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Praise for J.G. Farrell and Troubles

‘Poignant, meticulously observed, often hilarious, it is one of the finest novels of the past fifty years’

Simon Shaw, Mail on Sunday

‘Funny, sad and beautifully written; prescient, wise, original and unexpectedly eccentric’

Rachel Cooke, Observer

‘Troubles has everything: great story, compelling characters, believable dialogue and big ideas. It’s a book good enough to win the Booker in any year’

John Crace, Guardian

‘No finer work has ever been written about this transitional period in Irish history: it remains a landmark in twentieth-century Irish literature’

Kevin Myers, Irish Independent

‘Troubles stands up at every stage. It has a fine beginning and a brilliant ending, and is sustained throughout by this wit, laughter and intelligence’

Tobias Hill, Independent

‘Meaty and magnificent. He [Farrell] is a master at controlling pace, and his writing is satisfyingly solid. He is capable of the most vigorous farce, and then he will bring things to the knife edge of tragedy’

Philip Womack, Daily Telegraph

‘Farrell’s vision and voice are unique, inimitable’

John Banville
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Introduction

The title of Troubles is in itself troubling and enigmatic. This remarkable novel, J.G. Farrell’s first major success, and the first of what he came to call his ‘Empire triptych’, was published in 1970, near the beginning of the period that we now usually refer to as ‘the Troubles’. These outbreaks of political and sectarian violence took place between 1969 and the Good Friday Agreement of 1998, and their repercussions are still felt today. But the novel is very precisely set in the earlier ‘troubles’ that followed the end of the First World War, when the Irish war for independence was being waged – a ferocious guerrilla war between Sinn Fein when the Irish Republican Army, its military arm, was fighting against the forces of the Crown, the Royal Irish Constabulary, and the imported British Auxiliary soldiers known as the ‘Black and Tans’. ‘Troubles’ as historians have commented, is a mild and oblique euphemism to describe a civil war of great intensity and violence, of ambushes and executions and reprisals and hunger strikes and assassinations. But it perfectly matches Farrell’s own narrative style, which employs a technique of offhand understatement to devastating effect. It’s only towards the end of the novel that Farrell casually uses the word ‘troubles’ – in gossip at the Golf Club, and in a character’s vaguely expressed hope that the ‘troubles’ would soon sort themselves out. Which, of course, they did not. Thus, for today’s reader, the novel has a double time frame: it describes the conflicts of 1919–21, but it is also a foreshadowing of the violent events of the last decades of the twentieth century, with resolutions (perhaps not yet fully resolved) that Farrell did not live to see.

The main action of the novel opens in July 1919, as Brendan Archer, almost always referred to as ‘the Major’ by the narrator, travels to Ireland to ‘claim his bride, Angela Spencer’, to whom he had somewhat haphazardly found himself engaged during a brief encounter in Brighton in 1916 (the year of the Easter Rising in Dublin). He has been suffering from shell shock and ‘nerves’, and has recently been released from hospital: Ireland in the grip of civil war will not prove the calm place of post-war convalescence he might have hoped, though he is to linger there, again haphazardly, for many months. Angela is the daughter of Edward Spencer, the owner of the once-grand Majestic Hotel, a building which takes its place as one of the great exemplars of the decaying Irish ‘Big House’ of the Protestant Ascendancy, buildings which feature in many Irish novels, creating a fictional genre of their own. The decay of the Majestic is described with relish and vigour, as it is overtaken by vegetation and cats, as its masonry crumbles, and roots rise through the floorboards of the Palm Court and strangle the statuary. On his first night the Major discovers something very unpleasant in a chamber pot in his bedside cupboard, a prelude to many more tragi-comic gruesome moments, involving dogs, cats, pigs and peacocks, as well as human casualties.

The original inspiration for the Majestic, placed on the coast some way south of Dublin, has been identified from diary notes by Farrell’s biographer Lavinia Greacen as a ‘vast burned-out hotel on Block Island, off Montauk Point, Long Island’, which reminds us that although Troubles is set in Ireland, Farrell was himself much travelled, and spent much of his life abroad. In the novel, waves spread out from domestic Irish politics to an unsettled international scene. The story of the Major’s slow, sleep-walking struggles to understand what is happening around him is offset and intercut with extracts from parliamentary speeches and newspaper reports from other parts of the Empire and the wider world, where rising nationalism was making itself felt in protests and insurrections: the Treaty of Versailles, signed in June 1919, just before the Major arrives at the Majestic, was a rallying cry for smaller nations, including the Irish, to claim their independence. (The Irish were considered unfit for government by many Conservative politicians: Bonar Law stated bluntly in Cabinet that they were ‘an inferior race’.) The backdrop to the novel is global: events in Poland, Egypt, Amritsar, Kronstadt and South Africa are invoked and compared and contrasted with what is happening in Dublin, Cork, Wexford and Tipperary.

The comparative mingling of facts and fictions is a prominent feature of the novel’s narrative, and major players on the political scene such as John Redmond, Joseph Plunkett, Eamon de Valera, Lloyd George, Edward Carson, Maud Gonne and Constance Markievicz (‘with a pistol in her belt’) inhabit the same space as the fictitious Ulsterman Unionist Boy O’Neill, the terrible twin daughters of Edward Spencer, the gallant, whist-playing old ladies of the Majestic, the aged Home Ruler Dr Ryan (whom the Major persistently misreads) and the ‘fish-eater’ and mysteriously lame Catholic beauty Sarah Devlin, whom the Major comes to love. (The very name ‘Devlin’ has long Republican affiliations.) The Major himself witnesses historic events, as well as many trivial and grotesque invented episodes, and it is not always easy to distinguish one from another. It is interesting to note that the cast list does not foreground any of the Sinn Feiners, dismissed contemptuously as ‘Shinners’ by the Anglo-Irish: Farrell’s own political stance is implied rather than stated, and his descriptions of the Protestant landowning class (horse-faced, long-nosed, protruding teeth, wispy-haired, ‘the face of AngloIreland, the inbred Protestant aristocracy … which has ruled Ireland for almost five hundred years’) and of the Irish peasantry (scurvy-headed, uncouth, with ‘dull, granitic faces, cheekbones sculpted like axe-handles, purple cheeks and matted hair, bovine, the women huge and heavy-breasted’) are equally unsparing.

As we know, Farrell’s interest in other watershed moments in the history of the British Empire was to lead to his two later novels, The Siege of Krishnapur (1973) and The Singapore Grip (1978), the first of which flowed naturally from Troubles, for Edward Spencer, like Farrell’s own father, had an Indian colonial background. (It too is notable for foregrounding the British colonialists rather than the indigenous sepoys.) But Troubles was his first attempt at the imperial theme, and he chose a moment when, as historian Robert Kee wrote in The Green Flag (1972), the signing of the Anglo-Irish Treaty in December 1921 was to involve ‘a rupture at the very heart of the Empire itself’ from which the British Empire was never to recover, and which preceded years of yet more violent armed struggle.

