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This volume presents the complete text of Further
Experiences of an Irish R.M., first published in 1908, the
second installment in the celebrated Irish R.M. sequence by
E. Oe. Somerville and Martin Ross. Its purpose is to offer the
full cycle of linked episodes as arranged by the authors,
without abridgement or substitution, so that readers can
encounter the continuing chronicles of the Resident
Magistrate in their intended arc. The collection stands on its
own while also extending the world introduced in the earlier
book. It is confined to this single title and does not include
other novels, essays, or ancillary writings.

Further Experiences of an Irish R.M. is a work of comic prose
fiction composed as a series of interconnected short stories.
The episodes are unified by a first-person narrator, the
Resident Magistrate, whose official duties and domestic
adjustments in rural Ireland provide the premise for each
narrative. The form blends memoir-like observation with
farce, set pieces, and character portraits that reward both
sequential reading and individual sampling. Though
episodic, the book achieves novelistic cohesion through
recurring figures, settings, and motifs, making it
characteristic of turn-of-the-century magazine-born fiction
that coalesces into a sustained cycle.

The collection’s enduring appeal lies in the authors’
exploration of law meeting custom, where statutory
procedure confronts the informal economies of a closely knit
countryside. Cross-cultural negotiation—between Anglo-Irish



authority and local practice—generates comedy without
surrendering to caricature. Themes of community resilience,
social hierarchy, sportsmanship, and the unpredictable
agency of animals and weather animate the stories, while
the magistrate’s position highlights dilemmas of judgment,
tact, and responsibility. Humor becomes a lens for
examining habit, hospitality, and the boundaries of official
power, offering a nuanced portrait of a society balancing
continuity and change.

Somerville and Ross cultivate a distinctive stylistic register
that mixes deadpan narration with quicksilver dialogue,
capturing idioms without resorting to stereotype. Their
pacing turns on misapprehensions, delayed recognitions,
and precisely managed chaos, offset by passages of vivid
landscape and equestrian detail. Field sports, horse-dealing,
and countryside logistics are rendered with technical
confidence, a hallmark of Somerville’s practical knowledge
and the pair’s shared observation. The prose favors clarity
over ornament while sustaining tonal irony, enabling brisk
movement from bureaucratic routine to comic crisis. This
balance of local color and structural poise is central to the
Irish R.M. books’ lasting readability.

Authored collaboratively by Edith Oenone Somerville and
Violet Martin, who wrote as Martin Ross, the Irish R.M. series
reflects a long-standing creative partnership often referred
to collectively as “Somerville and Ross.” Further Experiences
of an Irish R.M. follows Some Experiences of an Irish R.M.
(1899) and precedes In Mr. Knox’s Country (1915),
continuing the magistrate’s tenure in a southwest Irish
district. The sequences are linked by recurring characters
and locations, yet each volume is designed to be intelligible
on its own. This publication context situates the book within
early twentieth-century Irish comic fiction that addresses,
with tact and wit, the social textures of its time.



Beyond its immediate historical setting, the collection
maintains significance as a document of voice and
perspective in Irish writing. It offers insight into Anglo-Irish
domestic and administrative life on the cusp of modern
political transformations, while its comedic scaffolding
anticipates later traditions of Irish satire and situational
humor. The book’s deft orchestration of ensemble scenes,
its command of dialectal nuance, and its attention to rural
economies continue to attract readers and scholars. The
stories have reached audiences well beyond their first
publication milieu, and they remain a touchstone for
discussions of regional representation, class interplay, and
narrative comedy.

