THE FIDDLER OF DOONEY by W.B.Yeats

Yeats was an Irish poet. You will hopefully remember that he also wrote ‘The Song of Wandering Aengus’.

These days with social distancing and isolation, life can be a bit depressing and worrying and we are often told to follow the rules and we will be alright. Isn’t it great that some people put a lot of energy into being cheerful and encouraging us by putting songs and dances and silly stuff on the internet! 

In this poem it is not the priests who make us joyful but the fiddler!

Think especially about the rhythm in this poem. I think it sounds rather like the sound of the fiddle playing a jig. What do you think?

Can you spot the excellent simile?

I love it. Do you?

Pronounce ‘Moharabhuiee’ as Mok-ar-boo-ee. It’s a place in Ireland as are Sligo and Kilvarnet.

When I play on my fiddle in Dooney,  
Folk dance like a wave of the sea;  
My cousin is priest in Kilvarnet,  
My brother in Moharabuiee.  
  
I passed my brother and cousin:          
They read in their books of prayer;  
I read in my book of songs  
I bought at the Sligo fair.  
  
When we come at the end of time,  
To Peter sitting in state,   
He will smile on the three old spirits,  
But call me first through the gate;  
  
For the good are always the merry,  
Save by an evil chance,  
And the merry love the fiddle   
And the merry love to dance:  
  
And when the folk there spy me,  
They will all come up to me,  
With ‘Here is the fiddler of Dooney!’  
And dance like a wave of the sea.
The Fiddler of Dooney is a poem about a very positive person who wants everyone to be happy.

Please write, and up-load, you own poem – which needs to try and make everyone happy at this hard time. It can be about anything as long as it’s positive …..
