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Some Introductory Remarks





Imagine the imaginary reader standing in an imaginary bookshop looking like a coffeeshop. ‘Ireland’s Other Poetry, eh?’ the reader mutters, ‘Anonymous to Zozimus? What’s that title supposed to mean? And what does the lad on the cover have those bendy legs for?’


‘That’s a great book,’ I interrupt. (An ex-bookseller of the old school, I cannot help making recommendations.) ‘It’s a big collection of poems that rhyme. Irish poems, mostly, but not in Irish, in English. A good few of them will make you laugh.’


Or perhaps I might say this:


‘That is an anthology of the country’s less academically respectable verses. The editors make the doubtful claim that they represent an under-appreciated aspect of the Hiberno-English poetic tradition.’


Well, let’s settle for a position somewhere between the two. After all, the book does have two editors …




 





For years, Hector McDonnell and I ( JWJ) have been swapping bits of ‘Ireland’s Other Poetry’ with each other. Hector would ring up with a comic ballad or a bit of Ulster folk poetry, and I might reply with some curiosity unearthed in the mucky foothills of the Joyce industry. Eventually it dawned on us that all this stuff deserved some sort of permanent resting place, and we set to work. Before long, a delectable mental picture had begun to form: on one side of the Irish literary fence a group of Famous Poets were preaching to their followers, while on the other side, peering at them curiously, was a ragged army of Anonymous Balladeers, Parodists, Stage Lyricists, Gifted Children, Rhymesters, Advertising Copywriters, Poetasters, Academics, Rock Singers, Bards and Miscellaneous Versifiers. These neglected unfortunates would be our ‘Other Poets’; we thought it was high time somebody offered them a home.


Legend has it that when Brendan Behan was asked the difference between prose and poetry, he replied:




There was a young fellow named Rollocks,


Who worked for Ferrier Pollocks,


         As he walked on the strand,


        With his girl by the hand,


The water came up to his knees.





Now, that wasn’t poetry, Behan explained, it was prose – though if the water had gone any higher up it would have been poetry all right. Of course he knew it was neither prose nor poetry, however high the water went. It was a limerick.


The split between ‘serious’ poetry and all other types of poetic composition – what we are calling ‘Ireland’s Other Poetry’ – was complete by the end of the eighteenth century. After that, several different strands of verse in English were practised in Ireland, all at the same time. You could buy ballads in the streets of Dublin for a penny, but they rarely made it into books. Other brands of ‘non-serious’ verse appeared in popular magazines and newspapers, or were sung in the music-halls. As time passed, people who wrote the serious sort of poetry generally avoided publishing any of the other varieties, though they might produce them for private consumption. During the twentieth century, the old skills of verse-making became less important, and gradually most Irish poetry abandoned the trappings of regular metre and rhyme. The latest slim volumes in the bookshops of today are evidence that if your work favours traditional rhyme schemes, you will probably never see it in book form at all, unless you publish it yourself.


It is not that people in Ireland no longer write or enjoy this ‘Other Poetry’. Far from it. Verses using rhyme and rhythm are everywhere around us still, good ones as well as bad. They are recited at company dinners and country weddings, and chanted in playgrounds, dressing-rooms and football coaches. They fill gaps in our regional papers and specialist magazines, and crop up in local histories and private memoirs. They are composed for competitions by schoolchildren, and for amatory purposes by teenagers. They are heard on radio phone-in programmes and comedy shows and television adverts, and appear on stage in pantomimes, revues and cabarets. And the songs and ballads of Christy Moore, Richie Kavanagh and Shane MacGowan, among many others, are an essential part of the country’s current rich musical flowering.


For centuries on this island we have been very good at writing witty and quirky verses. The limerick claims dubious origin in abusive lines in eighteenth-century Irish about the cost of drink in the pubs of Croom, County Limerick. Irish also influenced the rhyme-schemes and rhythms of our other verse traditions, even the one that descended in a direct line from the satires and squibs of writers such as Jonathan Swift and Oliver Goldsmith (two poets whose best work ignores the divide between the serious and the comic). Largely for reasons of space, however, this book does not tackle poetry in Irish and, apart from Mangan’s versions of the limericks from Croom (see page 352), all translations have also been left out of consideration.


At one point we thought that we might call the book ‘Bigotry, Scorn and Wit’. We planned to reprint Mrs Cecil Frances Alexander’s mid nineteenth-century hymn, ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’, with its (now suppressed) verse:




The rich man in his castle,


The poor man at his gate;


God made them, high or lowly,


And ordered their estate.





But then we realized that the good lady’s lines were in fact neither bigoted nor scornful, and they were certainly not very witty. They were simply the product of a particular social class at a particular time, a time when neither the rich nor even possibly the poor man would have much objected to them. Seen in this light, though several entries in this book now seem decidedly ‘non-PC’, very few would have greatly offended sensibilities in their own day. Arthur Griffith’s acid-tongued verse satires, for example, are more shocking now than when they were written. Of course, the bounds of acceptability are constantly shifting – ten years ago, Richie Kavanagh’s song ‘Chicken Talk’ would probably have been banned from mainstream radio. Now it’s a children’s favourite.


As the book took shape, we were keen to include a good many favourites. Room was found for a few well-turned couplets by Swift and his circle, for some of the best of Percy French, Oliver Gogarty and Flann O’Brien, and for glories like ‘Monto’ by George Hodnett. But we drew much more from the noble ranks of the almost forgotten. It was exciting to discover that poetry written for recitation or performance on stage or at private ‘evenings’ had generally been unnoticed by anthologists, and that there were also many surprises lurking in magazines published by institutions, clubs and religious orders, and in the universities. We were delighted to be given one of Kerry’s elusive ‘Skellig List’ attacks on the unmarried. We found other wonderful local verses preserved in the obscurity of the county library system or in the Department of Irish Folklore at University College, Dublin (though many more, alas, must have died before they even got that length, as they were only lodged in the skulls of the people who first dreamed them up). ‘Occasional’ or ‘light’ verse, often thought to be a largely Anglo-Irish habit, has been almost invisible since the foundation of the state, but it has been made welcome in these pages, and so has the rich demotic verse tradition of County Antrim, still practically unknown to the rest of Ireland. For good measure we added a leavening of foreign contributors writing on Irish subjects, alongside some extraordinary verses written by the Irish in exile, particularly in the USA.


Soon enough we came to realize that our book could only scratch the surface of ‘Ireland’s Other Poetry’: there was never going to be enough space or enough time to do the job as it deserved to be done. At least the nuggets we were finding would indicate where rich veins of ore still lay buried. Likely sources such as Dublin Opinion or the Irish Times or the Victorian comic rag, Zozimus, were consulted, but more remains to be found in them, as well as in countless other newspapers and magazines over three centuries. After reading ‘Carrots from Clonown’ in The Second Album of Roscommon Verse, I ought to have looked at The First Album too. But I didn’t, and all too soon, the book was full to overflowing, and we found ourselves saying to would-be helpful friends – ‘No, I don’t care how good it is, don’t tell me about it!’ Fortunately, we had decided before we began that when we had gathered a healthy bookful of really good material, we would simply stop. There would be other days, other books.


