An Excursion Sunday in Youghal.
On the Beach.

On the shingle-heaped strand, lined along deep and dense,

The crowds laze around in the sunshine intense,

Mid tumults of colours that sparkle and blaze

Neath the midsummer noonday’s unclouded bright rays.

Many boldly unsheltered, there basking to bleach,

Are as brown as the sands silted up on the beach,

But more sensitive some, parasols bright and gay

Hold on high to ward off the fierce burning sun’s play.

In the forefront the young folk their sandcastles raise,

Claiming meanwhile and often their fond parents’ praise;

While the tide steals along to unmake every wall

As some fate will oft vanquish our best efforts all.

On the Promenade.

Now the trains roar in sight with their burdens replete

And the hundreds rush out the wide ocean to greet,

As pupils confined dreary schoolbooks among

Rush to freedom and sunshine when doors wide are flung.

Here are maids and their beaux, bright as blossoms in May,

Here are young wives and husbands as happy and gay,

Here are children importunate, dragged on by dams,

With their daddies behind pushing others in prams.

Some who’ve long shed their youth seem in happiest mood,

(Save when marred by resentment at rough hustling rude),

But the feebler and agéd, all fain to be clear

From the fierce human surge, woo the seats ranging near.

Where they watch philosophic the crowds hast’ning on

Like the hurried procession of years that have gone;

And in peace there, apart from the great seething throng,

Wander wistfully back to days they too were young – 

To great Sundays like this when the glad crowds would meet

At carnival, contest, at revel and fête,

When their joyful hearts beat but to rapture and bliss,

All as bright as those beams the sea-waters now kiss.

But no grief o’er days gone, days whose parts have been played,

Weighs on those who now speed o’er the broad promenade,

Where each lives the sweet happy hour that now is

With its glamour and glory and rapture all his.

On Clay Castle1
Taking cans, kettles, cups and etcet’ras galore,

Brought for lunches alfresco along by the shore,

Gladly onward they urge till Clay-castle they reach

Looking miles and miles out o’er the broad bay and beach.

Here the far-stretching hosts, all promiscuous arrayed, 

Rude tables impromptu have soon ready laid,

While sav’ry pans sizzle, and smoke columns rise

Like tall colonnades neath the deep, azure skies.

And, with freedom from rigid conventions’ control,

To the ne`er-ceasing surges’ orchestral onroll

Jest, laughter, and cheer circle freely and fast

Round each happy and healthful convivial repast.

The Bathers.

From near and far off, from the east, west and north,

Bathing crowds in the sky-mirrored waters disport,

As num’rous and noiseful as great ocean flocks

That shriek o’er the shoals round the bleak Lighthouse rocks.

They swim and they bathe, on the waves and beneath,

As if each were a practised aquatic athlete,

And with such an abandon of blissful delight

As if life’s joys were all in these crystal waves bright.

But the fair ev’ning’s hours sadly fast steal apace

Till the sun, blood-red, sinks to the blue sea’s embrace;

And the wide-scattered crowds hear the whistling trains stern

Call on all to prepare for their homeward return.

1 Clay Castle -  a steep high sand cliff overlooking the bay.

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:

An Excursion Sunday in Youghal.  

 Up to some years ago the Cork-Youghal railway line was very busy in the summertime. On Sundays in particular excursion trains brought crowds from Cork city and surrounding districts to Youghal and back. On Sunday mornings the travellers would pour into Glanmire Station, many having attended a convenient Mass at Saint Patrick’s Church nearby. Soon the puff, puff of the coal-fired engine announced that they were on their way; and they all looked forward with pleasant expectancy to their arrival at Youghal with its long sandy beach and its many amenities and attractions.

Those Sunday “invasions” were perhaps not looked on with enthusiasm by some of the residents in the town, or possibly by some of the resident guests. The place would not be quite the same during such intrusions. But most people would have taken a broader view of things- in a resort that is not wanting for space anyway. For many of the excursionists it was the only opportunity to have some time at the seaside  and away from their drab surroundings at home. And some of those staying in Youghal use to find it enjoyable in itself to watch the overflow from the trains, to observe the expectant faces and the general show of delight, as well as the fun and frolic in which the visitors participated during their few hours on the strand and around it

One need scarcely say that there was a strong welcome for the excursionists from those who had some business or other in which to involve them- cafes, amusement arcades, sweet shops, etc.. No doubt their céad míle fáilte for the travellers.

Families and their friends still converge on Youghal on summer Sundays but the motor car has taken over most of the conveying. With that change the sense of crowd-movement and crowd elation has disappeared, and with it the exhilaration and excitement such as the author often watched (and talked of later) during his brief summer stays in Youghal.

