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BOOK III.
CHAPTER 11l. KILCLARE.

Kilclare is, or was a. the time of my story, onc
of the pretticstand pleasantest towns in the south
of Ireland, The river Clare flows past it, and
falls into the sca a few miles belcw the town,
But though so near the cnd of its course, it has
noue of that dreary and wide.spread desolation
which often attends the last few miles of a river's
journcy to the great deep. It runs through a
wide channel between bigh rocky banks, at a
short distance before reaching Kilclare: and these
rocks are mottled with patches of bright green
turf, anddecked witha Juxuriant variety of creep-
ing plants, with here and there a wll tree of
some hardy specics clasping its roots into the
crevices of the stone, and bonding down towards
the water’s edge like sorae wild creature stretch-
ing its graceful neck to drink. A mile or so
above the town the river is spanned by a long
wooden bridgeapproached ateach end by a sharp
declivity. Un a sudden hill—little more, in
fact, than a high knoll—on the opposite side of
the Clare to the town, stands the ruia of a feudal
castle, with its tall solitary round tower relieved
against the sky, liko some lone sentinel who has
climbed to that vantage ground to keep watch
and ward over the city.

Beautiful riser Clare! I know few scenes
more lovely than that which is beheld by one
standing on your old wouden bridge and gazing
up-strexm at your winding conrse.  Most beau-
tiful it is, on & fine summer cvening, when tho
daylight, flushed with slumber, shuts its eyes in
tbe west, 1 the first star comes out into the
pale green sky, and trembles with its pure lustre
upon the hoary brow of the old ruined tower.
The water washes with a sleepy inarticulate
babble against tho pebbly beach ; the bats begin
their rapid clfin flight, and brush so near that
ono can sec their weird faces and bead-like eyes
as they wheel past; and the fragrant breath of
s turf fire curls slowly vpward into the still
tiwilight heavens.

“Beautifal river Clare! My benison be upon
thee in thy dark green depths and in thy spark-
ling shallows ; whether tby waters flow all mol-
ten gold beneath the noonday sun, or tremble
onward in the moonlight, like a silver banner,
barred with sable shadows; or lic dreaming in
some glill pool with one beloved star upon their
glassy bosom. Ay benison be upon thee, lovely
Clare, for all the giad abuadance of thy beauty,
and for the images of those dear days that, with
the cyes.of fond remembrance, 1 sco reflected in
thy tranquil face!

‘Altbough Mabel Earnshaw had no such recol-
lections to cndeartho scenc to her, she neverthie-
1ess perceived it to be very fair when she fiest
caught a glimpse of it ou approaching Kilclare.
The mail coach from Baliyhacket—at which
point, in those days, the line of milway from
Dublin terminnted — camo spinning down the
stecp bill, swung round the sharp cornes at the
base of the old castle, and rattled over the long
wooden bridge at a reckless pace, that made the
crazy planks atsrt and clatter under the borsed’
hoofs. Then came about two miles of level
rosd, leading past some scattered conntry houses
of rather dilapidated aspect, and ono lodge gato
through which a fine avenuve might bo seen;
then, 8 far~ cottages of the humbler sort; then,
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point where the strect suddenly narrowed very
much, the driver pulled up his smoking team be-

their journey's end.

of the coach, and Jack scrambled down from
the outsice. “ Here we are, Mabel!” said he,
gaily. ¢ Ratfier & closeish shave coming round
that corner before the bridge, wasa't it 7 I hope
you were not very mnch frightened. Give me
your shawl and bag, mother. That's it. Halloa!
There's Biddy, bless her old heart. How are
you, Biddy ? llere's my mother and the young
lady.”

A clean apple-faced old woman in a great
mob cap came up to Mrs. Walton with abun-
dance of smiles and curtseys, and bade her
heartily welcome to the “ould town” again.
“J've got everything ready for yez,” said she;
# ye'd betther step across at oncet, me'am, and
Teddy and one of the boys 'ull whip over the
hoxes. Don't be standing here in the sthreet,
ma'am dear, and both of yez tired and hungry.
Sure the things ‘ull be all right enough. This
way, miss, 'tis just across the sthreet there.” The
old woman tovk Mabel's travelling bag from hee
arm, in spite of the latter’s remonstrances, and
trotted on before them with wonderful briskness.

¢ That is our landlady,” Aunt Mary explamed
to Mabel, * Mrs, Bridget Bonny, the best old soul
in the world. I've lodged in her housc threce
seasons. That is the place, over the shoemaker's
shop, and that cheerful bow-window belongs to
our sitting-room. It isn’t grand, Mabel, but its
very comfortable, and exquisitely clean.”