Some of the verses here, perhaps most, do not aim for conventional ‘artistic excellence’; but we hope any that fail as poetry may still remain effective and entertaining. A few virtually unforgettable examples even seem to derive their appeal from, to put it bluntly, the poet’s inability to write verse at all. Readers may therefore be forgiven for wondering what prompted us to favour one poem or song over another. Such judgments are always a personal matter, but Hector and I agreed that not only should our choices normally use rhyme and rhythm, but each one had to display a certain spark, or sparkle, or surprise – something to make it memorable, and raise a smile or even a laugh. If both of us were enthusiastic about an entry, then, we reasoned, the chances were that there would be other readers who liked it too. Along the way, we found that the best way to appreciate the verses – and this may apply to poetry of all sorts – was to read them silently, and fairly slowly. Even so, we are quite aware that very few readers will approve of everything in these pages.


Most anthologies are organized as if people read them straight through from beginning to end. Since nobody ever actually does so, we have not arranged the book chronologically. Nor have we shoehorned the poems into those spurious sections favoured by Victorian poetry books – ‘Songs of the Affections,’ ‘From Field and Fen’, ‘Moral, Sentimental and Satirical Odes,’ etc. It would have been an impossible task in any case: among the almost 400 entries here, there are verses on food and philosophy, on Guinness and ghosts, on war, on murder, on love, on lighting a match. Masterpieces of wordplay and parody rub shoulders with sporting songs, advertising jingles and lyrics from the theatre or the hit parade. There is bawdy verse and malicious doggerel and stage Irish buffoonery, there is religious satire and political propaganda, and there is romantic whimsy and good honest abuse.


Instead, to make it as easy as possible for readers to locate what they are looking for, we have printed the entries alphabetically by author or, if we do not know the author, by title, with a contents page at the front of the book and an index at the back covering both titles and first lines. This arrangement allows the verses to retain a rewarding sense of surprise: as you finish reading one, you just do not know what strange specimen is going to come leaping at you around the corner.


We have tried to be sympathetic rather than pedantic in our approach to the editorial task, explaining obscure words and references in the headnotes only when it seemed essential for the appreciation of the poem. We have not agonised in too scholarly a fashion over textual variants and anomalies – where the punctuation or spelling of an anonymous source appeared to need amending, we have done so silently, and we have also generally removed any numbering of verses. Though our aim was to represent just about everyone of talent in this field that we could think of, every reader will find shocking omissions: you will search in vain for anything by James Joyce, for example. He might perhaps have enjoyed rubbing shoulders with so many miscellaneous Irish penmen and penwomen, but his works are both so familiar and evidently so valuable that we feel it is probably best humbly to beg his forgiveness and understanding, and omit him entirely.


Our alphabetical subtitle, ‘Anonymous to Zozimus’, deserves a short explanation. Zozimus was one of the many balladeers and poets who scraped a living in Ireland during the first half of the nineteenth century. He became an important figure for us as we prepared Ireland’s Other Poetry, and we were mildly surprised not to find his name in either the late nineteenth-century Cabinet of Irish Literature or the 1991 Field Day Anthology of Irish Writing. After his death, this blind Dubliner (whose real name was Michael Moran) became almost a mythic figure, an urban Homer, heir to the Gaelic bards and a symbol of the island’s ancient cultural wealth. His poems and songs, which do not seem to have been written down during his lifetime, began to travel from person to person, changing as they did so in a process of ‘Chinese whispers’. Though the real voice of Zozimus may now be almost lost to folk-memory, the tradition of verse as entertainment which he passed on to his successors is a legacy that all of us in Ireland continue to enjoy. It is a privilege and a delight to be a part of that chain.


The illustrations that form an integral part of this book are the work of the Hector half of this editorial team. He is a professional artist who has enjoyed illustrating books of ballads and Flann O’Brien’s wit over the years and, as he puts it, he has made drawings for this book not as a duty but simply as the spirit took him. His musings on his part in the compilation of the poetical side of this book now follow:




 





Hector McDonnell writes:


When John and I devised the idea for this book I knew that a major part of my own contribution would inevitably be the illustrations, but I promised to gather together as much poetry as I could muster. In the course of doing so, I began to feel that I represented the Other Ireland rather than the Other Poetry of this story, for the culture which raised me often feels about as far removed from that of Wexford or Dublin as that of Timbuctoo. But then, that is very much the point of properly rural Ireland – it is always so extremely local that the rest of the country does not seem to exist at all.


It was my fate to be brought up in an absurd Jacobethan castle in the Glens of Antrim, revelling in the surreal peculiarity of my family’s ultra-English accents stranded in a linguistic Sargasso Sea of Ulster Scots which was so spectacularly broad and archaic that I can read the whole of Rabbie Burns without needing to look a word up in a dictionary. But then, round virtually every corner there seemed to lurk someone wanting to entertain us with his poetry, and that was the source I tried to explore.


About the best of these Glens poets was a man called James Kelly. He often spent his winter days working on local stretches of the coast road, a punishment imposed upon the unemployed by those who ran the Boroo, as our employment agency was usually called. Mostly, however, James was to be found helping out local farmers at times when extra hands were needed, or suchlike activities, but if he saw someone new approaching he would stop whatever he was doing and address them in verse. His happiest hours were spent at parties, waiting for his moment to take the floor, and I particularly fondly remember one Christmas when he appeared on the stage of the school hall, dressed in his usual old black suit, which he had transformed into a jester’s outfit by tying many balloons round his ankles. He stood stock still, until the laughter subsided, and then launched into one of his very best works, a lament from his road mending days about the explosion of his Ol’ Black Can (published below.)


There were many more of these wondrous entertainers, and some of their works have found a home in this anthology, though others had to be excluded, including, sadly, one that describes the consequences of a terrible wedding party, and in particular relates the following:




Then there was wee Maggie’s girl, and her but in her teens:


She went and ate a full two pound tin of them John West Sardines.


‘I’ve ate that mony fish,’ says she, ‘and them not even fried,


My stomach’s going in and oot in motion with the tide.’





Another local genius, Mat Meharg, ran a bicycle shop with his brother that had more of the air of a redundant witch’s cavern than a commercial enterprise. His poems were every bit as funny as James Kelly’s, and included an account of his journey through life, which in particular related how he had totally failed to settle down with a woman. Each verse described the delicious charms of some delightful lass or propertied older woman who seemed to be on the point of succeeding in tempting him away from bachelorhood, before he ended it with a dramatic pause followed by the refrain, ‘But I thought I’d stay single awhile.’