Why did Farrell choose this pivotal subject, and how Irish did he feel himself to be? He read modern languages at Oxford (where he contracted polio during his first term) but history became his subject, and his kind of history was well ahead of its time. Maybe he had a sense of a double and detached identity, which he explored in Troubles, pitting the archetypal ‘ramrod’ English uprightness of Brendan Archer against the chaotic, degenerating world of the Majestic. There was Irish blood on both sides of the family, and his mother was an Irish Protestant, but he was born in Liverpool in 1935: the Farrell family moved to Co. Dublin, Ireland, in 1947, but Jim (as he was always known) went to an English public school, and did not make his home in Ireland until the last months of his life.

The Irish response to Troubles was positive: when Jim met Elizabeth Bowen, the distinguished Anglo-Irish novelist of a previous generation, she expressed her admiration (the novel has echoes of her own 1929 novel The Last September), and the Belfast-born poet Derek Mahon, who was invited to meet Jim in 1971 after giving the novel a favourable review, was to become a close friend, attending many ‘London Irish’ drinks parties at Jim’s hospitable London flat. Mahon dedicated to him one of the most celebrated poems of the later Troubles, ‘A Disused Shed in Co. Wexford’ (1975), in which Mahon evokes the bathtubs and washbasins of ‘a burnt-out hotel’ and the sufferings of the ‘lost people’ of history.

Farrell had found an important subject, which was to map out the rest of his all-too-brief career. But he had also found a voice of ironic detachment and an eccentric and colourful style that is utterly unmistakeable. It is at once playful and brutal, offhand and lethal, full of resonating and incongruous imagery and moments of arresting, mock-heroic bathos. Drainpipes bulge ‘like varicose veins’, the hotel rooms are ‘boiling with cats’ and the fingers of starving and scavenging women are ‘as gnarled as hens’ feet’. Most gloriously, the Major hungrily awaits a breakfast of cooling eggs, bacon and kidney on a giant silver dish which will arrive ‘bearing a domed lid surmounted by an ornamental spike (strangely reminiscent of a Boche helmet)’. This extraordinary visual image brilliantly links the Major’s memory of life in the trenches with the fading dignity and pretensions of the old regime, unable to revive or relive its past splendours. Troubles is a fine and highly original achievement, with continuing resonance and relevance a hundred years after its setting and fifty years after its first publication.

—MARGARET DRABBLE,
March 2021



   
Part One



   
A MEMBER OF THE QUALITY

In those days the Majestic was still standing in Kilnalough at the very end of a slim peninsula covered with dead pines leaning here and there at odd angles. At that time there were probably yachts there too during the summer since the hotel held a regatta every July. These yachts would have been beached on one or other of the sandy crescents that curved out towards the hotel on each side of the peninsula. But now both pines and yachts have floated away and one day the high tide may very well meet over the narrowest part of the peninsula, made narrower by erosion. As for the regatta, for some reason it was discontinued years ago, before the Spencers took over the management of the place. And a few years later still the Majestic itself followed the boats and preceded the pines into oblivion by burning to the ground – but by that time, of course, the place was in such a state of disrepair that it hardly mattered.

Curiously, in spite of the corrosive effect of the sea air the charred remains of the enormous main building are still to be seen; for some reason – the poor quality of the soil or the proximity of the sea – vegetation has only made a token attempt to possess them. Here and there among the foundations one might still find evidence of the Majestic’s former splendour: the great number of cast-iron bathtubs, for instance, which had tumbled from one blazing floor to another until they hit the earth; twisted bed-frames also, some of them not yet altogether rusted away; and a simply prodigious number of basins and lavatory bowls. At intervals along the outer walls there is testimony to the stupendous heat of the fire: one can disinter small pools of crystal formed in layers like the drips of wax from a candle, which gathered there, of course, from the melting of the windows. Pick them up and they separate in your hand into the cloudy drops that formed them.

Another curious thing: one comes across a large number of tiny white skeletons scattered round about. The bones are very delicate and must have belonged, one would have thought, to small quadrupeds … (‘But no, not rabbits,’ says my grandfather with a smile.)

It had once been a fashionable place. It had once even been considered an honour to be granted accommodation there during the summer season. By the time Edward Spencer bought it on his return from India, however, it retained little or nothing of its former glory, even if it did retain some of its faithful guests of the year-by-year variety, maiden ladies for the most part. The only explanation for their continued patronage (since under Edward’s management the hotel went swiftly and decisively to the dogs) is that as the hotel declined in splendour, the maiden ladies became steadily more impoverished. In any event they could keep on saying: ‘Oh, the Majestic in Kilnalough? I’ve been going there every year since 1880 …’ and the man who sold the place to Edward could claim that he had, at least, his few faithful customers who kept coming every year without fail. In the end these faithful customers became something of a millstone for Edward (and later for the Major) – worse than no customers at all, since they had their habits of twenty years or more; the rooms they had been staying in for twenty years were dotted here and there over that immense building and, though whole wings and corners of it might be dead and decaying, there would still be a throbbing cell of life on this floor or that which had to be maintained. Slowly, though, as the years went by and the blood-pressure dropped, one by one they died away.

From the London Gazette, General List:

The undermentioned relinquishes his commission on completion of service, Temporary Major B. de S. Archer, and retains the rank of Major.

In the summer of 1919, not long before the great Victory Parade marched up Whitehall, the Major left hospital and went to Ireland to claim his bride, Angela Spencer. At least he fancied that the claiming of her as a bride might come into it. But nothing definite had been settled.

Home on leave in 1916 the Major had met Angela in Brighton where she had been staying with relations. He now only retained a dim recollection of that time, dazed as he was by the incessant, titanic thunder of artillery that cushioned it thickly, before and after. They had been somewhat hysterical – Angela perhaps feeling amid all the patriotism that she too should have something personal to lose, the Major that he should have at least one reason for surviving. He remembered declaring that he would come back to her, but not very much else. Indeed, the only other thing he recalled quite distinctly was saying goodbye to her at an afternoon thé dansant in a Brighton hotel. They had kissed behind a screen of leaves and, reaching out to steady himself, he had put his hand down firmly on a cactus, which had rendered many of his parting words insincere. The strain had been so great that he had been glad to get away from her. Perhaps, however, this suppressed agony had given the wrong impression of his feelings.

Although he was sure that he had never actually proposed to Angela during the few days of their acquaintance, it was beyond doubt that they were engaged: a certainty fostered by the fact that from the very beginning she had signed her letters ‘Your loving fiancée, Angela’. This had surprised him at first. But, with the odour of death drifting into the dug-out in which he scratched out his replies by the light of a candle, it would have been trivial and discourteous beyond words to split hairs about such purely social distinctions.

Angela was no good at writing letters. In them it would have been impossible to find any trace of the feeling there had been between them during his home leave of 1916. She had certain ritual expressions such as ‘Every day I miss you more and more —’ and ‘I am praying for your safe return, Brendan’ which she used in every letter, combined with entirely factual descriptions of domestic matters: the buying of skirts for the twins in Switzers of Dublin, for example, or the installation of a ‘Do More’ generator for electric light, the first of its kind in Ireland and destined (they were sure) to restore the Majestic’s reputation for luxury. Any personal comment, any emotion was efficiently masked out by this method. The Major did not particularly mind. He was wary of sentiment and had always had a relish for facts – of which, these days, his badly rattled memory was in short supply (in hospital he had been recovering from shell-shock). So on the whole he was glad to learn the size and colour of the twins’ new skirts or the name, breed, age and condition of health of Edward Spencer’s many dogs. He also learned a great deal about Angela’s friends and acquaintances in Kilnalough, though sometimes, of course, his defective memory would cause whole blocks of facts to submerge for a while, only to reappear somewhere else later on, rather like certain volcanic islands are reputed to do in the South Seas.

