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Danny

One night a score of Erris men,
    A score I'm told and nine,
    Said, "We'll get shut of Danny's noise
    Of girls and widows dyin'.

    "There's not his like from Binghamstown
    To Boyle and Ballycroy,
    At playing hell on decent girls,
    At beating man and boy.

    "He's left two pairs of female twins
  Beyond in Killacreest,
  And twice in Crossmolina fair
  He's struck the parish priest.

  "But we'll come round him in the night
  A mile beyond the Mullet;
  Ten will quench his bloody eyes,
  And ten will choke his gullet."

  It wasn't long till Danny came,
  From Bangor making way,
  And he was damning moon and stars
  And whistling grand and gay.

  Till in a gap of hazel glen --
  And not a hare in sight --
  Out lepped the nine-and-twenty lads
  Along his left and right.

  Then Danny smashed the nose of Byrne,
  He split the lips on three,
  And bit across the right hand thumb
  Of one Red Shawn Magee.

  But seven tripped him up behind,
  And seven kicked before,
  And seven squeezed around his throat
  Till Danny kicked no more.

  Then some destroyed him with their heels,
  Some tramped him in the mud,
  Some stole his purse and timber pipe,
  And some washed off his blood.

. . . .

  And when you're walking out the way
  From Bangor to Belmullet,
  You'll see a flat cross on a stone
  Where men choked Danny's gullet.
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On an Anniversary

[After reading the dates in a book of Lyrics.]

    With Fifteen-ninety or Sixteen-sixteen
    We end Cervantes, Marot, Nashe or Green:
    The Sixteen-thirteen till two score and nine,
    Is Crashaw's niche, that honey-lipped divine.
    And so when all my little work is done
    They'll say I came in Eighteen-seventy-one,
    And died in Dublin .... What year will they write
   For my poor passage to the stall of Night?

J M Synge
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Prelude

Still south I went and west and south again,
Through Wicklow from the morning till the night,
And far from cities, and the sights of men,
Lived with the sunshine, and the moon's delight.

I knew the stars, the flowers, and the birds,
The grey and wintry sides of many glens,
And did but half remember human words,
In converse with the mountains, moors, and fens.

J M Synge
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Queens

Seven dog-days we let pass
    Naming Queens in Glenmacnass,
    All the rare and royal names
    Wormy sheepskin yet retains,
    Etain, Helen, Maeve, and Fand,
    Golden Deirdre's tender hand,
    Bert, the big-foot, sung by Villon,
    Cassandra, Ronsard found in Lyon.
    Queens of Sheba, Meath and Connaught,
  Coifed with crown, or gaudy bonnet,
  Queens whose finger once did stir men,
  Queens were eaten of fleas and vermin,
  Queens men drew like Monna Lisa,
  Or slew with drugs in Rome and Pisa,
  We named Lucrezia Crivelli,
  And Titian's lady with amber belly,
  Queens acquainted in learned sin,
  Jane of Jewry's slender shin:
  Queens who cut the bogs of Glanna,
  Judith of Scripture, and Gloriana,
  Queens who wasted the East by proxy,
  Or drove the ass-cart, a tinker's doxy,
  Yet these are rotten -- I ask their pardon --
  And we've the sun on rock and garden,
  These are rotten, so you're the Queen
 Of all the living, or have been.

J M Synge
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The Curse

Hi There! I see you're enjoying the site, and just wanted to extend an invitiation to
register for our free site. The members of oldpoetry strive to make this a fun place to
learn and share - hope you join us! - Kevin

J M Synge
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The Passing of the Shee

[After looking at one of A.E.'s pictures.]

Adieu, sweet Angus, Maeve and Fand,
Ye plumed yet skinny Shee,
That poets played with hand in hand
To learn their ecstasy.

We'll search in Red Dan Sally's ditch,
And drink in Tubber fair,
Or poach with Red Dan Philly's bitch
The badger and the hare.

J M Synge
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