I remember the agony of suspense this caused me when I first heard it, as I was constantly hoping that perhaps the next verse would finally reveal the lass who succeeded where the others had failed, but that never happened. I tried to track down his poetic legacy (he died some fifteen years ago), but then ran up against an insurmountable obstacle: his brother was still in the bicycle shop, and yes indeed he had the only extant copy of all the poems. Mat had written them out in his last years and then put them for safety in a cupboard. ‘He locked them up in there before he died,’ Mat’s brother grimly related, ‘and that’s the way they’re going to stay.’


I did however find other works for this anthology. Some were ones I had at one stage committed to memory, either in the hopes of amusing some friend, if he or she was prepared to listen to them, or else to contribute to the fun during the many sessions I have spent in a local pub that has musical evenings twice a week, the Skerry Inn. I did also try to broaden my catchment area and find other sources for this brand of poetry, though not, I am afraid, with much success, for wherever I went I suffered from the inevitable problem of not being a local My greatest failure came when I approached a man in Sligo who was said to have a great poetry repertoire. I explained what we were trying to do, but he only shook his head sadly, saying, ‘I’m afraid there’s precious little humour in this part of the country.’


Be that as it may, we have cobbled together a great store of Irish poetic fun, and I for one look at it all with much delight. I will be annoying my friends with newly acquired verse recitations for many years to come.
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Fergus Allen







Even before the poet Anonymous makes an appearance in Ireland, the origins of mankind itself are explained by Fergus Allen (b. 1921), who takes us on an excursion to the Lord’s great brewery at the beginning of the world.







THE FALL




The Garden of Eden (described in the Bible)


Was Guinness’s Brewery (mentioned by Joyce),


Where innocent Adam and Eve were created


And dwelt from necessity rather than choice;







For nothing existed but Guinness’s Brewery,


Guinness’s Brewery occupied all,


Guinness’s Brewery everywhere, anywhere –


Woe that expulsion succeeded the Fall!







The ignorant pair were encouraged in drinking


Whatever they fancied whenever they could,


Except for the porter or stout which embodied


Delectable knowledge of Evil and Good.







In Guinness’s Brewery, innocent, happy,


They tended the silos and coppers and vats,


They polished the engines and coopered the barrels


And even made pets of the Brewery rats.
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One morning while Adam was brooding and brewing


It happened that Eve had gone off on her own,


When a serpent like ivy slid up to her softly


And murmured seductively, Are we alone?
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O Eve, said the serpent, I beg you to sample


A bottle of Guinness’s excellent stout,


Whose nutritive qualities no one can question


And stimulant properties no one can doubt;







It’s tonic, enlivening, strengthening, heartening,


Loaded with vitamins, straight from the wood,


And further enriched with the not undesirable


Lucrative knowledge of Evil and Good.







So Eve was persuaded and Adam was tempted,


They fell and they drank and continued to drink,


(Their singing and dancing and shouting and prancing


Prevented the serpent from sleeping a wink).







Alas, when the couple had finished a barrel


And swallowed the final informative drops,


They looked at each other and knew they were naked


And covered their intimate bodies with hops.







The anger and rage of the Lord were appalling,


He wrathfully cursed them for taking to drink


And hounded them out of the Brewery, followed


By beetles (magenta) and elephants (pink).







The crapulous couple emerged to discover


A universe full of diseases and crimes,


Where porter could only be purchased for money


In specified places at specified times.







And now in this world of confusion and error


Our only salvation and hope is to try


To threaten and bargain our way into Heaven


By drinking the heavenly Brewery dry.





Drink and its effects are a recurring theme in Irish writing. Though Fergus Allen published no poems in book form until 1993, there have been three collections since then. This tale of a student encounter with a film-bore at the fag-end of a night on the town appeared (under the pseudonym of ‘Stylus Pix’) in May 1945, in TCD: A College Miscellany, the leading undergraduate magazine of Trinity College, Dublin.  


APRÈS LA DANCE OR, GEORGE




At half-past three, distinctly haggard,


After the drums and drink we staggered


          Down to a café by the river


          To aggravate a queasy liver;


There Anne ate chips, dear Charles and Mabel


          Passed nearly if not wholly out,


          While I, consuming bottled stout,


Reclined upon the café table


          Sunk in an alcoholic coma.


          The gramophone played La Paloma.







Through gin-fogged eyes I looked and saw


A figure bowing to the floor,


          A figure sinewy and lean


         Whose skin and clothes were none too clean,


A figure fraught with gestures wild,


          Conducting with a grubby hand


         Some figmentary Russian band,


Who murmured as he bowed and smiled


          ‘Good morning, so you’re drinking beer, –


          It’s very nice to see you here.’







‘Protruding yellow eye, Avaunt!


’Twill boot you nothing now to haunt


          The four of us; we wisely put


          The boot upon the other foot.’


But my intoxicated speech,


          Clogged with the vitamins in beer,


          Delivered with a drunken leer,


Could not deter this human leech.


          He sat. My self-control was strong,


          I said, ‘How long, O Lord, how long?’
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He spoke of Eisenstein and Lang,


Duvivier and Tobis Klang,


            Pudovkin, Pabst and Rene Clair,


            The faults of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer;




He lauded men with Russian names,


           He spoke of cameramen and panning,


           Montage, dissolving, wipes and scanning,


Of close-ups, focal lengths and frames, –


           Of Grierson and the other gentry


           Who made the British Documentary.







At 6 a.m. I woke from sleep,


My tongue a furry coated heap,


           While by my side, like Acheron,


           That dreadful whisper whispered on.


I rose in rage, prepared to throttle


           That living libel on mankind,


           But suddenly I changed my mind, –


I killed him with a broken bottle.


           And now, I’m very much afraid,


           We’re haunted by his restless shade.



























Anonymous ARTHUR MCBRIDE







An anti-enlistment ballad from the time of the Napoleonic Wars. Was it still being sung in the pubs of Liverpool in the 1950s? See line 6.







ARTHUR MCBRIDE
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I had a first cousin called Arthur McBride,


He and I took a stroll down by the seaside,


A-seeking good fortune and what might betide,


It being on Christmas morning.


And then after resting we both took a tramp,


We met Sergeant Pepper and Corporal Cramp,


Besides the wee drummer who beat up for camp,


With hi rowdy dow-dow in the morning.









He says My good fellows, if you will enlist,


A Guinea you quickly shall have in your fist,


Besides a crown for to kick up the dust,


And drink the king’s health in the morning.


Had we been such fools as to take the advance,


The wee bitter morning we had run to chance,


For you’d think it no scruple to send us to France,


Where we would be killed in the morning.







He says My young fellows, if I hear but one word,


I instantly now will out with my sword,


And into your bodies as strength will afford,


So now, my gay devils, take warning.


