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THE BANKS OF THE BORO.

By Palrick Kennedy.

BOOK {—THE PLACE AND THE PEQPLE.

cHAPTER 1V.—(Continucd.)

¢ After a lapse of what seemed two hours, but
which, T suppose, did ot exceed {wenty minutes,
1 was blessed by the sight cf my darling hasten—
How lovely seemed her flushed face,
how gracefu! her figure, and bow dear was the
grasp of that hand, not pressed for four long
weeks. Our copversation for the ten or fifieen
" mioutes that her mistress and the fates allowed,
consisted of broken sentences, but how much did
it exceed the most eloguent language that ever
fell from the lipsof orator. One thiog, howerer,
"was resolved on ; to live much longer apart was
simply intolerable. So when the next two
months came to an end, Eliza would proceed to
the old town of Gia'gue to wvimt "a youog girl
who was now hving in the same bouse witb ber,

! but was ahout leaving, with whom she had form-
! ed a tender friendship.

¢ It was settled that on a certain day we

- ghould meet at ¢ The Tron Forge,” and proceed

. existed for the time,

together till I should see her safe with lier frtend,
with or near whom she was to live openly as a
Catholic for a twelvemonth ; and then we could
be married without perilling the safety of the
officiating clereyman. So the awful engagement
was made. We could see nothing n the future
but enduring love and fidelity ; and objections
of parents, fear of poverty, disapreewent,all
vanished from the enchanted circle in which we
I speakmg this way of
mutval feeling, I can, of course, only be certain
of my own, but still T am thoroughly confident
that my love 1s truly shared aad returned. As
she could not well proleng her stay without risk
of discovery and blame, we strove to give each
other that courage which neither of us feit, and
at last parted with very heavy hearts.
¢ Ah! how dreary seemed the hemeward road

after the pleasurable excitement of the first half
bour !—that road now rendered more dreary by
the drizzling raia that fell ou me unrelentingly for
fifteen miles. I was soon seaked to the shirt,
and my feet were in an uncomfortable state from
wet and mire.  How I pity a pn maker ora
handicraftsman who has but a mere mechanical
process to occupy bis bands, while his mind 1s ia

sensible to any healthy action of any kind.—
While performing that weary and monotonous
journey, I felt some, but only some of that men

ta! drearvoess, for my mind rested with plessure
at intervals on the late interview, and aaticipated
the happimess of the coming fine lang day, when
we could enjoy each other’s society without fear
"or doubt.

¢Stll the ran beat on my face, and my

powers were dimioishing, and every mile seemed
icreasing in length, I left behind me w sue-
cession, Ennscorthy, which I passed through
after mightfall, the Daphoey, Scobie, the steep
bill of Moneyhore, the furzy valley and mil of
Dranagh, the village of Courtnacuddy, with the
sparkles flashing from the door of Jem Behav’s
forge, tbrough the soft, heavy rawm. Nothing
was now left to overcome but the level strip of
road to Ratbphelim.2nd the remawng short trip ;
and welcome was the light shiniog through our
kitchen window, when I was vear home. [ fear
1 made a very indifferent return to the warm re-
ception given me by my mother and Theresa.—
1 strove to say a mowly of my accustomed
pravers, and got ioto bed at once,leaving my wet
clollles ta the care of the women. A deep
sleep fe!l on me the moment I was at rest, but I
was roused very uowillingly from it in about a
balf an hour to take a shght supper. J got
through the operation half asleep, and wasfagawmn
wrapped 1n forgetfulness, which eadured for nine
hours. Oa awaking I experienced the feeling of
one who finds Limself aroused after a sleep of
three weeks, and feeis that a wide chasm has
separated him 1n tbe mterim from humaa interest.
I was conscious of having passed through a state
of mental anxiety and bodily fatigue, but ali dis-
tinct memory of the incidents of the past day
was fora moment beyond my grasp. By de-
grees consciousness returned, and mith it a deep
feeling of depression.’

