A Point-to-Point Race Meeting.
Upon a gently rising ground

By rural church and village crowned

Range crowds and crowds o'er leas around

     All happy, bright and gay.

From city, town, and country wide,

Throwing work away and care aside

These thousands hitherwards have hied

     To keep here holiday.

By locomotion's every mode,

In motor, trap, and lorry load,

On horse, on foot, o'er field and road,

     On bike and bus they came

To celebrate, in manner meet,

The "Point-to-Point's" great annual féte,

To which traditions old bequeath

     A far-extended fame.

In one green field's wide central space 

The "Winning Pole" holds pride of place.

High flaunting, perches o'er its base,

     A banner gold and green;

On higher site some yards behind

All densely parked are motors lined,

While heaped in hundreds unconfined

     Are bikes by fences seen.

White gleaming tents, beflagged and gay,

In most promiscuous disarray

Their treasures temptingly display

      On burnished bench and board;

And, playing less pretentious parts,

Are ranged nearby some minor marts,

Rude cafes and converted carts,

       With varied viands stored.

Rough minstrel voices, strings and keys

With unharmonious rivalries

Their patrons' pockets strive to please

     And place them 'neath a debt;

Brown gypsies on the future gaze,

Cool jugglers’ magic feats amaze;

And gamblers cater to the craze

     Of "Something Soft" to net.

A struggling, surging, swaying throng

Outside th' Enclosure's bulwarks strong

Seek out prospective winners 'mong

     The rival racers there;

But long ere most have made their choice

Ring orders in stentorian voice,

"Be ready, riders, in a trice

     And to the post repair"

In multi-coloured silks ornate,

The jockeys but the word await

And soon out through the opened gate

     The gay procession goes.

Beset with greetings left and right

They prance along in gallop light

To where the starter's ensign white

     Above its standard shows.

Here into line the rider train

Their restive coursers ill can rein

For, 'gainst inaction chafing, vain

     To stay them curb and bit,

Some bow and  plunge and pirouette,

Some bolt and rear and round curvette,

Some mutiny, but on them set

     Are men of nerve and grit.

Meanwhile the "Bookies" shout and cry

And offer "odds" in voices high

And clients' money, clean and dry,

     Store in their wallets great.

And as the coins and notes they pile

The more they rave and roar the while,

Until a pandemonium vile

     Their clamourings create.

Besieged by queues that round them press

All yet more volubly they stress

The chances manifold that bless

     Those who with them would book;

And orat'ry e'er faster flows

And higher still commotion grows,

And down and down the money goes

     For all are out for "luck."

When steeds obedient to command

At length in line together stand

And starter waves his ready wand

     And order gives to "go"

"They're off," excited hundreds shout;

The "fans" have all field-glasses out,

And crowds on vantage points about

     Are stationed high and low.

O'er fields and fences fast they fleet,

They gain Gortbeg, reach Highland's heath

And right-hand round the braes beneath

     They're speeding soon for home;

Now thundering down Teeranig's height,

A grand kaleidoscopic sight

Of horses, men, and colours bright,

     They near and nearer come.

The foremost batch are all abreast

By pair behind they're closely prest,

At varying lengths in rear the rest

     All toil and pant and sweat.

The riders bent to saddles low

Make use of every art they know

To get their gallant steeds to go

     More quickly yet, and yet.

They're facing now the final fence,

A danger none can see nor sense,

This bank now charged in column dense

     The race may lose or win;

So great their fierce, terrific sweep

There’s not an eye can focus keep

As one–three–five–six o'er they leap

     With scarce a stride between.

Now truly Greek and Greek have met,

Four hundred yards uphill there's yet

To where upon the summit set

     The umpire's emblem flies.

Ah, here's the test of blood and breed

Of stamina and strength and speed,

When every ounce in every steed

     Is challenged for the prize.

To whip and spur they strain and bleed,

Alternate  take and lose the lead

Who'll win? The wisest dare not read

     Till gaining close the goal

When, 'mid tumultuous cheer and shout,

The favourite draws by inches out

To lead by less than twice a foot

     When fleeting past the pole.

The crowds well nigh to frenzy keyed

Are all and sundry well agreed

That never had this noted mead

     Yet known a race so great,

While feelings still are highly strung

A man who spares nor voice nor gong

Is heard announcing loud and long

     "The Hunters' Heavy Weight."

While in succession thus were run

Four others after number one

Ne'er yet had equinoctial sun

     On happier hosting beamed;

For what with race, amusement, sport,

Enjoyment, thrills of every sort,

The hours but only all too short

     To those assembled seemed.

'Twas day when hearts were, old and young,

To gaiety and gladness strung,

A day to dwell for decades long

     In depths of memory.

If we but more such meetings had

Our country people's lives to glad

The flight from fields of lass and lad

     Arrested soon we'd see.

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:

A Point-to-Point Race Meeting.
The term Point-to-Point would be strange to many, but it is a familiar one to most in Munster, especially in Counties Cork and Waterford. A Point-to-Point is a cross country horse race over a set course, from one flagged point to another, over a distance of three to four miles. For many years such races have been held weekly, or almost so, from early February up to Whit Monday or thereabouts - an afternoon’s racing comprising of about five races. Cork East and Waterford West are the main staging areas.

Point-to-Points have a character and charisma of their own. They are less formal than normal race-meetings within confined quarters. For Point-to-Points there are no enclosures except for the particular horses on parade before each race. There is no admission charge. The fixtures are financed by local subscriptions, charges for car-parking etc..

 Up to the end of World War II travelling to and from these meetings was mainly by foot or on bikes or in traps or sidecars drawn by horse or pony. The horse drawn vehicles have by now almost disappeared, the ubiquitous motor car having taken their place. Up to then too, food tents and stalls were more in evidence than today; it takes such little time to travel home for a meal nowadays. But the clamour and excitement is as vibrant as ever, and the competition is usually keen.

The unique atmosphere of a Point-to-Point attracts people from town and country, including numbers who are not keen followers of horse racing generally. It is for everybody, an entertaining experience to stroll around there and watch and listen.