Readers new to the Irish R.M. will find that this volume
provides a clear point of entry: each episode presents a
discrete predicament arising from the magistrate’s
encounters with neighbors, subordinates, and petitioners.
Yet reading in sequence reveals accumulating resonance in
character relations and motifs, deepening the comedy’s
moral and social stakes without compromising accessibility.
The collection is presented to foreground the coherence of
the cycle and the authors’ characteristic voice. Its unity of
place, persona, and perspective invites reflection on
governance, community, and the durable pleasures of comic
storytelling.
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Published in 1908, Further Experiences of an Irish R.M.
emerged from the Anglo-Irish milieu of Edith Somerville and
Violet Martin ("Martin Ross"), who collaborated from
Drishane House near Castletownshend, County Cork. Writing
at the hinge of late Victorian and Edwardian Ireland, they
depicted rural society through the eyes of a Resident
Magistrate, a role then embedded in British administration.
Their vantage point—gentry, Protestant, and steeped in
equestrian country life—colored the comic tone while
preserving close observation of local custom. West Cork’s
mixed coastal and agricultural economy, with smallholders,
fishermen, and service towns, supplied the recurring
settings, rhythms, and tensions of everyday governance.

Throughout the nineteenth century, Ireland’s Resident
Magistrates operated under Dublin Castle’s centralized
system, presiding over Petty Sessions with the Royal Irish
Constabulary enforcing decisions. The framework,
formalized by mid-century statutes such as the Petty
Sessions (Ireland) Act 1851, sought administrative
uniformity across diverse localities. In practice it placed an
outsider arbiter amid tight-knit rural communities whose
unwritten codes could eclipse written law. The stories
repeatedly mine this friction: licensing disputes, poaching
cases, and quarrels over trespass become studies in
procedural legality versus custom. The comic misadventures
thus mirror a real institutional balancing act between
imperial bureaucracy and localized authority.



Land reform and its aftermath shaped the social backdrop.
The Land War of 1879–82, led by figures like Michael Davitt
and Charles Stewart Parnell, curtailed landlord power and
normalized tenant resistance tactics such as boycotting.
Later campaigns (the Plan of Campaign, 1886–91) and
purchase schemes—Ashbourne (1885), Balfour (1891), and
the Wyndham Act (1903)—accelerated the transfer of
estates to occupiers. By 1908 many tenants were on the
path to proprietorship, while gentry incomes and
prerogatives, including hunt access, were constrained. The
collection’s negotiations over fields, gates, and grazing
rights refract this structural shift, couching the Land
Question’s legacy in everyday comic collision.

National politics pressed in from afar yet surfaced locally.
The Home Rule Bills of 1886 and 1893 had sharpened
alignments, while the Irish Councils Bill of 1907 tested a
devolutionary compromise and faltered. These episodes
encouraged parish-level speechifying, meetings, and
symbolic acts—sometimes boycotts or processions—that
colored magistrates’ dockets and social gatherings.
Southern unionism, though numerically small, remained
influential among professional and landed circles, producing
cautious irony rather than stridency in Somerville and Ross’s
tone. Their narratives acknowledge the pervasiveness of
constitutional nationalism without centering agitation,
showing instead how political weather subtly redirected
loyalties, patronage, and the etiquette of rural negotiation.

Cultural revival lent the countryside new energies and rival
focal points. The Gaelic Athletic Association (founded 1884)
reshaped leisure and allegiances in market towns, while the
Gaelic League (1893), championed by Douglas Hyde and
others, promoted Irish-language classes, song, and signage.
By 1904, the Abbey Theatre under W. B. Yeats and Lady
Gregory legitimized Irish themes for metropolitan



audiences. Somerville and Ross, writing in Hiberno-English
tinged with Irish idiom, captured how revived cultural pride
coexisted with, and sometimes mocked, Anglo-Irish field
sports and drawing-room manners. Misunderstandings over
language, ritual, and precedence supply set-pieces where
conviviality masks competing claims to cultural authority.