CHAATER V,—A SOCIAL EVENING MEAL.

'We were now upon Castleboro bridge, look
g down upon the troubled and rocky course of
the #iver, the fir-covered hill, down which we
bad come, benz on our right, and on the other
. mide of the stream the mill and comfortable dwell-
" ing house of Mr. Grabam, steward of: the estate.
"Quoe road here went westwards, parallel te the
"Boro (a young wood lying oo the slope between
.road apd river) till it jomed the Bunclody and
- Ross. high road.  On the other side of the bridge
:the:iyay stretched. eastwards through Courtna-

cuddy to Eopiseorthy. A landscape painter bad

~ the materisls of & good picture here if he took

lis stand a field or so up from the bridge, with
his forearound of inch and stream and browsing
cattle, light warm mass of stone apd earthy bank
n and about the bridge, and tLe tawney scarped
cutting, where the grove towers above the road,
retieved by the dark green and brown of the firs,
and these again =0 well confrasted with the
snffer looking foliage of the ash-trees om the
mill-side of the river, :

Here [ would have parted from my (riends,

but Bryan ipsisted on Edward and myself spend-
ing the evenlag at his father’s; and Charles
Redmond, just then passing homewards to Court-
nacuddy, was ‘obliged to be mv companion, a
young boy who accompanted him undertakicg to
satisfy our pareots as to our whereabouts.
We accordingly proceeded to Bryan’s, the
coversation becoming genmeral. And now the
considerate reader is called on to excuse any
fortber map.making on this oceasion for some-
thing lke the reason given in a song composed
by one of the Cloughbawa students. Allading
to the abode of the heroine, be thus concluded
his lay ;=

tIt ia not my iotention her honored name to men-
tion,

For fear mauy suitors might come

To supplicate her faror, and view ber habitation,

Like Penelope, both marcing and noon.

From the top of Mount Leinster her mansion you
might gee,

Between the river Boro and the lofty bill of Brie;

Were If to gain her favor, from all trouble I'd be
ree,

And expire in yon valley so gresa’

My old schoolfellow has nearly strained his
poetic license in this instance to the very point
of tearing. From the relative positions ol the
mountamn and plan, I would defy even a poet,
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unless sided by a a special good telescope, to dis-
corver the lady’s abede. There would be snme
shadow of probability it he had subshtuted Brie
itse!f, or Raheenahoun, or Vinegar-hill, or Coal-
iab, or even Blackstairs, but then the poetry
would suffer, So let my friend obtain indulg-
ence ; he did oot wtead to 1astruct little boys
and girlsin geography.

I will only add that the farm steading was of
the vsual country fashion. Buwlt on aslepe, a
browling stream ran below, and a bushy hill rose
on the npposite side. A snug little orchard and
cabhage garden and haggard lay at rere of the
dwelling, the barn, the cow house, and stable,
which inclosed three sides of the spacious lawn
—the fouth being bounded by a low wall, with
a gate in the centre.

Ia the circle of my country acquaintance, Mr

Roche, semior, was the gentlest, the most
equable, and the most really pions character I
had ever the good fortune to know, He bore
but a very moderate share in the evening con-
versatign round his hearth, beiog often ahsorbed
in meotal prayer. Hiws face was the index of
the calm and peaceable soul within. I bave
never been able to imagine how he and his ro—
bust, stordy, well-looking wife, came to put their
necks under the same yoke. [t may, however,
be supposed that vouth, and the patural wish to
please, and the incvitable ignorance of wiles and
ways of the other sex, from whieh young cour—
tiers suffer, hud some influence in the marter.—
We knew them not till several years after mar-
riage, when character aod manner had assumed
a crnfirmed form and direction..
T'ne house was furnished with what would be
called 10 town« the first floor, or allic, there be-
ing but one such flat over the good level. clay
floor ; but in our little world it was ¢ the loft,’
It was approached by a flight of stairs o the
corner of the Intchen, and the recess
under the same stairs was found very con-
venient for the stowing of pots, keelers, and
other ulensils,

