Fugitive Christmas Thoughts.

Spread festive boards, let joybells peal, give greetings glad to all,

From greenwood groves bring berried boughs and wreath the hut and hall;

In monarch’s mansion golden-gilt, in cot by lone wayside,

Be joy and cheer and spirits bright, for this is Christmastide.

How gaily glad on Irish  hearths the sparkling yulelogs blaze

When round them friends long-severed meet and talk of byegone days.

While clink the cups mid song and jest and gleeful music there

For one such blissful hour ‘twere worth to live through years of care.

Those Christmases of other years how fondly I recall,

The glad vacation’s long-for hours, all free from schooldom’s thrall,

The skating ponds, the bushy brakes, the huntsman’s echoing cry,

The thousand memories, sadly sweet, of those dear days gone by.

Ah, for those happy days again with all their simple joys!

To be a boy at play once more with blithe and beaming boys,

With foot as free as hare that homes in Coola’s moorlands brown,

And heart as light as brooklet bright from Cappagh dancing down.

East Cork in those years dead and gone could boast of many a son

Whose brow oft bore the victor wreath by feat well-tested won;

Where weights were flung and fleet were scoured the grassy circle’s round,

And bars above the highest head were cleared with nimble bound.

Four decades fled! and yesterday it seems to Fancy vain,

Since Bluebell Dance drew crowds who recked not Winter’s snow and rain.

Since Kaime’s impromptu Sunday Sports proved muscle, thew, and brawn,

And clashing hurley’s music filled Kilshannig’s lordly lawn.

Ah years, ah change! with hair like snow, bewrinkled, wasted, bowed,

A few – no more – live on of all that one-time dashing crowd;

In graves wide-parted sleep the rest, and some lie far away

From Bluebell Bridge, Kilshannig lawn, and Kaime’s broad ‘Common’ grey.

New Summer suns may circle around, new Winter crescents wane.

But can they bring such moments blest, such hearts so true again?

Old times for ever gone, good bye! Old friends, for you I pray

That life and death be one long, bright and happy Christmas Day.