Rural economies were still unsettled by long demographic
decline. The 1901 census counted about 4.46 million people
in Ireland, down from over 8 million in 1841, with continuing
emigration to Britain and North America shaping household
strategies through remittances. In Munster, butter, cattle,
and horse trading remained vital; railway links like the Cork,
Bandon and South Coast Railway stitched coastal townlands
to urban markets by the late nineteenth century. This
infrastructure underpins the collection’s journeys to fairs,
races, and court sittings, enabling quick movement yet
preserving remoteness once tracks end. Money, credit, and
seasonal rhythms quietly drive comic crises and
reconciliations.

Modern gadgets and rules crept into pastoral lanes. The
bicycle boom of the 1890s, rural telegraph offices, and the
Motor Car Act of 1903—introducing registration and speed
limits across the United Kingdom, including Ireland—brought
new frictions with livestock, narrow roads, and traditional
precedence. Somerville, an accomplished horsewoman and
Master of the West Carbery Hounds in the early 1900s,
wrote chases and field mishaps with insider precision.
Machines, bylaws, and insurance anxieties become
narrative catalysts, pitting innovation against horsemanship
and local improvisation. The result is not technophobia but
comedy at the meeting point of regulation, novelty, and
deeply practiced country skills.



Further Experiences of an Irish R.M. circulated through the
vibrant periodical market before its 1908 volume
publication, securing British readerships attuned to regional
comedy and Irish caricature. Contemporary Irish responses
were more mixed, recognizing sharp observation yet
sensing an Ascendancy lens. Subsequent upheavals altered
its reception: the 1916 Rising and the War of Independence
(1919–21) recast such sketches as portraits of a vanished
order. After the Irish Free State’s establishment in 1922 and
court reforms that replaced Resident Magistrates with
District Justices in 1924, the series read as pre-revolution
prelude. Its humor thus acquired the patina of documentary
nostalgia.
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Further Experiences of an Irish R.M.

A Resident Magistrate posted to rural Ireland recounts
further misadventures as local custom, spirited horse
culture, and village politics upend official procedure, in a
tone that blends affectionate satire with nimble farce and
wry observational humor.

Recurring motifs include hunting fields, unruly horses,
festive gatherings, and well-meant schemes gone awry,
while themes foreground cross-cultural misunderstandings,
class friction, and communal resourcefulness, delivered in
brisk, anecdotal storytelling with dialect-rich dialogue and
self-deprecating narration.
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SUSPICIOUS OF AN ILL-TIMED PLEASANTRY

"Do you hear, Whip?" repeated Mr. McOstrich, raising his
bleak northern voice, "show your teeth, please!"

"He only wants to focus us," said I, foreseeing trouble,
and hurriedly displaying my own new front row in a
galvanic smile.

Michael murmured to Moses' withers something that
sounded like a promise to hocus Mr.  McOstrich when
occasion should serve, and I reflected on the hardship of
having to feel apologetic towards both Michael and the
photographer.

Only those who have participated in "Hunt Groups" can
realise the combined tediousness and tension of the
moments that followed. To keep thirty hounds headed for
the camera, to ensure that your horse has not closed its
eyes and hung its head in a doze of boredom, to preserve
for yourself that alert and workmanlike aspect that
becomes a sportsman, and then, when these things have
been achieved and maintained for what feels like a month,
to see the tripod move in spider strides to a fresh position
and know that all has to be begun over again. After several
of these tentative selections of a site, the moment came
when Mr. McOstrich swung his black velvet pall in the air
and buried his head under its portentous folds. The hounds,
though uneasy, had hitherto been comparatively calm, but
at this manifestation their nerve broke, and they
unanimously charged the glaring monster in the black hood
with loud and hysterical cries.

Had not Michael perceived their intention while there
was time awful things might have happened. As it was, the
leaders were flogged off with ignominy, and the ruffled



artist returned from the rock to which he had fled. Michael
and I arranged ourselves afresh upon the hillock; I squared
my shoulders, and felt my wonted photographic expression
of hang-dog desperation settle down upon me.

"The dogs are not in the picture, Whip[1q]!" said
Mr. McOstrich in the chill tone of outraged dignity.

