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12
LADY ATHLYNE



Miss Joy come down the companion shtairs I sez to meself: 'There's only wan man in Ireland—an that's in all the wurrld—that's good enough for you, me darlin'. An he'll have you for sure or I'm a gandher!"

"Indeed!" said Joy, blushing in spite of herself. "And may I be permitted to know my ultimate destination in the way of matrimony? You won't think me inquisitive or presuming I trust." Her eyes were dancing with the fun of the thing. Mrs. O'Brien laughed heartily; a round, cheery, honest laugh which was infectious:

"Wid all the plisure in life Miss. Shure there's only the wan, an him the finest and beautifullest young man ye iver laid yer pritty eyes on. An him an Earrl, more betoken; wid more miles iv land iv his own then there does be pitaties in me ould father's houldin! Musha, he's the only wan that's at all fit to take yer swate self in his charrge!"

"H'm! Quite condescending of him I am sure. And now what may be his sponsorial and patronymic appellatives?" Mrs. O'Brien at once became grave. To an uneducated person, and more especially an Irish person, an unknown phrase is full of mystery. It makes the listener feel small and disconcerted, touching the personal pride which is so marked a characteristic of all degrees of the Irish race. Joy, with the quick understanding which was not the least of her endowments, saw that she had made a mistake and hastened to set matters right before the chagrin had time to bite deep:

"Forgive me, but that was my fun. What I meant to ask are the name and title of my destined Lord and Master?" The stewardess answered heartily, the ruffle of her face softening into an amiable smile:

"Amn't I tellin' ye miss. Shure there is only the wan!"

"And who may he be?"

"Faix he may be anything. It's a King or a Kazer or an Imperor or a Czaar he'd be if I had the ordherin' iv it.
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