After he had been receiving a letter a week for a number of months he acquired a remarkable skill for reading these letters and totting up the new facts, even sometimes peering past them into the lower depths where the shadow of an emotion occasionally stirred like a pike. There would be a list of Edward’s dogs again, for example: Rover, Toby, Fritz, Haig, Woof, Puppy, Bran, Flash, Laddie, Foch and Collie. But where, he would wonder, is Spot? Where are you, Spot? Why have you failed to answer the roll-call? And then he would remember, half amused and half concerned, that in an earlier letter the vet had been called because Spot had had ‘a touch of distemper’ but had pronounced it ‘nothing serious’. In this way, thread by thread, he embroidered for himself a colourful tapestry of Angela’s life at the Majestic. Soon he knew the place so well that when he went there at the beginning of July he almost felt as if he were going home. And this was fortunate because by this time, except for an elderly aunt in Bayswater, he had no family of his own to go to.

On leaving hospital he had paid a visit to this aunt. She was a meek and kindly old lady and he was fond of her, having grown up in her house. She hugged him tightly with tears in her eyes, dismayed at how much he had changed, how thin and pale he had become, but afraid to say anything for fear of annoying him. She had invited some of her friends to tea to welcome him home, feeling no doubt that a young man returning from the war deserved more of a welcome than a solitary old lady was able to provide. At first, the Major appeared put out to discover her house full of guests holding teacups, but then, to the old lady’s relief, he became very cheerful and talkative, talked gaily with everyone, leaped around with plates of cakes and sandwiches and laughed a great deal. Her guests, alarmed at first by this gaiety, soon became enchanted with him and for a while everything went splendidly. Presently, however, she missed him and after looking for him everywhere finally came upon him sitting by himself in a deserted drawing-room. There was a bitter, weary expression in his eyes that she had never seen before. But what else could one expect? she wondered. He must have been through horrors that peaceful old ladies (such as herself) might not even begin to comprehend. But he was alive, thank heaven, and he would get better. Tactfully she withdrew and left him to his thoughts. And in a little while he returned to the tea-party once more and seemed perfectly cheerful, his moment of bitterness amid the silent, hooded furniture forgotten.

The Major, of course, was aware that he was distressing his aunt by his odd behaviour. He was annoyed with himself, but for a while found improvement difficult. When on another occasion, hoping to divert him, she invited some young ladies to tea he dismayed everyone by the hungry attention with which he stared at their heads, their legs, their arms. He was thinking: ‘How firm and solid they look, but how easily they come away from the body!’ And the tea in his cup tasted like bile.

And there was yet another thing that disturbed his aunt: he declined to visit any of his former friends. The company of people he knew had become abhorrent to him. These days he was only at ease in the company of strangers – which made the thought of a visit to his ‘fiancée’ doubly welcome. It was true, of course, that he was slightly uneasy as he set off for Ireland. He was about to be plunged into a circle of complete strangers. What if Angela turned out to be insufferable but insisted on marrying him? Moreover, his nerves were in a poor state. What if the family turned out to be objectionable? However, it’s hard to be intimidated by people when one knows, for instance, the nature and amount of the dental work in their upper and lower jaws, where they buy their outer clothes (Angela had delicately omitted to mention underwear) and many more things besides.

TROTSKY’S THREAT TO KRONSTADT

The situation in Petrograd is desperate. According to a manifesto issued by the Soviet, the evacuation of the city is going on with nervous eagerness. Trotsky has ordered that Kronstadt shall be blown up before it is surrendered.

It was the early afternoon of July 1st, 1919, and the Major was comfortably seated in a train travelling south from Kingstown along the coast of Wicklow. He had folded his newspaper in such a way as to reveal that in Boston Mr De Valera, speaking about the peace treaty signed the day before yesterday, had said that it made twenty new wars in the place of one nominally ended. The Major, however, merely yawned at this dire prediction and looked at his watch. They would shortly be arriving in Kilnalough. In Kingstown Theda Bara was appearing as Cleopatra, he noted, Tom Mix was at the Grafton Picture House, while at the Tivoli there was a juggler ‘of almost unique legerdemain’. Another headline caught his eye: SATURDAY NIGHT’S SCENES IN DUBLIN. IRISH GIRLS SPAT UPON AND BEATEN. A party of twenty or thirty Irish girls, assistants of the Women’s Royal Air Force at Gormanstown, had been attacked by a hostile crowd … jostled, maltreated, slapped all along the street. Whatever for? wondered the Major. But he had dozed off before finding the answer.

‘As a matter of fact, it is,’ the Major was now saying to his fellow-passengers, ‘though I’m sure it won’t be my last. To tell the truth, I’m going to be married to a … an Irish girl.’ He wondered whether Angela would be pleased to be described as ‘an Irish girl’.

Ah, sure, they smiled back at him. So that was it. Indeed now one might have known, they beamed, there was more to it than a holiday, sure there was. And God bless now and a long life and a happy one …

The Major stood up, delighted with their friendliness, and the gentlemen stood up too to help him wrestle his heavy pigskin suitcase out of the luggage net, patting him on the back and repeating their good wishes while the ladies grinned shyly at the thought of a wedding.

The train rattled over a bridge. Below the Major glimpsed smoothly running water, the amber tea colour of so many streams in Ireland. On each side mounted banks of wild flowers woven into the long gleaming grass. They slowed to a crawl and jolted over some points. The banks dived steeply and they were running along beside a platform. The Major looked round expectantly, but there was nobody there to meet him. Angela’s letter had said without fuss, factual as ever, that he would be met. And the train (he looked at his watch again) was even a few minutes late. There was something about Angela’s neat, regular handwriting that made what she wrote impossible to disbelieve.

A few minutes passed and he had almost given up hope of anyone coming when a young man appeared diffidently on the platform. He had a plump, round face and the way he carried his head on one side gave him a sly air. After some hesitation he approached, holding out his hand to the Major.

‘You must be Angela’s chap? I’m dreadfully sorry I’m late. I was supposed to meet you and so on.’ Having shaken the Major’s hand, he retrieved his own and scratched his head with it. ‘By the way, I’m Ripon. I expect you’ve heard about me.’

‘As a matter of fact I haven’t.’

‘Oh? Well, I’m Angela’s brother.’

Angela, who recorded her life in detail, had never mentioned having a brother. Disconcerted, the Major followed Ripon out of the station and threw his suitcase, which Ripon had not offered to carry, on to the back of the waiting trap before climbing up after it. Ripon took the reins, shook them, and they lurched off down a winding unpaved street. He was wearing, the Major noted, a well-cut tweed suit that needed pressing; he could also have done with a clean collar.

‘This is Kilnalough,’ Ripon announced awkwardly after they had ridden in silence for a while. ‘A wonderful little town. A splendid place, really.’

‘I suppose you’ve lived here some time,’ the Major said, trying to account for Ripon’s absence from his sister’s letters. ‘I mean, you haven’t recently returned from abroad?’

