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THE BANKS OF THE BORO.

By Palrick Kennedy.

BOOK I—THE PLACE AND THE PEOPLE.

AHAPTER I— CHOUGHBAWN AND ITS SCHOOL

It was a fine autuman morning, 1817 or 1818,
as a couple of school fellows and myself were
descending the steep way that leads from the
village of Courtnacuddy down to the bridge of
Ocb-na-Gonpal, and thence up the shady road to
the cross ot Colaght. How gladly would [ look
again o the view we had then before us unuo-
ticed and unregarded! On the river banks, be—
yond tire bridge, rose lofty oaks, ash, and elm
trees, with the sunbeams streamwng threugh the
folage on the rich meadows and the surface of
the river ; above these lay the spacious garden
and 1vy-covered ruins of the old castle, and on
the high grove-girt lawn to the right stood the
modern bouse of Castleboro.  Straight before
us on the castle side of the shady road beyoud
the bridge, was the lirge park or field called
Glanmun, and to the left spread thorn-tenced
meadows, stretching away to the dehghtful old
farm-house of Mr. Dick Greene, oue of our
strong gentlemen—farmers.  On the severest
winter morning the sight of that sunny road,
sheltered by 1ts skirting fir belt, would give us a
feeling of comfort as we came down towards the
bridge, running at a brisk pace to keep ourselves
warm. .

Still to the west beyond, and to the right of
the castle, lay the towanlands of Rathmure, Ceol-
bawn, and Forrestalstown : and oa the horizon
stretched the White Mountain ridge and the
eminence of Cahir Rua’s Den, and on the ex
treme right rose the lofty rugged mass of Blsck-
stairs.

At the upper or western end of this sunoy
road it meets the Colaght one, which runs south
and north through Lord Carew’s demesne, with
trees as thick as they can grow on each side.—
We take the left or southern branch, and leaving
on our left hand Mr. Dick Greene’s orchard and
{he rustic avenne leading Jown to his house, and
on our right Mr. Watt Greene’s large slated
house and orchard, we cross the braok of Cool.
bawn and climh the little eminence to the school ;
we have been jained by the youngest of Mr.
Greene’s family at his gate, dear little Becky,
and Richard, and Martha.

In former years our hours of instruction were
spent 1n the chapel, up the shady lane on the left.
The school was a throngly-cttended one—the
pupils varging in age from six to twenty years.
Instances of immodest speech or action were
very rare, the master bewng absent or present :
and during my sojourn there for years there was
no box'ng to my knewledge; yet I never think
of our daily use of the chapel for a school with-
out a fexling of annnyance. So, though I often
feit elated when delivering the speech of Brutus
or that of Anthony from the altar-steps, and re-
collect many happy days spent wn te gallery, or
on the shaded grassy terraces of its yard, I turn
with wore pleasure to the secular building which
fitted our profane and worldly studies much bet -
ter.

We are among the first comers, and imme-
diately begin to rehearse. By aod by, Mr.
O'Neil eoters, gives us a cordial good moring,
proceeds to bear off the lessons got out of the
school, and the Misses Greene repeat their
French dialogues.

Some dozen of ue, from lourteen to eighteen
years of age, retire to an outhouse (its floar
covered with straw) to rehearse our Latin les-
sons studied on the previous evening, We have
no moaitor, but my dear old fellow student, John
D., with whose family the Liatin usher lodges, 1s
supposed to be able ¢ to keep the beam of bat-
tle straight’ amongst us. We get through some
fifty or eighty lines of Cesar, aod Sallust, and
Virgil ; and when we judge the work efficiently
doue, we refresh our minds and bodies in this
fashion. Every boy bas .in his pocket a square,
that 1s a quarter of a circle of griddle cake ; and
any one that chonses commences the game by
flingiug up a piece of bus cake ; and then a lively
scramble takes place amoog the straw to seize
the coveted morsel. Once the piece is secured,
the lucky finder, mtting on his heels, eals it with
much gravity. No.2 flings up bis portion, and
tbe scrutiny is remewed ; clothes, bands, bats,
and faces are treated with little ceremony, and
by the time that the last pupil has prejected his
portion 1n the air, our faces are flushed, clothes
and heir laced with straw, and bones sore, yet
thiough all ‘this severe. horse-play not one angry
word has been spoken. ,

