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Chapter One

Daire felt she
must be sparkling with newness as she stepped off the train.
Everyone on the little white rocked road turned to look at her. She
had to look back; it was as if she was staring back into another
century. There wasn’t a skyscraper in sight, the train depot was
little more than a peak roofed ticket kiosk, a narrow wooden
platform, a bench, and a stack of wooden crates that had probably
held the wood that built the platform decades past, and had never
been removed. The three women who waited by the blackened iron gate
all wore woollen skirts of no discernable color or shape, and each
had a shawl draped over her head. They had been chatting with
apparent amicability when she alighted from the train, but the
moment her foot touched the platform, they all stopped and turned
to look - no, gape at her.

The two men
who sat on barrels, with a checker board balanced between them,
were also dressed in woollen pants, and high leather boots badly
beaten by time and mud. One man was in the act of making a move,
the round black disc visible in his fingers, but he froze and
stared and his opponent turned, as well. Even the birds seemed to
freeze upon her arrival. No one appeared to be waiting for anyone
or anything from the train; in fact, with the exception of her
disembarkation, they seemed to be completely disinterested in the
fact that they were all standing on a narrow platform with a
steaming, straining train engine just a few feet away.

The only other
person who might have come from the same century as herself was a
tall, black haired man in snug Levis, standing by the wooden ticket
kiosk, a large brown envelope in one hand, a blackish pipe in the
other, and even he seemed to have no interest in the train. He was
looking at something beyond the booth, or perhaps he wasn’t looking
at anything at all.

Daire smiled
as Anachronism Man, as she dubbed him, turned around slowly, as if
in response to everyone else’s curiosity, and took her in from
scuffed white Nikes to the white, stretchy twist that held up her
sheet of deep auburn hair. Instead of smiling back, as she expected
him to do, Anachronism Man turned back again, quickly, nodded in
the general direction of someone she could not see, and walked
away, as if looking at her was something he wasn’t supposed to do.
Probably married, Daire decided, and in a little place like this
just smiling at another woman would set the rumors
flying.

“Someone meeting you,
Miss?” asked the porter.

At least, that’s what it seemed that he said, to Daire’s
untrained ear. She shook her head. “I was told I wouldn’t have any
trouble finding my way around here,” she replied, confidently. “I
was told Arlenhill was a pretty small place.”

“Seen smaller,” the porter
answered, setting her Louis Vuitton bag at her feet.

Daire had a feeling she should feel put in her place by
such a remark, but she didn’t. “All right then, where would I find an attorney?” When she
recognized the confusion on his face, she amended the question to
“Where would I find I solicitor?”

The porter’s face pinched up in indignation. “I know what
an attorney is, Missy.” He pointed behind her. “Aside the Cock and
Bear. We’ve only got the one. Can’t figure why anyone would need
him, and all - we all manage pretty well without the law. Tully’s
his name. Mike Tully. He’ll be around today. His son’s come up from
Dublin for the holiday.”

Daire would have asked which holiday, but the porter
clearly felt he’d done his duty and was going on about his
business. Business, she reminded herself, I’ve got business,
too.

There was no street to speak of, at least not in the
direction the porter had pointed, so Daire kept to the side of the
white rock road. As she walked past a tea shop with pastries and
loaves of bread in the gingham curtained windows, a notions shop,
and a butcher, people came out and passed her, all staring
shamelessly. Daire overcame her inclination to stare back, and just
trudged forward, watching for a sign of Mike Tully’s
office.

Leave it to Grandfather Arlen to leave me a property in a
town like this, she thought. What would make him think of me? He only saw me one time,
when I was two, and everyone tells me I did unspeakable things all
over him the one time I got in his lap.

The Cock and Bear was a modest place at the very end of the
road. She would have dismissed it as a shop or house, except for
the small framed lettering on one window that may or may not have
matched the sign jutting out over the side of the road. The sign
seemed at one time to have been an ornate piece of work, with all
the airs and pride due a fine eating establishment, but time and
weather had reduced it to a board swinging on a stick, over the
road. The lettering in the window, however, still read Cock and
Bear, and showed someone’s best effort at representing each in the
corners of the frame.

