
VOL UME II

CHAP TER 13

“O sa cred hun ger of am bi tious mindes, 
And im po tent de sire of men to raine!
Whom nei ther dread of God, that dev ils bindes,
Nor lawes of men, that com mon weales containe,
Nor bandes of na ture, that wilde beastes restraine,
Can keep from out rage and from do ing wrong, 
Where they may hope a king dom to obtaine.”

—The Faërie Queene.

IT WAS with a strange feel ing of ela tion and pride that Ho gan
leaped from the rail way-car riage at Kingsbridge, to re ceive the greet -
ings and con grat u la tions of his friends, who, headed by the Bishop, were
drawn up in wait ing off the plat form. There was a larger num ber of them 
than he had ex pected; in deed, a great many who be fore had ranked as
mere ac quain tance had lately en rolled them selves among the ranks of
his best sympathisers.

Ev ery one had been taken by sur prise; and the un ex pected ex al ta -
tion of the young bar ris ter was as cribed by most to the dis crim i na tion of
the con stit u ents, who so sel dom alight on the wrong man or pass over de -
serv ing merit. The mys tic let ters which Mr. Ho gan had now ap pended to
his name stand for a great deal more than is com monly sup posed. The
pol i ti cians in gen eral were de lighted—tak ing his re turn as a proof of the 
depth and sin cer ity of the na tional feel ing; and sun dry well-known and
tried war riors set to bur nish ing their ar mour for an as sault on the Par -
lia men tary for tress on the very first op por tu nity—shrewdly judg ing
that if a no body like Ho gan had won his spurs thus eas ily, there must be
golden prizes to be had for the trying.
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The Bishop and some other in flu en tial friends had writ ten to the
can di date, of fer ing to get up pub lic din ner—a ban quet, in short—as a to -
ken of af fec tion and es teem; but this had been de clined by our hero,
whose in ten tion it was to get to Lon don im me di ately, and to work. Mr.
Saltasche and Lord Brayhead were pos i tively wait ing for his par lia men -
tary ser vices; and the rail way bill was in ac tual dan ger. So, on the plea of
want of time, he nipped the pro ject in the bud.

Dicky and the Muldoons, fa ther and son, dined qui etly with the
mem ber at the Mel bourne. The party broke up early; the Muldoons be -
ing the first to leave. Dicky took him self home to Green Lanes, and the
Bishop and his nephew were left alone.

“Well, John,” said his lord ship gravely; “now, can you give me any
idea of the bill?”

“I can not, sir; it will be heavy,—far heavier than I thought. Al -
though some ex penses were nil, the very ones I least ex pected—for in -
stance, your old friend Fa ther Corkran——”

“Aye; he went against you, I know.”

“Yes, ut terly. Had it been any other time, and only for the ex traor di -
nary mis con duct of the land lord, and this ag i ta tion, I’d have been
swamped. As it is, the Bal lot ac counts for a good deal. One of the priests
worked very hard for me.”

“One, hey?—who?”

“Fa ther John Desmond, the cu rate of Ballinagad. The par ish priest
was dead against me—fright ful man: won nearly ten pounds off me at
cards, and de nounced me the Sunday af ter. The Bishop was op posed to
me, I think.”

“Ah! ‘Twas hardly worth his while to in ter fere; you see, it’s not long
now you’ll be in, for all the money and the trou ble.” And his lord ship
groaned dis con tent edly.

“No mat ter, sir, no mat ter;” and Ho gan shook his head de ter -
minedly. “I go to Lon don on Tues day, to take my seat. I don’t know when
I’ll be back. Let me see. I must run to and fro a good deal. I don’t want to
let go my prac tice al to gether, you know.”

“Ah! John, I wish you had stuck to the prac tice a lit tle lon ger; it’s
the sur est card—it is in deed.”
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“Yes, sir, I know that; how ever, ‘noth ing ven ture, noth ing win.’ I
should be a thun der ing fool not to take the ball at the hop. There is not a
doubt on my mind that I’ll be re-elected. No, no, my lord! the Lib eral Gov -
ern ment is rooted as no Gov ern ment ever was be fore in the coun try.
Why, it is ri dic u lous, on the face of things, to imag ine they could ever be
up set. They mo nop o lize all the tal ent of the cen tury—all the learn ing.
There are only a cou ple of Con ser va tive pa pers in Lon don: that is very
sig nif i cant, sir.”

“As for tal ent and learn ing, that is thrash—mere thrash. It’s votes
that does it. To ev ery tal ented voter, how many fools have you? And as for
news pa pers, divel a bit I ever be lieved in news pa pers—never. And an -
other thing the Lib er als have done, with ex tend ing the fran chise here.
Mark you this. Ev ery body has it, and so no body val ues it; the better
classes don’t care for the trou ble of vot ing: it is no class priv i lege now, as
it was once upon a time; so the power is pass ing into the hands of the rab -
ble—that is, com par a tively speak ing I call them rab ble.”