I perceived that the hounds, much demoralised, had
melted away from the slope in front of us, and were
huddling in a wisp in the intervening hollow. Blandishments
were of no avail; they wagged and beamed apologetically,
but remained in the hollow. Michael, in whose sensitive
bosom the term "Whip" evidently rankled, became scarlet
in the face and avalanched from the hill top upon his flock
with a fury that was instantly recognised by them. They
broke in panic, and the astute and elderly Venus, followed
by two of the young entry, bolted for the road. They were
there met by Mr. McOstrich's carman, who most creditably
headed the puppies with yells and his driving-whip, but was
out-played by Venus, who, dodging like a football
professional, doubled under the car horse, and fled
irrevocably. Philippa, who had been flitting from rock to
rock with her kodak, and unnerving me with injunctions as
to the angle of my cap, here entered the lists with a packet
of sandwiches, with which, in spite of the mustard, she
restored a certain confidence to the agitated pack, a
proceeding observed from afar with trembling indignation
by Minx, her fox-terrier. By reckless expenditure of
sandwich the hounds were tempted to their proper position
below the horses, but, unfortunately, with their sterns to
the camera, and their eyes fastened on Philippa.

"Retire, Madam!" said Mr.  McOstrich, very severely, "I
will attract the dogs!"



Thus rebuked, Madam scrambled hastily over the crest
of the hillock and sank in unseemly laughter into the deep
heather behind it.

"Now, very quiet, please," continued Mr. McOstrich, and
then unexpectedly uttered the words, "Pop! Pop! Pop!" in a
high soprano.

Michael clapped his hand over his mouth, the
superseded siren in the heather behind me wallowed in
fresh convulsions; the hounds remained unattracted.

Then arose, almost at the same moment, a voice from the
wood behind us, the voice of yet a third siren, more potent
than that of either of her predecessors, the voice of Venus
hunting a line. For the space of a breath the hounds hung
on the eager hacking yelps, in the next breath they were
gone.

Matters now began to move on a serious scale, and with
a speed that could not have been foreseen. The wood was
but fifty yards from our sugar-loaf. Before Michael had got
out his horn, the hounds were over the wall, before the last
stern had disappeared the leaders had broken into full cry.

"Please God it might be a rabbit!" exclaimed Michael,
putting spurs to his horse and bucketing down through the
furze towards the wood, with blasts of the horn that were
fraught with indignation and rebuke.

An instant later, from my point of vantage on the sugar-
loaf, I saw a big and very yellow fox cross an open space of
heather high up on the hill above the covert. He passed and
vanished; in half-a-dozen seconds Venus, plunging through
the heather, came shrieking across the open space and also
vanished. Another all too brief an interval, and the
remainder of the pack had stormed through the wood and



were away in the open after Venus, and Michael, who had
pulled up short on the hither side of the covert wall, had
started up the open hill side to catch them.

The characteristic background chosen by Philippa,
however admirable in a photograph, afforded one of the
most diabolic rides of my experience. Uphill, over courses
of rock masked in furze bushes, round the head of a boggy
lake, uphill again through deep and purple heather, over a
horrid wall of long slabs half buried in it; past a ruined
cabin, with thorn bushes crowding low over the only
feasible place in the bank, and at last, the top of the hill,
and Michael pulling up to take observations.

The best pack in the kingdom, schoolmastered by a
regiment of whips, could not have precipitated themselves
out of covert with more academic precision than had been
shown by Flurry Knox's irregulars. They had already
crossed the valley below us, and were running up a long
hill as if under the conventional tablecloth; their cry,
floating up to us, held all the immemorial romance of the
chase.

Michael regarded me with a wild eye; he looked as hot as
I felt, which was saying a good deal, and both horses were
puffing.

