An Intrusive ‘Yank’ at Bartlemy Fair.*                           

For centuries Bartlemy Fair Field was hallowed hosting ground.

For revels, rows, for fun and fêtes, ‘twas long and far renowned,

God rest poor Shawno Wall, ‘twas oft he trailed his great-coat there

In challenge bold for him to tread its tattered tails who’d dare.

How wise men laughed that day the Yank, a stranger took the lists

Rash man! He soon the secrets knew of Shawno’s toughened fists;

And as they bore the victor off the Yankee, bruised and stained,

‘Guassed’ loud and high revenge he’d have ere many moons had waned.

High thoughts were Shawno’s when that night he reached his cottage gate.

Fights, vict’ries, vanquished foemen–aught but enemies in wait;

But scarce his feet the inside of the open way had gained

When from the darkness showers of blows upon his body rained.

‘Twas morn ere from the shock he woke; by slow degrees came back

The fair, the fight, the beaten foe, his threats, the night attack.

How dense he’d been! He should have known–that bashing served him right–

Some treach’rous trick that Yank would try when downed in honest fight.

All sore and numbed he rose; near by a tinkers’ camp he saw,

O’er dykes and field ranged asses free, each to himself a law.

And what was that! One big black brute on early breakfast bent

On Shawno’s own one cornstack fed in measureless content.

Forgetting aches, with oaths he rushed and on the creatures rear

Brought all his jack-boot’s summoned strength with venomed force to bear;

A second kick the ass’s count’ring hind-legs promptly barred.

And then sent vicious volleys home through Shawno’s powerless guard.

So strangely seemed to coincide these blows the ass now dealt

With Yank’s last night in focussed force, in aim below the belt,

That rubbing ruefully his limbs, all o’er a pulpy mass,

It flashed through Shawno’s  brain –the ‘Yank’ was sure this thrice-curst ass.

A bar lay near; he chased the beast with whack on whack amain,

Loud frightened brayings woke to life the slumbering tinker train

From cart and couch they sailed forth with seasoned ash-plants armed,

And, utt’ring maledictions dread, round hapless Shawno swarmed.

Too chastened by long weeks in bed for pugilistic pranks

At fairs no more did Shawno’s coat tempt overwheening Yanks;

He took his pints in peace but oft when staggering home he’d call

For hot repose for tinkers, and their unblest asses all. 
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