A Veteran Hurler's Reverie.
Around the ringside crowds immense

In tens of thousands deep and dense

With focused eyes and feelings tense

     All watch the gruelling game;

With ceaseless sound cámans loud clash,

Fast o'er the field young hurlers dash,

The speed of Summer's lightening flash

     The flying ball would shame.

The partisans of either side

With shouts and plaudits echoing wide

All vyingly proclaim their pride

     And pleasure in their players;

While fast and faster flies the ball

And varying fortunes rise and fall

A fever fires spectators all

     And high and higher flares.

Low -seated on a bench among

That high-strung, eager, ardent throng

Is one whom no emotion strong

     This moment seems to sway;

With hoary head and wrinkled brow

And shoulders drooped he's bending low

Above the staff on which he now

      Clasps faltering hands for stay.

Though unimpaired his eyes and ears

He nothing round him notes or hears,

His thoughts have treked across the years

    To other days like this,

When, not an agued, old man grey

But redolent of life's young day,

The strength of virile manhood's May

     And all its joys were his.

Such was he fifty Summers fled

When, on this field before him spread,

His team triumphantly he led

     Against a gallant foe;

The cheers now swelling round are those

Which o'er one combat keen arose

From rival ranks around it close

     That Sunday years ago.

Cámans upon his goal converge;

He foils them all; again they surge

But vain their every utmost urge

     His banner once to lower;

For when the threat the greater grows,

When round him toils more tightly close

More surely back o'er friends and foes

     The ball is seen to soar.

He hears the crowd ‘Brave Captain,’ cry,

Sees caps and kerchiefs wave on high,

While frenzied colleagues vainly try

     To bear him round the field;

Beholds admiring hundreds stand

Beside him and his victor band,

As proudly from a patron's hand

     He takes the envied shield.

That glorious day he lives again,

A boy once more,–but, vision vain–

A rush the exit gate to gain,

     Reality restores;

The Dreamland past all disappears,

There press upon him four score years,

And each in turn of two round tears

     A furrowed feature scores.

The flowery days of youthful prime

Are sure a precious, priceless time

When none but joy-bells ever chime

     And nought save bliss is known;

But Winter bleak and bare succeeds

The blooms that Summer sunshine breeds,

So age, all dark and cheerless, speeds

     On sunniest heydays flown.

December's rose, though drooped and drear

While snows and searing storms are here,

When clouds are rent in sunshine clear

     Again revives and blows;

Thus mem'ries, like our hurler's, may

Rift clouds that gloom life's wintry way

When age oft-times, in gladsome ray,

     May revel like that rose.
