The Dear Old Beech Tree.
 (A Rathcormac victim of war-time emergency.)

That dear old beech tree I from childhood had known

Where wide-spreading nobly it stood,

From all forest brothers apart and alone

In stately and proud solitude.

Overshading a stile that led into a lane

Stretching far through the country-side free,

As a landmark well known o’er a wide-circling plain

Was that dear old outstanding beech tree.

When the vales with new vestments in early Spring shone

And the fields were with florets aflame,

The woodlands half-nude winter garments wore on

Till the brilliant-robed beech cried them  shame.

And when, blithe from its boughs in the young summer noons,

Called the cuckoos to ploughland and lea

In the high skies o’erhead swelled the lark’s soaring tunes

Answ’ring back to that dear old beech tree.

On Summer-time Sundays, while seated beneath, 

Gay hostings rejoiced in its shade

When laughter and mirth and sweet music’s loud beat

A symphony far-sounding made.

And in innocent, pleasant and light-hearted sport

Happy crowds spent their ev’ning hours free,

With a joy seldom known to a king in his court,

Neath the boughs of that dear old beech tree.

When their fiercest the blizzards of mid-winter raved,

Baring gardens and groves in their might,

All their blasts the old beech ever fearlessly braved,

Not a leaf did it lose in the fight.

Though vanished the vigour its younger days knew,

And though blighted and bleared it might be,

Like faithful old soldiers, to trust ever true,

Stood its leaves by that dear old beech tree.

On an Autumn eve’s landscape the beech I saw not;

My search soon revealed it lying prone,

While the wild warblers’ dirges around made the spot

Seem all the more sadd’ning and lone.

Oh, War, your sore woes heavy tollage entail !

And, killled by your cruel decree,

Its friends never more can rejoicingly hail

 That dear old time-hallowed beech tree.

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 Dear Old Beech Tree.  

During World War 11 and for some years thereafter, there was a scarcity of many things in the country, largely because of the scarcity of shipping. Imported fuel was especially difficult to get, and so native timber and turf were used in great measure to make up for the scarcity of coal, etc.. As the scarcity of coal persisted, there was growing temptation and pressure, to cut down for the fire, trees which would otherwise have been retained for their amenity value.

This poem concerns one such victim of the wartime “Emergency”
