Fare!” cried he. “Collins was inspired by all the passions, but alas, I am
inspired but by one.”
“I hate de Irish,” reiterated Mrs. De La Fare.
“I shall not say a word in favour of Irishmen,” said Hardy, "being one myself; but the Irish ladies stand alone,
like their native land.”
“Green and cold,” remarked the old man who came up the steps to sell brooms, with a knowing look at the
Frenchwoman; which she considered most improper.
“Your wit blooms and chills in one breath, my friend,” said Hardy, giving the old man some money.
“May the girl you love be as venomless at heart as St. Patrick left our island, and a long life and happy death to
you,” ejaculated the old man.
“Play us ‘The Limerick Lasses,’” cried Hardy to the piper, “Jane is a Limerick girl.”
“Jane!” repeated Mrs. De La Fare with astonishment, “can it be possible Monsieur Hardy tinks of Jane.”
“It is very foolish of me to do so, so I do not wonder at your surprise. To ensure the possession of perfect peace
of mind, a man ought to pass through the world disengaged as a bullet in the air.”
“And make a great hit when you least expect it,” said the broom-man.
“You have given me a hit I did not expect, my friend,” exclaimed Hardy. “What detains you?”
“Your metal has fixed me here,” replied the old man; looking at his money; “I like stopping where I make a
lucky hit.”
“Money has made many a man fix upon a step,” remarked Hardy.
“Jane would never do for you—she laughs too much,” observed Mrs. De La Fare.
“I feared so myself,” said he; “gay girls, who have a word to say to every one, seldom have much or any heart.
Still, I am very fond of Jane.”
“If you be, why don’t you make her de proposal?” enquired Mrs. De La Fare, looking much annoyed.
“I attempted to do so once,” said Hardy, “and could not speak of anything but the weather. When I found all
the voices around me, I apologised for being so dull, and she laughed, telling me she liked variety in a subject,
and that the weather was as full of it as myself.”
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“Indeed, Monsieur Hardy,” observed Mrs. De La Fare, “I tink a wise steady person, who would take care of de
money, and perhaps have some herself, would be best for you.”
“I could scarcely hope to gain wisdom now,” replied he, "and what would be the pleasure of money with one
by your side with whom you could not enjoy it; whereas a man might even labour with pleasure for a girl he
loved.”
“If you taught all that,” said the Frenchwoman, “what for did you leave Mademoiselle Jane?”
“That is what I ask myself,” he replied. “I wrote her a letter, and she brought it to me to read for her,
pretending she could not decypher it. I took it from her, and tore it to atoms, I felt so foolish, and she quietly told
me the writing was illegible, but my hand too good to be thrown away. I felt struck dumb at once. She said she
perceived I was about to bury my love, as mutes always attend funerals, and then ran away to laugh at my
stupidity.”
“If I were you, I would tink no more of her, Sa-ar; I heard her deteriorate you above all de men she ever met.”
“Indeed!” exclaimed Hardy. “I sent Knox to propose for me to her, and he, it seems, did so for himself: then I
sent Elliot, and she told him, it was so long a period since the proposal was first moved, it had better remain a
little longer in agitation; and sent Peter to know if I had a message for him, and even told Mrs. O’Neil I had
something to say her.”
“Make her jealous,” said the broom-maker, seating himself comfortably down.
“What! You are listening here still!” cried Hardy.
“I try to make myself agreeable wherever I am,” replied the old man, laughing.
“Mr. Gambier promised me the North Lodge, rent-free, whenever I married,” said Hardy; “but Jane thinks I am
only ridiculing her, because I am obliged to make light of my unsuccessful efforts, and now calls me an ‘Irish
Agitator.’”
“Thus owning that you agitate her,” said the broom-seller; “propose at once, never leave love time to cool.”
“When I return I shall become serious,” resumed Hardy, “and then, perhaps, she will believe me sincere; I will
copy the methodistical person who was here awhile ago.”
“Appear particularly pious when you want to succeed in anything,” said the broom-seller, “nothing takes in the
world like religion.”
“Women at least are frequently won by the devotion of men, I think,” observed Hardy, presenting his arm to
Mrs. De La Fare, as the carriage came to the door.
“Monsieur Hardy!” cried she, “where, where, is my band-box gone, and my umbrella for which I gave dirty
shillings?”
“Because the umbrellas was to be washed by the rain,” said the vendor of brooms.
“Oh! where is my band-box?” exclaimed Mrs. De La Fare, alternately looking behind the scraper, over the
parapet, and in Hardy’s face, and starting with indignation as she detected the old man measuring her
extraordinary breadth with the handle of one of his brooms.
“Shame!” cried Hardy. “Can you not see the lady is in a bustle?”
“Saint Patrick!” ejaculated the old man.
“Oh! Monsieur Hardy!” exclaimed Mrs. De La Fare, “what shall I do?”
“It was certainly the methodistical-looking man who took it,” observed Hardy, laughing.
“It was not here since I came,” remarked the broom-seller, moving his feet and looking under them.
“The vanities of the world forsake us, as we journey on,” said Hardy.
“Did you see de band-box?” said Mrs. De La Fare, to a man who was passing.
“Did I see my great-great-grandmother!” cried he, and without the least delay continued his pace.
“Well! dis is a miserable world!” exclaimed the Frenchwoman.
“The prospects we have before us, may sometimes be sufficient to damp us a little,” observed Hardy, looking
at Mrs. De La Fare’s cheeks, wet with tears; “but the world is a pleasant world; it depends very much on ourself,
to make our happiness in it, and we are very ungrateful if we complain. If you had not this band-box to fret about,
you would be grieving for Laurent De La Fare.”
“And well I might mourn for him!” sighed she.
“Well, do so, at some more appropriate time,” said Hardy, “do not fret for me.”
“For you!” exclaimed Mrs. De La Fare, shaking her head. “I think I am as good as a band-box.”
“You are satisfied wid yourself,” said the Frenchwoman, drying her eyes.
“But not satisfied with you,” rejoined Hardy, “you must be sorrowing about something. When I hear people
say the world is a sad one, I think they ought to be under the care of a physician.”
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“In the steam-vessel moving down the beautiful Bay of Dublin, the silence on the deck was disturbed by eager
enquiries concerning the health of Mistresses Galloway, Fairlee, Saunderson, and Johnstone, made by Mrs.
Jackson, to each lady’s different lord, until Jessie (being in rather a discomposed state of mind) became weary of
the appellative Mrs., and wished the gentlemen all unmarried. She retired to the cabin, crowded with the ladies,
about whom the enquiries had been made, and, reclining on a sofa, tried to forget in the pages of “Vivian Gray,”
herself, and the group around her, notwithstanding the whispers of beautiful, unconscious, married, confound,
astound, &c. &c. &c., which were instantly in circulation. She was not in the least degree vain, though beauty ran
through every vein, which, soft as the lines on a rose-leaf, shone through her delicate cheek. Hers was that beauty,
which, like a fine sunset, the imagination best can trace—full of expression, a sort of rainbow of every sweet
feeling, each blended into the other. …
142.18 1. Grace 2. The Dead 3. The Boarding House 4. Araby 5. A Little Cloud 6. A Painful Case 7. Ivy Day In
The Committee Room 8. Counterparts 9. The Sisters: Nine Short Stories\fn{by James Augustine Aloysius Joyce (18821941)} Dublin, Ireland (M) 34
1
There was no hope for him this time: it was the third stroke. Night after night I had passed the house (it was
vacation time) and studied the lighted square of window: and night after night I had found it lighted in the same
way, faintly and evenly. If he was dead, I thought, I would see the reflection of candles on the darkened blind for I
knew that two candles must be set at the head of a corpse. He had often said to me: “I am not long for this world,”
and I had thought his words idle.
Now I knew they were true. Every night as I gazed up at the window I said softly to myself the word paralysis.
It had always sounded strangely in my ears, like the word gnomon in the Euclid and the word simony in the
Catechism. But now it sounded to me like the name of some malfeasant and sinful being. It filled me with fear,
and yet I longed to be nearer to it and to look upon its deadly work.
Old Cotter was sitting at the fire, smoking, when I came downstairs to supper. While my aunt was ladling out
my stirabout\fn{A porridge of oatmeal or cornmeal boiled in water or milk and stirred; also oatmeal cooked in hot drippings with
constant stirring} he said, as if returning to some former remark of his:
“No, I wouldn’t say he was exactly … but there was something queer … there was something uncanny about
him. I’ll tell you my opinion …”
He began to puff. at his pipe, no doubt arranging his opinion in his mind. Tiresome old fool! When we knew
him first he used to be rather interesting, talking of faints and worms; but I soon grew tired of him and his endless
stories about the distillery.
“I have my own theory about it,” he said. “I think it was one of those … peculiar cases … But it’s hard to say
…” He began to puff. again at his pipe without giving us his theory. My uncle saw me staring and said to me:
“Well, so your old friend is gone, you’ll be sorry to hear.”
“Who?” said I.
“Father Flynn.”
“Is he dead?”
“Mr. Cotter here has just told us. He was passing by the house.”
I knew that I was under observation so I continued eating as if the news had not interested me. My uncle
explained to old Cotter.
“The youngster and he were great friends. The old chap taught him a great deal, mind you; and they say he had
a great wish for him.”
“God have mercy on his soul,” said my aunt piously.
Old Cotter looked at me for a while. I felt that his little beady black eyes were examining me but I would not
satisfy him by looking up from my plate. He returned to his pipe and finally spat rudely into the grate.
“I wouldn’t like children of mine,” he said, “to have too much to say to a man like that.”
“How do you mean, Mr. Cotter?” asked my aunt.
“What I mean is,” said old Cotter, “it’s bad for children. My idea is: let a young lad run about and play with
young lads of his own age and not be … Am I right, Jack?”
“That’s my principle, too,” said my uncle. “Let him learn to box his corner. That’s what I’m always saying to
that Rosicrucian there:\fn{A derogatory (in this case) allusion to one who claimed to belong to a secret society of philosophers deeply
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versed in the secrets of nature, supposedly founded originally in 15 th century Germany by one Christian Rosenkreuz; the name in English
depends upon the Latinized form of the German (Rosaecrucis)} take exercise. Why, when I was a nipper every morning of

my life I had a cold bath, winter and summer. And that’s what stands to me now. Education is all very fine and
large … Mr. Cotter might take a pick of that leg of mutton,” he added to my aunt.
“No, no, not for me,” said old Cotter. My aunt brought the dish from the safe and put it on the table.
“But why do you think it’s not good for children, Mr. Cotter?” she asked.
“It’s bad for children,” said old Cotter, “because their minds are so impressionable. When children see things
like that, you know, it has an effect …”
I crammed my mouth with stirabout for fear I might give utterance to my anger. Tiresome old red-nosed
imbecile!
It was late when I fell asleep. Though I was angry with old Cotter for alluding to me as a child, I puzzled my
head to extract meaning from his unfinished sentences. In the dark of my room I imagined that I saw again the
heavy gray face of the paralytic. I drew the blankets over my head and tried to think of Christmas. But the gray
face still followed me. It murmured; and I understood that it desired to confess something. I felt my soul receding
into some pleasant and vicious region; and there again I found it waiting for me. It began to confess to me in a
murmuring voice and I wondered why it smiled continually and why the lips were so moist with spittle. But then I
remembered that it had died of paralysis and I felt that I too was smiling feebly as if to absolve the simoniac of his
sin.
*
The next morning after breakfast I went down to look at the little house in Great Britain Street. It was an
unassuming shop, registered under the vague name of Drapery. The drapery consisted mainly of children’s
booties and umbrellas; and on ordinary days a notice used to hang in the window, saying: Umbrellas Recovered . No
notice was visible now for the shutters were up. A crape bouquet was tied to the door-knocker with ribbon. Two
poor women and a telegram boy were reading the card pinned on the crape. I also approached and read:
July 1st , 1895
The Rev. James Flynn
(formerly of
S. Catherine’s Church, Meath Street),
aged sixty-five years.
R.I.P.
The reading of the card persuaded me that he was dead and I was disturbed to find myself at check. Had he not
been dead I would have gone into the little dark room behind the shop to find him sitting in his armchair by the
fire, nearly smothered in his greatcoat. Perhaps my aunt would have given me a packet of High Toast for him and
this present would have roused him from his stupefied doze. It was always I who emptied the packet into his black
snuff-box for his hands trembled too much to allow him to do this without spilling half the snuff about the floor.
Even as he raised his large trembling hand to his nose little clouds of smoke dribbled through his fingers over the
front of his coat. It may have been these constant showers of snuff which gave his ancient priestly garments their
green faded look for the red handkerchief, blackened, as it always was, with the snuff-stains of a week, with
which he tried to brush away the fallen grains, was quite inefficacious.
I wished to go in and look at him but I had not the courage to knock. I walked away slowly along the sunny
side of the street, reading all the theatrical advertisements in the shop windows as I went.
I found it strange that neither I nor the day seemed in a mourning mood and I felt even annoyed at discovering
in myself a sensation of freedom as if I had been freed from something by his death. I wondered at this for, as my
uncle had said the night before, he had taught me a great deal.
He had studied in the Irish college in Rome and he had taught me to pronounce Latin properly. He had told me
stories about the catacombs and about Napoleon Bonaparte, and he had explained to me the meaning of the
different ceremonies of the Mass and of the different vestments worn by the priest. Sometimes he had amused
himself by putting difficult questions to me, asking me what one should do in certain circumstances or whether
such and such sins were mortal or venial or only imperfections.
His questions showed me how complex and mysterious were certain institutions of the Church which I had
always regarded as the simplest acts. The duties of the priest towards the Eucharist and towards the secrecy of the
confessional seemed so grave to me that I wondered how anybody had ever found in himself the courage to
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undertake them; and I was not surprised when he told me that the fathers of the Church had written books as thick
as the Post Office Directory and as closely printed as the law notices in the newspaper, elucidating all these
intricate questions.
Often when I thought of this I could make no answer or only a very foolish and halting one upon which he
used to smile and nod his head twice or thrice. Sometimes he used to put me through the responses of the Mass
which he had made me learn by heart; and, as I pattered, he used to smile pensively and nod his head, now and
then pushing huge pinches of snuff up each nostril alternately. When he smiled he used to uncover his big
discolored teeth and let his tongue lie upon his lower lip—a habit which had made me feel uneasy in the
beginning of our acquaintance before I knew him well.
As I walked along in the sun I remembered old Cotter’s words and tried to remember what had happened afterwards in the dream. I remembered that I had noticed long velvet curtains and a swinging lamp of antique fashion.
I felt that I had been very far away, in some land where the customs were strange—in Persia, I thought … but I
could not remember the end of the dream.
*
In the evening my aunt took me with her to visit the house of mourning. It was after sunset; but the windowpanes of the houses that looked to the west reflected the tawny gold of a great bank of clouds. Nannie received us
in the hall; and, as it would have been unseemly to have shouted at her,\fn{ A normal greeting on the street for certain ages
and sexes and times in certain areas of the world, such as this one } my aunt shook hands with her for all. The old woman
pointed upwards interrogatively and, on my aunt’s nodding, proceeded to toil up the narrow staircase before us,
her bowed head being scarcely above the level of the banister-rail. At the first landing she stopped and beckoned
us forward encouragingly towards the open door of the dead-room. My aunt went in and the old woman, seeing
that I hesitated to enter, began to beckon to me again repeatedly with her hand.
I went in on tiptoe. The room through the lace end of the blind was suffused with dusky golden light amid
which the candles looked like pale thin flames. He had been coffined. Nannie gave the lead and we three knelt
down at the foot of the bed. I pretended to pray but I could not gather my thoughts because the old woman’s
mutterings distracted me. I noticed how clumsily her skirt was hooked at the back and how the heels of her cloth
boots were trodden down all to one side. The fancy came to me that the old priest was smiling as he lay there in
his coffin.
But no. When we rose and went up to the head of the bed I saw that he was not smiling. There he lay, solemn
and copious, vested as for the altar, his large hands loosely retaining a chalice. His face was very truculent, gray
and massive, with black cavernous nostrils and circled by a scanty white fur. There was a heavy odor in the room
—the flowers.
We crossed ourselves and came away. In the little room downstairs we found Eliza seated in his armchair in
state. I groped my way towards my usual chair in the corner while Nannie went to the sideboard and brought out a
decanter of sherry and some wine glasses. She set these on the table and invited us to take a little glass of wine.
Then, at her sister’s bidding, she filled out the sherry into the glasses and passed them to us. She pressed me to
take some cream crackers also but I declined because I thought I would make too much noise eating them. She
seemed to be somewhat disappointed at my refusal and went over quietly to the sofa where she sat down behind
her sister. No one spoke: we all gazed at the empty fireplace. My aunt waited until Eliza sighed and then said:
“Ah, well, he’s gone to a better world.”
Eliza sighed again and bowed her head in assent. My aunt fingered the stem of her wine-glass before sipping a
little.
“Did he … peacefully?” she asked.
“Oh, quite peacefully, ma’am,” said Eliza. “You couldn’t tell when the breath went out of him. He had a
beautiful death, God be praised.”
“And everything …?”
“Father O’Rourke was in with him a Tuesday and anointed him and prepared him and all.”
“He knew then?”
“He was quite resigned.”
“He looks quite resigned,” said my aunt.
“That’s what the woman we had in to wash him said. She said he just looked as if he was asleep, he looked that
peaceful and resigned. No one would think he’d make such a beautiful corpse.”
“Yes, indeed,” said my aunt. She sipped a little more from her glass and said:
“Well, Miss Flynn, at any rate it must be a great comfort for you to know that you did all you could for him.
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You were both very kind to him, I must say.”
Eliza smoothed her dress over her knees.
“Ah, poor James!” she said. “God knows we done all we could, as poor as we are—we wouldn’t see him want
anything while he was in it.”
Nannie had leaned her head against the sofa-pillow and seemed about to fall asleep.
“There’s poor Nannie,” said Eliza, looking at her, “she’s wore out. All the work we had, she and me, getting in
the woman to wash him and then laying him out and then the coffin and then arranging about the Mass in the
chapel. Only for Father O’Rourke I don’t know what we’d done at all. It was him brought us all them flowers and
them two candlesticks out of the chapel and wrote out the notice for the Freeman’s General and took charge of all
the papers for the cemetery and poor James’s insurance.”
“Wasn’t that good of him?” said my aunt. Eliza closed her eyes and shook her head slowly.
“Ah, there’s no friends like the old friends,” she said, “when all is said and done, no friends that a body can
trust.”
“Indeed, that’s true,” said my aunt. “And I’m sure now that he’s gone to his eternal reward he won’t forget you
and all your kindness to him.”
“Ah, poor James!” said Eliza. “He was no great trouble to us. You wouldn’t hear him in the house any more
than now. Still, I know he’s gone and all to that …”
“It’s when it’s all over that you’ll miss him,” said my aunt.
“I know that,” said Eliza. “I won’t be bringing him in his cup of beef-tea any more, nor you, ma’am, sending
him his snuff. Ah, poor James!” She stopped, as if she were communing with the past and then said shrewdly:
“Mind you, I noticed there was something queer coming over him latterly. Whenever I’d bring in his soup to
him there I’d find him with his breviary fallen to the floor, lying back in the chair and his mouth open.” She laid a
finger against her nose and frowned: then she continued:
“But still and all he kept on saying that before the summer was over he’d go out for a drive one fine day just to
see the old house again where we were all born down in Irishtown and take me and Nannie with him. If we could
only get one of them newfangled carriages that makes no noise that Father O’Rourke told him about, them with
the rheumatic\fn{Pneumatic} wheels, for the day cheap—he said, at Johnny Rush’s over the way there and drive out
the three of us together of a Sunday evening. He had his mind set on that … Poor James!”
“The Lord have mercy on his soul!” said my aunt. Eliza took out her handkerchief and wiped her eyes with it.
Then she put it back again in her pocket and gazed into the empty grate for some time without speaking.
“He was too scrupulous always,” she said. “The duties of the priesthood was too much for him. And then his
life was, you might say, crossed.”
“Yes,” said my aunt. “He was a disappointed man. You could see that.”
A silence took possession of the little room and, under cover of it, I approached the table and tasted my sherry
and then returned quietly to my chair in the corner. Eliza seemed to have fallen into a deep reverie. We waited
respectfully for her to break the silence: and after a long pause she said slowly:
“It was that chalice he broke … that was the beginning of it. Of course, they say it was all right, that it
contained nothing, I mean. But still … they say it was the boy’s fault. But poor James was so nervous, God be
merciful to him!”
“And was that it?” said my aunt. “I heard something …” Eliza nodded.
“That affected his mind,” she said. “After that he began to mope by himself, talking to no one and wandering
about by himself. So one night he was wanted for to go on a call and they couldn’t find him anywhere. They
looked high up and low down; and still they couldn’t see a sight of him anywhere. So then the clerk suggested to
try the chapel. So then they got the keys and opened the chapel and the clerk and Father O’Rourke and another
priest that was there brought in a light for to look for him. And what do you think but there he was, sitting up by
himself in the dark in his confession-box, wide-awake and laughing-like softly to himself?”
She stopped suddenly as if to listen. I too listened; but there was no sound in the house: and I knew that the old
priest was lying still in his coffin as we had seen him, solemn and truculent in death, an idle chalice on his breast.
Eliza resumed:
“Wide-awake and laughing-like to himself … So then, of course, when they saw that, that made them think
that there was something gone wrong with him …”
2
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It was Joe Dillon who introduced the Wild West to us.
He had a little library made up of old numbers of The Union Jack, Pluck and The Halfpenny Marvel. Every
evening after school we met in his back garden and arranged Indian battles. He and his fat young brother Leo, the
idler, held the loft of the stable while we tried to carry it by storm; or we fought a pitched battle on the grass. But,
however well we fought, we never won siege or battle and all our bouts ended with Joe Dillon’s war dance of victory. His parents went to eight-o’clock mass every morning in Gardiner Street and the peaceful odor of Mrs. Dillon was prevalent in the hall of the house. But he played too fiercely for us who were younger and more timid. He
looked like some kind of an Indian when he capered round the garden, an old tea-cozy on his head, beating a tin
with his fist and yelling:
“Ya! yaka, yaka, yaka!”
Everyone was incredulous when it was reported that he had a vocation for the priesthood.
Nevertheless it was true. A spirit of unruliness diffused itself among us and, under its influence, differences of
culture and constitution were waived. We banded ourselves together, some boldly, some in jest and some almost
in fear: and of the number of these latter, the reluctant Indians who were afraid to seem studious or lacking in robustness, I was one.
The adventures related in the literature of the Wild West were remote from my nature but, at least, they opened
doors of escape. I liked better some American detective stories which were traversed from time to time by unkempt fierce and beautiful girls. Though there was nothing wrong in these stories and though their intention was
sometimes literary they were circulated secretly at school. One day when Father Butler was hearing the four pages
of Roman History clumsy Leo Dillon was discovered with a copy of The Halfpenny Marvel.
“This page or this page? This page? Now, Dillon, up!”
“‘Hardly had the day …’
“Go on! What day?”
“‘Hardly had the day dawned …’
“Have you studied it? What have you there in your pocket?”
Everyone’s heart palpitated as Leo Dillon handed up the paper and everyone assumed an innocent face. Father
Butler turned over the pages, frowning.
“What is this rubbish?” he said. “The Apache Chief! Is this what you read instead of studying your Roman
History? Let me not find any more of this wretched stuff in this college. The man who wrote it, I suppose, was
some wretched fellow who writes these things for a drink. I’m surprised at boys like you, educated, reading such
stuff. I could understand it if you were … National School boys.\fn{ Boys whose lives in primary education would otherwise
be spent in the comparative wretchedness of Public School:H } Now, Dillon, I advise you strongly, get at your work or …”
This rebuke during the sober hours of school paled much of the glory of the Wild West for me and the
confused puffy face of Leo Dillon awakened one of my consciences. But when the restraining influence of the
school was at a distance I began to hunger again for wild sensations, for the escape which those chronicles of disorder alone seemed to offer me.
The mimic warfare of the evening became at last as wearisome to me as the routine of school in the morning
because I wanted real adventures to happen to myself. But real adventures, I reflected, do not happen to people
who remain at home: they must be sought abroad.
*
The summer holidays were near at hand when I made up my mind to break out of the weariness of school life
for one day at least.
With Leo Dillon and a boy named Mahony I planned a day’s miching.\fn{ Mischief} Each of us saved up
sixpence. We were to meet at ten in the morning on the Canal Bridge. Mahony’s big sister was to write an excuse
for him and Leo Dillon was to tell his brother to say he was sick.
We arranged to go along the Wharf Road until we came to the ships, then to cross in the ferryboat and walk out
to see the Pigeon House. Leo Dillon was afraid we might meet Father Butler or someone out of the college; but
Mahony asked, very sensibly, what would Father Butler be doing out at the Pigeon House.
We were reassured: and I brought the first stage of the plot to an end by collecting sixpence from the other two,
at the same time showing them my own sixpence. When we were making the last arrangements on the eve we
were all vaguely excited. We shook hands, laughing, and Mahony said:
“Till tomorrow, mates!”
That night I slept badly.
In the morning I was firstcomer to the bridge as I lived nearest. I hid my books in the long grass near the ash
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pit at the end of the garden where nobody ever came and hurried along the canal bank. It was a mild sunny morning in the first week of June. I sat up on the coping of the bridge admiring my frail canvas shoes which I had diligently pipe-clayed overnight and watching the docile horses pulling a tram-load of business people up the hill. All
the branches of the tall trees which lined the mall were gay with little light green leaves and the sunlight slanted
through them on to the water. The granite stone of the bridge was beginning to be warm and I began to pat it with
my hands in time to an air in my head.
I was very happy.
When I had been sitting there for five or ten minutes I saw Mahony’s gray suit approaching. He came up the
hill, smiling, and clambered up beside me on the bridge. While we were waiting he brought out the catapult which
bulged from his inner pocket and explained some improvements which he had made in it. I asked him why he had
brought it and he told me he had brought it to have some gas with the birds.
Mahony used slang freely, and spoke of Father Butler as Old Bunser. We waited on for a quarter of an hour
more but still there was no sign of Leo Dillon. Mahony, at last, jumped down and said:
“Come along. I knew Fatty’d funk it.”
“And his sixpence?” I said.
“That’s forfeit,” said Mahony. “And so much the better for us—a bob and a tanner instead of a bob.”
We walked along the North Strand Road till we came to the Vitriol Works and then turned to the right along the
Wharf Road. Mahony began to play the Indian as soon as we were out of public sight. He chased a crowd of
ragged girls, brandishing his unloaded catapult and, when two ragged boys began, out of chivalry, to fling stones
at us, he proposed that we should charge them. I objected that the boys were too small, and so we walked on, the
ragged troop screaming after us, “Swaddlers! Swaddlers!” thinking that we were Protestants because Mahony,
who was dark-complexioned, wore the silver badge of a cricket club in his cap.
When we came to the Smoothing Iron we arranged a siege; but it was a failure because you must have at least
three. We revenged ourselves on Leo Dillon by saying what a funk he was and guessing how many he would get
at three o’clock from Mr. Ryan.
We came then near the river. We spent a long time walking about the noisy streets flanked by high stone walls,
watching the working of cranes and engines and often being shouted at for our immobility by the drivers of
groaning carts.
It was noon when we reached the quays and, as all the laborers seemed to be eating their lunches, we bought
two big currant buns and sat down to eat them on some metal piping beside the river. We pleased ourselves with
the spectacle of Dublin’s commerce—the barges signaled from far away by their curls of woolly smoke, the
brown fishing fleet beyond Ringsend, the big white sailing vessel which was being discharged\fn{ Un-loaded} on
the opposite quay.
Mahony said it would be right skit to run away to sea on one of those big ships and even I, looking at the high
masts, saw, or imagined, the geography which had been scantily dosed to me at school gradually taking substance
under my eyes. School and home seemed to recede from us and their influences upon us seemed to wane.
We crossed the Liffey in the ferryboat, paying our toll to be transported in the company of two laborers and a
little Jew with a bag. We were serious to the point of solemnity, but once during the short voyage our eyes met
and we laughed.
When we landed we watched the discharging of the graceful three-master which we had observed from the
other quay. Some bystander said that she was a Norwegian vessel. I went to the stem and tried to decipher the legend upon it but, failing to do so, I came back and examined the foreign sailors to see had any of them green eyes
for I had some confused notion …
The sailors’ eyes were blue and gray and even black. The only sailor whose eyes could have been called green
was a tall man who amused the crowd on the quay by calling out cheerfully every time the planks fell:
“All right! All right!”
Then we were tired of this sight we wandered slowly into Ringsend.
The day had grown sultry, and in the windows of the grocers’ shops musty biscuits lay bleaching. We bought
some biscuits and chocolate which we ate sedulously as we wandered through the squalid streets where the families of the fishermen live. We could find no dairy and so we went into a huckster’s shop and bought a bottle of
raspberry lemonade each. Refreshed by this, Mahony chased a cat down a lane, but the cat escaped into a wide
field. We both felt rather tired and when we reached the field we made at once for a sloping bank over the ridge of
which we could see the Dodder.
It was too late and we were too tired to carry out our project of visiting the Pigeon House. We had to be home
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before four o’clock lest our adventure should be discovered. Mahony looked regretfully at his catapult and I had
to suggest going home by train before he regained any cheerfulness. The sun went in behind some clouds and left
us to our jaded thoughts and the crumbs of our provisions.
There was nobody but ourselves in the field.
*
When we had lain on the bank for some time without speaking I saw a man approaching from the far end of
the field. I watched him lazily as I chewed one of those green stems on which girls tell fortunes. He came along
by the bank slowly. He walked with one hand upon his hip and in the other hand he held a stick with which he
tapped the turf lightly. He was shabbily dressed in a suit of greenish-black and wore what we used to call a jerry
hat with a high crown. He seemed to be fairly old for his mustache was ashen-gray. When he passed at our feet he
glanced up at us quickly and then continued his way. We followed him with, our eyes and saw that when he had
gone on for perhaps fifty paces he turned about and began to retrace his steps. He walked towards us very slowly,
always tapping the ground with his stick, so slowly that I thought he was looking for something in the grass.
He stopped when he came level with us and bade us good-day. We answered him and he sat down beside us on
the slope slowly and with great care. He began to talk of the weather, saying that it would be a very hot summer
and adding that the seasons had changed greatly since he was a boy—a long time ago. He said that the happiest
time of one’s life was undoubtedly one’s schoolboy days and that he would give anything to be young again.
While he expressed these sentiments which bored us a little we kept silent.
Then he began to talk of school and of books. He asked us whether we had read the poetry of Thomas Moore
or the works of Sir Walter Scott and Lord Lytton. I pretended that I had read every book he mentioned so that in
the end he said:
“Ah, I can see you are a bookworm like myself. Now,” he added, pointing to Mahony who was regarding us
with open eyes, “he is different; he goes in for games.” He said he had all Sir Walter Scott’s works and all Lord
Lytton’s works at home and never tired of reading them.
“Of course,” he said, “there were some of Lord Lytton’s works which boys couldn’t read.”
Mahony asked why couldn’t boys read them—a question which agitated and pained me because I was afraid
the man would think I was as stupid as Mahony. The man, however, only smiled. I saw that he had great gaps in
his mouth between his yellow teeth. Then he asked us which of us had the most sweethearts. Mahony mentioned
lightly that he had three totties. The man asked me how many I had. I answered that I had none. He did not
believe me and said he was sure I must have one. I was silent.
“Tell us,” said Mahony pertly to the man, “how many have you yourself?”
The man smiled as before and said that when he was our age he had lots of sweethearts.
“Every boy,” he said, “has a little sweetheart.”
His attitude on this point struck me as strangely liberal in a man of his age. In my heart I thought that what he
said about boys and sweethearts was reasonable. But I disliked the words in his mouth and I wondered why he
shivered once or twice as if he feared something or felt a sudden chill.
As he proceeded I noticed that his accent was good. He began to speak to us about girls, saying what nice soft
hair they had and how soft their hands were and how all girls were not so good as they seemed to be if one only
knew. There was nothing he liked, he said, so much as looking at a nice young girl, at her nice white hands and
her beautiful soft hair. He gave me the impression that he was repeating something which he had learned by heart
or that, magnetized by some words of his own speech, his mind was slowly circling round and round in the same
orbit. At times he spoke as if he were simply alluding to some fact that everybody knew, and at times he lowered
his voice and spoke mysteriously as if he were telling us something secret which he did not wish others to
overhear. He repeated his phrases over and over again, varying them and surrounding them with his monotonous
voice. I continued to gaze towards the foot of the slope, listening to him.
After a long while his monologue paused. He stood up slowly, saying that he had to leave us for a minute or
so, a few minutes, and, without changing the direction of my gaze, I saw him walking slowly away from us
towards the near end of the field. We remained silent when he had gone. After a silence of a few minutes I heard
Mahony exclaim:
“I say! Look what he’s doing!” As I neither answered nor raised my eyes Mahony exclaimed again:
“I say … he’s a queer old josser!”
“In case he asks us for our names,” I said, “let you be Murphy and I’ll be Smith.”
We said nothing further to each other. I was still considering whether I would go away or not when the man
came back and sat down beside us again. Hardly had he sat down when Mahony, catching sight of the cat which
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had escaped him, sprang up and pursued her across the field. The man and I watched the chase. The cat escaped
once more and Mahony began to throw stones at the wall she had escaladed. Desisting from this, he began to
wander about the far end of the field, aimlessly.
After an interval the man spoke to me. He said that my friend was a very rough boy and asked did he get
whipped often at school. I was going to reply indignantly that we were not National School boys to be whipped,
as he called it; but I remained silent. He began to speak on the subject of chastising boys.
His mind, as if magnetized again by his speech, seemed to circle slowly round and round its new center. He
said that when boys were that kind they ought to be whipped and well whipped. When a boy was rough and
unruly there was nothing would do him any good but a good sound whipping. A slap on the hand or a box on the
ear was no good: what he wanted was to get a nice warm whipping.
I was surprised at this sentiment and involuntarily glanced up at his face. As I did so I met the gaze of a pair of
bottle-green eyes peering at me from under a twitching forehead. I turned my eyes away again.
The man continued his monologue. He seemed to have forgotten his recent liberalism. He said that if ever he
found a boy talking to girls or having a girl for a sweetheart he would whip him and whip him; and that would
teach him not to be talking to girls. And if a boy had a girl for a sweetheart and told lies about it then he would
give him such a whipping as no boy ever got in this world.
He said that there was nothing in this world he would like so well as that. He described to me how he would
whip such a boy as if he were unfolding some elaborate mystery. He would love that, he said, better than anything
in this world; and his voice, as he led me monotonously through the mystery, grew almost affectionate and
seemed to plead with me that I should understand him.
I waited till his monologue paused again. Then I stood up abruptly. Lest I should betray my agitation I delayed
a few moments pretending to fix my shoe properly and then, saying that I was obliged to go, I bade him good-day.
*
I went up the slope calmly but my heart was beating quickly with fear that he would seize me by the ankles.
When I reached the top of the slope I turned round and, without looking at him, called loudly across the field:
“Murphy!”
My voice had an accent of forced bravery in it and I was ashamed of my paltry stratagem. I had to call the
name again before Mahony saw me and hallooed in answer.
How my heart beat as he came running across the field to me!
He ran as if to bring me aid. And I was penitent; for in my heart I had always despised him a little.
3
North Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street, except at the hour when the Christian Brothers’ School
set the boys free. An uninhabited house of two stories stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbors in a
square ground The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another with
brown imperturbable faces
The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-room. Air, musty from having been long
enclosed, hung in all the rooms, and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old useless papers.
Among these I found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by Walter
Scott, The Devout Communicant and The Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the last best because its leaves were yellow.
The wild garden behind the house contained a central apple tree and a few straggling bushes under one of
which I found the late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very charitable priest; in his will he had left all
his money to institutions and the furniture of his house to his sister.
When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our dinners. When we met in the street
the houses had grown somber. The space of sky above us was the color of ever-changing violet and towards it the
lamps of the street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. Our
shouts echoed in the silent street.
The career of our play brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the gauntlet
of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the dark dripping gardens where odors arose from the
ash pits, to the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook music from the
buckled harness. When we returned to the street, light from the kitchen windows had filled the areas.
If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if
Mangan’s sister came out on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow peer up
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and down the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan’s steps resignedly.
She was waiting for us, her figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother always teased
her before he obeyed and I stood by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the
soft rope of her hair tossed from side to side.
*
Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlor watching her door. The blind was pulled down, to within an
inch of the sash so that I could not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the hall,
seized my books and followed her. I kept her brown figure always in my eye and, when we came near the point at
which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed her.
This happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her, except for a few casual words, and yet her
name was like a summons to all my foolish blood.
Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt
went marketing I had to go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken
men and bargaining women, amid the curses of laborers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on guard by
the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal chanting of street-singers, who sang a come-all-you about O’Donovan Rossa,
or a ballad about the troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life for me: I
imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes.
Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and praises which I myself did not understand. My
eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out
into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not know whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke
to her, how I could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body was like a harp and her words and gestures
were like fingers running upon the wires.
One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and
there was no sound in the house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the
fine incessant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below
me.
I was thankful that I could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I
was about to slip from them, I pressed the palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: “O love!
O love!” many times.
*
At last she spoke to me.
When she addressed the first words to me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me
was I going to Araby. I forgot whether I answered yes or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said she would
love to go.
“And why can’t you?” I asked.
While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her wrist. She could not go, she said, because
there would be a retreat that week in her convent. Her brother and two other boys were fighting for their caps and
I was alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me.
The light from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up her hair that rested there
and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a
petticoat, just visible as she stood at ease.
“It’s well for you,” she said.
“If I go,” I said, “I will bring you something.”
*
What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts after that evening!
I wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. I chafed against the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the
word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment
over me.
I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not some
Freemason affair.
I answered few questions in class. I watched my master’s face pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I
was not beginning to idle. I could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any patience with the ser58

ious work of life which, now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s play, ugly monotonous child’s play.
*
On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at
the hall stand, looking for the hat-brush, and answered me curtly:
“Yes, boy, I know.”
As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlor and lie at the window. I left the house in bad humor
and walked slowly towards the school. The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me.
When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it was early. I sat staring at the clock for
some time and, when its ticking began to irritate me, I left the room.
I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated
me and I went from room to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing below in the
street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my forehead against the cool glass, I looked
over at the dark house where she lived.
I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched
discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.
*
When I came downstairs again I found Mrs. Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old garrulous woman, a
pawnbroker’s widow, who collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I had to endure the gossip of the teatable. The meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come.
Mrs. Mercer stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it was after eight o’clock and she
did not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had gone I began to walk up and down the
room, clenching my fists. My aunt said:
“I’m afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.”
At nine o’clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in the hall door. I heard him talking to himself and heard the hall
stand rocking when it had received the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs. When he was midway
through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to go to the bazaar. He had forgotten.
“The people are in bed and after their first sleep now,” he said.
I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically:
“Can’t you give him the money and let him go? You’ve kept him late enough as it is.”
My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he believed in the old saying: “All work and no play
makes Jack a dull boy.” He asked me where I was going and, when I had told him a second time he asked me did I
know The Arab’s Farewell to his Steed. When I left the kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines of the
piece to my aunt.
I held a florin\fn{Two shillings; but still possessed of considerable buying power in the late 19 th century where this story is set}
tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham Street towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with
buyers and glaring with gas\fn{ The public streets of Dublin were still lit with gas-lamps in the late 1890’s } recalled to me the
purpose of my journey. I took my seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train.
After an intolerable delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among ruinous houses and
over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters
moved them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar. I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few
minutes the train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform. I passed out on to the road and saw by the
lighted dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a large building which displayed the
magical name.
I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I passed in quickly
through a turnstile, handing a shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled at half its
height by a gallery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was in darkness. I recognized a
silence like that which pervades a church after a service.
I walked into the center of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls which were still
open. Before a curtain, over which the words Café Chantant were written in colored lamps, two men were
counting money on a salver. I listened to the fall of the coins.
Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over to one of the stalls and examined porcelain vases
and flowered tea-sets. At the door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young gentlemen. I
remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to their conversation.
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“O, I never said such a thing!”
“O, but you did!”
“O, but I didn’t!”
“Didn’t she say that?”
“Yes. I heard her.”
“O, there’s a … fib!”
Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything.
The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked
humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:
“No, thank you.”
The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to the two young men. They began to
talk of the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.
I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares seem the more
real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall
against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that the light was out. The
upper part of the hall was now completely dark.
Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with
anguish and anger.
4
She sat at the window watching the evening invade the avenue. Her head was leaned against the window
curtains and in her nostrils was the odor of dusty cretonne. She was tired.
Few people passed. The man out of the last house passed on his way home; she heard his footsteps clacking
along the concrete pavement and afterwards crunching on the cinder path before the new red houses. One time
there used to be a field there in which they used to play every evening with other people’s children. Then a man
from Belfast bought the field and built houses in it—not like their little brown houses but bright brick houses with
shining roofs.
The children of the avenue used to play together in that field—the Devines, the Waters, the Dunns, little Keogh
the cripple, she and her brothers and sisters. Ernest, however, never played: he was too grown up. Her father used
often to hunt them in out of the field with his blackthorn stick; but usually little Keogh used to keep watch\fn{ The
text has: nix} and call out when he saw her father coming.
Still they seemed to have been rather happy then. Her father was not so bad then; and besides, her mother was
alive. That was a long time ago; she and her brothers and sisters were all grown up; her mother was dead. Tizzie
Dunn was dead, too, and the Waters had gone back to England.
Everything changes. Now she was going to go away like the others, to leave her home.
*
Home!
She looked round the room, reviewing all its familiar objects which she had dusted once a week for so many
years, wondering where on earth all the dust came from. Perhaps she would never see again those familiar objects
from which she had never dreamed of being divided.
And yet during all those years she had never found out the name of the priest whose yellowing photograph
hung on the wall above the broken harmonium beside the colored print of the promises made to Blessed Margaret
Mary Alacoque.\fn{1647-1690, “French Roma Catholic nun and mystic, who promoted devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus in its
modern form”:W} He had been a school friend of her father. Whenever he showed the photograph to a visitor her
father used to pass it with a casual word:
“He is in Melbourne now.”
She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question.
In her home anyway she had shelter and food; she had those whom she had known all her life about her. Of course
she had to work hard, both in the house and at business.
What would they say of her in the Stores when they found out that she had run away with a fellow? Say she
was a fool, perhaps; and her place would be filled up by advertisement. Miss Gavan would be glad. She had
always had an edge on her, especially whenever there were people listening.
“Miss Hill, don’t you see these ladies are waiting?”
60