But Arthur and I we took in the odds,


We gave them no chance to lunge out their swords,


Our whacking shillelaghs came over their heads,


And paid them right smart in the morning.







As for the wee drummer, we rifled his pouch,


And we made a football of his rowdy dow-dow,


And into the ocean to rock and to row,


And bade him a tedious returning.


As for the old rapier that hung by his side,


We flung it as far as we could in the tide,


To the devil I bid you, says Arthur McBride,


To temper your steel in the morning.



























Anonymous THE ATHLONE LANDLADY







‘The Athlone Landlady’ is a comic song from the beginning of the nineteenth century, whose verses read like expanded limericks. It was shamelessly adapted by Charles Lever for his 1841 novel, Charles O’Malley.







THE ATHLONE LANDLADY
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’Twas in the sweet town of Athlone


Liv’d the beautiful Widow Malone;


          She kept the Black Boy,


         Was an armful of joy,


And had plenty of lovers, och hone, och hone;


         O the world for you, Widow Malone.










There was Bolus the medical drone,


And Latitat all skin and bone;


         But physic and law


         Both stuck in her craw,


And she couldn’t digest them, och hone, och hone,


         O success to sweet Mistress Malone.







But Cupid, who’s the devil’s own,


Sent a lad who soon altered her tone;


         ’Twas brave Serjeant Mac Whack,


         With long sword and broad back,


And his roguish black eyes at her thrown, och hone;


         O they bothered poor Widow Malone.







The love-sick sweet Mistress Malone,


So fond of the soldier was grown,


         That in secret she’d sigh,


         ‘For the Serjeant I die,


Oh! I’m tired of lying alone, och hone.’


         More of that to you, Mistress Malone.







Still the lawyer and doctor will groan,


And each tease the poor Widow, och hone!


         Till one day Pat Mac Whack


         Kick’d them out in a crack,


And a smack gave sweet Katty Malone, och hone;


         ‘O you’ve won me,’ cried Widow Malone.







Soon they wedded and bedded, och hone,


While with fun sure the stocking was thrown,


         And he’s the man of the house,


         And his beautiful spouse


Is sweet Mistress Mac Whack, late Malone, Malone;


         So more luck to you Mac Whack and Malone.
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Anonymous THE ATHLONE LANDLADY







Of considerable, but uncertain, antiquity, both of the following songs are driven by sly sexual innuendo …







THE BAG OF NAILS




You very merry people all I pray you list a minute,


For though my song is not too long, there’s something  comic in it.


To sing of nails, if you permit, my sportive muse intends, sir,


A subject which I now have got just at my fingers’ ends, sir.







This world is just a bag of nails, and they are very  queer ones,


Some are flats, and some are sharps, and some are very dear ones;


We’ve sprigs and spikes and sparables, some both great and small, sir,


Some love nails with monstrous heads, and some love none at all, sir.







A bachelor’s a hob nail, and he rusts for want of use, sir,


The misers have no nails at all, they’re all a pack of screws, sir;





My enemies will get some clouts, where’er they chance to roam, sir,


For Irishmen, like hammers, will be sure to drive them home, sir.







The doctor nails you with his bill, that often proves a sore nail,


The coffinmaker wishes you as dead as any door nail;


You’ll often find each agent to be nailing his employer;


The lawyer nails his client, but the Devil nails the lawyer.







Dame Fortune is a bradawl, and she often does contrive it,


To make the nail go easy whereso’er she likes to drive it;


Then if I gain your kind applause for what I’ve sung or said, sirs,


You will admit that I have hit the right nail on the head, sirs.



























Anonymous BALL O’ YARN







 BALL O’ YARN




In the merry month of June


When the roses were in bloom


And the little birds were singing their sweet charms,


Sure I spied a pretty miss


And I kindly asked her this:


‘May I wind up your little ball of yarn?’
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‘Yerra no, kind sir,’ said she,


‘You’re a stranger unto me


And perhaps you have got some dearly other charmer.’


‘Yerra no, my turtle dove


You’re the only one I love


And won’t meddle with your little ball of yarn.’







Now I took her to a grove


Beneath a shady green


With no intentions of doing her any harm,





And to my great surprise


When I looked into her eyes


I was winding up her little ball of yarn.







Now nine months have passed and gone


Since I met this fair young one


And now she’s holding a baby in her arm.


I said, ‘My pretty miss,


Sure I never dreamed of this


When I was winding up your little ball of yarn.’







Now come all ye young and old,


Take a warning when you’re told:


Never rise too early in the morn.


Be like the blackbird and the thrush:


Keep one hand upon your bush


And the other on your little ball of yarn.



























Anonymous A BALLAD OF MASTER McGRATH







One of Ireland’s most famous sporting ballads.







A BALLAD OF MASTER MCGRATH




Eighteen sixty nine being the date of the year,


Those Waterloo sportsmen and more did appear


For to gain the great prizes and bear them awa’,


Never counting on Ireland and Master McGrath.







On the twelfth of December, that day of renown,


McGrath and his keeper they left Lurgan town;


A gale in the Channel, it soon drove them o’er,


On the thirteenth they landed on fair England’s shore.
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And when they arrived there in big London Town,


Those great English sportsmen they all gathered round –


And some of the gentlemen gave a ‘Ha! Ha!’


Saying: ‘Is that the great dog you call Master McGrath?’









And one of those gentlemen standing around


Says: ‘I don’t care a damn for your Irish greyhound,’


And another he laughs with a scornful ‘Ha! Ha!’


We’ll soon humble the pride of your Master McGrath.’







Then Lord Lurgan came forward and said: ‘Gentlemen,


If there’s any amongst you has money to spend –


For you nobles of England I don’t care a straw –


Here’s five thousand to one upon Master McGrath.’







Then McGrath he looked up and he wagged his old tail,


Informing his lordship, ‘I know what you mane,


Don’t fear, noble Brownlow, don’t fear them, agra,


For I’ll tarnish their laurels,’ says Master McGrath.







And Rose stood uncovered, the great English pride,


Her master and keeper were close by her side;


They have let her away and the crowd cried: ‘Hurrah!’


For the pride of all England – and Master McGrath.







As Rose and the Master they both ran along,


‘Now I wonder,’ says Rose, ‘what took you from home;


You should have stopped there in your Irish demesne,


And not come to gain laurels on Albion’s plain.’







‘Well, I know,’ says McGrath, ‘we have wild heather bogs


But you’ll find in old Ireland there’s good men and dogs.


Keep your breath for the race and don’t waste it on jaw,


And stuff that up your neb,’ says Master McGrath.







Then the hare she went on just as swift as the wind


He was sometimes before her and sometimes behind,


Rose gave the first turn according to law;


But the second was given by Master McGrath.







The hare she led on with a wonderful view,


And swift as the wind o’er the green field she flew.