We were usbered 1nto the parlor on our arrival,
and weleomed by the hearty and hospitable mis-
tress, and found assembled Mr. Roche senior,
the juniors of the two famlies, and Mrs, O’Brirn
and Theresa, to whkom our stout-built school
fellow was so tenderly attached. Edwad, and
Charley, and myself were hopeful of his affection
bemng returned ; but the lady was of reserved
bubrts, and though we were certain of her firm-
ness and constancy to any resolution once made.
we were alse aware of her caution 1o forming
such resolution. :

I would be glad tn give mv readers a hively
picture of her as she then appeared to me, with
the serious character of her sweet features en.
livened by the sight of her true-hearted lover :
but it 18 now many years swce [ saw her, and
the tints and cutlines of her counterance have
become dun on the tablet of my memory. I cap
only present her as having her abundant dark
brown hair tied at the back of her graceful head
in the mode of aotique Greek statues aud Irish
country girla; ber forehead smooth and rouni;
her eyebrows and eyelashes dark and . finely
formed ; ber eyes large, and with a serions and
tender expression ;. her. cheeks with oval con-
tour and shght tinge of color; nnse straight ;

mouth and chin such as you, my yousg {riend

would wish to see gracing your belbrothed, veice
low, demeanor geptle and reserved, and drese,
that of the farmers’ daughters of our province.

{ have been looking out for some time for 2
face amang my Dublin acquaintance that might
enable me to put some living touches to this pic-
ture, but bave pot succeeded. I bave alew ex
amined some poriraits, and lost my labor.——
Coming lately through Westmozeland street. I
stnoped to look at the ¢ Nvmph of the Ocean
Wave,! ¢ The Wild Wood-rase,’ * The Hourie
of the Harvest Home,” and other delicately fea-
tured beauties gracing the fronts of music pieces ;
but felt assured thal these well colored sketches
bore no resemblance to any individual beauty
that ever breathed. So I console myself with
this reflection, that were 1 to paint Theresa’s
countenance 1o words, with the most patient ex
actness, neither Smith, Hayes, Lover, Rothwell,
nor Burton would depict her likeness on canvase,
ivory, or paper from my labored and futile ef-
forts, Some years since, indeed, T saw in the
Hibernian Academy a nameless portrait by Cat-
terson Smith; I wish | was the owner of it. |
would get it engraved for a frontispiece to this
book, and omit my washy verbal Iikeress. There
was the same combination ol sweet features, and
the mild and almost melancholy expression of tae
whole countenance ; but Toeresa’s face was not
always sedate, and was seldem melaccholy. O.
occasions when some well meant effart of Dryan
to give her pleasure, produced only a ridiculous
result or when some piece of waggery was ex—
ecuted by Redmond, how silvery was the laugh,
or how sweet the smile dunpling over the lovely
features, just like the ripple on clear waters.—
My own priva‘e opinion, which I will not enforce
on my geatle readers, in this matter is, that when
voice and countepance correspond, the laugh of
a beautiful woman 15 the sweetest music mn the
world.

T felt certaio of my friend’s good fartane 1f
(as 1 boped) her heart was interested in his
favor. I was aware of her good qualities as
daughter and sister, of her uoassuming manaers,
true piety, and goodness of heart; and was
ready to guess at ber constancy and depth of
affection where 1t would be bestowed, and her
power of enduring the ordinary trials of hife with
patience and submission. The greeling between
my7 big school mate and Mre, O'Brien was very
cordial ; bul he approached Theresa with diffi-
dence, and the ordinary salutation and shaking
of bands was accomphshed with some awkward-
ness on both sides, 1 the proportion of four parts
to the geotleman’s account, and ooe to t(he
lady’s,

