‘The Green’ in Rathcormac.

By a returned exile
(‘The Green,’ a grassy unfenced space of about two acres in extent adjoining the village, has been a favourite recreation ground for the people of Rathcormac. It is a playground for the young, and its benches and banks beneath spreading trees afford restful seats for the old. In times past before the era of ‘gates’ it was a popular venue for sports meetings and amusements; while in the land league days and in other times of national excitement it was the scene of many monster political meetings.)

And is this the old ‘Green’ of my childhood I’m treading?

Do my eyes truly feast on its features once more?

Are not these the same oaks neath whose branches outspreading

The hours long I played in the dear days of yore?

There’s the old alleyed path round its verges extending

Those beeches unchanged, the same seats ranged between;

There’s the goalpitch, trod bare, with the brook round it wending

Along by the willows–yes, sure, ‘tis the ‘Green.’

In boyhood I left thee with heart heavy-weighted,

Allured by the glamour of strange lands afar;

Pleasant lands to young fancy by shining seas bathed

And beck’ning me onward with Hope’s beacon star.

Since then, weary years, beneath foreign suns ranging,

Through many a clime loved of Nature I’ve been,

But ne’er did my feet, in their course ever changing,

Press spot half so fair as my own cherished ‘Green.’

How often, dear ‘Green,’ in fond dreams by thee haunted,

Have I crossed the wild seas and in Fancy been back,

Climbing these beeches tall, by their height nothing daunted,

Or leaping the brook till the night shades fell black;

In the thick of the fray when camáns loud were clashing,

And balls speeding far from strokes active and keen,

Or in race tested hard round the track fleetly dashing,

While plaudits prolonged echoed loud o’er the ‘Green.’

Not a tree-trunk of thine, though with grey moss now sheathed,

But I love – it is sacred to shrined moments gone,

I love every leaf round thy rustic bowers wreathed,

Every willow that watches thy brook moving on.

Not a floweret, a blade, from thy thymy sward springing,

Not a dewdrop begemming its bright bosom seen,

Not a thrush e’er thee trolling, a rook by thee winging,

That I love not for thy sake, my own cherished ‘Green.’

Dear old ‘Green,’ what thoughts lonely, this blest hour defying,

Does Memory bring back now in long, saddening train,

Of bosom companions in silent graves lying,

Of voices whose tones I shall ne’er hear again;

Of walks by the brook when no sound broke it’s rhythm,

Of hostings at eve ‘neath the oaks’ leafy screen;

Ah, those golden days gone! God for ever be with them,

And with dear ones we’ll meet never more on the ‘Green.’