But he jumped on her back and he held up his paw –


‘Three cheers for old Ireland,’ says Master McGrath.
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Anonymous BALLINAMONA







More drink. In the refrain, ‘Bainne, an bó is na gamhna’ means ‘Milk, the cow and the calves.’







 BALLINAMONA




In the sweet County Limerick one cold winter’s night,


Oh the turf fires were burning when I first saw the light,


And a crazy old midwife went tipsy with joy,


As she danced round the floor with her slip of a boy –


          Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.







When I was a young lad of eight years or so,


With my turf and my primer to school I did go,


To a dirty old schoolhouse without any door,


And the schoolmaster lying dead drunk on the floor –


         Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.







At booklearnin’ I wasn’t a genius I’m thinkin’,


But soon I could beat the schoolmaster at drinkin’,


At wakes and at weddings for nine miles around,


In a corner blind drunk I was sure to be found –


         Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.







Till one morning the priest read me out from the altar,


And said I would end all my days in a halter,


I’d dance a merry jig between Heaven and Hell,


And his words they did scare me the truth I now tell –


         Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.







So the very next morning my way I did make,


Along to the vestry the pledge for to take,


I peeped in the window saw three priests in a bunch,


’Round a great roarin’ fire drinkin’ tumblers of punch –


         Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.
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So from that day to this I have lived all alone,


Jack of all trades and master of none,


The sky is me roof, the earth is me floor,


And I’ll spend all me days drinkin’ poteen galore –


         Singing Bainne, an bó is na gamhna,


         And the juice of the barley for me.



























Anonymous THE BATTLE ON THE STAIR







This unusual song, from a Glasgow broadside, gives a vivid – though occasionally obscure – glimpse of late nineteenth-century international relations in the city’s tenements.







THE BATTLE ON THE STAIR




Says Mrs Doyle to Mrs Grant,


You’d better clean the stairs!


Ye’ve missed yer turn for mony a week,


The neighbours a’ did theirs!


Says Mrs Grant to Mrs Doyle,


I’ll tell ye Mrs Doyle,


You’d better mind your ain affairs


And clean the stair yoursel’.


It’s a disagreeable thing


A row upon the stairs,


Flyting, scolding, scandle and clash


Is a row upon the stairs.







Says Mrs Grant to Mrs Doyle,


I’m sure it’s no my turn,


You’ve got a cheek to order me,


There’s not a woman born


That keeps a cleaner house than me,


And mark ye, Mrs Doyle,


Just wipe your mouth before you speak,


And gang and clean yoursel’.







Says Mrs Doyle – Ye dirty slut,


Who was it stole the beef?


What do you say? cries Mrs Grant,


Do you mean that I’m a thief?


Pay me the sixpence I lent you,


To treat big I at M‘Gine,


And where’s the blankets I lent you


The last time you lay in?










Says Mrs Doyle to Mrs Grant,


You very well do know,


The sixpence that you lent to me


I paid you long ago,


And your dirty ragged blanket,


As all the neighbours says,


Walked off home the other night,


Drawn there by bugs and fleas.







Says Mrs Grant to Mrs Doyle,


How dare ye speak to me;


The holey stockings on your legs,


Are shameful for to see.


My holey stockings Mrs Grant,


Looks better in the street


Than your goodman’s old blutcher boots


You wear to hide your feet.
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Says Mrs Doyle to Mrs Grant,


I’d be ashamed to speak,


Your husband’s wages they were seized


For debt the other week.


The ear-rings you got from the Jew


On tick, the other day,


Is like the clubman’s shawl you got,


I’m sure you’ll never pay.







Says Mrs Grant to Mrs Doyle,


You’d better haud your jaw,


The very shift upon your back


Is just as black’s the craw.


You lazy wretch, cries Mrs Doyle,


It’s true, there is no doubt,


You went and drunk with Rob the snob,


The time your man was out.







Says Mrs Doyle to Mrs Grant,


You brazen looking slut;


To wash or clean the dirty stairs


I will never stir a foot


Before I’d lift a scouring clout


The dirty stairs to clean.


I’d see them turn as black as you,


You drunken pawnshop queen.










The Irish blood of Mrs Doyle,


It then began to rise,


She made a rush upon her foe


To tear out both her eyes,


The Highland pluck it did get up,


And now said Mrs Grant,


Look neighbours, she has struck me first,


I’ll give her what she wants.







At length the police took them both,


As I have heard them say,


While they were fined ten shillings each,


Upon the following day,


Or go ten days to Bridewell


For to settle their affairs,


Where they would learn to clean their cells


As well as clean their stairs.



























Brendan Behan


(Attrib.)







More verses have been attributed to Brendan Behan (1923–1964) than he could possibly have written. This is one of them, recalled by his brother Brian: the IRA had recently attacked an equestrian statue in the Phoenix Park.







‘IRELAND’S STRUGGLE’
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’Neath the horse’s prick


A dynamite stick


Some gallant hero did place.


For the cause of our land


With a light in his hand


Bravely the foe he did face.


Then without showing fear


He kept himself clear


Expecting to blow up the pair.


But he nearly went crackers


All he got was the knackers


And made the poor stallion a mare.


This is the way


Our heroes today


Are challenging England’s might: 





With a stab in the back


And a midnight attack


On a horse that can’t even shite!





In The History of the Ginger Man (1994), JP Donleavy remembers Behan singing this verse to the tune of ‘Kevin Barry’:




‘WOULD YOU?’







Would you live on women’s earnings,


        Would you give up work for good?


Would you lead a life of prostitution?


        You’re goddamn right I would.



























Dominic Behan







Unlike many politically motivated songwriters, Brendan’s brother Dominic (1928–1989) was a witty and successful lyricist. In the 1960s, a folk group called the Ludlow Trio gave him an Irish Number One hit with this neat hymn to our island status.







THE SEA AROUND US




They say that the lakes of Killarney are fair,


No stream like the Liffey could ever compare;


If it’s water you want you’ll find nothing more rare


Than the stuff they make down by the ocean.







                                     Chorus:


     The sea, oh the sea is the gradh geal mo croidhe,


     Long may it stay between England and me,


     It’s a sure guarantee that some hour we’ll be free


     Oh thank God we’re surrounded by water!
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Tom Moore made his waters meet fame and renown,


A great lover of anything dressed in a crown;


In brandy the bandy old Saxon he’d drown,


But throw ne’er a one into the ocean.










The Scots have their whisky, the Welsh have their speech,


And their poets are paid about tenpence a week


Provided no hard words on England they speak;


Oh Lord! What a price for devotion!







The Danes came to Ireland with nothing to do


But dream of the plundered old Irish they slew;


‘Yeh will in your Viking,’ said Brian Boru,


And he threw them back into the ocean!







Two foreign old monarchs in battle did join,


Each wanting his head on the back of a coin:


If the Irish had sense they’d drowned both in the Boyne


And partition throw into the ocean!





Dominic Behan often wrote about the London Irish: this ironically jaunty marching song salutes the army of Irish labourers who helped to make England what it is today.