“Look lively, Miss Hill, please.”
She would not cry many tears at leaving the Stores. But in her new home, in a distant unknown country, it
would not be like that. Then she would be married—she, Eveline. People would treat her with respect then. She
would not be treated as her mother had been.
Even now, though she was over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in danger of her father’s violence. She
knew it was that that had given her the palpitations. When they were growing up he had never gone for her, like
he used to go for Harry and Ernest, because she was a girl; but latterly he had begun to threaten her and say what
he would do to her only for her dead mother’s sake.
And now she had nobody to protect her.
Ernest was dead and Harry, who was in the church decorating business, was nearly always down somewhere in
the country. Besides, the invariable squabble for money on Saturday nights had begun to weary her unspeakably.
She always gave her entire wages—seven shillings—and Harry always sent up what he could but the trouble was
to get any money from her father. He said she used to squander the money, that she had no head, that he wasn’t
going to give her his hard-earned money to throw about the streets, and much more, for he was usually fairly bad
on Saturday night.
In the end he would give her the money and ask her had she any intention of buying Sunday’s dinner. Then she
had to rush out as quickly as she could and do her marketing, holding her black leather purse tightly in her hand as
she elbowed her way through the crowds and returning home late under her load of provisions.
She had hard work to keep the house together and to see that the two young children who had been left to her
charge went to school regularly and got their meals regularly. It was hard work—a hard life—but now that she
was about to leave it she did not find it a wholly undesirable life.
*
She was about to explore another life with Frank.
Frank was very kind, manly, open-hearted. She was to go away with him by the night-boat to be his wife and
to live with him in Buenos Aires where he had a home waiting for her.
How well she remembered the first time she had seen him; he was lodging in a house on the main road where
she used to visit. It seemed a few weeks ago. He was standing at the gate, his peaked cap pushed back on his head
and his hair tumbled forward over a face of bronze.
Then they had come to know each other. He used to meet her outside the Stores every evening and see her
home. He took her to see The Bohemian Girl and she felt elated as she sat in an unaccustomed part of the
theater\fn{I.e., probably not the “cheap seats” of the balcony} with him.
He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they were courting and, when he sang about
the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun.
First of all it had been an excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales
of distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of the Allan Line going out to
Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names of the different services. He had sailed
through the Straits of Magellan and he told her stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in
Buenos Aires, he said, and had come over to the old country just for a holiday.
Of course, her father had found out the affair and had forbidden her to have anything to say to him.
“I know these sailor chaps,” he said. One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her
lover secretly.
*
The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct. One was to Harry; the
other was to her father. Ernest had been her favorite but she liked Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately,
she noticed; he would miss her.
Sometimes he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her out a
ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was alive, they had all gone for a
picnic to the Hill of Howth.
She remembered her father putting on her mother’s bonnet to make the children laugh.
Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against the window curtain,
inhaling the odor of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue, she could hear a street organ playing. She knew the
air. Strange that it should come that very night to remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the
home together as long as she could.
She remembered the last night of her mother’s illness; she was again in the close dark room at the other side of
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the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The organ-player had been ordered to go away and given
sixpence. She remembered her father strutting back into the sickroom saying:
“Damned Italians! Coming over here!”
As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother’s life laid its spell on the very quick of her being—that life of
commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she heard again her mother’s voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:
“Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!”
She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror.
Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her. He would give her life, perhaps love, too.
But she wanted to live. Why should she be unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his
arms, fold her in his arms. He would save her.
*
She stood among the swaying crowd in the station at the North Wall. He held her hand and she knew that he
was speaking to her, saying something about the passage over and over again. The station was full of soldiers with
brown baggages. Through the wide doors of the sheds she caught a glimpse of the black mass of the boat, lying in
beside the quay wall, with illumined portholes.
She answered nothing. She felt her cheek pale and cold and, out of a maze of distress, she prayed to God to
direct her, to show her what was her duty. The boat blew a long mournful whistle into the mist. If she went,
tomorrow she would be on the sea with Frank, steaming towards Buenos Aires. Their passage had been booked
Could she still draw back after all he had done for her? Her distress awoke a nausea in her body and she kept
moving her lips in silent fervent prayer.
A bell clanged upon her heart. She felt him seize her hand:
“Come!”
All the seas of the world tumbled about her heart. He was drawing her into them: he would drown her. She
gripped with both hands at the iron railing.
“Come!”
No! No! No! It was impossible. Her hands clutched the iron in frenzy. Amid the seas she sent a cry of anguish.
“Eveline! Evvy!”
He rushed beyond the barrier and called to her to follow. He was shouted at to go on but he still called to her.
She set her white face to him, passive, like a helpless animal. Her eyes gave him no sign of love or farewell or
recognition.
5
The cars came scudding in towards Dublin, running evenly like pellets in the groove of the Naas Road. At the
crest of the hill at Inchicore sightseers had gathered in clumps to watch the cars careering homeward and through
this channel of poverty and inaction the Continent sped its wealth and industry. Now and again the clumps of
people raised the cheer of the gratefully oppressed. Their sympathy, however, was for the blue cars—the cars of
their friends, the French.
The French, moreover, were virtual victors. Their team had finished solidly; they had been placed second and
third and the driver of the winning German car was reported a Belgian. Each blue car, therefore, received a double
measure of welcome as it topped the crest of the hill and each cheer of welcome was acknowledged with smiles
and nods by those in the car.
In one of these trimly built cars was a party of four young men whose spirits seemed to be at present well
above the level of successful Gallicism: in fact, these four young men were almost hilarious. They were Charles
Ségouin, the owner of the car; André Rivierè, a young electrician of Canadian birth; a huge Hungarian named
Villona and a neatly groomed young man named Doyle.
Ségouin was in good humor because he had unexpectedly received some orders in advance (he was about to
start a motor establishment in Paris) and Rivierè was in good humor because he was to be appointed manager of
the establishment; these two young men (who were cousins) were also in good humor because of the success of
the French cars. Villona was in good humor because he had had a very satisfactory luncheon; and besides he was
an optimist by nature.
The fourth member of the party, however, was too excited to be genuinely happy.
*
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He was about twenty-six years of age, with a soft, light brown mustache and rather innocent-looking gray eyes.
His father, who had begun life as an advanced Nationalist, had modified his views early. He had made his money
as a butcher in Kingstown and by opening shops in Dublin and in the suburbs he had made his money many times
over.
He had also been fortunate enough to secure some of the police contracts and in the end he had become rich
enough to be alluded to in the Dublin newspapers as a merchant prince. He had sent his son to England to be educated in a big Catholic college and had afterwards sent him to Dublin University to study law.
Jimmy did not study very earnestly and took to bad courses for a while. He had money and he was popular;
and he divided his time curiously between musical and motoring circles. Then he had been sent for a term to
Cambridge to see a little life. His father, remonstrative, but covertly proud of the excess, had paid his bills and
brought him home.
It was at Cambridge that he had met Ségouin. They were not much more than acquaintances as yet but Jimmy
found great pleasure in the society of one who had seen so much of the world and was reputed to own some of the
biggest hotels in France. Such a person (as his father agreed) was well worth knowing, even if he had not been the
charming companion he was. Villona was entertaining also—a brilliant pianist—but, unfortunately, very poor.
The car ran on merrily with its cargo of hilarious youth. The two cousins sat on the front seat; Jimmy and his
Hungarian friend sat behind. Decidedly Villona was in excellent spirits; he kept up a deep bass hum of melody for
miles of the road. The Frenchmen flung their laughter and light words over their shoulders and often Jimmy had
to strain forward to catch the quick phrase.
This was not altogether pleasant for him, as he had nearly always to make a deft guess at the meaning and
shout back a suitable answer in the face of a high wind. Besides Villona’s humming would confuse anybody; the
noise of the car, too.
Rapid motion through space elates one; so does notoriety; so does the possession of money. These were three
good reasons for Jimmy’s excitement. He had been seen by many of his friends that day in the company of these
Continentals. At the control Ségouin had presented him to one of the French competitors and, in answer to his
confused murmur of compliment, the swarthy face of the driver had disclosed a line of shining white teeth.
It was pleasant after that honor to return to the profane world of spectators amid nudges and significant looks.
Then as to money—he really had a great sum under his control. Ségouin, perhaps, would not think it a great sum
but Jimmy who, in spite of temporary errors, was at heart the inheritor of solid instincts knew well with what
difficulty it had been got together.
This knowledge had previously kept his bills within the limits of reasonable recklessness, and if he had been so
conscious of the labor latent in money when there had been question merely of some freak of the higher intelligence, how much more so now when he was about to stake the greater part of his substance! It was a serious thing
for him.
Of course, the investment was a good one and Ségouin had managed to give the impression that it was by a
favor of friendship the mite of Irish money was to be included in the capital of the concern. Jimmy had a respect
for his father’s shrewdness in business matters and in this case it had been his father who had first suggested the
investment; money to be made in the motor business, pots of money.
Moreover Ségouin had the unmistakable air of wealth. Jimmy set out to translate into days’ work that lordly
car in which he sat. How smoothly it ran. In what style they had come careering along the country roads! The
journey laid a magical finger on the genuine pulse of life and gallantly the machinery of human nerves strove to
answer the bounding courses of the swift blue animal.
*
They drove down Dame Street. The street was busy with unusual traffic, loud with the horns of motorists and
the gongs of impatient tram-drivers. Near the Bank Ségouin drew up and Jimmy and his friend alighted. A little
knot of people collected on the footpath to pay homage to the snorting motor. The party was to dine together that
evening in Ségouin’s hotel and, meanwhile, Jimmy and his friend, who was staying with him, were to go home to
dress.
The car steered out slowly for Grafton Street while the two young men pushed their way through the knot of
gazers. They walked northward with a curious feeling of disappointment in the exercise, while the city hung its
pale globes of light above them in a haze of summer evening.
In Jimmy’s house this dinner had been pronounced an occasion. A certain pride mingled with his parents’
trepidation, a certain eagerness, also, to play fast and loose for the names of great foreign cities have at least this
virtue. Jimmy, too, looked very well when he was dressed and, as he stood in the hall giving a last equation to the
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bows of his dress tie, his father may have felt even commercially satisfied at having secured for his son qualities
often unpurchaseable. His father, therefore, was unusually friendly with Villona and his manner expressed a real
respect for foreign accomplishments; but this subtlety of his host was probably lost upon the Hungarian, who was
beginning to have a sharp desire for his dinner.
The dinner was excellent, exquisite. Ségouin, Jimmy decided, had a very refined taste. The party was increased
by a young Englishman named Routh whom Jimmy had seen with Ségouin at Cambridge.
The young men supped in a snug room lit by electric candle lamps. They talked volubly and with little reserve.
Jimmy, whose imagination was kindling, conceived the lively youth of the Frenchmen twined elegantly upon the
firm framework of the Englishman’s manner. A graceful image of his, he thought, and a just one. He admired the
dexterity with which their host directed the conversation. The five young men had various tastes and their tongues
had been loosened.
Villona, with immense respect, began to discover to the mildly surprised Englishman the beauties of the
English madrigal, deploring the loss of old instruments. Rivierè, not wholly ingenuously, undertook to explain to
Jimmy the triumph of the French mechanicians. The resonant voice of the Hungarian was about to prevail in
ridicule of the spurious lutes of the romantic painters when Ségouin shepherded his party into politics.
Here was congenial ground for all. Jimmy, under generous influences, felt the buried zeal of his father wake to
life within him: he aroused the torpid Routh at last. The room grew doubly hot and Ségouin’s task grew harder
each moment: there was even danger of personal spite. The alert host at an opportunity lifted his glass to Humanity and, when the toast had been drunk, he threw open a window significantly.
*
That night the city wore the mask of a capital. The five young men strolled along Stephen’s Green in a faint
cloud of aromatic smoke. They talked loudly and gaily and their cloaks dangled from their shoulders. The people
made way for them. At the corner of Grafton Street a short fat man was putting two handsome ladies on a car in
charge of another fat man. The car drove off and the short fat man caught sight of the party.
“André.”
“It’s Farley!”
A torrent of talk followed. Farley was an American. No one knew very well what the talk was about. Villona
and Rivierè were the noisiest, but all the men were excited. They got up on a car, squeezing themselves together
amid much laughter. They drove by the crowd, blended now into soft colors, to a music of merry bells. They took
the train at Wesdand Row and in a few seconds, as it seemed to Jimmy, they were walking out of Kingstown
Station. The ticket-collector saluted Jimmy; he was an old man:
“Fine night, sir!”
*
It was a serene summer night; the harbor lay like a darkened mirror at their feet. They proceeded towards it
with linked arms, singing Cadet Roussel in chorus, stamping their feet at every: “Ho! Ho! Hobé, vraiment!” They
got into a rowboat at the slip and made out for the American’s yacht. There was to be supper, music, cards. Villona said with conviction:
“It is delightful!”
There was a yacht piano in the cabin. Villona played a waltz for Farley and Rivierè, Farley acting as cavalier
and Rivierè as lady. Then an impromptu square dance, the men devising original figures. What merriment! Jimmy
took his part with a will; this was seeing life, at least. Then Farley got out of breath and cried
“Stop!”
A man brought in a light supper, and the young men sat down to it for form’s sake. They drank, however: it
was Bohemian. They drank Ireland, England, France, Hungary, the United States of America. Jimmy made a
speech, a long speech, Villona saying, “Hear! Hear!” whenever there was a pause. There was a great clapping of
hands when he sat down. It must have been a good speech. Farley clapped him on the back and laughed loudly.
What jovial fellows! What good company they were!
Cards! cards! The table was cleared.
Villona returned quietly to his piano and played voluntaries for them. The other men played game after game,
flinging themselves boldly into the adventure. They drank the health of the Queen of Hearts and of the Queen of
Diamonds. Jimmy felt obscurely the lack of an audience: the wit was flashing.
Play ran very high and paper began to pass. Jimmy did not know exactly who was winning but he knew that he
was losing. But it was his own fault for he frequently mistook his cards and the other men had to calculate his
I.O.U.’s for him. They were devils of fellows but he wished they would stop: it was getting late. Someone gave
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the toast of the yacht The Belle of Newport and then someone proposed one great game for a finish.
The piano had stopped; Villona must have gone up on deck. It was a terrible game. They stopped just before
the end of it to drink for luck. Jimmy understood that the game lay between Routh and Ségouin. What excitement!
Jimmy was excited too; he would lose, of course. How much had he written away?
The men rose to their feet to play the last tricks, talking and gesticulating. Routh won. The cabin shook with
the young men’s cheering and the cards were bundled together. They began then to gather in what they had won.
Farley and Jimmy were the heaviest losers.
He knew that he would regret in the morning but at present he was glad of the rest, glad of the dark stupor that
would cover up his folly. He leaned his elbows on the table and rested his head between his hands, counting the
beats of his temples. The cabin door opened and he saw the Hungarian standing in a shaft of gray light:
“Daybreak, gentlemen!”
6
The gray warm evening of August had descended upon the city and a mild warm air, a memory of summer,
circulated in the streets. The streets, shuttered for the repose of Sunday, swarmed with a gaily colored crowd. Like
illumined pearls the lamps shone from the summits of their tall poles upon the living texture below which,
changing shape and hue unceasingly, sent up into the warm gray evening air an unchanging, unceasing murmur.
Two young men came down the hill of Rutland Square. One of them was just bringing a long monologue to a
close. The other, who walked on the verge of the path and was at times obliged to step on to the road, owing to his
companion’s rudeness, wore an amused listening face. He was squat and ruddy. A yachting cap was shoved far
back from his forehead and the narrative to which he listened made constant waves of expression break forth over
his face from the corners of his nose and eyes and mouth.
Little jets of wheezing laughter followed one another out of his convulsed body. His eyes, twinkling with
cunning enjoyment, glanced at every moment towards his companion’s face. Once or twice he rearranged the light
waterproof which he had slung over one shoulder in toreador fashion.
His breeches, his white rubber shoes and his jauntily slung waterproof expressed youth. But his figure fell into
rotundity at the waist, his hair was scant and gray and his face, when the waves of expression had passed over it,
had a ravaged look.
When he was quite sure that the narrative had ended he laughed noiselessly for fully half a minute. Then he
said:
“Well! That takes the biscuit!” His voice seemed winnowed of vigor; and to enforce his words he added with
humor:
“That takes the solitary, unique, and, if I may so call it, recherché\fn{Choice} biscuit!”
*
He became serious and silent when he had said this. His tongue was tired for he had been talking all the
afternoon in a public-house in Dorset Street. Most people considered Lenehan a leech but, in spite of this reputetion, his adroitness and eloquence had always prevented his friends from forming any general policy against him.
He had a brave manner of coming up to a party of them in a bar and of holding himself nimbly at the borders
of the company until he was included in a round. He was a sporting vagrant armed with a vast stock of stories,
limericks and riddles. He was insensitive to all kinds of discourtesy. No one knew how he achieved the stern task
of living, but his name was vaguely associated with racing tissues.
“And where did you pick her up, Corley?” he asked. Corley ran his tongue swiftly along his upper lip.
“One night, man,” he said, “I was going along Dame Street and I spotted a fine tart under Waterhouse’s clock
and said good-night, you know. So we went for a walk round by the canal and she told me she was a slavey in a
house in Baggot Street. I put my arm round her and squeezed her a bit that night. Then next Sunday, man, I met
her by appointment. We went out to Donnybrook and I brought her into a field there. She told me she used to go
with a dairyman.
“It was fine, man. Cigarettes every night she’d bring me and paying the tram out and back. And one night she
brought me two bloody fine cigars—O, the real cheese, you know, that the old fellow used to smoke. I was afraid,
man, she’d get in the family way. But she’s up to the dodge.”
“Maybe she thinks you’ll marry her,” said Lenehan.
“I told her I was out of a job,” said Corley. “I told her I was in Pim’s. She doesn’t know my name. I was too
hairy to tell her that. But she thinks I’m a bit of class, you know.” Lenehan laughed again, noiselessly.
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“Of all the good ones ever I heard,” he said, “that emphatically takes the biscuit.”
*
Corley’s stride acknowledged the compliment. The swing of his burly body made his friend execute a few light
skips from the path to the roadway and back again.
Corley was the son of an inspector of police and he had inherited his father’s frame and gait. He walked with
his hands by his sides, holding himself erect and swaying his head from side to side. His head was large, globular
and oily; it sweated in all weathers; and his large round hat, set upon it sideways, looked like a bulb which had
grown out of another. He always stared straight before him as if he were on parade and, when he wished to gaze
after someone in the street, it was necessary for him to move his body from the hips.
At present he was about town. Whenever any job was vacant a friend was always ready to give him the hard
word. He was often to be seen walking with policemen in plain clothes, talking earnestly.
He knew the inner side of all affairs and was fond of delivering final judgments. He spoke without listening to
the speech of his companions.
His conversation was mainly about himself: what he had said to such a person and what such a person had said
to him and what he had said to settle the matter. When he reported these dialogues he aspirated the first letter of
his name after the manner of Florentines.
Lenehan offered his friend a cigarette.
As the two young men walked on through the crowd Corley occasionally turned to smile at some of the
passing girls but Lenehan’s gaze was fixed on the large faint moon circled with a double halo. He watched
earnestly the passing of the gray web of twilight across its face. At length he said:
“Well … tell me, Corley, I suppose you’ll be able to pull it off all right, eh?”
Corley closed one eye expressively as an answer.
“Is she game for that?” asked Lenehan dubiously. “You can never know women.”
“She’s all right,” said Corley. “I know the way to get around her, man. She’s a bit gone on me.”
“You’re what I call a gay Lothario,” said Lenehan. “And the proper kind of a Lothario, too!”
A shade of mockery relieved the servility of his manner. To save himself he had the habit of leaving his flattery open to the interpretation of raillery. But Corley had not a subtle mind.
“There’s nothing to touch a good slavey,” he affirmed. “Take my tip for it.”
“By one who has tried them all,” said Lenehan.
“First I used to go with girls, you know,” said Corley, unbosoming; “girls off the South Circular. I used to take
them out, man, on the tram somewhere and pay the tram or take them to a band or a play at the theater or buy
them chocolate and sweets or something that way. I used to spend money on them right enough,” he added, in a
convincing tone, as if he was conscious of being disbelieved.
But Lenehan could well believe it; he nodded gravely.
“I know that game,” he said, “and it’s a mug’s game.”
“And damn the thing I ever got out of it,” said Corley.
“Ditto here,” said Lenehan.
“Only off of one of them,” said Corley. He moistened his upper lip by running his tongue along it. The recollecttion brightened his eyes. He too gazed at the pale disc of the moon, now nearly veiled, and seemed to meditate.
“She was … a bit of all right,” he said regretfully. He was silent again. Then he added:
“She’s on the turf now. I saw her driving down Earl Street one night with two fellows with her on a car.”
“I suppose that’s your doing,” said Lenehan.
“There was others at her before me,” said Corley philosophically.
This time Lenehan was inclined to disbelieve. He shook his head to and fro and smiled.
“You know you can’t kid me, Corley,” he said.
“Honest to God!” said Corley. “Didn’t she tell me herself?” Lenehan made a tragic gesture.
“Base betrayer!” he said.
*
As they passed along the railings of Trinity College, Lenehan skipped out into the road and peered up at the
clock.
“Twenty after,” he said.
“Time enough,” said Corley. “She’ll be there all right. I always let her wait a bit.” Lenehan laughed quietly.
“Ecod! Corley, you know how to take them,” he said.
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“I’m up to all their little tricks,” Corley confessed.
“But tell me,” said Lenehan again, “are you sure you can bring it off all right? You know it’s a ticklish job.
They’re damn close on that point. Eh? … What?” His bright, small eyes searched his companion’s face for
reassurance. Corley swung his head to and fro as if to toss aside an insistent insect, and his brows gathered.
“I’ll pull it off,” he said. “Leave it to me, can’t you?”
Lenehan said no more. He did not wish to ruffle his friend’s temper, to be sent to the devil and told that his
advice was not wanted. A little tact was necessary. But Corley’s brow was soon smooth again. His thoughts were
running another way.
“She’s a fine decent tart,” he said, with appreciation; “that’s what she is.”
They walked along Nassau Street and then turned into Kildare Street. Not far from the porch of the club a
harpist stood in the roadway, playing to a little ring of listeners. He plucked at the wires heedlessly, glancing
quickly from time to time at the face of each newcomer and from time to time, wearily also, at the sky. His harp,
too, heedless that her coverings had fallen about her knees, seemed weary alike of the eyes of strangers and of her
master’s hands. One hand played in the bass the melody of Silent, O Moyle, while the other hand careered in the
treble after each group of notes. The notes of the air sounded deep and full.
The two young men walked up the street without speaking, the mournful music following them. When they
reached Stephen’s Green they crossed the road. Here the noise of trams, the lights and the crowd released them
from their silence.
“There she is!” said Corley.
At the corner of Hume Street a young woman was standing. She wore a blue dress and a white sailor hat. She
stood on the curbstone, swinging a sunshade in one hand. Lenehan grew lively.
“Let’s have a look at her, Corley,” he said. Corley glanced sideways at his friend and an unpleasant grin
appeared on his face.
“Are you trying to get inside me?”\fn{To beat my time; to usurp my prerogative:H} he asked.
“Damn it!” said Lenehan boldly, “I don’t want an introduction. All 1 want-is to have a look at her. I’m not
going to eat her.”
“Oh … a look at her?” said Corley, more amiably. “Well … I’ll tell you what. I’ll go over and talk to her and
you can pass by.”
“Right!” said Lenehan. Corley had already thrown one leg over the chains\fn{ Strung between lines of short posts,
sometimes bordering the grassy edge of a public park by way of separating it from sidewalks or roadways in an ornamental manner }
when Lenehan called out:
“And after? Where will we meet?”
“Half ten,” answered Corley, bringing over his other leg.
“Where?”
“Corner of Merrion Street. We’ll be coming back.”
“Work it all right now,” said Lenehan in farewell.
Corley did not answer. He sauntered across the road swaying his head from side to side. His bulk, his easy
pace, and the solid sound of his boots had something of the conqueror in them. He approached the young woman
and, without saluting, began at once to converse with her. She swung her umbrella more quickly and executed half
turns on her heels. Once or twice when he spoke to her at close quarters she laughed and bent her head.
Lenehan observed them for a few minutes. Then he walked rapidly along beside the chains at some distance
and crossed the road obliquely. As he approached Hume Street corner he found the air heavily scented and his
eyes made a swift anxious scrutiny of the young woman’s appearance. She had her Sunday finery on. Her blue
serge skirt was held at the waist by a belt of black leather. The great silver buckle of her belt seemed to depress
the center of her body, catching the light stuff of her white blouse like a clip. She wore a short black jacket with
mother-of-pearl buttons and a ragged black boa. The ends of her tulle collarette had been carefully disordered and
a big bunch of red flowers was pinned in her bosom stems upwards.
Lenehan’s eyes noted approvingly her stout short muscular body. Frank rude health glowed in her face, on her
fat red cheeks and in her unabashed blue eyes. Her features were blunt. She had broad nostrils, a straggling mouth
which lay open in a contented leer, and two projecting front teeth. As he passed Lenehan took off his cap and,
after about ten seconds, Corley returned a salute to the air. This he did by raising his hand vaguely and pensively
changing the angle of position of his hat.
Lenehan walked as far as the Shelbourne Hotel where he halted and waited. After waiting for a little time he
saw them coming towards him and, when they turned to the right, he followed them, stepping lightly in his white
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shoes, down one side of Merrion Square. As he walked on slowly, timing his pace to theirs, he watched Corley’s
head which turned at every moment towards the young woman’s face like a big ball revolving on a pivot. He kept
the pair in view until he had seen them climbing the stairs of the Donnybrook tram; then he turned about and went
back the way he had come.
Now that he was alone his face looked older. His gaiety seemed to forsake him and, as he came by the railings
of the Duke’s Lawn, he allowed his hand to run along them. The air which the harpist had played began to control
his movements. His softly padded feet played the melody while his fingers swept a scale of variations idly along
the railings after each group of notes.
He walked listlessly round Stephen’s Green and then down Grafton Street. Though his eyes took note of many
elements of the crowd through which he passed they did so morosely. He found trivial all that was meant to charm
him and did not answer the glances which invited him to be bold. He knew that he would have to speak a great
deal, to invent and to amuse, and his brain and throat were too dry for such a task. The problem of how he could
pass the hours till he met Corley again troubled him a little.
He could think of no way of passing them but to keep on walking. He turned to the left when he came to the
corner of Rutland Square and felt more at ease in the dark quiet street, the somber look of which suited his mood.
He paused at last before the window of a poor-looking shop over which the words Refreshment Bar were printed
in white letters. On the glass of the window were two flying inscriptions: Ginger Beer and Ginger Ale. A cut ham
was exposed on a great blue dish while near it on a plate lay a segment of very light plum-pudding. He eyed this
food earnestly for some time and then, after glancing warily up and down the street, went into the shop quickly.
He was hungry for, except some biscuits which he had asked two grudging curates to bring him, he had eaten
nothing since breakfast-time. He sat down at an uncovered wooden table opposite two work-girls and a mechanic.
A slatternly girl waited on him.
“How much is a plate of peas?” he asked.
“Three halfpence, sir,” said the girl.
“Bring me a plate of peas,” he said, “and a bottle of ginger beer.”
He spoke roughly in order to belie his air of gentility for his entry had been followed by a pause of talk. His
face was heated. To appear natural he pushed his cap back on his head and planted his elbows on the table. The
mechanic and the two work-girls examined him point by point before resuming their conversation in a subdued
voice. The girl brought him a plate of grocer’s hot peas, seasoned with pepper and vinegar, a fork and his ginger
beer. He ate his food greedily and found it so good that he made a note of the shop mentally. When he had eaten
all the peas he sipped his ginger beer and sat for some time thinking of Corley’s adventure. In his imagination he
beheld the pair of lovers walking along some dark road; he heard Corley’s voice in deep energetic gallantries and
saw again the leer of the young woman’s mouth.
This vision made him feel keenly his own poverty of purse and spirit. He was tired of knocking about! of
pulling the devil by the tail, of shifts and intrigues. He would be thirty-one in November. Would he never get a
good job? Would he never have a home of his own? He thought how pleasant it would be to have a warm fire to
sit by and a good dinner to sit down to. He had walked the streets long enough with friends and with girls. He
knew what those friends were worth: he knew the girls too. Experience had embittered his heart against the world.
But all hope had not left him. He felt better after having eaten than he had felt before, less weary of his life,
less vanquished in spirit. He might yet be able to settle down in some snug corner and live happily if he could
only come across some good simple-minded girl with a little of the ready.\fn{ With some savings; some sort of income:H}
He paid twopence halfpenny\fn{Pronounced in English: “tuppence hayp’ny”.} to the slatternly girl and went out of the
shop to begin his wandering again. He went into Capel Street and walked along towards the City Hall. Then he
turned into Dame Street. At the corner of George’s Street he met two friends of his and stopped to converse with
them. He was glad that he could rest from all his walking.
His friends asked him had he seen Corley and what was the latest. He replied that he had spent the day with
Corley. His friends talked very little. They looked vacantly after some figures in the crowd and sometimes made a
critical remark. One said that he had seen Mac an hour before in Westmoreland Street. At this Lenehan said that
he had been with Mac the night before in Egan’s. The young man who had seen Mac in Westmoreland Street
asked was it true that Mac had won a bit over a billiard match. Lenehan did not know: he said that Holohan had
stood them drinks in Egan’s.
He left his friends at a quarter to ten and went up George’s Street. He turned to the left at the City Markets and
walked on into Grafton Street. The crowd of girls and young men had thinned and on his way up the street he
heard many groups and couples bidding one another good-night. He went as far as the clock of the College of
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Surgeons: it was on the stroke of ten.
He set off briskly along the northern side of the Green hurrying for fear Corley should return too soon. When
he reached the corner of Merrion Street he took his stand in the shadow of a lamp and brought out one of the
cigarettes which he had reserved and lit it. He leaned against the lamppost and kept his gaze fixed on the part
from which he expected to see Corley and the young woman return.
His mind became active again. He wondered had Corley managed it successfully. He wondered if he had asked
her yet or if he would leave it to the last. He suffered all the pangs and thrills of his friend’s situation as well as
those of his own. But the memory of Corley’s slowly revolving head calmed him somewhat: he was sure Corley
would pull it off all right.
All at once the idea struck him that perhaps Corley had seen her home by another way and given him the slip.
His eyes searched the street: there was no sign of them. Yet it was surely half-an-hour since he had seen the clock
of the College of Surgeons. Would Corley do a thing like that? He lit his last cigarette and began to smoke it
nervously. He strained his eyes as each tram stopped at the far corner of the square. They must have gone home
by another way. The paper of his cigarette broke and he flung it into the road with a curse.
Suddenly he saw them coming towards him. He started with delight and keeping close to his lamppost tried to
read the result in their walk. They were walking quickly, the young woman taking quick short steps, while Corley
kept beside her with his long stride. They did not seem to be speaking. An intimation of the result pricked him like
the point of a sharp instrument. He knew Corley would fail; he knew it was no go.
They turned down Baggot Street and he followed them at once, taking the other footpath. When they stopped
he stopped too. They talked for a few moments and then the young woman went down the steps into the area of a
house. Corley remained standing at the edge of the path, a little distance from the front steps. Some minutes
passed. Then the hall-door was opened slowly and cautiously. A woman came running down the front steps and
coughed. Corley turned and went towards her. His broad figure hid hers from view for a few seconds and then she
reappeared running up the steps. The door closed on her and Corley began to walk swiftly towards Stephen’s
Green.
Lenehan hurried on in the same direction. Some drops of light rain fell. He took them as a warning and,
glancing back towards the house which the young woman had entered to see that he was not observed, he ran
eagerly across the road. Anxiety and his swift run made him pant. He called out:
“Hallo, Corley!”
Corley turned his head to see who had called him, and then continued walking as before. Lenehan ran after
him, settling the waterproof on his shoulders with one hand.
“Hallo, Corley!” he cried again. He came level with his friend and looked keenly in his face. He could see
nothing there.
“Well?” he said. “Did it come off?”
They had reached the corner of Ely Place. Still without answering, Corley swerved to the left and went up the
side street. His features were composed in stern calm. Lenehan kept up with his friend, breathing uneasily. He was
baffled and a note of menace pierced through his voice.
“Can’t you tell us?” he said. “Did you try her?”
Corley halted at the first lamp and stared grimly before him. Then with a grave gesture he extended a hand
towards the light and, smiling, opened it slowly to the gaze of his disciple.
A small gold coin shone in the palm.
7
Mrs. Mooney was a butcher’s daughter.
She was a woman who was quite able to keep things to herself: a determined woman. She had married her
father’s foreman and opened a butcher’s shop near Spring Gardens. But as soon as his father-in-law was dead Mr.
Mooney began to go to the devil. He drank, plundered the till, ran headlong into debt. It was no use making him
take the pledge: he was sure to break out again a few days after. By fighting his wife in the presence of customers
and by buying bad meat he ruined his business. One night he went for his wife with the cleaver and she had to
sleep in a neighbor’s house.
After that they lived apart. She went to the priest and got a separation from him with care of the children. She
would give him neither money nor food nor house-room; and so he was obliged to enlist himself as a sheriff’s
man. He was a shabby stooped little drunkard with a white face and a white mustache and white eyebrows,
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penciled above his little eyes, which were pink-veined and raw; and all day long he sat in the bailiff’s room,
waiting to be put on a job.
Mrs. Mooney, who had taken what remained of her money out of the butcher business and set up a boarding
house in Hardwicke Street, was a big imposing woman. Her house had a floating population made up of tourists
from Liverpool and the Isle of Man and, occasionally, artistes from the music halls. Its resident population was
made up of clerks from the city. She governed the house cunningly and firmly, knew when to give credit, when to
be stern and when to let things pass. All the resident young men spoke of her as The Madam.
Mrs. Mooney’s young men paid fifteen shillings a week for board and lodgings (beer or stout at dinner
excluded). They shared in common tastes and occupations and for this reason they were very chummy with one
another. They discussed with one another the chances of favorites and outsiders. Jack Mooney, the Madam’s son,
who was clerk to a commission agent in Fleet Street, had the reputation of being a hard case. He was fond of
using soldiers’ obscenities: usually he came home in the small hours. When he met his friends he had always a
good one to tell them and he was always sure to be on to a good thing—that is to say, a likely horse or a likely
artiste. He was also handy with the mits\fn{With his fists; which is to say that he could defend himself in a brawl } and sang
comic songs. On Sunday nights there would often be a reunion in Mrs. Mooney’s front drawing-room. The musichall artistes would oblige; and Sheridan played waltzes and polkas and vamped accompaniments. Polly Mooney,
the Madam’s daughter, would also sing. She sang:
I’m a … naughty girl.
You needn’t sham:
You know I am.

Polly was a slim girl of nineteen; she had light soft hair and a small full mouth. Her eyes, which were gray
with a shade of green through them, had a habit of glancing upwards when she spoke with anyone, which made
her look like a little perverse Madonna. Mrs. Mooney had first sent her daughter to be a typist in a cornfactor’s\fn{One transacting business in corn or corn-futures for another } office but, as a disreputable sheriff’s man used to
come every other day to the office, asking to be allowed to say a word to his daughter, she had taken her daughter
home again and set her to do housework.
As Polly was very lively the intention was to give her the run of the young men. Besides, young men like to
feel that there is a young woman not very far away. Polly, of course, flirted with the young men but Mrs. Mooney,
who was a shrewd judge, knew that the young men were only passing the time away: none of them meant
business. Things went on so for a long time and Mrs. Mooney began to think of sending Polly back to typewriting
when she noticed that something was going on between Polly and one of the young men. She watched the pair
and kept her own counsel.
Polly knew that she was being watched, but still her mother’s persistent silence could not be misunderstood.
There had been no open complicity between mother and daughter, no open understanding but, though people in
the house began to talk of the affair, still Mrs. Mooney did not intervene. Polly began to grow a little strange in
her manner and the young man was evidently perturbed. At last, when she judged it to be the right moment, Mrs.
Mooney intervened. She dealt with moral problems as a cleaver deals with meat: and in this case she had made up
her mind.
It was a bright Sunday morning of early summer, promising heat, but with a fresh breeze blowing. All the
windows of the boarding house were open and the lace curtains ballooned gently towards the street beneath the
raised sashes. The belfry of George’s Church sent out constant peals and worshippers, singly or in groups,
traversed the little circus before the church, revealing their purpose by their self-contained demeanor no less than
by the little volumes in their gloved hands.
Breakfast was over in the boarding house and the table of the breakfast-room was covered with plates on
which lay yellow streaks of eggs with morsels of bacon fat and bacon rind. Mrs. Mooney sat in the straw armchair
and watched the servant Mary remove the breakfast things. She made Mary collect the crusts and pieces of broken
bread to help to make Tuesday’s bread-pudding. When the table was cleared, the broken bread collected, the sugar
and butter safe under lock and key, she began to reconstruct the interview which she had had the night before with
Polly.
Things were as she had suspected: she had been frank in her questions and Polly had been frank in her
answers. Both had been somewhat awkward, of course. She had been made awkward by her not wishing to
receive the news in too cavalier a fashion or to seem to have connived and Polly had been made awkward not
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merely because allusions of that kind always made her awkward but also because she did not wish it to be thought
that in her wise innocence she had divined the intention behind her mother’s tolerance.
Mrs. Mooney glanced instinctively at the little gilt clock on the mantelpiece as soon as she had become aware
through her reverie that the bells of George’s Church had stopped ringing. It was seventeen minutes past eleven:
she would have lots of time to have the matter out with Mr. Doran and then catch short twelve at Marlborough
Street. She was sure she would win. To begin with she had all the weight of social opinion on her side: she was an
outraged mother. She had allowed him to live beneath her roof, assuming that he was a man of honor, and he had
simply abused her hospitality. He was thirty-four or thirty-five years of age, so that youth could not be pleaded as
his excuse; nor could ignorance be his excuse since he was a man who had seen something of the world. He had
simply taken advantage of Polly’s youth and inexperience: that was evident. The question was: What reparation
would he make?
There must be reparation made in such case. It is all very well for the man: he can go his ways as if nothing
had happened, having had his moment of pleasure, but the girl has to bear the brunt. Some mothers would be
content to patch up such an affair for a sum of money; she had known cases of it. But she would not do so. For her
only one reparation could make up for the loss of her daughter’s honor: marriage.
She counted all her cards again before sending Mary up to Mr. Doran’s room to say that she wished to speak
with him. She felt sure she would win. He was a serious young man, not rakish or loud-voiced like the others. If it
had been Mr. Sheridan or Mr. Meade or Bantam Lyons her task would have been much harder. She did not think
he would face publicity. All the lodgers in the house knew something of the affair; details had been invented by
some. Besides, he had been employed for thirteen years in a great Catholic wine-merchant’s office and publicity
would mean for him, perhaps, the loss of his job. Whereas if he agreed all might be well. She knew he had a good
screw for one thing and she suspected he had a bit of stuff put by.
Nearly the half-hour! She stood up and surveyed herself in the pier-glass. The decisive expression of her great
florid face satisfied her and she thought of some mothers she knew who could not get their daughters off their
hands.
Mr. Doran was very anxious indeed this Sunday morning. He had made two attempts to shave but his hand had
been so unsteady that he had been obliged to desist. Three days’ reddish beard fringed his jaws and every two or
three minutes a mist gathered on his glasses so that he had to take them off and polish them with his pocket
handkerchief. The recollection of his confession of the night before was a cause of acute pain to him; the priest
had drawn out every ridiculous detail of the affair and in the end had so magnified his sin that he was almost
thankful at being afforded a loophole of reparation.
The harm was done. What could he do now but marry her or run away? He could not brazen it out. The affair
would be sure to be talked of and his employer would be certain to hear of it. Dublin is such a small city:
everyone knows everyone else’s business. He felt his heart leap warmly in his throat as he heard in his excited
imagination old Mr. Leonard calling out in his rasping voice:
“Send Mr. Doran here, please.”
All his long years of service gone for nothing! All his industry and diligence thrown away! As a young man he
had sown his wild oats, of course; he had boasted of his free-thinking and denied the existence of God to his
companions in public-houses. But that was all passed and done with … nearly. He still bought a copy of
Reynolds’s Newspaper\fn{1850-1967, a left-leaning British weekly} every week but he attended to his religious duties
and for nine-tenths of the year lived a regular life. He had money enough to settle down on; it was not that.
But the family would look down on her. First of all there was her disreputable father and then her mother’s
boarding house was beginning to get a certain fame. He had a notion that he was being had. He could imagine his
friends talking of the affair and laughing. She was a little vulgar; some times she said “I seen” and “If I had’ve
known.” But what would grammar matter if he really loved her?
He could not make up his mind whether to like her or despise her for what she had done. Of course he had
done it too. His instinct urged him to remain free, not to marry. Once you are married you are done for, it said.
While he was sitting helplessly on the side of the bed in shirt and trousers she tapped lightly at his door and
entered. She told him all, that she had made a clean breast of it to her mother and that her mother would speak
with him that morning. She cried and threw her arms round his neck, saying:
“O Bob! Bob! What am I to do? What am I to do at all?” She would put an end to herself, she said.
He comforted her feebly, telling her not to cry, that it would be all right, never fear. He felt against his shirt the
agitation of her bosom.
It was not altogether his fault that it had happened. He remembered well, with the curious patient memory of
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the celibate, the first casual caresses her dress, her breath, her fingers had given him. Then late one night as he
was undressing for bed she had tapped at his door, timidly. She wanted to relight her candle at his for hers had
been blown out by a gust.
It was her bath night. She wore a loose open combing-jacket of printed flannel. Her white instep shone in the
opening of her furry slippers and the blood glowed warmly behind her perfumed skin. From her hands and wrists
too as she lit and steadied her candle a faint perfume arose.
On nights when he came in very late it was she who warmed up his dinner. He scarcely knew what he was
eating feeling her beside him alone, at night, in the sleeping house. And her thoughtfulness! If the night was
anyway cold or wet or windy there was sure to be a little tumbler of punch ready for him. Perhaps they could be
happy together …
They used to go upstairs together on tiptoe, each with a candle, and on the third landing exchange reluctant
good-nights. They used to kiss. He remembered well her eyes, the touch of her hand and his delirium …
But delirium passes. He echoed her phrase, applying it to himself:
“What am I to do?”
The instinct of the celibate warned him to hold back. But the sin was there; even his sense of honor told him
that reparation must be made for such a sin. While he was sitting with her on the side of the bed Mary came to the
door and said that the missus wanted to see him in the parlor. He stood up to put on his coat and waistcoat, more
helpless than ever. When he was dressed he went over to her to comfort her. It would be all right, never fear. He
left her crying on the bed and moaning softly:
“O my God!”
Going down the stairs his glasses became so dimmed with moisture that he had to take them off and polish
them. He longed to ascend through the roof and fly away to another country where he would never hear again of
his trouble, and yet a force pushed him downstairs step by step. The implacable faces of his employer and of the
Madam stared upon his discomfiture. On the last flight of stairs he passed Jack Mooney who was coming up from
the pantry nursing two bottles of Bass. They saluted coldly; and the lover’s eyes rested for a second or two on a
thick bulldog face and a pair of thick short arms. When he reached the foot of the staircase he glanced up and saw
Jack regarding him from the door of the return-room.
Suddenly he remembered the night when one of the music-hall artistes, a little blond Londoner, had made a
rather free allusion to Polly. The reunion had been almost broken up on account of Jack’s violence. Everyone tried
to quiet him. The music-hall artiste, a little paler than usual, kept smiling and saying that there was no harm
meant: but Jack kept shouting at him that if any fellow tried that sort of a game on with his sister he’d bloody well
put his teeth down his throat, so he would.
*
Polly sat for a little time on the side of the bed, crying. Then she dried her eyes and went over to the lookingglass. She dipped the end of the towel in the water jug and refreshed her eyes with the cool water. She looked at
herself in profile and readjusted a hairpin above her ear. Then she went back to the bed again and sat at the foot.
She regarded the pillows for a long time and the sight of them awakened in her mind secret, amiable
memories. She rested the nape of her neck against the cool iron bed-rail and fell into a reverie. There was no
longer any perturbation visible on her face.
She waited on patiently, almost cheerfully, without alarm, her memories gradually giving place to hopes and
visions of the future. Her hopes and visions were so intricate that she no longer saw the white pillows on which
her gaze was fixed or remembered that she was waiting for anything.
At last she heard her mother calling. She started to her feet and ran to the banisters.
“Polly! Polly!”
“Yes, mamma?”
“Come down, dear. Mr. Doran wants to speak to you.”
Then she remembered what she had been waiting for.
8
Eight years before he had seen his friend off at the North Wall and wished him God-speed.
Gallaher had got on. You could tell that at once by his traveled air, his well-cut tweed suit, and fearless accent.
Few fellows had talents like his and fewer still could remain unspoiled by such success. Gallaher’s heart was in
the right place and he had deserved to win. It was something to have a friend like that.
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Little Chandler’s thoughts ever since lunch-time had been of his meeting with Gallaher, of Gallaher’s
invitation and of the great city London where Gallaher lived. He was called Little Chandler because, though he
was but slightly under the average stature, he gave one the idea of being a little man.
His hands were white and small, his frame was fragile, his voice was quiet and his manners were refined. He
took the greatest care of his fair silken hair and mustache and used perfume discreetly on his handkerchief. The
half-moons of his nails were perfect and when he smiled you caught a glimpse of a row of childish white teeth.
As he sat at his desk in the King’s Inns he thought what changes those eight years had brought. The friend
whom he had known under a shabby and necessitous guise had become a brilliant figure on the London Press. He
turned often from his tiresome writing to gaze out of the office window. The glow of a late autumn sunset covered
the grass plots and walks. It cast a shower of kindly golden dust on the untidy nurses and decrepit old men who
drowsed on the benches; it flickered upon all the moving figures—on the children who ran screaming along the
gravel paths and on everyone who passed through the gardens.
He watched the scene and thought of life; and (as always happened when he thought of life) he became sad. A
gentle melancholy took possession of him. He felt how useless it was to struggle against fortune, this being the
burden of wisdom which the ages had bequeathed to him.
He remembered the books of poetry upon his shelves at home. He had bought them in his bachelor days and
many an evening, as he sat in the little room off the hall, he had been tempted to take one down from the
bookshelf and read out something to his wife. But shyness had always held him back; and so the books had
remained on their shelves. At times he repeated lines to himself and this consoled him.
*
When his hour had struck he stood up and took leave of his desk and of his fellow-clerks punctiliously. He
emerged from under the feudal arch of the King’s Inns, a neat modest figure, and walked swiftly down Henrietta
Street. The golden sunset was waning and the air had grown sharp.
A horde of grimy children populated the street. They stood or ran in the roadway or crawled up the steps before
the gaping doors or squatted like mice upon the thresholds. Little Chandler gave them no thought. He picked his
way deftly through all that minute vermin-like life and under the shadow of the gaunt spectral mansions in which
the old nobility of Dublin had roistered.\fn{ Partied} No memory of the past touched him, for his mind was full of a
present joy.
He had never been in Corless’s but he knew the value of the name. He knew that people went there after the
theater to eat oysters and drink liqueurs; and he had heard that the waiters there spoke French and German.
Walking swiftly by at night he had seen cabs drawn up before the door and richly dressed ladies, escorted by
cavaliers, alight and enter quickly. They wore noisy\fn{ Presumptuous:H} dresses and many wraps. Their faces were
powdered and they caught up their dresses, when they touched earth, like alarmed Atalantas.\fn{ After the beautiful
fleet-footed woman of Boetian legend who was defeated in a foot-race by Hippomenes; who threw aside at various intervals along their
course three golden apples given to him for this purpose by the goddess Aphrodite; whence she, stopping briefly to retrieve them, delayed
her progress just long enough for her handsome suitor to cross the finish line before her, and thus claim her hand in marriage, rather than
having to forfeit his life had he lost (as had heretofore been the case with every suitor prior to his arrival) }

He had always passed without turning his head to look. It was his habit to walk swiftly in the street even by
day and whenever he found himself in the city late at night he hurried on his way apprehensively and excitedly.
Sometimes, however, he courted the causes of his fear. He chose the darkest and narrowest streets and, as he
walked boldly forward, the silence that was spread about his footsteps troubled him, the wandering, silent figures
troubled him; and at times a sound of low fugitive laughter made him tremble like a leaf.
He turned to the right towards Capel Street. Ignatius Gallaher of the London Press! Who would have thought it
possible eight years before? Still, now that he reviewed the past, Little Chandler could remember many signs of
future greatness in his friend. People used to say that Ignatius Gallaher was wild. Of course, he did mix with a
rakish set of fellows at that time, drank freely and borrowed money on all sides. In the end he had got mixed up in
some shady affair, some money transaction: at least, that was one version of his flight.
But nobody denied him talent. There was always a certain … something in Ignatius Gallaher that impressed
you in spite of yourself. Even when he was out at elbows and at his wits’ end for money he kept up a bold face.
Little Chandler remembered (and the remembrance brought a slight flush of pride to his cheek) one of Ignatius
Gallaher’s sayings when he was in a tight corner:
“Half time now, boys,” he used to say lightheartedly. “Where’s my considering cap?”
That was Ignatius Gallaher all out; and, damn it, you couldn’t but admire him for it.
*
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Little Chandler quickened his pace. For the first time in his life he felt himself superior to the people he passed.
For the first time his soul revolted against the dull inelegance of Capel Street. There was no doubt about it: if you
wanted to succeed you had to go away. You could do nothing in Dublin.
As he crossed Grattan Bridge he looked down the river towards the lower quays and pitied the poor stunted
houses. They seemed to him a band of tramps, huddled together along the riverbanks, their old coats covered with
dust and soot, stupefied by the panorama of sunset and waiting for the first chill of night to bid them arise, shake
themselves and begone.
He wondered whether he could write a poem to express his idea. Perhaps Gallaher might be able to get it into
some London paper for him. Could he write something original? He was not sure what idea he wished to express
but the thought that a poetic moment had touched him took life within him like an infant hope. He stepped onward
bravely.
Every step brought him nearer to London, farther from his own sober inartistic life. A light began to tremble on
the horizon of his mind. He was not so old—thirty-two. His temperament might be said to be just at the point of
maturity. There were so many different moods and impressions that he wished to express in verse. He felt them
within him.
He tried to weigh his soul to see if it was a poet’s soul. Melancholy was the dominant note of his temperament,
he thought, but it was a melancholy tempered by recurrences of faith and resignation and simple joy. If he could
give expression to it in a book of poems perhaps men would listen.
He would never be popular: he saw that. He could not sway the crowd but he might appeal to a little circle of
kindred minds. The English critics, perhaps, would recognize him as one of the Celtic school by reason of the
melancholy tone of his poems; besides that, he would put in allusions. He began to invent sentences and phrases
from the notice which his book would get.
“Mr. Chandler has the gift of easy and graceful verse.” …
“A wistful sadness pervades these poems.” …
“The Celtic note.”
It was a pity his name was not more Irish-looking. Perhaps it would be better to insert his mother’s name
before the surname: Thomas Malone Chandler, or better still: T. Malone Chandler. He would speak to Gallaher
about it.
He pursued his reverie so ardently that he passed his street and had to turn back. As he came near Corless’s his
former agitation began to overmaster him and he halted before the door in indecision. Finally he opened the door
and entered.
*
The light and noise of the bar held him at the doorways for a few moments. He looked about him, but his sight
was confused by the shining of many red and green wineglasses. The bar seemed to him to be full of people and
he felt that the people were observing him curiously. He glanced quickly to right and left (frowning slightly to
make his errand appear serious), but when his sight cleared a little he saw that nobody had turned to look at him:
and there, sure enough, was Ignatius Gallaher leaning with his back against the counter and his feet planted far
apart.
“Hallo, Tommy, old hero, here you are! What is it to be? What will you have? I’m taking whisky: better stuff
than we get across the water. Soda? Lithia?\fn{ Lithia water, a mineral water characterized by the presence of lithium salts } No
mineral? I’m the same. Spoils the flavor. ; . . Here, garçon, bring us two halves of malt whisky, like a good fellow
…
“Well, and how have you been pulling along since I saw you last? Dear God, how old we’re getting! Do you
see any signs of aging in me—eh, what? A little gray and thin on the top—what?”
Ignatius Gallaher took off his hat and displayed a large closely cropped head. His face was heavy, pale and
clean-shaven. His eyes, which were of bluish slate-color, relieved his unhealthy pallor and shone out plainly
above the vivid orange tie he wore. Between these rival features the lips appeared very long and shapeless and
colorless. He bent his head and felt with two sympathetic fingers the thin hair at the crown. Little Chandler shook
his head as a denial. Ignatius Gallaher put on his hat again.
“It pulls you down,” he said, “Press life. Always hurry and scurry, looking for copy and sometimes not finding
it: and then, always to have something new in your stuff. Damn proofs and printers, I say, for a few days. I’m
deuced glad, I can tell you, to get back to the old country. Does a fellow good, a bit of a holiday. I feel a ton better
since I landed again in dear dirty Dublin … Here you are, Tommy. Water? Say when.”
Little Chandler allowed his whisky to be very much diluted.
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“You don’t know what’s good for you, my boy,” said Ignatius Gallaher. “I drink mine neat.”
“I drink very little as a rule,” said Little Chandler modestly. “An odd half-one or so when I meet any of the old
crowd: that’s all.”
“Ah, well,” said Ignatius Gallaher, cheerfully, “here’s to us and to old times and old acquaintance.” They
clinked glasses and drank the toast.
“I met some of the old gang today,” said Ignatius Gallaher. “O’Hara seems to be in a bad way. What’s he
doing?”
“Nothing,” said Little Chandler. “He’s gone to the dogs.”
“But Hogan has a good sit, hasn’t he?”
“Yes; he’s in the Land Commission.”
“I met him one night in London and he seemed to be very flush … Poor O’Hara! Booze, I suppose?”
“Other things, too,” said Little Chandler shortly. Ignatius Gallaher laughed.
“Tommy,” he said, “I see you haven’t changed an atom. You’re the very same serious person that used to
lecture me on Sunday mornings when I had a sore head and a fur on my tongue. You’d want to knock about a bit
in the world. Have you never been anywhere even for a trip?”
“I’ve been to the Isle of Man,” said Little Chandler. Ignatius Gallaher laughed.
“The Isle of Man!” he said. “Go to London or Paris: Paris, for choice. That’d do you good.”
“Have you seen Paris?”
“I should think I have! I’ve knocked about there a little.”
“And is it really so beautiful as they say?” asked Little Chandler. He sipped a little of his drink while Ignatius
Gallaher finished his boldly.
“Beautiful?” said Ignatius Gallaher, pausing on the word and on the flavor of his drink. “It’s not so beautiful,
you know. Of course, it is beautiful. … But it’s the life of Paris; that’s the thing. Ah, there’s no city like Paris for
gaiety, movement, excitement …”
Little Chandler finished his whisky and, after some trouble, succeeded in catching the barman’s eye. He
ordered the same again.
“I’ve been to the Moulin Rouge,”\fn{1889- a famous Parisian cabaret, a French institution really, for its hosting of innumerable
artistes of international fame and serving as a beloved haunt of equally numerous artists, of whom la Goulue and Toulouse-Lautrec were,
respectively, perhaps the best remembered:H } Ignatius Gallaher continued when the barman had removed their glasses,

“and I’ve been to all the Bohemian cafés. Hot stuff! Not for a pious chap like you, Tommy.”
Little Chandler said nothing until the barman returned with two glasses: then he touched his friend’s glass
lightly and reciprocated the former toast.
He was beginning to feel somewhat disillusioned. Gallaher’s accent and way of expressing himself did not
please him. There was something vulgar in his friend which he had not observed before. But perhaps it was only
the result of living in London amid the bustle and competition of the Press. The old personal charm was still there
under this new gaudy manner. And, after all, Gallaher had lived, he had seen the world. Little Chandler looked at
his friend enviously.
“Everything in Paris is gay,” said Ignatius Gallaher. “They believe in enjoying life—and don’t you think
they’re right? If you want to enjoy yourself properly you must go to Paris. And, mind you, they’ve a great feeling
for the Irish there. When they heard I was from Ireland they were ready to eat me, man.”
Little Chandler took four or five sips from his glass.
“Tell me,” he said, “is it true that Paris is so … immoral as they say?”
Ignatius Gallaher made a catholic gesture with his right arm.
“Every place is immoral,” he said. “Of course you do find spicy bits in Paris. Go to one of the students’ balls,
for instance. That’s lively, if you like, when the cocottes begin to let themselves loose. You know what they are, I
suppose?”
“I’ve heard of them,” said Little Chandler. Ignatius Gallaher drank off his whisky and shook his head.
“Ah,” he said, “you may say what you like. There’s no woman like the Parisienne—for style, for go.”
“Then it is an immoral city,” said Little Chandler, with timid insistence—“I mean, compared with London or
Dublin?”
“London!” said Ignatius Gallaher. “It’s six of one and half-a-dozen of the other. You ask Hogan, my boy. I
showed him a bit about London when he was over there. He’d open your eye. … I say, Tommy, don’t make punch
of that whisky: liquor up.”
“No, really …”
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“O, come on, another one won’t do you any harm. What is it? The same again, I suppose?”
“Well … all right.”
“François, the same again … Will you smoke, Tommy?”
Ignatius Gallaher produced his cigar-case. The two friends lit their cigars and puffed at them in silence until
their drinks were served.
“I’ll tell you my opinion,” said Ignatius Gallaher, emerging after some time from the clouds of smoke in which
he had taken refuge, “it’s a rum world. Talk of immorality! I’ve heard of cases—what am I saying?—I’ve known
them: cases of … immorality …”
Ignatius Gallaher puffed thoughtfully at his cigar and then, in a calm historian’s tone, he proceeded to sketch
for his friend some pictures of the corruption which was rife abroad.
He summarized the vices of many capitals and seemed inclined to award the palm to Berlin. Some things he
could not vouch for (his friends had told him), but of others he had had personal experience. He spared neither
rank nor caste. He revealed many of the secrets of religious houses on the Continent and described some of the
practices which were fashionable in high society and ended by telling, with details, a story about an English
duchess—a story which he knew to be true.
Little Chandler was astonished.
“Ah, well,” said Ignatius Gallaher, “here we are in old jog-along Dublin where nothing is known of such
things.”
“How dull you must find it,” said Little Chandler, “after all the other places you’ve seen!”
“Well,” said Ignatius Gallaher, “it’s a relaxation to come over here, you know. And, after all, it’s the old
country, as they say, isn’t it? You can’t help having a certain feeling for it. That’s human nature … But tell me
something about yourself. Hogan told me you had … tasted the joys of connubial bliss. Two years ago, wasn’t it?”
Little Chandler blushed and smiled.
“Yes,” he said. “I was married last May twelve months.”
“I hope it’s not too late in the day to offer my best wishes,” said Ignatius Gallaher. “I didn’t know your address
or I’d have done so at the time.”
He extended his hand, which Little Chandler took.
“Well, Tommy,” he said, “I wish you and yours every joy in life, old chap, and tons of money, and may you
never die till I shoot you. And that’s the wish of a sincere friend, an old friend. You know that?”
“I know that,” said Little Chandler.
“Any youngsters?” said Ignatius Gallaher. Little Chandler blushed again.
“We have one child,” he said.
“Son or daughter?”
“A little boy.” Ignatius Gallaher slapped his friend sonorously on the back.
“Bravo,” he said, “I wouldn’t doubt you, Tommy.”
Little Chandler smiled, looked confusedly at his glass and bit his lower lip with three childishly white front
teeth.
“I hope you’ll spend an evening with us,” he said, “before you go back. My wife will be delighted to meet you.
We can have a little music and—”
“Thanks awfully, old chap,” said Ignatius Gallaher, “I’m sorry we didn’t meet earlier. But I must leave
tomorrow night.”
“Tonight, perhaps …?”
“I’m awfully sorry, old man. You see I’m over here with another fellow, clever young chap he is too, and we
arranged to go to a little card-party. Only for that …”
“O, in that case …”
“But who knows?” said Ignatius Gallaher considerately. “Next year I may take a little skip over here now that
I’ve broken the ice. It’s only a pleasure deferred.”
“Very well,” said Little Chandler, “the next time you come we must have an evening together. That’s agreed
now, isn’t it?”
“Yes, that’s agreed,” said Ignatius Gallaher. “Next year if I come, parole d’ honneur.”
“And to clinch the bargain,” said Little Chandler, “we’ll just have one more now.”
Ignatius Gallaher took out a large gold watch and looked at it.
“Is it to be the last?” he said. “Because you know, I have an a.p.”
“O, yes, positively,” said Little Chandler.
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“Very well, then,” said Ignatius Gallaher, “let us have another one as a deoc an doruis—that’s good vernacular
for a small whisky, I believe.”
*
Little Chandler ordered the drinks.
The blush which had risen to his face a few moments before was establishing itself. A trifle made him blush at
any time: and now he felt warm and excited. Three small whiskies had gone to his head and Gallaher’s strong
cigar had confused his mind, for he was a delicate and abstinent person.
The adventure of meeting Gallaher after eight years, of finding himself with Gallaher in Corless’s surrounded
by lights and noise, of listening to Gallaher’s stories and of sharing for a brief space Gallaher’s vagrant and
triumphant life, upset the equipoise of his sensitive nature.
He felt acutely the contrast between his own life and his friend’s, and it seemed to him unjust.
Gallaher was his inferior in birth and education. He was sure that he could do something better than his friend
had ever done, or could ever do, something higher than mere tawdry journalism if he only got the chance.
What was it that stood in his way? His unfortunate timidity! He wished to vindicate himself in some way, to
assert his manhood. He saw behind Gallaher’s refusal of his invitation. Gallaher was only patronizing him by his
friendliness just as he was patronizing Ireland by his visit.
The barman brought their drinks. Little Chandler pushed one glass towards his friend and took up the other
boldly.
“Who knows?” he said, as they lifted their glasses. “When you come next year I may have the pleasure of
wishing long life and happiness to Mr. and Mrs. Ignatius Gallaher.”
Ignatius Gallaher in the act of drinking closed one eye expressively over the rim of his glass. When he had
drunk he smacked his lips decisively, set down his glass and said:
“No blooming fear of that, my boy. I’m going to have my fling first and see a bit of life and the world before I
put my head in the sack—if I ever do.”
“Some day you will,” said Little Chandler calmly. Ignatius Gallaher turned his orange tie and slate-blue eyes
full upon his friend.
“You think so?” he said.
“You’ll put your head in the sack,” repeated Little Chandler stoutly, “like everyone else if you can find the
girl.” He had slightly emphasized his tone and he was aware that he had betrayed himself; but, though the color
had heightened in his cheek, he did not flinch from his friend’s gaze. Ignatius Gallaher watched him for a few
moments and then said:
“If ever it occurs, you may bet your bottom dollar there’ll be no mooning and spooning about it. I mean to
marry money. She’ll have a good fat account at the bank or she won’t do for me.”
Little Chandler shook his head.
“Why, man alive,” said Ignatius Gallaher, vehemently, “do you know what it is? I’ve only to say the word and
tomorrow I can have the woman and the cash. You don’t believe it? Well, I know it. There are hundreds—what am
I saying?—thousands of rich Germans and Jews, rotten with money, that’d only be too glad … You wait a while,
my boy. See if I don’t play my cards properly. When I go about a thing I mean business, I tell you. You just wait.”
He tossed his glass to his mouth, finished his drink and laughed loudly. Then he looked thoughtfully before
him and said in a calmer tone:
“But I’m in no hurry. They can wait. I don’t fancy tying myself up to one woman, you know.”
He imitated with his mouth the act of tasting and made a wry face.
“Must get a bit stale, I should think,” he said.
*
Little Chandler sat in the room off the hall, holding a child in his arms. To save money they kept no servant but
Annie’s young sister Monica came for an hour or so in the morning and an hour or so in the evening to help. But
Monica had gone home long ago.
It was a quarter to nine. Little Chandler had come home late for tea and, moreover, he had forgotten to bring
Annie home the parcel of coffee from Bewley’s. Of course she was in a bad humor and gave him short answers.
She said she would do without any tea but when it came near the time at which the shop at the corner closed she
decided to go out herself for a quarter of a pound of tea and two pounds of sugar. She put the sleeping child deftly
in his arms and said:
“Here. Don’t waken him.”
A little lamp with a white china shade stood upon the table and its light fell over a photograph which was
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enclosed in a frame of crumpled horn. It was Annie’s photograph.
Little Chandler looked at it, pausing at the thin tight lips. She wore the pale blue summer blouse which he had
brought her home as a present one Saturday. It had cost him ten and elevenpence; but what an agony of nervousness it had cost him! How he had suffered that day, waiting at the shop door until the shop was empty, standing at
the counter and trying to appear at his ease while the girl piled ladies’ blouses before him, paying at the desk and
forgetting to take up the odd penny of his change, being called back by the cashier, and finally, striving to hide his
blushes as he left the shop by examining the parcel to see if it was securely tied.
When he brought the blouse home Annie kissed him and said it was very pretty and stylish; but when she heard
the price she threw the blouse on the table and said it was a regular swindle to charge ten and elevenpence for it.
At first she wanted to take it back but when she tried it on she was delighted with it, especially with the make of
the sleeves, and kissed him and said he was very good to think of her.
Hmmm! …
He looked coldly into the eyes of the photograph and they answered coldly. Certainly they were pretty and the
face itself was pretty.
But he found something mean in it. Why was it so unconscious and ladylike? The composure of the eyes irritated him. They repelled him and defied him: there was no passion in them, no rapture.
He thought of what Gallaher had said about rich Jewesses. Those dark Oriental eyes, he thought, how full they
are of passion, of voluptuous longing! … Why had he married the eyes in the photograph?
He caught himself up at the question and glanced nervously round the room. He found something mean in the
pretty furniture which he had bought for his house on the hire system. Annie had chosen it herself and it reminded
him of her. It too was prim and pretty.
A dull resentment against his life awoke within him. Could he not escape from his little house? Was it too late
for him to try to live bravely like Gallaher? Could he go to London?
There was the furniture still to be paid for. If he could only write a book and get it published, that might open
the way for him.
A volume of Byron’s poems lay before him on the table. He opened it cautiously with his left hand lest he
should waken the child and began to read the first poem in the book:
Hushed are the winds and still the evening gloom,
Not e’en a Zephyr wanders through the grove,
Whilst I return to view my Margaret’s tomb
And scatter flowers on the dust I love.

