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There’s AlwaysTomorrow

i“ HIS is Killaloe,” said the
g bus driver as we turned a
i sudden corner and found
jourselves in a tiny village which
:straggled along both sides of a
| river.  “And it's here that you'll
i have to be waiting.”

! “How long?” T wanted to know. He
Eshrugged his shoulders,

i “T'wo hours. Three hours,” he said,
. making it clear that he considered the
: question of little importance. We cross-
red the river which flowed sluggishly
out of the great lough we had been
following.

“That’s the Shannon,” said the driver.
“It runs through the midst of Killaloe
so that there’s a half of it in Tipperary
and a half of it in Clare.” The bus
ystopped and I got out, watched incuri-
ously by two men who had propped
themselves against the corner shop. I
went inside to ask when the bus was
expected. The bus? Would that be the
bus from Limerick, now? Sure, and it
was the hardest thing in the world to
tell. Sometimes late, sometimes early
it was, but this night, surely, it would
be there at a half six. I listened to the
isoft voices, knowing that if it would
please me better they would be equally
ready to swear to its arrival at a half
seven. I thanked them and went out.
The bus driver had been right, for there
was no count of time at all in Killaloe.
A bus would come eventually, and that
was all that mattered. .

It was a summer afterncon and every-
thing about the village seemed to be
asleep. The sun warmed a tranquil air
that smelt of turning hay and clover,
dawdled impartially upon the vivid
slopes of Clare and Tipperary, swayed
on the indolent surface of the-Shannon;
even the small houses were toppled to-
gether in slumber. There were two
churches, one on either side of the river.
1 visited them both, and after that there

.y was nothing left to do. I looked at the

bridge speculatively. It was a bridge
on which a man, were he so inclined,
could spend the day pondering upon
the lives of saints; or he could be think-
ing of nothing, and divil ==
a8 man to tell the differ-
ence. There were al-
ready two.men occupied
in this way. One, about
halfway along, was fish-
ing but without convic- wag
tion; the other, on the :

Clare end of the bridge,
was simply leaning, His °
clothes were in rags and
he had on, besides, a pair
of burst shoes and a bat-
tered cap; his eygs were
an incredible cornfiour
blue, there was an impish
grin on his face and he
wag staring into the water,
I waited for a little while,
but nothing happened.
He just went on leaning
in such a positive way
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there must be something S
in it. I established my- =
self over the way from
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the fisherman, leant on the side of the
bridge and sank myself into uncertain
meditation.

The afternoon drifted on and, gradu-
ally, the former trivialities of existence
began to assume an immense though un-
questioned significance. A grocer's van
passed and so did a woman wheeling a
pram with two dirty children clinging
to her skirt; we watched them until
they disappeared from view with an
acceptance devoid of speculation. Once
two young men drove up in a donkey
cart with another donkey trotting along
behind. They hobbled them both and
turned them into a near-by field, then
disappeared inside the shop. And all
the time an itinerant fiddler wandered
up and down, playing outside eacit
house, with the thin wailing of his
violin weaving itself into the still air.

After a while I left the bridge and
moved back into Tipperary. Some en-
terprising person had once extended the
railway as far as Killaloe on this side,
but looking now at the rusted, unused
tracks one had the impression that Kil-
laloe had made no objection, had just
smiled and waited for time to do the
rest, I sat on an old stone wall and
watched two small girls seeing how far
they could run aleng the lines without
falling off and then, when all but their
shrill, disputing voices had gone, I
watched the slow, eddying ripples of
the Shannon. By this time people were
beginning to come home. A heavy fea-
tured woman in a gig drove in and out
again, two men sitting sideways on
their carthorses lumbered past laugh-
ing, three children raced past on ponies,
followed by a boy beating along a
donkey which was almost obliterated
by a vast pile of firewood.

About six o'clock I crossed over to
Clare again and joined the cluster of
loungers at the shop door, who were
waiting for the bus. My friend the
fisherman was there, and the little, blue-
eyed man as well, still with his impish

(continued on- next pege)
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“A bridge on which a man could spend the day . .%”
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