Mrs. Bonny entered the bouse by a narrow
door at the sido of the shop, which she always
proudly spoke of as the ® private entrance,”
though, as it was exceedingly straight and in-
convenent, visitors after on¢ or twvo trials usu-
«lly abandoned that mode of ingress, and walked
humbly and comfortably through the shop. Ma-
bel and Mrs. Walton followed her up-stairs into
the front sitting-room with the bow-window.
It was a very checrful room, looking into the
main street of the town; its furniture was cov-
ered with a gay-patterned chintz , and the car-
pet, if not very rich in quality, was adorned with
a lavish variety of colours. Eversthing was
bright, neat, and admirably clean. At ono end
of the table, covered with a snowy cloth, tea-
things were set forth.

« I thought, maybe, yc'd loike a cup of tay as
well as anything, after yer journey”, said Biddy.
# An I've got a roast fowl for yez, and a rasher
of bacon. IUH be_ all ready in half a jiffy,
ma’'am.  Sit downa on the sophy and rest.  Sure
1Us haif dead they must be, the craythurs!”?

Although by no means in so exhausted a state
as old Biddy appeared to suppose, the travellers
were yet sufficiently fatigaed and hungry to
enjoy sitting corafortably in a less crnmped pos-
ture than bad been possible in the coach, and to
to be prepared to do justice to the excellent
meal which was presently set before them,

¢ What & dear old creature Mrs. Bonny i3'"
said Mabel, when they were all scated at table.

4 3rs who?” cried Jack, looking up from
the plateful of broiled bacon which he was dis-
cussing with infinite relish.

¢ Mrs. Bonny, the landlady ¥

« Qb, Biddy! I never heard any human be-
ing call her by her busband's name before.  And
I got a confased idea in my mind that old Bonny
must suddenly have committed bigamy ¥

“Jack,” said his mother,  you're a gander.
But Mabel's quite right. Biddy is a pearl of
price. I don't know a better, honester, harder~

working woman than Biddy Bonny.”

|
fore the door of o large inn, and they; were at | son when she married him.

Then Aunt Mary went on to explain some-

Ol Jue Bunny was lier secund  Lusband
Her first husbund had been a widower with one
This son, Teddy
Molloy, was a shoemaker by trade, aud rented

Mabel und her aunt alighted from the interior l the shop in which ke worked, of his step-mother;

himself and his young wife inhabiting a separate
dwelling-house, Joe Bonny was an English-
man, and though an old man nearer to cighty
than to seventy ycars of age, had only given up
his work during the 18st five years.

« And a mce time Biddy has of it with him,”
observed Jack. ¢ He is the crusticst old file!l
He was a navigator. Not Captain Cook, you
know, but a ¢pickaxe and & spade—a spade,
and that kind of thing. I believe that he hasu’t
two consccutive inches of unbroken bone in his
body. He has factured both his arms, both his
legs, all his nbs, and cracked lus skull and col-
lar-bone in several places, And as to his hand !
Well, as well as I can remember, he has at the
present moment only two fingers and Lalf a
thumb in working order.”

i Oh, Jack ?”

« Upon my word 1 am stating very nearly the
literal fact. He was becn broken and mended
again, in every possible and impossible place;
but he don't secem much the worse for it as re-
gards lus general constitution. Only, he finds
tune bang heasy on his bhands, so he sits and
smokes in the chimaey-corner gnd consoles
himself by growling at Biddy, and abusing the
Frish.” . .

¢ \What a dreadful old man!” cried Mabel,
laughing in spite of herself,

« Well, bo has his good points oo, has old
Joe. He is thoroughly honest, aud has a kind
of bull-dog fidelity about him. ButImustbe off
to the theatre, and sce what's going on therc.
They open on Monday, and I dare say there
will be lots of things to touch up in the
scenery. Any cowmands, mother?” R

# Give my kind remcmbrances to Mr, Moffat
if you sec bim, and ask what the Call js for
Saturday, and scc that some arrangement is
made for Mabel to dress in the same room with
me, and come back timo cnough to post a letter
that I'm going to write to father before tho
evening mail is made up. That’s all, Jack.”

«1'll pot fail, mother. And Mabel, if you
waant assistance in uncording or uapacking, or
any wmatter in which a fair amount of brute
force is desirable, unadulterated by any intel-
lectual clement, I shall be happy to put myself
at your service.”

# Thank you, Jack; but I am in no nced of 2
Calibag, and I think that's about what you have
made yourself out to be.”

So Jack, making the house ring with a peal
of boyish laughter, raa dowa-stairs and betook
himself to the theatre.

Mrs. Walton's first care was to write a few
lines to her husband, which would be read to
him by Janct; and tben she and Mabel pro-
cceded to busy themselves in unpacking and
laying out their stage dresses, chatting all the
time. For, as Mabel was to occupy a small room
opening out of her aunt's bedehamber, by leav-
ing the door of communication open, they were
able to talk together uninterruptedly.

The wardrobes of Mrs. Walton and her
nicco were neither extensive nor splendid but
allowing for the necessary amount of paste and
tinsel—for these stage queens wear a good deal
of mock jewelery : unlike the real reigniog
queens of society, who never by any chanco
wear anytbing false, and who_are well kaowh
to abhor shams in every department—thoy
wero good and picturesque, and made with ex-
quisite neatness, Jack's artistic aid was often



