On Returning to an Old Haunt – Agherne Cross

Agherne Cross! beloved retreat

  In happy days that were;

What carefree crowds were wont to meet

  On smiling Sundays here.

Alas, how quickly years can fly,

  ‘Tis fifty Summers long

Since those old pleasant days when I

  And friends I loved were young.

Oh, God be with the circling joys,

  Beneath those beechen shades,

When golden hours danced country boys

  And merry bright-eyed maids;

When ‘Mickey,’ throned on chair on high,

  With fiddle tautly strung,

Made hearts and feet dance gay when I

  And friends I loved were young.

Far off, old cross, I’ve heard your call;

  This bridge and murmuring stream,

Those four converging laneways all

  With haunting memories teem.

Here on these banks in years gone by,

  By these same boughs o’erhung,

Did fond hearts tell their tales when I

  And friends I loved were young.
The flower of those once hearty folks

  (The years sad harvest reap),

With ‘Mickey’ ‘neath Knockmorna’s oaks,

  Now cold and silent sleep;

While some in graves far-parted lie,

  Through climes and lands wide-flung, 

Who danced together here when I

  And friends I loved were young.

How little have the years in flight,

  Thine olden features changed;

The big ‘Great House,’ the gardens bright,

  The laurels round them ranged,

The village inns, the forge near by,

  The rolling river’s song

Seem now as just they seemed when I

  And friends I loved were young.
The passing years leave pain behind;

  The future sorrows hide;

The buoyant hopes of boyhood’s mind

  With manhood seldom bide.

A lesson sad these truths supply,

  But youth will read it wrong

Today as in the days when I

  And friends I loved were young.

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:

On Returning to an Old Haunt – Agherne Cross Agherne (also spelt Aghern and Ahern) Cross, between Rathcormac in County Cork and Tallow in County Waterford, was at one time a well-known venue for social gatherings, including open-air-stage dancing.  In a quiet scenic setting, it is a favourite haunt of the angler and of those who have an eye for woodland scenery at its best. The focus is on Agherne Cross in earlier years when life’s pace was easier than it is today.