He paused.
He felt the rhythm of the verse about him in the room. How melancholy it was! Could he, too, write like that,
express the melancholy of his soul in verse? There were so many things he wanted to describe: his sensation of a
few hours before on Grattan Bridge, for example. If he could get back again into that mood …
The child awoke and began to cry. He turned from the page and tried to hush it: but it would not be hushed. He
began to rock it to and fro in his arms but its wailing cry grew keener. He rocked it faster while his eyes began to
read the second stanza:
Within this narrow cell reclines her clay,
That clay where once …

It was useless. He couldn’t read. He couldn’t do anything. The wailing of the child pierced the drum of his ear.
It was useless, useless! He was a prisoner for life. His arms trembled with anger and suddenly bending to the
child’s face he shouted:
“Stop!”
The child stopped for an instant, had a spasm of fright and began to scream. He jumped up from his chair and
walked hastily up and down the room with the child in his arms. It began to sob piteously, losing its breath for
four or five seconds, and then bursting out anew. The thin walls of the room echoed the sound. He tried to soothe
it but it sobbed more convulsively. He looked at the contracted and quivering face of the child and began to be
alarmed. He counted seven sobs without a break between them and caught the child to his breast in fright. If it
died! …
The door was burst open and a young woman ran in, panting.
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“What is it? What is it?” she cried.
The child, hearing its mother’s voice, broke out into a paroxysm of sobbing.
“It’s nothing, Annie … it’s nothing … He began to cry …”
She flung her parcels on the floor and snatched the child from him.
“What have you done to him?” she cried, glaring into his face.
Little Chandler sustained for one moment the gaze of her eyes and his heart closed together as he met the
hatred in them. He began to stammer:
“It’s nothing. He … he began to cry. I couldn’t … I didn’t do anything … What?”
Giving no heed to him she began to walk up and down the room; clasping the child tightly in her arms and
murmuring:
“My little man! My little mannie! Was ’ou frightened, love? … There now, love! There now! … Lambabaun!
Mamma’s little lamb of the world! … There now!”
Little Chandler felt his cheeks suffused with shame and he stood back out of the lamplight.
He listened while the paroxysm of the child’s sobbing grew less and less; and tears of remorse started to his
eyes.
9
The bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went to the tube,\fn{ A (now archaic) communications device, often
called a “speaking-tube” and also formerly used onboard ships to enable the captain to communicate with various portions of his vessel } a
furious voice called out in a piercing North of Ireland accent:
“Send Farrington here!” Miss Parker returned to her machine, saying to a man who was writing at a desk:
“Mr. Alleyne wants you upstairs.”
The man muttered “Blast him!” under his breath and pushed back his chair to stand up. When he stood up he
was tall and of great bulk. He had a hanging face, dark wine-colored, with fair eyebrows and mustache: his eyes
bulged forward slightly and the whites of them were dirty. He lifted up the counter and, passing by the clients,
went out of the office with a heavy step. He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second landing, where a
door bore a brass plate with the inscription Mr. Alleyne. Here he halted, puffing with labor and vexation, and
knocked. The shrill voice cried:
“Come in!”
The man entered Mr. Alleyne’s room. Simultaneously Mr. Alleyne, a little man wearing gold-rimmed glasses
on a clean-shaven face, shot his head up over a pile of documents. The head itself was so pink and hairless it
seemed like a large egg reposing on the papers. Mr. Alleyne did not lose a moment:
“Farrington? What is the meaning of this? Why have I always to complain of you? May I ask you why you
haven’t made a copy of that contract between Bodley and Kirwan? I told you it must be ready by four o’clock.”
“But Mr. Shelley said, sir—”
“Mr. Shelley said, sir … Kindly attend to what I say and not to what Mr. Shelley says, sir. You have always
some excuse or another for shirking work. Let me tell you that if the contract is not copied before this evening I’ll
lay the matter before Mr. Crosbie. Do you hear me now?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Do you hear me now? … Ay and another little matter! I might as well be talking to the wall as talking to you.
Understand once for all that you get a half an hour for your lunch and not an hour and a half. How many courses
do you want, I’d like to know. Do you mind me now?”
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. The man stared fixedly at the polished skull which
directed the affairs of Crosbie & Alleyne, gauging its fragility. A spasm of rage gripped his throat for a few
moments and then passed, leaving after it a sharp sensation of thirst. The man recognized the sensation and felt
that he must have a good night’s drinking. The middle of the month was passed and, if he could get the copy done
in time, Mr. Alleyne might give him an order on the cashier. He stood still, gazing fixedly at the head upon the
pile of papers. Suddenly Mr. Alleyne began to upset all the papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had
been unaware of the man’s presence till that moment, he shot up his head again, saying:
“Eh? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my word, Farrington, you take things easy!”
“I was waiting to see—”
“Very good, you needn’t wait to see. Go downstairs and do your work.”
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The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he went out of the room, he heard Mr. Alleyne cry after him
that if the contract was not copied by evening Mr. Crosbie would hear of the matter.
He returned to his desk in the lower office and counted the sheets which remained to be copied. He took up his
pen and dipped it in the ink but he continued to stare stupidly at the last words he had written: In no case shall the
said Bernard Bodley be … The evening was falling and in a few minutes they would be lighting the gas: then he
could write. He felt that he must slake the thirst in his throat. He stood up from his desk and, lifting the counter as
before, passed out of the office. As he was passing out the chief clerk looked at him inquiringly.
“It’s all right, Mr. Shelley,” said the man, pointing with his finger to indicate the objective of his journey. The
chief clerk glanced at the hat-rack, but, seeing the row complete, offered no remark. As soon as he was on the
landing the man pulled a shepherd’s plaid cap out of his pocket, put it on his head and ran quickly down the
rickety stairs. From the street door he walked on furtively on the inner side of the path towards the corner and all
at once dived into a doorway. He was now safe in the dark snug of O’Neill’s shop, and filling up the little window
that looked into the bar with his inflamed face, the color of dark wine or dark meat, he called out:
“Here, Pat, give us a g.p. like a good fellow.”
The curate brought him a glass of plain porter. The man drank it at a gulp and asked for a caraway seed. He put
his penny on the counter and, leaving the curate to grope for it in the gloom, retreated out of the snug as furtively
as he had entered it.
Darkness, accompanied by a thick fog, was gaining upon the dusk of February and the lamps in Eustace Street
had been lit. The man went up by the houses until he reached the door of the office, wondering whether he could
finish his copy in time. On the stairs a moist pungent odor of perfumes saluted his nose: evidently Miss Delacour
had come while he was out in O’Neill’s. He crammed his cap back again into his pocket and reentered the office,
assuming an air of absentmindedness.
“Mr. Alleyne has been calling for you,” said the chief clerk severely. “Where were you?”
The man glanced at the two clients who were standing at the counter as if to intimate that their presence
prevented him from answering. As the clients were both male the chief clerk allowed himself a laugh.
“I know that game,” he said. “Five times in one day is a little bit … well, you better look sharp and get a copy
of our correspondence in the Delacour case for Mr. Alleyne.”
This address in the presence of the public, his run upstairs and the porter he had gulped down so hastily
confused the man and, as he sat down at his desk to get what was required, he realized how hopeless was the task
of finishing his copy of the contract before half past five. The dark damp night was coming and he longed to
spend it in the bars, drinking with his friends amid the glare of gas and the clatter of glasses. He got out the
Delacour correspondence and passed out of the office. He hoped Mr. Alleyne would not discover that the last two
letters were missing.
The moist pungent perfume lay all the way up to Mr. Alleyne’s room. Miss Delacour was a middle-aged
woman of Jewish appearance. Mr. Alleyne was said to be sweet on her or on her money. She came to the office
often and stayed a long time when she came. She was sitting beside his desk now in an aroma of perfumes,
smoothing the handle of her umbrella and nodding the great black feather in her hat.
Mr. Alleyne had swiveled his chair round to face her and thrown his right foot jauntily upon his left knee. The
man put the correspondence on the desk and bowed respectfully but neither Mr. Alleyne nor Miss Delacour took
any notice of his bow. Mr. Alleyne tapped a finger on the correspondence and then flicked it towards him as if to
say:
“That’s all right: you can go.”
The man returned to the lower office and sat down again at his desk. He stared intently at the incomplete
phrase, In no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be … and thought how strange it was that the last three words
began with the same letter. The chief clerk began to hurry Miss Parker, saying she would never have the letters
typed in time for post. The man listened to the clicking of the machine for a few minutes and then set to work to
finish his copy.
But his head was not clear and his mind wandered away to the glare and rattle of the public-house. It was a
night for hot punches. He struggled on with his copy, but when the clock struck five he had still fourteen pages to
write. Blast it! He couldn’t finish it in time. He longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down on something
violently. He was so enraged that he wrote Bernard Bernard instead of Bernard Bodley and had to begin again on
a clean sheet.
He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office singlehanded. His body ached to do something, to rush out
and revel in violence. All the indignities of his life enraged him. Could he ask the cashier privately for an
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advance? No, the cashier was no good, no damn good: he wouldn’t give an advance. He knew where he would
meet the boys: Leonard and O’Halloran and Nosey Flynn. The barometer of his emotional nature was set for a
spell of riot.
His imagination had so abstracted him that his name was called twice before he answered. Mr. Alleyne and
Miss Delacour were standing outside the counter and all the clerks had turned round in anticipation of something.
The man got up from his desk. Mr. Alleyne began a tirade of abuse, saying that two letters were missing. The man
answered that he knew nothing about them, that he had made a faithful copy. The tirade continued: it was so bitter
and violent that the man could hardly restrain his fist from descending upon the head of the mannequinn before
him:
“I know nothing about any other two letters,” he said stupidly.
“You-know-nothing. Of course you know nothing,” said Mr. Alleyne. “Tell me,” he added, glancing first for
approval to the lady beside him, “do you take me for a fool? Do you think me an utter fool?”
The man glanced from the lady’s face to the little egg-shaped head and back again; and, almost before he was
aware of it, his tongue had found a felicitous moment:
“I don’t think, sir,” he said, “that that’s a fair question to put to me.”
There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. Everyone was astounded (the author of the witticism no
less than his neighbors) and Miss Delacour, who was a stout amiable person, began to smile broadly. Mr. Alleyne
flushed to the hue of a wild rose and his mouth twitched with a dwarf’s passion. He shook his fist in the man’s
face till it seemed to vibrate like the knob of some electric machine:
“You impertinent ruffian! You impertinent ruffian! I’ll make short work of you! Wait till you see! You’ll
apologize to me for your impertinence or you’ll quit the office instanter! You’ll quit this, I’m telling you, or you’ll
apologize to me!”
*
He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching to see if the cashier would come out alone. All the clerks
passed out and finally the cashier came out with the chief clerk. It was no use trying to say a word to him when he
was with the chief clerk. The man felt that his position was bad enough. He had been obliged to offer an abject
apology to Mr. Alleyne for his impertinence but he knew what a hor-net’s nest the office would be for him. He
could remember the way in which Mr. Alleyne had hounded little Peake out of the office in order to make room
for his own nephew. He felt savage and thirsty and revengeful, annoyed with himself and with everyone else. Mr.
Alleyne would never give him an hour’s rest; his life would be a hell to him. He had made a proper fool of
himself this time. Could he not keep his tongue in his cheek?
But they had never pulled together from the first, he and Mr. Alleyne, ever since the day Mr. Alleyne had
overheard him mimicking his North of Ireland accent to amuse Higgins and Miss Parker: that had been the
beginning of it. He might have tried Higgins for the money, but sure Higgins never had anything for himself. A
man with two establishments to keep up, of course he couldn’t …
He felt his great body again aching for the comfort of the public-house. The fog had begun to chill him and he
wondered could he touch Pat in O’Neill’s. He could not touch him for more than a bob—and a bob was no use.
Yet he must get money somewhere or other: he had spent his last penny for the g.p. and soon it would be too late
for getting money anywhere. Suddenly, as he was fingering his watch-chain, he thought of Terry Kelly’s pawnoffice in Fleet Street. That was the dart! Why didn’t he think of it sooner?
He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar quickly, muttering to himself that they could all go to hell
because he was going to have a good night of it. The clerk in Terry Kelly’s said A crown!\fn{A five-shilling coin; now
discontinued, though the word for it is often met with } but the consignor held out for six shillings; and in the end the six
shillings was allowed him literally. He came out of the pawn-office joyfully, making a little cylinder of the coins
between his thumb and fingers.
In Westmoreland Street the footpaths were crowded with young men and women returning from business and
ragged urchins ran here and there yelling out the names of the evening editions. The man passed through the
crowd, looking on the spectacle generally with proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at the office-girls. His
head was full of the noises of tram-gongs and swishing trolleys and his nose already sniffed the curling fumes of
punch. As he walked on he preconsidered the terms in which he would narrate the incident to the boys:
“So, I just looked at him—coolly, you know, and looked at her. Then I looked back at him again—taking my
time, you know. ‘I don’t think that that’s a fair question to put to me,’ says I.”
Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of Davy Byrne’s and, when he heard the story, he stood
Farrington a half-one, saying it was as smart a thing as ever he heard. Farrington stood a drink in his turn. After a
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while O’Halloran and Paddy Leonard came in and the story was repeated to them. O’Halloran stood tailors of
malt, hot, all round and told the story of the retort he had made to the chief clerk when he was in Callan’s of
Fownes’s Street; but, as the retort was after the manner of the liberal shepherds in the eclogues, he had to admit
that it was not as clever as Farrington’s retort. At this Farrington told the boys to polish off that and have another.
Just as they were naming their poisons who should come in but Higgins! Of course he had to join in with the
others. The men asked him to give his version of it, and he did so with great vivacity for the sight of five small hot
whiskies was very exhilarating. Everyone roared laughing when he showed the way in which Mr. Alleyne shook
his fist in Farrington’s face. Then he imitated Farrington, saying, “And here was my nabs,\fn{ My friend} as cool as
you please,” while Farrington looked at the company out of his heavy, dirty eyes, smiling and at times drawing
forth stray drops of liquor from his mustache with the aid of his lower lip.
When that round was over there was a pause.
O’Halloran had money but neither of the other two seemed to have any; so the whole party left the shop somewhat regretfully. At the corner of Duke Street Higgins and Nosey Flynn beveled off to the left while the other
three turned back towards the city. Rain was drizzling down on the cold streets and, when they reached the Ballast
Office, Farrington suggested the Scotch House.
The bar was full of men and loud with the noise of tongues and glasses. The three men pushed past the
whining match-sellers at the door and formed a little party at the corner of the counter.
They began to exchange stories. Leonard introduced them to a young fellow named Weathers who was
performing at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knockabout artiste. Farrington stood a drink all round. Weathers said he
would take a small Irish and Apollinaris. Farrington, who had definite notions of what was what, asked the boys
would they have an Apollinaris too; but the boys told Tim to make theirs hot. The talk became theatrical.
O’Halloran stood a round and then Farrington stood another round.
Weathers protesting that the hospitality was too Irish. He promised to get them in behind the scenes and
introduce them to some nice girls. O’Halloran said that he and Leonard would go, but that Farrington wouldn’t go
because he was a married man; and Farrington’s heavy, dirty eyes leered at the company in token that he understood he was being chaffed. Weathers made them all have just one little tincture at his expense and promised to
meet them later on at Mulligan’s in Poolbeg Street.
When the Scotch House closed they went round to Mulligan’s. They went into the parlor at the back and
Q’Halloran ordered small hot specials all round. They were all beginning to feel mellow. Farrington was just
standing another round when Weathers came back. Much to Farrington’s relief he drank a glass of bitter this time.
Funds were getting low but they had enough to keep them going.
Presently two young women with big hats and a young man in a check suit came in and sat at a table close by.
Weathers saluted them and told the company that they were out of the Tivoli. Farrington’s eyes wandered at every
moment in the direction of one of the young women.
There was something striking in her appearance. An immense scarf of peacock-blue muslin was wound round
her hat and knotted in a great bow under her chin; and, she wore bright yellow gloves, reaching to the elbow.
Farrington gazed admiringly at the plump arm which she moved very often and with much grace; and when, after
a little time, she answered his gaze he admired still more her large dark brown eyes. The oblique staring
expression in them fascinated him.
She glanced at him once or twice and, when the party was leaving the room, she brushed against his chair and
said “0, pardon!” in a London accent. He watched her leave the room in the hope that she would look back at him,
but he was disappointed.
He cursed his want of money and cursed all the rounds he had stood, particularly all the whiskies and
Apollinaris which he had stood to Weathers. If there was one thing that he hated it was a sponge. He was so angry
that he lost count of the conversation of his friends.
When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they were talking about feats of strength. Weathers was
showing his biceps muscle to the company and boasting so much that the other two had called on Farrington to
uphold the national honor. Farrington pulled up his sleeve accordingly and showed his biceps muscle to the
company.
The two arms were examined and compared and finally it was agreed to have a trial of strength. The table was
cleared and the two men rested their elbows on it, clasping hands. When Paddy Leonard said “ Go!” each was to
try to bring down the other’s hand on to the table. Farrington looked very serious and determined.
The trial began. After about thirty seconds Weathers brought his opponent’s hand slowly down on to the table.
Farrington’s dark wine-colored face flushed darker still with anger and humiliation at having been defeated by
82

such a stripling.
“You’re not to put the weight of your body behind it. Play fair,” he said.
“Who’s not playing fair?” said the other. “Come on again. The two best out of three.”
The trial began again. The veins stood out on Farrington’s forehead, and the pallor of Weathers’ complexion
changed to peony. Their hands and arms trembled under the stress. After a long struggle Weathers again brought
his opponent’s hand slowly on to the table. There was a murmur of applause from the spectators. The curate, who
was standing beside the table, nodded his red head towards the victor and said with stupid familiarity:
“Ah! That’s the knack!”
“What the hell do you know about it?” said Farrington fiercely, turning on the man. “What do you put in your
gab for?”
“Sh, sh!” said O’Halloran, observing the violent expression of Farrington’s face. “Pony up, boys. We’ll have
just one little smahan more and then we’ll be off.”
*
A very sullen-faced man stood at the corner of O’Connell Bridge waiting for the little Sandymount tram to take
him home. He was full of smouldering anger and revengefulness. He felt humiliated and discontented; he did not
even feel drunk; and he had only twopence in his pocket. He cursed everything.
He had done for himself in the office, pawned his watch, spent all his money; and he had not even got drunk.
He began to feel thirsty again and he longed to be back again in the hot, reeking, public-house. He had lost his
reputation as a strong man, having been defeated twice by a mere boy. His heart swelled with fury and, when he
thought of the woman in the big hat who had brushed against him and said Pardon! his fury nearly choked him.
His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he steered his great body along in the shadow of the wall of the
barracks. He loathed returning to his home. When he went in by the side door he found the kitchen empty and the
kitchen fire nearly out. He bawled upstairs:
“Ada! Ada!”
His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who bullied her husband when he was sober and was bullied by him
when he was drunk. They had five children. A little boy came running down the stairs.
“Who is that?” said the man, peering through the darkness.
“Me, pa.”
“Who are you? Charlie?”
“No, pa. Tom.”
“Where’s your mother?”
“She’s out at the chapel.”
“That’s right … Did she think of leaving any dinner for me?”
“Yes, pa. I—”
“Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the place in darkness? Are the other children in bed?”
The man sat down heavily on one of the chairs while the little boy lit the lamp. He began to mimic his son’s
flat accent, saying half to himself: “At the chapel. At the chapel, if you please!” When the lamp was lit he banged
his fist on the table and shouted:
“What’s for my dinner?”
“I’m going … to cook it, pa,” said the little boy. The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire.
“On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I’ll teach you to do that again!” He took a step to the door and
seized the walking-stick which was standing behind it.
“I’ll teach you to let the fire out!” he said, rolling up his sleeve in order to give his arm free play.
The little boy cried, “Oh pa!” and ran whimpering round the table, but the man followed him and caught him
by the coat. The little boy looked about him wildly but, seeing no way of escape, fell upon his knees.
“Now, you’ll let the fire out the next time!” said the man, striking at him vigorously with the stick. “Take that,
you little whelp!”
The boy uttered a squeal of pain as the stick cut his thigh. He clasped his hands together in the air and his voice
shook with fright.
“Oh, pa!” he cried. “Don’t beat me, pa! And I’ll … I’ll say a Hail Mary for you … I’ll say a Hail Mary for you,
pa, if you don’t beat me … I’ll say a Hail Mary …”
1920
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142.98 1. Guests Of The Nation 2. My Oedipus Complex 3. First Confession 4. The Luceys: Four Short
Stories\fn{by Frank O’Connor (1903-1962)} Cork, Ireland (M) 23
1
At dusk the big Englishman Belcher would shift his long legs out of the ashes and ask, “Well, chums, what
about it?” and Noble or me would say, “As you please, chum” (for we had picked up some of their curious
expressions), and the little Englishman ’Awkins would light the lamp and produce the cards.\fn{ The original of this
story does not have the last ending-part. That is mine. (H)}
Sometimes Jeremiah Donovan would come up of an evening and supervise the play, and grow excited over
’Awkins’s cards (which he always played badly), and shout at him as if he was one of our own,
“Ach, you divil you, why didn’t you play the tray?”
But, ordinarily, Jeremiah was a sober and contented poor devil like the big Englishman Belcher, and was
looked up to at all only because he was a fair hand at documents, though slow enough at these, I vow. He wore a
small cloth hat and big gaiters over his long pants and seldom did I perceive his hands outside the pockets of that
pants. He reddened when you talked to him, tilting from toe to heel and back and looking down all the while at his
big farmer’s feet. His uncommon broad accent was a great source of jest to me, I being from the town as you may
recognize.
I couldn’t at the time see the point of me and Noble being with Belcher and ’Awkins at all, for it was and is my
fixed belief you could have planted that pair in any untended spot from this to Claregalway and they’d have
stayed put and flourished like a native weed. I never seen in my short experience two men that took to the country
as they did.
They were handed on to us by the Second Battalion to keep when the search for them became too hot, and
Noble and myself, being young, took charge with a natural feeling of responsibility. But little ’Awkins made us
look right fools when he displayed he knew the countryside as well as we did and something more.
“You’re the bloke they calls Bonaparte?” he said to me. “Well, Bonaparte, Mary Brigid Ho’Connell was arskin
abaout you and said ’ow you’d a pair of socks belonging to ’er young brother.”
For it seemed, as they explained it, that the Second used to have little evenings of their own, and some of the
girls of the neighborhood would turn in, and, seeing they were such decent fellows, our lads couldn’t well ignore
the two Englishmen, but invited them in and were hail-fellow-well-met with them. ’Awkins told me he learned to
dance The Walls of Limerick and The Siege of Ennis and The Waves of Tory in a night or two, though naturally he
could not return the compliment, because our lads at that time did not dance foreign dances on principle.
So whatever privileges and favors Belcher and ’Awkins had with the Second they duly took with us, and after
the first evening we gave up all pretense of keeping a close eye on their behavior. Not that they could have got far,
for they had a notable accent and wore khaki tunics and overcoats with civilian pants and boots. But it’s my belief
they never had an idea of escaping and were quite contented with their lot.
Now, it was a treat to see how Belcher got off with the old woman of the house we were staying in. She was a
great warrant to scold, and crotchety even with us, but before ever she had a chance of giving our guests, as I may
call them, a lick of her tongue, Belcher had made her his friend for life. She was breaking sticks at the time, and
Belcher, who hadn’t been in the house for more than ten minutes, jumped up out of his seat and went across to
her.
“Allow me, madam,” he says, smiling his queer little smile, “please allow me,” and takes the hatchet from her
hand. She was struck too parlatic\fn{ Paralytic; but he means “surprised”} to speak, and ever after Belcher would be at
her heels carrying a bucket, or basket, or load of turf, as the case might be. As Noble wittily remarked, he got into
looking before she leapt, and hot water or any little thing she wanted Belcher would have it ready before
her.\fn{Before she asked} For such a huge man (and though I am five foot ten myself I had to look up to him) he had
an uncommon shortness—or should I say lack—of speech. It took us some time to get used to him walking in and
out like a ghost, without a syllable out of him. Especially because ’Awkins talked enough for a platoon, it was
strange to hear big Belcher with his toes in the ashes come out with a solitary “Excuse me, chum,” or “That’s
right, chum.” His one and only abiding passion was cards, and I will say for him he was a good card player. He
could have fleeced me and Noble many a time; only if we lost to him, ’Awkins lost to us, and ’Awkins played
with the money Belcher gave him. ’Awkins lost to us because he talked too much, and I think now we lost to
Belcher for the same reason.
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’Awkins and Noble would spit at one another about religion into the early hours of the morning; the little
Englishman as you could see worrying the soul out of young Noble (whose brother was a priest) with a string of
questions that would puzzle a cardinal. And to make it worse, even in treating of these holy subjects, ’Awkins had
a deplorable tongue; I never in all my career struck across a man who could mix such a variety of cursing and bad
language into the simplest topic. Oh, a terrible man was little ’Awkins, and a fright to argue! He never did a stroke
of work, and when he had no one else to talk to he fixed his claws into the old woman.
I am glad to say that in her he met his match, for one day when he tried to get her to complain profanely of the
drought she gave him a great comedown by blaming the drought upon Jupiter Pluvius (a deity neither ’Awkins nor
I had ever even heard of, though Noble said among the pagans he was held to have something to do with rain).
And another day the same ’Awkins was swearing at the capitalists for starting the German war,\fn{ World War I}
when the old dame laid down her iron, puckered up her little crab’s mouth and said,
“Mr. ’Awkins, you can say what you please about the war, thinking to deceive me because I’m an ignorant old
woman, but I know well what started the war. It was that Italian count that stole the heathen divinity out of the
temple in Japan, for believe me, Mr. ’Awkins, nothing but sorrow and want follows them that disturbs the hidden
powers!” Oh, a queer old dame, as you remark!
*
So one evening we had our tea together, and ’Awkins lit the lamp and we all sat in to cards. Jeremiah Donovan
came in too, and sat down and watched us for a while. Though he was a shy man and didn’t speak much, it was
easy to see he had no great love for the two Englishmen, and I was surprised it hadn’t struck me so clearly before.
Well, like that in the story, a terrible dispute blew up late in the evening between ’Awkins and Noble, about
capitalists and priests and love for your own country.
“The capitalists,” says ’Awkins, with an angry gulp, “the capitalists pays the priests to tell you all abaout the
next world, so’s you waon’t notice what they do in this!”
“Nonsense, man,” says Noble, losing his temper, “before ever a capitalist was thought of people believed in the
next world.” ’Awkins stood up as if he was preaching a sermon.
“Oh, they did, did they?” he says with a sneer. “They believed all the things you believe, that’s what you
mean? And you believe that God created Hadam and Hadam created Shem and Shem created Jehoshophat? You
believe all the silly hold fairy-tale abaout Heve and Heden and the happle? Well, listen to me, chum. If you’re
entitled to ’old to a silly belief like that, I’m entitled to ’old to my own silly belief—which is, that the fust thing
your God created was a bleedin’ capitalist with mirality and Rolls Royce complete. Am I right, chum?” he says
then to Belcher.
“You’re right, chum,” says Belcher, with his queer smile, and gets up from the table to stretch his long legs
into the fire and stroke his mustache.
So, seeing that Jeremiah Donovan was going, and there was no knowing when the conversation about religion
would be over, I took my hat and went out with him. We strolled down towards the village together, and then he
suddenly stopped, and blushing and mumbling, and shifting, as his way was, from toe to heel, he said I ought to
be behind keeping guard on the prisoners. And I, having it put to me so suddenly, asked him what the hell he
wanted a guard on the prisoners at all for, and said that so far as Noble and me were concerned we had talked it
over and would rather be out with a column.
“What use is that pair to us?” I asked him. He looked at me for a spell and said,
“I thought you knew we were keeping them as hostages.”
“Hostages?” says I, not quite understanding.
“The enemy,” he says in his heavy way, “have prisoners belong to us, and now they talk of shooting them. If
they shoot our prisoners we’ll shoot theirs, and serve them right.”
“Shoot them?” said I, the possibility just beginning to dawn on me.
“Shoot them, exactly,” said he.
“Now,” said I, “wasn’t it very unforeseen of you not to tell me and Noble that?”
“How so?” he asks.
“Seeing that we were acting as guards upon them, of course.”
“And hadn’t you reason enough to guess that much?”
“We had not, Jeremiah Donovan, we had not. How were we to know when the men were on our hands so
long?”
“And what difference does it make? The enemy have our prisoners as long or longer, haven’t they?”
“It makes a great difference,” said I.
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“How so?” said he sharply; but I couldn’t tell him the difference it made, for I was struck too silly to speak.
“And when may we expect to be released from this anyway?” said I.
“You may expect it tonight,” says he. “Or tomorrow or the next day at latest. So if it’s hanging round here that
worries you, you’ll be free soon enough.”
I cannot explain it even now, how sad I felt, but I went back to the cottage, a miserable man. When I arrived
the discussion was still on, ’Awkins holding forth to all and sundry that there was no next world at all and Noble
answering in his best canonical style that there was. But I saw ’Awkins was after having the best of it.
“Do you know what, chum?” he was saying, with his saucy smile, “I think you’re jest as big a bleedin’
hunbeliever as I am. You say you believe in the next world and you know jest as much abaout the next world as I
do, which is sweet damn-all. What’s ’Eaven? You dunno. Where’s ’Eaven? You dunno. Who’s in ’Eaven? You
dunno. You know sweet damn-all! I arsk you again, do they wear wings?”
“Very well then,” says Noble, “they do; is that enough for you? They do wear wings.”
“Where do they get them then? Who makes them? ’Ave they a fact’ry for wings? ’Ave they a sort of store
where you ’ands in your chit and tikes your bleedin’ wings? Answer me that.”
“Oh, you’re an impossible man to argue with,” says Noble. “Now listen to me—” And off the pair of them
went again.
It was long after midnight when we locked up the Englishmen and went to bed ourselves. As I blew out the
candle I told Noble what Jeremiah Donovan had told me. Noble took it very quietly. After we had been in bed
about an hour he asked me did I think we ought to tell the Englishmen. I having thought of the same thing myself
(among many others) said no, because it was more than likely the English wouldn’t shoot our men, and anyhow it
wasn’t to be supposed the Brigade who were always up and down with the second battalion and knew the
Englishmen well would be likely to want them bumped off.
“I think so,” says Noble. “It would be sort of cruelty to put the wind up them now.”
“It was very unforeseen of Jeremiah Donovan anyhow,” says I, and by Noble’s silence I realized he took my
meaning. So I lay there half the night, and thought and thought, and picturing myself and young Noble trying to
prevent the Brigade from shooting ’Awkins and Belcher sent a cold sweat out through me. Because there were
men on the Brigade you daren’t let nor hinder without a gun in your hand, and at any rate, in those days disunion
between brothers seemed to me an awful crime.
I knew better after.
It was next morning we found it so hard to face Belcher and ’Awkins with a smile. We went about the house all
day scarcely saying a word. Belcher didn’t mind us much; he was stretched into the ashes as usual with his usual
look of waiting in quietness for something unforeseen to happen, but little ’Awkins gave us a bad time with his
audacious gibing and questioning. He was disgusted at Noble’s not answering him back.
“Why can’t you tike your beating like a man, chum?” he says. “You with your Hadam and Heve! I’m a
Communist—or an Anarchist. An Anarchist, that’s what I am.” And for hours after he went round the house,
mumbling when the fit took him,
“Hadam and Heve! Hadam and Heve!”
*
I don’t know clearly how we got over that day, but get over it we did, and a great relief it was when the teathings were cleared away and Belcher said in his peaceable manner,
“Well, chums, what about it?”
So we all sat round the table and ’Awkins produced the cards, and at that moment I heard Jeremiah Donovan’s
footsteps up the path, and a dark presentiment crossed my mind. I rose quietly from the table and laid my hand on
him before he reached the door.
“What do you want?” I asked him.
“I want those two soldier friends of yours,” he says reddening.
“Is that the way it is, Jeremiah Donovan?” I ask.
“That’s the way. There were four of our lads went west this morning, one of them a boy of sixteen.”
“That’s bad, Jeremiah,” says I.
At that moment Noble came out, and we walked down the path together talking in whispers. Feeney, the local
intelligence officer, was standing by the gate.
“What are you going to do about it?” I asked Jeremiah Donovan.
“I want you and Noble to bring them out: you can tell them they’re being shifted again; that’ll be the quietest
way.”
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“Leave me out of that,” says Noble suddenly. Jeremiah Donovan looked at him hard for a minute or two.
“All right so,” he said peaceably. “You and Feeney collect a few tools from the shed and dig a hole by the far
end of the bog. Bonaparte and I’ll be after you in about twenty minutes. But whatever else you do, don’t let
anyone see you with the tools. No one must know but the four of ourselves.”
We saw Feeney and Noble go round to the houseen where the tools were kept, and sidled in. Everything if I
can so express myself was tottering before my eyes, and I left Jeremiah Donovan to do the explaining as best he
could, while I took a seat and said nothing. He told them they were to go back to the Second.
’Awkins let a mouthful of curses out of him at that, and it was plain that Belcher, though he said nothing, was
duly perturbed. The old woman was for having them stay in spite of us, and she did not shut her mouth until
Jeremiah Donovan lost his temper and said some nasty things to her. Within the house by this time it was pitch
dark, but no one thought of lighting the lamp, and in the darkness the two Englishmen fetched their khaki topcoats
and said good-bye to the woman of the house.
“Just as a man mikes a ’ome of a bleedin’ place,” mumbles ’Awkins shaking her by the hand, “some bastard at
headquarters thinks you’re too cushy and shunts you off.” Belcher shakes her hand very hearty.
“A thousand thanks, madam,” he says, “a thousand thanks for everything,” as though he’d made it all up.
We go round to the back of the house and down towards the fatal bog. Then Jeremiah Donovan comes out with
what is in his mind.
“There were four of our lads shot by your fellows this morning so now you’re to be bumped off.”
“Cut that stuff out,” says ’Awkins flaring up. “It’s bad enough to be mucked about such as we are without you
plying at soldiers.”
“It’s true,” says Jeremiah Donovan, “I’m sorry, ’Awkins, but ’tis true,” and comes out with the usual rigmarole
about doing our duty and obeying our superiors.
“Cut it out,” says ’Awkins irritably, “Cut it out!” Then, when Donovan sees he is not being believed he turns to
me.
“Ask Bonaparte here,” he says.
“I don’t need to arsk Bonaparte. Me and Bonaparte are chums.”
“Isn’t it true, Bonaparte?” says Jeremiah Donovan solemnly to me.
“It is,” I say sadly, “it is.” ’Awkins stops.
“Now, for Christ’s sike—”
“I mean it, chum,” I say.
“You daon’t saound as if you mean it. You knaow well you don’t mean it.”
“Well, if he don’t I do,” says Jeremiah Donovan.
“Why the ’ell sh’d you want to shoot me, Jeremiah Donovan?”
“Why the hell should your people take out four prisoners and shoot them in cold blood upon a barrack
square?”
I perceive Jeremiah Donovan is trying to encourage himself with hot words. Anyway, he took little ’Awkins by
the arm and dragged him on, but it was impossible to make him understand that we were in earnest. From which
you will perceive how difficult it was for me, as I kept feeling my Smith and Wesson and thinking what I would
do if they happened to put up a fight or ran for it, and wishing in my heart they would. I knew if only they ran I
would never fire on them.
“Was Noble in this?” ’Awkins wanted to know, and we said yes. He laughed. But why should Noble want to
shoot him? Why should we want to shoot him? What had he done to us? Weren’t we chums (the word lingers
painfully in my memory)? Weren’t we? Didn’t we understand him and didn’t he understand us? Did either of us
imagine for an instant that he’d shoot us for all the so-and-so brigadiers in the so-and-so British Army?
By this time I began to perceive in the dusk the desolate edges of the bog that was to be their last earthly bed,
and, so great a sadness overtook my mind, I could not answer him. We walked along the edge of it in the
darkness, and every now and then ’Awkins would call a halt and begin again, just as if he was wound up, about us
being chums, and I was in despair that nothing but the cold and open grave made ready for his presence would
convince him that we meant it all. But all the same, if you can understand, I didn’t want him to be bumped off.
*
At last we saw the unsteady glint of a lantern in the distance and made towards it. Noble was carrying it, and
Feeney stood somewhere in the darkness behind, and somehow the picture of the two of them so silent in the
boglands was like the pain of death in my heart. Belcher, on recognizing Noble, said “’Allo, chum,” in his usual
peaceable way, but ’Awkins flew at the poor boy immediately, and the dispute began all over again, only that
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Noble hadn’t a word to say for himself, and stood there with the swaying lantern between his gaitered legs.
It was Jeremiah Donovan who did the answering. ’Awkins asked for the twentieth time (for it seemed to haunt
his mind) if anybody thought he’d shoot Noble.
“You would,” says Jeremiah Donovan shortly.
“I wouldn’t, damn you!”
“You would if you knew you’d be shot for not doing it.”
“I wouldn’t, not if I was to be shot twenty times over; he’s my chum. And Belcher wouldn’t—isn’t that right,
Belcher?”
“That’s right, chum,” says Belcher peaceably.
“Damned if I would. Anyway, who says Noble’d be shot if I wasn’t bumped off? What d’you think I’d do if I
was in Noble’s place and we were out in. the middle of a blasted bog?”
“What would you do?”
“I’d go with him wherever he was going. I’d share my last bob with him and stick by ’im through thick and
thin.”
“We’ve had enough of this,” says Jeremiah Donovan, cocking his revolver. “Is there any message you want to
send before I fire?”
“No, there isn’t, but—”
“Do you want to say your prayers?” ’Awkins came out with a cold-blooded remark that shocked even me and
turned to Noble again.
“Listen to me, Noble,” he said. “You and me are chums. You won’t come over to my side, so I’ll come over to
your side. Is that fair? Just you give me a rifle and I’ll go with you wherever you want.”
Nobody answered him.
“Do you understand?” he said. “I’m through with it all. I’m a deserter or anything else you like, but from this
on I’m one of you. Does that prove to you that I mean what I say?”
Noble raised his head, but as Donovan began to speak he lowered it again without answering.
“For the last time have you any messages to send?” says Donovan in a cold and excited voice.
“Ah, shut up, you, Donovan; you don’t understand me, but these fellows do. They’re my chums; they stand by
me and I stand by them. We’re not the capitalist tools you seem to think us.”
I alone of the crowd saw Donovan raise his Webley to the back of ’Awkins’s neck, and as he did so I shut my
eyes and tried to say a prayer. ’Awkins had begun to say something else when Donovan let fly, and, as I opened
my eyes at the bang, I saw him stagger at the knees and lie out flat at Noble’s feet, slowly, and as quiet as a child,
with the lantern-light falling sadly upon his lean legs and bright farmer’s boots. We all stood very still for a while
watching him settle out in the last agony.
Then Belcher quietly takes out a handkerchief, and begins to tie it about his own eyes (for in our excitement
we had forgotten to offer the same to ’Awkins), and, seeing it is not big enough, turns and asks for a loan of mine.
I give it to him and as he knots the two together he points with his foot at ’Awkins.
“’E’s not quite dead,” he says, “better give ’im another.”
Sure enough ’Awkins’s left knee as we see it under the lantern is rising again. I bend down and put my gun to
his ear; then, recollecting myself and the company of Belcher, I stand up again with a few hasty words. Belcher
understands what is in my mind.
“Give ’im ’is first,” he says. “I don’t mind. Poor bastard, we dunno what’s ’appening to ’im now.”
As by this time I am beyond all feeling I kneel down again and skillfully give ’Awkins the last shot so as to put
him forever out of pain. Belcher who is fumbling a bit awkwardly with the handkerchiefs comes out with a laugh
when he hears the shot. It is the first time I have heard him laugh, and it sends a shiver down my spine, coming as
it does so inappropriately upon the tragic death of his old friend.
“Poor blighter,” he says quietly, “and last night he was so curious abaout it all. It’s very queer, chums, I always
think. Naow, ’e knows as much abaout it as they’ll ever let ’im know, and last night ’e was all in the dark.”
Donovan helps him to tie the handkerchiefs about his eyes.
“Thanks, chum,” he says. Donovan asks him if there are any messages he would like to send.
“Naow; chum,” he says, “none for me. If any of you likes to write to ’Awkins’s mother you’ll find a letter from
’er in ’is pocket. But my missus left me eight years ago. Went away with another fellow and took the kid with her.
I likes the feelin’ of a ’ome (as you may ’ave noticed) but I couldn’t start again after that.”
We stand around like fools now that he can no longer see us. Donovan looks at Noble and Noble shakes his
head. Then Donovan raises his Webley again and just at that moment Belcher laughs his queer nervous laugh
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again. He must think we are talking of him; anyway, Donovan lowers his gun.
“’Scuse me, chums,” says Belcher, “I feel I’m talking the ’ell of a lot—and so silly—abaout me being so ’andy
abaout a ’ouse. But this thing come on me so sudden. You’ll forgive me, I’m sure.”
“You don’t want to say a prayer?” asks Jeremiah Donovan.
“No, chum,” he replies, “I don’t think that’d ’elp. I’m ready if you want to get it over.”
“You understand,” says Jeremiah Donovan, “it’s not so much our doing. It’s our duty, so to speak.” Belcher’s
head is raised like a real blind man’s, so that you can only see his nose and chin in the lamplight.
“I never could make out what duty was myself,” he said, “but I think you’re all good lads, if that’s what you
mean. I’m not complaining.”
Noble, with a look of desperation, signals to Donovan, and in a flash Donovan raises his gun and fires. The big
man goes over like a sack of meal, and this time there is no need of a second shot.
I don’t remember much about the burying, but that it was worse than all the rest, because we had to carry the
warm corpses a few yards before we sunk them in the windy bog. It was all mad lonely, with only a bit of lantern
between ourselves and the pitch-blackness, and birds hooting and screeching all round disturbed by the guns.
Noble had to search ’Awkins first to get the letter from his mother. Then having smoothed all signs of the grave
away, Noble and I collected our tools, said good-bye to the others, and went back along the desolate edge of the
treacherous bog without a word. We put the tools in the houseen and went into the house. The kitchen was pitchblack and cold, just as we left it, and the old woman was sitting over the hearth telling her beads. We walked past
her into the room, and Noble struck a match to light the lamp. Just then she rose quietly and came to the doorway,
being not at all so bold or crabbed as usual.
“What did ye do with them?” she says in a sort of whisper, and Noble took such a mortal start the match
quenched in his trembling hand.
“What’s that?” he asks without turning round.
“I heard ye,” she said.
“What did you hear?” asks Noble, but sure he wouldn’t deceive a child the way he said it.
“I heard ye. Do you think 1 wasn’t listening to ye putting the things back in the houseen?” Noble struck
another match and this time the lamp lit for him.
“Was that what ye did with them?” she said, and Noble said nothing—after all what could he say?
So then, by God, she fell on her two knees by the door, and began telling her beads, and after a minute or two
Noble went on his knees by the fireplace, so I pushed my way out past her, and stood at the door, watching the
stars and listening to the damned shrieking of the birds. It is so strange what you feel at such moments, and not to
be written afterwards. Noble says he felt he seen everything ten times as big, perceiving nothing around him but
the little patch of black bog with the two Englishmen stiffening into it; but with me it was the other way, as
though the patch of bog where the two Englishmen were was a thousand miles away from me, and even Noble
mumbling just behind me and the old woman and the birds and the bloody stars were all far away, and I was
somehow very small and very lonely. And anything that ever happened me after I never felt the same about again.
*\fn{Well, I added this last bit; I won’t have the story end this way, so black and hopeless with everyone dead and lost. Such an ending is a
complete betrayal of hope; Joyce is wrong. He’s just wrong, is all. We can all be wrong, and Joyce is, here: H }
But it weren’t like that at the end. I seen the whole thing, and they’re lyin’ scuds that says aught, ’cause I was
hidin’ an’ I seen what happened. I’d knowd all about it, see, Joey Donovan and me, fromat school, cause his
brother ’n mine were same in how they saw things, older’n us, true enough, but boyos to our daas, though they
were away in the war with the English armies. See, it were this way:
Jerry Donovan, for all his talk, he couldn’t do it; so he fired close by ’Awkins ear. See, Feeney were there, an’
he were always a scheemin’ little rat, an’ in them times, nobody knew who said what to who, and we was all
scared; it were that bad.
So he falls, an’ he jerks a bit like Frank\fn{ Frank O’Conner} wrote, from it goin’ off right by his ear, mustav
been, and then the big man sees him twitch, and says what he says, and Bony bends over ’Awkins, whispers to
him, “Stay still!” and fires off; and getting up, he says t’Belcher, real deliberate:
“’E an’ you’ll be free soon.” ’Cause Bony had to tell Tobias Belcher—that were his name, Tobias, I found out
later—somehow that ’Awkins were still alive, an’ he would be too, so’s he’s to play along, see. Then they were
covered over all right; but it were simple enough for ’em to make out a pocket of air; and when we’d all done an’
gone, clawed their way out, and off they went.
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When Bony came out the house later on, I followed him, an’ we went to the dark yard ’n and hugged each
other tight and cried.
“I never come so close,” ’e says to me, “ner Jerry neither, ter doin’ so bad I’d naw come back from it, least
ways not alive.” And the tears hot on his face and all, with great sobs.
I just hugged him. That damned Feeney. He always was one to sneak about on people; but he knew we’d have
him anything came out; so he stayed well away from us an’ an early grave.
Noble never knew; we never told him. He went away next day to Galway and took orders; but they never sent
him here, and we never saw him the more. Stayed away to this day from us, by himself with God.
’Awkins we ne’er heard from again, ner Tobias neither; and it were just as well, all things considered, though
someone did for Feeney awhile later, nothing to do with this though. Bony saved himself when he and Joe looked
hard at each other and knew they could not murder these men, though the general English provocation, you might
say, were large enough, ’tis true. They kill us, we kill them: and where does it end?
They were all of them friends by then, see, and friends don’t murder friends, ’Awkins were right there. But
Bony don’t know I told Frank all this; and don’t you tell on me. I love my brother; but some of them men in the
Brigade, as Frank says, you dare not let nor hinder without a gun in your hand: an’ they’re mostly alive still.
But it’s the truth that’s greater ’n all of ’em.
2
Father was in the army all through the war—the first war, I mean—so, up to the age of five, I never saw much
of him, and what I saw did not worry me. Sometimes I woke and there was a big figure in khaki peering down at
me in the candlelight. Sometimes in the early morning I heard the slamming of the front door and the clatter of
nailed boots down the cobbles of the lane. These were Father’s entrances and exits. Like Santa Claus he came and
went mysteriously.
In fact, I rather liked his visits, though it was an uncomfortable squeeze between Mother and him when I got
into the big bed in the early morning. He smoked, which gave him a pleasant musty smell, and shaved, an
operation of astounding interest. Each time he left a trail of souvenirs—model tanks and Gurkha knives with
handles made of bullet cases, and German helmets and cap badges and button sticks, and all sorts of military
equipment—carefully stowed away in a long box on top of the wardrobe, in case they ever came in handy.
There was a bit of the magpie about Father; he expected everything to come in handy. When his back was
turned, Mother let me get a chair and rummage through his treasures. She didn’t seem to think so highly of them
as he did.
The war was the most peaceful period of my life. The window of my attic faced southeast. My mother had
curtained it, but that had small effect. I always woke with the first light and, with all the responsibilities of the
previous day melted, feeling myself rather like the sun, ready to illumine and rejoice. Life never seemed so simple
and clear and full of possibilities as then.
I put my feet out from under the clothes—I called them Mrs. Left and Mrs. Right—and invented dramatic situations for them in which they discussed the problems of the day. At least Mrs. Right did; she was very demonstrative, but I hadn’t the same control of Mrs. Left, so she mostly contented herself with nodding agreement.
They discussed what Mother and I should do during the day, what Santa Claus should give a fellow for
Christmas, and what steps should be taken to brighten the home. There was that little matter of the baby, for
instance. Mother and I could never agree about that. Ours was the only house in the terrace without a new baby,
and Mother said we couldn’t afford one till Father came back from the war because they cost seventeen and six.
That showed how simple she was. The Geneys up the road had a baby, and everyone knew they couldn’t afford
seventeen and six. It was probably a cheap baby, and Mother wanted something really good, but I felt she was too
exclusive. The Geneys’ baby would have done us fine.
Having settled my plans for the day, I got up, put a chair under the attic window, and lifted the frame high
enough to stick out my head. The window overlooked the front gardens of the terrace behind ours, and beyond
these it looked over a deep valley to the tall, red brick houses terraced up the opposite hillside, which were all still
in shadow, while those at our side of the valley were all lit up, though with long strange shadows that made them
seem unfamiliar; rigid and painted.
After that I went into Mother’s room and climbed into the big bed. She woke and I began to tell her of my
schemes. By this time, though I never seemed to have noticed it, I was petrified in my nightshirt, and I thawed as I
talked until, the last frost melted, I fell asleep beside her and woke again only when I heard her below in the
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kitchen, making the breakfast.
After breakfast we went into town; heard Mass at St. Augustine’s and said a prayer for Father, and did the
shopping. If the afternoon was fine we either went for a walk in the country or a visit to Mother’s great friend in
the convent, Mother Saint Dominic. Mother had them all praying for Father, and every night, going to bed, I
asked God to send him back safe from the war to us. Little, indeed, did I know what I was praying for!
*
One morning, I got into the big bed, and there, sure enough, was Father in his usual Santa Claus manner, but
later, instead of uniform, he put on his best blue suit, and Mother was as pleased as anything. I saw nothing to be
pleased about, because, out of uniform, Father was altogether less interesting, but she only beamed, and explained
that our prayers had been answered, and off we went to Mass to thank God for having brought Father safely
home.
The irony of it! That very day when he came in to dinner he took off his boots and put on his slippers, donned
the dirty old cap he wore about the house to save him from colds, crossed his legs, and began to talk gravely to
Mother, who looked anxious. Naturally, I disliked her looking anxious, because it destroyed her good looks, so I
interrupted him.
“Just a moment, Larry!” she said gently. This was only what she said when we had boring visitors, so I
attached no importance to it and went on talking.
“Do be quiet, Larry!” she said impatiently. “Don’t you hear me talking to Daddy?”
This was the first time I had heard those ominous words, “talking to Daddy,” and I couldn’t help feeling that if
this was how God answered prayers, he couldn’t listen to them very attentively.
“Why are you talking to Daddy?” I asked with as great a show of indifference as I could muster.
“Because Daddy and I have business to discuss. Now, don’t interrupt again!”
In the afternoon, at Mother’s request, Father took me for a walk. This time we went into town instead of out in
the country, and I thought at first, in my usual optimistic way, that it might be an improvement.
It was nothing of the sort. Father and I had quite different notions of a walk in town. He had no proper interest
in trams, ships, and horses, and the only thing that seemed to divert him was talking to fellows as old as himself.
When I wanted to stop he simply went on, dragging me behind him by the hand; when he wanted to stop I had no
alternative but to do the same. I noticed that it seemed to be a sign that he wanted to stop for a long time whenever
he leaned against a wall.
The second time I saw him do it I got wild. He seemed to be settling himself forever. I pulled him by the coat
and trousers, but, unlike Mother who, if you were too persistent, got into a wax and said:
“Larry, if you don’t behave yourself, I’ll give you a good slap.”
Father had an extraordinary capacity for amiable inattention. I sized him up and wondered would I cry, but he
seemed to be too remote to be annoyed even by that. Really, it was like going for a walk with a mountain! He
either ignored the wrenching and pummeling entirely, or else glanced down with a grin of amusement from his
peak. I had never met anyone so absorbed in himself as he seemed.
At tea time, “talking to Daddy” began again, complicated this time by the fact that he had an evening paper,
and every few minutes he put it down and told Mother something new out of it.
I felt this was foul play. Man for man, I was prepared to compete with him any time for Mother’s attention, but
when he had it all made up for him by other people it left me no chance. Several times I tried to change the
subject without success.
“You must be quiet while Daddy is reading, Larry,” Mother said impatiently.
It was clear that she either genuinely liked talking to Father better than talking to me, or else that he had some
terrible hold on her which made her afraid to admit the truth.
“Mummy,” I said that night when she was tucking me up, “do you think if I prayed hard God would send
Daddy back to the war?” She seemed to think about that for a moment.
“No, dear,” she said with a smile. “I don’t think He would.”
“Why wouldn’t He, Mummy?”
“Because there isn’t a war any longer, dear.”
“But, Mummy, couldn’t God make another war, if He liked?”
“He wouldn’t like to, dear. It’s not God who makes wars, but bad people.”
“Oh!” I said.
I was disappointed about that. I began to think that God wasn’t quite what He was cracked up to be.
*
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Next morning I woke at my usual hour, feeling like a bottle of champagne. I put out my feet and invented a
long conversation in which Mrs. Right talked of the trouble she had with her own father till she put him in the
Home. I didn’t quite know what the Home was but it sounded the right place for Father. Then I got my chair and
stuck my head out of the attic window. Dawn was just breaking, with a guilty air that made me feel I had caught it
in the act. My head bursting with stories and schemes, I stumbled in next door, and in the half-darkness scrambled
into the big bed. There was no room at Mother’s side so I had to get between her and Father. For the time being I
had forgotten about him, and for several minutes I sat bolt upright, racking my brains to know what I could do
with him. He was taking up more than his fair share of the bed, and I couldn’t get comfortable, so I gave him
several kicks that made him grunt and stretch. He made room all right, though. Mother waked and felt for me. I
settled back comfortably in the warmth of the bed with my thumb in my mouth.
“Mummy!” I hummed, loudly and contentedly.
“Sssh! dear,” she whispered. “Don’t wake Daddy!”
This was a new development, which threatened to be even more serious than “talking to Daddy.” Life without
my early-morning conferences was unthinkable.
“Why?” I asked severely.
“Because poor Daddy is tired.” This seemed to me a quite inadequate reason, and I was sickened by the
sentimentality of her “poor Daddy.” I never liked that sort of gush; it always struck me as insincere.
“Oh!” I said lightly. Then in my most winning tone:
“Do you know where I want to go with you today, Mummy?”
“No, dear,” she sighed.
“I want to go down the Glen and fish for thorny-backs with my new net, and then I want to go out to the Fox
and Hounds, and—”
“Don’t—wake—Daddy!:” she hissed angrily, clapping her hand across my mouth.
But it was too late. He was awake, or nearly so. He grunted and reached for the matches. Then he stared incredulously at his watch.
“Like a cup of tea, dear?” asked Mother in a meek, hushed voice I had never heard her use before. It sounded
almost as though she were afraid.
“Tea?” he exclaimed indignantly. “Do you know what the time is?”
“And after that I want to go up the Rathcooney Road,” I said loudly, afraid I’d forget something in all those
interruptions.
“Go to sleep at once, Larry!” she said sharply.
I began to snivel. I couldn’t concentrate, the way that pair went on, and smothering my early-morning schemes
was like burying a family from the cradle.
Father said nothing, but lit his pipe and sucked it, looking out into the shadows without minding Mother or me.
I knew he was mad. Every time I made a remark Mother hushed me irritably. I was mortified. I felt it wasn’t fair;
there was even something sinister in it.
Every time I had pointed out to her the waste of making two beds when we could both sleep in one, she had
told me it was healthier like that, and now here was this man, this stranger, sleeping with her without the least
regard for her health! He got up early and made tea, but though he brought Mother a cup he brought none for me.
“Mummy,” I shouted, “I want a cup of tea, too.”
“Yes, dear,” she said patiently. “You can drink from Mummy’s saucer.”
That settled it. Either Father or I would have to leave the house. I didn’t want to drink from Mother’s saucer; I
wanted to be treated as an equal in my own home, so, just to spite her, I drank it all and left none for her. She took
that quietly, too. But that night when she was putting me to bed she said gently:
“Larry, I want you to promise me something.”
“What is it?” I asked.
“Not to come in and disturb poor Daddy in the morning. Promise?”
“Poor Daddy” again! I was becoming suspicious of everything involving that quite impossible man.
“Why?” I asked.
“Because poor Daddy is worried and tired and he doesn’t sleep well.”
“Why doesn’t he, Mummy?”
“Well, you know, don’t you, that while he was at the war Mummy got the pennies from the post office?”
“From Miss MacCarthy?”
“That’s right. But now, you see, Miss MacCarthy hasn’t any more pennies, so Daddy must go out and find us
92