Though it was harvest time.there was a fire 10
the grate, as the season was partially wet, and as
the room was not in daily vse, and the foor was
clay. A heavy, round oak table occupied the
middle of the parlor, and it was soon charged
with plates heaped with fresh, bot wheat cakes
split mn the middle, and the iosides well provision-
ed with butter, There was no opportunity for
that dreadful state of weariness in which, as T
have read in novels, great people are enveloped
during the short period that precedes dinoer, for
Mre. Roche and her maid were occupied in fit-
ting out the tea table; Mrs, O'Brien was lend-
ing a belping hand : Theresa was requested to
preside over the tea pot, and Bryan and Edward
were quite ready for the cffice ot hauding round
the plates and tea-cups. Ab, what a shock
some grand ladies would receive could they but
tfet 1nto their delicate imaginations’ the quantity
ol cream aad sugar that was censumed.

Now, as all of ovr company were better used
to good stirabout, and potstoes end mlk, tor
their ordivary daly fare, they enjoyed the pre-
sent festival as much as a Dublin citizen does s
occastonal roast wild-fowl, real turtle soug, and
champagne ; or as fice ladies and gentlemen do
a breakfast at an open-air party, with their ad-
wirers by their mdes.  1f any subject of discourse
was started, or story bagun to be told, there was
no end to the interruptions, ansing from cordial
pressing on the one side, and modest excuses on
the other, or exhortaticns to the young men to
be more alive to their duties --exhortations very
needless, indeed, as far as Bryao was concersed.

Mr. Roche, senior, having koown H. W.%5
relatives of Coolcul, with whom be abode while
he and his two comrades were practisiog ¢ book-
keeping’ and ¢ prison bars’ in Shanowel, was
esquiring about themselves and their affairs, and
mformation was g'ven about them in a very frag-
mentary style, somewhat 1 this fashion.

CHAPTER V.—A UNITED FAMILY.

H. W.—So the two brothers Murphy were
married to my father’s first cousmns ,Peggy and
Polly K., and all lived together in the old manor
house at Coolcul, as you go from Taghmon to
Goff’s Bridge, In process of ime—

Mrs, Roche —1 (hiok it is time for. the tea to
he drawn. Bryan, will you lay the tea-pot be-
fore Theresa, and fill it, and don’t spill any of
the boiling water on her gown or your own shoes
1t you can help it. : o

Bryan runs iz a Huster to exzcute the wel.
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any one,

H. W. — An increase coming in the two
familtes, and the laborers aud servants being
many, they bult up a partition, and pretended to
live apart. Ahb, what a loving pair of families
they were. Things were not at the worst til
the marriages of the grown up children, for then

they bad to remove, one to the south fence of
the orchard, the other 1o the west end of the
great bawn. Naow, one of the brides bewg from
the barony of Forth, and a thrifty dame
by right of Barony she was, and the very
reverse of her new connections n disposi-
tion. She did ot at all understand bow
her husband could coolly walk into the * big house’
after his day’s work and dawdle there for an
kour, while herself and ber two little children
seemed clean acd clear forgotten, Often and
often had she to send across the orchard for
Denis when ber patience was too tar tned.

Mrs. R.—How often have I to ask you, Ed-
ward, tu make yourself at home, and take your
tea and cake as f you were welcome 7

Edward (in a reverie). — "Deed, ma’am, T was
just then thinking of Scollagh Gap—(recollect
ing himself)—1 mean I was thwuking of an old
bospitable Duffrey woman. When the potatoes
were putting down to boil, she would always cry
out, * put more in the pot; majbe some one is
comiog down Scollagh this minute as hungry as
a hunter.” This was preteoce ; the reader witl
koow 1a due course the tram of ideas that had
conveyed him to that loeahty.