‘Abroad?’ Ripon glanced at him suspiciously. ‘Not really, no. I’m afraid I haven’t.’ He cleared his throat. ‘I suppose the smell of the place seems strange to you, turf-smoke and cows and so on.’ He added: ‘I know Angela’s looking forward to seeing you. I mean, we all are … jolly pleased.’

The Major looked round at the whitewashed walls and slate roofs of Kilnalough; here and there, silent men and women stood in doorways or sat on doorsteps watching them pass. One or two of the older men touched their caps.

‘It’s a splendid town,’ repeated Ripon. ‘You’ll soon get used to it. On the right a little farther down is the Munster and Leinster Bank … on the left O’Meara’s grocery and then the fish shop, we’re near the sea, you know … beyond, where the street bends, is the chapel of Our Lady Queen of Heaven, fisheater of course … and then there’s O’Connell’s, the second best pork-butcher’s …’ Curiously, however, they passed none of these places. The Major, at least, could see no trace of them.

They were now on the outskirts of Kilnalough; here there was little to see except a few wretched stone cottages with ragged, barefoot children playing in front of them, hens picking among the refuse, an odour of decaying vegetation in the air. Reaching the top of an incline they saw the dull sparkle of the sea above a quilt of meadows and hedges. The smell of brine hung heavily in the air.

Abruptly Ripon was in good spirits, almost jubilant (perhaps even a little drunk? wondered the Major) and kept recognizing landmarks of his childhood. Pointing at the middle of a flat, empty field he told the Major that that was where he had flown his first kite; in a hawthorn hedge he had once shot a rabbit as big as a bulldog; in the barn over there he had had a rewarding experience with the peasant girl who in those days used to be cast in the role of the Virgin Mary every year for the Christmas pageant mounted by Finnegan’s Drapery Limited … and yes, in the copse that lay on the other side of the barn young Master Ripon, watched by all the servants and all ‘the quality’ from miles around, had been daubed with the blood of the fox (a not dissimilar experience, he added cryptically) … and on this very road …

Not far away the two massive, weatherworn gateposts of the Majestic rose out of the impenetrable foliage that lined the sea side of the road. As they passed between them (the gates themselves had vanished, leaving only the skeletons of the enormous iron hinges that had once held them) the Major took a closer look: each one was surmounted by a great stone ball on which a rain-polished stone crown was perched slightly askew, lending the gateposts a drunken, ridiculous air, like solemn men in paper hats. To the right of the drive stood what had once no doubt been a porter’s lodge, now so thickly bearded in ivy that only the two dark oblongs of smashed windows revealed that this leafy mass was hollow. The thick congregation of deciduous trees, behind which one could hear the sea slapping faintly, thinned progressively into pines as they made their way over the narrowest part of the peninsula and then returned again as they reached the park over which loomed the dark mass of the hotel. The size of the place astonished the Major. As they approached he looked up at the great turreted wall hanging over them and tried to count the balconies and windows (behind one of which his ‘fiancée’ was perhaps watching for his approach).

Ripon brought the trap to a halt and, when the Major had alighted, kicked his suitcase off the back on to the gravel (causing the Major to wince at the thought of the fragile bottles of cologne and macassar that it contained). Then without getting down himself he shook the reins and moved away, calling that he had to take the pony round to the stable but that the Major should go ahead without him, up those steps and in through the front door. So the Major picked up his suitcase and started towards the flight of stone steps, pausing on his way to inspect a life-size statue of a plump lady on horseback, stained green by the weather. This lady and her discreetly prancing horse were familiar to him from Angela’s letters. It was Queen Victoria, and she, at least, was exactly as he had expected.

The Major had considered it possible that his ‘fiancée’ would be waiting to embrace him inside the front door, a massive affair of carved oak which was so heavy that it was by no means easy to drag open. There was no sign of her, however.

In the foyer at the foot of the vast flowing staircase there stood another statue, this time of Venus; a dark shading of dust had collected on her head and shoulders and on the upper slopes of marble breasts and buttocks. The Major screwed up his eyes in a weary, nervous manner and looked round at the shabby magnificence of the foyer, at the dusty gilt cherubs, red plush sofas and grimy mirrors.

‘Where can everyone be?’ he wondered. Nobody appeared, so he sat down on one of the sofas with his suitcase between his knees. A fine cloud of dust rose around him.

After a while he got to his feet and found a bell on the reception desk which he rang. The sound echoed over the dusty tiled floor and down gloomy carpeted corridors and away through open double-leafed doors into lounges and bars and smoking-rooms and upwards into spiral after spiral of the broad staircase (from which a number of brass stair-rods had disappeared, causing the carpet to bulge dangerously in places) until it reached the maids’ quarters and rang in the vault high above his head (so high that he could scarcely make out the elegant gilt tracery that webbed it); from this vault there was suspended on an immensely long chain, back down the middle of the many spirals from one floor to another to within a few inches of his head, a great glass chandelier studded with dead electric bulbs. One of the glass tassels chimed faintly for a brief moment beside his ear. Then all was silent again except for the steady tick-tock of an ancient pendulum clock over the reception desk showing the wrong time.

‘I suppose I’d better give this gong a clout,’ he told himself. And he did so. A thunderous boom filled the silence. It grew, he could feel it growing throughout the house like a hugely swelling fruit that would burst out of all the windows. He shuddered and thought of the first moments of a heavy barrage before a ‘show’. ‘I’m tired,’ he thought. ‘Why don’t they come?’

But presently a plump, rosy-cheeked maid appeared and asked if he would be the Major Archer? Miss Spencer was expecting him in the Palm Court. The Major abandoned his suitcase and followed her down a dark corridor, vaguely apprehensive of this long-delayed reunion with his ‘fiancée’. ‘Oh, she won’t bite!’ he told himself cheerfully. ‘At least, one supposes she won’t …’ But his heart continued to thump nevertheless.

The Palm Court proved to be a vast, shadowy cavern in which dusty white chairs stood in silent, empty groups, just visible here and there amid the gloomy foliage. For the palms had completely run riot, shooting out of their wooden tubs (some of which had cracked open to trickle little cones of black soil on to the tiled floor) towards the distant murky skylight, hammering and interweaving themselves against the greenish glass that sullenly glowed overhead. Here and there between the tables beds of oozing mould supported banana and rubber plants, hairy ferns, elephant grass and creepers that dangled from above like emerald intestines. In places there was a hollow ring to the tiles – there must be some underground irrigation system, the Major reasoned, to provide water for all this vegetation. But now, here he was.

At one of the tables Angela was waiting to greet him with a wan smile and the hope that he had had a good journey. His first impression was one of disappointment. The gloom here was so thick that it was difficult for the Major to see quite what she looked like, but (whatever she looked like) he was somewhat taken aback by the formality of her greeting. He might have been nothing more than a casual guest for bridge. Of course it was true, as he hastened to point out to himself, that their meeting had been both brief and a long time ago. As far as he could make out she was older than he had expected and wore a fatigued air. Though apparently too exhausted to rise she held out a thin hand to be squeezed. The Major, however, not yet having had time to adjust himself to this real Angela, seized it eagerly and brushed it with his shaggy blond moustache, causing her to flinch a little. Then he was introduced to the other guests: an extremely old gentleman called Dr Ryan who was fast asleep in an enormous padded armchair (and consequently failed to acknowledge his presence), a solicitor whose name was Boy O’Neill, his wife, a rather grim lady, and their daughter Viola.