some. You know what would happen if he couldn’t?”
“No,” I said, “tell us.”
“Well, I think we might have to go out and beg for them like the poor old woman on Fridays. We wouldn’t like
that, would we?”
“No,” I agreed. “We wouldn’t.”
“So you’ll promise not to come in and wake him?”
“Promise.”
Mind you, I meant that. I knew pennies were a serious matter, and I was all against having to go out and beg
like the old woman on Fridays. Mother laid out all my toys in a complete ring round the bed so that, whatever
way I got out, I was bound to fall over one of them. When I woke I remembered my promise all right. I got up and
sat on the floor and played—for hours, it seemed to me. Then I got my chair and looked out the attic window for
more hours.
I wished it was time for Father to wake; I wished someone would make me a cup of tea. I didn’t feel in the
least like the sun; instead, I was bored and so very, very cold! I simply longed for the warmth and depth of the big
feather bed.
At last I could stand it no longer. I went into the next room. As there was still no room at Mother’s side I
climbed over her and she woke with a start.
“Larry,” she whispered, gripping my arm very tightly, “what did you promise?”
“But I did, Mummy,” I wailed, caught in the very act. “I was quiet for ever so long.”
“Oh, dear, and you’re perished!” she said sadly, feeling me all over. “Now, if I let you stay will you promise
not to talk?”
“But I want to talk, Mummy,” I wailed.
“That has nothing to do with it.” she said with a firmness that was new to me. “Daddy wants to sleep. Now, do
you understand that?”
I understood it only too well. I wanted to talk, he wanted to sleep—whose house was it, anyway?
“Mummy,” I said with equal firmness, “I think it would be healthier for Daddy to sleep in his own bed.” That
seemed to stagger her, because she said nothing for a while.
“Now, once for all,” she went on, “you’re to be perfectly quiet or go back to your own bed. Which is it to be?”
The injustice of it got me down. I had convicted her out of her own mouth of inconsistency and unreasonableness, and she hadn’t even attempted to reply. Full of spite, I gave Father a kick, which she didn’t notice but which
made him grunt and open his eyes in alarm.
“What time is it?” he asked in a panic-stricken voice, not looking at Mother but at the door, as if he saw someone there.
“It’s early yet,” she replied soothingly. “It’s only the child. Go to sleep again. Now, Larry,” she added, getting
out of bed, “you’ve wakened Daddy and you must go back.”
*
This time, for all her quiet air, I knew she meant it, and knew that my principal rights and privileges were as
good as lost unless I asserted them at once. As she lifted me, I gave a screech, enough to wake the dead, not to
mind Father. He groaned.
“That damn child! Doesn’t he ever sleep?”
“It’s only a habit, dear,” she said quietly, though I could see she was vexed. .
“Well, it’s time he got out of it!” shouted Father, beginning to heave in the bed. He suddenly gathered all the
bedclothes about him, turned to the wall, and then looked back over his shoulder with nothing showing only two
small, spiteful, dark eyes. The man looked very wicked.
To open the bedroom door, Mother had to let me down, and I broke free and dashed for the farthest corner,
screeching. Father sat bolt upright in bed.
“Shut up, you little puppy!” he said in a choking voice.
I was so astonished that I stopped screeching. Never, never had anyone spoken to me in that tone before. I
looked at him incredulously and saw his face convulsed with rage. It was only then that I fully realized how God
had conned me, listening to my prayers for the safe return of this monster.
“Shut up, you!” I bawled, beside myself.
“What’s that you said?” shouted Father, making a wild leap out of the bed.
“Mick, Mick!” cried Mother. “Don’t you see the child isn’t used to you?”
“I see he’s better fed than taught,” snarled Father, waving his arms wildly. “He wants his bottom smacked.”
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All his previous shouting was as nothing to these obscene words referring to my person. They really made my
blood boil.
“Smack your own!” I screamed hysterically. “Smack your own! Shut up! Shut up!”
At this he lost his patience and let fly at me. He did it with the lack of conviction you’d expect of a man under
Mother’s horrified eyes, and it ended up as a mere tap, but the sheer indignity of being struck at all by a stranger,
a total stranger who had cajoled his way back from the war into our big bed as a result of my innocent
intercession, made me completely dotty.
I shrieked and shrieked, and danced in my bare feet, and Father, looking awkward and hairy in nothing but a
short gray army shirt, glared down at me like a mountain out for murder.
I think it must have been then that I realized he was jealous too. And there stood Mother in her nightdress,
looking as if her heart was broken between us. I hoped she felt as she looked. It seemed to me that she deserved it
all.
*
From that morning out my life was a hell. Father and I were enemies, open and avowed. We conducted a series
of skirmishes against one another, he trying to steal my time with Mother and I his.
When she was sitting on my bed, telling me a story, he took to looking for some pair of old boots which he
alleged he had left behind him at the beginning of the war.
While he talked to Mother I played loudly with my toys to show my total lack of concern.
He created a terrible scene one evening when he came in from work and found me at his box, playing with his
regimental badges, Gurkha knives and button sticks. Mother got up and took the box from me.
“You mustn’t play with Daddy’s toys unless he lets you, Larry,” she said severely. “Daddy doesn’t play with
yours.” For some reason Father looked at her as if she had struck him and then turned away with a scowl.
“Those are not toys,” he growled, taking down the box again to see had I lifted anything. “Some of those
curios are very rare and valuable.”
*
But as time went on I saw more and more how he managed to alienate Mother and me. What made it worse
was that I couldn’t grasp his method or see what attraction he had for Mother.
In every possible way he was less winning than I. He had a common accent and made noises at his tea. I
thought for a while that it might be the newspapers she was interested in, so I made up bits of news of my own to
read to her. Then I thought it might be the smoking, which I personally thought attractive, and took his pipes and
went round the house dribbling into them till he caught me. I even made noises at my tea, but Mother only told
me I was disgusting. It all seemed to hinge round that unhealthy habit of sleeping together, so I made a point of
dropping into their bedroom and nosing round, talking to myself, so that they wouldn’t know I was watching
them, but they were never up to anything that I could see.
In the end it beat me. It seemed to depend on being grown-up and giving people rings, and I realized I’d have
to wait.
But at the same time I wanted him to see that I was only waiting, not giving up the fight.
One evening when he was being particularly obnoxious, chattering away well above my head, I let him have it.
“Mummy,” I said, “do you know what I’m going to do when I grow up?”
“No, dear,” she replied. “What?”
“I’m going to marry you,” I said quietly.
Father gave a great guffaw out of him, but he didn’t take me in. I knew it must only be pretense. And Mother,
in spite of everything, was pleased. I felt she was probably relieved to know that one day Father’s hold on her
would be broken.
“Won’t that be nice?” she said with a smile.
“It’ll be very nice,” I said confidently. “Because we’re going to have lots and lots of babies.”
“That’s right, dear,” she said placidly. “I think we’ll have one soon, and then you’ll have plenty of company.”
I was no end pleased about that because it showed that in spite of the way she gave in to Father she still
considered my wishes. Besides, it would put the Geneys in their place.
*
It didn’t turn out like that, though. To begin with, she was very preoccupied—I supposed about where she
would get the seventeen and six—and though Father took to staying out late in the evenings it did me no particular good. She stopped taking me for walks, became as touchy as blazes, and smacked me for nothing at all. Sometimes I wished I’d never mentioned the confounded baby—I seemed to have a genius for bringing calamity on
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myself.
And calamity it was! Sonny arrived in the most appalling hullabaloo—even that much he couldn’t do without a
fuss—and from the first moment I disliked him. He was a difficult child—so far as I was concerned he was always difficult—and demanded far too much attention.
Mother was simply silly about him, and couldn’t see when he was only showing off. As company he was
worse than useless. He slept all day, and I had to go round the house on tiptoe to avoid waking him. It wasn’t any
longer a question of not waking Father. The slogan now was
“Don’t—wake—Sonny!”
I couldn’t understand why the child wouldn’t sleep at the proper time, so whenever Mother’s back was turned I
woke him. Sometimes to keep him awake I pinched him as well. Mother caught me at it one day and gave me a
most unmerciful flaking.
One evening, when Father was coming in from work, I was playing trains in the front garden. I let on not to
notice him; instead, I pretended to be talking to myself, and said in a loud voice:
“If another bloody baby comes into this house, I’m going out.” Father stopped dead and looked at me over his
shoulder.
“What’s that you said?” he asked sternly.
“I was only talking to myself,” I replied, trying to conceal my panic. “It’s private.”
He turned and went in without a word. Mind you, I intended it as a solemn warning, but its effect was quite
different.
Father started being quite nice to me. I could understand that, of course.
Mother was quite sickening about Sonny. Even at mealtimes she’d get up and gawk at him in the cradle with
an idiotic smile, and tell Father to do the same. He was always polite about it, but he looked so puzzled you could
see he didn’t know what she was talking about. He complained of the way Sonny cried at night, but she only got
cross and said that Sonny never cried except when there was something up with him—which was a flaming lie,
because Sonny never had anything up with him, and only cried for attention.
It was really painful to see how simpleminded she was. Father wasn’t attractive, but he had a fine intelligence.
He saw through Sonny, and now he knew that I saw through him as well.
*
One night I woke with a start. There was someone beside me in the bed. For one wild moment I felt sure it
must be Mother, having come to her senses and left Father for good, but then I heard Sonny in convulsions in the
next room, and Mother saying: “There! There! There!” and I knew it wasn’t she.
It was Father.
He was lying beside me, wide-awake, breathing hard and apparently as mad as hell.
After a while it came to me what he was mad about. It was his turn now. After turning me out of the big bed,
he had been turned out himself. Mother had no consideration now for anyone but that poisonous pup, Sonny. I
couldn’t help feeling sorry for Father. I had been through it all myself, and even at that age I was magnanimous. I
began to stroke him down and say:
“There! There!” He wasn’t exactly responsive.
“Aren’t you asleep either?” he snarled.
“Ah, come on and put your arm around us, can’t you?” I said, and he did, in a sort of way. Gingerly, I suppose,
is how you’d describe it. He was very bony but better than nothing.
At Christmas he went out of his way to buy me a really nice model railway.
3
All the trouble began when my grandfather died and my grandmother—my father’s mother—came to live with
us. Relations in the one house are a strain at the best of times, but, to make matters worse, my grandmother was a
real old countrywoman and quite unsuited to the life in town. She had a fat, wrinkled old face, and, to Mother’s
great indignation, went round the house in bare feet—the boots had her crippled, she said.
For dinner she had a jug of porter and a pot of potatoes with—sometimes—a bit of salt fish, and she poured
out the potatoes on the table and ate them slowly, with great relish, using her fingers by way of a fork.
Now, girls are supposed to be fastidious, but I was the one who suffered most from this. Nora, my sister, just
sucked up to the old woman for the penny she got every Friday out of the old-age pension, a thing I could not do.
I was too honest, that was my trouble; and when I was playing with Bill Connell, the sergeant-major’s son, and
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saw my grandmother steering up the path with the jug of porter sticking out from beneath her shawl I was
mortified. I made excuses not to let him come into the house, because I could never be sure what she would be up
to when we went in.
When Mother was at work and my grandmother made the dinner I wouldn’t touch it. Nora once tried to make
me, but I hid under the table from her and took the bread-knife with me for protection. Nora let on to be very
indignant (she wasn’t, of course, but she knew Mother saw through her, so she sided with Gran) and came after
me. I lashed out at her with the bread-knife, and after that she left me alone. I stayed there till Mother came in
from work and made my dinner, but when Father came in later Nora said in a shocked voice:
“Oh, Dadda, do you know what Jackie did at dinnertime?”
Then, of course, it all came out; Father gave me a flaking; Mother interfered, and for days after that he didn’t
speak to me and Mother barely spoke to Nora. And all because of that old woman! God knows, I was heartscalded.
*
Then, to crown my misfortunes, I had to make my first confession and communion.
It was an old woman called Ryan who prepared us for these. She was about the one age with Gran; she was
well-to-do, lived in a big house on Montenotte, wore a black cloak and bonnet, and came every day to school at
three o’clock when we should have been going home, and talked to us of hell. She may have mentioned the other
place as well, but that could only have been by accident, for hell had the first place in her heart.
She lit a candle, took out a new half-crown, and offered it to the first boy who would hold one finger—only
one finger!—in the flame for five minutes by the school clock. Being always very ambitious I was tempted to volunteer, but I thought it might look greedy.
Then she asked were we afraid of holding one finger—only one finger!—in a little candle flame for five minutes and not afraid of burning all over in roasting hot furnaces for all eternity.
“All eternity! Just think of that! A whole lifetime goes by and it’s nothing, not even a drop in the ocean of your
sufferings.”
The woman was really interesting about hell, but my attention was all fixed on the half-crown. At the end of
the lesson she put it back in her purse.
It was a great disappointment; a religious woman like that, you wouldn’t think she’d bother about a thing like a
half-crown.
Another day she said she knew a priest who woke one night to find a fellow he didn’t recognize leaning over
the end of his bed. The priest was a bit frightened—naturally enough—but he asked the fellow what he wanted,
and the fellow said in a deep, husky voice that he wanted to go to confession.
The priest said it was an awkward time and wouldn’t it do in the morning, but the fellow said that last time he
went to confession, there was one sin he kept back, being ashamed to mention it, and now it was always on his
mind.
Then the priest knew it was a bad case, because the fellow was after making a bad confession and committing
a mortal sin. He got up to dress, and just then the cock crew in the yard outside, and—lo and behold!—when the
priest looked round there was no sign of the fellow, only a smell of burning timber, and when the priest looked at
his bed didn’t he see the print of two hands burned in it?
That was because the fellow had made a bad confession.
This story made a shocking impression on me.
But the worst of all was when she showed us how to examine our conscience. Did we take the name of the
Lord, our God, in vain? Did we honor our father and our mother? (I asked her did this include grandmothers and
she said it did.) Did we love our neighbors as ourselves? Did we covet our neighbor’s goods? (I thought of the
way I felt about the penny that Nora got every Friday.)
I decided that, between one thing and another, I must have broken the whole ten commandments, all on
account of that old woman, and so far as I could see, so long as she remained in the house I had no hope of ever
doing anything else.
I was scared to death of confession. The day the whole class went I let on to have a toothache, hoping my
absence wouldn’t be noticed; but at three o’clock, just as I was feeling safe, along comes a chap with a message
from Mrs. Ryan that I was to go to confession myself on Saturday and be at the chapel for communion with the
rest.
To make it worse, Mother couldn’t come with me and sent Nora instead.
*
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Now, that girl had ways of tormenting me that Mother never knew of. She held my hand as we went down the
hill smiling sadly and saying how sorry she was for me, as if she were bringing me to the hospital for an
operation.
“Oh, God help us!” she moaned. “Isn’t it a terrible pity you weren’t a good boy? Oh, Jackie, my heart bleeds
for you! How will you ever think of all your sins? Don’t forget you have to tell him about the time you kicked
Gran on the shin.”
“Lemme go!” I said, trying to drag myself free of her. “I don’t want to go to confession at all.”
“But sure, you’ll have to go to confession, Jackie,” she replied in the same regretful tone. “Sure, if you didn’t,
the parish priest would be up to the house, looking for you. ’Tisn’t, God knows, that I’m not sorry for you. Do you
remember the time you tried to kill me with the bread-knife under the table? And the language you used to me?
“I don’t know what he’ll do with you at all, Jackie. He might have to send you up to the bishop.”
I remember thinking bitterly that she didn’t know the half of what I had to tell—if I told it. I knew I couldn’t
tell it, and understood perfectly why the fellow in Mrs. Ryan’s story made a bad confession; it seemed to me a
great shame that people wouldn’t stop criticizing him. I remember that steep hill down to the church, and the
sunlit hillsides beyond the valley of the river, which I saw in the gaps between the houses like Adam’s last
glimpse of Paradise.
Then, when she had maneuvered me down the long flight of steps to the chapel yard, Nora suddenly changed
her tone. She became the raging malicious devil she really was.
“There you are!” she said with a yelp of triumph, hurling me through the church door. “And I hope he’ll give
you the penitential psalms, you dirty little caffler.”\fn{ Arguer}
I knew then I was lost, given up to eternal justice. The door with the colored-glass panels swung shut behind
me, the sunlight went out and gave place to deep shadow, and the wind whistled outside so that the silence within
seemed to crackle like ice under my feet. Nora sat in front of me by the confession box. There were a couple of
old women ahead of her, and then a miserable-looking poor devil came and wedged me in at the other side, so that
I couldn’t escape even if I had the courage.
He joined his hands and rolled his eyes in the direction of the roof, muttering aspirations in an anguished tone,
and I wondered had he a grandmother too. Only a grandmother could account for a fellow behaving in that heartbroken way, but he was better off than I, for he at least could go and confess his sins; while I would make a bad
confession and then die in the night and be continually coming back and burning people’s furniture.
Nora’s turn came, and I heard the sound of something slamming, and then her voice as if butter wouldn’t melt
in her mouth, and then another slam, and out she came.
God, the hypocrisy of women! Her eyes were lowered, her head was bowed, and her hands were joined very
low down on her stomach, and she walked up the aisle to the side altar looking like a saint. You never saw such an
exhibition of devotion; and I remembered the devilish malice with which she had tormented me all the way from
our door, and wondered were all religious people like that, really.
It was my turn now. With the fear of damnation in my soul I went in, and the confessional door closed of itself
behind me.
It was pitch-dark and I couldn’t see priest or anything else. Then I really began to be frightened. In the darkness it was a matter between God and me, and He had all the odds. He knew what my intentions were before I
even started; I had no chance. All I had ever been told about confession got mixed up in my mind, and I knelt to
one wall and said:
“Bless me, father, for I have sinned; this is my first confession.”
I waited for a few minutes, but nothing happened, so I tried it on the other wall. Nothing happened there either.
He had me spotted all right. It must have been then that I noticed the shelf at about one height with my head. It
was really a place for grown-up people to rest their elbows, but in my distracted state I thought it was probably
the place you were supposed to kneel. Of course, it was on the high side and not very deep, but I was always good
at climbing and managed to get up all right. Staying up was the trouble. There was room only for my knees, and
nothing you could get a grip on but a sort of wooden molding a bit above it. I held on to the molding and repeated
the words a little louder, and this time something happened all right. A slide was slammed back; a little light
entered the box, and a man’s voice said:
“Who’s there?”
“’Tis me, father,” I said for fear he mightn’t see me and go away again. I couldn’t see him at all. The place the
voice came from was under the molding, about level with my knees, so I took a good grip of the molding and
swung myself down till I saw the astonished face of a young priest looking up at me. He had to put his head on
97

one side to see me, and I had to put mine on one side to see him, so we were more or less talking to one another
upside-down. It struck me as a queer way of hearing confessions, but I didn’t feel it my place to criticize.
“Bless me, father, for I have sinned; this is my first confession,” I rattled off all in one breath, and swung
myself down the least shade more to make it easier for him.
“What are you doing up there?” he shouted in an angry voice, and the strain the politeness was putting on my
hold of the molding, and the shock of being addressed in such an uncivil tone, were too much for me.
I lost my grip, tumbled, and hit the door an unmerciful wallop before I found myself flat on my back in the
middle of the aisle. The people who had been waiting stood up with their mouths open. The priest opened the door
of the middle box and came out, pushing his biretta back from his forehead; he looked something terrible. Then
Nora came scampering down the aisle.
“Oh, you dirty little caffler!” she said. “I might have known you’d do it. I might have known you’d disgrace
me. I can’t leave you out of my sight for one minute.”
Before I could even get to my feet to defend myself she bent down and gave me a clip across the ear. This
reminded me that I was so stunned I had even forgotten to cry, so that people might think I wasn’t hurt at all,
when in fact I was probably maimed for life. I gave a roar out of me.
“What’s all this about?” the priest hissed, getting angrier than ever and pushing Nora off me. “How dare you
hit the child like that, you little vixen?”
“But I can’t do my penance with him, father,” Nora cried, cocking an outraged eye up at him.
“Well, go and do it, or I’ll give you some more to do,” he said, giving me a hand up. “Was it coming to confession you were, my poor man?” he asked me.
“’Twas, father,” said I with a sob.
“Oh,” he said respectfully, “a big hefty fellow like you must have terrible sins. Is this your first?”
“’Tis, father,” said I.
“Worse and worse,” he said gloomily. “The crimes of a lifetime. I don’t know will I get rid of you at all today.
You’d better wait now till I’m finished with these old ones. You can see by the looks of them they haven’t much
to tell.”
“I will, father,” I said with something approaching joy. The relief of it was really enormous.
Nora stuck out her tongue at me from behind his back, but I couldn’t even be bothered retorting. I knew from
the very moment that man opened his mouth that he was intelligent above the ordinary. When I had time to think,
I saw how right I was.
It only stood to reason that a fellow confessing after seven years would have more to tell than people that went
every week. The crimes of a lifetime, exactly as he said. It was only what he expected, and the rest was the cackle
of old women and girls with their talk of hell, the bishop, and the penitential psalms. That was all they knew.
I started to make my examination of conscience, and barring the one bad business of my grandmother it didn’t
seem so bad.
*
The next time, the priest steered me into the confession box himself and left the shutter back the way I could
see him get in and sit down at the further side of the grille from me.
“Well, now,” he said, “what do they call you?”
“Jackie, father,” said I.
“And what’s a-trouble to you, Jackie?”
“Father,” I said, feeling I might as well get it over while I had him in good humor, “I had it all arranged to kill
my grandmother.”
He seemed a bit shaken by that, all right, because he said nothing for quite a while.
“My goodness,” he said at last, “that’d be a shocking thing to do. What put that into your head?”
“Father,” I said, feeling very sorry for myself, “she’s awful woman.”
“Is she?” he asked. “What way is she awful?”
“She takes porter, father,” I said, knowing well from the way Mother talked of it that this was a mortal sin, and
hoping it would make the priest take a more favorable view of my case.
“Oh, my!” he said, and I could see he was impressed.
“And snuff, father,” said I.
“That’s a bad case, sure enough, Jackie,” he said.
“And she goes round in her bare feet, father,” I went on in a rush of self-pity, “and she knows I don’t like her,
and she gives pennies to Nora and none to me, and my da\fn{ Father} sides with her and flakes me, and one night I
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was so heart-scalded I made up my mind I’d have to kill her.”
“And what would you do with the body?” he asked with great interest.
“I was thinking I could chop that up and carry it away in a barrow I have,” I said.
“Begor, Jackie,” he said, “do you know you’re a terrible child?”
“I know, father,” I said, for I was just thinking the same thing myself. “I tried to kill Nora too with a breadknife under the table, only I missed her.”
“Is that the little girl that was beating you just now?” he asked.
“’Tis, father.”
“Someone will go for her with a bread-knife one day, and he won’t miss her,” he said rather cryptically. “You
must have great courage. Between ourselves, there’s a lot of people I’d like to do the same to but I’d never have
the nerve. Hanging is an awful death.”
“Is it, father?” I asked with the deepest interest—I was always very keen on hanging. “Did you ever see a
fellow hanged?”
“Dozens of them,” he said solemnly. “And they all died roaring.”
“Jay!” I said.
“Oh, a horrible death!” he said with great satisfaction. “Lots of the fellows I saw killed their grandmothers too,
but they all said ’twas never worth it.”
He had me there for a full ten minutes talking, and then walked out the chapel yard with me.
I was genuinely sorry to part with him, because he was the most entertaining character I’d ever met in the
religious line. Outside, after the shadow of the church, the sunlight was like the roaring of waves on a beach; it
dazzled me; and when the frozen silence melted and I heard the screech of trams on the road my heart soared.
I knew now I wouldn’t die in the night and come back, leaving marks on my mother’s furniture. It would be a
great worry to her, and the poor soul had enough.
Nora was sitting on the railing, waiting for me, and she put on a very sour puss when she saw the priest with
me. She was mad jealous because a priest had never come out of the church with her.
“Well,” she asked coldly, after he left me, “what did he give you?”
“Three Hail Marys,” I said.
“Three Hail Marys,” she repeated incredulously. “You mustn’t have told him anything.”
“I told him everything,” I said confidently.
“About Gran and all?”
“About Gran and all.” (All she wanted was to be able to go home and say I’d made a bad confession.)
“Did you tell him you went for me with the bread-knife?” she asked with a frown.
“I did to be sure.”
“And he only gave you three Hail Marys?”
“That’s all.”
She slowly got down from the railing with a baffled air. Clearly, this was beyond her. As we mounted the steps
back to the main road she looked at me suspiciously.
“What are you sucking?” she asked.
“Bullseyes.”
“Was it the priest gave them to you?”
“’Twas.”
“Lord God,” she wailed bitterly, “some people have all the luck! ’Tis no advantage to anybody trying to be
good. I might just as well be a sinner like you.”
4
It’s extraordinary, the bitterness there can be in a town like ours between two people of the same family. More
particularly between two people of the same family.
I suppose living more or less in public as we do we are either killed or cured by it, and the same communal
sense that will make a man be battered into a reconciliation he doesn’t feel gives added importance to whatever
quarrel he thinks must not be composed. God knows, most of the time you’d be more sorry for a man like that
than anything else.
*
The Luceys were like that. There were two brothers, Tom and Ben, and there must have been a time when the
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likeness between them was greater than the difference, but that was long before most of us knew them. Tom was
the elder; he came in for the drapery shop. Ben had to have a job made for him on the County Council.
This was the first difference and it grew and grew. Both were men of intelligence and education but Tom took
it more seriously. As Ben said with a grin, he could damn well afford to with the business behind him.
It was an old-fashioned shop which prided itself on only stocking the best, and though the prices were high and
Tom in his irascible opinionated way refused to abate them—he said haggling was degrading!—a lot of farmers’
wives would still go nowhere else.
Ben listened to his brother’s high notions with his eyes twinkling, rather as he read the books which came his
way, with profound respect and the feeling that this would all be grand for some other place, but was entirely inapplicable to the affairs of the County Council. God alone would ever be able to disentangle these, and meanwhile
the only course open to a prudent man was to keep his mind to himself. If Tom didn’t like the way the County
Council was run, neither did Ben, but that was the way things were, and it rather amused him to rub it in to his
virtuous brother.
*
Tom and Ben were both married.
Tom’s boy, Peter, was the great friend of his cousin, Charlie—called “Charliss” by his Uncle Tom. They were
nice boys; Peter a fat, heavy, handsome lad who blushed whenever a stranger spoke to him, and Charles with a
broad face that never blushed at anything. The two families were always friendly; the mothers liked to get together over a glass of port wine and discuss the fundamental things that made the Lucey brothers not two inexplicable characters but two aspects of one inexplicable family character; the brothers enjoyed their regular chats about
the way the world was going, for intelligent men are rare and each appreciated the other’s shrewdness.
Only young Charlie was occasionally mystified by his Uncle Tom; he hated calling for Peter unless he was
sure his uncle was out, for otherwise he might be sent into the front room to talk to him.
The front room alone was enough to upset any high-spirited lad, with its thick carpet, mahogany sideboard,
ornamental clock, and gilt mirror with cupids. The red curtains alone would depress you, and as well as these
there was a glass-fronted mahogany bookcase the length of one wall, with books in sets, too big for anyone only a
priest to read: The History of Ireland, The History of the Popes, The Roman Empire, The Life of Johnson, and The
Cabinet of Literature. It gave Charlie the same sort of shivers as the priest’s front room. His uncle suited it, a
small, frail man, dressed in clerical black with a long pinched yellow face, tight lips, a narrow skull going bald up
the brow, and a pair of tin specs.
*
All conversations with his uncle tended to stick in Charlie’s mind for the simple but alarming reason that he
never understood what the hell they were about, but one conversation in particular haunted him for years as
showing the dangerous state of lunacy to which a man could be reduced by reading old books.
Charlie was no fool, far from it; but low cunning and the most genuine benevolence were mixed in him in
almost equal parts, producing a blend that was not without charm but gave no room for subtlety or irony.
“Good afternoon, Charliss,” said his uncle after Charlie had tied what he called “the ould pup” to the leg of the
hall stand. “How are you?”
“All right,” Charlie said guardedly. (He hated being called Charliss; it made him sound such a sissy.)
“Take a seat, Charliss,:” said his uncle benevolently. “Peter will be down in a minute.”
“I won’t,” said Charlie. “I’d be afraid of the auld pup.”
“The expression, Charliss,” said his uncle in that rasping little voice of his, “sounds like a contradiction in
terms, but, not being familiar with dogs, I presume ’tis correct.”
“Ah, ’tis,” said Charlie, just to put the old man’s mind at rest.
“And how is your father, Charliss?”
“His auld belly is bad again,” said Charlie. “He’d be all right only the auld belly plays hell with him.”
“I’m sorry to hear it,” his uncle said gravely. “And tell me, Charliss,” he added, cocking his head on one side
like a bird, “what is he saying about me now?”
This was one of the dirtiest of his Uncle Tom’s tricks, assuming that Charlie’s father was saying things about
him, which to give Ben his due, he usually was. But on the other hand, he was admitted to be one of the smartest
men in town, so he was entitled to do so, while everyone without exception appeared to agree that his uncle had a
slate loose. Charlie looked at him cautiously, low cunning struggling with benevolence in him, for his uncle
though queer was open-handed, and you wouldn’t want to offend him. Benevolence won.
“He’s saying if you don’t mind yourself you’ll end up in the poorhouse,” he said with some notion that if only
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his uncle knew the things people said about him he might mend his ways.
“Your father is right as always, Charliss,” said his uncle, rising and standing on the hearth with his hands behind his back and his little legs well apart. “Your father is perfectly right. There are two main classes of people,
Charliss—those who gravitate towards the poorhouse and those who gravitate towards the gaol. Do you know
what ‘gravitate’ means, Charliss?”
“I do not,” said Charlie without undue depression. It struck him as being an unlikely sort of word.
“‘Gravitate,’ Charliss, means ‘tend’ or ‘incline.’ Don’t tell me you don’t know what they mean!”
“I don’t,” said Charlie.
“Well, do you know what this is?” his uncle asked smilingly as he held up a coin.
“I do,” said Charlie, humoring him as he saw that the conversation was at last getting somewhere. “A tanner.”
“I am not familiar with the expression, Charliss,” his uncle said tartly and Charlie knew, whatever he’d said
out of the way, his uncle was so irritated that he was liable to put the tanner back. “We’ll call it sixpence. Your
eyes, I notice, gravitate towards the sixpence” (Charlie was so shocked that his eyes instantly gravitated towards
his uncle) “and in the same way, people gravitate, or turn naturally, towards the gaol or poorhouse. Only a small
number of either group reach their destination, though—which might be just as well for myself and your father,”
he added in a low impressive voice, swaying forward and tightening his lips.
“Do you understand a word I’m saying, Charliss?” he added with a charming smile.
“I do not,” said Charlie.
“Good man! Good man!” his uncle said approvingly. “I admire an honest and manly spirit in anybody. Don’t
forget your sixpence, Charliss.” And as he went off with Peter, Charlie scowled and muttered savagely under his
breath:
“Mod! Mod! Mod! The bleddy mon is mod!”
*
When the boys grew up, Peter trained for a solicitor while Charlie, one of a large family, followed his father
into the County Council. He grew up a very handsome fellow with a square, solemn, dark-skinned face, a thick
red lower lip, and a mass of curly black hair. He was reputed to be a great man with greyhounds and girls and
about as dependable with one as with the others. His enemies called him “a crooked bloody bastard” and his
father, a shrewd man, noted with alarm that Charlie thought him simple-minded.
The two boys continued the best of friends, though Peter, with an office in Asragh, moved in circles where
Charlie felt himself lost; professional men whose status was calculated on their furniture and food and wine.
Charlie thought that sort of entertainment a great pity. A man could have all the fun he wanted out of life without
wasting his time on expensive and unsatisfactory meals and carrying on polite conversation while you dodged
between bloody little tables that were always falling over, but Charlie, who was a modest lad, admired the way
Peter never knocked anything over and never said: “Chrisht!”
Wine, coffee-cups, and talk about old books came as easy to him as talk about a dog or a horse.
*
Charlie was thunderstruck when the news came to him that Peter was in trouble.
He heard it first from Mackesy the detective, whom he hailed outside the courthouse. (Charlie was like his
father in that; he couldn’t let a man go by without a greeting.)
“Hullo, Matt,” he shouted gaily from the courthouse steps. “Is it myself or my father you’re after?”
“I’ll let ye off for today,” said Mackesy, making a garden seat of the crossbar of his bicycle. Then he lowered
his voice so that it didn’t travel farther than Charlie. “I wouldn’t mind having a word with a relative of yours,
though.”
“A what, Matt?” Charlie asked, skipping down the steps on the scent of news. (He was like his father in that,
too.) “You don’t mean one of the Luceys is after forgetting himself?”
“Then you didn’t hear about Peter?”
“Peter! Peter in trouble! You’re not serious, Matt?”
“There’s a lot of his clients would be glad if I wasn’t, Cha,” Mackesy said grimly. “I thought you’d know about
it as ye were such pals.”
“But we are, man, we are,” Charlie insisted. “Sure, wasn’t I at the dogs with him—when was it?—last
Thursday? I never noticed a bloody thing, though, now you mention it, he was lashing pound notes on that Cloonbullogue dog. I told him the Dalys could never train a dog.”
Charlie left Mackesy, his mind in a whirl. He tore through the cashier’s office. His father was sitting at his
desk, signing paying-orders. He was wearing a gray tweed cap, a gray tweed suit, and a brown cardigan. He was a
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stocky, powerfully built man with a great expanse of chest, a plump, dark, hairy face, long quizzical eyes that
tended to close in slits; hair in his nose, hair in his ears; hair on his high cheekbones that made them like small
cabbage-patches.
He made no comment on Charlie’s news, but stroked his chin and looked worried. Then Charlie shot out to see
his uncle.
Quill, the assistant, was serving in the shop and Charlie stumped in behind the counter to the fitting-room. His
uncle had been looking out the back, all crumpled up. When Charlie came in he pulled himself erect with fictitious jauntiness. With his old black coat and wrinkled yellow face he had begun to look like an old rabbi.
“What’s this I hear about Peter?” began Charlie, who was never one to be ceremonious.
“Bad news travels fast, Charlie,” said his uncle in his dry little voice, clamping his lips so tightly that the wrinkles ran up his cheeks from the corners of his mouth. He was so upset that he forgot even to say ‘Charliss.’
“Have you any notion how much it is?” asked Charlie.
“I have not, Charlie,” Tom said bitterly. “I need hardly say my son did not take me into his confidence about
the extent of his robberies.”
“And what are you going to do?”
“What can I do?” The lines of pain belied the harsh little staccato that broke up every sentence into disjointed
phrases as if it were a political speech. “You saw yourself, Charliss, the way I reared that boy. You saw the education I gave him. I gave him the thing I was denied myself, Charliss. I gave him an honorable profession. And now
for the first time in my life I am ashamed to show my face in my own shop. What can I do?”
“Ah, now, ah, now, Uncle Tom, we know all that,” Charlie said truculently, “but that’s not going to get us anywhere. What can we do now?”
“Is it true that Peter took money that was entrusted to him?” Tom asked oratorically.
“To be sure he did,” replied Charlie without the thrill of horror which his uncle seemed to expect.
“I do it myself every month, only I put it back.”
“And is it true he ran away from his punishment instead of standing his ground like a man?” asked Tom, paying no attention to him.
“What the hell else would he do?” asked Charlie, who entirely failed to appreciate the spiritual beauty of
atonement. “Begod, if I had two years’ hard labor facing me, you wouldn’t see my heels for dust.”
“I dare say you think I’m old-fashioned, Charliss,” said his uncle, “but that’s not the way I was reared, nor the
way my son was reared.”
“And that’s where the ferryboat left ye,” snorted Charlie. “Now that sort of thing may be all very well, Uncle
Tom, but ’tis no use taking it to the fair. Peter made some mistake, the way we all make mistakes, but instead of
coming to me or some other friend, he lost his nerve and started gambling. Chrisht, didn’t I see it happen to better
men? You don’t know how much it is?”
“No, Charliss, I don’t.”
“Do you know where he is, even?”
“His mother knows.”
“I’ll talk to my old fellow.\fn{ My father} We might be able to do something. If the bloody fool might have told
me on Thursday instead of backing that Cloonbullogue dog!”
Charlie returned to the office to find his father sitting at his desk with his hands joined and his pipe in his
mouth, staring nervously at the door.
“Well?”
“We’ll go over to Asragh and talk to Toolan of the Guards ourselves,” said Charlie. “I want to find out how
much he let himself in for. We might even get a look at the books.”
“Can’t his father do it?” Ben asked gloomily.
“Do you think he’d understand them?”
“Well, he was always fond of literature,” Ben said shortly.
“God help him,” said Charlie. “He has enough of it now.”
“’Tis all his own conceit,” Ben said angrily, striding up and down the office with his hands in his trouser pockets. “He was always good at criticizing other people. Even when you got in here it was all influence. Of course,
he’d never use influence. Now he wants us to use it.”
“That’s all very well,” Charlie said reasonably, “but this be no time for raking up old scores.”
“Who’s raking up old scores?” his father shouted angrily.
“That’s right,” Charlie said approvingly. “Would you like me to open the door so that you can be heard all over
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the office?”
“No one is going to hear me at all,” his father said in a more reasonable tone—Charlie had a way of puncturing
him. “And I’m not raking up any old scores. I’m only saying now what I always said. The boy was ruined.”
“He’ll be ruined with a vengeance unless we do something quick,” said Charlie. “Are you coming to Asragh
with me?”
“I am not.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t want to be mixed up in it at all. That’s why. I never liked anything to do with money. I saw
too much of it. I’m only speaking for your good. A man done out of his money is a mad dog. You won’t get any
thanks for it, and anything that goes wrong, you’ll get the blame.”
*
Nothing Charlie could say would move his father, and Charlie was shrewd enough to know that everything his
father said was right. Tom wasn’t to be trusted in the delicate negotiations that would be needed to get Peter out of
the hole; the word here, the threat there; all the complicated machinery of family pressure. And alone he knew he
was powerless. Despondently he went and told his uncle and Tom received the news with resignation, almost
without understanding.
But a week later Ben came back to the office deeply disturbed. He closed the door carefully behind him and
leaned across the desk to Charlie, his face drawn. For a moment he couldn’t speak.
“What ails you?” Charlie asked with no great warmth.
“Your uncle passed me just now in the Main Street,” whispered his father.
Charlie wasn’t greatly put out. All of his life he had been made a party to the little jabs and asides of father and
uncle, and he did not realize what it meant to a man like his father, friendly and popular, this public rebuke.
“That so?” he asked without surprise. “What did you do .to him?”
“I thought you might know that,” his father said, looking at him with a troubled air from under the peak of his
cap.
“Unless ’twas something you said about Peter?” suggested Charlie.
“It might, it might,” his father agreed doubtfully. “You didn’t—ah—repeat anything I said to you?”
“What a bloody fool you think I am!” Charlie said indignantly. “And indeed I thought you had more sense.
What did you say?”
“Oh, nothing. Nothing only what I said to you,” replied his father and went to the window to look out. He
leaned on the sill and then tapped nervously on the frame. He was haunted by all the casual remarks he had made
or might have made over a drink with an acquaintance—remarks that were no different from those he and Tom
had been passing about one another all their lives.
“I shouldn’t have said anything at all, of course, but I had no notion ’twould go back.”
“I’m surprised at my uncle,” said Charlie. “Usually he cares little enough what anyone says of him.”
But even Charlie, who had moments when he almost understood his peppery little uncle, had no notion of the
hopes he had raised and which his more calculating father had dashed. Tom Lucey’s mind was in a rut, a rut of
complacency, for the idealist too has his complacency and can be aware of it. There are moments when he would
be glad to walk through any mud, but he no longer knows the way; he needs to be led; he cannot degrade himself
even when he is most ready to do so. Tom was ready to beg favors from a thief. Peter had joined the Air Force
under an assumed name, and this was the bitterest blow of all to him, the extinction of the name. He was
something of an amateur genealogist, and had managed to convince himself, God knows how, that his family was
somehow related to the Glollcestershire Lucys. This was already a sort of death.
*
The other death didn’t take long in coming. Charlie, in the way he had, got wind of it first, and, having sent his
father to break the news to Min, he went off himself to tell his uncle. It was a fine spring morning. The shop was
empty but for his uncle, standing with his back to the counter studying the shelves.
“Good morning, Charliss,” he crackled over his shoulder. “Whars the best news?”
“Bad, I’m afraid, Uncle Tom,:” Charlie replied, leaning across the counter to him.
“Something about Peter, I dare say?” his uncle asked casually, but Charlie noticed how, caught unawares, he
had failed to say ‘my son,’ as he had taken to doing.
“Just so.”
“Dead, I suppose?”
“Dead, Uncle Tom.”
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“I was expecting something of the sort,” said his uncle. “May the Almighty God have mercy on his soul!
Con!” he called at the back of the shop while he changed his coat. “You’d better close up the shop. You’ll find the
crepe on the top shelf and the mourning-cards in my desk.”
“Who is it, Mr Lucey?” asked Con Quill. “’Tisn’t Peter?”
“’Tis, Con, ’tis, I’m sorry to say,” and Tom came out briskly with his umbrella over his arm. As they went
down the street two people stopped them: the news was already round.
Charlie, who had to see about the arrangements for the funeral, left his uncle outside the house and so had no
chance of averting the scene that took place inside. Not that he would have had much chance of doing so. His
father had found Min in a state of collapse. Ben was the last man in the world to look after a woman, but he did
manage to get her a pillow, put her legs on a chair and cover her with a rug, which was more than Charlie would
have given him credit for. Min smelt of brandy. Then Ben strode up and down the darkened room with his hands
in his pockets and his cap over his eyes, talking about the horrors of airplane travel. He knew he was no fit
company for a woman of sensibility like Min, and he almost welcomed Tom’s arrival.
“That’s terrible news, Tom,” he said.
“Oh, God help us!” cried Min. “They said he disgraced us, but he didn’t disgrace us long.”
“I’d sooner ’twas one of my own, Tom,” Ben said excitedly. “As God is listening to me I would. I’d still have a
couple left, but he was all ye had.”
He held out his hand to Tom.
Tom looked at it, then at him, and then deliberately put his own hands behind his back.
“Aren’t you going to shake hands with me, Tom?” Ben asked appealingly.
“No, Ben,” Tom said grimly. “I am not.”
“Oh, Tom Lucey!” moaned Min with her crucified smile. “Over your son’s dead body!”
Ben looked at his brother in chagrin and dropped his hand. For a moment it looked as though he might strike
him. He was a volatile, hot-tempered man.
“That wasn’t what I expected from you, Tom,” he said, making a mighty effort to control himself.
“Ben,” said his brother, squaring his frail little shoulders, “you disrespected my son while he was alive. Now
that he’s dead I’d thank you to leave him alone.”
“I disrespected him?” Ben exclaimed indignantly. “I did nothing of the sort. I said things I shouldn’t have said.
I was upset. You know the sort I am. You were upset yourself and I dare say you said things you regret.”
“’Tisn’t alike, Ben,” Tom said in a rasping, opinionated tone. “I said them because I loved the boy. You said
them because you hated him.”
“I hated him?” Ben repeated incredulously. “Peter? Are you out of your mind?”
“You said he changed his name because it wasn’t grand enough for him,” Tom said, clutching the lapels of his
coat and stepping from one foot to another. “Why did you say such a mean, mocking, cowardly thing about the
boy when he was in trouble?”
“All right. all right,” snapped Ben. “I admit I was wrong to say it. There were a lot of things you said about my
family, but I’m not throwing them back at you.”
“You said you wouldn’t cross the road to help him,” said Tom. Again he primmed up the corners of his mouth
and lowered his head. “And why, Ben? I’ll tell you why. Because you were jealous of him.”
“I was jealous of him?” Ben repeated. It seemed to him that he was talking to a different man, discussing a
different life, as though the whole of his nature was being turned inside out.
“You were jealous of him, Ben. You were jealous because he had the upbringing and education your own sons
lacked. And I’m not saying that to disparage your sons. Far from it. But you begrudged my son his advantages.”
“Never!” shouted Ben in a fury.
“And I was harsh with him,” Tom said, taking another nervous step forward while his neat waspish little voice
grew harder, “I was harsh with him and you were jealous of him, and when his hour of trouble came he had no
one to turn to. Now, Ben, the least you can do is to spare us your commiserations.”
“Oh, wisha,\fn{Indeed} don’t mind him, Ben,” moaned Min. “Sure, everyone knows you never begrudged my
poor child anything. The man isn’t in his right mind.”
“I know that, Min,” Ben said, trying hard to keep his temper. “I know he’s upset. Only for that he’d never say
what he did say—or believe it.”
“We’ll see, Ben, we’ll see,” said Tom grimly.
*
That was how the row between the Luceys began. and it continued like that for years. Charlie married and had
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children of his own. He always remained friendly with his uncle and visited him regularly; sat in the stuffy front
room with him and listened with frowning gravity to Tom’s views, and no more than in his childhood understood
what the old man was talking about. All he gathered was that none of the political parties had any principle and
the country was in a bad way due to the inroads of the uneducated and ill-bred.
Tom looked more and more like a rabbi. As is the way of men of character in provincial towns, he tended more
and more to become a collection of mannerisms, a caricature of himself. His academic jokes on his simple
customers became more elaborate; so elaborate, in fact, that in time he gave up trying to explain them and was
content to be set down as merely queer. In a way it made things easier for Ben; he was able to treat the breach
with Tom as another example of his brother’s cantankerousness, and spoke of it with amusement and good nature.
Then he fell ill.
Charlie’s cares were redoubled. Ben was the world’s worst patient. He was dying and didn’t know it, wouldn’t
go to hospital, and broke the heart of his wife and daughter. He was awake at six, knocking peremptorily for his
cup of tea; then waited impatiently for the paper and the post.
“What the hell is keeping Mick Duggan? That fellow spends half his time gossiping along the road. Half past
nine and no post!”
After that the day was a blank to him until evening when a couple of County Council chaps dropped in to keep
him company and tell him what was afoot in the courthouse. There was nothing in the long low room, plastered
with blue and green flowered wallpaper, but a bedside table, a press, and three or four holy pictures, and Ben’s
mind was not on these but on the world outside—feet passing and repassing on errands which he would never be
told about. It broke his heart. He couldn’t believe he was as bad as people tried to make out; sometimes it was the
doctor he blamed, sometimes the chemist who wasn’t careful enough of the bottles and pills he made up—Ben
could remember some shocking cases. He lay in bed doing involved calculations about his pension.
Charlie came every evening to sit with him. Though his father didn’t say much about Tom, Charlie knew the
row was always there in the back of his mind. It left Ben bewildered, a man without bitterness. And Charlie knew
he came in for some of the blame. It was the illness all over again: someone must be slipping up somewhere; the
right word hadn’t been dropped in the right quarter or a wrong one had been dropped instead. Charlie, being so
thick with Tom, must somehow be to blame. Ben did not understand the inevitable. One night it came out.
“You weren’t at your uncle’s?” Ben asked.
“I was,” Charlie said with a nod. “I dropped in on the way up.”
“He wasn’t asking about me?” Ben asked, looking at him out of the corner of his eye.
“Oh, he was,” Charlie said with a shocked air. “Give the man his due, he always does that. That’s one reason I
try to drop in every day. He likes to know.”
But he knew this was not the question his father wanted answered. That question was:
“Did you say the right words? Did you make me out the feeble figure you should have made me out, or did
you say the wrong thing, letting him know I was better?”
These things had to be managed. In Charlie’s place Ben would have managed it splendidly.
“He didn’t say anything about dropping up?” Ben asked with affected lightness.
“No,” Charlie said with assumed thoughtfulness. “I don’t remember.”
“There’s blackness for you!” his father said with sudden bitterness. It came as a shock to Charlie; for it was the
first time he had heard his father speak like that, from the heart, and he knew the end must be near.
“God knows,” Charlie said, tapping one heel nervously, “he was a queer man. A queer bloody man!”
“Tell me, Charlie,” his father insisted, “wouldn’t you say it to him? ’Tisn’t right and you know ’tisn’t right.”
“’Tisn’t,” said Charlie, tearing at his hair, “but to tell you the God’s truth I’d sooner not talk to him.”
“Yes,” his father added in disappointment. “I see it mightn’t do for you.”
Charlie realized that his father was thinking of the shop, which would now come to him. He got up and stood
against the fireplace, a fat, handsome, moody man.
“That has nothing to do with it,” he said. “If he gave me cause I’d throw his bloody old shop in his face in the
morning. I don’t want anything from him. ’Tis just that I don’t seem to be able to talk to him. I’ll send Paddy
down tonight and let him ask him.”
“Do, do,” his father said with a knowing nod. “That’s the very thing you’ll do. And tell Julie to bring me up a
drop of whiskey and a couple of glasses. You’ll have a drop yourself?”
“I won’t.”
“You will, you will. Julie will bring it up.”
Charlie went to his brother’s house and asked him to call on Tom and tell him how near the end was. Paddy
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was a gentle, good-natured boy with something of Charlie’s benevolence and none of his guile.
“I will to be sure,” he said. “But why don’t you tell him? Sure, he thinks the world of you.”
“I’ll tell you why, Paddy,” Charlie whispered with his hand on his brother’s sleeve. “Because if he refused me I
might do him some injury.”
“But you don’t think he will?” Paddy asked in bewilderment.
“I don’t think at all, Paddy,” Charlie said broodingly. “I know.”
He knew all right. When he called on his way home the next afternoon his mother and sister were waiting for
him, hysterical with excitement. Paddy had met with a cold refusal. Their hysteria was infectious. He understood
now why he had caught people glancing at him curiously in the street. It was being argued out in every pub, what
Charlie Lucey ought to do. People couldn’t mind their own bloody business. He rapped out an oath at the two
women and took the stairs three at a time. His father was lying with his back to the window. The whiskey was still
there as Charlie had seen it the previous evening. It tore at his heart more than the sight of his father’s despair.
“You’re not feeling too good?” he said gruffly.
“I’m not, I’m not,” Ben said, lifting the sheet from his face. “Paddy didn’t bring a reply to that message?” he
added questioningly.
“Do you tell me so?” Charlie replied, trying to sound shocked.
“Paddy was always a bad man to send on a message,” his father said despondently, turning himself painfully in
the bed, but still not looking at Charlie. “Of course, he hasn’t the sense. Tell me, Charlie,” he added in a feeble
voice, “weren’t you there when I was talking about Peter?”
“About Peter?” Charlie exclaimed in surprise.
“You were, you were,” his father insisted, looking at the window. “Sure, ’twas from you I heard it. You wanted
to go to Asragh to look at the books, and I told you if anything went wrong you’d get the blame. Isn’t that all I
said?”
Charlie had to readjust his mind before he realized that his father had been going over it all again in the long
hours of loneliness and pain, trying to see where he had gone wrong. It seemed to make him even more remote.
Charlie didn’t remember what his father had said; he doubted if his uncle remembered.
“I might have passed some joke about it,” his father said, “but sure I was always joking him and he was always
joking me. What the hell more was there in it?”
“Oh, a chance remark,” agreed Charlie.
“Now, the way I look at that,” his father said, seeking his eyes for the first time, “someone was out to make
mischief. This town is full of people like that. If you went and told rum, he’d believe you.”
“I will, I will,” Charlie said, sick with disgust. “I’ll see him myself today.”
He left the house, cursing his uncle for a brutal egotist. He felt the growing hysteria of the town concentrating
on himself and knew that at last it had got inside him. His sisters and brothers, the people in the little shops along
the street, expected him to bring his uncle to book, and failing that, to have done with him. This was the moment
when people had to take their side once and for all. And he knew he was only too capable of taking sides.
Min opened the door to him, her red-rimmed eyes dirty with tears and the smell of brandy on her breath. She
was near hysterics, too.
“What way is he, Charlie?” she wailed.
“Bad enough, Aunt Min,” he said as he wiped his boots and went past her. “He won’t last the night.”
At the sound of his voice his uncle had opened the sitting-room door and now he came out and drew Charlie in
by the hand. Min followed. His uncle didn’t release his hand, and betrayed his nervousness only by the way his
frail fingers played over Charlie’s hand, like a woman’s.
“I’m sorry to hear it, Charliss,” he said.
“Sure, of course you are, Uncle Tom,” said Charlie, and at the first words the feeling of hysteria within him
dissolved and left only a feeling of immense understanding and pity. “You know what brought me?”
His uncle dropped his hand.
“I do, Charliss,” he said and drew himself erect. They were neither of them men to beat about the bush.
“You’ll come and see the last of him,” Charlie said, not even making the question.
“Charliss,” Tom said with that queer tightening at the corners of his mouth, “I was never one to hedge or
procrastinate. I will not come.”
He almost hissed the final words. Min broke into a loud wail.
“Talk to him, Charlie, do! I’m sick and tired of it. We can never show our faces in the town again.”
“And I need hardly say, Charliss,” his uncle continued with an air of triumph that was almost evil, “that that
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doesn’t trouble me.”
“I know,” Charlie said earnestly, still keeping his eyes on the withered old face with the narrow-winged, almost
transparent nose. “And you know that 1 never interfered between ye. Whatever disagreements ye had, I never
took my father’s side against you. And ’twasn’t for what I might get out of you.”
In his excitement his uncle grinned, a grin that wasn’t natural, and that combined in a strange way affection
and arrogance, the arrogance of the idealist who doesn’t realize how easily he can be fooled.
“I never thought it, boy,” he said, raising his voice. “Not for an instant. Nor ’twasn’t in you.”
“And you know too you did this once before and you regretted it.”
“Bitterly! Bitterly!”
“And you’re going to make the same mistake with your brother that you made with your son?”
“I’m not forgetting that either, Charliss,” said Tom. “It wasn’t today nor yesterday I thought of it..
“And it isn’t as if you didn’t care for him,” Charlie went on remorselessly. “It isn’t as if you had no heart for
him. You know he’s lying up there waiting for you. He sent for you last night and you never came. He had the
bottle of whiskey and the two glasses by the bed. All he wants is for you to say you forgive him. Jesus Christ,
man,” he shouted with all the violence in him roused, “never mind what you’re doing to him. Do you know what
you’re doing to yourself?”
“I know, Charliss,” his uncle said in a cold, excited voice. “I know that too. And ’tisn’t as you say that I have
no heart for him. God knows it isn’t that I don’t forgive him. I forgave him long years ago for what he said about
—one that was very dear to me. But I swore that day, Charliss, that never the longest day I lived would I take your
father’s hand in friendship, and if God was to strike me dead at this very moment for my presumption I’d say the
same. You know me, Charliss,” he added, gripping the lapels of his coat. “I never broke my word yet to God or
man. I won’t do it now.”
“Oh, how can you say it?” cried Min. “Even the wild beasts have more nature.”
“Some other time I’ll ask you to forgive me,” added Tom, ignoring her.
“You need never do that, Uncle Tom,” Charlie said with great simplicity and humbleness. “’Tis yourself you’ll
have to forgive.”
At the door he stopped. He had a feeling that if he turned he would see Peter standing behind him. He knew his
uncle’s barren pride was all he could now offer to the shadow of his son, and that it was his dead cousin who
stood between them. For a moment he felt like turning and appealing to Peter.
But he was never much given to the supernatural. The real world was trouble enough for him, and he went
slowly homeward, praying that he might see the blinds drawn before him.
167.13 Excerpt from Slammerkin\fn{by Emma Donoghue (1969-

)}

Dublin, Ireland (F) 56

I
The ribbon had been bright scarlet when Mary Saunders first laid eyes on it, back in London. 1760: she was
thirteen years old. The fat strip of satin was the exact colour of the poppies that grew in Lamb’s Conduit Fields at
the back of Holborn, where the archers practised. It was threaded into the silver hair of a girl Mary used to look
out for at the Seven Dials.
Mary’s mother—known as Mrs. Susan Digot ever since she’d remarried, a coalman this time—had told her
daughter often enough not to pass through the Seven Dials on her way back from Charity School.
A pond for the worst scum in London, she called the Dials. But the warnings drew the girl like a hot fire on a
winter’s night.
Besides, she was never in a hurry to get home. If it was still light when Mary reached the family’s two-room
cellar on Charing Cross Road, she knew what she’d see through the low scuffed window: her mother shipwrecked
in a sea of cheap linen, scaly fingers clinging to the needle, hemming and cross-stitching innumerable quilted
squares while the new baby wailed in his basket. There was never anywhere to sit or stand that wasn’t in the way
or in the light. It would be Mary’s job to untie the baby’s foul swaddlings, and not say a word of complaint
because, after all, he was a boy, the family’s most precious thing.
William Digot—the Digot man, as she mentally called her stepfather—wouldn’t get home from work for hours
yet. It would be up to Mary to stand in the pump queue on Long Acre till nightfall for two buckets of water so he
could wash his face white before he slept.
Was it any wonder, then, that she preferred to dawdle away the last of the afternoon at the Dials, where seven
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streets thrust away in seven different directions, and there were stalls heaped with silks and live carp butting in
barrels, and gulls cackling overhead, and the peddler with his coats lined with laces and ribbons of colours Mary
could taste on her tongue: yellow like fresh butter, ink black, and the blue of fire? Where boys half her size
smoked long pipes and spat black on the cobbles, and sparrows bickered over fragments of piecrust? Where Mary
couldn’t hear her own breath over the thump of feet and the clatter of carts and the church bells, postmen’s bells,
fiddles and tambourines, and the rival bawls of vendors and mongers of lavender and watercress and curds-andwhey and all the things there were in the world?
What d’ye lack, what d’ye lack?
And girls, always two or three girls at each of the seven sharp corners of the Dials, their cheeks bleached, their
mouths dark as cherries.
Mary was no fool; she knew them for harlots. They looked right through her, and she expected no more. What
did they care about a lanky child in a gray buttoned smock she was fast outgrowing, with all her damp black hair
hidden in a cap? Except for the girl with the glossy scarlet ribbon dangling from her bun, and a scar that cut
through the chalky mask of her cheek—she used to give Mary the odd smile with the corner of her crooked
mouth.
If it hadn’t been for the jagged mark from eye to jaw, that girl would have been the most gorgeous creature
Mary had ever seen. Her skirts were sometimes emerald, sometimes strawberry, sometimes violet, all swollen up
as if with air; her breasts spilled over the top of her stays like milk foaming in a pan. Her piled-high hair was
powdered silver, and the red ribbon ran through it like a streak of blood.
Mary knew that harlots were the lowest of the low. Some of them looked happy but that was only for barefaced show.
“A girl that loses her virtue loses everything,” her mother remarked one day, standing sideways in the doorway
as two girls flounced by, arm in arm, their vast pink skirts swinging like bells.
“Everything, Mary, d’you hear? If you don’t keep yourself clean you’ll never get a husband.”
Also they were damned. It was in one of those rhymes Mary had to learn at school.
The harlot, drunkard; thief and liar;
All shall burn in eternal fire.