“That will be only tem po rary,—must be, sir. We have the ex am ple of
New York be fore us in that mat ter; and, af ter all, as Saltasche said the
other day, the ut ter ances of this coun try in pol i tics are scarcely re spon si -
ble yet. You must not for get that we are young, yes, sir, young, in po lit i cal
life—in ex pe ri enced.” And Ho gan drank off his glass of wine with the air
of one who has de cided ev ery thing.

The Bishop sighed gently, and shook his head with a lit tle ges ture
which sig ni fied plainly that, while yield ing to the per sua sive tongue of
his nephew, he re served his own con vic tions on the sub ject.

The next day, in Sackville Street, Ho gan met, at the cor ner of a
street lead ing to one of the chief rail way sta tions, Miss Davoren and her
brother, walk ing to gether to wards the bridge. He had a spare half-hour,
he found, on con sult ing his watch; so he ac costed them, and all three
walked on to gether.

“I ought to con grat u late you, Mr. Ho gan,” said Nellie, look ing up al -
most shyly at him. She felt the least bit in awe of him now. “You had a
won der ful tri umph.”

“Yes. I am as ton ished at my self. I as cribe it to luck, and to my
friends—and as sis tants,” he added laugh ingly to Dicky.

That young gen tle man had the grace to blush a lit tle.
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“There was n’t any need,—there was n’t, pos i tively. They’re all gone
mad on this Home Rule.”

Dicky had been talk ing to the aris to cratic Mr. Orpen in the train
that morn ing, and his views on Home Rule had un der gone con sid er able
mod i fi ca tion at the hands of that men tor.

“Gone mad! Tut, tut! you must n’t speak dis re spect fully of my stan -
dard, my dear fel low!”

Dicky only laughed, and turned off short into the col lege gates,
which they had reached. Ho gan had an ap point ment with Saltasche in
the Green; but it wanted nearly twenty min utes of the time, and he
thought to him self that he could not do better than spend the in ter val in
the com pany of Miss Nellie, whom he never re mem bered to have seen
look ing more beau ti ful.

“In what di rec tion are you go ing, Miss Davoren?”

“Fitz ger ald Place to Miss O’Hegarty’s.”

“Ah! the lady I met at your house some time ago. Do you know, I had
been think ing of run ning out on Mon day in that di rec tion again.”

She only looked at him, and said hes i tat ingly, “Yes.”

“Yes,” he re peated. “Did we not agree I was to come and tell you all
my ad ven tures: eh?”

Nellie did not even look up this time; but her cheeks flushed a lit tle.
He watched her well.

“You would n’t care to hear about it all, though?”

“On Mon day,” she re plied, with a lit tle tremor, “we shall not be at
home. Dicky and I have to go to a place be yond the Park, to pay a visit
which it is im pos si ble to put off.”

“Oh me!—and Tues day I go to Lon don. Is it not too bad, now? Let
me see;” and he stood still, as if to turn back.

Nellie looked up hast ily, as she turned, to see if there were any
trace of dis plea sure or mis ap pre hen sion of her mean ing in his face. In
re al ity he was think ing that it was as well she had de clined his visit; he
was pressed for time. Af ter all, though he knew he was in love with her, it
was safe to be pru dent. So, con scious of hav ing the ad van tage, he held
out his hand.

“It may not be good-bye; but, wish me well, won’t you?”
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He was cold-hearted by habit, if not by na ture, and fenced round
with cau tion and fore sight; but there was some thing in the beau ti ful
eyes which met his now that put cal cu la tion to flight, and it was with a
very dif fer ent feel ing that he mur mured, as he pressed her hand,—

“Good-bye, and God bless you: you will hear from me soon.”

Then he turned abruptly, and walked away down the street as fast
as pos si ble, heed less of ev ery thing and ev ery one he passed, and see ing
only her face and the bright trans for ma tion that came over it, as he
spoke to her. He al most wished he had re mained a mo ment lon ger. It
might be a long time ere they met again; and he fell into a gloomy train of 
un de fined fore bod ing most un usual to him. What rea son there was for it
he could not have told; but cer tainly he was not in his cus tom ary equa -
ble, san guine mood. The re ac tion af ter the ex cite ment and over-work of
the last month had, no doubt, set in; and he felt, in spite of him self, lan -
guid and de pressed. The day was heavy, no sun il lu mined the long rows
of som bre tall houses, and a light grey fog hung over the trees in the Col -
lege Park. It made him think of Peatstown, and his weary drive through
the hills. Mud, cold, wet, and des o la tion: these four words summed up
his prin ci pal im pres sions of the place. He re called Bar ney Shane’s
dwell ing on the hill side with a shiver of dis gust. What an ex pe ri ence, to
have passed a night in such a hovel! Let them say what they would, he
con sid ered he had earned his prize.

