The Maids of Kaime.
Bards oft have waked the flattering lyre impassioned praise to pour

On beauteous belles and glittering dames whom monarchs bowed before,

But ne’er did poet’s fancy paint or raptured court acclaim

Such wealth of charm, such fairy forms, as dower the Maids of Kaime*.

Each lip and cheek and brow adorned with Nature’s brush alone,

Is fairer far than softest flower to Summer sunshine known;

As lights the scene with smiles serene from those fair maids of Kaime.

Each playful glance their bright eyes shoot, straight at the heart takes aim.

But when in Sunday splendour gay their heightened beauty beams,

A sylph from some far fairy land each radiant maiden seems;

Who once is blest their charm to see will evermore proclaim

That cream of Irish colleens are those matchless Maids of Kaime.

And all those glories that we see on face and feature shine,

The reflex are of virtuous minds their bosoms chaste enshrine;

Such love as lights in other breasts unconsecrated flame,

Has ne’er defiled the stainless hearts of those sweet Maids of Kaime.

And while we pray that God may guard with His protecting hand

Our Irish maidens, treasured pride of our beloved land,

With special graces may he bless each matron, child and dame,

Who is, or was, or ever yet shall be a Maid of Kaime.

* Kaime- a secluded locality in the Bride Valley

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 Maids of Kaime.  
Kaime (also spelled Keame) is a secluded locality in the Bride valley.

In the fictional story on page 274 one of the characters breaks into song in eulogy of the belles of the Kaime district, in which the tale is set. Kaime was then centred around a crossroads on one of the routes between Midleton and Fermoy. It had a busy forge and a popular dancing stage; and there were a number of houses there. The forge, the stage and a number of the houses are gone, leaving it, now, a rather exposed place -- though it was the scene of some good sports events in the fairly recent past.