"He's all the ways for Temple Braney!" he said. "Sure I
know him well—that's the pug-nosed fox that's in it these
last three seasons, and it's what I wish——"

(I regret that I cannot transcribe Michael's wish in its
own terms, but I may baldly summarise it as a desire
minutely and anatomically specified that the hounds were
eating Mr. McOstrich.)



Here the spurs were once more applied to Moses'
reeking sides, and we started again, battering down the
twists of a rocky lane into the steaming, stuffy valley. I felt
as guilty and as responsible for the whole affair as Michael
intended that I should feel; I knew that he even laid to my
charge the disastrous appearance of the pug-nosed Temple
Braney fox. (Whether this remarkable feature was a freak
of nature, or of Michael's lurid fancy, I have never been
able to ascertain.)

The valley was boggy, as well as hot, and the deep and
sinuous ditch that by courtesy was supposed to drain it,
was blind with rushes and tall fronds of Osmunda Regalis
fern. Where the landing was tolerable, the take-off was a
swamp, where the take-off was sound the landing was
feasible only for a frog: we lost five panting minutes,
closely attended by horse-flies, before we somehow
floundered across and began the ascent of the second hill.
To face tall banks, uphill, is at no time agreeable, especially
when they are enveloped in a jungle of briars, bracken, and
waving grass, but a merciful dispensation of cow-gaps
revealed itself; it was one of the few streaks of luck in a day
not conspicuous for such.

At the top of the hill we took another pull. This afforded
to us a fine view of the Atlantic, also of the surrounding
country and all that was therein, with, however, the single
unfortunate exception of the hounds. There was nothing to
be heard save the summery rattle of a reaping-machine, the
strong and steady rasp of a corn-crake, and the growl of a
big steamer from a band of fog that was advancing,
ghostlike, along the blue floor of the sea. Two fields away a
man in a straw hat was slowly combing down the flanks of a
haycock with a wooden rake, while a black and white cur
slept in the young after-grass beside him. We broke into
their sylvan tranquillity with a heated demand whether the



hounds had passed that way. Shrill clamour from the dog
was at first the only reply; its owner took off his hat, wiped
his forehead with his sleeve, and stared at us.

"I'm as deaf as a beetle this three weeks," he said,
continuing to look us up and down in a way that made me
realise, if possible, more than before, the absurdity of
looking like a Christmas card in the heat of a summer's day.

"Did ye see the HOUNDS?" shouted Michael, shoving the
chestnut up beside him.

"It's the neurology I got," continued the haymaker, "an'
the pain does be whistlin' out through me ear till I could
mostly run into the say from it."

"It's a pity ye wouldn't," said Michael, whirling Moses
round, "an' stop in it! Whisht! Look over, sir! Look over!"

He pointed with his whip along the green slopes. I saw,
about half a mile away, two boys standing on a fence, and
beyond them some cattle galloping in a field: three or four
miles farther on the woods of Temple Braney were a purple
smear in the hazy heat of the landscape. My heart sank; it
was obvious even to my limited capacities that the pug-
nosed fox was making good his line with a straightness not
to be expected from one of his personal peculiarity, and
that the hounds were still running as hard as ever on a
scent as steamingly hot as the weather. I wildly thought of
removing my coat and leaving it in charge of the man with
neuralgia, but was restrained by the reflection that he
might look upon it as a gift, flung to him in a burst of
compassion, a misunderstanding that, in view of his
affliction, it would be impossible to rectify.

I picked up my lathered reins and followed Michael at a
gloomy trot in the direction of the galloping cattle. After a



few fields a road presented itself, and was eagerly accepted
by the grey mare, on whom the unbridled gluttonies of a
summer's grass were beginning to tell.

"She's bet up, sir," said Michael, dragging down a rickety
gate with the handle of his whip. "Folly on the road, there's
a near way to the wood from the cross."

Moses here walked cautiously over the prostrate gate.

"I'm afraid you'll kill Moses," said I, by no means pleased
at the prospect of being separated from my Intelligence
Department.