H. W.—Often would Peggy say, ¢ Oh dear,
was there ever such a man! lInsiead of bewg
glad to get home o his wife aud children after
bis day’s ploughing, off he makes to s mother,
and brothers, and cousins, that be ought to be
tired of long since, I'm sure.” All was useless ;
tbe evenmng patherings went on as usual, till after
veveral threatenicgs, she really left the house at
last, and went home to her motker’s vowiog she
would never return, unless Denis reformed s
sauntering habits, and pgave his own {amily more
of bis company. What was her vexation nex
evenng, wten driven back by the strong feelngs
of wife and mother, to find Dems pleasactly
rocking one child that bad been lately weaned,
aod singiog ¢ Tte Colleen Bawn’ to the other,
who waas sitting on his knee, and nestling n his
bosem ; especially as he exhibited aeither plea
sure oor displeasure at the return of his life’s
partner. ¢ Ab, you uoteeling man! said she,
with tears comiog down fast, ‘you hado’t even
the good-pature to your children to follow we
and bring me back to them.’ ¢By the life,
Peggy,’ saud he, ¢I was getting quite camlort
ably icto the kaack of bouse keeping. T think
if you bad staid for a day or two more you might
have kept away altogether. Sbe had thought
that she was badly off before, but this coinpleted
the measure of ber wroogs. She had a terrible
struggle with her resentful feelizgs, but love for
husband and children prevailed ; and she after-
wards quietly submitted to her fate. Well, it
was oot a fot to be despised after all. Denis
never said a cross word, nor did an actual un-
kindness to ber ; he was tnzttentive oz accasions,
that’s all, but he always valued her good-natured
and thrifty qualittes. If she had estered more
into the circle of family affections, and endea-
vored to take an interest in their traditions, he
would have valued her much more.

Mcs. Roche. —What a poor creature your
Mrs. Peggy was! if I had been in her place for
one week without teaching Mr. Denis s duty
to his wedded wife, I'd never ask to show my
face at fair or market while I lived /

Some of the company here took a passing
glance at the lady’s helpmate, hut the unruffled
face showed that his feelings bad received no
shock., [odeed, while he left his mistress full
rule over her own department, and a littie be-
yond it, there were poits on which his word was
law ; and if a case of morality or religion was in
guestion he was firm as a tower.

‘I'heresa— Bryan, will you please to band over
your father’s tea cup?

Mr. Roche—TFirst tell me how many I have
taken ; I forgat te count them. ¢Two small
ones only.” Oh, in that case you may give me
another. While Harry was telling us of my old
friends the Murphys, I was reflecling how we
ought, in our transactions, to take our neighbor’s
feelings and interest into accouat as well as our
own,

Margaret Roche (a cinid of ten)—Ob! I
wish the wheat would be malty every year; how
sweet it makes the bread taste.

Edward—I can sympathise with you, Peggy.
I remember when Bryan and myself werc look—
ing out for your grandfzther’s death, to have the
glory, pleasure, and excitement of a wake.

Mrs. O'Brien—That reminds me of poor Shan
Ragireen, that is ¢ taken very bad,” and lying ut
Pedher Mor’s ; he can’t hold out long. I'li en-
gage there are some notes and guineas quilted in
bis - old - clothes, whoever has -the. comaje to
{h. ndle thm after bis death] 573 '

|

come drder, and, by good fortune, does not scald | Redmond— Shan was eating hm breskfast i

I
T

Fatber Roger’s kitchen in Tomanearly one morn-
ing, while the Priest was readiog his office by
the aid of his spectacles at a httle table. ¢ Ah,
then, Sir, honey,’ said Shan, ¢ what is the use of
them glasses 7 ¢ Don’t you know well erough,
Shan, that they make the letters look big 27—
¢ Musha, then, maybe you'd lend them to a body
if your Reverence pleases.” ©And what could
you do with them, Shao, if I did?* ¢ Ab, thea,

sir, wouldn’t L make these pyaties look as big

as I could, for they’re mortiai small as1t is’ So

the poor priest was defeated, and something more

acceptable to Shen than the small potatoes, was

ordered for his repast,

Mr. Roche—Poor Shan ! he has suffered as
much Irom cold, and heoger, and trouble to put
by this hoard, as saints and martyrs fo secure
their salvation ; and now, unless for God’s mep~
cy, bis dying thoughts will ve nccupied with this
useless dirt, and none can be spared for the
safety of his poor soul. May be avail himse!f of
God’s goodness, which never deserts us to the
latest moment of our lives ; and may we alf learn
to value worldly things at their proper warth.

