A May-Sunday in Glenbower Wood.

Who does not oft in thought re-tread

Old paths beloved of old?

And who does not with hours long dead

Oft sweet communion hold?

But ne’er did happier mem’ry fleet

Mid loved old scenes to dwell,

Than mine to one May-Sunday sweet

In Glenbower’s wooded Dell.

For ne’er did scene so beauteous bless

Aught poet ever dreamed;

The gaily-tinted woodland’s dress

In glorious sunshine gleamed;

Soft winds were sueing scented leaves

To pilfer while they sighed,

Then wanton cast, the thriftless thieves,

Their odorous treasures wide.

The myriad feathered warblers well

Accorded lay and note;

A dozen voices seem to swell

From every tuneful throat;

Yet, midst the riot, sunkissed lake

And glassy river sleep,

Nor more are mirrored skies awake

Down in their waters deep.

Through alleys awned with boughs entwined,

On paths of light and shade,

O’er walks with buds and blossoms lined

The crowding hundreds strayed;

And sounds of mirth and laughter rose

From greenwood, glade and grove,

And out from arbours curtained close

Came whispered sounds of love.

 Far up where rustic bridges spanned

The brook ‘mid bowers of bay,

And where the fresher breezes fanned

The valley’s widening way,

Here wakened dell and wooded ridge

To pipe and flute resound,

And gleeful crowds on bank and bridge

In merry dance move round.

By lake and river’s grassy marge,

Mid balmy glades and bowers

With joy and youth and love at large,

Passed by the smiling hours,

Till evening gloamed with shadows long

That sunshine-bathed day,

And music mirth and festive throng

Died from the Dell away.

Ah, forty golden Summers blest

Have since their cycles run,

And much of Art’s and Nature’s best

I’ve seen ‘neath many a sun;

But ne’er in other clime nor this,

Where’er I’ve strayed or stood,

Have I once known such hours of bliss

As those in Glenbower wood.

From all that gladsome gathering great,

O’erflowing the joyful dale,

What future cares did friendly fate

With kindly curtain veil?

Ask homes where grief has vigil kept;

Ask ruined hearths grass-grown;

Ask lands where exiles sad have wept;

Ask scattered graveyards lone.

As sunshine all the more we prize

That breaks the gathered gloom

When shadows, clouds and blackened skies

Deep o’er us darkly loom,

So, midst the woes o’er life that lour,

But all more gladly glow

Bright hours like those in gay Glenbower

That Sunday long ago.

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s note in respect of this item is as follows:

A May-Sunday in Glenbower Wood.  
Glenbower is a picturesque woodland dell near Killeagh  in County Cork. For many years a carnival was held there on May-Sunday yearly. This poem was written after a day-trip by horse-drawn charabanc on May-Sunday 1899
