The Cross-Roads of Carraig-a-Kaime. 
 The Sunday eve`s sunshine was joyously smiling,

 While farmyard and field relaxed idly the hour;

 The young folk in freedom, the respite a-whiling

 In fav`rite haunts sported by bridge, bank and bower;

 Then gay as the guests that to bridal feasts rally

 Where music and mirth happy nuptials acclaim

 From moorland and mead, from the hillside and valley,

 Crowds thronged to the Cross-roads of Carraig-a-Kaime

 Through the valley nearby was a clear river roaming,

 By woodbine and willows o`er lilting its lay;

 Behind in the heathside the brown hare was homing,

 The wide verdant spaces in front stretched away;

 Bright cots clustered round; pretty gardens were glowing

 Like April-tide orchards in setting suns flame,

 And the doves from the dales near where brown herds were lowing

 Cooed soft round the Cross-roads of Carraig-a-Kaime.

 Here where matron and maiden, the sweetheart and suitor,

 `Neath oaks spreading wide or by wild rose o`erhung.

 Here children loud gambolled round fiddler and fluter

 And elders told tales of the days they were young;

 With the grandmother gossiped the maid, wife and widow,

 The gambling fans lazed o`er a long drawn-out game,

 While cheers urged the clashing camáns in a meadow

 That bordered the Cross-roads of Carraig-a-Kaime.

 But when Thady`s old fiddle the Keel-Row set ringing

 From benches and banks beneath hedge, bush and tree

 Came pairs quickly partnered, the Boards round a-swinging,

 All cheerful and gay and in light-hearted glee.

 And here too, in turn, their wrinkles deriding,

 Mid queues` long applause, the grey sire and grandame

 Beat measures as blithe as though youth e`er a-biding

 Blest all round the Cross-roads of Carraig-a-Kaime.

 And the gladness but grew with the evening`s advancing,

 More cheery the music, the laughter and play.

 On toes more fantastic all tripped round the dancing

 Till the slow sinking sun bade  Farewell to the day

 With the brightest flowers fast all their fair petals furling

 On the ladies at length household cares urged a claim,

 And, the Captain`s command having called off the hurling,

 The crowds left the Cross-roads of Carraig-a-Kaime.

To those days gone so long, but so short in the seeming,

 Over fifty years fled with their pleasure and pain,

 I am oft wafted back with delight, in my dreaming,

 To mingle once more in those gatherings again.

 But visions are vain, futile mem`rys romancing,

 Though mead, vale and stream as of yore smile the same,

 Not a hurling nor hosting nor happy crowd dancing

 Does a Sunday see now round the cross-roads of Kaime.