There was smongst us a yourg giant, whom
- nature had evidently cut out, mind and body, for
a farmer ; but who was doomed for priesthood
by the family decree, 'We called him ¢ Hoofs,’
from lus enjoying a hberal prowision of these ap-
pendages, and we occasionally suffered both from
his hools and bis horns,  After his parents had

Jost manv years striving to counteract {be mten-
tions of Providence, he shaped out his own pro
per course by marrying a neighbor’s daughter,
and turned out a gond farmer, instead of becom-
ing an ill-conditioned elergyman. [t was inter
esting to sce the priestly vocation marked from
an early age 1n one or two others; I never think
of one dear fellow pupil, without brinzing before
my mind a lively image of innocence; mildoess,
and piely.

On this particulrr day we ¢ moderated the
rancour, of our exercises, as the ¢ quality’ from
Castleboro, and some of the gentlemen and ladies
of the neighborhuod were expected to ap ex-
amination.

The school economv, as to the fees, was of a
varied character. The poor people oo the es-
tate sent their children to receive gratuitous in«
struction, and those who were able paid or did
not pay, at ther own option. Some advanced
students, 1ntended for the Church, were learoing
Latin and Greek, and supnorted sn usher (him-
selt laboring to obtain Holy Orders). He
lodged at Morgan D.’s, and gave evening les-
sons to the young people of that hospitable old
farm bouse. Very little use was made of birch
or cane ln our academy. Sharing as I do the
general feeling of the unfitness of collecting to-
gether young people of both sexes to receive a
common course of 1ostruction, I look back on
my school experience, and can declare with en—
tire truth that very few instances of impropriety
i word or action could be reckoned amongst
us.

Our digmfied, though affable teacher (* Mas-
ter’ in our vernacular) being near-sighted, many
things might have passed unnoticed. Still we
were In considerable awe, some portion of which
probably arose from the respect shown him by
the Family of the Castle, the Greeaes, the
Robinsons, and the Fitzhenrys,

At last ¢ the quality’ were seen coming down

the road from Mr. Watt Grecoe’s gate: we all
got nto order ; the door opened, and in walked
the geatlemen and ladies. The master received
thern 1n bis best style ; and if being thoroughly
at one’s ease, unembarrassed by =hyness, and
gifred with a flaw of words, be marks of a gnod
address Mr., O'Neil bad this accomplishment in
perfection.
Our gentle viators soon set us at ease by themr
courtesy ; and examinations 1 spelling, reading,
writiog, arithmetic, and grammar proceeded, —
Sometimes the judges would choose to dffer on
the subject of the relative merits of Laughli
Quigly and Sylvester Quino, or other rivals, and
after a grave weighing and handling of the case.
it would be decided that both were best, and
consequently entitled to premiums; and so the
poor little ragged students and their parents
were in fairy land for the rest of that day, and
mapy succeeding ones.  Due praise and aun in-
teresting volume fell to the successful farmer’s
child, and a good snit ot clothes, or at least a
pair of shoes, brought warmth and gladoess to
the cottier’s child, and rejoiced the hearts of s
parents,

Qur visitors took leave after a satisfactory
examination, and we 3!l scattered to dme, or en-
joy our favorite pashimes.

We who had come from a distance, settled
ourselves on the grass, 1o the shady paddock un
der Jemmy Carroll’s cottage, and enjnyed our
bread and milk, ¢r nking the latter out of a black
bottle. When our slight repast was over, we
crossed the bridze, and tried each other’s powers,
leaping the brook, or seeing how far we could
go ina ¢ hop, step, and jump,’ and we spent a
happy hour on the grassy banks, without fear of
blame from Mr. Greene. Ta the season we shot
¢ marvels’ oo the road, or played * huot the fox 5
and oncastonally repaired to the fives-alley of
Clonroche, and enjoyed some excitilg yames in
1ts arena.

