WHAT A TYRONE MAN SAID ABOUT BELFAST GIRLS

A Washin’ hung out; a smooth-made bed;

A well-arned griddle o’ soda-bread;

An ashy hearth stone left scoured an’ white;

Wee, square-cut  winday-panes polished bright;

A churnin’ finished; a flure clane brushed;

A crabbit wean tae a deep sleep hushed;

The crockery shinin’; the table set;

The kettle singin’ for tay till wet- 


These things all gladden a good-wife’s eye,


An’ they gladden the heart o’ our Lord on High.

The colour o’ loam a plough-share’s riven;

A tight-piled hay pike; a nail well driven;

A field well-furrowed; roof-hatch left clane

O’ weeds that flourish in sun and rain;

Cattle fresh bedded; dry turves well stacked;

A barn-dure mended that sthorms had wrecked;

The hearth-flames glintin’ thro’ curtains white

Tae guide him home in the wanin’ light-


These things all gladden a good man’s eye,


An’ they gladden the Heart o’ our Lord on High.

But the emigrant ship the bears away

The best o’ our breed frae day till day;

The grim, stark silence o’ untilled fields;

The city slum that but foulness yields;

The want o’ work; the usurer’s greed;

The deep black hatred o’ creed for creed;

Vain civic pride; smug Religion’s cant;

Wee childher stiff’nin’ frae could an’ want-


These things all gladden the Divil’s eye,


An’ sicken the Heart o’ the Lord on High.

But worse nor all these things seems tae me
The practice o’ mimickin’ lechery:

It’s God’s trewth! Fashion can now entice

Unsullied Virtue tae ape at Vice:
Troth, you cannae tell, in a Belfast sthreet,

When a dacent woman you chance tae meet:

For, pure, sweet girls, wi’oot blot or blame

Are painted like wantons, an dhressed the same-


An’ this is what plazes the Divil’s eye,


An’ scundhers the Heart o’ the Lord on High.