The foliage, the Major continued to notice as he took his seat, was really amazingly thick; there were creepers not only dangling from above but also running in profusion over the floor, leaping out to seize any unwary object that remained in one place for too long. A standard lamp at his elbow, for instance, had been throttled by a snake of greenery that had circled up its slender metal stem as far as the black bulb that crowned it like a bulging eyeball. It had no shade and the bulb he assumed to be dead until, to his astonishment, Angela fumbled among the dusty leaves and switched it on, presumably so that she could take a good look at him. Whether or not she was dismayed by what she saw she switched it off again with a sigh after a moment and the gloom returned. Meanwhile the Major was thinking: ‘So that was what she looked like in Brighton three years ago, of course, now I remember’; but to tell the truth he only half remembered her; she was half herself and half some stranger, but neither half belonged to the image he had had of her while reading her weekly letter (an image he had been thinking of marrying, incidentally – better not forget that this fatigued lady was his ‘fiancée’).

‘Did you have a good crossing, Brendan?’ she was inquiring. ‘That boat can be so tiresome when it’s rough.’

‘Yes, thank you, though I can’t deny I was glad when we got into Kingstown. Have you been well, Angela?’

‘Ah, I’ve been dying’ – a fit of weary coughing interrupted her – ‘of boredom,’ she added peevishly.

Meanwhile, without taking her eyes off the Major’s face she had stretched out a leg under the table and begun a curious exercise with it, grunting slightly with the effort, as if trying to tread some slow-moving but resilient beetle into the tiled floor. ‘Is she trying to find my foot?’ wondered the Major, perplexed. Then at last, after this curious spasm had continued for a few moments (the O’Neills were either accustomed to it or pretended not to notice), a distant bell rang somewhere away in the jungle of palms. Angela’s leg relaxed, an expression of satisfaction appeared on her pallid, fretful features, and an aged and uncouth manservant (whom the Major for a moment mistook for his prospective father-in-law) shambled out of the jungle breathing hard through his mouth as if he had just had some frightful experience in the scullery.

‘Tea, Murphy.’

‘Yes, Mum.’

Angela switched on the lamp long enough for Murphy to collect some empty cups in his trembling hands, then turned it off again. The Major noticed that old Dr Ryan was not asleep as he had supposed. Beneath the drooping lids his eyes were bright with interest and intelligence.

‘I wish we could trust ours,’ Mrs O’Neill was saying.

‘It is a problem,’ agreed Angela. ‘What do you think, Doctor?’

Dr Ryan ignored her question, however, and silence descended once more.

‘In a lot of ways they’re like children,’ Boy O’Neill said at length and his wife assented. ‘What an extraordinarily inert tea-party!’ thought the Major, who had become aware of a keen hunger and looked up hopefully at the sound of a step. But it was only Ripon, sliding apologetically into a chair beside Mrs O’Neill.

‘Did you wash your hands, Ripon?’ asked Angela. ‘After that horse.’

‘Yes, yes, yes,’ replied Ripon, smiling furtively across at the Major and lounging back in a self-consciously casual manner. A moment later he threw a leg over the arm of his chair, narrowly missing Mrs O’Neill’s face with his shoe (which had the wandering contours of a hole worn in the sole). ‘Where are the twins?’

‘They’ve gone to spend a week in Tipperary with friends from school. But one wonders whether the roads are really safe these days.’

‘Trees have been felled on the road to Wexford. It really can’t go on. Three policemen killed in Kilcatherine. The Irish Times said this morning that a levy of six shillings in the pound has been put on the whole electoral division. That should make them think twice.’ Mr O’Neill spoke with the fluted vowels of an Ulsterman; his drawn, yellowish face had reminded the Major of the fact (recorded in Angela’s letters) that the Spencer family solicitor was thought to be ill with cancer, had been up to Dublin to see specialists, had even travelled to London to see doctors there. Though the verdict had been omitted from Angela’s letters to the Major, this omission was eloquent. Death. The man was dying here in the Palm Court as he nervously discussed the abomination of Sinn Fein.

‘Those who live by the sword …’ said Mrs O’Neill.

‘Ah, more tea,’ exclaimed Angela as Murphy once more appeared out of the jungle like some weary, breathless gorilla, pushing the tea-trolley. Mustard-and-cress sandwiches. The Major took one and cut it in half with a small, scimitar-shaped tea-knife. Weak with hunger, he put one half in his mouth, then the other. They both vanished almost before his teeth had had time to close on them. His hunger increased as he took another sandwich from the plate, ate it, and then took another. It was all he could do to restrain himself from taking two at a time. Fortunately it was now getting quite dark in the Palm Court (though still only mid-afternoon) and perhaps nobody noticed.

Meanwhile Angela (who had once, so she said, sat on the lap of the Viceroy) had begun to talk languidly about her childhood in Ireland and India, then with a little more energy about the glories of her youth in London society. Soon she became quite animated and the tea grew cold in the cups of her guests. Ripon, while champagne was being quaffed out of his sister’s slippers, kept catching the Major’s eye and winking as if to say: Here she goes again! But Angela either failed to notice or paid no attention.

Handsome young rowing Blues in full evening dress plunged into the Isis or the Cam at a word from her. Chandeliers were swung from. Her hand was kissed by distinguished statesmen and steady-eyed explorers and ancient pre-Raphaelite poets and God only knew who else, while Boy O’Neill sucked his moustache and grunted in surprise and alarm at each fresh act of immoderation and his wife took on a primly disbelieving look, rather hard about the mouth, as if to say that not everyone can be taken in by all the nonsense they hear; while Ripon smirked and winked and Dr Ryan appeared to doze, motionless with age. The Major listened with amazement; never would he have suspected that this was the same person (part girl, part old maid) who had written him so many precise and factual letters, filled as they were with an invincible reality as hard as granite. Angela talked on and on excitedly while the Major pondered this new facet of his ‘fiancée’s’ character. At the same time, with the gloom thickening into a mysterious, tropical night, he guiltily wolfed the entire plate of sandwiches. At last it was so dark that the light had to be switched on, which brought everyone back to earth with a bump. The sparkle slowly faded from Angela’s eyes. She looked tired, harassed and ordinary once more.

‘Ah, things were different before the war. You could buy a good bottle of whiskey for four and sixpence,’ Mr O’Neill said. ‘It was those beastly women that started the rot.’

‘They took advantage of their sex,’ his wife agreed. ‘They blew up a house that Lloyd George was going to move into. They damaged the Coronation Chair. They dug up the greens of many lovely golf-courses and burned people’s letters. Is that a way for a woman to behave? It never pays to give in to such people. If it hadn’t been for the war …’

‘… In which the women of England jolly well pulled their weight in the boat, more than their weight, I take my hat off to them. They deserved the vote. But the British public doesn’t give in to violence. They didn’t then and they won’t now. Take that Derby in which the woman killed herself. The King’s horse was lying fifth and was probably out of the running … but if Craiganour had fallen the anger of England would have been terrible to behold.’