MCALPINE’S FUSILIERS
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As down the glen came McAlpine’s men


With their shovels slung behind them;


It was in the pub they drank the sub


And up in the spike you’ll find them;


They sweated blood and they washed down mud


With pints and quarts of beer,


And now we’re on the road again


With McAlpine’s Fusiliers.







I stripped to the skin with the Darky Flynn


Way down upon the Isle of Grain;


With the Horseface Toole I knew the rule


No money if you stop for rain;


When McAlpine’s god was a well filled hod


With your shoulders cut to bits and seared,


And woe to he who looks for tea


With McAlpine’s Fusiliers.







I remember the day that the Bear O’Shea


Fell into a concrete stairs;


What the Horseface said, when he saw him dead,




Well, it wasn’t what the rich call prayers.


‘I’m a navvy short,’ was the one retort


That reached unto my ears,


When the going is rough, well you must be tough


With McAlpine’s Fusiliers.







I’ve worked till the sweat near had me bet


With Russian, Czech and Pole;


On shuddering jams up in the hydro dams


Or underneath the Thames in a hole;


I grafted hard and I’ve got me cards


And many a ganger’s fist across me ears:


If you pride your life, don’t join, by Christ,


With McAlpine’s Fusiliers.



























John Betjeman







In these pages we include a scatter of verses that are written about rather than by the Irish. John Betjeman (1906–1984) spent some years in Dublin, read the Church of Ireland Gazette and liked to imagine that he was in some way spiritually one of us – he even took to signing his name ‘Seán Ó Betjemán’. In the simplicity of this bitter-sweet ballad he captures the various elements of an Irish country town as no native has ever done.







THE SMALL TOWNS OF IRELAND




The small towns of Ireland by bards are neglected,


They stand there all lonesome on hill top and plain.


The Protestant glebe house by beech trees protected


Stands close to the gates of his Lordship’s demesne.







But where is his Lordship, who once in a phaeton


Drove out twixt his lodge gates and into the town?


Oh his tragic misfortunes I will not dilate on;


His mansion’s a ruin, his trees are cut down.
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His impoverished descendant is living in Ealing,


His daughters must type for their bread and their board,


O’er the graves of his forbears the nettles are stealing


And few will remember the sad Irish Lord.










Yet still stands the Mall where his agent resided,


The doctor, attorney and such class of men.


The elegant fanlights and windows provided


A Dublin-like look for the town’s Upper Ten.







’Twas bravely they stood by the Protestant steeple


As over the town rose their roof-trees afar.


Let us slowly descend to the part where the people


Do mingle their ass-carts by Finnegan’s Bar.







I hear it once more, the soft sound of those voices


When fair day is filling with farmers the Square,


And the heart in my bosom delights and rejoices


To think of the dealing and drinking done there.







I see thy grey granite, oh grim House of Sessions!


I think of the judges who sat there in state


And my mind travels back to the monster processions


To honour the heroes of brave Ninety-Eight.







The barracks are burned where the Redcoats oppressed us,


The gaol is broke open, our people are free,


Though Cromwell once cursed us, St Patrick has blessed us –


The merciless English have fled o’er the sea.







Look out where yon cabins grow smaller to smallest,


Straw-thatched and one-storey and soon to come down,


To the prominent steeple, the newest and tallest,


Of Saint Malachy’s Catholic Church in our town:
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The fine architecture, the wealth of mosaic,


The various marbles on altars within –




To attempt a description were merely prosaic,


So, asking your pardon, I will not begin.







Oh my small town of Ireland, the rain drops caress you,


The sun sparkles bright on your field and your Square,


As here on your bridge I salute you and bless you,


Your murmuring waters and turf-scented air.





Here, Betjeman paints with cinematic precision the absurd tragedy of Oscar Wilde.


THE ARREST OF OSCAR WILDE AT THE CADOGAN HOTEL




He sipped at a weak hock and seltzer


         As he gazed at the London skies


Through the Nottingham lace of the curtains


        Or was it his bees-winged eyes?







To the right and before him Pont Street,


        Did tower in her new built red,


As hard as the morning gaslight


        That shone on his unmade bed,







‘I want some more hock in my seltzer,


     And Robbie, please give me your hand –


Is this the end or beginning?


     How can I understand?







‘So you’ve brought me the latest Yellow Book:


        And Buchan has got in it now:


Approval of what is approved of


        Is as false as a well-kept vow.







‘More hock, Robbie – where is the seltzer?


     Dear boy, pull again at the bell!


They are all little better than cretins,


     Though this is the Cadogan Hotel.







‘One astrakhan coat is at Willis’s –


        Another one’s at the Savoy:


Do fetch my morocco portmanteau,


        And bring them on later, dear boy.’
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A thump, and a murmur of voices –


(‘Oh why must they make such a din?’)


As the door of the bedroom swung open


        And TWO PLAIN CLOTHES POLICEMEN came in:







‘Mr Woilde, we ’ave come for tew take yew


        Where felons and criminals dwell:


We must ask yew tew leave with us quoietly


        For this is the Cadogan Hotel.’







He rose, and he put down The Yellow Book.


        He staggered – and, terrible-eyed,


He brushed past the palms on the staircase


        And was helped to a hansom outside.





The desire of a certain type of bourgeois townee to claim knowledge of Irish has inevitably given rise to mockery in the Gaeltacht and elsewhere. In the 1960s the poet composed this squib for a friend over afternoon tea in St Stephen’s Green.


‘THE DINGLE PENINSULA’




Up and down the Peninsula


The Dub-a-lin people go,


Some of them talking the Irish


(But talking it terrible slow.)



























Anonymous BIDDY MULLIGAN







In countless pantos and reviews at the Gaiety Theatre, Jimmy O’Dea (1899–1965), Ireland’s great comic actor of the mid-twentieth century, put on an apron, took out his teeth, and sang this favourite song:







BIDDY MULLIGAN




I’m a buxom fine widow, I live in a spot,


         In Dublin they call it the Coombe


And my shop and my stall is laid out on the street


        And my palace consists of one room.


At Patrick Street corner for forty-five years










        I stood there – I’m telling no lie –


And while I stood there sure no body would dare


        To say black was the white of my eye.







                           Chorus:


  You may travel from Clare to the County Kildare,


          From Drogheda right back by Macroom,


  But where would you see a fine widow like me,


          Biddy Mulligan, the Pride of the Coombe, My boys,


          Biddy Mulligan, the Pride of the Coombe?







I sell apples and oranges, nuts and split peas,


        Bananas and sugar stick sweet,


Of a Saturday night I sell second hand clothes


       And the floor of my stall is the street.


