The Cork Accent.
Much has been heard of Cork’s county and city folk,

Much has been told of its warrior and witty folk,

Much of its maidens, those peerlessly pretty folk,

But a niche far more noted Corkonians may claim;


For Nature e’er gen’rous to all and to each


Has expressly blessed them with a suavity of speech,



That soft intonation, defying imitation,

With sweet modulation of far-reaching fame.

Now to you who find puzzling this wide-spread repute of it,

Or who lightly elect to mistrust the whole truth of it,

I simply would say that the source and the root of it

All can be found in that magical stone –


That opal unique built in Blarney’s high tower,


Notor’ously courted for credited power



To impart to each tongue,
whether old one or young,

An eloquence strung to a style all its own.

Up from the heart it flows, rolling and rhythmical,

Changing at once the prosaic to poetical,

Since with the softly mellifluous and metrical 

Its varied vibrations alone can attune;


Yes, soothing and pleasant it falls on the ear,


This heritage prized by the peasant and peer,



To fancy and feeling , its cadence appealing,

And round the heart stealing like sunshine in June.

Both sinner and saint can more piously pray with it;

Love can its language more sootheringly say with it;

Preachers more subtly can listeners sway with it,

Yes; to convince doth its candour suffice;


For never a note of it dupes or deceives,


All that it utters prompt credence receives,



Of vocalization,
true interpretation,

That flees affectation as virtue does vice.

Hearts all the hardest and coldest are wooed by it;

Sorrow and suff’ring and pain are subdued by it;

Yet as roe from the rout have fled brave men pursued by it

On battle-field plains in the old world and new;


But know, whether heard on the Coal Quay of Cork


Or ‘mid rush of great cities like Rome or New York, -



Where olive groves flourish, or polar shrubs perish,

The speaker is Irish – and proud of it too.

