
What is Huadiao wine

 There were the others.  The men and women not in the lime-light.

 The lone, scattered men and women who saw no flag but Pity’s

ragged skirt; who heard no drum but the world’s low cry of pain;

who fought with feeble hands against the wrong around them;

who with aching heart and troubled eyes laboured to make kinder

the little space about them.  The great army of the nameless

reformers uncheered, unparagraphed, unhonoured.  The

unknown sowers of the seed.  Would the reapers of the harvest

remember them?Those were dreary days at Loughlinter. There

was fishing — if Phineas chose to fish; and he was told that he

could shoot a deer if he was minded to go out alone. But it

seemed as though it were the intention of the host that his guests

should spend their time profitably. Mr Kennedy himself was shut

up with books and papers all the morning, and always took up a

book after dinner. The Earl also would read a little — and then

would sleep a good deal. Old Mrs Kennedy slept also, and Lady

Laura looked as though she would like to sleep if it were not that

her husband’s eye was upon her. As it was, she administered

tea, Mr Kennedy not liking the practice of having it handed round

by a servant when none were there but members of the family

circle, and she read novels. Phineas got hold of a stiff bit of

reading for himself, and tried to utilise his time. He took Alison in

hand, and worked his way gallantly through a couple of volumes.

But even he, more than once or twice, found himself on the very



verge of slumber. Then he would wake up and try to think about

things. Why was he, Phineas Finn, an Irishman from Killaloe,

living in that great house of Loughlinter as though he were one of

the family, striving to kill the hours, and feeling that he was in

some way subject to the dominion of his host? Would it not be

better for him to get up and go away? In his heart of hearts he did

not like Mr Kennedy, though he believed him to be a good man.

And of what service to him was it to like Lady Laura, now that

Lady Laura was a possession in the hands of Mr Kennedy? Then

he would tell himself that he owed his position in the world

entirely to Lady Laura, and that he was ungrateful to feel himself

ever dull in her society. And, moreover, there was something to

be done in the world beyond making love and being merry. Mr

Kennedy could occupy himself with a blue book for hours

together without wincing. So Phineas went to work again with his

Alison, and read away till he nodded.Again he looked at her with

that odd, inquisitive expression.  “She never got over it?” he

asked.And she had promised him.  He needed her.  The words

she had spoken to Madge, not dreaming then of their swift

application.  They came back to her.  “God has called me.  He

girded His sword upon me.”  What right had she to leave it

rusting in its scabbard, turning aside from the pathway pointed

out to her because of one weak, useless life, crouching in her

way.  It was not as if she were being asked to do evil herself that

good might come.  The decision had been taken out of her hands.

 All she had to do was to remain quiescent, not interfering,



awaiting her orders.  Her business was with her own part, not

with another’s.  To be willing to sacrifice oneself: that was at the

root of all service.  Sometimes it was one’s own duty, sometimes

that of another.  Must one never go forward because another

steps out of one’s way, voluntarily?  Besides, she might have

been mistaken.  That picture, ever before her, of the woman

pausing with the brush above her tongue—that little stilled gasp! 

It may have been but a phantasm, born of her own fevered

imagination.  She clung to that, desperately.We climbed the crater-

walls, put the horses over impossible places, rolled stones, and

shot wild goats.  I did not get any goats.  I was too busy rolling

stones.  One spot in particular I remember, where we started a

stone the size of a horse.  It began the descent easy enough,

rolling over, wobbling, and threatening to stop; but in a few

minutes it was soaring through the air two hundred feet at a

jump.  It grew rapidly smaller until it struck a slight slope of

volcanic sand, over which it darted like a startled jackrabbit,

kicking up behind it a tiny trail of yellow dust.  Stone and dust

diminished in size, until some of the party said the stone had

stopped.  That was because they could not see it any longer.  It

had vanished into the distance beyond their ken.  Others saw it

rolling farther on—I know I did; and it is my firm conviction that

that stone is still rolling. “My wish is that my husband — should I

ever have one — should work, not exactly as a coal-heaver.”
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