Beyond the tavern, setting back a bit from the road was a
very small house, with a large black door side by side with a
smaller, split door. The top of half of that door was pushed open,
so she pushed in the lower half and stepped inside. The office was
clean, if small and shabby, and at one of the two desks sat a
bright faced, smiling redheaded girl, tapping out a letter on a
machine Daire thought ought to be in a museum. “Can I help you?”
she offered.

Daire was relieved to find that she could at least
understand this woman and she nodded, setting her bag down so that
she could rifle through the pockets. “Mike Tully’s office?” she
asked from the depths of her carry on.

“It is,” the girl told her
and resumed her typing, ‘but he’s next door, just now, having
one.”

Daire looked up, quizzically. “Having one…?”

“A pint and a story, most likely,” the girl pointed with a pencil that had seen better
days – many better days, “I saw Padraic Beaghan go in just now, and
he’s always good for a story.”

Daire shook her head. “You mean a beer? He’s drinking at
this hour?” And this was the man she must count upon to settle some
delicate family business? The prospect did not look
good.

The girl became crisp and
businesslike. “Is there something I can help you with, Miss? I’m
Mary Tully, Mike’s daughter.”

Daire fished papers from
the pocket of her bag. “I’m Daire Arlen and my grandfather left me
– “



“And so you are!” the girl cried, standing up. “Why I didn’t
see it when you came in the door, but you’re the image of him. Of
course, we all thought his grandchild was a boy. Daire, you
know.”

She might have gotten the gender wrong, but at least she
pronounced it properly. Most of the people Daire had encountered in
life pronounced it ‘Dare’ when it was meant to be pronounced
‘Dara’. Funny name for a boy. Daire shook her head again. “Anyway,
he left me his house here, and-“

“And more,” Mary Tully agreed. “This whole place belongs to
Arlens, here and abroad.” She came around her desk, extending a
hand. “It’s pleased I am to meet you.”

Daire thought that in another moment she’d kick up her
heels and boast about marshmallow hearts and moons and clovers. She
took the offered hand, however. “Me, too, but I need to know
where-“

“You’d better step next
door and speak to Dad,” Mary advised. “He’ll set you up. Oh, you
can leave your things here, Miss Arlen, and I’ll mind them for
you.”

Daire pushed the rickety door out again and turned directly
into the pub. There was the
usual clamor of music and noise and clinking glasses and a good
deal of laughter coming from a crowd around a large table near the
bar, but it all fell silent when she stepped in.

Daire had been in an Irish
pub before. Her father took her around to one in Manhattan when
they got the word about Grandfather Arlen. Her father said he
wanted her to experience a genuine Irish wake. What she remembered
most about the occasion was the three day hangover that followed.
Now she considered the surroundings and decided that Irish pubs
were the same the world over.

The crowd at the table
parted, and Daire realized that at the center of the laughter was
her Anachronism Man, pipe in one hand, glass in the other. He
stared back this time, but so did every other person in the place.
Daire lifted her chin and spoke up. “I’m looking for Mike Tully,”
she announced in a voice that didn’t come out as strong as she had
intended. “His daughter said I’d find him here.”

Several pairs of eyes shifted to the grey-haired fellow at
the Anachronism’s left. “I’m Mike Tully,” he admitted, with a bit
more reluctance than seemed necessary. “What can I do for
you?”

“I’m Daire Arlen, and I’m
told you’re expecting me.”

Well, if her sudden appearance in such a manly domain had
caused a stir, her announcement nearly caused a riot. Loud
conversation came from every corner of the room, most of it beyond
her comprehension. “You’re Daglan Arlen’s grandson?” the bartender
demanded.

“Don’t be daft,” someone
else argued, “he’s a girl.”

Daire glanced at her watch,
half expecting to find the second hand running backward. “Anyway,
I’m here to settle things,” she finished, firmly.

“I’ve got the paperwork,” Mike Tully didn’t seem in any
great hurry to move from his spot at the table, “but I’m in the
middle of celebrating my boy’s homecoming. Couldn’t things stand
until tomorrow?”