I sell fish of a Friday laid out on a dish


       Fresh mackerel and lovely ray


I sell lovely herrings, such lovely fresh herrings,


       That once swam in dear Dublin Bay.
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Now I have a son Mick and he plays on the flute


       He belongs to the Longford Street Band,


And it would do your heart good for to see them march out


       When the band goes to Dollymount Strand.


In the Park of a Sunday I cut quite a dash


       All the neighbours look on in surprise


At my grand paisley shawl and my bonnet so tall


       Would dazzle the sight of your eyes.






























Hilda Blennerhassett


(Attrib.)







An all too accurate prophetic verse from 1902 on the likely effects of the 1903 Wyndham Act. It was preserved in a scrapbook compiled by a young member of a Kerry landed gentry family, Hilda Blennerhassett, who may well have written it. (One of her family’s seats bore the eloquent name of Ballyseedy. Reborn as a hotel, it now prefers to spell itself Ballyseede.)







‘HE WAS AN IRISH LANDLORD’




He was an Irish Landlord


Loyal to King and true


Fought in England’s battles,


Fought in the van right through.







Now he is robbed and plundered,


Turned out of house and land,


All by the British Parliament


Urged on by the rebel band.







Alas for his faith and valour,


Alas for the flag he bore


Right to the front for England


On many a distant shore.







The man who shot the Landlord,


The man with the blackened face,


The man who houghed the cattle


Is the man to take his place.
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Oh England think and ponder


Before it is too late


What would it be with Ireland


Wholly a rebel State.






























Charles J Boland







The Clonmel writer Charles Boland was a contemporary of Percy French, whose work this song strongly resembles. It even takes the tune of French’s ‘Hannigan’s Aunt’.







THE TWO TRAVELLERS




‘All over the world,’ the traveller said,


          ‘In my wanderings I have been;


An’ there’s nothing remarkable, living or dead,


         But these two lookin’ eyes have seen.


From the haunts of the ape an’ marmozet,


         To the lands of the Fellaheen.’


Says the other, ‘I’ll lay you an even bet


         You were never in Farranaleen.’







‘I’ve hunted the woods of Seringapatam,


         An’ sailed in the Polar Seas.


I fished for a week in the Gulf of Siam


         An’ lunched on the Chersonese.


I’ve lived in the valleys of fair Cashmere,


         Under Himalay’s snowy ridge.’


Says the other impatiently, ‘Looka here,


         Were you ever at Laffan’s Bridge?’







‘I’ve lived in the land where tobacco is grown,


         In the suburbs of Santiago;


An’ I spent two years in Sierra Leone,


         An’ in Terra Del Fuego.


I walked across Panama all in a day,


         Ah me, but the road was rocky!’


The other replied, ‘Will you kindly say,


         Were you ever at Horse-and-Jockey?’
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‘I’ve borne my part in a savage fray,


         When I got this wound from a Lascar;


We were bound just then from Mandalay


         For the isle of Madagascar.


Ah! the sun never tired of shining there,


         An’ the trees canaries sang in.’


‘What of that?’ says the other, ‘Sure I’ve a pair,


         And there’s lots more over in Drangan.’







‘I’ve hunted the tigers in Turkestan,


         In Australia the kangaroos;




An’ I lived six months as medicine man


         To a tribe of the Katmandoos.


An’ I’ve stood on the scene of Olympic games,


         Where the Grecians showed their paces.’


The other replied, ‘Now tell me, James,


         Were you ever at Fethard Races?’







‘Don’t talk of your hunting in Yucatan,


         Or your fishing off Saint Helena;


I’d rather see young lads hunting the wran


         In the hedges of Tubberaheena.


No doubt the scenes of a Swiss canton


         Have a passable sort of charm,


But give me a sunset on Slievenamon


         From the road by Hackett’s Farm.
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‘An’ I’d rather be strolling along the quay,


         An’ watching the river flow,


Than growing tea with the cute Chinee,


         Or mining in Mexico.


An’ I wouldn’t much care for Sierra Leone,


         If I hadn’t seen Killenaule,


An’ the man that ne’er saw Mullinahone


         Shouldn’t say he had travelled at all.’






























Anonymous THE BOYS FROM BALLYSODARE







Benedict Kiely (1919–2006) included this curious fable in his delightful book of rambles through Ireland’s songs and verses, And As I Rode By Granard Moat (Lilliput Press, 1996).







 THE BOYS FROM BALLYSODARE




A dreadful dream I fain would tell


I dreamed I died and went to Hell.


And there, upon the topmost landing


Some prime Collooney boys were standing.


Then gazing round I wondered where


Dwelt the scamps from Ballysodare.







And musing thus, I scanned each face,


And from within that dreadful place,


Prisoners of every nationality


And chaps renowned for all rascality,


My quest was vain. They were not there.


The rowdy rakes of Ballysodare.







‘Sir Nick,’ quoth I, ‘on every hand


I see your spoils from every land.


No doubt they well deserve their fate,


Their sins I wouldn’t dare deflate,


But, might I ask you, is it fair


To quite pass over Ballysodare?’







‘Ha, Ha,’ quoth Nick, with sinister mirth,


‘There’s not a place on all the earth


Exempt from my bold operations,


Resist, who can, my machinations.


I’ll take you lower still, and there


You’ll find the bucks from Ballysodare.’
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Still down we went to lower regions,


Encompassed by perspiring legions


From Straid, Kilvarnet and Killoran,


As well as Sligo and Bundoran.


Gaunt faces wore a look of worry.


Contingents, those, from Tobercurry.







At length we reached a dungeon rude


In Limbo’s lowest latitude,




And there I saw in apprehension


A saucepan grim, of vast dimension,


Upon a roaring furnace boiling


While stoking imps around were toiling.







With conscious pride Old Nick drew near


The huge utensil. In the rear,


I peered with horror o’er his shoulder.


Despite the heat my blood ran colder.


He raised the lid and said ‘In there


I boil the boys from Ballysodare.’



























Anonymous THE BOYS OF FAIRHILL







One of many versions of this Cork City street song.







THE BOYS OF FAIRHILL




Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.







The smell on Patrick’s Bridge is wicked:


How does Father Mathew stick it?


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.
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The Blarney hens don’t lay at all,


And when they lays they lays ’em small.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.







The Blackpool girls are very rude:


They go swimming in the nude.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill







Blackpool boys are very nice:


I have tried them once or twice.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.







If you come to Cork you’ll get drisheen,


Murphy’s stout and pig’s crubeens.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.







Well, Christy Ring he hooked the ball,


We hooked him up, balls and all.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill










The smell on Patrick’s Bridge is wicked.


How does Father Mathew stick it?


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.


Here’s up them all says the boys of Fairhill.



























Anonymous BRIAN O’LINN







This fine ‘stage-Irish’ comic ballad’s title (inverted) gave Flann O’Brien his name; our rendering combines the best of several variants, and includes verses added by the greatest ballad-monger of them all, Colm Ó Lochlainn (1892–1972).