Hard ship of any kind was an ti pa thetic to Ho gan’s na ture. That
which was soft and easy in life he clung to. He could work hard; but if he
did, it was not as men do who work for the love of work ing and for the
love of their call ing. He worked hard that he might the sooner play.
There was a strong tinge of the peas ant na ture un der ly ing all his pol ish:
the in grained ha tred of work, the fa tal is tic in dif fer ence en gen dered by a
so cial and re li gious sys tem of long and com pli cated stand ing, the cu ri -
ous rev er ence and love of power and au thor ity pe cu liar to those who
have been op pressed. All this old leaven worked un der the su per im -
posed layer of train ing and cul ture. On the ma ter nal side he had in her -
ited good blood, or the leg end of it; whereas the Ho gans had ne glected to
pre serve their fam ily re cord. He had his clev er ness from his mother;
and, as of ten hap pens when such is the case, his mind ran in rather a
fem i nine mould. There were some parts of his char ac ter, at all events,
which were not what the world calls manly.
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He reached Saltasche’s of fice nearly ten min utes late, and saun -
tered up the stairs with a sort of de fi ant leisureliness. He thought he
would take a slightly in de pend ent tone with his friend now. Just as he
reached the door, a man run ning down stairs from an of fice on an up per
story hailed him.

“Hollo! that you? Mr. Ho gan, al low me to con grat u late you, my dear
fel low!” And the gen tle man, whom in deed he hardly knew, shook his
hand vi o lently.

He was a noisy, chat ter ing at tor ney of the money-lend ing class,
who knew ev ery body and ev ery body’s busi ness, and who was a most no -
to ri ous liar.

“Thank you, Stamps! Can’t stay a min ute,” re turned the mem ber
care lessly.

Stamps seemed grat i fied with this much no tice, and darted upon
the han dle of the door to open it for Ho gan. The mem ber passed in, nod -
ding his ac knowl edg ment. Slight as the in ci dent was, it was nev er the -
less a trib ute to his new dig nity, and suf ficed to put him in good hu mour
again. He ad vanced to the fire, apolo gis ing to Saltasche for his de lay.
There was the least shade of con se quence in his tone, which his friend’s
fine ob ser va tion did not miss. He laughed pleas antly, and pointed to a
chair op po site.

 “You got a stun ning ma jor ity, did n’t you? No fear of a pe ti tion, eh?”

“Not a whit. They could n’t do it. Any how, it would not be worth
while wast ing pow der on. They’ll wait un til I try it again. I take my seat
on Tues day eve ning.”

“You do? Do you know any body in Lon don?”

“Scarcely. I have been prom ised let ters to peo ple there.”

The Bishop, in deed, was pro cur ing him let ters of in tro duc tion to
sun dry Irish Cath o lics in Lon don—peo ple whom Ho gan un gra ciously
vowed never to go near.

“I’ll see about that. Hem! Mrs. Bursford and her daugh ter are go ing
over for the sea son. You will do well to call upon them. Mrs. Bursford has
a rel a tive in the pres ent Gov ern ment. I’ll find out their ad dress and send 
it to you.”
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Ho gan mur mured his thanks. He was as ton ished at this in tel li -
gence; and vainly tried to re call some fore shad ow ing of it in his con ver -
sa tion with Miss Di ana.

“Now, of course,” went on Saltasche, those pro spec tuses can be is -
sued. “I have two or three here wait ing your name; and you will be able to 
save me many trips to Lon don about get ting the slate com pa nies floated, 
and this mad old fool’s rail way com pany too. He’ll ruin him self at that
yet. By-the-bye, there’s some thing nice to be made on the Patagonian
Loan. The stock is now at ten shil lings; but on Thurs day it will be stated
that the United States have of fered to buy Patagonia. So I am wired from 
Wash ing ton. You can imag ine how that will start the prices. You will be
in Lon don on Wednes day. Stier and Bruen, of Cole Al ley, Minc ing Lane,
do most of my com mis sions. Sup pose you give them a call? I’ll write in
the mean time to them about you.”

“Very kind of you in deed; but there’s a lit tle hin drance in the way. I
have no money.”

“What! ten shil lings even?”

“Not a sou! It’s very tempt ing, though.”

“It’s a sure thing. You see, all they want from you would be a de posit
for cover, in case——; but in this in stance, ex cept as a form, that would
not be nec es sary. I in tro duce you. You un der stand me.”

But the bar ris ter had, in fact, never given his at ten tion to the Stock
Ex change sci ence. So Mr. Saltasche was obliged to ex plain the mod ern
sys tem of bet ting on the dif fer ences, or “sell ing short,” as the pro cess is
called in the land of its birth.

Ho gan was daz zled by the talk of his com pan ion. That trans ac tions
in volv ing mil lions could be car ried on by men who were com par a tively
pen ni less, seemed an ab surd im pos si bil ity. Saltasche, how ever, was able
to give him chap ter and verse for his as ser tions, and told him the names
of many plu to crats, with the his tory of their suc cess ful op er a tions.

Then they ad journed to lunch, and a bot tle of cham pagne threw an
ad di tional tinge of rose-col our over ev ery thing. Ho gan quit ted his friend
in a state of bodily and men tal ex hil a ra tion more un usual to him still
than the fit of blues un der which he had la boured in the fore noon.
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