"Is it him?" replied Michael, scanning the country ahead
of him with hawk eyes. "Sure he's as hardy as a throut!"

The last I saw of the trout was his bottle fetlocks
disappearing nimbly in bracken as he dropped down the far
side of a bank.

I "follied on the road" for two stifling miles. The heavy air
was pent between high hedges hung with wisps of hay from
passing carts; (hay-carrying in the south-west of Ireland
conforms to the leisure of the farmer rather than to the
accident of season;) phalanxes of flies arose as if at the
approach of royalty, and accompanied my progress at a
hunting jog, which, as interpreted by Lady Jane, was an
effective blend of a Turkish bath and a churn.

The "near way" from the cross-roads opened seductively
with a lane leading to a farmhouse, and presently
degenerated into an unfenced but plausible cart track
through the fields. Breaches had been made in the banks
for its accommodation, and I advanced successfully
towards the long woods of Temple Braney, endeavouring,
less successfully, to repel the attentions of two young



horses, who galloped, squealed, and bucked round me and
Lady Jane with the imbecile pleasantry of their kind. The
moment when I at length slammed in their faces the gate of
the wood, was one of sorely needed solace.

Then came the sudden bath of coolness and shade, and
the gradual realisation that I did not in the least know what
to do next. The air was full of the deeply preoccupied hum
of insects, and the interminable monologue of a wood
pigeon; I felt as if I ought to apologise for my intrusion.
None the less I pursued a ride that crossed the wood,
making persevering efforts to blow my horn, and producing
nothing but gramaphonic whispers, fragmentary groans,
and a headache. I was near the farther side of the wood
when I saw fresh hoof-tracks on a path that joined the ride;
they preceded me to a singularly untempting bank, with a
branch hanging over it and a potato-field beyond it. A clod
had been newly kicked out of the top of it; I could not evade
the conviction that Michael had gone that way. The grey
mare knew it too, and bundled on to and over the bank with
surprising celerity, and dropped skilfully just short of where
the potato beds began. An old woman was digging at the
other side of the field, and I steered for her, making a long
tack down a deep furrow between the "lazy-beds."

"Did you see the hounds, ma'am?" I called out across the
intervening jungle of potato stalks.

"Sir!"

She at all events was not deaf. I amended my inquiry.

"Did you see any dogs, or a man in a red coat?"

"Musha, bad cess to them, then I did!" bawled the old
woman, "look at the thrack o' their legs down thro' me little
pratie garden! 'Twasn't but a whileen ago that they come



leppin' out o' the wood to me, and didn't I think 'twas the
Divil and all his young ones, an' I thrun meself down in the
thrinch the way they wouldn't see me, the Lord save us!"

My heart warmed to her; I also would gladly have laid
down among the umbrageous stalks of the potatoes, and
concealed myself for ever from Michael and the hounds.

"What way did they go?" I asked, regretfully dismissing
the vision, and feeling in my pocket for a shilling.

"They went wesht the road, your Honour, an' they
screeching always; they crossed out the field below over-
right the white pony, and faith ye couldn't hardly see
Michael Leary for the shweat! God help ye asthore, yourself
is getting hardship from them as well as another!"

The shilling here sank into her earthy palm, on which she
prayed passionately that the saints might be surprised at
my success. I felt that as far as I was concerned the
surprise would be mutual; I had had nothing but misfortune
since ten o'clock that morning, and there seemed no reason
to believe that the tide had turned.

The pony proved to be a white mule, a spectral creature,
standing in malign meditation trace-high in bracken; I
proceeded in its direction at a trot, through clumps of
bracken and coarse grass, and as I drew near it uttered a
strangled and heart-broken cry of greeting. At the same
moment Lady Jane fell headlong on to her nose and the
point of her right shoulder. It is almost superfluous to
observe that I did the same thing. As I rolled on my face in
the bracken, something like a snake uncoiled itself beneath
me and became taut; I clutched at it, believing it to be the
reins, and found I was being hung up, like clothes on a line,
upon the mule's tethering rope. Lady Jane had got it well



round her legs, and had already fallen twice in her efforts
to get up, while the mule, round whose neck the tether
rope had been knotted, was backing hard, like a dog trying
to pull its head through its collar.