BRIAN O’LINN




Brian O’Linn was a gentleman born,


His hair it was long and his beard unshorn,


His teeth were out and his eyes far in –


‘I’m a wonderful beauty,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn had no breeches to wear,


He got an old sheepskin to make him a pair,


With the fleshy side out and the woolly side in –


‘They’ll be pleasant and cool,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn had no shirt to his back,


He went to a neighbour’s, and borrowed a sack,


Then he puckered the meal bag in under his chin –


‘Sure they’ll take them for ruffles,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn was hard up for a coat,


So he borrowed the skin of a neighbouring goat,


With the horns sticking out from his oxters, and then –


‘Sure they’ll take them for pistols,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn had no hat to put on,


He stuck on a pot that was under the shed,


He murdered a cod for the sake of his fin –


‘’Twill pass for a feather,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn had no brogues for his toes,


He hopped in two crab-shells to serve him for those.


Then he split up two oysters that match’d like a twin –


‘Sure they’ll shine out like buckles,’ says Brian O’Linn.
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Brian O’Linn had no watch to put on,


So he scooped out a turnip to make him a one.


Then he placed a young cricket in-under the skin –


‘Sure they’ll think it is ticking,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn to his house had no door,


He’d the sky for a roof, and the bog for a floor.


He’d a way to jump out, and a way to swim in –


‘’Tis a fine habitation,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn went a-courting one night,


He set both the mother and daughter to fight;


To fight for his hand they both stripped to the skin –


‘Sure! I’ll marry you both,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn, his wife and wife’s mother,


They all lay down in the bed together,


The sheets they were old and the blankets were thin –


‘Lie close to the wall,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn went to bring his wife home,


He had but one horse, that was all skin and bone –


‘I’ll put her behind me, as nate as a pin –


And her mother before me,’ says Brian O’Linn.







Brian O’Linn, his wife and wife’s mother,


Were all going home o’er the bridge together,


The bridge it broke down, and they all tumbled in –


‘We’ll go home by water,’ says Brian O’Linn.



























Anonymous THE BRITISH ARMY







Another song with many versions – probably the most familiar is the one sung by The Dubliners, though this one has some lively extra verses.







THE BRITISH ARMY




When I was young I had a twist


For punching babies with me fist;


Then I thought I would enlist,


And join the British Army.









                                Chorus:


    Toora loora loora loo


    They’re looking for monkeys up at the zoo,


    Says I: ‘If I had a face like you


    I’d join the British Army.’







When I was young I used to be


As fine a man as ever you’d see


Till the Prince of Wales he said to me:


‘Come and join the British Army.’







Sarah Comden baked a cake;


’Twas all for poor oul Slattery’s sake.


She threw herself into the lake


Pretending she was barmy.







Corporal Daly went away;


His wife got in the family way,


And the only thing that she could say


Was: ‘Blame the British Army.’
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Corporal Kelly’s a terrible drought;


Just give him a couple of jars of stout,


He’ll beat the enemy with his mouth


And save the British Army.







Kilted soldiers wear no drawers:


Mary won’t you lend them yours?


The poor must always help the poor,


God help the British Army.







We’ll beat the enemy without fuss


And leave their bones out in the dust –


I know for they quite near beat us,


The gallant British Army.







So if you’re young and in your prime,


Fond of every kind of crime,


I promise you a jolly good time,


Inside the British Army.







                          Final chorus:


    Toora loora loora loo


    I made me mind up what to do:


    I’ll work me ticket home to you


    And fuck the British Army.






























Anonymous BROTHER BILL AND JAMIMA BROWN







Nineteenth-century ballads sold in the city streets were often, like today’s CD sleeves, ungrammatical, misspelt and badly printed. Such concerns are clearly of no consequence whatever in this tragic saga.







BROTHER BILL AND JAMIMA BROWN




I was at a railway station, upon the Dublin line,


I first met my Jamima – why should I call her mine?


Her eyes were bright, her hair was light, her dress a morning gown;


A travelling box beside her: wrote on it – Jamima Brown.
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                                 Chorus:


  I used to take her everywhere, to all the sights in town,


  But now she left me in dispair, did naughty Jamima Brown.







At a baby linnen building up in Grafton Street


I first met my Jamima, so charming & so sweet,


She look’d the queen of a sewing mashine, I spent there many a crown


On collors & stays & Babies’ caps, to gaze on Jamima Brown







One night I went to meet her, the weather being warm,


I seen her fondly leaning on a smart young fellow’s arm;


Against my will I felt quite ill, inquiring with a frown,


‘Who’s that?’ ‘It’s only Brother Bill,’ said naughty Jamima Brown.







I sayes, ‘My dear Jamima, if you’d with me agree,


Upon tomorow-evening to come unto the play,


Or to the exebition or any place in the town?’


‘I feel obliged indeed, kind sir,’ said naughty Jamima Brown.







‘I want to ask a favour. I hope you won’t be cross,


Or think it bad behaviour, but Father had a loss,




Will you kindly lend us fifty pounds? My Brother will be bound.’


‘Of course I would.’ Could I refuse my life to Jamima Brown?







I gave to her the fifty pounds but it was all no use,


For in a short time after, you’ll find she cook’d my goose.


She hooked it away with Brother to another part of the town


And left me in the lurch to look for naughty Jamima Brown.







Years after that when passing by a shop in Dublin Town,


Amidst heaps of greens & kidney-beans stood Jamima Brown.


She was weighing of potatoes, throwing copper in the till –


Three lovely little children the image of Brother Bill!







I stood there with astonishment as on her I did gaze,


And when that she beheld me she stood all in amaze.


Her broken vow, I see it now, but not my fifty pounds:


The shop was bought but I was sold by naughty Jamima Brown.





                                Chorus:

  I used to take her everywhere, to all the sights in town,


  But now she left me in dispair, did naughty Jamima Brown.



























Harry T Browne







Known as ‘John o’ the North’ when wearing his poetic hat, Harry Browne (1887–1973) was a freelance journalist, writing for the Larne Times and later the Belfast Telegraph. Here he tackles the dichotomy between mythology and geomorphology.







 THE GIANTS’ CAUSEWAY




The Giants’ Causeway, I used to hear them say,


Was built by Finn Mac Cool on a long ago day.




(Finn he was a giant, and the size o’ ten


An’ he lived in a castle down in Glenariff Glen.)


But Science laughs at this idea of its creation


And says it is a Crystallized Basaltic Formation –


For we live, an’ we learn, as we go along,


But for once, by the hokey, Science could be wrong.



























Ned Buckley







In 1926 an army show-jumping team contested Ireland’s first Nations Cup at the Royal Dublin Society. These ‘Jumping Irishmen’ went on to achieve 22 cup wins around the world during the 1930s. In Mallow, County Cork, the ‘Bard of  Knocknagree,’ Ned Buckley (1880–1954), celebrated their success.
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