An Old Man’s Reveries.
Up to the farmyard stile he came

With slow and faltering tread;

With feeble, warped and palsied frame

And hoary, drooping head.

My proffered help the steps to climb

With thanks profuse he paid.

‘There was,’ he sadly said, ‘a time

I needed not such aid,

‘A time when varied paths I paced

To youth’s e’er-changing mood,

When hare o’er heath and hill I chased

As gamecock through the wood;

When over mead and mountain crest

At ceilidhe’s call I hied,

And with the crowded sportfield’s best

In feats athletic vied.

‘Those hours in blissful boyhood known

Swell back in visions bright

When mem’ry fond to years long flown

Spreads wing in yearning flight.

Old friends I greet, old rivals meet, 

Clash old camáns again,

And tread, when hawthorn blooms are sweet,

Old dances down the lane.

‘Ah! In those golden days serene

Was one fair maiden sweet

Whose virgin heart, I well knew then,

To mine responsive beat.

No troth we’d vowed, no love professed, 

No trystings in the vale,

But eye had well to eye confessed

Each bosom’s secret tale.

‘Too oft have hearts by friendship twined

By fate been sundered wide:

This maid when life was loveliest pined

And in her noonday died.

Beneath a graveyard oak she sleeps,

Amidst her comrades dead

Where none, save casual wild bird, keeps

A vigil by her bed.

‘Death steals young lives, as years the light

Of young life’s blessings all;

With blood now cold, my thin locks white

O’er furrowed temples fall;

Yet from the grave beneath the brown

Enshrouding aged tree

Come voices fond and tender down

Across the years to me.’

He paused; his deep emotion’s stress

I sought to soothe and cheer

And spoke of mourners’ blessedness

And promised comfort near.

For daily call indoors he crept, 

Of death he sickly spoke:

Ere set next Sabbath sun he slept

Beneath the graveyard oak.