Abruptly the Major noticed that Viola O’Neill, whose long hair was plaited into childish pigtails, who wore some kind of grey tweed school uniform, and who could scarcely have been more than sixteen years of age (plump and pretty though she was), was nevertheless looking him straight in the eye in a meaningful way. Embarrassed, he dropped his gaze to the empty plate in front of him.

As for Ripon, he was plainly bored. He had resumed a more orthodox sitting position and, with legs crossed, was tapping experimentally at his knee reflex with a teaspoon. The Major watched him drowsily. Now that he had eaten he was finding it an agony to stay awake and at the same time was painfully aware of being hunted by Miss O’Neill’s importunate eyes. Fortunately, just as he was feeling unable to resist for a moment longer some overpoweringly sedative remarks that Boy O’Neill was making about his schooldays, there was a diversion. A large, fierce-looking man in white flannels stepped from behind a luxuriant fern at which the Major had happened to be looking with drugged eyes. He said: ‘Quick, you chaps! Some unsavoury characters have been spotted lurking in the grounds. Probably Shinners.’

The tea-drinkers goggled at him.

‘Quick!’ he repeated, twitching a tennis racket in his right hand. ‘They’re probably looking for guns. Ripon, Boy, arm yourselves and follow me. You too, Major, delighted to make your acquaintance, I know you’ll want to be in on this. Come on, Boy, you’re not too old for a scrap!’

In the semi-darkness the old doctor stirred imperceptibly. ‘Damn fool!’ he muttered.

The fierce man in flannels was Angela’s father Edward, of course. There was no mistaking that stiff, craggy face with its accurately clipped moustache and broken nose (at least not for the Major, who had studied his daughter’s letters so assiduously). The broken nose, for example, was the result of having boxed for Trinity in a bout against the notorious Kevin Clinch, a Roman Catholic and a Gaelic speaker whose merciless fists had been a byword in those days (so Angela said, anyway). The savage Clinch (the Major remembered with a chuckle), mouthing incomprehensible oaths through his bleeding lips, had got as good as he gave, until he had finally succeeded in flattening ‘Father’ with a lucky punch. Time and again the elder Spencer had been battered to the canvas, time and again he had risen to demonstrate English pluck and tenacity against the superior might of his Celtic adversary. The Major imagined him stretched out at last, his fists still twitching automatically like the limbs of a decapitated chicken. What difference had it made that Edward had ended the contest horizontal and motionless in spite of all his efforts? Why, none at all. He had proved his point. Besides, the game’s the thing, it doesn’t matter who wins. Besides, Clinch was a stone heavier.

As he followed the others down a corridor the Major noticed Edward’s ears, which he also knew about – that is, he knew why they were so remarkably flattened against his skull, the reason being his mother’s horror of ears which stuck out. They had been taped back against his skull throughout his childhood, an intervention which the Major considered to have been a happy one. The rugged forehead, the heavy brows, the stony set of the jaw would have been too harsh if they had not been countered by those winsomely folded ears. But Edward turned at this moment and glanced back at the Major, who saw in his eyes a mildness and intelligence, even a hint of mockery, that did not go at all with his leonine features. For a moment he even suspected that Edward had divined his thoughts … but now they had reached Edward’s study, a room smelling strongly of dogs, leather and tobacco. It turned out to contain a staggering amount of sporting equipment piled haphazardly on an ancient chaise-longue scarred with bulging horsehair wounds. Shotguns and cricket stumps were stacked indiscriminately with fishing-rods, squash and tennis rackets (excellent ones made by Gray, Russell’s of Portarlington), odd tennis shoes and mildewed cricket bats.

‘Take your pick. More in the gun room if those won’t do. You’ll find the ammo over there.’ Edward pointed at a drawer which had been removed from a sideboard and was lying on the floor beside the empty, blackened grate. A huge and shaggy Persian cat was asleep on the pile of scarlet cartridges it contained, scarcely bothering to open its yellow eyes as it was lifted away and deposited on a brass-mounted elephant’s foot.

By now they had been joined by two or three other men in white flannels who were also rummaging for ammunition to suit their respective firearms; evidently a tennis match had been in progress. The Major, who had no intention of shooting anyone on his first day in Ireland if he could possibly avoid it, tugged dubiously at a .22 rifle which had become entangled with a waterproof wader, a warped tennis racket and hopelessly tangled coils of fishing-line. Ripon, meanwhile, had discovered a plumed cocked hat on the mantelpiece and having shaken a cloud of dust from it was adjusting it in front of a mirror. He then removed one of a pair of crossed rapiers from the wall and stuck it through the buttoned arch of his braces. This done, he picked up a javelin he found standing in the corner behind the door and began to tease the cat with it.

‘Oh, for God’s sake, Ripon!’ muttered Edward testily. And then: ‘If everyone’s ready we’ll sally forth.’

‘How incredibly Irish it all is!’ thought the Major wonderingly. ‘The family seems to be completely mad.’

A tall, stout man in a dark-green uniform with a shiny black leather belt was standing in the foyer, picking his nose and looking abstractedly at the white marble bottom of the Venus figure. He stared in surprise at Edward, who was still holding the tennis racket in one hand but now brandished a service revolver in the other, as if about to take part in some complicated gladiatorial combat. He shifted his gaze from Edward to the men in white flannels with shotguns broken over their arms. Nor did he seem reassured by the appearance of Ripon with his javelin and plumed hat.

‘All right, Sergeant. Just show us where you think the blighters may be lurking.’ The sergeant indicated respectfully that all he wanted to do was use the telephone; the men might be dangerous.

‘All the better. We’re more than a match for them. Now, tell me what makes you think they’re hanging around here …’ And Edward put a paternal hand on the sergeant’s shoulder and steered him out on to the sunlit drive.

As the makeshift white-flannelled army straggled chuckling towards the trees someone drawled: ‘I suppose we should be asking if the womenfolk are safe.’