In sunstroke heat I got out my knife, and having cut the
rope in two places, an operation accomplished in the
depths of a swarm of flies and midges, I pulled the mare on
to her legs. She was lame on the off fore, and the rope had
skinned her shins in several places; my own shoulder and
arm were bruised, and I had broken a stirrup leather.
Philippa and the photographer had certainly provided me
with a day of varied entertainment, and I could not be sure
that I had even yet drained the cup of pleasure to the
dregs.

I led Lady Jane out into the road, and considered the
position. We were about nine miles from home, and at least
five from any place where I could hire a car. To walk, and
lead the mare, was an alternative that, powerless as events
had proved me to be in the hands of misfortune, I still
refused to consider. It was then given me to remember old
McRory.

My acquaintance with old McRory was of the slightest.
He was, it was understood, a retired Dublin coal merchant,
with an enormous family, and a reputation for great riches.
He had, within the last year or so, taken the derelict house
of Temple Braney, and having by strenuous efforts attained
that dubious honour, the Commission of the Peace, it had
happened to me to sit on the Bench with him on one or two
occasions. Of his family I knew little, save that whenever I
saw an unknown young man buying cigarettes at
Mr. Dannaher's in Skebawn, I was informed that it was one
of the young McRorys, a medical student, and "a bit of a
lad, but nothing at all to the next youngest." The Misses



McRory were only occasionally viewed, whirling in large
companies on glittering bicycles, and the legend
respectfully ran that they had forty blouses apiece. Perhaps
the most definite information about them was supplied by
our cook, Mrs.  Cadogan, who assured Philippa that Wild
Pigs in America wouldn't be treated worse than what
Mrs. McRory treated her servants. All these things together
made an unpromising aggregate, but the fact remained
that Temple Braney House was within a quarter of a mile of
me, and its charity my only hope.

The lodge gates of Temple Braney were wide open, so
was the door of the lodge; the weedy drive was scored with
fresh wheel-tracks, as also, for the matter of that, was the
grass on either side. I followed it for a short distance, in the
roomy shade of splendid beech-trees, servants of the old
régime, preserving their dignity through the vicissitudes of
the new. Near the house was a second open gate, and on a
species of arch over it I was amazingly greeted by the word
"Welcome" in white letters on a blazing strip of Turkey-red.
This was an attention that I had not anticipated; did it
mean a school-feast?

I made a cautious survey, but saw nobody, and nerved by
the increasing lameness of Lady Jane, I went on to the
house and rang the bell. There was no response; the hall-
door was wide open, and from an inner hall two lanky red
setter puppies advanced with their tails between their legs,
barking uncertainly, and acutely conscious of the fact that
upon the collar of each was fastened a flaunting though
much chewed bow of white satin ribbon. Full of foreboding
I rang again. The bell tinkled vigorously in some fastness of
the house, but nothing else happened. I decided to try the
stable-yard, and, attended by the decorated puppies, set
forth to find it.



It was a large quadrangle, of which one side was formed
by a wing of the house; had there been a few more panes of
glass in the windows and slates in the roof it might have
been imposing. A cavernous coachhouse stood open, empty
save for the wheelless body of an outside car that was
seated on the floor, with wings outspread like a hatching
hen. Every stable-door gaped wide. Odds and ends of
harness lay about, but neither horse nor human being was
visible. A turkey-cock, in transports of wrath, stormed to
and fro in front of his household, and to some extent
dispelled the sentiment of desertion and stampede that
pervaded the place. I led the limping mare into a stable
wherein were two loose-boxes. A sickly smell greeted me,
and I perceived that in one of the boxes was a long low
cage, alive with the red-currant-jelly eyes and pink noses of
a colony of ferrets, and in the other was a pile of empty
wine-boxes and several bicycles. Lady Jane snorted heavily,
and I sought elsewhere for a refuge for her. I found it at
length in a long stable with six empty stalls, and proceeded
to tie her up in one of them.

