The Apple Pickers.
‘Tis one of those delightful days

That tell October’s near:

Far through the valley’s shimmering haze

Streams sunshine bright and clear.

On dappled leaf and berry gleams

The golden radiant glow

And, singing to the dancing beams,

The Bride’s gay waters go.

Gleaned yellowy bare, well paid its debt, 

Basks every harvest field, 

But other stores as welcome yet

Have Brideside lands to yield;

For spreading orchards rich abound

These beauteous vales to bless

And shed afar the fragrance round

Of ripened fruitfulness.

And here beside the river’s bend, 

Against a slope reclined,

Trees upward far in tiers extend

And trees again behind,

Whose burdened branches all present,

In lambent rays alight, 

A mass of burnished colours blent

And more than rainbow bright.

All set to pluck the precious fruit

Is here a nimble band

And each a basket sized to suit

Holds in a ready hand.

The owner-overseer looks on

And, well pleased, watches how

Each worker, ere he starts, hooks on

His basket to the bough;

Then climbs ‘mong branches, leaves and sprays,

Than acrobat more slick,

And coils and twists and bends and sways

Each pendant prize to pick.

With fingers deft and quick and skilled,

As well such work demands,

The brimming baskets soon are filled

And lowered to reaching hands.

Then fast transferred; in box nearby

To hold the balmy hoard

Is each accretive fresh supply

Than cash more careful stored.

On scene more busy, bright and fair

Few Autumn suns have smiled

As high the precious boxes rare 

In pyramids are piled.

No more are blackbird, finch and thrush

The orchard’s honoured guests

But near on bordering hedge and bush

Sit perched with drooping crests,

Where each, o’er plundered treasures gone,

With bursting bosom grieves

And casts reproachful looks upon 

Those heartless human thieves.

The lingering swallows, too, take heed;

For well-loved stream they sigh,

In orchard garnering they read

A sign to say Goodbye;

And skimming low above its breast

Mute blessing fond they breathe,

And, circling oft, that sad bequest 

Ere parting they repeat.

But gayer grows the orchard work

Which song and sunshine hallow

Nor once doth pause, the woes to mark, 

Of mavis, merle or swallow.

Such e’er has been the mortal state

And such it will be ever – 

That grief and gladness alternate

As here by this bright river.

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:

The Apple Pickers.   
One late September evening some years ago, as the poet was watching with interest a group of apple pickers at their work in an orchard field, close beside and overlooking the river Bride, the farmer-owner, Wilsie McDonnell, Curraheen, Tallow, suggested that he might write a poem on it. Before long he had taken up the suggestion.

(Nowadays the tendency is to grow trees of lesser height. They involve less trouble at the apple-picking stage; most of the work can be done from the ground.    