‘They’re safe when you aren’t around, anyway,’ came the reply and everyone laughed cheerfully. Ripon had attached himself to the Major and had begun to tell him about a curious incident that had occurred at a tennis party not far away at Valebridge a few days earlier. A heavily armed bicycle patrol had surprised two suspicious individuals (no doubt Sinn Feiners) tampering with the canal bridge. One of them had fled across the fields and made good his escape. The other, who had a bicycle and was disinclined to leave it, had been confident that he could outpedal the Royal Irish Constabulary. Although for the first fifty yards the fugitive, pedalling desperately, had swerved to and fro in front of the peelers almost within grabbing range, he had then slowly pulled away. By the time they had slowed their pursuit to draw their revolvers the Sinn Feiner had increased his lead to almost a hundred yards. He slowed too, however, when the first shots began to whistle round his ears and had possibly even decided to give himself up when disaster struck the pursuers. One of the constables had removed both hands from the handlebars in order to take a steady, two-handed aim at the cyclist ahead. Unfortunately, just as he was squeezing the trigger he had veered wildly, colliding with his companions. The result was that all three had taken a nasty fall. As they had painfully got to their feet and dusted themselves off, expecting to see their quarry vanishing over the brow of the hill, they saw to their surprise that he too was slowing down. They hurriedly straightened their handlebars and, standing on the pedals to accelerate, sped towards the Sinn Feiner; the chain had come off his bicycle. Instead of awaiting capture he had abandoned his bicycle and fled into the drive of the house where the tennis party was going on. What a shock the tennis players and spectators had got when all of a sudden a shabbily dressed young man had sped out of the shrubbery and across the court to gallop full tilt into the wire netting (which he evidently hadn’t seen)! Under the impact he had crumpled to his knees. But though he seemed stunned, almost immediately he began to pull himself up by gripping the wire links with his fingers. Then someone had hurled a tennis ball at him. He had turned round as if surprised to see so many faces watching him. Then another tennis ball had been thrown, and another. At this the man had come to his senses and veered along the netting in search of an opening. Not finding one he had leaped up and clung to the netting to drag himself upwards. But by now everyone was on their feet hurling tennis balls. Then one of the women had joined in, throwing an empty glass but he still managed to pull himself up. Someone (Ripon thought it might have been old Dr Ryan, the ‘senile old codger’ they had been having tea with) had shouted for them to stop. But nobody paid any attention. A tennis racket went revolving through the air and only missed by inches. Someone tore off his tennis shoes and threw them, one of them hitting the fugitive in the small of the back. He had paused now to gather strength. Then he was climbing again. A beer bottle shattered against one of the steel supports beside his head and a heavy walkingshoe struck him on the arm. Then, at last, a racket press had gone spinning through the air to hit him on the back of the head. He had dropped like a sack of potatoes and lay there unconscious. But when the breathless, red-faced peelers had finally arrived panting to arrest their suspect it was to find the tennis players and their wives still hurling whatever they could find at the prone and motionless Sinn Feiner …

‘Good heavens!’ exclaimed the Major. ‘What an incredible story! Frankly, I find it a bit hard to believe that people would throw things at an unconscious man. Did you see all this happen yourself?’

‘Well, no, I wasn’t actually present. But I’ve spoken to a lot of people who were there and … but what I wanted to say …’

‘I must ask Dr Ryan, the “senile old codger” as you call him.’

‘But I haven’t finished,’ cried Ripon. ‘The thing is, it turned out later that this fellow wasn’t a Shinner at all. He was just repairing the bridge with another workman.’

‘Ah, but that’s absurd,’ the Major began. ‘Why should they be running away if they weren’t …?’ But Ripon’s attention had been diverted and he was no longer listening. With a contemptuous smile he was watching his father lead the way into the cedar grove, beyond which the ‘unsavoury characters’ were thought to have been seen (though by whom was still unclear to the Major).

Revolver and tennis racket at the ready, Edward had now reached the broken wall of loose stones that separated the cedar grove from the orchard. The orchard was a large one (there was an even bigger one on the other side of the road and in better condition, the breathless and yellow-faced O’Neill had just informed the Major), thickly planted and stretching over almost three acres from the kitchen garden to the road; at one time this orchard alone must have provided a great harvest of fruit, but for some years the trees had gone without pruning; consequently the apples were left for the most part sunless, shrivelled and bitter on trees that had grown as thick as hedges.

Edward was looking around cautiously. He stepped over the wall. There was a rustle in the undergrowth. He fired two deafening shots. A rabbit flew away, careering wildly through the trees. A man in flannels at Edward’s side snapped shut his shotgun and fired both barrels. The noise made the Major’s stomach lurch. It was the first time in months that he had heard gun-fire.

The sergeant was looking dismayed but helpless as Edward stepped back over the wall, smiling.

‘Both missed. No shifty individuals in the undergrowth. Perhaps we’d better have a look through the out-houses just to make sure, though.’ He led the way through the orchard and into the kitchen garden which was protected from the north-easterly wind by a high wall. A number of cabbage whites fluttered peacefully here and there in the late afternoon sunlight, but there was no other sign of life. One by one they trailed through potting-sheds, a laundry house, a small conservatory glowing with ripe red tomatoes, the apple house (in which great mounds of green apples had been piled almost to the ceiling without any apparent thought for their preservation), an empty barn, the garages which housed a Daimler and a Standard, empty stables with feed-boxes still stuffed with dusty straw … and then they straggled back again into the sunshine.

‘Let’s finish that set,’ one of the men in flannels said. ‘I think the whole thing was just a bally ruse of Edward’s to avoid facing my deadly serve.’

The party disintegrated. While the tennis players strolled back to the courts, unloading their guns, the policeman continued, though somewhat resentfully, to poke through the buildings that had already been searched. The Major was uncertain what to do: should he return to his ‘fiancée’s’ side? Perhaps by now the tea-party would be over and a tête-à-tête would be possible. He lingered with Ripon, however, and accompanied him to retrieve the javelin which he had just hurled at a mudstained plaster nymph arising incongruously from a bed of cabbages. It had missed the nymph’s plump stomach by a few inches and transfixed a giant cabbage a few feet farther on.

‘I say, Edward,’ a voice floated back to them. ‘I don’t think much of your local sleuths.’ The sergeant, who had just emerged from a second inspection of the barn, avoided the Major’s eye.

Coming to the edge of the orchard at a point where the drive touched it at a tangent, the Major saw a girl in a wheelchair. She was holding up two heavy walking-sticks and trying to use them as pincers to grasp a large green apple that hung out of her reach. Ripon hesitated when he saw her and whispered ‘Oh Lord, she’s seen us. She’s absolutely poisonous.’

‘Don’t go away,’ the girl called. As they approached she added: ‘My name is Sarah. I know who you are: you’re Angela’s Major and you’ve just arrived from England for a holiday.’ ‘Ah, for a holiday?’ wondered the Major.

‘You see, I know everything that goes on … including everything about Ripon, don’t I, Ripon? Everything about what young Ripon has been up to in Kilnalough recently. He’s like an evil little cherub, don’t you think so, Major, with those round cheeks and curly hair.’

‘You’re cruel,’ the Major said lightly. And though her eyes were clear and grey and the backs of her hands sunburned (which suggested that she might be rather modern) and her hair dark, shining and very long, dividing round her nape and falling over her chest, and though she was quite beautiful, all things considered, the Major thought that perhaps Ripon was right and she was, as he had said, poisonous.

‘One of the things I know about Ripon is that he constantly tells lies, isn’t that so, Ripon? He even tells lies to innocent young girls who don’t know any better than to believe him, that’s true, isn’t it, Ripon? No, Major, don’t look so startled, I’m not talking about myself. Young Ripon would have to get up early in the morning before he caught me believing one of his yarns. So now you know why Ripon has to be nice to me (though I’m sure he says spiteful things behind my back). I know everything. Are you going to be nice to me, Ripon?’

‘Yes, yes,’ mumbled Ripon, who, with his head on one side, did in fact look somewhat discomfited. ‘You always make such a fuss when you know very well that we all dote on you.’

‘Well,’ said the Major. ‘I know one or two things about you, Sarah. Your father is the manager of the only bank in Kilnalough and you give piano lessons to private pupils in your father’s home behind the bank. I hope I haven’t got you mixed up. No? You’ve had a grand piano brought down from Pigott’s in Dublin. In order to get it into the house you had to remove the legs and then replace them, I understand … What else do I know? Let me see, your name is Devlin, isn’t it? I’m sure I know some other things but my memory is terrible these days.’