 When summoned to the afternoon study, there

is great inattention for a while, and great wiping
df foreheads. The mornmg scene and mid-day
play have unbinged our powers of abstraction.
Gradually we become more attentive ; the sun
bas been blazing for some tune through the
western windows of the room, and at last we
got the welcome order for an early dismissal,

Oa coming down towards the bndge, Dabp
Mulrony, who had heen outdone in the examtoa-

ceeded him by the head and shoulders, would
not let s conqueror enjoy bis little triumph, but
kept harping on the victory being due to chance,
or sleight, or favor; moreover hinting fthat
there was no ment at all in the matter, seeing
that Laughlin was luxuriating each day on good
cups, while himself was merely Lept alive on
Engliskh redsy and_ finally adding, ¢that if
Laughlin was near his own Leight, and if he
thought it worth bis while, what a leathering he
would give lim.> This was the last. straw on
the back of our hlliputian camel. He jumped
into the middle of the road, buttoned his coat,
and 1nvited his bulky antagonist to a trial at the

fists, in these unstudied phrases : ¢ You are a big

tion by little Laughlm Quigly, though be ex-

dunce, Dan; ay. and a coward, too, Dan ; come
on if you dare, Dan ; [l stand my around, Dan;
P’m oot a bit afraid of you, Dan : PI! knock an
eve out of you, Dan.’ Dan, ot desiriog the
loss of that useful organ, did not accept the -
vitation, and we were relieved from his grum-
bungs for the remainder of the walk.

CHAPTER II — ENTER TWO OF THE PERSON-
AGES.,

Two of our former pupils had came on this
day to witness the exammation. They were
long~tried friends and comrades, though diffsring
0 maoy points of taste and character. Thev
had been together ic Mr. Dizrmuid K.’s schanl,
at the chapel of Rathoure, and at Mr, Martin
Dayle’s, of Shanowel, near Tottenham Green,
some miles to the south, and had spent their last
two seasons of school life at Cloughbawn. They
were now variously ocecupied, Bryan Roche
working on his father’s farm, not very far from
the bridge of Castleboro, and Edward O'Brien
teaching a school below Enniscorthy. Edward’s
home family consisted of father, mother, and sis-
ter, the latter aged twenty-three, and little Pat,
a boy of ten. Therr farm adjoined Bryan’s, and
it was the general opinion that the old gentleman
had a sheaf nf bank notes laid aside somewhere
or other. However, there was no evidence of
this fact in his mode of living, nor in his treat-
ment of his family. Edward having gone through
bis school career, and not feeling disposed to
farm labor, and baving no penchant for his duties
as a shop-clerk, had assumed the cbarge of the
children of a few Protestant families, to whom
he was recommended by Mr. O'Neil. T hap
pened to have been the companion of these young
men at Shanowel school acd for the two seasons
spent afterwards at Cloughbawn.

The two friends were very dissimilar in ap-
pearance. O'Brien was middle-sized and dark
of hue, while Roche was fair, tall, and propor-
tionately stout. O'Brien was fond of evervthing
connected with polite letters except the drodg-
ery ; but 10 happy hours, and when need urged.
he was not to be dismaved by any amount of
mental labor. As to bodily exertion, except in
the article of juvemle sports, I am ohhged to
own that he was most decidedly lazv. Roche,
on the other hand. was wedded to farminz ocecu-
pations. He had made a mere respectahle pro-
gress ie school business, and was now likely to
lose, tor want of exercise, the fruit of some
years? study. Edward was returning to his duties
from a trip to Graigue, of which we shall hear
more by and by, and availing himself of a short
vacation to visit his old teacher and plavmates.
He had been a sort of general favorite some two
or three years past, being always ready to give
the master a helping hand 1o instructing the
clasces, and likewise a ringieader among the
scholars from his activity and skill in all sorts of
school pastimes.