On cold nights under her frayed blanket she liked to imagine the heat of it, toasting her palms: eternal fire! She
thought of all the shades a flame could turn.
Mary owned nothing with a colour in it, and consequenrly was troubled by cravings. Her favourite way to
spend any spare half hour was to stroll along Piccadilly, under the vast wooden signs that swung from their
chains; the best was the goldbeater’s one in the form of a gigantic gilded arm and hammer. She stopped at each
great bow of a shop window and pressed her face to the cold glass. How fiercely the lamps shone, even in daylight; how trimly and brightly the hats and gloves and shoes were laid out, offering themselves to her eyes. Cloths
of silver and ivory and gold were stacked high as a man’s head; the colours made her mouth water. She never
risked going inside one of those shops—she knew they’d chase her out—but no one could stop her looking.
Her own smock was the dun of pebbles—in order that the patrons of the School would know the girls were
humble and obedient, the Superintendent said. The same went for the caps and buttoned capes that had to be left
at School with the books at the end of every day, so parents wouldn’t pawn them. Once Mary tried to smuggle
The Kings and Queens of England home for the night to Charing Cross Road, so she could read it under the covers by the streetlight that leaked into the basement, but she was caught going out the school door with the book
under her arm and caned till red lines striped her palms. Not that this stopped her, it only made her more resourceful. The next time the teacher forgot to count the books at the end of the day, Mary tucked A Childs Book of
Martyrs between her thighs and walked out with stiff small steps, as if in pain. She never brought that book back
to school at all.
Her favourite illustration was of the saint getting seared on a gigantic griddle.
As well as her daily dress Mary had a Sunday one—though the Digots only went to communion at St. Martinin-the-Fields twice a year—but it had long since faded to beige. The bread the family lived on was gritty with the
chalk the baker used to whiten it; the cheese was pallid and sweaty from being watered down. If the Digots had
meat, the odd week when Mary’s mother finished a big batch of quilting on time, it was the faint brown of sawdust.
Not that they were poor, exactly. Mary Saunders and her mother and the man she was meant to call Father had
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a pair of shoes each, and if baby Billy didn’t learn to walk too fast, he would have a pair too, by the time he
needed them.
Poor was another state altogether, Mary knew.
Poor was when bits of your bare body hung through holes in your clothes.
Poor was a pinch of tea brewed over and over for weeks till it was the colour of water.
Falling down in the street. That smell of metal on the breath of that boy at school who collapsed during
prayers.
“Blessed are the meek,” the Superintendent was intoning at the time, and she stopped for a moment, displeased
at the interruption, then continued, “for they shall inherit the earth.”
But that boy hadn’t inherited anything, Mary decided. All he’d done was fainted again the next morning, and
never come back to School again.
Yes, Mary knew she had much to be thankful for, from the leather soles under her feet, to the bread in her
mouth, to the fact that she went to school at all. Dull as it was, it was better than mopping floors in a tavern at
eight years old, like the girl in the cellar beside theirs.
There weren’t many girls who were still at school when they turned thirteen; most parents would call it a waste
of education. But it had been Cob Saunders’s fondest whim that his daughter should learn what he never had—
reading, writing and casting account—and as a matter of respect, his widow saw to it that the girl never missed
school. Yes, Mary was grateful for what she’d got; she didn’t need her mother’s sharp reminders.
“We get by, don’t we?” Susan Digot would say in answer to any complaints, pointing her long callused finger
at her daughter. “We make ends meet, thank the Maker.”
When Mary was very young she had heard God referred to as the Almighty Master, and ever since then she’d
tended to confuse him with the man her mother quilted for. The delivery boy would arrive with a sack of linen
pieces every week or so, and dump it at Susan Digot’s feet:
“The Master says to get this lot done by Thursday or there’ll be hell to pay, and no more stains or he’ll dock
you tuppence on the shilling.”
So in the girl’s mind the Mighty Master owned all the things and people of the earth, and at any time you could
be called to account for what you had done with them.
These nights, in Mary’s dreams, mustachioed Frenchmen knelt before her, and she hid her face behind a stiff
fan of lace. The scar-faced harlot from the Dials shook her head like a silver birch in a high wind, and the red
ribbon slid right down into Mary’s hands, as smooth as water.
*
“Get up now, girl,” came her mother’s cry first thing in the morning. Mary had to empty the Digots’ brimming
pot into the gutter, and blow on last night’s fire, and toast crusts on a blackened fork
“Make haste, now. Your father can’t dawdle here all day.” As if he was any father of hers; as if his kindness to
Mary had lasted any longer than it took to court the Widow Saunders.
“Come now, can you not hear Billy boy whining?” As if Mary cared.
A boy was worth ten times as much as a girl, Mary knew that without ever being told. Since the girl’s halfbrother was born, though, Susan Digot had not looked more content, but the opposite; her elbows sharper, her
temper shorter. There seemed a kind of fury about her sometimes when she looked at her daughter.
“Four mouths to fill, I have,” she muttered once, “and one of them a great useless girl’s.”
While Mary was waiting at the corner for the milkmonger each morning—and especially if he’d bittered the
milk with snail juice to make it froth as if fresh—she took refuge in her best memories: the time her mother had
taken her to watch the Lord Mayor’s Procession, or the sky-splitting fireworks on Tower Hill last New Year’s Eve.
As she hugged her pint basin of tea and soaked her crusts to soften them, she conjured up a luxurious future.
She dwelt on how she would have her maid wind a scarlet ribbon into her plaits every morning; how its gaudy
stain would make her hair gleam like coal. The sounds of her future would be foreign ones: flutes, and galloping
horses, and high trills of laughter.
All day at school Mary thought of gaudy colours as she copied out precepts and corrected the spelling of the
girls in the neighbouring desks. None of the tasks set demanded more than a fraction of her mind, that was the
problem.
The Superintendent called her proud, but Mary thought it would be nonsense to pretend she didn’t know she
had quick wits. As far back as she could remember, she had found her schoolwork ludicrously simple. Now she
busied herself with fantasies of hooped skirts with ten-foot trains as she stood—a full head above the younger
girls—reciting the Principles of Goodness:
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Put upon this Earth to work
None but wicked children shirk.

Mary was so used to these rhymes by now that she could join in with the chorus of voices while her mind was
altogether elsewhere. Could chant the Five Requirements for Salvation, for instance, while deciding that once she
was grown to womanhood she would never wear beige.
She tried not to think about how empty her stomach was, or the Mighty Master in the sky, or what piece-work
he was going to hand her, or how long a life she’d have to do it in. That Immortal Soul the teachers harped on so
much—Mary knew she’d swap it quick as a blink for the merest inch of beauty. A single scarlet ribbon.
*
In September, old King George\fn{George II; we have reached 1760: H} dropped dead and young George\fn{George
III; who goes on and on, capable or not, finally departing this world in 1820, longer on the throne than any monarch until Victoria’s 72
years (counting the Regency, 1830-1902): H } was the new king. William Digot said things might take a turn for the better

now. This fellow had been born on English soil, which was more than you could say for his dad and his grandad,
“and Lord knows we’ve had enough of those Germans and their fat wives.”
When he fell asleep in his chair, Mary peered over his shoulder at the newspaper in his lap. She suspected her
stepfather couldn’t read one word in three; he just stumbled his way through the headlines and looked at the
pictures. Under the title King of Great Britain, Ireland, Gibraltar, Canada, the Americas, Bengal, the West Indies,
and Elector of Hanover there was a full-length drawing of the young king; his expression a little nervous, his
thighs in their velvet breeches as smooth as fish.
Crouched by the window to catch the last of the daylight, Susan Digot nibbled her lip. Mary knew her mother
took no interest in politics. All the woman had ever wanted was to be a proper dressmaker, shaping elegant skirts
and jackets instead of quilting coarse six-inch squares twelve hours a day for dirt pay from a master she’d never
met. She and Cob Saunders had both grown up in a faraway city called Monmouth before they’d come to London
in ’39.
“What was it brought you and my father to London in the first place?” asked Mary now, sofly, so as not to
wake the coalman.
“Whatever makes you ask a thing like that?” Susan Digot’s eyes were startled, red at the rims. But she didn’t
wait for an answer.
“Myself and Cob, we thought we’d better ourselves, but we should have bided at home.” Her fingers moved
like mice across a hem, stitching as fast as breath.
“It can’t be done.”
“What can’t?”
“Bettering yourself,” said her mother bleakly. “Cob didn’t know the London cobblers had the trade all sewn
up, did he? He never got the work he wanted, the fine skilful stuff. Patching holes with cardboard, that was about
the height of it. Here, count these.”
Mary went over and knelt at her mother’s knee, lining up the squares stuffed with muslin. She imagined her
father as a cross-legged fairy man, tapping nails into pointed dancing shoes, with his tiny hammer. But no, that
wasn’t right, that was out of a story. When she concentrated, she could see him as he’d been: the great bulk of
him.
“Cob wouldn’t have gone and got himself killed back in Monmouth,” added her mother, her mouth askew.
“There was never such bloodshed there.”
Mary tried to picture it: blood on the London cobbles. She’d seen a riot go down Charing Cross last year: boots
clattering past the basement window, and shouts of “No Popery!” and the screech of breaking glass.
“Like the No Popery?” she said now, eager. Susan Digot sniffed.
“That was nothing to the Calendar Riots your father got mixed up in, nothing at all. The chaos and confusion,
you can’t imagine it.” She went silent, and there was only the scratch of her needle on the cloth. Then she asked,
“And what about me?” giving Mary a hard look as if she should know the answer. “Wasn’t I as neat a
needlewoman as my friend Jane, look you, and here am I wearing out my fingers on squares like some iron
machine while she was making costumes for the quality, last I heard!”
That Mary could imagine more easily: costumes for the quality, sleek and colourful as fruit on a china plate.
Scarlet ribbons threaded through hems, sleeves, stomachers.
“Why can’t you be a dressmaker now, though, Mother?” she said suddenly. Susan Digot let out an impatient
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sound.
“Such impossibilities you invent, Mary. I never got the skills for more than hemming, did I? And where would
I be supposed to get the capital to start up for myself, or the space for a shop likewise? Besides, my eyes aren’t
what they were. And isn’t London choked with dressmakers already? What could possess anyone to hire me?”
Her voice grated on her daughter’s ears. Dreariness and complaint, that was all she ever spoke nowadays.
Mary tried to remember the last time she’d heard her mother laugh.
“Besides,” the woman added sternly, “William provides for us now.”
Mary kept her head down so her mother wouldn’t see her face. She was sure there had been better times, when
she was small and her mother was still Mrs. Saunders. There was a tiny picture in the back of Mary’s mind of
being weak after a fever, and her mother holding her in the crook of her arm, and feeding her warm ale posset
with a pewter spoon. The posset was soft on Mary’s throat, going down. The spoon must have been lost since, or
pawned maybe.
And she was sure she remembered Cob Saunders too, the vast shape of him against the light as he worked by
the window, his hammer as sure as a heartbeat. The dark fuzz of his beard used to catch crumbs; after supper he’d
lift his small daughter onto his lap so she could comb it with her fingers. Mary couldn’t have made up a picture as
vivid as that, could she? She knew it was from her father she’d got her height and her dark eyes and hair; all she
had of her mother’s was a pair of quick hands.
Even the food had been better in those days too, she was sure of it. She thought she remembered a week when
there’d been more than enough of everything, after Susan Saunders had made a big sale, and the family had fresh
meat and tuppenny ale, and Mary was sick all down her shift from the richness and the thrill of it, but no one got
angry.
“How many is that, then?” said her mother, and Mary was jolted back into the present, the fading light of
afternoon. She looked down uncertainly at the pile of pieces on her lap.
“Fifty-three, I think, or maybe fifty-four—”
“Count them again,” said her mother. Her voice sagged like an old mattress. “Maybe’s no good when the
Master sends for them, is it?”
Mary started again as fast as she could, thumbing the pieces but trying not to dirty them, while beside her
Susan Digot bent closer to her sewing.
“Mother,” the girl asked, struck by a thought, “why didn’t you ever go back to Monmouth?”
The seamstress gave a little jerk of her shoulders.
“Cob and I, we didn’t fancy crawling home with all our mighty plans demolished. Besides, he wasn’t a man to
give up hope. He had a liking for London,” she said contemptuously. “It was his idea to drag us here in the first
place.”
“No but afterwards,” the girl said eagerly, “after my father died.”
She could see it like a tale in a book; herself as the little girl in her widowed mother’s tender arms, the two of
them costumed in black satin, jolting along in a plush-lined coach to the fabled city of Monmouth where the air
felt clean and the people smiled at each other in the street.
Her mother shook her head as if there was a bee buzzing in it.
“You make your bed, she quoted, and you lie in it. This is where the Maker has put me and this is where I’ll
stay. There’s no going back.”
And there was never any arguing with that.
*
One damp November evening Mary had been sent in search of a shell-cart for tuppence worth of winkles\fn
{Periwinkles; the small edible sea snail } when she bumped into the ribbon peddler coming out of an alley off Short’s
Gardens. He opened his coat at her like a pair of wings.
Mary backed away in fright. His coat was old, blackened at the edges. But there, pinned to the lining, long and
snaky nd curled at the end like a tongue: the very match of the harlot’s ribbon.
“How much for the red one?” The words slipped out on their own.
“A shilling to you, dear heart.” The peddler cocked his grizzled head sideways at her as if she had made a joke.
His eyes were shiny.
Mary ran on. It might as well have been a guinea he’d asked. Mary had never held a shilling in her hand. And
when she stood at the shell-cart tonight and dug into her smock pocket for the two pennies William Digot had entrusted to her to buy the family’s dinner, one of them was gone. There was hole in the cloth, its edges soft as Billy’s eyelashes.
111

What was she to do? A pennyworth of winkles would never stretch to four people, she knew, so she ran round
the corner to the pieman on Flit-croft Street and asked him had he anything for a penny. The ham pie he gave her
had a broken crust but it looked filling, at least. All the way home she kept her eyes on the ground to catch the
winking of the lost penny between two cobbles or in a gutter overflowing with peelings and turds, but she never
caught a glimpse of it.
As if a coin would lie long in the dirt Charing Cross!
She hoped the Digots would be content with the pie, as it was hot and smelt wholesome. Instead, Susan Digot
called her a liar.
“You spent the penny on hot lardy-cake, didn’t you?” she said, rubbing her sore eyes with the heel of her hand.
“I can smell it off your breath.” Over and over again, as the hard end of the broom landed on her legs, the girl
sobbed out her defence:
“I lost it! I lost the penny, I swear!”
“Oh, Mary,” said Susan Digot, and hit her again.
She’d been thrashed before, and harder, but somehow she had never felt so injured. What good was it to be a
grown girl of thirteen, if she could still be put over her mother’s knee and beaten for something she hadn’t done?
Afterwards she squatted in the corner and watched the Digots eat the pie, feeding the corners to little Billy. Her
tears dried to salt on her jaw. Her stomach growled; she hoped they could hear it. Finally she stood up and turned
her pocket inside out.
“Look,” she said, her voice shaking, “there was a hole and I didn’t know it.” She pushed her thumb through the
gaping seam to show them. William Digot looked up from his dinner.
“You could have poked that there yourself,” he accused. His wife stared at the frayed pocket, and for a moment such a peculiar look strayed across her face that it almost seemed she might cry.
“It wasn’t thievery!” said Mary, almost shouting. Her mother’s eyes flickered over her.
“Carelessness is just as bad.” Then she held out her tin plate with the crust of pastry on it, like someone
feeding a dog.
“She doesn’t deserve it,” remarked her husband, eyeing the plate.
“She’s my daughter,” said Susan Digot, quiet and fierce.
Was the woman raging against her child, or her husband, or the Mighty Master who had burdened her with
such a family, and so little pie to divide between them? Mary would have liked to knock the crust onto the floor,
or even better, to look away, quite indifferent—but she was too hungry for dignity tonight. She took the crust between finger and thumb and choked it down.
The lesson she learned that night was not the one intended. The next time she was sent to buy dinner, she knew
enough to lie about the price of the half-dozen oysters; she kept that penny, to pay herself back for the beating.
*
Mary had bled two months in a row now. Susan Digot had wet eyes, the first time, and muttered about this
being greatly early for it all to begin, even if Mary was taller than many a grown woman.
“I was a child till I was past sixteen, back in Monmouth,” she added aggrievedly. “Everything moves too fast
in the big city.”
The pointed bones of Mary’s elbows were wearing through her gray uniform, and she’d lost a button off the
front where her chest was swelling. These days she wasn’t paying attention at school. She forgot to join in with
the chanted rhymes, even. though she knew them all by heart.
Her mind stretched and yawned like a tiger. She could read and write and make accounts better than any other
girl in the school; what else could she learn here? The other girls her age had all left by now, one to become a
washerwoman, another to be apprentice to a stockinger, and three more to hem piece-work. A girl that Mary had
almost thought of as a friend was gone into service in Cornwall, which might as well be the end of the world.
All these trades seemed to Mary to be wretched. Other girls seemed unburdened by ambition; most folks
seemed content with their lot.
Ambition was an itch in Mary’s shoe, a maggot in her guts. Even when she read a book, her eyes skimmed and
galloped over the lines, eager to reach the end. She suspected ambition was what was making her legs grow so
long and her mouth so red. In the gap between day and sleep, when Mary curled her swelling body in the hollow
of the mattress she shared with Billy, she was plagued by vague dreams of a better life; an existence where dirt
and labour would give way to colour, variety, and endless nights dancing in the Pleasure Gardens at Vauxhall,
across the river.
Sometimes Mary’s sense of grievance focused like a beam of light. Before dawn, when she woke up with a
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start at the sound of the first carts jolting by, or the wails and kicks of the boy lying at the bottom of the bed, it
was as clear as glass in her head:
I deserve more than this.
*
The earth itself seemed restless this year. There was a quake in February, and another in March, when Susan
Digot’s last chinaware plate that had belonged to her parents slipped from the shelf and smashed itself to bits on
the hearth.
People took these to be warnings; some said a great quake was coming which would shake the city of London
to bits. Preachers said God in his wrath meant to raise the waters of the Thames and drown all the sinful gamblers,
drunkards, and fornicators.
William Digot told his family it was all a lot of nonsense, but when the time came and Londoners began to flee
to the outlying villages, his wife managed to persuade him that it would do no harm to move the family to Hampstead for the night. They sat on the heath looking down at the city. When nothing had happened by ten o’clock,
they sought out the barn floor where they were to bed down in the straw alongside eleven other families.
William Digot got in a quarrel with the owner about the exorbitant rates she was charging; she made him leave
his best shirt as a surety for the money.
The stink and the raised voices kept Mary awake. Later she got up and sneaked out onto the heath. Wrapped in
her mother’s shawl, she squatted beside the barn, staring down at the flickering lights of London. Mary thought of
the masked balls and the all-night card parties, the satin-shod revellers who laughed in the face of the wrathful
Almighty. It was a city full of glitter and glee, and it was all about to be destroyed before she’d had so much as a
taste of it.
She waited to feel the earth start to shudder, or the air to fill with the rising reek of the Thames.
But there was no punishment, that night, only a long taut silence as the stars came out one by one.
*
In May of the year 1761, Mary turned fourteen. After school that day she passed through the Seven Dials and
caught a glimpse of the back of the scarred harlot. On an impulse, she followed the girl up Mercer Street, past St.
Giles-in-the-Fields. What was it her mother said?
Every man in St. Giles whos not a beggar is a thief.
But Mary scurried on after the white wig with its cheeky red ribbon. When the girl stopped at a gin-shop Mary
hung back; then her quarry re-emerged, swinging a bottle.
At the Holborn warren she’d heard called the Rookery, Mary stopped, afraid to go any further. The harlot disappeared between two buildings which leaned drunkenly on each other across a street no wider than the span of
Mary’s arms. Courts cut the nearby streets, yards cut the courts, and yards conspired briefly in crannies. Mary had
heard that no one chased into the Rookery by a watchman or even a Bow Street Runner ever got caught.
Two Indian sailors passed by then, and one of them winked his white eye at her.
Mary ran half the way home.
Susan Digot looked up from her stitching and rubbed her damp forehead with the back of the hand that held
the needle. Her coppery hair was turning gray. Mary, at last.
“I got us a pigeon. It’s very high, look you, but in a good spiced ragout we’ll hardly taste it.”
The quills were loose in the pigeon’s skin. The girl plucked fast, to get it over with, shuddering a little. The big
feathers flared in the fire, but the small ones clung to her fingers. Her knife laid the pigeon’s entrails bare. She
thought of what it meant to be fourteen. Susan Digot watched her daughter, and licked the thread as if she were
thirsty for its flavour.
“You’d have qujck fingers for the work.” The girl ignored that.
“High time you learned a trade, now you’re a grown woman.”
Mary concentrated on getting all the dirty innards out of the pigeon. She hadn’t thought her mother had
remembered her birthday.
“Plain work, fancy work, quilt work. A girl won’t ever starve as long as she’s a needle in her sleeve, Mary.”
The girl turned and stared into her mother’s eyes; they had always been the dirty blue of rain clouds, but
recently she’d begun to notice the red around their rims. They were ringed as sure as targets and speckled as if by
darts. How many more years would they last?
Mary had seen a pair of blind seamstresses that lived in a garret in Neal’s Yard; you could count the bones in
their arms. So she shook her head and turned back to the flattened pigeon. She scooped up its guts on the edge of
her knife and flicked them into the fire.
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For a moment she thought it was going to be all right; silence would fill up the little room as the last light gave
way to evening shadow. When Digot woke for his dinner, the talk would start up again, and Mary knew how to
steer it onto harmless topics: the mild air, or how strong Billy’s arms were getting. But Susan Digot pushed her
fading hair back from her face and let out her breath as if it hurt her.
“All this reading and writing and casting account is well and good, and when Cob Saunders insisted you go to
the Charity School I never said a word against it, did I?”
It was not a question that required an answer.
“Did I stand in your way?” she asked her daughter formally. “I did not, even though many told me so much
schooling would be wasted on a girl.”
Mary stared mutinously into the fire.
“But it’s time you thought of getting your bread, now. What do they say about it at school?”
“Service.” The word came from the back of Mary’s throat.
“Or sewing.”
“There now! Just as I say! Isn’t that right, William?”
No answer from the man in the corner. Mary let her eyes slide over. Her stepfather was nodding, halfway
asleep, his head repeating its coal-dust mark on the wall.
“And if it was the needle, couldn’t I start training you up myself, Mary?” her mother rushed on.
She sounded fond of her daughter, for a moment. Mary was reminded of the years when there were only the
two of them, the Widow Saunders and her child, and they shared one narrow warm bed.
“And if you turned out vastly handy, Mary, and why shouldn’t you with those fingers the very spit of mine,
well couldn’t I get you out of this filthy city? Maybe I could even send you to Monmouth.” Susan Digot’s voice
had a hint of light in it, as always when she said that word.
“My friend Jane Jones that’s a dressmaker, I could write to her. Wouldn’t she take you for apprentice in half a
minute?”
The pigeon bits clung to Mary’s fingers. She shook them into the pot one by one. They didn’t amount to the
size of an egg. How were they meant to make a nice spiced ragout for four?
“A fine place it would be, Monmouth, for a growing girl,” said her mother longingly. “Such clean civil people
as they are, and the greenness all around, and the quiet of the streets.”
Mary conjured it up in her mind as best she could: a muffled, pristine little city.
“I don’t like quiet,” she said.
“As if you know what you like, child that you are!” said her mother, astringent again. “Besides, the main thing
is to find you a trade.” Her voice softened again, and her hands stilled on the cloth.
“Once you’re trained you could come back and work alongside of me. Partners, we’d be.”
Mary looked into her mother’s shining eyes, observed the dampness of her lower lip. Her guts tightened. So
now she knew what was really going on.
A trouble shared is a trouble halved.
Maybe she’d been bred up for this very purpose, to stand as a buffer between Susan Digot and her fate.
Like mother; like daughter.
With ruthless love Susan Digot was offering her child all she had, all she knew: a future that went no further
than this dank cellar. Mary would inherit it all in the end: the Digot men, the bent back, the needles, the scarlet
eyelids.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
For a moment she thought her mother knew what was unspoken between them, the delicacy of their mutual betrayal. For a moment it seemed that they might come to some kind of understanding. But then she saw that Susan
Digot hadn’t heard her, would never hear her.
“Or would you rather go into service?” said the woman coldly:
“Speak up, which shall it be?”
“Neither,” said Mary clearly, scraping the knife on the edge of the pot. A hawking cough from the corner;
William Digot was awake.
“Then what’ll you do with yourself, so?” his wife snapped. She held her needle like a weapon, aimed at her
daughter. Mary nibbled her lip as she set the cooking pot over the coals. A thin strip of skin came away in her
teeth with the sweetness of blood.
“I don’t know. They’re both wretched trades.”
“And where did you ever get the idea, Miss,” spat her mother, “that you were marked out for anything better?
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Such greed! Such wilfulness!”
Her husband roused himself with a hunch of the shoulders.
“Does the girl think we’ll feed her forever?” he asked hoarsely.
Mary looked away so the man wouldn’t see her face. She poked at the hissing pigeon pieces with her knife.
“Answer your father,” snapped Susan Digot.
Mary kept her mouth shut, but looked her mother in the eye as if to say that she would have, if her father had
been there. Susan’s small slate-blue eyes, so unlike Mary’s, blazed back at her.
“What do you propose to make of yourself?”
“Something better,” the girl said between her teeth.
“What’s that?” said her stepfather. A little louder:
“I have a wish to be something better than a seamstress or a maid.”
“A wish!” William Digot roared, wide awake now, his blackened nails digging into his breeches.
“Your mother and I drudge all day to put food on the table, but that’s not good enough for Milady Saunders, is
it? And what might Milady Saunders have a wish for, then?”
She was tempted. She was on the verge of turning and saying: Any smell but the stink of coal dust. Any trade
but the cursed needle. Any place in the wide world but this cramped cellar.
Her mother put down her sewing. Her callused hand gripped Mary’s jaw before the girl could say any of that.
Dry fingers sealed Mary’s mouth, almost tenderly.
Save me, Mother, she wanted to whisper. Get me out of here.
“We’re each of us born into a place on this earth. We must make the best of it.” The woman's voice had a
dropped stitch in it. “Your father forgot that, and took liberties with his betters.”
“And look what came of it,” said William Digot with satisfaction.
*
Mary broke away. The door crashed shut behind her. She could hear the boy send up his thin scream.
The sky was covering over with darkness like a rind on cheese. All down Long Acre the lamps spilled tiny
circles of yellow; the oil released plumes of smoke. In the distance the Covent Garden Piazza was a dazzle, loud
with the sound of violins. But Mary wanted to stay out of the light.
Once she turned up Mercer Street the shadows thickened where the lamps had been smashed. In the parish of
St. Giles, it was said, the locals didn’t like a spotlight shone on their doings.
Mary’s breath came quick and shallow as she ran along the slippery cobbles. She was glad she hadn’t worn her
shoes; she told herself that she had nothing worth stealing, nothing worth anyone’s while to hurt her for.
At the Seven Dials, there were only a few harlots standing about on this warm May evening; the girl with the
scarred face wasn’t there. Mary stood against the central pillar and scraped her hands till the grease and down of
the pigeon was gone. The stone left lines on her palms.
Nobody paid her any attention. Her hollow stomach folded in on itself. Faint light leaked from a nearby cellar,
along with the click of dice. The damp air was falling round her; it must be nearly nine o’clock. Round and round
the pillar she went, craning up and counting the seven blind dials, until she lost count.
Mary had nowhere to go but home, so she set out in the opposite direction. Her stomach rumbled; she was
filling up with rage again. If her mother thought Mary was going to settle for the same sort of gritty-eyed,
bleached, half-buried, half-life—
The peddler was leaning in a doorway off Short’s Gardens. Mary only recognised him when she came up
close. She was almost as tall as him these days, she noticed with a shock.
A reek of gin clouded him, and he made a skewed sort of bow as she came up close. He lifted his huge eyebrows and took a drink from the dark bottle in his hand.
“The schoolgirl,” he said with a wet smirk.
“Is it still a shilling?” Mary’s voice came out hoarse as a crow’s.
“What?”
“The ribbon, sir. The scarlet,” she repeated stupidly.
The man opened his coats as if to remind himself of the one she meant, but without a light there was no telling
one colour from the next. He pursed his lips; he seemed to be trying to remember.
“One and six,” he said at last. Mary’s eyes stung from straining through the twilight.
“But you said—”
“Times is hard, my dear. Getting harder every day.” He leaned on the word. It sounded like a riddle, but Mary
couldn’t think what the answer might be.
115

“One and sixpence,” the peddler repeated, letting his coats fall. “Or a kiss.”
She blinked at him. He grinned back, his teeth faintly white.
Then the girl Mary Saunders had never known herself to be took a step closer. The old man’s tongue pushed
past her lips as if looking for something, a buried treasure. It tasted like a burnt thing. It thrashed like a dying fish
and bruised the roof of her mouth. She thought she might choke.
When he backed her against the wall, Mary didn’t scream. What surprised her was the dull absence of surprise.
“Hush now, hush now,” he slurred in her ear, and she thought she remembered her father saying the same
words, one stifling night when she couldn’t sleep. Now the peddler’s hands were full of her skirts and his bristling
face was grinding into her forehead as if to leave a secret mark. The darkness covered them like smoke. Mary held
her breath so she wouldn’t make a sound.
Somehow she knew that she’d stepped beyond the point of screaming. Somehow she knew that no one would
save her now.
“Hush,” said the old man, more urgently, as if to himself.
She didn’t whimper even when a stone in the wall pierced the skin of her shoulder. It was over in minutes.
Little pain, no pleasure. Just a sudden vast stretching and the hot black sky above. She stood and watched the
peddler walk away. She had a wet face, and one sleek satin ribbon in her fist.
When Mary got home at last that night, there was a moment when she might have spoken. Her thighs were
slick; they shook under her smock. She thought the first word she spoke might make her burst into tears. She was
almost ready to say,
“Mother, something terrible—”
But Susan Digot was raging. A girl of fourteen out past ten o’clock, when decent folk were long in their beds?
Hanging round the Dials, no doubt, in defiance of orders, along with every bit of trash the city could throw up?
“If you mix with muck, you’ll end up just as brown,” she quoted contemptuously.
So all Mary said was that she was sorry. She turned her grazed face away from her mother’s candle and went
to bed in the next room, where Billy was fast asleep, his foot dangling out of the end of the bed.
When she pulled the ribbon out of her mattress, at first light the next morning, it was brown.
*
The girl stayed away from the peddler after that, but it made no difference. She’d outgrown ignorance like a
skin that had split, and been shed, and crumbled away to nothing. Now she’d never be that child again.
Still, she played her part for all she was worth. Later, she thought it must have been herself she was trying to
fool.
As that summer panted to a close, Mary gave no trouble to her mother. When William Digot occasionally
stirred out of his weary doze to give his wife’s daughter an order or a warning, she never answered back. In September there were raucous celebrations for the young King’s wedding, and even mqre for his coronation a
fortnight later, but Mary didn’t even ask if she could go and watch the fireworks.
She never complained about the meagre food anymore, not even during a bad week in October when a bundle
of quilting fell on the hearth and got singed, and Susan Digot shrieked loud enough for the neighbours to hear, and
had to make it up out of her pay.
Some days Mary said she had no appetite, and gave half her bread to the small boy, chewed up soft. She
hurried to school along the slippery streets, where the creaking alehouse signs hung low and blocked out the light.
She kept her head down over her desk and joined in the chants as if they were gospel.
It is a crime
To waste time.

Her voice, deeper than all the others now, rose above them.
The wage of vice
Is fire and ice.

Once, after a sermon by the visiting chaplain, Mary Saunders was found weeping under the row of coat pegs.
When the Superintendent asked what the matter was, all the girl could say was that she’d lost another button off
her smock.
For the first time in her life Mary tried praying.
“Mighty Master,” she whispered into her pillow, “Mighty Master.”
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She listened hard, but there was no answer.
*
She came home one October evening and her stepfather struck her across the eye.
She stared up from the floor, blinking. Black dust moved beneath her knees. The strangest thing was that Susan
Digot was not sewing; her linen lay in untidy folds on her chair. Her face was scrunched up like a bag. In her
hand, vibrating as if in a draught, was a scrap of paper. The boy whined in the corner, unfed. Susan Digot brought
the note up to her eyes, and began to read aloud.
“Your daughter—”
Then her voice drained away. She dropped the note at Mary’s feet.
Mary didn’t want to touch the letter. She tilted her head and deciphered the words upside down.
Yore dawters a hor. You ony have to look at her bely.
That was all. Mary said it over and over to herself, till the words fitted together. Till she knew for sure what
she’d spent five months half suspecting, half denying.
Her mother bent and dragged her to her feet. The two of them were as tall as each other. Susan Digot took the
grey school smock in two hands and pulled it to lie smooth against her daughter’s body. Such a strange gentle
curve, arching above the girl’s skinny thighs, nothing anybody would have noticed through her loose smock if
they weren’t looking. The mother sucked in her breath.
“It’s true, Devil fetch her,” said her husband, softly.
Mary’s half-brother screamed.
“Milk!” The front of his mother’s dress was dark in two places. William Digot stepped so close Mary could
smell the loud tang of coal.
“Who’ve you been meddling with?”
She found she couldn’t speak.
“Who was it, hussy?” He seemed to have come fully awake at last. His fists were bunched like rats. But his
wife slid between him and her daughter and wrapped her bony arms around the girl. For a moment Mary thought
it was somehow going to be all right.
“Why?” whispered her mother. Her chin pressed down on the girl’s head, almost lovingly. Her sour bodice
leaked onto Mary’s shoulder. “Why?”
The girl tried to remember. Her thoughts moved like mud.
“Did he have a knife?” whispered her mother, almost hopeful. Mary shook her head. She couldn’t think of a
single lie.
“A ribbon,” she whispered, husky. The word got lost in the silky folds of her mother’s neck. Susan Digot
moved back a little, and bent down to hear her.
“A what?”
“A ribbon.” The silence lengthened.
“He had a red ribbon,” Mary added faintly, “and I had a wish for it.”
That night Mary learned that all she owned in the world fitted into an old shawl. Her mother packed the shifts
and petticoats together as if she were mashing a potato; her fists were white. She never looked at her daughter.
Her husband had stalked out to an alehouse, and the boy had been sent to bed with the heel of the loaf. As Susan
Digot folded and pressed, she kept talking, as if she feared that a moment’s silence would weaken her.
“We only get one chance in this life, Mary Saunders, and you’ve just tossed yours away.”
“But—”
“You couldn’t be satisfied with your lot like every other body on this earth, could you? For all my efforts to
raise you right, all my long labours, you’ve sold yourself into the lowest trade there is. For a ribbon!”
She spat the word as if it were the name of a sin.
“For a cheap, grubby little scrap of luxury. Is that all you’re worth, then? Is that the price you put on yourself?”
“I’m sorry,” sobbed Mary, and at that moment it was true. She would have done anything to reverse time and
crawl back into her childhood.
“Answer me this, what did you lack?” asked Susan Digot, twisting the clothes together as if she could squeeze
an answer out of them. “When were you ever starving? What did William and myself and little Billy ever have
that we denied you?” Her questions hung on the air, like a fog indoors.
“Nothing.” Mary sounded entirely meek, as if this was the response to a catechism. But the meek didn’t inherit
the earth, she knew. The meek inherited bugger all.
“We gave you a home, and schooling, didn’t we?” asked her mother. “Didn’t we? And the chance of a good
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living by your needle, if only you hadn’t been too proud to take it. We gave you all we could—all we had—but
you’ve ended up in the muck anyway.”
She spoke as if her mouth was full of salt, and she tied the last knot so hard that a piece of the shawl came
away in her hand.
“I didn’t …”
But the sentence trailed. off, because Mary couldn’t remember what she hadn’t done, could only think of what
she had done or what had been done to her, five months back: the dark, foreign exchange in the alley, in the
warmth of a May evening.
“I didn’t mean …”
But she couldn’t remember what she’d meant. Besides, it didn’t matter anymore. The facts stood up like
boulders in a muddy field.
“You’re your father’s daughter,” said Susan Digot, in a voice so broken that for a moment Mary heard it as the
beginning of mercy. “I see Cob Saunders in you every time you turn your head.”
Mary crept a little nearer. She looked into her mother’s reddened, watery eyes, so unlike her own.
“When he was with us—” she ventured. Susan Digot’s face shut like a door.
“You don’t remember. You were too young.”
“But I do,” insisted Mary.
“He was a stinking cur,” said Susan Digot, pronouncing the words like an epitaph. “To go off rioting on a
whim, and leave me a widow and a debtor! I rue the day I ever married him.” Her daughter’s mouth was
trembling, but Susan carried on, more rapidly now.
“You’re Cob’s all right, twisted at the root. The bad seed never dies out. You’re headed for damnation in a
hurry.”
She picked up the small hard bundle in two fingers, and stared down at it as if it were verminous.
“What am I to do?” the girl whispered. Susan Digot’s shoulders shrugged as if wrenched out of their sockets.
“If ribbons are what you like, then try living on ribbons!” she spat. “Try depending on your fancy men friends
instead of your kin. See how far you’ll get on your own! And soon you’ll be dragging another soul into this world
of pain,” she added, her forehead contracting. “I only hope it never opens its eyes.”
Mary tried to speak but nothing came out.
“What’s—what’s going to become of me?”
“Maybe you’ll wind up in the workhouse, or maybe you’ll swing from a halter at the end of the day,” Susan
Digot said formally, holding out the bundle. “I just thank the Maker I won’t be near to see it.”
The girl’s throat opened.
“If you let me stay a while, Mother—”
“Don’t you use that word!” She shoved the packed shawl into Mary’s arms.
“One more chance—”
“You’ve used up all your chances.” The woman strode over to the door and pulled it open, so the October night
was sucked into the house and tainted the air with smoke.
“Mother,” repeated Mary faintly. But the salt-blue eyes looked right through her.
“You have no mother now.”
*
In all her fourteen years Mary Saunders had never been out past midnight. Gradually it came to her that the
night only began when the decent folk barred their doors. There was a whole other festivity of darkness, for which
the twilight was only a rehearsal.
She saw an unconscious man dragged out of a cellar on Dyott Street by his collar, and the wig stolen off his
head; he had only patches of hair underneath, the colour of dishwater. On High Holborn a drunken boy tried to
snatch her bundle but she ran.
“Foxy jade,” he called her, and other words she didn’t know.
Later she hid in a doorway on Ivy Lane, twitching with cold, and an old woman crawled by, her bare breasts
hanging down like rags.
“The birds has got under my skin,” the creature screeched, over and over.
Mary shut her eyes so she wouldn’t be seen. A while afterwards, she heard grunting behind the door and bent
down to look in the keyhole; two people were face down on the floor together, juddering backwards and forwards,
and both of them were men.
There were puzzles she couldn’t begin to solve and horrors she could only guess at. Mary tramped on fast
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enough to keep her feet from going numb and tried to think of any door she could knock on at this hour of an
October night. She had no relatives in London. Cob Saunders must have made some friends in the city, Mary
supposed, but he’d never brought them home, and she’d have been too young to know their names.
Her feet automatically led her the way she walked every morning, to school. Its narrow windows were black.
Mary stared through the iron gates. Could it have been only this afternoon that she’d passed out through them
freely, a child in uniform like a hundred others? There was no refuge for her here. The girls she’d known were all
gone from London. And if she stood here all night, the teachers wouldn’t take her in tomorrow morning, not even
if they found her half-frozen on the step; not once they’d made her tell them why she had no home to go to.
She clung to her bundle now as if it were a dying thing. She was lost; she didn’t know the names of these
streets. At a dark corner she tripped over something, and crashed to her knees; when she put out her hand, it met
the icy hide of a dog, half hollowed out. Maggots between her fingers; she screamed, then, and slapped the hard
ground to get them off her.
A lantern, swinging by; in its narrow circle Mary saw a watchman with his club and rattle. It occurred to her to
cry out for help—but what would she say? She crouched in the shadows and watched him pass. If she was sunk so
low that her own mother wouldn’t give her shelter, what use was it to appeal to strangers?
On her feet, moving faster. There was the spire of St. Giles again, or was it another church? The moon had
fallen out of sight, and Mary was so drunk with weariness she couldn’t see where she was putting her feet.
Mighty Master, she chanted in her head, Mighty Master; please.
But if he was there, he wasn’t listening. She climbed down into a ditch at last and slept as soon as her face
touched the cold ground.
She woke to pain like a long knife in her guts. Her smock was up around her waist and the night had got in.
There was something on her back, a beast, its scalding breath on her neck, and laughter far away like the shreds of
a dream. When she twisted her head, the beast’s teeth met in her ear. Mary screamed then, belatedly, the way she
should have done five months before, in the alley. She found her voice, the depth and fury of it, and what she
roared was
“No!”
But the man—because now she was awake she could tell that this was nothing but an ordinary man—he hit her
in the jaw, harder than she’d ever been hit in her life, and again, and again. This time wasn’t quick or simple like it
had been with the peddler. This man didn’t want relief; he wanted to crush her entirely. He pulled her head back
by the hair and banged her face into the cold ground, then held it there until she couldn’t make a sound, couldn’t
breathe, couldn’t do anything but feel his pain inside her.
The laughter, Mary realised soon enough, was coming from the other soldiers, who were leaning on their
bayonets, waiting their turn. Afterwards she could never be sure how many of them there’d been.
*
A lifetime later, Mary woke to fingertips on her eyelids. She cringed, but the hand didn’t go away. Light came
under her lids like a needle. She twisted, but the probing fingers followed. She bit blindly. A screech of laughter.
“None of that, you nasty thing!”
Mary was so numb she barely knew she had a body. Only when she began to curl up on her side did she
recognise this stiffness as cold. A stranger’s silhouette stood above her, blocking the watery sun. Mary tried to sit
up, but then the shaking started.
The stranger was sucking her bitten finger. She took off her cloak and dropped it over Mary.
“I’ll be wanting that back, mind,” she remarked, as if they were in the middle of a conversation.
The world swayed round Mary as she dragged herself to her knees. Her bundle of clothes was gone. The
smock she wore seemed made of mud, stiff and dented as a shield. The spire of St. Giles winked down at her. In
the morning light everything was laced with frost: the railings, the cobbles, the nettles that edged the ditch. She
could feel the print of dirt like a complicated map across her face. And deeper, under her frozen skin, in her nose,
beneath her jaw and ribs and above all between her legs, the pains massed like an army.
“Ain’t you a sight.” The stranger grinned down and her scar crinkled in the terrible light. It was her, the harlot
with the red ribbon in her powdered wig, the one who was to blame for making Mary think there could be more to
life than work and sleep. At that moment Mary felt rage like a spike running through her.
“Fancy a bite of breakfast?”
Mary started to cry. The harlot was called Doll Higgins.
Mary followed her up stair after stair, half-dragged by the girl’s hot hand, to a dark room at the top where Mary
lay until the mattress beneath her face was soaked through. There was a pain inside her that moored her to the
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floor. She tried to say where it was but her voice came out like a rook’s caw.
“Been made a woman of, ain’t you?” said Doll.
*
Mary woke and thought the room was on fire. The light was dim, but colour poured down the walls. She
blinked until she had convinced herself that these were only clothes, hanging on rusty nail-heads that protruded
from the walls. Only gauzes and silks; nothing but jade and ruby, amber and aquamarine.
A warm, yeasty smell beside her. A face on the pillow, softened in sleep and obscured in brown wisps of hair.
At first Mary didn’t recognise Doll without her silver wig. Finally she managed to open her dry throat and
whisper.
“Where am I?”
“My room, of course,” yawned Doll with her eyes shut, “in Rat’s Castle.” Her breath made a cloud on the
chilly air.
“But where’s that?”
“The Rookery. Where else?”
At first these words made Mary’s heart pound. The Rookery was a lawless place where a girl could be robbed,
beaten, raped. But then, with a little tremor like mirth, Mary realised that the worst was over and she had nothing
left in the world to fear. Doll sat up on the straw mattress, and stretched her hands above her with a great creaking
of muscles. Up close, she had rough edges, dusty hems, but still the loveliest face Mary had ever seen.
“Now then,” she said, all business. “Where’s home?”
Mary shook her head, and felt tears press behind her eyes. She squeezed her lids shut. She’d be damned if
she’d cry for the Digots.
“You must have come from somewhere,” Doll pointed out.
Mary let herself imagine the way back to the basement on Charing Cross Road. Ten minutes’ walk, and an
impossible distance. Today Mary was not the same girl who’d whimpered,
Help me, Mother.
Her soft stuff had been fossilised into something stony during the night in the ditch. Never again, she swore to
herself, would she beg so feebly. Never would she let herself be thrown out like trash.
“Well?” asked Doll impatiently.
“I can’t go back,” she whispered. Doll shrugged.
“Any friends, then? Any kind gendemen?” Mary shook her head vehemently.
“Well you can’t stay here, Miss, so don’t give it a moment’s thought!” said Doll, almost laughing as she
clambered out of bed. “I’m as good a Christian as the next girl, and I don’t hold it against you that you near bit my
finger to the bone, but I don’t go picking up strays.”
Mary stared into the harlot’s eyes.
“It’s every girl for herself, you understand?”
She nodded as if she understood.
*
The fact was, though, that Doll Higgins made no immediate move to evict Mary. Not that day, nor the next, nor
even the next. Mary lay limply in her sleeveless shift, wrapped in blankets to ease the shivering. Her bruises were
red and blue and purple. Her broken nose looked monstrous in Doll’s triangle of mirror.
“A clean wholesome break,” the girl assured her; “it’ll heal with barely a bump.”
Mary stared into the mirror and waited to see what her new face would be. As for her belly—surely what the
soldiers had done to her would have disposed of that. She thought it seemed a little flatter already. Besides, there
were signs. She knew it was all over for sure when she investigated the pain between her legs on the fifth
morning.
“I’m leaking, Doll,” she whispered in the ear of the woman who lay snoozing beside her. “Strange stuff.”
“Yellowish, greenish?” asked Doll, rolling onto her back with a great heave that sent up a cloud of warm
perfume. A shamed nod.
“That’ll be the clap.”
The girl’s eyes prickled at the word. She didn’t know what it meant exactly, but she’d heard it before.
“Comes to us all, sooner or later,” said Doll merrily. “Just about every rogue in London’s clapped or
poxed\fn{Has had smallpox} or both, the dirty hounds! But your luck’s in, if it’s Madam Clap. Compared to the pox,
you know, the clap’s a doddle.”\fn{Something very easy—in this case, to bear}
A tear slid down Mary’s jaw. She blinked hard.
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“You’ll live!” said the harlot, passing over her gin bottle.
Mary stared through the brown glass at the oily liquid, then raised it to her lips. It went down her throat like a
knife, and at first she choked. After a few more swallows she felt better.
Doll Higgins was always saying brutal things as if they were jokes. But for all her talk about every girl for
herself she did let Mary stay in her room for a fortnight, sharing her mattress, and brought her the occasional plate
of bread and Yarmouth herrings, and the odd basin of icy water with a rag to clean herself as best she could. Mary
took everything gratefully. She had nothing of her own; she had lost her grip on the world.
A girl that loses her virtue loses everything, repeated her mother like a wasp in her head.
Rat’s Castle was the biggest, most ramshackle house in the strange world that was the Rookery. There were
four small rooms in the garret, and Doll’s was the one with no lock. While Doll was out on the town, Mary lay
curled up on the mattress and waited for her to come home. Down below, the third and second floors were
occupied by a rabble of porters, chandlers, brandy merchants, and small-time thieves. The best rooms, on the first
floor, were rented by bully-men who ran a stable of a dozen Misses each, Doll said. One of the dark ones, Mercy
Toft, was a very civil girl, who’d been brought back from India by a Company man and abandoned when he went
off to Holland. Down in the basement were thirty Irish, squeezed in with their donkey.
It was a wizened Irishwoman who owned the whole lodging-house and twenty like it; half the parish of St.
Giles drained into Mrs. Farrel’s red hands. The rooms were always dim. When Mary asked why the windows
were filled with balled-up brown paper, Doll explained it was because the old bitch Farrel was too cheap to glass
them, “and I’d rather the dark than the howling winds. Besides, night air is well known to be noxious.”
“So does Mrs. Farrel … is it to her you answer, then?” asked Mary confusedly.
“What, does she pimp for me, you mean?” Doll’s smile was scornful. “Not at all. All I owe her is the rent. I’m
a free agent, I am; I answer to no one.”
The Indian girl, Mercy Toft—who put her head in the door once in a while to say good day to the newcomer—
thought Doll Higgins was mad.
“It’s a hard life without a madam or bully-man to drum up trade and keep you out of trouble!”
Mary nodded weakly, as if she understood, and watched the inky tendrils that kept slipping out of Mercy’s
hair-knot. “Have you lodged here long?” she asked hoarsely.
“Half a year in Rat’s Castle, and another six years hereabouts. But mind, the worst rogues in London are to be
found in the Rookery,” Mercy warned her with a grin that showed her white teeth; “they’ll rob your legs if you
stand still long enough!”
How perverse, then, that Mary was coming to feel almost at home here, surrounded by the people her mother
used to call riff-raff; or simply, scum.
She spent her days dozing on Doll’s stained mattress, her fever rising and falling like a flame in her spine. She
sensed herself to be strangely safe, as if she were floating far above the ordinary world. She could hear Doll’s
thumping feet on the stairs long before the door opened. Doll might stalk in at any time of night or day and let
herself fall onto the thin mattress. She smelt like a fishmonger’s and her pockets clinked, fat with shillings.
“Devil ride me,” she’d declare, “if I ain’t giving up this nasty trade.”
But when Mary pressed her, she seemed unable to remember a time before strolling—that was her word for it
—or any possibilities beyond its reach. It was like a country she lived in. To hear her describe life on the streets,
everyone—man, woman, or child—prostituted themselves one way or another. When drunk on her favourite gin
—blue ruin, she called it fondly—she’d breathe perfume in Mary’s face and swear that there was no trade like a
Miss’s. It required no training, capital, nor premises, and the supply of customers would never run out till the end
of the world.
“I defy you,” she would slur, “I defy you to name me any other trade so merry.”
Mary sometimes had to remind herself she wasn’t a harlot. Only the friend of one. Only a girl fouled and in
trouble.
*
After a fortnight, Mary’s fever had died down, and the pains with it. Doll, who’d been most impressed to hear
that Mary was a scholar, as she called it, sometimes got her to read pamphlets aloud in the long winter afternoons.
Mostly they were bawdy political doggerel that bewildered Mary, about what Countess P——m got up to at B
——h with the Honourable Member for W——r, but they made Doll cackle and roar. Sometimes she’d take the
trouble to fill Mary in, telling her lurid and improbable tales, like the one about the King’s old tutor carrying on
with the King’s own mother.
One morning Mary felt strong enough to get up, and asked for her smock, but Doll let out an alarming laugh
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and said,
“That filthy thing? Gave it to the ragman and got no more than ha’pence for it.”
“But I have nothing else.” Mary’s voice began to quiver at the thought of going down into the streets with
nothing but a linen shift to cover her. Doll waved expansively at the clothes hanging on the nails.
“Take your pick, my darling.”
Mary stared over each shoulder. Such clothes, such colours, on her? She wouldn’t know herself. Doll let out an
impatient puff of breath.
“You can start with my spares,” she said, bending to root in a corner.
The stays were stiff and stained. As Doll tugged the strings tight at Mary’s back, the girl began to gasp with
fright.
“Ain’t you ever laced before, then?” asked Doll.
She shook her head and bit on her lower lip. She thought her ribs would crack.
“Fourteen years old, and never in stays!” Doll marvelled. She loosed the strings infinitesimally, and Mary
sucked in a mouthful of air. “High time you learned to dress like a grown girl. A female without boning \fn{So
called because originally stays were made of whalebone: H } ain’t nothing but a sack of corn.”
Doll lent Mary two petticoats and a pair of steel improvers, which sat like buckled birdcages over the girl’s
narrow hips. Mary picked the least outrageous clothes: a pale blue skirt, a pink bodice, and a pair of sleeves to
match the skirt, buttoned on tight at the shoulders. Doll showed her how everything fitted together, and how the
pockets hung down from the waist seam. Then she stepped back and thrust a triangle of mirror in Mary’s face.
Mary stared at this festive bruised creature, a child in the clothes of a woman twice her age. She didn’t
recognise herself, not even when she tried to smile.
She could walk upright on her own, but when they went downstairs she still leaned on Doll’s broad milky arm,
gasping for breath. Mercy Toft’s door was shut, and from behind it came a repetitive groan in a deep bass; Mary
knew what that meant, even before Doll nudged her.
As they stepped out of the cracked front door of Rat’s Castle, the noise of the city hit her as hard as the cold
wind. The improvers made her vast skirt surge and sway like a boat in rough seas.
*
Doll was her sainted saviour and her only friend in the world. She told everything and asked nothing. She
brought Mary all over the city, that day and many other days, as October gave way to a chill November. Doll had
no sense that there was any border to her territory. She even marched Mary into the new white-stone squares of
the West End, where the locals were so rich they hired link-boys to walk ahead of them with flaming torches so
they’d never step into a pile of dirt. Ladies had themselves carried round in sedan chairs, with their tasselled skirts
spilling out the sides. On Carrington Street in Mayfair, Doll pointed up at a fresh-painted apartment and said,
“That’s the famous Kitty Fisher’s.”
“What’s she famous for?” asked Mary.
“Don’t you know nothing yet?” Doll gave a pleasurable sigh. “She’s only got six lovers in the House of Lords,
that’s what for!”
“Six?” repeated Mary, staggered.
“They say one night she was entertaining Lord Montford, who’s a shrunken little man, you understand, when
up the stairs marched Lord Sandwich. So how do you think Miss Kitty smuggled the pygmy out?”
Mary shrugged to show she had no idea.
“Under her skirt!” shrieked Doll with mirth, slapping Mary’s hoop to make it hum. “They say her fee is a
hundred guineas,” she added more reflectively.
“A year?”
“A night, you dupe!” crowed Doll. And once, at breakfast, when a gentleman gave her nothing but a fiftypound note, she took such offence, she put it between two bits of bread and ate it.”
Mary stared up at the high rectangles of glass, hoping for a glimpse of Kitty Fisher, the famous mouth that
could eat money. But the footman at the arched door was giving her and Doll a frozen stare. Mary dropped her
eyes, suddenly seeing what he saw and knowing what he thought. To him there was no difference between the two
of them. Harlots, she thought to herself, trying out the word. Seven-Dials strollers, Misses, trulls.
But Doll blew the footman a fat kiss. Doll never minded who looked at her or how.
“Why did you take me in?” Mary asked her on the walk home that evening. Then she wished she could
swallow the words again, because she feared they would make Doll turn cold and scornful, or tell her that her
time was long up and she owed a pretty penny, by the way. But Doll gave a peculiar smile, almost sheepish.
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“When I stopped to look at you in the ditch, that morning, I was just curious,” she began. “I was all set to walk
on to the Cheshire Cheese in Fleet Street for my breakfast. But then you bit my hand, and I liked that.”
“You liked it?” asked Mary, bewildered.
“Showed some spirit,” said Doll with satisfaction. That’s what I’d have done myself.”
But Doll never said if she’d ever been there herself face down in a ditch, left to rot. She never said much about
the past at all. It seemed she’d always been and always would be what she was: a Miss. That was their favourite
word for themselves, Doll said, though whores would be more honest. The men who hired them were called
cullies. Men came in all shapes and sizes but they all wanted much the same thing, Doll explained to Mary.
The girl was amazed to learn the Misses were not a distinct population, set apart from the mass of womanhood.
A stroller by night might be a herring-seller by day. As well as the half-timers, as Doll rather scornfully called
them, there were many others—especially the wives—who’d only stay in the trade for a year or two, while times
were at their worst.
“Your whores for life, now, like myself, we’re as rare as black swans,” she boasted; “the aristocracy of the
trade, you might say. I was even in Harris’s List, back in ’55.”
“What’s that?” Doll rolled her eyes, as always when Mary displayed her ignorance.
“The List of Covent Garden Ladies, don’t you know. It’s a sort of circular, published every year for the
gentlemen’s benefit.”
“And do you know what it said about you?” asked Mary.
“Every word. I paid a boy to read it out to me till I’d learned it by heart. ‘Miss Dolly Higgins,’” Doll quoted,
“‘Fifteen and full-fleshed, of a cheerful disposition. Application should be made at the Sign of the Moors Head.’”
So Doll was still only twenty-one, Mary calculated, appalled. That face looked so lived in.
“‘She is guaranteed to please the discerning beau,’” Doll went on, “‘who need have no fear of consequences.’”
She let out a hoarse laugh.
“Of course, I was clapped to the hilt already, no less than yourself. It sounded well, though.”
“But I think I’m clean now,” Mary told her.
“Ah, once it’s in your blood it never quite leaves you,” said Doll professionally. “A visitor for life, is Madam
Clap. Next time you lie with the fellows, wash in gin first, if you can spare it, or in piss if you can’t.”
“I won’t be lying with any fellows,” said Mary coldly. Her hands began to shake at the thought of it, and she
folded them behind her. Doll let out a hoarse ripple of laughter.
“How d’you mean to get your bread, then?”
“I’ll think of something.”
*
Now that Mary was getting to know the wider city, she could tell that there were more trades for women than
she’d ever heard of. Not every girl had to end up a servant or a seamstress. There were cooks and milk-mongers,
fishwives and flower hawkers, washerwomen and gardeners and midwives and even the odd apothecary.
Women kept schools and asylums, pie stalls and millinery shops. Mary made herself ask questions of strangers, everywhere she went. All she needed to know was, how could a girl of fourteen make her own way in the
world?
But the answer in every case was that Mary was too young. Too ignorant.
Lacked a cow, a barrow, a shop. Had no money to buy an apprenticeship, no husband to inherit a business
from. Lacked knowledge of the world, trades, customers.
On her own, Mary would have clawed herself a little piece of some market in the end, she knew that. If she’d
had to, she could have sold dripping, old newspapers, used tea-leaves—the detritus that never went to waste. On
her own, she would have learned how to live off ha’pennies and made herself wear plaincloth all year round—if
only to defy her mother’s prediction that she would end up in the workhouse.
But she wasn’t on her own, of course. She had Doll, strolling along in silks at her side and laughing at the
notion of any trade honester than her own.
Under her tutelage Mary tasted rum from Barbados, French wine, lemons from Portugal, and a pineapple so
sweet she thought her head would explode.
“That came from a glasshouse out Paddington way,” Doll told her, “and do you know what it grew in?”
“What?”
“Our shit!” Doll howled with laughter. “I swear to the Maker, they buy fresh London shit from the night-soil
men and grow pineapples in it!”
With Doll came gin and merriment, a great randomness, a feeling that you never knew what the day might
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hold. Decisions edged out of Mary’s reach; the future slid out of her grasp.
And there was another thing: her belly. Mary felt its contours every morning, and for all her bleak hopes, she
had to admit it now: the swelling had never gone down. Somehow what was growing inside her had survived the
soldiers, and the ditch, and even the dirty fever. It was a little bigger every week. At night she lay in her shift with
her back to Doll. She crossed her arms and pressed down on the bump till she thought she might burst. But a
fishwife she got talking to about the oyster trade gave Mary’s borrowed bodice a knowing look and remarked,
“You could always put yourself out to nurse, if your own didn’t live.”
Mary was too shocked to answer. She walked away without a word. She knew she had to tell Doll. It was just a
matter of finding the moment, and the right words. But when did Doll ever need telling about anything?
“High time you rid yourself of that,” she remarked to Mary one morning with no preamble, as she staggered in
the door of their dark garret. Mary stared up from the straw mattress, unblinking. Her hands were joined across
her stomach.
“You mean—”
“Lud, didn’t they teach you nothing at that school?”
Mary stared down at her belly. Doll let herself down on the mattress with a vast sigh. She smelt like a fire in a
gin-shop.
“Now don’t turn spleenish,” she yawned. “I’m only saying what’s sense, devil take me if I’m not. You can’t
tell me you want to bear it?”
All Mary knew about childbearing was gleaned from her brother’s birth, when her mother had kept her shut up
in the second room. All she remembered was a terrible panting, and stained sheets hung over the dresser to dry
afterwards. And William Digot, blind drunk, roaring,
“A boy! A boy! We’re a proper family now!”
“Any case,” added Doll, “it’ll be born clapped. Had you thought of that?”
Mary’s eyes were wet with panic, but she blinked until she could see. She hadn’t known that. She let herself
think of a baby, pushing out from between her legs, diseased before its first breath. Nausea rose up in her throat.
“Tell me, then,” she said rapidly. “Tell me how to stop it.”
Doll let out a massive yawn and pushed herself up on one elbow.
“Well, looks like it’s too late for coffee berries, though I’ve known a brew of tamarisk to work at a pinch. Sit
up.” she ordered.
Mary sat straight; her belly pushed out in front of her, now she wasn’t trying to hold it in. They both stared at
it.
“When did you get it? July; August?”
“May.” Doll counted on her fingers and tutted.
“Six months! You’re such a skinny thing, I didn’t reckon you were so far gone. Well, you’ll have to pay a call
on Ma Slattery, that’s the only thing for it. But she charges a full crown.”
“I don’t have it,” said Mary after a few seconds, wetting her lips with her tongue. “I don’t have a—”
“I know that,” said Doll. “But don’t keep letting on you can’t think of a single way to get it.”
Mary turned her head away.
“Listen,” said Doll in a hard voice, “if you intend to keep laying about here forever—”
“I don’t,” interrupted Mary. “And I’m vastly grateful—”
“Gratitude’s not needed. And besides, it won’t pay the rent.” The silence lengthened.
“You got anything else?” asked Doll softly. “Anything to pawn? Any friends you haven’t mentioned?”
“No.”
“Then use what you’ve got, I say. Sell it while you’re young and the market’s high.” Mary’s head swung from
side to side like a pendulum.
“I can’t,” she said. “I just can’t bear the thought of it.”
There was a long silence. Doll Higgins seemed to be looking at her from a great distance.
“Maybe,” Mary began pathetically, “if you could possibly see your way to lending—”
But the rage had flamed up in the older girl’s eyes, and Doll’s hand thumped the mattress between them,
making the dust leap from the straw.
“So it’s all right for me to go out whoring, but not for the Charity Scholar?” she bawled. “I’m to dirty my
hands to keep Madam’s clean? Well, let me tell you, little Miss Precious: in this world, what you need, you pay
for. You lost your virtue at the end of an alley like any common slut, and it ain’t ever going to grow back. You’re
clapped and carrying, in case you hadn’t noticed. You’re one of us now, like it or not.”
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*
After Mary had cried her eyes dry, and said how sorry she was, for everything, and, “Yes, all right, yes, yes,”
then Doll was very kind to her. She wiped her face with a handkerchief dipped in Hungary water, and the sharp
lemony smell cleared Mary’s mind.
“Young thing like you, fresh as lettuce,” said Doll, “virgin goods, practically—you should get two bob\fn{ Two
shillings} a throw.”
Mary tried this new mathematics. Two bob by three throws—she didn’t let herself think what this harmless
word covered—meant a crown plus a shilling left over. (And she had done it before, she reminded herself. It
couldn’t possibly be as bad as what the soldiers did to her in the ditch.)
“Just this once,” she muttered at last. “As soon as it’s all over”—glancing at her hard belly—“I’m going to find
another trade, even if it pays less.”
“Of course you will,” murmured Doll.
She was already pulling on Mary’s stay-strings; she tugged them so tight that Mary cried out. But Doll was
already leafing through the layers of clothes that hung on the walls.
“No, no,” she said under her breath, “too quiet by half.” Finally she plucked out something in orange silk.
“But it doesn’t even button up.”
“It’s not meant to, dolt. It’s a slammerkin.”
Doll hustled her into the long dress, tying it at the waist.
“Look, it cuts away and shows a mile of petticoat. The cullies love an open gown. And see how the train flares
out behind you! That’s another word for us, by the way.”
“What is?”
“Slammerkin. A loose dress for a loose woman. Ever noticed the words for us all sound drunk?” Doll put on an
intoxicated slur. “Slovenly, slatternly sluts and slipshod, sleezy slammerkins that we are!”
Mary realised Doll was trying to make her laugh, to relieve her panic, but she still covered her face with her
hand. Doll ignored that, and threw her a pair of worn red shoes.
“A girl needs to stand out, on the streets. No use fading into the wall!”
“But I don’t know how to do it.”
“What’s to do?” asked Doll, slapping dust out of the orange slammerkin’s skirts.
“The words,” stammered Mary. “What do I say?”
“The clothes will speak for you, won’t they?” said Doll cheerfully. She found a carved wooden busk and slid it
down the front of Mary’s ribboned bodice where it narrowed cruelly, tapering to a point.
Mary stared at herself in the bit of mirror she held and blushed scarlet. Her small breasts poked out on top of
her stays, as white and hard as elbows. The gaudy silk ruffled at her neck and shoulders; grubby blue lace dangled
at her forearms. She looked half dressed. She looked like the whore she was tonight.
“See,” said Doll, giving her bodice a lewd tug, “these lines lead the fellows’ eyes directly down to the spot.
And your big curved flounces,” she added, snatching at Mary’s skirt, “they’re meant to make them think of tits
and arses. We loop one bit of the train up to your waist, see, and that’s a sign that you’re in the trade—in case they
haven’t guessed!”
“My face is still wrong,” said Mary gruffly, looking in the mirror. “I look like a bony child.”
“But the gentlemen like ’em young, don’t you know? And you have your assets,” said Doll professionally.
“Good dark eyes, and you can wear your own hair, if we comb it high; black’s very à fa mode these days. That
bump in your nose is no worse than the one 1 was born with. And the cullies like a wide mouth; it reminds them
of the other one!”
She let out an obscene laugh. Mary tried to join in.
“Now all you need is a dab of powder”—Doll pulled out a box and puff, and set to work on Mary’s face—“and
a lick of ribbon red.”
“Ribbon red?” Doll let out that little sigh that meant exasperation, but also a delight in her own knowledge.
“Quicker than carmine,” she said, “and cheaper too.”
She pulled down the end of her own scarlet hair ribbon and spat on the limp strip of satin, then sucked it. She
rubbed it hard against Mary’s lips as if polishing the tarnish off a teapot. She moved on to Mary’s cheekbones and
the warm pink spread, like a flush of health: magic.
In the mirror Mary watched the mask take shape. This wasn’t her anymore; this was some vivid, fearless
puppet. She tried a smile. Doll stuck out her tongue at Mary: it was as red as a devil’s from the ribbon.
The girl laughed aloud.
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She was a quick learner, like Doll kept saying. Already she was picking up the language: words of spite and
laughter, words she’d never heard at school or in the cramped rooms on Charing Cross Road.
*
That night Mary stood at the Dials with one hip pushed out the way Doll had shown her, and tried to mimic her
friend’s crooked smile. Grease and powder lay like armour on her face, but her knees trembled under the petticoats revealed by the gauzy orange slammerkin. The bell shape of her skirt was full of icy air. She kept the fur
muff over her stomach so her bump wouldn’t show. Doll would have been with her, except that she’d passed out
cold on the mattress after half a bottle of gin.
Mary had only had a few gulps. The drink washed around in her stomach, warm and queasy. She remembered
her instructions:
Coyness gets you nowhere.
She would have to learn to think of every passer-by in breeches as a cully. How bold the other Misses were,
accosting a stranger or laying a hand on his thigh.
“What d’ye lack, gentlemen?” called one woman in a felt bonnet.
“Need of company?” asked another, linking arms with a soldier as he passed, but he shook her off
“A shilling for a glimpse of Eden!” cried a girl in a brown wig.
Alice Gibbs, that was her name, Mary remembered; she was rumoured to let cullies go in her mouth. Mary was
revolted by the thought, and looked away. She cleared her throat as a man in fine plush breeches hurried by.
“Fourteen and clean, sir,” she whispered.
He gave her a brief stare, but kept walking. The corner swallowed him. That’s what Doll had told her to say as
her come-on.
Fourteen and clean.
Only half of it was a lie. It could have been a child’s skipping rhyme. What was the one Mary had learned at
school?
Spick and span without, within,
Soul and body cleansed of sin.