‘Angela told you all that, of course. But you’ve forgotten the most important thing.’

‘What’s that?’

‘The fact that I’m a Catholic. Yes, I can see that she told you but that you regard it as a fact too shameful to mention. Or perhaps you regard it as good manners not to mention such an affliction.’

‘What absolute nonsense!’

‘Pay no attention, Sarah got out of bed the wrong side as usual.’

‘Be quiet, Ripon! It’s not nonsense at all. Ripon’s father calls us “fish-eaters” and “Holy Romans” and so on. So does Ripon. So will you, Major, when you’re among the “quality”. In fact, you’ll become a member of the “quality” yourself, high and mighty, too good for the rest of us.’

‘I hope not to be so bigoted,’ said the Major smiling. ‘Surely there’s no need to abandon one’s reason simply because one is in Ireland.’

‘In Ireland you must choose your tribe. Reason has nothing to do with it. But let’s talk about something else, Major. Is it true what they say (because, of course, I hear all the gossip), is it true that Angela’s Major had to stay in hospital so long because he wasn’t quite himself, so to speak, in the head?’

‘Ah,’ thought the Major, nettled, ‘she’s cruel … cruel … but then life in a wheelchair must be terrible.’ He tried to picture himself in a wheelchair for the rest of his life and it did indeed seem terrible. All at once he felt extremely tired remembering the breathless, swaying cabin on board the mail boat, remembering also an interminable conversation he had got into with some army chap on his way to Dublin Castle, drinking brandy and soda in the bar, on the subject of cricket, and the afternoon seemed endless, endless.

‘I was looking at the flowers which have run wild over by the summerhouse,’ Sarah was saying, ‘and I heard the shots. Were you hunting that policeman? How peculiar! And then what was I doing? Yes, I was going to steal an apple and you caught me in the act.’

‘Let me help you steal it,’ the Major said. ‘I’m sure it will give you indigestion though.’ He reached up to detach the apple and it fell with a flurry of leaves into Sarah’s lap.

‘Thank you, thank you,’ she exclaimed, sinking her pretty white teeth into the apple and making a face because it was so tart. ‘As a reward, Major, and you too, Ripon, I shall allow you to wheel me back to watch all those fat men playing tennis … or rather, no, the Major shall have the honour of wheeling me because I hurt his feelings just now by saying he wasn’t quite himself, and I want to make amends and, besides, he won’t think me so nasty if he wheels me.’

‘Ah, she’s cruel,’ thought the Major, his feelings hurt afresh. Nevertheless he took hold of the wheelchair and began to push her. And, curiously enough, he did feel a little better as he pushed her up the drive and thought that perhaps she was not quite as nasty as he had supposed.

‘Actually,’ Ripon said, ‘it was one of the appalling Shinners we were hunting, not the policeman.’

‘Ah, a Shinner,’ Sarah replied absently. ‘That’s a different matter altogether.’ And she fell silent as they made their way slowly up the drive and round past the garages to where they could hear the ping of tennis rackets and the sound of voices in the still evening.

The Majestic’s grounds were laid out on such an expansive scale that the Major was surprised to find that Edward’s game of tennis was taking place on a rather cramped and grassless court tucked in the right angle formed by the dining-rooms and another wing of lighter and less weatherworn stone, evidently an addition to the main building to cope with the hotel’s former popularity. This court had an advantage for spectators, however: outside the French windows there was a terrace with comfortable deck-chairs which the Major, who was exhausted, eyed hopefully. Sarah had changed her mind about watching the tennis and had dismissed Ripon and himself before reaching their destination. No sooner was she out of earshot when Ripon had said: ‘She can walk perfectly well, of course, without that wheelchair. That’s just to get sympathy.’ Seeing the Major’s disbelief, he added: ‘I’ve seen her walking perfectly well when she thought no one was looking. I know you don’t believe me but you’ll see, you’ll see.’

‘What an odious young man,’ thought the Major. ‘No wonder Angela didn’t mention him in her letters.’ But nobody else was taking an interest in his arrival at the hotel, so for the moment he was obliged to remain in Ripon’s company. Besides, Ripon had at last made up his mind to head in the direction of the deck-chairs that stood invitingly unoccupied on the terrace and the Major was aching to sit down.

Before he could reach them, however, he was intercepted by a maid with the news that the ladies wanted to speak to him. Looking round, he saw that a number of elderly ladies were gathered round a table at the far end of the terrace in a corner sheltered from the breeze. They waved and beckoned eagerly as he looked in their direction; they had evidently been in considerable trepidation lest he pass by without seeing them. As he walked over to introduce himself their anticipation increased visibly.

‘Yes, yes, Major,’ one of the ladies said with a smile. ‘We already know who you are, we’ve heard such a lot about you from dear Angela and we do hope you’re better. It must have been very alarming for you.’

‘Much better, thank you,’ replied the Major and as he was introduced to Miss Johnston, Miss Bagley, Mrs Rice, Miss Porteous, Mrs Herbert, and Miss Staveley (without, however, being able to identify clearly who was who) he wondered just how Angela had described the prolonged attack of ‘nerves’ which had accompanied his convalescence. But the ladies were becoming impatient with the long introductions and with the little speech of welcome to the Majestic which followed, delivered by the only lady whose name and face had remained firmly cemented together, Miss Johnston. ‘Ask him, ask him!’ they murmured, clutching their shawls and stoles around their shoulders, for by now the westering sun had all but left the terrace, blotted out by the great mass of the Majestic, and presently they would have to go indoors.

‘We should like to know’, began Miss Johnston impressively, ‘whether you had tea this afternoon in the Palm Court.’

‘Tea? Why, yes, thank you, I did,’ replied the Major, staring at them in surprise. The ladies were exchanging significant glances.

‘Thank you, Major. That was all we wanted to know,’ Miss Johnston said in clipped tones and the Major felt himself to be dismissed.

In the meantime, to the Major’s relief, Ripon had sloped off somewhere and there was a prospect of being able to relax undisturbed in one of the deck-chairs by the tennis court. Hardly had he sat down, however, when Ripon reappeared with a glass of beer in his hand and sat down beside him. Without offering the Major a drink he began to make comments in a confidential tone about anyone who happened to stray within his field of vision. The old ladies? Permanent residents ‘battening on the poor old Majestic like leeches, impossible to get rid of, most of them won’t even pay their wretched bills unless one gets a bit sticky with them …’ That poor old blighter sitting by himself near the summerhouse, the chap with the drop on the end of his nose? ‘Used to be a friend of Parnell and a man of great influence with the Parliamentary Party. These days no one speaks to him, he’s a dreadful old bore …’ That young fellow with the pale face lurking on the steps down to the next terrace? ‘The twins’ tutor … but since they don’t need a tutor (or refuse to have one, it comes to the same thing) the chap never does a stroke, always lurking around and toadying to Father. I can hardly bear to look at his neck, his collar always looks like a dirty, bloodstained bandage. Frightful fellow. Another thing, I have it on reliable authority that he has a cloven hoof; he has been observed bathing.’

Ripon fell silent. Sarah was approaching with Angela, who wanted to know if the Major had met her ‘best friend in the world’ … the person without whom she didn
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