The attention of the simple, Jevout maq now
seemed for about balf a micute as abstracted
from the company and the conversation, as if he
was completely aloge ; for owing to the constant
exercise of mental prayer, 1t was a matter of the
most ordinary occurrence with him to have some
passage in the hfe of our Saviour, or s vision of
heaven, or death, our judgment, so present to his
imagination, as to render him ipsensible to the
presence of the surrounding persons or objects.

CHAPTER VI—MASTERS AND WORKMEN.
Redmond~1 suppose that if a part of schoot

business lay m the education of our consciences,
there would be fewer injuries done, and more in-
dulgence shown to other people’s feelings, —
Mrs. O'Brien, if 1 only knew where Sleeveen,
your cottier man. and lus friends, Murtheen Corl
aod Shemus Fadh, went to school n their
youth, 1’d take care not to send my own chil-
dren (when I happen to haveany) to their school-
master’s son. Ab,if you had baen in the big
kitchen al the caslle, one cold day last winter,
when the three were called 1 to clear out the
ash pit!  Tley were so delighted with the ease
of the task and the agreeable warmth of the
place, and the opportunity of talking to the ser-
vants a8 they passed to and fro, that I am sure
the owner of the castle was not hall so happy
for the tme. When a shovelful of the dry ashes
was to be raised, they first took a lazy hold of
the shavel, and thea sloped 1n after a due pause
to a proper angle with the floor, and rested it on
the edge of the pit. A vigorous push next sunk
the blade balf way in the dry beap,and the
operator took a glance round the many-sided
room,‘and indulged in some sly jest, or pad a
compliment to pretty Biddy Foran.

% Recalled to the businets on hands, the shov:l
at the next stage was driven home, and after
some ingenious manceuvres, was at last teaps.
ferred full of ashes 10 the basket. Ab, the
tnieves! D’ll never forget the office they forced
on me last winter, and the way I got, or proper-
ly speaking, was pulled out of it. Mr. Larkin
gave me 1o charge to seftle the bouadary walkin
the old castle lawn, the work being near the Co-
laght road, and in full view of the castle, looktog
aeross the lake. The three heroes I was speak-
mg of were placed under my command, after
they had stuffed themselves with the finest black
potatoes, roasted at the big fire in the old gar-
den, and the best of new milk which they had
cajoled out of the dairy girls. Well, the gravel
was there 1 heaps, and the implements ready,
and I requested the three old boys to commence
like Trojans. ¢ Talk s cheap, my fine fellow?
says Sleeveen. ¢ How could any one preserve
his health it he went to work so soon after his
meals? If them thoughtless girls had even put
put some water into that fat milk they gave us
we'd be the lighter for business, but it can’t ber
helped now ; and if we were to go labor bard
we’d maybe get a fit of sickness, and not be able
to do our duty te ¢ the master’ for many a long
day ! long Iife to him!  You peed not laok so
contaokerous, yon httle jackanapes. If you
know when you are well get up in that tree
where you’ll bave a full view of the castle.—:
You’ll see when the old "gentleman gets on the
pooy to go fus morniog rounds, and then you may
waken usup. Be the laws,if you don’t make
more haste we’ll give you a cobbing, and I think . -
you koow how pleasant that 1s,’ S

Mrs. Roche—Pray, Charley, how do they
cob an offender ? _ L

Charley—They draw the trousers very tight
round the tinek part of the thigh, and then slap
the swelled muscles with all their force. :Mrs.
Roche, your crms aze none of the puniest. :|The
lady appealed to extibited part of a. well rounded
white-aray, which fully bore out' Charley’senco- -
miwum. | [t Bryan everitakes it mto his -bead to =~ -
despise any neighbour’s child that. you .knowto
he good enoughi for hi, and offer to goa court-
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