“Trade’s ever so slow tonight, ain’t it?” said a fair-skinned girl in a silver-edged sack gown, and Mary nodded
back.
“Have I seen you before?”
“No,” said Mary nervously, and gave her name, before it occurred to her that now might have been a good time
to change it. The Miss was called Nan Pullen. By day she was a maidservant on Puddle Dock Hill, she told Mary
rather proudly, but as soon as she was sure her mistress was asleep, she borrowed a handsome dress from the oak
wardrobe and walked the streets half the night. The fine clothes worked a treat; she was rarely short of trade.
“Quilting keeps the worst of the cold out,” she said professionally, slapping her heavy underskirt. And she
always got home by four in the morning, to snatch a little shut-eye.
“Saving my shillings, don’t you know.”
“Are you?” said Mary.
“Someday I’m going to have my own lodging-house,” boasted Nan, “and be beholden to nobody.” She left
soon after that, saying she had an instinct the cullies were all hanging round the Piazza at Covent Garden tonight.
“I follow my nose,” she said, tapping it. She waved at the other Misses as she swept off, her fine gown
scattering the dust.
A while later, a man hurried by with his hands in his pockets.
“Take me under your cloak, my dear,” bawled the red-haired woman who was leaning against the shutters in
the shadows that hid her age. According to Doll, Mary remembered, she was the wife of an Indian footman who’d
crushed his fingers and couldn’t work anymore. A scrivener’s clerk with his sleeves full of papers came up the
street now. The redhead pulled her skirts up as far as her garter.
“How does Mr. Cock stand tonight, sir?”
Mary blushed at the words, but the clerk passed the woman as if he hadn’t heard. He walked by Mary too, then
paused, and looked back at her. She stood a little straighter, pushing out her small chest but trying to suck in her
stomach. She began to shake. Just this once, she promised herself, just this once. When all this was over, she’d
find another way to earn her bread: there had to be something to make, or mend, or sell.
Now the clerk had taken hold of her sleeve and was pulling her into the light. She wanted to turn her hot face
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to the wall. She wondered whether he’d start with a compliment, or a request that she might not understand. She
wondered when to mention that her rate was two shillings.
“Ninepence.”
The man said it calmly, as if he were standing at a gingerbread stall. And though she could feel tears pricking
her eyes, what could Mary say but yes? If she refused this cully, who was to say when she’d get another?
They stood in the shadows. It was all very peculiar, Mary thought. It wasn’t like the other times. This was no
rape; she was letting it happen, making it happen, in fact. She helped the clerk unbutton his thin breeches; she
wanted it over fast. His long sleeves full of papers\fn{ A man’s outer coat at mid-18 th century was deeply cuffed: H } creaked
awkwardly. He looked down at his yard, and so did she. It was the first time she’d actually seen one close-up; the
thought started a giggle in her throat. Such a pale, peeled thing it was. The clerk put her hand on it so she started
to rub it, as if cleaning a plate, and all of a sudden she felt it growing like a marrow in her hand. Such power she
tasted, then!
But he hauled up her skirts as if he was running out of time, and kneed her legs apart, and pressed himself into
her, and all at once Mary was a helpless child again. It didn’t hurt, exactly; it was just dry and heavy, like a weight
she had to carry inside her. The worn papery smell of the man surrounded her. She held onto the shoulders of his
plain coat; she bore his thrusts, staggering a little on the cobbles. When panic rose up in her throat she kept her
mind on the goal: the crown for Ma Slattery—five shillings, ten sixpences, sixty pennies.
Then with a scalding gush inside it seemed to be over. The clerk leaned his head on her shoulder for a moment,
and his legs buckled and swayed.
Mary despised him, and almost pitied him too, until he pulled away, straightened up, and reached for his purse.
Nine pennies; she dropped them into the pocket that hung inside her waist seam. There; she’d done it. It wasn’t
the end of the world. She’d got paid for the thing instead of having it snatched. Her head suddenly ached with
tears.
After the clerk came a carpenter, very saw-dusty, and then a soldier in terrible, rutting need. Like that saying of
Doll’s when she was drunk:
Gunny draws cully like a dog to a bone.
Between customers there were long stretches of waiting. Mary’s thighs were sticky. Her stomach ached. By
midnight she’d earned three shillings and she was beginning to acquire a stroller’s arrogance. She could do it; she
had something any man would pay for.
But then the girl in the brown wig stalked over.
“Treating time, my dear,” she announced.
Mary stared at her. Inside her muff, her hands knotted round each other.
“Didn’t Doll Higgins tell you our custom?” said the girl pleasantly. Behind her, the others were lining up, arms
crossed.
“First-timers always treat.” They took every penny she had in her purse; she didn’t dare hide any, because she
had a feeling they would know. She didn’t cry either, in case it left lines in her painted face. She managed a sort of
grin. It was their beat, after all, and she couldn’t afford to make enemies. Not that they were spiteful; the brownwigged girl invited her along to the Bull’s Head for a sup of negus to warm her up, but Mary said she thought
she’d stay on for a bit.
“Youngsters these days,” remarked a fat older woman; “don’t know where they get the strength.”
Mary was the only girl at the Dials now. When she’d finished with one man she turned away from the wall and
there was another waiting, watching her. Somehow that was the worst thing, being seen. The man waiting had his
breeches half-unlaced already, so as not to waste any time. He was the biggest so far, and the roughest. Mary
didn’t protest. She kept her eyes shut as much as possible. Inside she said a word she wasn’t meant to say
anymore:
Mother.
She thought she was bleeding a little, after that man, but it was hard to tell because of everything else that was
running down her thighs.
Between each cully now her feet started taking her home to the Rookery, but she turned back to the pillar at the
centre of the Dials, and folded her arms and pressed down on the treacherous curve below her ribs, to remind
herself what this was about. The killing she had to pay for. This was the only way.
Please. Mighty Master. Somebody. Let it be over soon.
A few hours before morning, Mary dragged herself up the stairs of Rat’s Casde. She felt divided from herself
The ache sounded in her stomach like a drum. The milk of eleven or twelve strangers—she’d lost count—brewed
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to a poison inside her. She could smell it through the petticoats, through the limp orange slammerkin: dark and
yeasty. Of course, she realised; that was what Doll smelt of.
But Mary had survived, and the men’s faces were blurred already. And locked in her fist were the many small
and greasy coins that amounted to a crown.
“One of us, ain’t you now?” said Doll, half-asleep, giving her a one-armed hug.
*
Doll saw to it all, the next day; it was she who bought the big bottle of gin, and only took a mouthful for herself. Doll knew which cellar on Carrier Street was the right one. It was she who held Mary’s head against her own
perfume-drenched bodice, so the girl only caught glimpses of Ma Slattery. When the old woman took out a rusty
knife to sharpen the stick, a wail seemed to start up from Mary without her knowledge, but Doll covered her
mouth and whispered nonsense in her ear. She stood at the end of the stained mattress where Mary lay; she pulled
the girl’s wrists over her head and gripped them hard enough to break. She chattered on, describing a fine
lavender trollopee she’d seen going cheap on Monmouth Street—a trollopee was like a slammerkin, and how
vastly it would suit Mary—and the new tigers on show at the Tower, and a riot over the price of mackerel all
down Billingsgate, and how soon it would be Christmastide. She kept talking all the way through, while the
speechless old woman did things to Mary that the girl had no words for, things that made her twitch and buck like
the mad dog she’d seen on Holborn last summer. It seemed ten years since last summer, when she’d been a child
in uniform, trailing home from school. Now the cramps took this new Mary Saunders and shook her like a bloodspattered flag.
It was Doll who wiped the vomit from Mary’s mouth with the back of her hand. In the end it was Doll who
took the pot away to empty it into the gutter, but not before Mary had glimpsed what was in it. Just a pale shape
swimming in the red; a worm, a parasite, a demon expelled from her body. Nothing, really; nothing that made any
difference.
Mary bled for a week. But as soon as the rent came due she went back on the town, breacelets of blue marks
round her wrists.
What d’ye lack, gentlemen, what d’ye lack?
II
Because of course this was the only trade.
Her eyes had been forced open. The fact was, there was nothing else a fourteen-year-old girl could do that
would earn a fraction of what Mary was making, now she was hardened enough to stand up to the cullies and set
her price. The world was vastly unjust, she recognised that now—with the rich born to idleness, and the poor like
the mud under their carriage wheels. But here was a way for a girl who had already lost everything to seize her
chance. Why scrape an uncertain living by wearing out her hands, her feet, her back, or her eyes, when, as Doll
quoted with a coarse chuckle,
Gunny beats all?
It was the way the world was. It was the bargain most women made, whether wife or whore, one side of the
sheets or another.
“Don’t you see?” slurred Doll one night on Oxford Street, seizing the bottle from Mercy Toft and draining it.
She chucked it at the fresh-painted door of a four-story house, and clapped her hands with glee to hear it smash.
Then she remembered her point, and turned on Mary.
“You’ve got a thing, ain’t you, that any man, from a beggar to a baronet, will pay to lay his hands on.”
She started hoisting up her skirts for illustration, petticoat by petticoat. Mercy Toft was laughing so hard she
couldn’t stand upright. Only Mary saw the door of the great house open; she grabbed Doll’s skirts before she
could show her snatch to the whole neighbourhood, and shoved her into the road.
“It’s true, frig you!” bawled Doll. “You can take his own weapon—see—and turn it in his face.”
That mime was even more obscene. Mercy’s laugh turned into a violent cough. They never noticed the pair of
footmen hurrying down the marble steps to investigate the matter of the broken glass. Mary had to hook her arm
into Doll’s and Mercy’s and haul them off down Soho Street before they all got their heads broken. They giggled
all the way to St. Giles.
*
The winter was a wet and cold one, but Mary and Doll bought fourth hand fur-edged muffs to keep them
warm, when ale and wine and gin wouldn’t do the trick. Most of the girls picked a beat and worked it, but Doll
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said that was tedious stuff.
“The whole city’s our bawdy-house, my lass,” she crowed.
Mary was coming to learn that men were easy, in the end; not worth being afraid of. Doll showed her where to
find them, and when they were ripe for the picking. Mary took strangers against walls, in taverns, in rented rooms;
clerks blind with drink on the Strand; rich Bishopsgate Jews restless after sunset on Saturday; young bucks reeling
out of Almack’s after losing hundreds at brag.\fn{An old card game resembling poker}
Mary was a free woman now, with more money in her pocket than she’d ever seen in her life before. She
dressed in the brightest colours she could find on the stalls of Monmouth Street—pinks and purples and oranges
—and never cared if they clashed, so long as the cullies kept looking. She knew herself to be wanted. She wore
her rouged face like a carnival mask.
One gray morning she thought of the Mighty Master for the first time in months.
“Are we going to hell?” she asked her friend, suddenly doubtful. Doll let out a dry chuckle.
“I’m a Roman, ain’t I?”
“A what?”
“You know, a Papist, same as my parents before me. I take the sacraments every Easter, rain or shine,” Doll
added proudly. “When I reckon my hour’s come, all I’ll have to do is send for a priest and get myself absolved.”
“What’s that, then?”
“Scrubbed clean, soul-wise.” Mary considered this image.
“But what about me?” she asked, troubled. Doll shrugged. And then, more kindly, added,
“They ever told you about the Magdalen in that school of yours? Mary the Magdalen?”
The girl thought she remembered the name.
“Well, she were a whore, and she did all right in the end, didn’t she?”
*
At Twelfth Night Doll took her to the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane, “to teach you how to cheek the fellows in
the grand style,” as she put it. They paid a shilling each to squeeze into the gallery—the price of a fuck, Mary
thought, trying out the new word in her head.
Doll gazed round critically and guessed there were no more than a thousand and a half in the house this afternoon. The hum of talk rose like bee song.
Mary felt sick with anticipation. The play was said to be a new one, adapted from the French: The Game of
Love. Her mother had always kept her away from the theatres, told her that no good would come of folk
pretending to be what they weren’t. The air was so hot, she felt her shoulders released as if by the touch of the
sun.
The curtain didn’t go up till ten past six, and at first Mary was so dazzled by the set that she could see nothing
else. There were great trees that slid on and off the stage, and gilt sofas, and a full moon shining without any
visible means of support. The lights stank like burning hair.
But then Mrs. Abington\fn{1737-1815, Frances Abington, British actress} came on in a white flowered gown with
scalloped flounces and a ladder of increase-ingly tiny bows on her stomacher. Mary forgot everything else.
“Does the manager let her pick out what she wants to wear?” she asked Doll.
“Pick it? She owns it,” said Doll. “The actresses all have to furnish their own clothes.”
Mary watched Mrs. Abington with a sort of tender envy. Imagine owning such dresses and walking out on the
stage for thousands of people to stare at you.
“No wonder they need rich keepers!” said Doll with a dirty laugh.
Mary looked at her hard, to see if that was a joke. Then she stared even more closely at the woman who was
floating across the stage as if she’d never seen a male member in her life. It puzzled Mary, how a girl could wear
such a face after entering into the trade. Maybe it was different for an actress; maybe she could reach into a pair of
breeches while all the time pretending to be someone else.
The speeches were hard to follow, above the shrill commentary of the audience, and the swish of fans, and the
swell of gossip whenever some viscount or duchess showed themselves in a box. But soon Mary had got the gist
of the play.
Mrs. Abington was a lady who had switched clothes with her maid, as a sort of joke. It was astonishing, the
difference a hat made, or an apron, or a gilt buckle. If you looked like a lady, it seemed, men bowed to you a lot,
and if you dressed like a maid, they tried to kiss you behind doors. But what the maid and mistress didn’t know
was that the genleeman coming to court the lady had done the same swap with his manservant. So they were all
liars, and none of them knew who they were flirting with, which made it very funny. Doll nudged Mary in the ribs
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whenever a riposte got a laugh.
“There’s the old repartée for you, Mary!”
“If you shut your mouth for a minute I might be able to hear it,” said Mary, elbowing her back.
*
There were folk they were acquainted with—and some they were friendly with, like Mercy Toft and Nan
Pullen and Alice Gibbs and the Royle brothers who ran the cider cellar round the corner from Rat’s Castle—but
when it came right down to it, Mary was coming to the conclusion that she and Doll had no one but each other.
Even when they lost themselves in a crowd—they joined in half the peltings and “rough music” that went on that
winter, even helped to burn an effigy of a silk-master who wouldn’t raise wages—Mary and Doll always kept one
eye out for each other.
No one else quite spoke their language, got the joke. They might be seven years apart in age, but they could
finish each other’s sentences. There was an old song Doll used to sing, late at night:
Ribbon red; ribbon gray,
Men will do what they may.

By now there was hardly a corner of the city where Mary hadn’t turned a trick, from the pristine pavements of
the West End to the knotted Cockney streets where Spanish Jews, Lascar seamen from the Indies, blacks and
Chinamen all mingled like dyes in a basin. She’d had coopers and cord-wainers, knife-grinders and windowpolishers, watchmen and excisemen and a butcher with chapped hands.
In the crowd that gathered to watch the famous Mr. Wesley preach at the old foundry in Moorfields,\fn{ “The
first London foundry for casting brass cannon for the British Board of Ordnance (later the Royal Arsenal). The building complex
subsequently housed the first Wesleyan Methodist chapel.”:W } Mary had done three hand jobs and earned two shillings.

She’d taken on an Irish brickie in Marylebone, a one-legged sailor back from the French wars, a Huguenot silkweaver in Spitalfields, a planter gendeman back from Jamaica, and an Ethiopian student of medicine. She’d
charged that fellow double, expecting him to hurt her with his monstrous yard—such were the rumours—but it
turned out he was no bigger than an Englishman after all.
So now she knew. She was acquainted with the whole city, from a coach trundling along Pall Mall, to the back
wall of St. Clement Danes, to a room upstairs at the Lamb and Flag on Rose Street. It was a drover down from
Wales who hired that room.
“Lie still,” he’d said afterwards, with his soft lisp; “lie still a while, Miss, and I’ll pay another tuppence.”
She’d had a few bad nights, but she didn’t let herself dwell on them afterwards. When she came home once
with the marks of a cully’s nails on her neck, Doll called her a ninny, and taught her how to knee a man so hard
his bag would ache for weeks.
Mary knew she’d never starve, now; she could be sure of that much.
Gunny draws cully like a dog to a bone.
What she had between her legs was like the purse in the old story that was never quite emptied.
Ribbon gray, ribbon gold
You must dance till you be old

Mostly the men blurred together in Mary’s mind, after the first two months in the trade, but there were a few
who stood out. A greasy-haired jack on Queen Street, for instance, who’d taken her against the side of a cart and
—she found afterwards—reached under her skirts with his knife and snipped her pocket in the act. She should
have known he was a thief from his crooked eyes.
One regular was a young Scot the Misses all called Mr. Armour—laughing behind his back—because he
insisted on wearing a thin sheath of sheepsgut.
“What’s that, then?” asked Mary in alarm as he drew it on, the first time.
“A cundum,” he said, digging her breasts out of her stays. “Reasons of health.” She held him at bay with one
hand.
“Which reasons would those be?” The Scot shrugged.
“It armours me against venereal itches and fluxes.”
“What, you wear this cundum thing every time you do the business?” He tore at her laces in his haste to loosen
them.
“Well, not with ladies, that goes without saying. Only with women of the town.”
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Mary let out a screeching laugh. She sounded like Doll, it occurred to her.
“And what about us?” she asked as Mr. Armour buried his face in her breasts and tugged up her skirts. “Are we
not as likely to get clapped or poxed by you cullies as you by us whores?”
He looked up, wild-eyed, as if he hadn’t been expecting argument. He gripped the sheath at the root to hold it
on.
“Such,” he panted, “would seem a necessary risk of your trade.” He was nudging her knees open, but she had
one last question.
“Couldn’t I buy one of these cundums myself?”
“Why yes,” he said, straight-faced, and then, with a smirk, “but I can’t imagine where you’d wear it!” And
with that he was up to the hilt in her, and the time for talk was over.
Soho Square at five in the morning was a good hunting ground; that was when the lords were finally turfed out
of Mrs. Cornelys’s\fn{Teresa Cornely (1723-1797) operatic soprano and impresario } Select Assemblies. Once Mary went
into the bushes with a nob who turned out to be a Parliamentary Member. He kept talking about a Monsieur
Merlin who’d performed for the Assembly in shoes that went on wheels.
“Wheels, I tell you!”
“Never!” murmured Mary, as she rubbed the swelling in his breeches, noting the flawless pile of the velvet.
“Dashed along like some bird—until he came a cropper and smashed through Mrs. Cornelys’s mirror. Blood
and glass all over, I declare, the poor Frog.”
“Poor Frog,” Mary repeated, addressing the lopsided prick she was lifting out of the velvet. “Poor, poor little
Froggie.”
“Not so very little, surely?” he asked, half-forlorn.
Mary thought the lord must have been drunk, or dreaming, to make up a story like that one. But the image
stayed in her head as she straddled him: a little Frenchman, flying along the ground like a swallow, towards
disaster.
Another day Mary met a chair-man with a worn-out spine, who carried sedan chairs for a living and suffered
with every step. He paid for a room in a bagnio\fn{A brothel} so they could do it lying down. She climbed on top
and promised not to shake him. What a luxury that was, to fall asleep afterwards and dream that she was riding
through town in the King’s State Carriage with its carbuncles of gold.
Ribbon gold, ribbon brown
What goes up must fall down

Not that she was very picky. Street Misses couldn’t afford to be, “not like those bawdy-house bitches on their
velvet sofas,” as Doll put it. Mary lay down with prizefighters with broken faces and a sailor with one ball poxed
off. (He swore the disease was long cured, but she would only give him a hand job.) It took a lot to disgust her,
these days.
She went with flogging-cullies who wanted to play mother and wicked son—strange, she thought the first
time, for a man to want to be hurt rather than to hurt—and even a freak who offered her two shillings to let him
spit in her mouth. The only kind of fellow Mary wouldn’t touch was a coalman, because the smell of the dust took
her back to the cellar on Charing Cross Road.
*
She’d never seen any of the Digots since the night she’d left home last November. Once in Lincoln’s Inn Fields
she stared after a woman hurrying by, her head bent over a huge bundle of cloths, but it couldn’t have been Susan
Digot, not so far from Charing Cross.
“Decent folk don’t wander like we do,” as Doll said with a curl of her lip; “decent folk stay in their place.”
It did occur to Mary to wonder if the woman had ever made any attempt to trace her. Asked around, kept one
eye out, even? Surely where once there’d been love, something had to remain, some scraps, leftovers? Or was it
possible for a mother to cut a daughter out of her life as if she’d never been born?
Not that it mattered. Mary wouldn’t have gone back now, she told herself, not even if Susan Digot climbed up
the groaning stairs of Rat’s Castle to beg her on hands and knees.
Mary could barely remember her old life: the narrowness of it, the poverty not just of goods but of spirit; the
hours of weighty silence, as they’d all sat round the shivering fire.
No, it was too late for return, or even forgiveness.
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Ribbon brown, ribbon rose
Count your friends and your foes

*
With Doll life was never dull. There were no reproaches, or sermons, or tasks. The two of them slept in their
paint, which left their pillows streaked and gaudy. They paid an Irishwoman in the basement of Rat’s Castle to do
their laundry. Every few weeks they went to a bathhouse and soaked themselves clean in scalding water.
They got their dinner from a chop-house or went without, depending on their purses, but they never cooked so
much as a bit of toast. They bought cups of tea and coffee whenever their hands were cold. They drank whatever
liquor they could lay hands on and never thought more than a day ahead.
Lovers of liberty, Doll called the two of them. They got up when they wanted, and stayed up all night if they
fancied, and at any hour of the day they could climb back up the stairs to bed.
For the first time in her life, Mary had time for idleness. Few cullies ever had her for more than a quarter of an
hour. She was free to choose one fellow over another, or walk away from the lot of them if her stomach turned at
the thought. Sometimes she and Doll took an evening off to sit by the fire in a gin-shop and share a pipe. The
drink blurred the edges of everything, turned boredom to hilarity.
One crisp February night she met a sweet-faced apprentice playing cricket in Lamb’s Conduit Fields. He
couldn’t have been more than twelve.
“Please, Miss, how much?” he asked, like Jack the Beanstalk at his first market.
“More than you’ve got,” she said, not unkindly, chucking him under his chin. It was as soft as a cat’s.
“I’ve a shilling,” he said sternly, producing it from deep down in his pocket.
Mary knew he’d probably nicked it from his master to pay for his fleshly education. She took it all the same,
and led the boy by the hand behind a spreading holly bush. The ground was soft and barely damp.
She felt almost sad, afterwards, and hoped she hadn’t passed on the clap. She thought she was clean, these days
—she had no fever or flux, and she always washed in gin when she had it, or piss when she hadn’t—but a person
could never be sure.
“So now you know,” she told the apprentice, as he struggled with his buttons.\fn{ The zipper won’t be invented for
many years yet: H}
He flashed her a grin.
“Find yourself a girl,” she told him, “and don’t be wasting your money.”
He blew her a kiss before he ran off.
That night she and Doll lay on their leaking straw mattress in their dark room and talked till the poet who’d
moved in next door battered the wall with his fists.
Ribbon rose, ribbon white
Each day ends with a night

Many a Miss was a purse-snatch too, which gave the trade a bad name, and was dangerous besides.
“Nobs can stand being poxed much sooner than being picked,” Doll advised.
Besides, Mary had her principles. She’d only robbed a man the one time, and he was a lying dog who wouldn’t
pay the half a crown he’d promised her if she’d let him beat her with his shoe before the act. She waited till he’d
drunk himself to sleep on the tavern table, then she ran off with two fine Pinchbeck shoe-buckles and a silver
watch.
“Fair dues,” as Doll said.
Mary had yet to figure out why any woman would do it for free. There were some who did it to get children,
she knew, and others for pleasure or what they called love. Doll occasionally did it for nothing, mostly with a softskinned journeyman carpenter.
“It’s a comfort, ain’t it?” she argued.
Not to Mary. And Mercy Toft was sweet on a bookish Frenchman who was as pale as she was dark; she snuck
him up to her room sometimes when her bully-man wasn’t around.
Mary found such longings unimaginable. She’d never yet felt this thing called lust, but she knew enough about
its signs to copy them. She’d learned the knack of dirty talk. It wasn’t so much the words she used—though foul
terms did excite some cullies—as the tone. If her voice was sufficiently arousing, she could be talking about
porridge for all it mattered. The trick was to pretend to be excited herself. An intake of breath, a catch in the
voice: it fooled the cullies every time, and speeded them up like nothing else.
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The odd night she lay beside Doll and her carpenter, pretending to be asleep, while they moved together like
fish. Doll rolled her head back as if in pain, but her mouth was tender, and her cheeks were wet. Mary stared
through the darkness.
She’d .never yet opened her legs for her own body’s sake, but only for what it had earned her: money, shelter,
bargaining time. It wasn’t herself Mary sold, she was sure of that much. She just hired out a dress called skin.
Ribbon white, ribbon green,
Some grow fat, some grow lean.

In the months since Ma Slattery’s cellar, Mary hadn’t had her courses, which was just as well, she supposed.
Safer. She’d thought at first that it was just a temporary reprieve, but by now she’d come to the conclusion that
her bleeding days were over.
It was a peculiar sensation, to know herself finished with all that at fourteen. But not uncommon, among the
Misses, Doll said. And, all in all, wasn’t it handy for a girl in the trade to get the belly business over and done
with?
Mary had the impression that Doll had dropped a couple of brats in her early days. There was no point asking
about them, she knew. They wouldn’t have lived. She itched to know her friend’s story, but she had to get it by
guile, a line at a time; direct questions got no answers.
*
One day they were passing a wig shop on Monmouth Street when Doll mentioned that her first was a perukemaker.\fn{One who makes wigs}
“Who’s that?”
“My first. The man my old folks sold me to.”
Mary gave her a wary look. She was still never sure if Doll was joking or not.
“He’d heard a virgin was a sure cure for the pox,” said Doll, walking on. She let out a laugh like a pebble in a
jar.
“Money down the drain!” Mary ran to catch up.
“How old were you?” Doll shrugged.
Did this mean that Doll didn’t remember, Mary wondered, or didn’t think it mattered? The older girl said
nothing more about it that day, but when Mary asked, another time, Doll added,
“I was young enough to know naught. I was so green, I reckoned the fellow was making water in me!” And
that terrible laugh came from the very back of her throat.
Ribbon green, ribbon red
The tales not told till you're dead

One night in March Mary came on to a pair of tars behind St. Mary-le-Bow singing The Cunts of Old England.
“Evening, my dears,” she called, but they didn’t seem to hear her. The taller one’s voice was rapt with nostalgia.
Then, then, we were able
to fuck or to fight,
our swords always drawn
and our pricks always right—

His friend burst in then, almost jolly:
but now we’re a parcel
of shittle-come-shite—

They joined in harmony for the sweeping refrain.
Oh! the large cunts of old England,
and oh! the old English brown cunts!