From the school till we passed Watt Greene’s
gate there was no opportumty for cnnfidential
talk, as Martha, aad Richard, and Rebecca had
secured our attention, and were detaling therr
little grievances and important secrets, Re-
becca’s grand communication was addressed to
myself in these words (she was the youngest of
the famly) : ¢ Now you must not tell Martha,
for your Iife, what I am going to say to you. 1T
was going up the lane there on the right, yester.
day, aod I was looking among the bushes, and
what id T see but a litile ram’s (wren’s) nest,
and so I stole over, and put my finger in the
upper bole, and a nice little ram with a cocked
tall jumped out of the other, and there I saw five
or six of Lhe dawniest creatures you ever saw in
vour life in the nest ; and I went away for fear
1’d make the mother forsake them; and now if
you tell Martha she’ll tell somebody else, and
they will frighten the old bird, and she will
forsake the oest, and the little things will die of
honger.’

I do not recollect the fate of the little pets,
but all this time Martha and Richard had some
other weighty secrets to divulge to Elward and
Bryan ; aod wheo we camé to the gate we were
secured by Mr. Samuel aod Miss Ehza, and
treated to some sweet apples, I wonder 1f the
figures ¢ 1790, cut out m red brick, are still ex-
tant on the lofty gable-end wall, 20d if the apples
in the old orchard are as sweet -as 1n the long—
vanished days. Kind and affable Mr. and Mrs.
Greene, I still cherish your memory, and hereby
send my loving regards to as many of your good-
patured children as hve to read these lines..

Bidding our gentle little friends good bye, we
got on to the entrance of the sweet-briar thut
turned down to Mr. Dick Greene’s. At that
spot there was a deep ditch between the road
and Mr. Greene’s orchard ; and on the high bank
that served for fence were his sons—two fine
young men ; and for the next four.or five excit -
ing minutes there was a lively scene of scram-
bling amoag the scholars, young and old, for the
t1ce fruit that was flung out to them by their
laughiog and generous entertamers ; the few girls
in"our company being exempt’ from the struggle,

ag their friends in the corduroys were ovly too
happy to share the spoil with them. When the
strife was over, poor James D., who was a great
“hoast’ in his way, and mighty free with his
tongue, said sometbing that did not please his
cousin Anty (Aoastasia), a stout bandsome hitle
lamb of thirteen. She made no remark, but
took him by the enllar, and gave him the neatest
fall T ever saw inflicted on a boaster.

CHHATER I ~—CASTLEBORO IN OUR YOUTH,

Some of the body turned at the cross of Co-
laght down the shady road to the bridge, which
has been already described ; otbers tock the
straight road which leads through the demesne,
west of the lake and castle, and on to the mill
and bridge of Castieboro; and Edward and
Bryan took the path that crosses obliquely the
great field of Glanmuin, n the direction of the
garden, aod out-offices, and ruins of the old
castle.

My own route was towards the ¢horse ford,’
but on this occasion 1 took the same path =with
my two friends, in order to refresh our remnis-
cences of Shanowel. When we were left to
ourselves, I fancied that there was a shade of
darkness on Edward’s face. It was also noted
by Brvan, who began to rally him on the subject.
¢ Ah, Ned, you and I have for ever bade adien
to the bappy life of schoolboys, As for myself,
however, [ feel happy enough. I would some-
times wish the sun lower 1 the eveomng, that I
might uayoke and bave a bit of chat with your
mother and Theresa. As for your father, he 18
so wrapped up in plans for swelliog the stocking
that’s hid away somewhere, that his company 13
not very amusing. [ndeed, T sometimes feel that
Theresa is cold enough towards me, and 1’'m sure
she need not. She can’t but know the love I
have for herself and everything she touches ; aye,
even the ground which she treads on. She
right show a little more gra to me. Maybe
ste likes somebody else, but I can’t think that
either. No one ever saw her for three minutes
10 any young man’s company. I am sure of you
end Mrs. O’Brien’s good wishes, bot don’t koow
wha! to make of the old gentleman.’

