A Piper of the Past.
Beneath green boughs wide o’er me spread

This sultry summer day,

My thoughts fly back to days long fled

And scenes long passed away;

To happy Summers’ Sunday hours – 

Ah, if they could but stay!

When Paudeen’s pipes in these sweet bowers

Brought crowding hundreds gay.

For years throughout this leafy lane

His echoing music rose;

May Sunday heard its opening strain, 

The harvest time its close.

Come rain or storm, come hail or heat,

‘Twas here whate’er might chance

While merry dancers’ tireless feet

Gave rhythmical response.

More constant than the opening beech

Those pipes proclaimed the May,

‘Twas challenge with the cuckoo – which 

Should earlier tune his lay;

And sire and son and lass and lad

Thronged round his rustic seat,

As Maytime’s self, all blithe and glad

The pipe’s return to greet.

But May’s sweet Sundays fast go by;

As quickly June’s are gone;

The hastening months and seasons fly

To years and decades on.

Old Paudeen’s pipes, age-blackened all,

‘Mong strangers long have lain – 

Through forty Mays the cuckoo’s call

Has challenged him in vain.