Mary stood nearby, smiling as she waited for the end of the song. Finally, one of the sailors turned around with
his breeches gaping and his yard in his hand. She stepped closer, and he punched her in the breast.
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“Wouldn’t take you with a pitchfork, my darling,” he crowed.
She backed away, clutching herself, but he pissed all over her, soaking her best violet overskirt. His friend tried
to join in but was laughing too hard to aim.
“Rot you for a pair of sodornish arsers!” she shrieked.
She’d learned how to say what she meant, but it wasn’t much comfort. Back at Rat’s Castle, she sponged her
skirt. Doll swore it was good as new, but Mary could still smell their sourness on it.
Not that she’d anything against doing it arseways. There were more than a few cullies who couldn’t stand for it
any other way. Some Misses declared they’d rather have their throats slit than submit to such filthiness, but Mary
couldn’t see that it much mattered. Arse and cunny were only an inch apart, after all.
It was a clockmaker that taught her how to bear the thing, and though she’d left her teethmarks on his fingers,
she was grateful to him for the lesson in the end. She wasn’t ready for it, that first time; she didn’t understand why
he was spitting on himself. She let out a scream when he pushed into her. But she soon learned the trick of it, that
night and other nights. If she thought of a door creaking open, or an orange with its peel coming off, it hardly hurt
at all. Clearly there was nothing in Mary Saunders that couldn’t learn, couldn’t bend, couldn’t open if it could turn
a penny.
One morning she was up an alley with her hand down the stained breeches of a saddler, when she happened to
turn her head and recognised the gates of her old school. It gave her an odd sort of feeling, to see the little figures
in their grey buttoned smocks lining up in the yard. What a wet-eared innocent she’d been, only a year ago!
*
Mary and Doll were on King Street one night, sharing a pigeon pie and licking their burnt fingers as they broke
it apart between them. Mary nodded at the fresh-varnished door of the brothel opposite.
“D’you think they’re hiring?”
Doll blew out a contemptuous puff of air.
“All the street-cullies ask is a pair of open legs, my dear. In the bawdy-houses, gentlemen are paying so high,
they expect a girl to roll her eyes in bliss.” She snorted at the idea.
“How d’you come to know so much about it?” asked Mary.
“Worked two years at Mother Griffith’s, didn’t I?”
“I didn’t know that.” Doll’s lips formed into a sneer.
“You don’t know everything, then. Reckon you know a bit more than when I picked you out of the ditch, but
you still don’t know much.”
“So tell me about Mother Griffith’s,” said Mary lightly, refusing to fight. Doll shrugged and spread her hands.
“What’s there to tell? You lie on sofas waiting to get fucked, that’s about it. So after two years I ran away, for a
bit of liberty.” Mary grinned at her.
“But the stinking bawd sent Caesar after me, to learn me a lesson.”
“Who’s Caesar?”
“Aren’t you the innocent,” said Doll fondly, “not to know Caesar!”
She pointed him out to Mary the next day, down on the Strand. The man was an African, dressed all in white
velvet, with a wig like a snow drift; the polished yew of his face stood out against it. His skin had the high shine
that only money gives.
“You’ll know him next time.”
“Yes,” said Mary, staring.
“They say he was in a mutiny,” said Doll impressively.
“Where?”
“On a slaver, don’t you know, in the Indies. The blacks all upped and massacred the masters, so they say.
Imagine!”
Mary gazed at the man called Caesar, who stood talking to a pale girl, one hand resting lighdy on his hip. He
wore immaculate doeskin breeches: a thrill flickered through her. To think that this fellow once lay in chains, and
now here he was, lording it up and down the Strand. It wasn’t true, if it ever had been, what Susan Digot used to
tell her daughter: that people had to stay all their lives in the places allotted to them.
“She must be one of his whores, and there’s another over between the columns, as well as those two flirting
with the Grenadier Guard,” Doll added, pointing. “Caesar runs this whole boot, from George Court to Carting
Lane. Not a soul gets in his way. They say he has a protection on him.”
“A protection?”
“Black magic, don’t you know.”
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It was true that no one came within a yard of the pimp and his girl; the crowds parted round them like water.
When Mary walked near enough to see the length of the knife in his glossy belt, she knew why. The heavy scent
of Caesar’s pomaded wig hung on the air, and he was grinning. She didn’t meet his milky eye. She hurried back to
Doll, and a terrible thought struck her as she looked her friend in the face.
“I don’t suppose it was him—”
Doll fingered her scar as if appraising its value, but her eyes still rested on the stately African.
“Aye. Caesar was Mother Griffith’s own bully-man in those days, before he struck out as his own master. Mind
you, he let me off easy, I’ll give him that.”
“Easy?” Mary put out a hand to her friend’s jagged face, but didn’t quite touch it. How could Doll speak so
lightly, as if it was someone else’s story she was telling?
“You know that card-sharp with half a nose we saw the other night?” asked Doll.
Mary nodded.
“And there was a girl found in Pig Lane with no face at all, that was the bastard’s work too; they say she’d run
off with some money that was owing him.”
Mary covered her mouth. She imagined the great knife descending.
“Well, they wouldn’t hire him if he weren’t the best, would they?” asked Doll reasonably.
There was no answering that.
“So really it might have been worse. I call this my lucky scratch,” said Doll, tapping her scar with one long
grimy nail. She slung an arm around Mary’s shoulders and they walked on.
“Let it be a lesson to you, dear heart, never to pay poundage to any idle pimp or bawd. Every girl for herself,
remember? Here’s the first rule: Never give up your liberty.”
So this was liberty.
Mary was beginning to recognise the taste of it in her mouth: terror salting the sweetness.
*
Doll could read anyone by the cut of their cloth, from Lyons velvet right down to grubby fustian. One night at
the cold end of March, she and Mary were on their way home from Cock Lane in Smithfield, where they’d paid
halfpence each to see the famous ghost of the Poisoned Lady, but she hadn’t appeared. Doll pointed out a girl on
the corner of Maiden Lane, with a thin, pleasant face, a torn shift, and one petticoat.
“That one won’t live till summer,” said Doll, as if commenting on the weather. Mary peered at the girl, as if to
distinguish the hand of death on her.
“Will she freeze?”
“Starve,” explained Doll. “Unless she begs or borrows or steals a good gown, no cully’s going to waste a
look.”
“She’s a pretty thing, though,” Mary objected, glancing back at the diminishing figure at the street corner.
“It’s not us they want, you dolt!” said Doll. “In those rags, the girl can’t let on to be anything but herself.
Remember, sweetheart, you should go without a week of dinners sooner than pawn your last good gown.”
That was rule two:
Clothes make the woman.
Dawdling outside Almack’s, another night, they saw a phaeton fly up, and its door bend back like a wing.
Mary elbowed Doll.
“Who’s that dazzler?”
“Her?” Doll's smile was broad and wet; it creased her scar. “Nothing but a painted whore, no better nor you nor
me, and ten years older.”
“No! She’s quality, surely.”
“What a fool you are for a spangle, Mary Saunders.”
They watched from behind a pillar as a thick-waisted gentleman ran round to hand the lady down.
“What about that underskirt?” objected Mary. “It’s figured satin, ain’t it?”
She was beginning to pride herself on her knowledge of these details.
“Only in the crack,” said Doll with scorn; “the rest of it’s plain muslin. And those diamonds in her ears look
like paste to me,” she added gleefully, “and when she undoes those stays, I bet her bubs fall on her stomach.”
Mary gave her friend a shove.
“Jealous old trull!”
Doll sighed, hands on hips, making her white bosom swell like a wave.
“Mark my words, she’ll get another few months out of him, and a few more presents, but never an annuity.
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And another thing,” she said, watching the couple hurry into the club, “there’s pocks as deep as your nail under
those starry patches.”\fn{ A reference to the beauty marks (here in the shape of stars) customarily worn by certain women of the day:
H}
“How do you reckon that?”
“I’d say she’s barely over the fever; pale as puke, she is.”
Mary was learning everything Doll had to teach. She committed to memory that night’s lesson:
Clothes are the greatest lie ever told.
*
One mild afternoon in April she and Doll were strolling down Charing Cross Road. The younger girl began to
tremble a little as they passed the door that led down to the cellar where she used to live, but Doll never noticed
and Mary didn’t say a word. She glanced down the steps, but she couldn’t see anything through the dusty window. The place could be full of strangers now, or derelict for all she knew.
It came to her that she was utterly changed. What she had between her legs was not her only goldmine, she’d
discovered; there was one in her mouth as well. Once she let loose, Mary was a cheeky thing, as skittishly rude as
any man could fancy. It gave her great satisfaction to say sharp pointed things and call them merriment. If she
wasn’t careful, she sometimes thought, she’d end up a shrew.
Not that she’d have anything to say to the woman who used to be her mother, if she met her coming along the
street. Anyway, Susan Digot wouldn’t likely recognise her child-as-was, all gussied up in a flowered jacket-bodice
and a worn silk skirt buoyed out by a pair of improvers. Mary looked like a woman of the town, these days. She
smelled different, even, with the mouth-watering lemony reek of Hungary water.
What a fool Susan Digot had been, to think everyone in gold braid her better, and the wider the skirt, the higher
the breeding! Mary had seen commoners walk as queens on the stage in Drury Lane. Doll was opening Mary’s
eyes to all life’s shortcuts, back alleys, gaps in the walls. In these uncertain times, Mary was learning, a duchess
was sometimes just a stroller who’d picked the right honourable cully.
In a four-story house in Golden Square lived a lady who’d once been known in the trade as Angel Arse. On the
corner of Hyde Park was a new mansion the Duke of Kingston was building for Miss Chudleigh, who’d been his
mistress for a dozen years already and he still hadn’t tired of her. The famous Kitty Fisher was said to be about to
swap all her lordly lovers for a rich husband from the Lower House. A bit of loveliness, a bit of luck; that’s all a
girl needed.
On long bright evenings, Mary sat on the grass in Lamb’s Conduit Fields behind Holborn and watched the
courting couples meander by. The air was full of the sounds of leisure: the archers’ arrows hitting the target, the
click of balls on the bowling green, or the distant roars of a dogfight or wrestling match. She was reading again
for the first time since school. She bought crack-backed romances and memorised all the long words, in case
she’d ever need them. The History of Pamela Andrews\fn{“An epistolary novel by Samuel Richardson, first published in
1740”:W} was her favourite.
The crafty wench, to fend off her master all those times, then squeeze a proposal of marriage out of him in the
end! She’d swapped her maid’s apron for bridal satins and ended up as good a lady as any other, hadn’t she? It all
went to show, Mary thought. If a girl had her wits about her, nowadays, she could rise as high as she wanted, as
sure as cream through the milk. Anything was possible.
In May, Mary turned fifteen. Doll gave her a cap with a soaring feather in it. Between her new life and her old
one flowed a wide river.
*
There was one morning every month when the whores got up early: Collar Day.
It was hot July and the city smelled of vengeance. The Metyards were to swing at last, and evil women always
drew a crowd. Mary and Doll had to pick up their skirts and push and shove in order to join the Newgate
cavalcade when it passed the Rookery on its way to Tyburn. As always the bellman stood on the wall of St.
Sepulchre’s, exhorting repentance, but it was hard to hear him over all the festivity. Mary had grown even taller
this summer, but still she couldn’t see the prisoners as well as she wanted. She stood up on a barrel and craned her
long neck.
“Lord have mercy on you!” came the bellman’s faint cry as the mob moved up Holborn after the cart. Mary
elbowed her way up until she was close enough to see the criminals’ faces, and their pale necks, already circled by
rope. They bumped along, backs to the horse, their hands knotted in their laps. The cart was heavy.
“Six thieves to be collared today,” Doll bawled in Mary’s ear, ‘three forgers, a runaway soldier, a sodomite,
and a girl that stifled her baby.”
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There sat Thomas Turlis the famous hangman, marked out by his little black mask. And in front of him, as if
under special guard, those had to be the Metyards. No sign of penitence; the daughter seemed indifferent and the
mother shook as if having a fit. Mary had a sharp stone in her pocket, and aimed at the daughter as the cart rattled
on, but she missed.
Then the crowd surged on past. As Mary walked, she tried to imagine the two Metyard women as they’d once
been, without the wild hair, squinting eyes, nooses, and tied hands. Without all the marks of Newgate. She
pictured them as respectable haberdashers—decent folk, by all appearances, she thought in Susan Digot’s
grudging voice—who for years had earned the gratitude of the authorities by taking children off the parish and
making apprentices of them.
Of course, what the Metyards had made of Nanny Nailor was minced meat. Mary had memorised every detail
from the newspapers she read aloud to Doll in the drowsy afternoons. Nanny Nailor had run away from the
Metyards the summer she reached thirteen, but she never got the chance to tell anyone what conditions she was
running from. She never found a Doll Higgins to take her in. Instead the Metyards had tracked her down, brought
her back to that attic, and tied her up in the heat without water. After three days they started telling the neighbours
that they couldn’t imagine what had become of poor little Nanny Nailor. Then they had chopped her in pieces and
dropped them in a gully-hole.
Mary craned her neck for a glimpse of the Metyards in the cart now: mother and daughter, both limp, bumping
along in their noose necklaces like puppets loosed from their strings. It made her laugh, really. They thought they
could do what they liked with girls like Nanny Nailor; that such creatures were at the disposal of their mistresses
—body and soul, quick\fn{Living} or dead. As the years had gone by after Nanny’s death, the Metyards had
counted on the other girls being too fearful to say a word. They’d assumed they were unassailable.
“A glorious day, eh?” said Doll as they sweated and panted through the crowd at the cart’s tail. Mary grinned
back. “Still, this crowd’s not a patch on the one for Earl Ferrers.\fn{ “Laurence Shirley, 4th Earl Ferrers” (1720-1760) “an
English nobleman, notable for being the last peer to be hanged, following his conviction for murdering his steward.”:W } The
procession took three hours to go three miles, with the lord chewing tobacco and waving out the window all the
way. White satin, he wore—”\fn{He wore the same suit as he wore at hiw wedding:H}
“Yes, I know, and silver lace, you’ve told me often enough,” said Mary.
Doll had never quite got over the excitement of watching a peer of the realm hang. But nothing could irritate
Mary on a day like this, when every street, every balcony, every barrow for half a mile around was full of riotous
faces waiting to see Nanny Nailor’s killers swing. She could smell ginger cake and hear a baritone snatch of A
Soldier Met a Silly Lass. She was struck with amusement to see how the West End was growing around the
brutishness of Tyburn. To think that the nobs kept shifting a little westerly every year, only to find their streets
filled up again with mob every Collar Day! Mind you, some of them had a taste for it themselves; she could see
three curtained carriages beside the stands, parked for a better view.
For a penny each, she and Doll squeezed into the top bench of Mother Proctor’s Pews; it was worth splashing
out on such an occasion. The hangman’s men had wheeled up the huge black triangle of the Tree already.
“It used to stand there all year round, you know,” shouted Doll in Mary’s ear, “but it blocked the traffic
something awful.”
There stood Thomas Turlis, masked and orderly, directing the men to hammer the scaffolding into place.
“A vastly educated fellow, so they say,” remarked Doll, “though he’s been known to squabble over tips.”
The minister was saying a psalm now, but it was quite drowned out by the chants of the crowd. Mary joined in:
“Let them swing! Let them swing!”
At last Turlis had checked that every rope was knotted to the Tree and every criminal sitting on the cart was
bagged. The Metyard mother was stretched out in fits; he had a struggle getting the white bag over her head. Mary
could feel her own stomach tighten like a sheet. It wasn’t sympathy she felt, or not for the Metyards, at least. It
was more like the feeling she got sometimes when a cully moved back and forth inside her for a long time, till she
wanted to spit in his face.
The hangman laid his whip to the horses then, and the cart began to trundle off The ropes stood out like
skeletal sails; bodies began to slide. And suddenly there was a disturbance: the younger Metyard woman had leapt
off the side of the cart and broken her neck. Her body swung as heavy as a sack of potatoes.
Turlis roared at his men, and the crowd growled.
“Damn her,” screamed Mary in Doll’s ear, close to tears. “That was much too easy!”
Doll slung an arm around Mary’s waist. The Metyard mother and all the others were dying now according to
the slower, traditional method. As Turlis hauled on each rope in turn and fastened it tight, it seemed to Mary like a
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peculiar mummers’ dance: the heads masked in sacks, the jigging legs, the sudden stink of shit, the friends and
relatives and hired “hangers-on” hauling on the feet to hurry death—but no one was let near the Metyard mother
—and the carrion crows wheeling overhead. Mary fixed her gaze on the jerking limbs of Mrs. Metyard for as long
as it took, till her eyes watered.
As the bodies had to stay up for an hour, now was the time for the bringing out of picnics. Doll produced a
sweetbread pie, and Mary ate her half with a good enough appetite, though she kept glancing over her shoulder at
where the Metyards hung, over the stained sawdust.
When Turlis’s men cut the corpses down smoothly—one man to support each around the hips, another to saw
through the rope—there was the usual squabble. Bodies sprawled on the dusty ground, with ruby necklace-prints
around their throats. The surgeons’ boys, being entitled by law to all Tyburn cadavers, ran in while Turlis and his
men beat the families off with sticks. Those in the crowd afflicted by warts snatched at the still-warm hands to rub
them on their faces.\fn{An old superstition about curing warts:H}
Mary didn’t want Collar Day to be over. She pushed through to where the Metyards had been cut down, and on
a joyful impulse paid sixpence for an inch of the mother’s rope.
“Half a ruck, that cost,” said Doll with mild reproach. “As if you don’t drink twice that every day of your life,
and piss it out the next!”
But Mary did stare at the coarse fibres in her hand. Which half had paid for the rope, she wondered-the
pushing in or the pulling out?
On the way home she realised she’d no money left for supper, and Doll was skint again. So Mary looked out
till she found a country fellow with hay in his seams. She brushed against him in the crowd.
“Looking for a sweetheart?” she said, smiling like an angel.
His eyes bulged; he was too embarrassed to say yes or no. So Mary led him behind some railings on Oxford
Street, and convinced the poor blockhead afterwards that the going rate in London was three shillings. She got
rust marks all down her pink sack gown, but Doll assured her they’d brush out.
*
That long steaming summer she and Doll saw all the sights. They took a party of Dorsetmen to a club Mercy
Toft knew where the dancing girls were all Africans or Indians—just to see the fellows’ faces, really. The girls
moved as fluidly as water. They were called things like Cleopatra, Cocoa Betty, Dusky Sal. Mary wondered what
their real names were.
Other times, Mary and Doll strolled past all the print shops on the Strand to look at the new pictures, laughing
at the filthy ones.
“That’ll come to naught,” Doll might say, tapping the glass; “he’ll never get it in from that angle.”
They went to drink chocolate at Bedlam, and put their faces to the grates to see the lunatics dance. Another
night, they watched a house burn in Cheapside, till a maid jumped out of a window on the third story and died of
the fall.
Some nights, some cullies left a foul taste in the mouth, but the answer to that was simple: drink another bottle.
Gin blurred all the edges, perfumed all the foulness.
“This life’s the only life, ain’t it, Mary?” Doll would slur.
“Yes, my dear,” Mary always replied, “there’s none other so merry.”
One of the few men Mary ever felt hatred for was the barber who lived downstairs in Rat’s Castle. When she
begged him to draw out a tooth that was hurting her, that July, he insisted she lie down and pay him before he’d so
much as take out his tools. She shut her eyes and squeezed tight to hurry him on. When he tried to kiss her she
thought she would gag from the pain.
By August, London was one great stinking armpit. At St. James’s Palace a son was born to Queen Charlotte, “a
bare eleven months after Young Georgie set to work on her!” as Doll put it crudely.
One sticky afternoon, Mary saw Mr. Armour on the Strand, arm in arm with a fat old fellow, and thought she
might as well have a go.
“Three shillings for the pair, gen’men,” she murmured as they passed.
The young Scot stared straight ahead as if he’d never seen her before in his life, never bent her backwards over
the Bridge in broad daylight with the gulls egging him on. It occurred to Mary that he was ashamed; she could
have laughed in his face. But the older gentleman turned around. His plump fingers were ink-stained, and he
shook his heavy head.
“No no, my girl,” he said, “it won’t do.”
Mary took two steps closer, as if she were about to curtsy, and gave him the finger. His face registered pain
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before Mr. Armour pulled him away. She watched the two of them hurry off. She was oddly shaken.
What else was she meant to do, she should have asked the old fellow? What else was she good for?
After Bartholomew’s Fair in September, the heat began to drain out of the sky. It occurred to Mary that she
never wanted to see a man drop his breeches again.
“Time for a holiday,” said Doll. “Let’s go to Vauxhall.”
That evening a Westminster waterboy who couldn’t have been more than ten rowed them across to the south
bank in their best gauze slammerkins. Mary had never seen the Gardens before. There were neatly boarded walks,
and seats with scenes from plays painted on their backs. Fiddle-players sat hidden high up in the trees, and lemon
ice melted in glass troughs, and Mary and Doll strolled about and sat slurping their tea in an arbour swathed in
honeysuckle, making much play of the ugliness of various lords and ladies. They recognised three purse-snatches
from the Rookery, keeping their hands in, as it were. When the organ in the high wooden gallery blasted out its
triumphant chorus, the crows lifted from the trees and wheeled in shock through the navy-blue sky.
Much later, after the music was over, the night turned chilly. Mary found Doll with her head in a uniform’s lap,
helpless with gin, laughing so violendy she seemed in danger of choking.
“Excuse us, soldier. Time we were getting home,” said Mary, hauling on Doll’s hand. Her friend yawned and
grinned guiltily.
“Got the fare for two, ducky?” she slurred. “Because I must admit—”
“Oh, Doll! Not again!”
Mary looked pointedly at the soldier, but all he managed was to turn out his pocket, which held nothing but
crumbs. So much for a holiday. Mary left them on the bench and went off down the long gravel walk, to where the
lights ran out, and the path branched into a sort of maze, and gauzy figures stood around waiting. Trade was poor;
it took her half an hour to find a cully. He had lace cuffs that hung to his fingertips, and a clammy, unhealthy look
to his neck. But she got two shillings off him, which took herself and Doll safe home across the river with
drinking money to spare.
*
When Mary tried to be witty, these autumn days, it came out sour. Doll had taken to calling her Miss Crab.
“Have a go at Miss Crab here, but mind her claws,” she’d say, shoving Mary into some cully’s arms; “you
might wake up missing a bit!”
These days the pair of them didn’t stroll the whole length of the river just for larks anymore. Instead, they’d
taken to meeting for a snifter and a gossip in a dead-end alley behind Rat’s Castle. There they could rest their
bones on a heap of bricks and pebbles someone had hidden and never come back for. Mary and Doll ducked down
that alley whenever they got word that the Reformation Society had sent out their men.
The strollers had no fear of the city constables, who spent their time in exhausted pursuit of thieves and
murderers, and rarely bothered a girl at her honest trade. But the Reformation bullies were hired by their Society
to do nothing but stamp out vice, as they called it. One night in early October Mary didn’t move fast enough.
When the cry around Seven Dials turned into a chorus—Reformers, its the bleeding Reformers!—she was
engaged in finishing off a buttonmaker by hand, in a doorway in Neal’s Yard. She tried to run, but the men cut her
off at the top of the yard. They had sticks with metalled ends, and they were fast runners. They shouted at the
cullies, calling them sinners and whoremongers, but they arrested only the girls. Mary was one of about twenty
Misses rounded up; she went quietly, wary of the sticks.
At the Dials, she couldn’t see Doll in the crowd; she knew she should be glad of her friend’s escape, but she
could have done with her company. The rumour was going round that they were all to be committed to gaol. Panic
locked Mary’s throat. Some of the drunker Misses were whimpering already. Mary heard her friend before she
saw her.
“Get your base paws off me, you scurvy rogues!”
Doll Higgins was being dragged up Mercer Street, struggling in the grip of three Reformation constables like a
sail in a rough wind. Her bodice was torn open, showing one creamy breast, and she had a fresh cut on her jaw,
but she was enjoying herself hugely.
“Call yourself Christians?” she bawled. “Don’t make me laugh!”
Mary was afraid for her and wanted to make her stop, but Doll was in full spate.
“There’s girls here not thirteen years old,” she raged, sweeping her hand over the crowd. Her finger alighted on
Mary, and she gave her a wink.
“That skinny thing there, for instance; twelve years old and barely a week on the town, poor wench. Would you
drag her off to Bridewell too, you filthy dogs?”
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The head Reformer stepped up to Doll, almost respectfully, and backhanded her. Mary heard the crunch of his
knuckles against her cheek. Doll subsided into silence. She winced, and spat out a bit of tooth.
Mary did get to go home that night; all the younger girls were let off. But those the Reformers called the hard
cases were put in fetters and led off to the Bridewell, down at Blackfriars.
For two nights Mary didn’t go out on the streets except to ask for news, but there was none. She stayed in the
garret and waited, chewing the skin off her thumb. Sometimes, she knew, girls came back from the Bridewell with
slit noses as a perpetual mark of their crime.
On the third morning in stumbled Doll Higgins, her back all scabby from the lash but her nose as pert as ever.
“You missed a bit of an adventure, my girl,” was all she’d say. Mary washed her friend’s stripes with gin.
All in all, Doll was the worse for wear these days. She gave every sign of running out of jizz. That scar that
had once stood out bold and brash—when the child Mary used to watch out for the beautiful harlot at the Dials—
now sank into her cheek like a furrow. Mary tried to get her to eat a good dinner, but Doll only had a taste for the
old blue ruin. Mary feared her friend might end up like that woman they’d seen one night, staggering down Fleet
Ditch in search of her children, too addled to remember where she’d left them, skidding on scraps of offal left
behind by the tripe men. Last winter, Doll had stood between Mary and all harm, but now more often than not it
was the younger girl who had to keep an eye out for the elder, if there was any trouble, and help her up the shaky
stairway of Rat’s Castle at four in the morning, the boards groaning as if they’d collapse any minute.
Worse than that: Doll had broken her own rule. She’d started pawning her clothes. She was often short, on rent
day.
“I haven’t your head for figures,” she’d complain.
If Mary hadn’t the money to cover for both of them, Doll would haul herself out of their fusty garret in the late
afternoon with a bodice or shawl, go down to stalls on Monmouth Street and stroll back boasting she was rich
again. She claimed she had enough in the way of silks and satins that surely she could trade a few in, at this stage
in the game.
Mary had never heard anything stupider. Even the sailors knew how much clothes mattered; that’s why, if they
wanted to punish a Miss for poxing one of them, they docked every scrap she wore with their knives.
Sometimes Mary bought Doll’s things back for her from the pawnbroker;’s the next week, at twice the price.
Her friend barely noticed.
“A girl’s clothes are her fortune, Doll, isn’t that what you’ve always told me?”
But Doll only laughed and said she looked better naked.
One night, in the Royle brothers’ cider cellar, Doll let slip that she had just turned twenty-two.
“When?” asked Mary, suspecting she was lying so the Royles would buy her drinks.
“Yesterday.”
“You said nothing.” Doll shrugged.
“I was soused; I’ve only just remembered.” Nick Royle was a cheapskate, so all he did was propose a toast and
lift his glass high.
“No toasts,” said Doll, wrenching at his arm.
Nick got cider all down his sleeve. His brother squeezed the cloth and sucked it like a baby. Mercy Toft
laughed, lunatic-style.
“What’s the matter with you?” hissed Mary to Doll.
“No toasts,” said Doll grimly. “Forget I said a word. Aren’t we all dying fast enough?”
In candlelight she stood as magnificent as ever, but at noon her face hung like pale leather. There were
tuppence bunters on the street as old as thirty, Mary knew; one of them was half mad from the mercury she’d
taken to cure her syphilitic pox. If you were still there at forty, it was under the ground, not over it. Mary wasn’t
going to stay past the age of twenty; she promised herself that much.
That gave her five years. In the meantime she was spending every spare penny on clothes of her own. It
seemed to Mary these days that there was nothing else you could place your trust in. Clothes were as lasting as
money, and sweeter to the hand and eye; they made you beautiful and others sick with envy.
On Sundays she went off to Hyde Park to see what the quality were wearing these days as they rode about
showing themselves off; her eyes sought out the tiny details of pleats or buttons, the altered curve of a set of new
hoops. Once she’d dragged Doll out of bed to come with her, but Doll had ended up making a scene and
frightening a baronet’s horse.
Mary could hardly remember that she herself had ever been a shy girl. Now she could haggle with the best of
them at all the stalls from the Seven Dials down to the Piazza at Covent Garden; the traders knew not to try their
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tricks with her. At night when she couldn’t sleep, she consoled herself with the inventory of her possessions. She
had sleeves, bodices, ruffles, and embroidered stomachers, a brown velvet mantua and a cardinal cape. She owned
a spray of silk daisies and a black ribbon choker, one silk slammerkin in violet and another in dark green. Doll had
taught her all she could, but Mary’s taste was finer. She was saving four yards of oyster grosgrain\fn{ A silk fabric
having heavy transverse cords} she’d got cheap from the pawnshop; someday she’d have it made up into a wrapping
gown any duchess would give her eyeteeth for.
Something would turn up, for her and Doll both. You never knew. There was no use worrying over a future that
might never happen, because the end could come as quick as a wink. The other night a warm wind had blown up
and the sign of the Blue Lion fell down on Tilly Denton’s head. Caesar had been her bully-man; he buried her
handsome enough, as the girls agreed, and they all made sure to be at the graveside, as a mark of respect. (Not to
poor Tilly, so much as to her pimp; you wouldn’t do him an insult if you valued your skin.) But a decent burial
wouldn’t be much consolation, Mary thought, if you were snuffed out as quick as a taper.
*
The cough came with the first frost in October.
Mary ignored it. Soon it was her constant shadow, pressing on her chest when she walked uphill, nagging at
her on and off all day, raising its voice at night.
“Shut your mouth,” moaned Doll, tugging the edge of the mattress round her head.
Mary’s voice had always been deep but it was huskier and darker now, with a hint of a growl. It made some
cullies nervous. She tried to smile instead of speaking.
It was going to be the worst winter in years. All the signs said so: birds, berries, the fortune-tellers’ coffeegrounds.
The Magdalen was Doll’s idea. Weren’t they all?
“Mary, old muckmate,” she remarked one day, “you’ll not last the winter.”
They were walking the Drury Lane beat, curtsying to gentlemen actors and pursing their lips at everything in
breeches. Where Mary’s skirts were tucked up on one side as the mark of the trade, cold wind dug in. She doubled
over with a whoop and hawked up blood, red and yellow against the slithery mud of the street. Ugliness covered
the world. She stared down at the mess, as if divining her future. Doll stood over her, hands perched on hips like
hungry birds.
“You ought to take that to the Magdalen Hospital,\fn{ Officially, Magdalen Hospital for the Reception of Penitent
Prostitutes, established in 1758:H} so you should.”
“I’m not so sick I’d risk my life in a hospital, thank you,” gasped Mary.
“It’s not a real one, lack-wit,” said Doll with a snort. “That’s just the name. It’s meant for getting young chits
off the town before they end up raddled old jades like me.”
Mary grinned back at her, wet-mouthed.
“Think of it!” said Doll. “Free bed and board through the worst of the winter. Liz Parker went in like a bag of
bones and came out fat as ham.”
Mary tried to speak, and started coughing again. When she finally caught her breath she said,
“Doll-Doll, I’m no penitent.” Doll’s eyes rolled, and she jerked her thumb over her shoulder at the theatre
behind them on Drury Lane.
“So you ain’t picked up nothing about acting, all those times I took you to the play?”
The wind rose, and Mary pulled her taffeta scarf over her mouth. She turned for home. Doll ran along beside
her.
“You can’t say I’m not right.”
“I’ll think about it,” whispered Mary, holding in her cough.
“You’ll do it. I’ll see you do. If I don’t, may my next sleep be my last,” finished Doll triumphantly. Mary
stopped and looked at her hard.
“And what about you?”
“What about me, then?”
“What about the rent?” Mary didn’t know how else to put it. “Mrs. Farrel’s no liking for Misses. She’d put you
out soon as look at you, if you fell behind.”
Doll’s gaze was icy. All of a sudden her face was an inch from her friend’s. Mary tried not to look at the scar,
frilled like lace, dusted with powder.
“Don’t you fret about Doll Higgins, dear heart. Never needed you in the first place, did I?”
*
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So on the first Thursday morning in November, Mary wiped off every trace of paint before she set off—her
stomach in a reef knot—to walk right across the city to Whitechapel.
“Night-night,” mumbled Doll from her pillow.
Mary didn’t know what to say. She stood in the doorway, and waved her hand, but Doll’s eyes were shut.
Mary’d never gone quite so far out of her home beat before. She had to ask the way to the Magdalen Hospital
three times, and she imagined the East Enders who gave her directions looked a little askance. What an odd thing,
that posing as a Penitent shamed her more than walking the streets ever had.
The Magdalen Hospital was an imposing block of stone. Hours after the line of Petitioners had formed, it still
stretched along two sides of the building. There had to be forty girls here, Mary reckoned, and she was about
halfway along. The downstairs windows were all shuttered—to stop the Petitioners from seeing what went on
inside, maybe. A man in some kind of uniform walked up and down to keep them in order. He seemed like a
servant, but they all bobbed their heads to him just in case he turned out to be important. Mary pulled her shawl so
tight her shoulders turned in, and edged a little nearer to the railings. Was that Con March from the Rookery?
Mary gave her a tentative nod, but the other girl avoided her eye.
Mary shifted from foot to foot in the cold morning air, her breath like a cloud around her. A huge cough went
through her like an earthquake. It was lucky that she was used to standing round on street corners; how well she
knew that feeling of sending down roots between the icy cobbles. Hadn’t she often taken on a cully standing up
against a frozen wall, or let herself be bargained down to ninepence just to get indoors?
She amused herself now by eyeing the other Petitioners. That tiny girl in carmine and a torn lace-edged
trollopée, she was definitely your Covent Garden stroller. The one beside her looked poxed\fn{ Ill with smallpox} to
Mary. If they spotted the disease, Doll claimed, they’d send the girl off to the Lock Hospital, where the food was
the worst.
Mary’s eyes moved down the queue, picking out Misses from Ruineds. (“That’s what the good girls are called,
Ruineds,” Doll had said derisively. “Tell anyone who asks, you was pure as snow till some gentleman took
advantage.”) The Ruineds had a bruised, bewildered air about them. One wore a little pearl cross around her neck,
and clutched it as if at any moment she might be transported to a better world.
By now the thin November sun was high in the sky, drilling into Mary’s eyes. She should have worn a straw
hat, but the only one she had was red, with a broken feather, and Doll said they’d never let her in with that on, so
Mary had had to leave it behind in the garret with all her other favourite things. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust her
friend, exactly; what troubled her was the thought of robbers, a fire, or any of the thousand things that could steal
away her stock of glad-rags.
Dressing, this morning, Mary hadn’t been sure whether it would be better to look like a respectable Penitent, or
a wretched one. She’d put on the plainest jacket and skirt she had, but she knew she still had the mark of a Miss
on her. Was it the satin shoes, with their worn points? Or just the way she stood, a little too practised, her hip too
far out? She couldn’t remember what innocence looked like. She tried to conjure up a memory of herself as a
charity schoolgirl, her face blank as paper. No use: all gone.
A stir in the ranks; the tiny Miss in the torn slammerkin had keeled over in the gutter. Mary craned to see. After
an uneasy moment, five women rushed to pick her up. Were they trying to prove their kind-heartedness, Mary
wondered? Two porters in fat gray wigs walked out with a padded stretcher. They carried the little girl along the
whole length of the queue. Her lips were blue. The great doors shut again behind her.
“That one’s a sharper and no mistake,” muttered a sunken-checked woman in front of Mary.
Mary grinned and began to answer, but the cough doubled her over and took all the air from her lungs. That
was a neat trick, fainting in the gutter; why hadn’t she thought of that? Doll would have. Mary would have had
nothing to fear if only Doll Higgins were with her.
“Why don’t you come along too, then?” she’d complained, as she got up before dawn. But Doll had lain back
on their lumpy straw mattress and let out one of her cackles.
“Catch me letting them lock me up in there!”
Mary tried not to think about the locks. She tried to remember why she was here. For medicine for her cough.
For food she wouldn’t have to earn. For shelter in the worst of what was shaping up to be a brutally cold winter.
The Magdalen was the only place in London a girl like her would be taken in, and all she had to do was persuade
some do-gooders she was ashamed. That was all they asked.
Her mouth filled with sour water. It occurred to her at this point to walk off, to give up the place she held in
this four hour queue and make her way back across the city to the Cheshire Cheese on Fleet Street for a pint of
small beer. Only the thought of Doll’s face twisted with rage kept her feet frozen to the ground.
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“All you have to do is keep your head down for a couple of months and save your damn skin,” Doll had told
her, towards the end of their argument. “You ever heard of a better bargain?” A rumour came down the line now:
“They’re not taking but one in five.”
Mary’s mouth set in a hard line. Another message passed from ear to ear, faster this time:
“They like you barefoot.”
Girls started plucking off their shoes and throwing them in the gutter. The woman in front of Mary was
barefoot already; her toes stood out like worms on the hard ground. Mary glanced down at her own satin pumps.
Five shillings she’d paid for them, at Bartholomew’s Fair; they’d been practically clean, then. She was damned if
she was going to throw them away before they had so much as a hole in them.
As the queue inched its way between the high panelled doors, Mary listened hard. It was important to have a
story, she realised; something for the clerks to write down, something that sounded well. Three women in a row
ahead of Mary—Drury Lane Misses, the lot of them—all claimed to be ladies’ maids whose masters had tricked
them with promises of marriage. Others lifted their stories from ballads, French romances, and even a recent trial.
Mothers were all dead in childbirth, it seemed, and fathers all at sea.
The only honest words Mary heard were spoken by the woman just in front of her, who Mary reckoned was
toothless from a mercury cure. Mary bent closer to hear what she muttered. The woman didn’t bother acting. She
told the clerks she’d always walked the streets, but at her age she couldn’t earn her dinner anymore. The younger
clerk gave her a chilling look.
“Is that all you have to say for yourself?”
She nodded tiredly. The older clerk wiped his pen.
“Application refused,” he recited, writing in a huge leather-bound account book. “Petitioner too hardened to
reclaim.”
The woman pushed past Mary blindly. She spat on the doorpost on her way out.
Mary’s chest was hammering. Her turn. She tried to cough, to exhibit her neediness, but she could only
produce a faint clearing of the throat.
“Name.”
“Mary Saunders,” she said, before it occurred to her to lie. Her deep hoarse voice made the younger clerk
glance up at her. She curtsyed, to soften the impression. She watched the older clerk scratch the words in the right
column.
“Age.”
“Fifteen,” she said softly. It was true, but it sounded like a lie. Maybe fourteen would have been even better.
“Reason for application?”
“If you’d be so good as to put down whatever you think fit, sir,” she whispered.
A pause. Then it worked; the words rolled out like a prayer.
“Most Gracious Governors,” the clerk murmured as he wrote, “this Petitioner has been guilty of prostitution
and is truly sensible of her offence. Her penitence is equalled only by her resolution to begin a better life.”
The worst of it was the surgeon. Behind a thin curtain he laid Mary flat on her back and stuck his fingers in her
privates, “to discover your state of health,” he claimed, not paying a penny for the privilege. Nasty fingers, too,
studded with warts.
“Any itch? Any whitish running, or yellow?” he asked. “Any stoppage of urine?”
“None, sir,” she said, trying to sound as if she had no idea what he meant.
He didn’t believe her, she could tell. He went on peering between her legs and muttering. She didn’t think
there were any marks of her old ailment, though. She was tempted to kick him in the face, but she supposed that
might damage her chances. Then he stood up and looked in her mouth, for mercury scars, she presumed. Thank
God she’d never been poxed; that was harder to hide than the clap.
Mary had a feeling they were going to take her. She could smell her luck turning.
*
One week later, she lay in her narrow bed in the ward and reminded herself what a lucky slut she was. So why
did she keep wanting to cry? If she had stretched out her arm she could have touched the sharp back of Honour
Boyle in the next bed. Honour was a Devon girl; the Piazza used to be her beat till she had a child born halfformed, and she sickened of the trade. She wasn’t a bad sort, but she was no Doll Higgins. This ward was the one
for Misses of some education. They could all write their names, in here; not that they’d much call to.
Steps in the corridor; Mary recognised Matron Buder’s pacing feet. The Matron had sad eyes and such a high
hairline, her forehead seemed to bulge with the burden of her knowledge. She didn’t trust any of the Misses,
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which in Mary’s book meant she was no fool. The Matron reserved her mercy for the hapless Ruineds, who got
the occasional basket of fruit from Lady Subscribers and had the best ward at the top of the Hospital, with a view
all the way across Goodman’s Fields to Tower Hill.
Mary had missed the Guy Fawkes bonfire. She hadn’t been outside for seven days. She hadn’t felt sun on her
face except through glass.
The Magdalen was the biggest building she’d ever lived in, and the cleanest. No matter how long she lay
awake and listened in her bleached sheets in the scrubbed ward, Mary couldn’t hear so much as the scurry of a rat.
None of the clutter and filth of the city could get through the Magdalen’s great doors. None of the news, even;
none of the noise. This was a silent world of its own, sealed off from the real one. A convent, or a cage.
The Penitents knelt in chapel every day and twice on Sundays, being preached at by the Reverend Dodds. As
for their costume, Matron Buder explained that there was to be nothing in excess, nothing for beauty’s sake,
nothing to which any visiting Subscriber could take exception. Every girl wore the same low-heeled shoes, the
same worsted stockings; even the dull green of their garters had to be hidden by the roll of stocking over the knee.
Two quilted linen petticoats and one under-petticoat apiece; no more, no less. Their gowns, were all thin shalloon
wool, the colour of dust; their aprons were bleached to muttonbone. The sleeves they buttoned on in the morning
all had the same lawn ruffles at the elbow—one row only, for fear of vanity. Their long, fingerless mittens, their
stocking purses, their needlecases, were all absolutely uniform. Decency, above all: the linen neckerchief had to
be tucked into the stays so as to cover every inch of skin, and the cap had to seal off the hair dressed low in a bun,
without a curl.
The grayness appalled Mary’s eyes. It left a taste of ash in her mouth. At night she squeezed her eyes shut and
dreamed of walking the Strand in her reddest quilted petticoat. When she woke and put her hand to her unpainted
face, it felt dry as old paper.
But she knew enough to be grateful. Meat and greens at nine and one every day in the clattering refectory;
nothing too tasty, “nothing spiced high enough to inflame the female constitution,” as the Matron put it dryly, but
it was all solid food, and all for free. The Penitents had to say prayers before and after meals, but Mary was used
to that from school; she’d have chanted the almanack if she’d been told to. The tea was only powdered sage, but
at least it was hot. When they were served collops\fn{ Slices} of beef, that first afternoon, Mary’s plate held as
much as her whole family would have dined on, back on Charing Cross Road.
She kept her eyes half-shut and got through the first days like a sleepwalker. She ate, she slept; her cough began to ease. Even her chapped lips grew smooth.
Matron Butler constantly had to remind the Penitents not to glory in telling tales of their former lives. What
Mary found so silly was that they were expected to forget the trade, while living cooped up with dozens of other
whores! The Matron’s eyes darkened with concern as she addressed them before breakfast:
“This is your great opportunity to shed the past and start afresh.” Otherwise the rules were simple:
No drink, lie-a-beds, swearing, gaming, quarrelling, or indecency. No one is kept here against her will.
It was the drink Mary missed most.
After a week without so much as a pint of burnt wine to warm her stomach, she felt always on the point of
running away. The water they were given smelled fresh, but it was like drinking nothingness; Mary felt even
emptier afterwards. The idea was to wipe the Penitents clean like slates, she knew, and to make them start again
from scratch. The plan was to make them forget who they were.
But she had promised Doll to give it a try, and strings of ice were hanging from the eaves outside; the winter
was proving just as bad as the fortune-tellers had predicted. Mary burrowed under the blanket and thought of the
other Petitioners: the ones turned away for being too old, too poxed, too bad at faking repentance. She wondered
how many of them had a roof over their heads tonight. Not that she’d spare a tear for them.
Every girl for herself, as Doll always said.
What was that other line of Doll’s?
Never give up your liberty.
How grand it sounded. And now, on her advice, here was Mary Saunders, a Magdalen fallen and lifted, lost
and found, undone and restored—and locked up tighter than any bawdy-house girl.
*
The workroom had fallen silent. Matron Butler held out the needle, point up.
“I don’t sew, madam,” repeated Mary, a little louder. She coughed violently against the back of her hand.
“You must understand, Saunders,” said the Matron gently, “that there is nothing else for you to do.” The girl
tightened her folded arms.
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“It is certainly unfortunate that you’ve not been taught this most useful of female skills,” Matron Butler went
on, “but it’s never too late to make a new start, as Reverend Dodds likes to remind us.”
Mary glanced up. Was that a hint of irony?
“The Governors,” the Matron said in her official voice, “wish the Penitents to acquire the habit of industry by
means of shirt- and glove-making for persons of quality who are kind enough to extend the Hospital their
patronage.”
Mary nodded, bored. Matron Butler leaned her pale fists on the table and spoke, soft and urgent.
“It’s also a chance for you to earn honest wages by honest work for the first time in your life.”
Mary could hear the anger sing in her blood. As if she didn’t know what work meant. How easy it would be to
cause a minor riot now, in this over-packed chicken coop! She could break a few heads, tear a few skirts, get
herself kicked out and be back in Rat’s Castle with Doll before nightfall. But the thought of Doll steeled her: she
had promised to stay till her cough was gone. So, after a long minute, Mary took the needle between finger and
thumb. Its tip was sharp. She thought of what damage it could do.
The Matron set to teaching her plain-stitch. Mary thought of a plan: she would be such an incompetent
needlewoman that after a day or two the implement would be taken away from her for good. She meant to scratch
her thumb and cover her square of linen with brown smears.
She never anticipated that halfway through the morning, as she watched her needle duck in and out of the cloth
like an otter in a stream, she would feel pleasure like heat in her fingers. Out of the corner of her eye, she thought
she caught Matron Buder smiling, but when she glanced up, the Matron’s head had turned away.
*
By the end of the month Saunders was the deftest seamstress in the Magdalen, and Matron Buder smiled at her
every other day. The Ruineds tossed their heads, and Mary was generally disliked. It wasn’t the meagre wages that
kept her going, but the satisfaction of the stitching itself. It was a most peculiar thing.
Thread seemed to obey Mary; cloth lay down obediently at her touch. She couldn’t imagine what the other
girls found so difficult, or how they were so often waylaid by snags and knots. She cut out white kid for gloves,
knowing without being told how the leather should lie against the curve of the thumb. She liked the challenge of
the more complicated stitches she was learning from the Matron, but even the simplest hem, perfectly done, gave
her a rush of delight like gin in her throat. How proud Susan Digot would have been if she could have seen her
daughter—as was—biting off the thread as she finished edging the pew cloth for the Magdalen Chapel. And how
Doll Higgins would guffaw.
Mary would have written to her friend, if she hadn’t known that the Matron opened all correspondence, in or
out. Doll wouldn’t have grudged the ha’penny to the forger in Rat’s Castle to read her a letter from her old
muckmate.
Doll Mary would have liked to write, you’ll never believe it. I’ve worked my way up to Presidor of my ward
That’s like a mistress. The others have to treat me civil or I’ll report them for moral backsliding. Only the
Presidors get real tea to drink instead of that sage muck.
She was keeping her promise, wasn’t she? Getting well, getting through the days, right up till Christmas.
Not that Christmas differed much from any other day, behind the shutters that kept passers-by from peering
into the dark parlours of the Magdalen. Honour Boyle had her pander come all the way out to Whitechapel, got up
like a man of the cloth. He brought her a cone of sugar. He kept lamenting, “Niece, niece, what a pass have you
come to!” as he fondled her ankle under cover of her skirts. Honour was laughing so hard she had to pretend she
was in tears.
But no one visited Mary. Of course, no one knew she was there but Doll. On Christmas afternoon she went
into the needle room and carried on with the lace she was tacking round a cuff. She tried to imagine the man
whose arm would fill it. Would he notice the repeated rose motif: or would he wipe his nose on it? She wondered
how long it would take her to lose her mind, locked up in this doll’s-house where every day was the same. There
was a girl in the Ruineds’ ward who was said to have been here three years. Maybe you could get so used to
obeying orders that you’d never leave.
*
On New Year’s Eve, Mary Saunders was on her knees. She’d held that position for two hours, and every
muscle in her body was aching. Darkness draped the high chapel windows.
Her eyes were shut. It had filled her with rage to pull on her gray bodice this morning. There was no call for
looking-glasses in the Magdalen, where seventy-two bodies reflected her own. Like mantua-makers’ poppets, the
girls knelt in rows in the chapel, displaying their uniform virtue to the visitors’ gaze. Each wore a flat straw hat—
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as if to shade her eyes from the light, but really to hide her face—bound on with a royal-blue ribbon. It was the
only splash of colour permitted, and a shade Mary had never liked. The Penitents even smelt much the same as
each other, it occurred to her now, and no wonder; the same stewed beef, the same sweat, the same whiff of ash
soap on their necks.
The opening hymn brought the congregation to their feet with great rustlings and creakings of whalebone.
Mary leaned her numb weight on her hands and clambered up. Looking round covertly, she counted five
Governors at the back, with their white ceremonial staves catching the light from the sconces. The Lady
Subscribers wafted their fans.
The Magdalens were known for their singing, the obedience of their divided harmonies.
How many kindred souls are fled
To the vast region of the dead

Mary’s fingers were icy; she flicked through the prayer book to find the words. Her voice came in with a caw
in the third line.
Since from this day the changing sun
Thro’ his last yearly period has run?

As the organ crashed between verses, the cheap print blurred for Mary. Who might have died this year, without
her knowing? She gave a brief thought to Susan Digot in Charing Cross, quilting squares for petticoats at sixpence
a piece; too skinny to live to a great age, surely? Mary wondered if Billy had thrived, or whether he’d swallowed
a needle yet. And William Digot; when would he buckle under his load of coal? Strange that they could all be
rotten in their graves and Mary wouldn’t know of it. And wouldn’t much care either.
Was that hard-hearted?
Well, so what if it was. She’d been through enough to harden anyone. It was none of her choosing; all she’d
done was clung on to her life like a spar from a shipwreck. Better to be hardened than crushed to nothing.
A wintry glance from Matron Buder made Mary bend her head and join in the Hymn on the New Year.
Tomorrow would be 1763; it had a new and alien ring to it. Who was to say Mary herself would live to see
another Christmas? Her voice died away again in the middle of the verse. She felt an intolerable need to get out of
this building. She held her thumbs tightly, like triggers.
Back down on her aching knees, Mary tried to keep her balance. She swayed a little forwards, a little
backwards on the stone floor, like a giddy kite tethered to the ground. High in his walnut pulpit stood young
Reverend Dodds, announcing the theme.
“Can the Ethiopian change his skin,” he quoted impressively, “or the leopard his spots?”
Mary thought of leopards. She’d paid a ha’penny to see one at the Tower last winter; its spots were huge and
lush, and it was the angriest creature she’d ever set eyes on. Sometimes it paced back and forth through her
dreams.
“The thirteenth verse of the Book of Jeremiah,” Dodds went on, “is a vastly suitable text for this, the last night
of the year of our Lord seventeen hundred and sixty-two.”
His cauliflower wig dipped over his bright cheeks. Mary eyed the puce breeches that embraced his thighs
without a wrinkle: they must have cost five pounds if a penny, she reckoned. Her fingers itched to test the pile of
the velvet.
The sermon-tasters in the front rows nodded along like pigeons, as if Jeremiah 13 was the very verse of the
very book they would have chosen themselves. An ostrich feather nodded in the gallery, light as foam. A good
house, thought Mary: a sprinkling of nobs, and plenty of country cousins up for the Twelve Days, seeing the
sights, and none prettier than bad women made good.
The Reverend could be relied on not to weary the visitors with too much hard thought. He turned now to the
distresses of the vulnerable young women of London, “how like straying sheep,” he moaned, “they fall prey to the
ravening wolves of avarice and vice.”
The Lady Subscribers sucked in their white and red cheeks. The gentlemen looked into the distance, as if they
had never heard of such a phenomenon as “the slavery of prostitution,” thought Mary with dark amusement. Now
Dodds began his rhapsody on the most humane, most merciful Magdalen Hospital.
“A hospital not for the body, no! but for the character—where these young women may return to the natural
state of female virtue, and learn to grow the fruits of honest toil.”
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As his cheeks turned to juicy cherries in the heat of the packed chapel, Mary could almost see why the little
girls swooned for the Chaplain-in-Extraordinary, which was his full tide. Dodds rose on his toes now and
extended one long white hand in the direction of the Penitents, shaking back a triple ruffle. Belgian lace, Mary
reckoned, peering past the brim of her hat. And a fat diamond on the finger that pointed now at a girl in the front
row, little Amy who’d fainted in the gutter on Petition Day.
“Though the Ethiopian will be black forever, according to the Divine plan, you, Amy Pratt, may yet be washed
clean of your manifold sins!”
It is a sin
To steal a pin

Mary’s head was full of detritus; the rhymes nailed into it at school were the hardest to shake out. Amy Pratt
leapt to her feet, now, swaying with excitement. It occurred to Mary to join her, as an excuse to straighten her
legs. Had the Reverend picked Amy quite at random tonight, or was it for her pink oval face, exposed now as she
raised her eyes to merciful heaven and her hat swung back like a straw halo? The gentleman in the pigeon-wing
wig seemed to approve of the choice; he passed his spyglass to his blond friend—who was too modish to wear a
wig at all. The blond stared down as if at the opera house. Now where had Mary seen him before?
“Here before us,” proclaimed Dodds with a tender wave at Amy Pratt, “we see a woman—nay, a very child—
stripped by penury, enfeebled by hunger, and lured into depravity at an all too tender age.”
Sell it before you lose it, chanted Doll in Mary’s head. Mary exchanged a tiny grimace with Honour Boyle,
who was picking her nails with a splinter from the pew.
“But as Jeremiah instructs us, Then may ye also do good; who are accustomed to do evil,”\fn{Jeremian 13:23b; the
full verse reads: “Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his spots; then may ye also do good, that are accustomed to do evil.” }
the preacher recited in the rolling bass he kept for the Prophets.
Matron Buder, pinned on her knees at the end of the row, knitted up her lips as if she doubted that, somehow.
Mary could sense the Matron’s cool eyes on her, and she had to pretend to be looking at a painting on the wall.
Mary’s namesake in dusty oils, the Virgin, six months gone, stumbled across an arid field into the curved arms of
her cousin. Mary imagined their big bellies meeting with a thump.
Dodds was bouncing up and down on his shiny toes as he recited one of the Hospital’s own hymns.
Flee, Sinners, flee th’ unlawful Bed,
Lest Vengeance send you down to dwell,
In the dark Regions of the Dead,
To feed the fiercest Fires of Hell.

He relished the rhymes; Mary suddenly suspected him of writing poetry in his spare time.
But Amy Pratt’s faint sobs were swelling now. She burst forth in lamentation, gulping the air like a fish.
Honour Boyle was giggling; she could never stop once she got started. Mary avoided her eye. The girls next to
Amy Pratt were climbing to their feet one by one, infected by her shame, their tired legs shaking.
“Embrace the light,” Dodds urged them, gripping the glossy edge of his pulpit. Jill Hoop, eleven years old and
unused to metaphor, cast an appalled glance at the chandelier that hung near the pulpit; she was clearly reckoning
the distance. The older girls quivered in their pews. Who would be the first to faint tonight? Sixteen or seventeen,
most of them, years older than Mary; ought to know better, she thought coldly. A bowl of proper tea to steady the
nerves, that’s what they needed. Or better yet, a slug of gin.
The Reverend managed to look distressed and gratified at the same time. Were those tears in his eyes, or just a
glitter of candlelight?
“Be of good cheer,” he told the girls now in a buttermilk voice. “Through the grace of God and his Son, you
have been lifted from the Hades of the streets into this Elysium of sisterhood.” Upturned faces stared at him,
bewildered by the allusions.
“This is no grim house of correction,” he carolled. “It is a safe refuge from your miserable former circumstances—a happy home at last.”
But the girls had picked up grief like a fever; whimpers passed down the rows. The Ruineds were the most
sentimental, Mary thought scornfully. Jane Taverner stooped down, heavy with tears; she was a vicar’s daughter.
Was it acceptable for a Presidor to remain dry-faced, Mary wondered with a slight start? She knotted her hands on
the hard rim of her stays and dipped her chin, as a halfway measure. Her neck began to throb in time with her
147

knees.
When she glanced up next, the velvet-coated blond man was whispering a joke in his friend’s ear. She wished
she could remember who he was; a lawyer, maybe? He was looking down most eagerly at the Magdalens. At least
let him pay for it, thought Mary furiously. Why should we kneel here and let him gawk for nothing?
The lady with the ostrich feather was craning over the rail. Over a dark blue petticoat and bodice she was
wearing a loose slammerkin in cream shirred silk; the light of every candle in the chapel was lost in its flounces.
Her hair was dressed in such a heavy, flower-studded egg, it was always possible she might topple over the edge
of the balcony and keep Honour Boyle laughing all year. Her pearl-ringed hands squeezed the pew cloth. Three of
the Ruineds had worked the ivy leaves on that one, Mary remembered; a fortnight it took them, going all out.
Dodds plucked at his throat to loosen his black ribbon. He opened his arms to the gallery.
“You see before you, most honourable Subscribers, a poignant display of true penitence. Do not the salt tears
these lovely outcasts shed testify to their abhorrence of their crime?”
It is a crime
To waste time.

Mary shook her head, to clear it of the childish words. Think how much time she’d wasted, kneeling in this
chapel, every day and twice on Sundays, and all for the sake of a roof over her head. And here she was, penned
into a herd of snivelling girls, while the sermon dragged on and on, and this the best night in the city’s calendar.
Mary’s eyes strayed to the western window. What wouldn’t she give to be out there tonight in London’s familiar
dirt, the streets strung with lamps as if for a perpetual holiday?
Suddenly the city sounded like a story, believed for a moment, then fading away. Mary remembered the huge
swollen dome of St. Paul’s as if from a dream. How could it be less than two months since she’d been cooped up
here like a hen?
The Reverend Dodds slammed his white hand on the pulpit. Mary jumped and almost fell, but there was no
room where she knelt in the press of bodies. She couldn’t feel her knees; she had the illusion that it was her
hollow petticoats that bore her up. The preacher’s cambric handkerchief was fluttering in his hand like a badge of
surrender. His excitement reminded Mary of a cully’s last thrusts before the moment of spending.
“Though the leopard or the Negro cannot change the colour of their skins,” cried Reverend Dodds, “each of
you can alter the hue of your heart, and this very night. Heaven,” he urged them in a cracking voice, “is within
your grasp.”
There might even be a riot, tonight, in the city; New Year’s Eve was always a good time for trouble. Mary
could black her face with chimney-dust in half a minute. She and Doll were liberal in their tastes; it didn’t matter
to them whether they were chanting Old Prices or Dutchies Out, forcing landlords to stand toasts or householders
to light up their windows in honour of Halloween. They’d once helped chase a pair of pickpockets all the way to
Shoreditch.
Yes, that’s where she knew that blond fellow from. Not a lawyer but a merchant; Mary had picked him up in
Shoreditch one night last summer. Now she remembered: he couldn’t keep his sail up, and she had to stuff it in by
hand, and he splashed through her fingers and then tried to bilk her of her shilling.
“It’s no fault of mine if you can’t hold your liquor,” she bawled at him.
He threw fivepence at her feet before weaving his way off in search of a carriage, the milk still dripping from
his breeches. Mary waited till he was out of sight before she picked the coins out of the mud.
She stared up at him now; no chance of him recognising her in this Quakerish gear. Such a sleek look he had,
with the gold seals hanging from his pocket and the snuffbox he passed to the lady beside him. Shoreditch was
only a moment to him; it would have slipped from his memory by now. No doubt he had gone home to a house, a
bed, a wife. A whore’s life was made up of fragments of other people’s.
He must have paid at least ten times fivepence for his ticket tonight, which amused Mary, until she
remembered she wouldn’t see a penny of it.
The Reverend Dodds was reaching his crisis.
“It only remains for these young women to choose life forever. Choose, therefore,” he cried, turning to face
them, flinging out both pink hands: “choose for yourselves!”
He held the moment. Then he took a reviving sniff at the nosegay pinned to his waistcoat, and bowed to the
gallery before trotting down from the pulpit as the applause rained on his head.
Mary’s hands clapped automatically. She discounted most of Dodds’s remarks as sanctimonious nonsense, but
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she did try to remember the last time she chose, chose for herself. Had she chosen to kiss the peddler, to be kicked
out of home, to go on the town? Maybe not, but she hadn’t stopped herself either. She struggled to think of one
day in more than fifteen years of life when instead of drifting along like a leaf on the river she’d simply grabbed
what she wanted.
The ostrich feather bobbed, high above her. Mary had put such a feather against her throat once, in a milliner’s;
its touch made her shiver all over. She stared up now at the Lady Subscriber who sat wiping a tear from her eye
with a square of lace. Her skirt filled up the pew like a bank of snow. Every line, every button, every shadow was
beautiful. Mary spoke aloud inside her head:
That’s what I choose. That’s who I’ll be. Everything you have will someday be mine, I swear it.
Meanwhile, it occurred to her, life was much too short to while away on her knees. She pressed down on her
hands and lifted herself to a sitting position. Her knees throbbed with pain and relie£ She was the only upright
body among the Magdalens; she registered the shock all round her, the eyes skidding sideways. She felt like the
Queen, and smiled to hersel£
Her eye caught that of Matron Butler, in the aisle, who made an unmistakable though tiny gesture with her
finger: On your knees. Mary considered the matter, then let her eyes unfocus as if she hadn’t seen the Matron. She
sat back against the bench, luxuriating in the support of the firm mahogany. The prayer book slid down into the
curve of her skirt. They’d be letting off fireworks at Tower Hill in a couple of hours, bright enough to splash
against the scrubbed windows of the Magdalen.
*
“Why such indecent haste?” Sitting in her wainscoted office, Matron Butler was an owl staring at its prey.
“My health is quite restored. I think I’ve stayed here long enough, madam. And the offer is such a good one
…”
Mary’s voice was jerky. She used to be a better liar than this. Overhead she could hear the dull thumps of the
other girls going to bed with the remains of their bread and. butter.
The Matron let out a long sigh, and for a moment Mary was somehow sorry for what she had to say. Then the
Matron folded her long arms like barricades on the desk.
“If you are indeed so fortunate as to have a place with a dressmaker in Monmouth, far from the wickedness of
this city,” she said, “then I see no reason to dissuade you. It only remains for me to inspect the letter.”
Mary wet her lips.
“The letter?” The Matron held out her hand for it.
“The letter, Saunders, in which your late mother’s friend makes this generous and, if I may say so, extraordinary offer. The letter,” she went on acidly, “that reached you without passing under the eyes of myself: the Assisting Matrons, or the Porter.” Mary stared at the panelling; ugly wood, for all its expense.
“There wasn’t—there’s no need for a letter.” Matron Butler’s arms folded back into place.
“Indeed?”
“Mrs. Jane Jones, as I said, she was so devoted to my—my poor departed mother,” Mary stumbled on, “she always said, she always used to promise, she’d take me on any time if I wanted to leave London.”
“Take on a girl who must own herself to be fouled?”
The Matron said the word as if she could taste it. Mary was surprised to feel herself blush like a coal.
“She said she would. Mrs. Jones, I mean. She always said she would, whatever happened, for my mother’s
sake.”
Matron Buder made Mary wait while she straightened her linen apron.
“If this woman Jones is still living,” she said thoughtfully, “and if she still resides in Monmouth, and if her
family happens to be in need of a maidservant—what persuades you that her husband would be willing to let into
his house, among his children, a known prostitute?”
Mary couldn’t remember why she had ever had even a half-liking for this bitter old sow. She had run out of
answers, now she bit on her bottom lip till it hurt. She heard a clatter upstairs. Hunger was a stone in her stomach.
And then she looked up into the Matron’s gray eyes. Words floated out of her mouth.
“You have to let me go.”
“I beg your pardon?”
“I’ve a right to my liberty,” said Mary softly. “I remember it from the rules; I was listening, all those times. No
one is kept here against her will. It’s not a prison; it only feels like one.”
Matron Buder’s eyes suddenly reminded Mary of her mother’s, of the last night in Charing Cross Road. She
looked away, unable to bear their weight. A long moment, and then the Matron’s voice vibrated like the string of a
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violin.
“In the space of a month or two, Mary Saunders, when you are lying broken and naked in Fleet Ditch—”
“I’m not a whore any more,” said Mary.
The vehemence of her own words startled her. The Matron’s eyebrows lifted infinitesimally.
“That’s all over,” said Mary, almost pleading. “I want … a better life.”
Those stony eyes softened a little. The Matron pulled her chair nearer and leaned over the desk.
“Mary,” she murmured as if imparting a secret. “I know you to be a young woman of great capacities. Your
education is solid, your wits are original, and your will is strong. In less than two months, with my own eyes I
have seen you blossom into a seamstress of remarkable skill. But still the shadow hangs over you.”
Mary looked away.
“If you truly mean to escape from your former degradation, and your former so-called friends, then you must
stay here with us until all your old habits are broken.”
“They are,” said Mary shortly. Matron Buder shook her head sorrowfully.
“Not yet. You’re still restless and perverse. I’ve seen you pick up work and then throw it down a minute later.
Your face shuts up like a safe whenever you hear the Holy Word of God. You tell lies, such as this nonsensical
story about Monmouth. The seeds may be planted, my dear, but it’s not yet harvest-time.”
Mary stared at the wall, traced the pattern of the wainscoting.
“Just a few months,” coaxed the Matron. Her hand slid across the desk and enclosed Mary’s chilly fingers. “To
prepare you for a truly better life, you need to remain a little longer here in the safety and sanctity of—”
“I can’t,” the girl interrupted, throwing off the Matron’s hand. The words broke out of her throat.
“This is no life!”
The Matron watched Mary as if across a great gulf.
“Very well,” she said, almost coolly. She got up and turned her back, lifting down a huge leather-bound volume and placing it in the dead centre of the desk. She pressed her hands flat on its cover.
“You are among the third.”
“The third what?”
“Ever since this institution was founded,” said the Matron, “it has been our experience that we cannot expect to
save more than two of every three.” Mary was struck between the ribs by something like regret.
“I truly mean to better myself,” she mumbled.
The Matron ignored that. She opened the huge volume with two hands as if it were Scripture, and read in a low
voice:
“Sarah Shore, restored to her friends by the grace of God; placed in service as a washerwoman in Glasgow.”
God help Sally, thought Mary; bleeding from the nails by now.
“Betty Vale, sent to St. Benets Hospital.” The Matron ran the words together under her breath. Mary remembered Betty, who somehow hid her belly till her waters broke in Chapel. How the Reverend Dodd extemporised!
“Moll Gatteriy, dismissed for irregularities.”
Was that the word for it? Moll had threatened the smaller girls with her needle till they handed over their puny
wages.
“Jessie Haywood,” the Matron murmured, “restored to her friends by the grace of God; married a journeyman
of good character.”
“Lucy Shepherd; died contrite.”
Died raving about worms, more like, remembered Mary. Did this book contain the full list of destinies, ever
since the Magdalen had opened its gates?
“And Mary Saunders,” said the Matron at last, slowing down as her quill marked an inky path across the page,
“discharged at her own request.” She looked up, her eyes as dry as salt.
“What reason?”
“Uneasy under confinement,” suggested Mary gravely. The Matron paused a moment, then wrote it down.
“You will leave at the end of the week.”
“No,” breathed Mary, “tonight.”
III
The rocket cracked a mile above her head.
Mary felt the jolt in her spine; her eardrums crackled and itched. Another, and another; the yellow-tailed stars
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fell as slow as leaves on the heads of the watchers. Spiked high on the wall of the Tower, a Catherine wheel spun
like a soul in hellfire. Squibs moved like snakes, straining to escape across the sky, before they too coughed out
their guts of light.
Dark white smoke against the black night, drifting like fog, and the glitter of the fireworks caught in it, gold
rain.
Mary couldn’t believe how cold the air was tonight; it lit up the inside of her mouth like a bunch of spearmint.
It didn’t make her cough, though; her lungs were strong again. Grit fell in her eyes; she covered them, then bared
them again, peering round her hand. Colours she’d never seen, had no words for, were lavished on the hard sky.
She couldn’t imagine how this magic was done, how the air exploded without killing the watchers, how the stars
were made to come out all at once in every colour of the rainbow.
At the base of the Tower, men bared to the waist ran up with tapers, sweating in the cold, then dashed to a safe
distance.
“Last year one of them run the wrong way, and stumbled on a rocket,” commented an old man to his
neighbour, just in front of Mary.
“I remember,” the woman said in satisfaction. “I heard there was a hole burnt clear through him!”
Silver lights plummeted and faces appeared again all round Mary, hundreds and thousands of them, thick-set
like primroses all over Tower Hill. No one was looking back at her; their eyes were all on the extravagant lights.
In the crowd she saw a child with his face to the sky, his mouth an O of wonder. Then she noticed his small hand
picking the pocket of the gentleman beside him, and she laughed out loud. It felt like the first time she’d laughed
all winter.
The white fog of smoke rolled over the crowd and the bodies surged backwards. The woman in front of Mary
stood on her foot; Mary shoved her away. Burning ash landed on wigs and bonnets; screams went up. People
pressed against Mary from all sides, squeezing the breath out of her. She won herself a space with her elbows.
The smoke sank. Was that the last of it?
“More!” bawled the crowd.
A silence; that plaintive sound of something whizzing up into the sky, and every mouth in the city seemed to
hold its breath. Then a crack like a gun, and the darkness split again. Rockets exploded like blood jetting from a
dozen cuts. A Roman candle spat out stars. Mary’s neck was stiff from watching the world turned upside down.
She could almost believe those preachers who claimed earthquakes were a sign of God’s wrath. How could the
Mighty Master not be irked by such a stealing of his thunder?
When the show was finally over and the sky cleared, the crowd began to stretch and thin. Mary stumbled; she
couldn’t feel her frozen legs. She was seized from behind by an old fellow with one arm.
“Sound of war, that is,” he boasted fearfully in her ear.
“As if you’d remember!” said Mary, not unkindly. She picked out a small coin from the sewing wages the
Matron had given her, and bought a cup of hot gin from a barrow-woman to warm up her insides; its harsh
perfume mixed with the smoke on her tongue. If she kept moving she’d be all right. She spent another few pence
on a small pot of rouge and applied it to her mouth and cheekbones. Glancing in a shop window, she saw her
reflection, her old familiar red-lipped harlot’s face. Rounding the corner to Billingsgate she crashed into a man
with his waistcoat hanging from one shoulder and his shirt billowing.
“Give’s a kiss for luck then.” He wrapped himself round her like a flag. She thrust him away.
“Can’t say no tonight, m’dear.” He breathed pure brandy in her face. “Nobody can’t say no on New Year’s.”
His mouth was warm and liquid. Mary let him dip his tongue in for a minute before she pulled loose and walked
on. She tripped over a stick that was still smoking. It shocked her to recognise it as a firework; all that glory come
down to a blackened skewer.
How much all this had to cost! They might as well toss banknotes on a fire, like leaves at the end of summer.
*
Such a hard icy night she’d picked to make her grand exit from the Magdalen. Still, Mary had no regrets. She
walked faster, taking the liberty of her legs after two months cooped up like an old hen. The cold made her gasp.
Her clothes, which Matron Buder had passed over to her at the door of the ward like soiled bandages, were so
much thinner than she remembered. However had she survived in them before? Now her cotton pocket-hoops
thrust her pink skirt over her hips, swinging it as she walked, scooping up icy air around her legs. The sheen of
her jacket bodice delighted her fingertips after their long starvation, but underneath, her skirt was hard with
goose-pimples.
The street lamps gave off the familiar stink of oil. She breathed in deeply, though it made her eyes prickle. The
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city was a frozen puddle of mud, and Mary was an exile come home. She remembered its dangers but none of
them could touch her tonight. Even the names of the streets thrilled her, because she was free to stride down any
she pleased. Clement’s Lane, Poultry Street, Cheapside … The sounds of the midnight bells swelled across the
city. She picked up speed as she came in sight of St. Pauls.
Around the towering dome the streets were black with revellers. Guisers\fn{ A person in disguise, especially at
Christmastime} went by in fox and rabbit heads; St. George was busy saving the Lady at two different street corners.
A red-eyed young gentleman in cream brocade tossed coins high in the air, barking with laughter as the beggars
scrabbled for them. On the steps of the Cathedral, a fat man was wrestling an old bear; they embraced like Cain
and Abel.
Buying whisky and an oatcake to toast the New Year, Mary kept one eye out for Doll, who surely had to be on
the town tonight. It would be very merry to surprise her.
“Evening, old muckmate,” Mary would call out, as if she’d seen her only the other day. Was that Doll there,
under the apple-laden kissing bough lashed to a lamppost? No, it was another girl, with an unmarked face, baring
her breasts to the sharp night air, a man at each nipple.
Mary’s legs were beginning to give way; she felt as brittle as an icicle. Deep in her stomach, the whisky fought
the gin. Time to head for home.
Hurrying by the vast blank fortress of Newgate\fn{ The great London prison, still in operation} she spared a thought
for the prisoners inside. Surely the sounds of pleasure taunted them; how they must have longed to be set free for
one night.
Mary tried to imagine what it would be like to sit and wait for your fate, whether the noose or the Americas. In
the back of her mind she saw the great dark bulk of her father, squatting in the straw. What had Cob Saunders’s
last days been, before the gaol fever took him? What had he seen in that delirium?
There were times in her childhood when Mary had almost believed what her mother said about Cob Saunders:
that he was a fool who’d thrown himself away like a bit of paper. But then all at once would come a memory of
pale arms like the branches of an oak wrapped around her, and a thick black beard standing between Mary and all
harm. She couldn’t see his face; it was blurred like a coin worn flat from handling.
But she knew he’d never have thrown his daughter out on the street, no matter what she’d done. And it
occurred to her now that he must have been some kind of hero, her rebel father—to join a riot and wager all the
years he had left in him, for the sake of eleven stolen days.
They’d never even given his body back, after the fever had left him cold. He was somewhere behind those
high Newgate walls in the locked Burying Ground, his bones scattered in the general pit. When the authorities laid
hold of you, Mary thought with bitterness, nothing was your own anymore, not even your body.
She would have liked it if there’d been a grave. She could have gone there tonight, and knelt for a moment on
the iron earth, as if to say she’d come home.
*
She let the broad frosted river of humanity that was the Strand take her all the way, up Aldwych and Drury
Lane. From a basement door she heard the sharp chatter of the dice, the roars of winners and losers. Two
mollies \fn{Homosexuals} slipped by in taffeta skirts, arm in arm; their stubble showed through the powder. Men of
their kind weren’t safe on the streets, but who could stay home on New Year’s Eve? Down High Holbum, and
Mary was nearing her own parish of St. Giles now; she knew every stinking cobble of it. The Seven Dials at last:
the spinning centre of the world.
The Misses were out in force tonight; Some whores just don’t know how to take a holiday, laughed Doll in
Mary’s head. There was Nan Pullen in one of her mistress’s well-made silk mantelets, pacing to ward off the cold;
she nodded back at Mary and covered a yawn with thin fingers.
What was Alice Gibbs doing here, so far from her beat on Downing Street, in such a faded old wrapping
gown?
“Will you give me a glass of wine, sir?” she called out to a passing lawyer, shrill as ever, but he turned into
Short’s Gardens instead. Mary nodded at Alice as she passed, but the older woman’s eyes had unfocused already.
A stumbling baker, flour-dusted, paused to look Mary up and down. He pursed up his mouth as if to guess a
price. She’d forgotten the manners of the trade; she almost blushed. For a moment she was filled with an absurd
regret for the plain brown gown and apron she’d left crumpled on her bed in the Magdalen Hospital; for the wide
straw hat that had sheltered her from strangers’ eyes, and the unpainted face, which was its own kind of mask.
It seemed years, not months, since she had been a stroller, and all at once she began to doubt whether she could
take up her old life where she’d left off
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Maybe what she’d told the Matron was true; maybe she wasn’t a whore anymore.
*
The moon was full over St. Giles-in-the-Fields, spiked on the gold weathervane like an apple. Tiny spears of
ice frilled the high railings, and the trees were covered in soft white spines.
Mary took gulps of the frozen air; it weighed on her lungs like stone. She was shuddering with weariness; she
couldn’t think of anything but her bed, hers and Doll’s. The merriment and stale warmth of it. She wanted to share
her first fingerful of snuff in months and tell Doll all about the Magdalen, shake off the weight of the place at last.
She planned to show her friend what penitence looked like, and how to behave as a Presidor should; she’d make
Doll laugh till she clutched her stays and gasped with pain.
If anyone could remind Mary why a harlot’s life was the only true liberty, Doll could.
If anyone could restore her to herself, it would be Doll Higgins.
Mary crouched to look in the ice-pocked window of the cider cellar. A few pickpockets she knew, or knew of
—Scampy, Huckle, Irish Ned, and Jemmy the Shuffler—as well as a handful of St. Giles blackbirds with their
ebony faces glowing against white shirts.
No sign of Doll playing a game of brag in her usual corner. The door spat out a pair of sailors, and a song
leaked into the street, in a rumbling bass—
My thing is my own
And I’ll keep it so still
Yet other young lasses
May do what they will.