lady are an amable pair, and treat their children
1n a mild and rational maoner. Mr. S. was
studying the Bible the other morning, while s
youngest child was pokiog in the cinders. Tak-
ing his eyes off the book for a momeat, he added,
¢ What are you doing, Crick? ‘I am making
poteen, father,’ said he in a very husky tone
¢ Will you have a glass 2 ¢ No,? was the serious
reply ; ¢ T will not encourage the manufacture of
heit whiskey,?

¢ Thomas, the next above bwm, 15 all for study-
ing the habits of animals, but he 13 rather back-
ward at reading. We came the otber day to
tll:a rhymed alphabet, where the last letter figures
thus:

Z was a zabra, and tonnd in Africa.

€¢Ob, Mr. O'3cien !’ said he, ¢ &id Billy
Everett (a bookreller in a neighboring town) go
to Africa to bring home this zebra P

¢ John, the oldest, has not s much quicksitver
in s veins a3 Thomas; but he, ton, is odd in
s own way. The other day his mamma gave
bim, for some little fault, a tap on the cheek that
would bave crushed tke wing of a butterfly, and
then walked very wmajesticalle out of the room.
He was so astomished by tiis unusual proceeding,
that he looked after her i the greatest amaze
for about ten seconds; bat then, seeming tn re-
cover his presence of mind, he remarked. ¢ | sup-~
pose she thinks she i3 clever afier that” I am
sure you would have mitied poor Miss Darotby
if you had seen her distress one evening about a
fortoight smce. T had gwen her too long an
exercise, or she was not in the vein of study ; so
after many uneasy symptoms she cried out, ¢ Oh!
how I wish that I’d die to—mght, and be huried
to morrow, and be rotting 1 my grave all the
days of iy hfe I’

¢ And this brings nice httle Master Ben before
me, with ns tight plaid dress aod bare arms. He
was very busy one day, and contrary to s cus—
tom, was very quiet in the corner. At last be
came cver to me with a face of triumph, exh-
hiting a pair of corks, joined by an open work
circular wall of needles, on pretence of its being
a fly-cage ; and joyfully eried out, ¢ Could youda
such a thing as that, sir 7

*But what has bappened? You seem as if
you were just after exploring Calnr Ruadh’s den,
and had seez some doleful vision there. Have
pupils and parents for once agreed 1o their views
on eduration, and coabined to elect a new pro—
fissor, or have you suffeced a barrmg out 71—
Come, ceme, reveal your woes like a man !’
¢ Ah, Bryan, you may joke at your ease. T
have incurred responsibilities which T might have
avoided ; and were 1t to be done again, 1 suppose
my cenduct would be just the same; but the
future prospects are very serious looking.
$ Oh, dear ! what a bappy careless life was
ours at Shanowel, under the mnocent wand of
poor Martm Doyle ! What a cozy schnol bouse,
and what a collection of brave bnys and hand.
some little girls, and what easy duty bad Martin
todo! He took the world very easy atall
events. No whippiog, no scolding, bis hat ever-
more oo his head, and his cane from January to
December under his arm, never in his hand.—
With what benignity and resignation did he hear
the lessons, and haw clear and ateresting was
the lecture on Bookkeepmng, Well did be sim-
plify 1ts principles to the learners ; and whea the
exercise was over, how complacently he would
add— ’
Now. my brave Throjans, go stady your lager,
And work might and main, a8 you woald for a
wager.
¢ Wasn’t 1t pleasant on a fine summer day to
quit the hot school, and lie abroad on the green
bank that lay beneath the unfenced stony lane
and the Nhttle stream, and work or idle as we
pleased ! Some good progress we made without
donbt ; but the catching of flukes in the stream
uoder Tottenhbam Green, and the delights of
¢ Fox and Hounds® often interfered with ¢ Jack-
son’ and ¢ Simson.” You can’t but recollect how
condescendingly would our worthy ¢ masther’
abridge the evening’s exercises when any of his
pupils’ relations would give him a gentle presung
to take a waik over to the alehouse at the corner
of the Old Deer Park. 'Well, I see you wonder
what all this has to do with my late achieve-
ments. I must own that it has no conneclion
with them whatever, 1 had not courage to be-
gin, but now I feel a little warmed ; I’ll 1ake the
bull by the horas. Ah! Harry, you thief, read
your story-books, tire yourself leaping and hburl-
Ing, say your prayers, and avoid the society of
girls, big or litle. 'What T preach to you I
hive pot practised myself. St. George for
Engleed! Now for tke plunge !