Daire knew she
couldn’t very well argue him out of his celebration so she nodded.
“But could you at least direct me to a motel for the
night?”

Men looked to one another,
muttering but no one offered a suggestion.

“She means an inn,” the
Anachronism Man said at last.

“Not a motel nor inn for
several miles,” the bartender answered.

“I’ll have Mary set up a bed for you at our place,” Mike
Tully offered. “Go along and tell her I said so.”

Daire didn’t like that idea. She had never liked sharing a
roof with strangers. “I appreciate the offer,” she said without
much appreciation, “but couldn’t I just stay at my grandfather’s –
I mean, my place?” she asked.

“Ah, no,” Mike said
regretfully, “it’s let.”

“Let what?” Daire
asked.

Without meaning to, her
eyes went back to the man at Mike’s side. “It’s rented,” he
explained, and began the mechanics of rising from the
table.

“Rented?” Daire repeated,
and sent her questioning gaze back to Mike Tully. No one had
mentioned anything about this to her and she felt mildly put upon
now. “To whom?”

Anachronism Man was standing now. “To me,” he said,
quietly, holding out his hand, “Padraic Beaghan.”

“How do you do?” She took the hand. Anachronism Man had now
become The Storyteller, for she recognized the name from Mary’s
explanation of her father’s whereabouts. But his dark expression
certainly didn’t live up to the billing. Perhaps the only stories
he was good for were tragedies. “All right, if you’re in my
house-“

“I’ll move my things out to the croft,” he said, his voice
never rising nor dropping. “Well, it’s all right that way,
Michael,” he said over Mr. Tully’s protest. “The roof’s mended now,
and it’ll be a fine night. Now, Miss Arlen, if you like, I can walk
you down there.”

Daire was fuming. Supposedly her ancestors founded this
town and that should give her some right to state an opinion or
make an observation, but no one in this town would let her finish a
single sentence. She might have argued that he needn’t leave the
party, if he’d just give her good directions, but she doubted he’d
let her finish even that. “Thank you,” she said, stiffly. “And I
look forward to seeing you in the morning, Mr. Tully.”

“Mr. Tully!” another patron
hooted as they left. “D’ye hear that?”

Out under the sign, Daire gestured toward the little house
of Mike Tully. “I left my bag there.”

He nodded and pushed the
door open for her.

The look on Mary Tully’s face as they entered told Daire a
great deal about her Anachronistic Storyteller. He was single and
considered the catch of the town. Mary glowed and floated up from
her desk, hands brushing self consciously at her cheeks and hair.
“Good day to you, Padraic,” she gushed.

His response was equally
telling – he had little time for women. “Good day, Mary,” he
murmured, standing back to let Daire run in to get her
things.

As Daire reached the door,
Mary, eager for them to stay even a moment longer, called out, “Did
you find my father, Miss Arlen?”

Daire nodded. “He’ll take
care of everything tomorrow. Thank you.”

Before Mary could arrange any sort of reply, Padraic
Beaghan let the door slam shut and started trudging down the road,
without looking back to see if his new landlord was
following.

Trying to stay beside him, Daire was amazed at how tall he
was. She was little, it was true – barely five foot three – but
this fellow towered over her. She didn’t even make it to his
shoulder. His stride was long and purposeful, and Daire had to
almost run to keep up. “Is it far to Grandfather’s place?” she
asked, feeling some effort at congeniality from her was
due.

His only answer was to take
her bag from her hands and keep walking.

Oh, one of those, Daire thought, her bright green eyes
narrowing. She knew the type; strong, self reliant, his only use
for women was probably in bed. At her father’s brokerage firm in
New York, she had encountered several up and comers like that, and
she had learned to spot them a mile away. She wondered briefly
about the sense of walking a good way from civilization with this
man and spending a night with him on the grounds. She decided to
see if she could discern his intentions with a few discreet
questions. “Your family doesn’t stay with you here, Mr.
Beaghan?”

“Padraic,” he answered,
taking a sudden twist away from the road.

“Very well, Patrick,” she muttered, running after him. “No
family?

“No family.” He kept
walking.

“What do you do up here at my grandfather’s – I mean – my
house?”