Mary hurried on, past the night-soil men, who wheeled their foetid barrows with blank faces. Maybe, she
thought, in time you grew accustomed to your toil, whatever it might be. She ducked through an arch. Rat’s Castle
was a good name for the worst pit she’d ever called home, but how glad she was to reach it. And a little surprised
to find it still standing, its stained timbers clinging together like drunkards. Every time she’d ever climbed these
stairs, she’d wondered when they were going to splinter under her.
Without a candle, she had to feel her .way up the damp walls. As she passed Mercy Toft’s door, she could hear
the funereal thump of one of the girl’s cullies. At that pace he’d never finish, Mary thought professionally.
On the third floor a door hung open, creaking in the icy draught; that forger whose name Mary could never remember was asleep on his papers, his wig half off. She stumbled through a pile of rubbish. In the rot she smelt
something peculiar: an orange?
She was no longer accustomed to dirt; the clean vinegar-rinsed floors of the Magdalen had softened her senses,
left her open to every passing stench. She bent her head as she mounted higher and the walls closed in.
The garret seemed empty, filled with a greasy darkness. There was a long lump on the mattress, and Mary bent
to touch it lightly, but it gave under her fingers: not Doll, only a knot of blankets.
Mary had come a long way. She lay down and was asleep before she could shrug off her shoes.
She dreamed the best dream she’d ever had. She was on horseback, cutting through the crowd, her heels higher
than their heads. The pale back of the stallion moved under her like fresh cream; plaited in its mane were ruby
ribbons.
Mary’s powdered wig was topped with a tricorne; her cheeks were untouched snow. The white velvet of her
riding-habit flared from the side-saddle like a river in spate. A balladeer began a song about her, but she couldn’t
make out the words. She pretended not to hear; she smiled to herself, and stroked the pulsing neck of her horse.
Now the whole crowd was shouting out her name:
Lady Mary! Lady Mary!
*
It might have been the cold that woke her, or the skittering of a rat in the comer. It was still dark—about four in
the morning, she guessed—but now her eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and she could see that the room was
absolutely bare.
Disgust rose up in her stomach. At least in the Magdalen there were chairs to sit on; here the floor was sticky
with nameless dirt. This wasn’t a home, but a sty.
The nails stuck out of the wall, but there was nothing hanging on them. It occurred to Mary now to wonder
where all her things were—her bit of looking-glass, for instance, and her clothes, that Doll had promised to keep
safe. Could the greedy jade have pawned them? Gambled or drunk them all away?
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Mary stumbled to her feet; her thin shoes felt full of stones. She wrapped a blanket round her and clambered
downstairs through the silent house.
Cold hit her a blow as she stumbled into the dark street. Only as she caught a stale whiff from the chop-house
on the corner did she realise how hungry she was. The last thing she’d eaten was dinner in the Magdalen: boiled
buttock of mutton at three o’clock yesterday.
She stuck her face in the window of the gin-shop where four or five men nodded over their mugs; no sign of
Doll. Then Mary remembered the alley behind Rat’s Castle.
If Doll was working all night, there was a good chance of finding her there, having a rest between cullies.
Mary’s steps quickened as she reached the alley.
“Doll?”
Her voice was hoarse with sleep. No answer from the bottom of the alley, but the moonlight caught something.
Mary strolled down, a smile beginning to twist her mouth. The walls were furred with frost, white as mould.
“There you are, old slut,” she called out.
The woman sitting on the heap of rubble against the wall didn’t stir. Her feet were drawn up under her gauzy
blue overskirt which shifted in the night breeze. The tops of her breasts stood out like wax pears. Her hand was
curved around a bottle of gin. The scar on her cheek caught the moonlight.
It must have been the cold that was slowing Mary’s thoughts. She stared at the small movements of the skyblue gauze. Her mind dragged along like a mule on a tether.
First she thought, what a blunderbuss was Doll Higgins to snooze on stone on a night like this. Dead drunk,
probably.
Only then did it occur to her: dead.
*
She stepped close enough to register the signs, the blue showing through the lead-whitened skin. There was no
stink; it was too cold for that.
Mary swayed as if a sudden gale had filled the alley. She tasted blood, salty on her tongue. What she did next
shocked her a little, afterwards. She stepped forward until she was near enough to touch her friend, to say the
word that would wake her.
Instead she reached for the bottle. It came away from the dead hand with a twist and a tug. Mary heard a little
cracking sound like an icicle dropping from the eaves. Eyes shut, she put the bottle to her lips. Its rim was scaly.
The perfumed gin made her gag but she swallowed it down, and kept swallowing until the bottle was empty.
When she could bear to look again, the hand was poised, cupping air, like a guest at an imaginary banquet.
Breach in the hull; all hands to deck.
Mary wouldn’t be sick; she’d never had any time for pukers. She set the empty bottle down, and the glass
clinked against the stone. She made herself look. No blood, no fresh bruises on those crimsoned cheeks, nothing
out of the ordinary.
The silver horsehair wig, ornamented with a limp red ribbon, was only slightly askew; from underneath, a
strand of pale brown hair escaped over one ear. The broad lips were flaking under their traces of scarlet. Doll
leaned back against the wall as if taking a little breather, snatching a moment’s tête-à-tête with Madam Gin, as on
any other night of her life.
And it could have been any night during this long cold snap when she’d fallen asleep and never woken up.
There was nothing to tell Mary how long Doll had been here, waiting with this ironical curve to her lips. Had she
been hungry? Feverish? Too drunk to remember to go home at the end of the night? Too cold to feel how cold she
was, or too old to fight it off any more? Had she not a friend in the world to come looking?
Mary could have bawled, but she feared Doll might laugh.
What’s to do, lovey?
Mary had to try to be the clever one, now. But she didn’t know how to begin. This much she remembered, that
when a body was found in the streets of London, it was put on a hurdle and dragged to the nearest churchyard and
thrown in the Poor Hole. Not a scatter of earth went over it till the pit was full up with nameless corpses at the end
of summer.
Mary, my sweet, Doll once said, holding her nose, never go within sniff of a churchyard till the first frost.
How strange to see her sit so still now, Doll Higgins who couldn’t even sleep without heaving and thrashing,
who moved along the Strand like a posture girl would dance on tables, all legs and jutting breasts, jiggling at the
punters. There was a curious kind of modesty about her last pose: her azure skirt pulled well over her ankles, her
carmined mouth wearing only the ghost of a smile.
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Mary shut her eyes for a moment and pictured the excessively splendid coffin she would buy, if she were a
lady, and the milky horses that would pull Doll to her marble tomb.
She knew this much: it was no use to run screaming for the parish men. Doll Higgins would never agree to lie
on her back in the crowded Poor Hole. Mary would have to leave her here for a few more days, just until she’d
earned enough to buy her friend a decent burial.
Her stomach was lurching with cold. Her lips moved but no sound came out:
Won’t be long, dear heart.
It occurred to her to kiss the taut scarred drum of Doll’s cheek, but she found she couldn’t. The lightest touch
might keep Mary there, rooted in this frozen alley. Instead, she stretched out her hand to the worn red ribbon in
Doll’s wig. Was it the same one, she wondered, the first one, the ribbon the child Mary had set her eyes and heart
on at the Seven Dials, three long years ago?
Afer a moment of resistance, it released its bow and slid free. Its edges were stiff with frost. Mary stuffed it
down her stays. It made her shudder.
In exchange she pulled off her blanket and laid it over the dead woman. It covered the hump of her head, the
bulge of her empty hand. Surely no one would disturb her before Mary could come back. From the top of the
alley, it looked like a sack, tossed on a pile of stones.
*
Mary ripped balls of frozen paper out of the garret window, letting in gray dawn and sharp air. There was no
sign that anyone else had ever lived in this room. Not a scrap of clothing, not so much as a crust of bread. It was
as if Doll had wiped away all marks of her presence before walking out into the night.
But there was that gap under the cracked floorboard where the two of them used to keep their money in a little
tinderbox, when they had any. On her knees, Mary prised up the wood with her filthy nails. Relief, like Canary
wine flooding her mouth: not the box but her clothes. Folded still, lying in layers and rolls between the rafters,
starched with cold. She began wrenching them out.
It was all here, Mary’s whole stock of bodices, sleeves, and stomachers. There was her bag, crammed with
linen, petticoats, and trinkets. Her snuff-brown mantée was as good as ever; that length of oyster grosgrain still
flowed like cream. She touched them shyly, like old friends after a long absence. There was that bit of mirror
she’d got from the house that burned down in Carrier Street.
She powdered her face till it looked back at her from the glass, as white as chalk; she needed the full mask
today. She reddened her lips and two spots high on her cheeks. Little worms of black hair escaped from her cap.
Only cullies had ever called Mary beautiful.
Come here, me beauty, they mumbled.
And why should she have believed them, since they were only spurring themselves on, convincing themselves
that this girl was worth the sliilling? Mary was handsomer than some, though, she knew that much. And she was
only tired, today; she couldn’t be losing her looks yet, not at fifteen. She pulled on her crumpled felt slouch hat,
breathed in to puff up her cleavage, and tried a dirty smile. But her dark eyes wouldn’t join in.
Between the layers of damp cloth she found the little tinderbox. Not a brass farthing in it; Doll must have been
down to the bone. Had the woman been starving, then, by the end, and would she still not pawn any of her friend's
clothes? Mary felt her throat swell up as if she’d swallowed a stone. She should have known to trust her. And she
should have seen past Doll’s bluster about needing no one, her fine talk of liberty and every girl for herself. Mary
should never have gone off and left her alone.
She replaced the box in the hole, though she couldn’t have said why. The thud of boots on the stairs; only when
the door crashed open did she turn. Mrs. Farrel’s nose was even smaller than she remembered. The landlady
shook her nest of keys like a rattle. As always, she was in full flow:
*
“And you can be telling your scar-faced crony that no one bilks Biddy Farrel and lives to boast of it!”
Mary gave her a cold stare, and then bent to scoop up her clothes. Mrs. Farrel snatched a bit of lace from her
hand.
“D’ye hear me, hussy? The cheek of ye, to come sneeviling in here in the night, removing property, with so
much owing on it!”
“I owe you nothing.” Mary seized the lace. It ran taut between them.
“Then the other hoor does, sure.” Mary let go of the fabric.
“What’s that to me?” she said after a second. “Five days running she’s after giving me the slip now, but I’ll
sniff her out, wherever she’s hiding herself, so I will. You can tell her she pays up or I’ll have the rest of her face
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cut off of her.”
A wave of nausea started in Mary’s stomach. She had a feeling she was going to take this woman by the throat
and press her thumbs in hard.
“Go look in the alley for your rent,” she could tell her then.
But no, Mary wouldn’t let anyone find Doll before she’d scraped together the price of her burial. She folded
her arms tightly.
“What’s the reckoning?” A flicker of hesitation in the purple face.
“Ten shilling.”
“Damn me if it is!”
“Not a farthing the nasty drab give me for a fortnight. No, nor a month past,” added Mrs. Farrel, smoothing her
oxblood skirt over her bulky improvers.
Was the woman lying? Please let her be lying. The thought of Doll, hungry for the whole month of Decem-ber
—
“Half a crown for your trouble,” offered Mary coldly, reaching into the waist of her skirt to pull up her pocket.
“Half a crown up your arse.” There were specks of froth on the older woman’s lips.
Mary shrugged and began stuffing her clothes into her bag, on top of her linen.
“Leave all that down where you found it now.”
“Every shred of it’s mine,” said Mary softly. She kept packing at top speed. “Whatever wasn’t, you’ve flogged
already, ain’t you? Bet they’re scattered across the stalls of Monmouth Street, all Doll’s clothes.”
“Little I got for them, then, if they are,” spat Mrs. Farrel.
“What about her cameo bracelet? And her French cloak with the fur robings?”
Mary edged across the room. Mrs. Farrel extended herself across the door like a spider.
“There was nothing worth tuppence. Put down that bag now or I’ll call thief.” Mary let out a contemptuous
puff of air.
“And what good would it do you, in this part of town? D’you think you’ll get Bow Street Runners racing into
the Rookery?”
“I’ve a fellow in my pay that’ll put manners on you,” said Mrs. Farrel, her voice rising to a whine. Mary put
her face very close to the other woman’s.
“Get out of my way, old bitch.”
For a moment she thought she’d won. Mrs. Farrel scuttled away—but only as far as the window. She stuck her
head between the bars.
“Caesar?” she shrieked down, loud enough to be heard at the Dials. Not him.
“Caesar!”
It couldn’t be. There had to be other men with that name. The Caesar Mary knew of was his own master,
wasn’t he? Surely he wouldn’t hire himself out as a hunting dog to Mrs. Farrel? Not even for the kind of wage
that only the richest woman in St. Giles could pay?
“Come up this minute, man!” Mrs. Farrel bawled down.
But he’d worked for Mother Griffith. once, hadn’t he, the time he’d come after Doll with his long knife?
“There’s a girl wants cutting, so she does,” Mrs. Farrel screamed with satisfaction.
Oh Christ Almighty. It was him. Mary crossed the room and shoved Mrs. Farrel so hard her head cracked
against the window-frame. The two of them stared at each other in shock. A trickle of blood zigzagged down the
Irishwoman’s wrinkles.
“I’ll have him slice the lips off of you,” gasped Mrs. Farrel.
Mary seized her bag and bolted for the door.
“Caesar!” came the long wail behind her.
Mary got as far as the second floor before she heard the front door crash open. For a moment she paused on the
balls of her feet. The bag of clothes hung like lead from her arm, and she felt her life like a thread stretched to
breaking. She was turning to run back the way she’d come, when her eyes fell on Mercy Toft’s door, and she
remembered that the silly slut never locked it.
Mercy’s room was empty. Mary shut the door with quiet, shaking hands and flattened herself against it. She
stopped breathing.
On the other side of the thin wood, Caesar’s feet hammered by. The African could run like mercury. Mary
counted one, two, three, four, until she reckoned he was on the third floor. Then she ripped her shoes off and
opened the door. The stairwell was empty. A trace of his sugary pomade hung on the air.
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Ducking barefoot through nameless courts and yards and alleys of the Rookery, her bag clutched to her chest
like a baby, Mary found she was still holding her breath. She turned sharp left, and headed for the Dials, hoping to
lose herself in the throng. As she thudded down Monmouth Street, weaving between the garish clothes stalls, she
was reminded of something her mother used to say:
When I was a girl in Monmouth, there was none of this running about.
She turned again, doubling back along Mercer Street and up St. Giles’s Passage. Before she reached the church
she could hear its bells; their clamour rebounded between the tight-packed houses. There was no room to think,
with her head full of bells and her ribs full of terror. A wind came up, and the golden bird spun on its spire. High
on the chiselled gate, sinners with dirty stone faces crawled over each other to evade the gaze of God.
*
At noon Mary was sitting over a bowl of strong tea in the Cheshire Cheese. Her heart had stopped banging in
her chest. She wasn’t letting herself think about Caesar for a little while. In her head, Doll chuckled.
You can’t let the fact that someone wants you dead put you off your tea, lass.
But Mary wasn’t going to let herself think about Doll either.
In one of the spare shoes in her bag, rolled up to look worthless, was a single gold-clocked\fn{ Ornamented}
stocking; she’d lost the other one long ago at a gin party on Bow Street. She emptied the rolled-up stocking into
her lap discreetly, now, and counted the money all over again. Two months of sewing hems, and this was all she’d
got to show for it: one pound six shillings and a penny.
So much for the fruits of honest toil. She raked the small coins in her lap like sand.
When a voice hailed her, she scooped the money back into her makeshift purse.
(You can never be too careful with whores, duckie, said Doll in her head.)
It was Biddy Doherty, a Cork girl who walked St. James’s Park. Her words were fragrant with ratafia, a reek
like almonds. Mary had to keep repeating that she’d been away, and no, she hadn’t seen Doll Higgins lately.
Something in her throat wouldn’t let the story come out.
She stood Biddy a quart of ale, for the sake of the news, and old times. The river was frozen solid at Richmond, according to Biddy; a gang of Misses had gone down for the skating and the bonfires. Trade had been sluggish all winter; Biddy blamed the mollies.\fn{Homosexuals}
“Sure, they do it for free, half the time, the filth!”
And in this cold spell, cullies feared to unbreech in the street in case they’d freeze their bags of£: and the war
didn’t help; Biddy blamed the Frenchies. Oh, and there was a thing: Nan Pullen got arrested.
“But I saw her last night, at the Dials,”: said Mary, bewildered.
“Sure, it was only this morning they picked her up.”
“For whoring?”
“Not at all,” said Biddy with a snort.
“For borrowing her mistress’s clothes, don’t you know. They’re after saying she stole them. It was a fine taffeta robe they caught her in, so she’ll swing for it, so she will.”
Mary’s head was buzzing. The Tyburn Tree rose up in her mind’s eye, the bodies dangling like flies in a web.
“God help her.”
“Well, Nan should have known, the poor eejit.\fn{Idiot} Thievery’s the one thing they never forgive.”
Mary sat back against the greasy oak settle and let Biddy ramble on. She knew what she should do, what Doll
would have done in her place.
Biddy, dear heart, let me kip with you for a night or two.
But the thought of lying next to this skinny, spirituous body repelled Mary. Maybe she could do without a bed
for a few nights. Maybe she could walk the streets from dusk to dawn in her violet slammerkin till she made a bit
of cash. Enough to bury Doll. Mary was sure she could bring in the cullies despite the weather, if she offered a cut
rate of sixpence a throw.
(Doll tut-tutted in her head. Never go below nine pence, sweetheart. For the dignity of the trade.)
Mary knew the best thing would be to work all day and night, standing against a wall till her legs buckled, till
her guts numbed, till the memory of Doll’s frozen hand was wiped out of her head along with everything else.
But Caesar.
*
Mary’s heart was thumping again, as if she could smell him, the spiced aroma of muscle under the rich waft of
his vast white wig. If only it had been anyone else but him. She covered her mouth with her hand as if to shield it
from the knife. She tried not to imagine what she’d look like with her red lips carved off
157

She had to think practically. How much would it cost to pay Mrs. Farrel to call off Caesar? Now that blood had
been mentioned, and his victim had slipped out of his grasp by means of a trick; now that it was a matter of the
pride of his trade?
Mary couldn’t sit still. The man might walk in any minute, pristine and calm, with his long knife pointing right
at her. Was there anyone in the room who’d stand in Caesar’s way? She’d never heard of anyone who defied him
and lived to boast of it. She scrabbled to her feet now, and left Biddy Doherty behind in the chop-house, still
chattering into her cup.
On the Strand, Mary met nobody’s gaze; she bent her head over her bag as she broke into a run. Old snow
moved like lard under her wet shoes. Wherever she turned, she kept an eye out for Caesar; once she thought she
saw him, and ducked into an alley so fast she fell down and wet her skirt through to the top petticoat, but it was
some other black fellow, a footman in gold livery.
If she were Doll Higgins, Mary knew, she’d be laughing at danger, greeting old customers, drumming up trade.
If she were Doll Higgins she’d pick up her old life like a stained skirt and turn it inside out. But she was only
Mary Saunders, and a man was hunting her through the slippery streets of this city, and all she could think to do
was run.
She thought of Mr. Armour’s companion, the old man with inky fingers.
No no, my dear; it won’t do, he repeated in her head. The words tapped like delicate hammers.
It is true.
It won’t do.
It is true.
It won’t do.

She couldn’t be a Miss anymore, Mary suddenly decided, not without her friend to turn it into a lark. Not after
sleeping two months on clean sheets.
There had to be something better.
This was no life at all, without Doll.
She crept along by the river, keeping out of sight of anyone who might know her, and might feel like earning
sixpence by telling Caesar where she was. In her bag she found a muslin scarf to pull over her head and face. The
water slid along like ale down a giant throat. The cold bent her knees; one false step and she might topple into the
freezing waters.
Every Londoner who’d seen the boatmen hook a corpse bobbing arse-upwards and draw it in—laughing, as
you had to laugh when you hooked that fish, or you’d howl—every Londoner knew that life need last no longer
than you could bear it. But Mary wasn’t sure it would work today, the water being so thick with ice. If she jumped
in she might be held up, snagged like litter, borne slowly away.
*
“Excuse me, but they say you go to the city of Monmouth.”
The near horse threw up its tail and released a dollop of shit. Mary pulled back her skirts just in time. This blue
holland—that she’d bought from a stall and changed into down a narrow alley—was the only sober gown she’d
got; everything depended on keeping it clean. The driver withdrew a pipe from his blackened mouth.
“What if I do?”
He pushed his crumpled hat out of his eyes and looked her up and down. Mary stood very straight. Did he
know what she was? How could he spot her for a Miss, when she’d got a broad handkerchief tucked into her
stays, and a clean white cap under a brand new straw hat? Her face was scrubbed like a child’s, without a trace of
paint, not even a rub of ribbon red. But was there some sort of brand on her, even now she had left it all behind?
“Where is Monmouth, exactly?” she countered after a moment in her deepest voice, nerves making her sound
angry.
He grinned back at her.
No, he had no idea that she was anything other than what she seemed. That’s the one thing the Magdalen had
done for Mary, it occurred to her now; where else would she have learned to play this part?
“France,” said the driver at last.
Mary’s forehead contracted. France was over the sea. Surely her mother would have said if she’d ever crossed
the sea?
“That’s not in England,” she said warily. He let out a great laugh as if it’d been stuck in his throat for some
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time.
“Naw,” he said, “it’s in India.” She turned away.
“No more jesting, sweetheart.” She glared over her shoulder.
“I doubt you could find Dover in a storm.”
“Monmouth,” he said equably, “is in the Marches.”
“The Marches,” she repeated, as if she knew what that meant and didn’t believe him.
“The Borders. Wales, nearly.”
Mary felt a little sick. Her mother wasn’t Welsh, surely? She should have listened more closely to Susan Digot’s stories.
Myself and my friend, Jane, they began, or Back in Monmouth, or When I was the age that you are now. …
“Wales is not in England, is it?” she hazarded.
“Naw, my dear,” said the driver. “Wales is where England runs out.”
*
Soon she was shivering in a corner of the wagon. She should have spent her money on a blanket instead of a
dress. The driver called this thing a coach, but Mary wouldn’t dignify it with the name. She’d never been in a
coach except for trade—“Twice round the park, fellow, and mind the potholes”—but she knew exactly how it
should be. Velvet was essential; seats should be sprung and padded; bevelled glass should catch the flare of the
street lamps. This thing Mary found herself in now was nothing but a great box on wheels, with eight sluggish
horses waiting to haul it. A crack in the frame to her left let in a whistling wind, and the windows held feather-fans
of mud.
The driver’s name was John Niblett; she hadn’t told him hers. This coach was the only one for a fortnight.
“Your luck’s in, ain’t it,” he remarked, “to find anything going your way on New Year’s Day.”
But Mary thought this might turn out to be the worst idea she’d ever had in her life. She knew this much in her
bones, she couldn’t outrun Caesar in London. To stay out of range of his whetted blade for half a day already must
have used up what was left of her luck. If she wasn’t past the city gates by nightfall, she was sure she’d be found
in some corner of the Rookery, carved up like a Sunday joint, with her limp lips in Caesar’s pocket for a souvenir.
If she stayed to bury Doll, there’d be two of them stretched together in the Poor Hole.
Forgive me? she asked in her head, but there was no reply.
She simply had to get out of this city. Escape from who she’d been and who she might have become, from the
future awaiting her at the end of an icy alley.
Till a few hours ago, the last place it would ever have occurred to her to go was the city her mother came from.
What Mary had told the Matron at the Magdalen last night about a job waiting for her in Monmouth had been a
lie, plucked out of the air. She only meant to spin a touching story of the welcome always kept warm for her in the
household of her mother’s best friend.
The Jones woman could be dead and buried for all Mary knew, or she might have forgotten the very name of
Susan Saunders. Who’d take in the daughter of a friend she hadn’t seen in twenty years? What kind of fool would
open her house to a stranger?
But it was this simple, when it came down to it: Mary’s old life had slipped through her fingers. She couldn’t
think of anywhere else to go but Monmouth, nor anyone else in the world who might take her in but a woman
she’d never laid eyes on.
*
“All aboard!” bawled John Niblett to the passers-by. “All aboard for Hounslow,\fn{ Now part of Greater London, but
10.38 miles distant from central London as the crow flies } Beaconsfield,\fn{23.6 miles} Burford,\fn{73.7 miles} Northleach,\fn
{82.5 miles} Oxford,\fn{59.8 miles; yelled out of order, careless of young John } Cheltenham, \fn{95.3 miles} Gloucester,\fn
{112.4 miles} Monmouth!”\fn{139.6 miles}
Along the Strand the coach crawled in the fading light of the afternoon, more slowly than the strollers and their
cullies. Traffic had clogged where a gang of apprentices were playing football, their stockings muddy to the
knees.
Niblett had said the journey would take nine days. Mary hoped that this was another of his jokes. He wouldn’t
laugh so loud if he knew how little she had in the rolled-up stocking she used as a purse; a bare fifteen shillings,
after buying the blue holland gown.
She had no idea how her money was going to stretch to food and lodging on the road, as well as Niblett’s fare
at eightpence a stage—but she couldn’t afford to worry about that now. Her numb fingertips felt for her bag under
her skirts.
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Niblett had offered to put it up behind, but Mary wouldn’t hear of it. She’d weighted it with two cobblestones
to make herself seem like a woman of substance, but she feared he might hear the stones lurching about beneath
her folded dresses.
The wagon jerked feebly. Opposite Mary sat a merchant, his belly bulging out of the front of his fur-edged
coat; he planted his knees on either side of hers and grinned. A pair of farmers, husband and wife, were folded together like nutcrackers, beside a runny-nosed student and three underfed journeymen. Riding up top with Niblett,
saving his pennies and freezing his arse off, was a fellow with the lean chalky look of a schoolmaster.
As the coach turned up Pall Mall, a sedan chair cut across its path, borne by two footmen sweating into their
liveries. Shoppers lingered on the street as if they’d forgotten what they needed, and blinked and stepped aside
only when Niblett cracked his whip.
And there, outside a milliner’s, was the carriage of Mary’s dreams: a butterfly in green and gold, resting on gigantic wheels. She pressed her face against the window to catch a glimpse of the rouged, wide-skirted creature
descending from it. She stayed in that position, though it made her neck ache.
Through the thick muddy glass she caught fragments of arches, grassy squares, pale columns, and marble
window-sills. The merchant cleared his throat and pointed out new houses off Piccadilly.
“They say the Duke of Devonshire’s is the nonpareil.”
He leaned forward to point out Berkeley Square, and his other hand hovered just beside her knee, brushing
against it when the wagon hit a stone.
Mary shot him a frozen stare. He withdrew it, as if a mousetrap had snapped his fingers. It worked, she thought
with amusement, this acting the prude.
As they creaked past Hyde Park, Mary glimpsed frozen water, and a pair of lady riders in tricornes trotting
along its rim. When they passed the Tyburn Tree she made sure to observe it blankly, as if she didn’t know what it
was; as if she’d never bawled and cheered, never bought an inch of hangman’s rope for the price of half a ruck.
“Madam?”
The merchant was speaking to her. Mary tried to remember if she’d ever been called that before in her life:
Madam. He was leaning forward again with a sheepish smile, offering a small green bottle. Mary flinched. Had
she let the mask slip? Had he guessed what she was?
“A sup of port, to ward off the chill?” he said.
She shook her head before the words were out of his mouth. And then she sat there with her eyes shut, taunted
by the warm whiff of wine on his breath. She could have drained the bottle in one go.
Even when the road was clear in front of them, the wagon moved at the pace of an old man; this was clearly
the best these spavined animals could do. She’d be quicker walking all the way, Mary thought grimly.
But when she opened her eyes next, London was beginning to ebb away. She’d always had the impression that
the city went on more or less forever, but already there was nothing left but a quilt of muddy gardens. The villages
they passed were puny: Paddington, Kilburn, Cricklewood. Mary shut her ears to the merchant’s chatter about
population and trade, and kept her eyes on the world outside the brownish windows.
One day she would come back. She was sure of that much.
One day when she’d nothing to fear from Caesar or hunger or the freezing night air. She’d ride into London
again, not in this filthy cart but in her own gilt coach behind a pair of black mares to match her hair, with her own
liveried men running alongside with torches, and trunks full of finery lashed on top. She’d live in a brand new
pale-faced house in Golden Square; she’d look down from a window so high that people in the street would have
to strain their necks to catch a glimpse of her.
“My dear Lady Mary,” he’d call her.
A Jewish merchant, maybe, like the one in Harlots Progress printsfn{A series of six paintings (1731, now lost) and
engravings (1732) by the English artist William Hogarth.”:W } they were said to make the most civil keepers. (The first time
Mary’d had a Jew-man, she’d laughed out loud in surprise to see his yard all bare-headed.) Or she might have a
husband by the time she got back to London; you never knew. She tried to imagine herself on the arm of a husband. Somehow she couldn’t see it. But one thing was sure: she’d never have to empty her own pot.\fn{ Chamberpot}
*
Idle fantasies kept Mary going for the first few days, as the roads began to crumble and the wagon shook its
passengers as if they were falling into fits. As the smell of bodies filled up the air, Mary shut off all her senses and
breathed through her mouth.
She lived in a dream of classical colonnades. Beyond the window the mud stretched away in silence, streaked
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with ice. On the third afternoon they passed a gibbet on a hilltop. Mary peered through the glass at the tarred body
swinging in its iron cage, and tried to work out which bit had been its face.
Every morning she expected some hint of thaw; the passengers talked of little else but when the weather would
break. Never in her life had Mary known such cold. Always before she’d been within reach of a source of heat: a
tavern hearth, a cup of hot negus, a handful of roast chestnuts even.
But this wagon inched across the country as naked and unprotected as a cow. Mary couldn’t walk around or
stamp her feet; she could only sit still. Her legs went numb from the toes up, till she had the impression they’d
disappeared, and if she lifted up her skirts there’d be nothing there.
A peculiar memory nagged at her.
When Mary was a child, in the worst of winter, her mother used to heat a stone in the embers, wrap it in a rag,
and give it to her to take to bed. Once the child put it between her thighs, and after a moment bliss began to fill up
her body like water in a cauldron, and a tiny fish leaping. But she must have made a sound, because her mother
asked what she was doing, and she said, “Nothing,” and shoved the stone down to her feet.
Occasional fliers clattered past the wagon, now; Mary watched them speed into the distance.
“It’s well for some as can change horses every sixty miles,” said a journeyman sourly.
“If Niblett put the whip to his,” muttered Mary, “we might move a bit faster.”
“You should rightly be on the other coach, then, if you’re in a hurry.”
“What other coach?” The journeyman let out a laugh that showed his browned teeth.
“The one as gets to Monmouth in three days.”
Niblett always took the slow road, Mary learned, to her immense irritation. And not because of the age of his
mares, but his itch for trade. Stuffed under that sacking at the back of the wagon was London ware: patent cordials, printed cottons, ballads and books. The fellow stopped to haggle in every petty town along the way. He
always bent and roared in the window to tell his passengers where they were, but the names meant nothing to
Mary. She sat in the corner and chewed her lip furiously. Her money was draining away like water in a sieve, and
it was all that buffoon’s fault for taking the slow road.
She queried the tavern bill at Northleach and got two shillings knocked off it; she stopped handing out the
usual tips to cooks and chambermaids. In consequence she slept on damp pallets and ate lukewarm dinners.
*
At Oxford the silent student gave his nose one final wipe on his black cloak and got down. The inn there was
the dirtiest Mary had ever seen, and when she asked—in a discreet murmur—for whatever was cheapest, they
served her a leg of fowl so gray that she was running to her pot all night. The maid who came to empty it in the
morning held out her cupped hand out pointedly, but Mary stared right through her.
These towns were handsome enough, Mary supposed, but they were only specks in a wilderness of heath and
marsh and waste, ruled over by the occasional tar body hung up in its iron gibbet.
Her problem was, she didn’t believe in anywhere but London. Even having to name the city she’d left behind
was new to her. When she’d lived there, it was simply where the world was, where life took place. London was
the page on which she’d been written from the start; she didn’t know who she was if she wasn’t there. Not that
she bore any sentimental attachment to the city, any more than she might have expressed a fondness for the mud
on her boots, the air she breathed—or, rather, used to breathe. She didn’t know what she was breathing these days,
and she didn’t know how she was to live on it.
Late one January afternoon Mary’s lashes lifted, blinked away the cold dust. The coach had slowed to a standstill. She rested her temple against the icy glass to see what the matter was. Yet another top-heavy cart of grain,
pulled by a pair of oxen, and, in front of the tangle of vehicles, rounding the curve of the narrow road, another
cattle drove on its way to the fattening fields round London. It might take an hour for the hundreds of skinny cows
to thrust past.
She shut her eyes again, preferring not to meet their hungry gaze. The smell of fresh dung strengthened around
the wagon; at least there was something that was the same as home, thought Mary, with a shadow of a smile. The
animals were all around them now, bumping into the sides of the coach. The drovers made hoarse, incomprehensible bird calls. All the world seemed to be taking the slow road, but in the other direction, pushing down this stinking track towards the green pastures of the south. Mary couldn’t shake off the feeling that she was going the
wrong way, perversely pushing north-westwards against the tide.
Night was closing in now. She hadn’t seen a street lamp since the Strand. The smell of that singed oil was
fading from her memory already. Out here, in what Mary was beginning to realise was the real world, the greater
part of this godforsaken country, the day came to an end as soon as the sun fell behind the flat horizon.
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All you could do was find shelter before the day’s lamp was snuffed out and the walls of the sky slid together.
All you could do was keep close to those around you, for fear of the wild things outside whose names you didn’t
know. Even the snoring farmer’s wife, who in sleep let her elbow sink into Mary’s side, and occasionally drooled
onto the shoulder of Mary’s good blue gown, had come to seem almost like a friend.
Darkness thickened. Mary tried to remember what she was doing here, wherever here was. There was no name
that she knew of for this particular wasteland, almost a day’s ride from the lights of the last inn. Mary could no
longer believe that she was on a journey between two cities; she was simply journeying.
And for what? A memory not even her own, but stolen from the woman who used to be her mother. The faintest possibility of shelter. Perhaps Mary had lost her wits, like that Covent Garden Miss who’d got taken bad after
lying-in one time and had run away across the Heath. The baby had failed for want of milk, but no one ever heard
what became of the girl.
No, Mary wasn’t that far gone yet. But what on earth had possessed her, to take a wagon this far beyond nowhere?
When the cattle passed and the coach finally moved on, it was through dung knee-high; the wheels squeezed
and clogged. Mary wanted to sleep and sleep and wake up out of this.
*
“Fourteen shilling you owe so far, Miss Saunders,” mentioned John Niblett as she climbed into the coach that
morning.
Surely it couldn’t be that much? Mary gave him a stiff smile to cover her fright.
“That’s right,” she said lightly. “I’m going all the way to Monmouth; that’s where you’ll be paid.”
He shrugged equably:
“Most folks clear account at the end of each day, that’s all.” She did a little roll of the eyes.
“What a waste of time, all that making change!”
“Aye,” admitted Niblett, “it’s not entirely convenient. But I once had a low rogue leg it at Gloucester and leave
me eighteen shilling the worser!”
He let out a hoarse laugh. Was he giving her a warning? She shook her head as if she could hardly credit there
was such wickedness in the world.
In the back of the coach she slid her hand into her bag and checked the coins in her rolled-up stocking purse by
feel alone: they amounted to half a crown and an odd penny.
Silently she damned herself. What was the use of her having spent half her savings on a sober costume if she
couldn’t pay her bills? The blue holland was grubby at the hem by now; her kerchief was set in jagged creases.
Oh, very respectable she was going to look when she was thrown into the debtor’s cell in Monmouth Gaol!
All day in the coach she plotted. Running away was out of the question; Monmouth was her only hope of refuge. If she could get off this foul wagon long enough to find a buyer for some of the finery in her bag.
But when they stopped at the inn in Cheltenham, it was pitch dark already. The merchant left the party there;
he was taking the waters for his dropsy.
Mary lay awake on stale sheets, her mind racing. What if she rushed out first thing the next morning and found
a market with a clothes stall?
But by the time she’d gulped down her cup of tea and emerged into the yard, John Niblett was already hitching
up the weary horses.
“We’ll make good time today,” he remarked, flashing her a grin.
“God willing,” said Mary, her stomach plummeting.
*
At Gloucester there was no sign of the thaw yet; frost made the cathedral windows wink and dazzle. A
Welshman got on; he smelled like a publican. His eyebrows were tufted like an eagle’s and his wig was a little
askew; his eyes watered in the sunlight. When he felt the weight of Mary’s gaze on him he stood a little taller.
What did he see when he peered into her corner of the wagon, she wondered? A lady’s maid, maybe, very respecttable except for her wide mouth, which needed no paint to redden it. She could tell he wasn’t a moneyed man, out
under the weight of her eyes he tossed John Niblett a shilling for the first stage and waved away the change.
Fish on the hook, as Doll used to murmur, catching a cully’s eye.
Mary hadn’t eaten all day; she couldn’t bear to see her last few coins trickle away until she knew how she was
going to replace them. She’d pretended to be ill, but she suspected Niblett could see right through her. In the old
days, she and Doll could have gone half a week on a few pints of wine and a dozen Essex oysters, but the Magdalen had softened Mary. She’d forgotten how to get by without food.
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And now she’d forgotten something else: her recent resolution of giving up the trade.
At midnight Mary was sitting on the creaking edge of a bed in the Swan Inn at Coleford. Twelfth Night echoed
through the building: drums and bells and dirty laughter. She was taller than the Welshman, now his wig was off
He had to look up at her. Not a married man, she could tell; brown streaks all over his shirt tail. Mary shivered;
the room was so damp that she hardly had to fake it. Her small breasts shook in the hollow where her white handkerchief was uncurling from her stays. Her eyes traced the dirty cracks in the floorboards. Her hair was beginning
to fall out of its scarlet ribbon.
How she whimpered, how she swore that nothing but the last pitch of desperation would have made her
approach a gentleman with whom she was so utterly unacquainted.
“If only I hadn’t lost my mistress’s purse or had it lifted maybe—if only Mr. Niblett weren’t too mean to give
me credit—if only you’d consider lending me the fare, sir, I’ll give you my word to repay it as soon as ever I get
home, may the devil fetch me if I don’t.”
So easy; too easy. Mary stared into the Welshman’s hot wet eyes under his tufted brows.
She almost wanted to hit him when his hand floated around her, hovering on the stained counterpane behind
her skirt. How could a grown man be so easily gulled? It must have seemed to him that all his ships had come in
at once. This girl of such a tender age, alone and unprotected. In the tightening loop of his arms she sat so warm,
so safe, she might not even protest.
But Mary knew how good girls behaved. At the first touch of his thick fingers on her stays she inhaled as if to
let out a screech. The Welshman was obliged to press his hand over her mouth. She let her breath scorch his fingers. He wouldn’t have meant to push on so far, but now the girl’s handkerchief had come quite undone and her
breasts leaped like frightened rabbits. He planted his shiny head between them, just for a minute.
It was clear to Mary that the man hadn’t done this in years. She’d have to be careful not to kill him. In the
barrel of his ribs his aging heart was butting like a fish. Her skirts heaved in protest; her petticoats frothed in his
lap.
“But sir!” she hissed through his fingers. “But sir!”
It took him three puffs to blow out the candle.
*
The Welshman weighed on her like a sack of coal, but Mary let him sleep awhile. She’d have liked to check
his purse—to know how much to demand—but she couldn’t reach it. Two floors below, she heard the refrain of a
song about what the Three Kings kept in their saddlebags, and a crash, and whoops of laughter. Last year she and
Doll had spent this evening at the Theatre, then went on to the festivities at the Exchange, stopping for a Twelfthcake at every stall. But she wouldn’t think about Doll now; she wouldn’t let herself begin to shake at the thought
of leaving her friend unburied in the alley behind Rat’s Castle. Instead she’d think about the breakfast she was
going to order this morning.
As dawn lightened the grimy window, Mary’s stomach let out such a growl that the Welshman half-woke. He
twitched and burrowed like a dog.
Mary started to weep. The sobs were dry, at first, but she widened her eyes till they watered, and thought of
Doll, and now she was crying up a storm.
The man’s face was gray with worry. Mary wrenched herself out from under him and got to the edge of the
bed. No, she wouldn’t stay a moment longer; she wouldn’t tell him her name, even. Watching him through her
fingers as he buttoned up the flap of his breeches, she scorned his first offer of half a crown.
“I’m ruined, I tell you!”
“Hush. Hush now.”
“How dare you try and buy me off?” she screamed in a whisper. Then, slipping into tragic mode,
“See what you’ve reduced me to! And all because I trusted in a Welshman’s honour.”
That hit home. As he was fumbling for his purse, Mary spotted a reddish stain on the sheet. It had to be wine,
because she hadn’t had her courses since Ma Slattery’s. But this fool mightn’t know the difference. She pointed
one trembling finger and burst into fresh tears. He’d give ten shillings for a virgin, whether he meant to or not.
The man seized her wrists.
“I swear I’ll make it up to you, if you’ll only be quiet.”
Mary writhed in his grip.
“And what if there should be a child?”
The word came out like a whip. His white eyebrows almost met.
Mary left the room with a pound, and a giggle in her throat.
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All day in the coach she played red-eyed. The Welshman sat cramped in between two dusty masons, staring at
his boots. His scratch wig was on crooked, and stubble covered his cheeks.
*
Today the roads were as rough as fields. They passed a pothole so deep that the farmer insisted on getting
down to look at it. Climbing back in with wet boots he reported that there was a donkey drowned in its hollow.
“What an ass,” he said to Mary, working for a laugh.
She pretended not to have heard him. She had money in her pocket and a bag full of clothes; she glowed all
over. John Niblett’s face appeared upside down in the window.
“Only an hour to Monmouth, now,” he called cheerfully.
But this didn’t look to Mary like the sort of landscape a city could emerge from. She’d always thought of the
world as flat, but this countryside rose and fell, rumpled and wrinkled, as if a restless giant were sleeping under a
blanket of frost. Apart from the track of other wheels under their own, there was no human mark on this hill they
were skirting.
What troubled her most was the crows.
Mary could hardly believe there were so many of them in the world. The outskirts of a city should have been
speckled with sparrows, should have echoed with the shriek of gulls, but for the past hour Mary had seen and
heard nothing but the choking cries of crows.
As the wagon lurched past a field of stones, before the light quite faded, she let out a painful sniff and asked to
borrow the Welshman’s writing things. He handed over his box of quills, ink, and paper at once. Was he surprised
she knew how to write? As Mary began her laborious task, leaning on her knees which heaved when the wagon
did, she was aware of the Welshman’s uneasy eyes.
My deer old fiend, she wrote.
Let him sweat. Let him chew his fingers over the possibility that she was going to swear a rape against him.
He’d been hot enough and no questions asked last night; let him do his fretting now.
The road was more like a ditch, really. Niblett got off to lead the horses down a woody hill; the coach leaned
over to one side, and Mary feared it might break through the trees like a hunted animal. She clung to the pen.
My deer old frend Jane, I rite you this leter on what may be my death bed.
Mary could spell pretty well, but she doubted Susan Digot could, and it was as her mother, her imaginary,
dying mother, that she wrote now. She felt queasy from the motion and lifted her head. A skinny doggish sheep
was nosing at a stream that ran across their path; the water was brown. She returned to her letter.
The favor I ask of you for the sake of fiendship is not small.
As they edged down the valley past a number of furnaces, the smell of hot metal thickened. They overtook a
shepherd, huddled in his sheepskin cloak; man and beast clearly wore the same cover in this part of the world. The
wagon jerked towards a solid bridge of stone arches over a rushing river; this was the Wye, the farmer told Mary.
It was almost twilight now, that bare hour before darkness when the last brightness was sucked out of the sky.
On the far side of the bridge she could just make out a cluster of houses, seamed with whitened wood. This had to
be the very edge of the city.
She squinted at the paper in the gloom. The ink had better dry fast; she’d no sand for blotting. As the coach
lurched from side to side she gripped the quill like a knife and tried to think what a mother would write on her
deathbed.
My dimise I fear will leave my onlie girl alone in a cruel world and quite frendless.
The words blurred as Mary scribbled. For a moment, she almost believed her own story. She thought of a
mother who’d never see her only girl again.
“Monmouth!” bawled John Niblett.
Thank the Mighty Master for that much. At last Mary could get out of this chamberpot of a wagon in which
she had spent the longest week of her life. She pressed her cheek to the window, and something fell inside her.
*
Monmouth?
This wasn’t a city, nothing like a city. It was barely a town. What had she done?
The Welshman was holding out his hand for his writing things now. As she scribbled her mother’s name at the.
bottom, Mary suddenly registered the fact that he was getting down here too. Pox on the man; could he be a local?
Of all the stinking towns on the fringes of England, did he have to come from this one?
She should have thought of that before bedding him. She should have paid more attention. She would just have
to hope that his house was far out in the country and that their paths never crossed again.
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Mary handed the man his box and averted her eyes. Downstream of the bridge, trees rose from several muddy
islands in the river. Crows were gathering at the tips of the highest branches. One let out an imperative cry and set
off for the next tree, flapping heavily, its feathers set apart like blunt fingers. Restlessness infected another, then
another. Shapes Mary had taken for leaves came to life and flew in circles. Soon they were all whirring from tree
to tree, like needles darning the torn sky.
The wagon creaked across the bridge.
At first glance, Mary took in a few pitiful rows of houses; a single spire. This was all there was to Monmouth,
clearly.
She’d come all this way to end up in a crow town, where there were more birds than people. …
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The Cathedral of St. Patrick, Dublin City, Dublin Region, Ireland. Below: Christ Church Cathedral,
Dublin City, Dublin Region. In 2014 the old Dublin County was divided up into four parts—Dublin City,
Rathdown, Fingal and South Dublin—for local administrative purposes
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The Cathedral of St. Eunan, Lifford, County Donegal, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of Sts. Parick and Felim, Cavan, County Cavan, Ireland: two views

168

The Cathedral of St. Macartan, County Monaghan, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of the Assumption, Carlow, County Carlow, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Mel, Longford, County Longford, Ireland

The Church of Christ, Dún Laoghaire, Rathdown, Dublin Region, Ireland
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The Church of St. Columba, Swords, Fingal, Dublin Region, Ireland. Below: The round tower is the only
surviving remnant of a monastic settlement built on this site by St. Colmcille (521-597AD). Near it is the
belfry tower, still open to the public, itself the only surviving remnant from the medieval Church of St.
Columba (c.1300). The new St. Columba Church (above) was built in 1811, on the foundations of the old.
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The Church of St. Maelruain, Tallaght, South Dublin, Dublin Region, Ireland

The Church of St. Canice, Kilkenny, County Kilkenny, Ireland
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The Church of Our Lady and St. David, Naas, County Kildare, Ireland

The Cathedral of St. John the Baptist, Sligo, County Sligo, Ireland
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The Church of St. Peter, Port Laois, County Laois, Ireland. Below: the Church of St. John the Baptist,
Ballyfin, County Laois.
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The Church of St. Patrick, Dundalk, County Louth, Ireland: two views
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The Anglican Church of St. Mary; the Roman Catholic Church of St. Mary (below): both in Navan, County
Meath, Ireland

177

The Church of St. Brendan, Birr, County Offaly, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of Christ the King, Mullingar, County Westmeath, Ireland: two views
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The Church of the Assumption, Wexford, County Wexford, Ireland: two views
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The Church of St. Patrick, Wicklow, County Wicklow, Ireland: three views
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The Pro-Cathedral of St. Peter and St. Paul, Ennis, County Clare, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Fin Barry, Cork, County Cork, Ireland: two views
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St. Michael, with the Last Trumpet, calling into existence the End and the Beginning, from the above image

The Cathedral of St. Colman, Cobh, County Cork, Ireland
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The Cathedral of St. Mary, Killarney, County Kerry, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Mary, Limerick, County Limerick, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral Church of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Tuam, County Galway, Ireland.
Below: The Cathedral of Our Lady Assumed into Heaven and St. Nicholas, Galway, County Galway.
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Christ Church Cathedral, Waterford, County Waterford, Ireland: two views
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The Church of St. Mary, Carrick-on-Shannon, County Leitrim, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Nathy, Roscommon, County Roscommon, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral Church of St. Peter, Cashel, County Tipperary, Ireland: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Muredoch, Ballina, County Mayo, Ireland
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