1 have, as you know, been ifor nearly two
years with Mr. Jeokins’® family at , below
Enmscorthy. I attend to private tuitions morn-
ing and evening, and have 'a select class in the
day ; and one of my morning occupations for'
some time bas been to attend Rev. Mr. S.’s ht-

no complaint to make. The minister and his

tle people. We got on.pretty well. I suppose’

Bryan,—Tell us what sort of people are these
old Pilatine fan.ilies to live with,

Edward.—Taith, they are very like the better
sort of our own people, a little staider ia their
manner, and not so easily put in a passion, that’s
all.  The head of ose of the houses 13 a regular
jolly Paddy as ever you saw, in spite of his very
Scotch nnme. The younz folk do not get as
many thumps asours ; but they are kept too long
at church on Sondays.

H. W.—O00, dear ! this is all very edilying,
but what about the Ittle secret you were going

L'to tell us?

Bryan —Ned reminds e of a man that took
half a mile of a rua to jump over a trench. The
story will be good when it comes.

We got to the furtaer side of Glanmuin at
this time, with the wooded banks of the Boro
helow at cur right, and a straight avenue before
us, passing the extensive parden before men-
tioned. I trembled for the chance of the pro— -
mised communication for that evening at least
when I saw coming out of the gate Charléy Reds
mond, one of the young assistants, a most restg
less and good-humored individual, s chief plea=
sure consishing 10 bodily feats, and in detailing
extravagant facts. It must be said to his praise
that of two stories,—the one fact, the other no:
tion, aud both equally ioteresting,—he always
preferred relating the true onpe. He was a fae
vorite with most of the people about the castle,
and was looked on with regard by the zentlemen ;
as among a society whose conscientiousness in
small things bad been only imperfectly developed,
he really felt 1t a case for confession if he did not
discharge his futy to his employers, or if be saw
them injurec by theft or neglect, whea he could
prevent .

He now began to tell us in great glee the dis-
appointment of a koavish boy, who, being lately
appointed to watch the fruit at night; had wheeled
a barrow full of the best be could fiad out through
the door m the lower wall, aad hid them very
safely, as he thought, 1z @ clump of youag sap-
logs, with grass all round them. The evening
of the next day he came to look after his trea-
sure, but the pigs had been there before him.
There wasn’t as much as the skin of one of them
left for the young rogue. = ..

By the time the story was, ended we bad got
through the yard, with the old castle on onedide;
an} were out on the slope above the ‘straam that
runs {rom the lake down to the Boro.

The old lawn, with its big trees, stretched
away on our left side, the lake flashed under the
rays of the sinking sun, and on the farther bank
and higher on the new lawn loomed the great,
square, modern building. - The fir grove eneir-
‘cling the porth side of this lawn swept doWn
aloog. the river :bank, towards our right; the
evening rays just glancing on the tops of the dark

they would prefer me a Protestant, but I have-

firs, tingiog the, outlines and roof of the castle,-
and darting through the lofty trees that riaged