“My work,” he answered
curtly and stopped.

And what might that be? Daire wondered, skidding to a stop behind him, hatchet
murdering? They had reached the end of the turn and there was a
vague fork in the dirt; one way meandered off into a stand of
trees, the other seemed to disappear into tall grass. “What’s the
matter?”

He pointed in the direction of the trees which, even in the brightness of
afternoon sunshine seemed dark and dangerous. “Don’t ever go that
way alone,” he said.

Daire was too amazed that
he could put so many words together in one sentence to be curious
about the command, but as they moved on in the other direction, her
curiosity caught up with her. “Why not?”

He stopped again and looked
down at her. It looked for a moment as if he might tell her
something terrible, instead he shrugged. “You might get
lost.”

Daire glanced over her shoulder. What was going on down
that other road? she wondered. Was that where he hid the evidence?
She shuddered, wishing she hadn’t stayed in London to see
Sweeney Todd before coming up to Ireland. “Oh,” she answered. Just
as she turned around again, he stopped, and she cannoned into his
back. “Oomph. Now what?”

He caught her shoulder just before she fell backward, and
held her up with one strong hand. “Your house,” he announced, and
kicked a wooden gate out of the way.

Daire followed him along a path that was nothing more than
a place where the waist high grass and overgrown vines had been
beaten down, wishing she had agreed to stay on a cot in Mary’s
room. She could almost picture the ramshackle one room hut her
grandfather had left for her. But, as they came around a bend in
the path, between a more trees and a small pond, there it was: A
large, stone house, with a moss covered clay roof, leaded window
panes, a towering chimney and a row of flower pots along the window
sills, all filled with bright red geraniums. “Oh, it’s lovely,” she
cried, rushing up to the split wooden door which, unlike Mike
Tully’s, was wide, in good repair and painted a bright, clean
white. There she waited impatiently for him to follow and unlock
the door.

All he did was set her
things down on the stone step. “There you are. I’ll be along in a
bit to get my gear.”

“Wait a minute,” she called
as he went down the steps and around a corner, “aren’t you going to
let me in?”

He scowled at her. “You
need a doorman?”

“No, I need a
key.”

His brow wrinkled up. “Why? It isn’t locked.”

Daire felt a chill go
through her. He expected her to walk into a house that had been
left unattended and unlocked for a good portion of the morning, and
he expected her to do this alone? What kind of man was he,
anyway?

He seemed to interpret her concern, for he wheeled back
toward the house, and stomped up the steps, making a great deal of
noise as he scooped up her bag and pushed the door wide. He sent
his head left and right, and put the bags down before he returned
to the porch. “I forgot you’re from America,” he said in a voice
that was at once irritated and pitying, and stomped down the path
again.

Daire went in, reluctantly, and looked around. The place
was spotless, the stone floors gleamed, the wooden wainscoting and
furniture glowed. The blue delft plates on the sideboard shone and
everything was in order, right down to the logs and kindling
already arranged in the fireplace, just waiting for her match. She
smiled, liking the place despite her determination to resent being
sent to it. One tour of the place, and she would no longer wonder
why Grandfather Arlen had resisted his son’s efforts to bring him
to New York. He had a little Paradise right here.

The kitchen wasn’t as modern as she would have liked, and
she could tell it would be
dark and gloomy after the sun set over those foothills she could
see from the kitchen windows, but it was spacious and well stocked,
so Daire knew she’d get by.

The wide, wooden stairs against the far wall led to two bedrooms, a bath
that was slightly more modern than the kitchen, and a little room
that appeared to have been some sort of study. Daire felt
uncomfortable about invading the larger room, as it was clearly
used by Padraic, but she loved the room next to it. This room had
been her father’s nursery. She found little notches in the
doorframe with pencil marks indicating how he had grown. She
delighted in finding his descriptions of the window seat, and the
view of the pond were accurate, and she recalled how her father had
loved sitting there and reading. She remembered his stories of the
ducks and swans and how he marked the passing of seasons by their
migration. She began to wonder how she could sell this place - this
piece of her history, the birthplace of her own
heritage.
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