It was while I was thus engaged that a strange
succession of sounds began overhead, heavy, shapeless
sounds in which were blended the suggestions of shove and
thump. There was a brief interval of silence, during which
Lady Jane and I listened with equal intentness; then
followed a hoarse bellow, which resolved itself into the
enquiry,

"Is there any one there?"

Here was the princess of the enchanted palace waking
up with a vengeance. More and angrier bellows followed; I
went stealthily out into the yard, and took stock of the
windows above the stable. One of them was open, and it
was from it that the voice issued, loudly demanding



relationships intact. Dialogue rings in varied registers -
officialese, rural idiom, drawing-room understatement -
without flattening speakers into types. Such balance implies
careful tuning, consistent with two writers shaping a single
persona. The storyteller's geniality masks structural rigor;
episodes dovetail, motifs recur, and digressions pay off
later, evidence of a collaborative workshop where charm is
engineered as much as inspired.

Serial coherence comes from playful recurrence -
misdelivered notes, balky vehicles, legendary horses - but
variation prevents staleness. The narrator is simultaneously
insider (married into local life) and outsider (bearer of
English institutions), a perspective that opens room for
double vision. The prose often places a cool, summarizing
sentence beside a lively cluster of particulars, suggesting an
editorial intelligence that can stand back from its own
enthusiasms. That toggling between immersion and
assessment, joke and judgement, feels like the product of
joint calibration, ensuring the 'I' remains steady while the
lighting and angle shift from tale to tale.

Across the collection the tonal center drifts in measured
ways. Some pieces pursue outright farce, others slow for a
wistful aftertaste - an empty lane at dusk, a diminished
hunt, a friendship reset. The narrator's manner adapts
accordingly, tightening syntax for chase and loosening it for
reminiscence. This elasticity keeps the persona believable
across situations and hints at shared authorship: a harmony
achieved by blending complementary sensibilities. The
result is a narrative that can celebrate caper and register
cost, without rupturing voice, an achievement of craft as
much as temperament.

Question 4



How is historical unease registered beneath the
series' light social comedy?

The setting's late-imperial context surfaces obliquely
through institutions and routines rather than debates.
Constables appear as neighbors as much as enforcers;
petitions and summonses ride the same roads as wedding
cakes and veterinary tonics. Occasional disturbances,
property anxieties, or whispers of secret fraternities are
treated as practical challenges to be managed rather than
polemics to be aired. Such handling registers unease
without breaking comedic contract. The laugh lines make
space for apprehension: a notice on a door, a deserted big-
house room, a debt rolled forward - small signs that
continuity is provisional.

Big-house economies look threadbare at the edges: roofs
need tending, staff are indispensable yet scarce, and horses
double as capital and companionship. Hospitality still
glitters, but budgets and favors braid together in
increasingly intricate knots. Rituals - meets, markets, parish
festivals - act as stabilizers, projecting a stage-managed
permanence. The magistrate, neither fully proprietor nor
peasant, witnesses both aspirations and retrenchments.
Through gentle irony, the stories chart how performance
keeps social worlds intact while acknowledging that props
are worn. The comedy registers resourcefulness, but the
staging itself hints at a future in which certain rooms may
go dark.

Speech habits mark historical thresholds as cleanly as
boundary walls. Legal vocabulary shares pages with Irish-
inflected idiom, and meanings are continually negotiated: a
promise as contract here, as courtesy there. This code-
switching is never exoticized; it functions as the daily labor
of living together. Spatial markers reinforce the theme -


