THE WORKS OF
JOHN M. SYNGE.
VOLUME FOUR



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649213498

The works of John M. Synge. Volume four by J. M. Synge

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



J. M. SYNGE

THE WORKS OF
JOHN M. SYNGE.
VOLUME FOUR

ﬁTrieste









THE WORKS OF
JOHN M. SYNGE

VOLUME FOUR

JOHN W. LUCE AND COMPANY
BOSTON s ¢ i &k aurd



PR
FE 35
ol
19/
L

THE VAGRANTS OF WICKLOW

1491109

B I o 0 B R



THE VAGRANTS OF WICKLOW

Some features of County Wicklow, such as
the position of the principal workhouses and
holiday places on either side of the coach road
from Arklow to Hray, have made this district
a favourite with the vagranis of Ircland. A
iew of these people have been on the road for
generations ; but fairly often they seem to have
merely drifted out from the ordinary people
of the villages, and do not differ greatly from
the class they come from. Their abundance
has otten been regretted ) yet in one sense it
is an interesting sigm, for wherever the
labourer of a country has preserved lus vitality,
and begets an ocecasjonal temperament of dis-
tinction, a certain number of vagrants are to
be looked for., In the middle classes the gifted
son of a family is always the poorest—
usually a writer or artist with no sense for
speculation- and in a family of peasants,
where the average comfort 15 just over penury,
the gifted son sinks also, and is soon a tramp
on the roadside.
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In this life, however, there are many
privileges. The tramp in Ireland is lttle
troubled by the laws, and lives in out-of-door
conditions that keep him in good-humour and
fine bodily health. This is so apparent, in
Wicklow at least, that these men rarely seek
for charity on any plea of ill-health, but ask
simply, when they beg: * Would you help a
poor fellow alomg the road?’ or, * Would you
give me the price of a night's lodging, for
I'm after walking a great way since the sun
tose P’

The healthiness of this life, again, ofien
causes these people to live to a great age,
though it is not always easy to test the stories
that are told of their Jongevity. One man,
howewver, who died not long ago, claimed to
have reached one hundeed and two with a
show of likelthood: for several old people
remember his first appearance in a certain dis-
trict as a man of middle age, ahout the year
of the Famine, In 184% or 1848. This man
could hardly be classed with ordinary tramps,
for he was married several times in different
parts of the world, and reared children of
whom he seemed to have forgotten, in his old
age, even the names and szex., In his early
life he spent thirty years at sea, where he sailed
with some one he spoke of afterwards as
‘Il mio capitane,” visiting India and Japan,
and gaining odd werds and intonations that
gave colour to his language. When he was
too old to wander in the world, he learned all
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the paths of Wicklow, and till the end of his
life he could go the thirty miles from Dublin
to the Seven Churches without, as he said,
‘putting out his foot on a white road, or
seeing any Christian but the hares and moon.’
When he was over ninely he married on old
woman of eighty-five. Before many days,
however, they quarrelled so fiercely that he
beat her with his stick, and came out again
on the roads. In a Few hHours he was arrested
at her complaint, and sentenced to a month in
Kilmainham. He cared nothing for the plank-
bed and uncomfortable diet: but he always
gathered himself topether, and cursed with
extraordinary rage, as he told how they cut
off the white hair which had grown down upon
his shoulders. All his pride and his half-
conscious feeling for the dignity of his age
seemed to have set themselves on this long
hair, which marked him out from the other
people of this district; and 1 have often heard
him say to himself, as he sat beside me under
a ditch: " What use is an old man without s
hair? A man has only his bloom like the
trees; and what use 15 an old man without his
white hair?’

Among the country people of the East of
Ireland the tramps and tinkers who wander
round from the West have a curions reputa-
tion for witchery and vanatural powers.

‘There's great witchery in that country,’
a man said to me once, on the side of a
mountain to the east of Aughavanpa, in
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Wicklow. ‘There's preat witchery in that
country, and preat knowledge of the fairies.
I've had men lodging with me out of the
West — men who would be walking the
world locking for a bit of money — and every
one of them would be talking of the wonders
below in Connemara. 1 remember one time,
a while after T was married, there was a tinker
down there in the plen, and two women along
with him. 1 brought him into my cottage to
do a bit of a job, and my first child was there
Iying in the Led, and he covered up to his chin
with the bed-clothes. When the 1allest of the
women came in, she looked around at him, and
then she says — ;

*#“ That's a fine boy, God bless him.”

*“How do you know it's a boy,' says my
woman,  when it's only the head of him you
seel "

"% 1 know rightly,” says the tinker,
it's the first too.”

‘Then my wife was going to slate me for
bringing in people to bewitch her child, and
I had to turn the lot of them oul to finish the
job in the lane.)

I asked him where most of the tinkers came
from that are met with in Wicklow.

‘They come from every part,’ he said.
‘They're gallous lads for walking round
through the world, One time I seen fifty of
them above on the road to Rathdangan, and
they all match-making and marrying them-
selves for the year that was to come. One

and



