


UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OouU_210797

AdvddlT
TVSAHIAINN



QUP—787-18.6-75—10,000.
'osmm UNIVERSITY LIBRARY

Galt No. 82!.?}2,&«&“011 No. 677,05")_
Author (’_96 €. "
Title @M H‘

This book out‘ gc returned oft“or before the date last m&’ ed below

l







COLLECTED POEMS
(1894-1940)












COLLECTED POEMS
(1894-1940)

of

JAMES H, COUSINS

KALAKSHETRA
ADYAR, MADRAS, INDIA
MCMXL



Certain of the poems in
this  collected  edition
were published in maga-
zZines and newspapers in
various countries. Where
necessary, permission for
their inclusion has been
obtained, and is acknow-
ledged with thanks.



PUBLISHERS NOTE

KALAKSHETRA (Sanskrit for The Sacred Home of Art),
known also as The International Arts Centre, was established
in 1935 by Srimati Rukmini Devi with theam of fostering
interest in the fine arts and art-crafts from the point of view
both of idedlistic creative expression and the beautifying of
life. On the dde of art-appreciation Kaakshetra is inter-
national, and seeks to make artists and art-lovers acquainted
with the finest ideas, impulses and achievements of the
creative spirit in humanity in al lands and eras. On the
sde of art-expresson Kalakshetra concerns itself, for the
time being, with Indias genius. At its headquarters at
Adyar, Madras, South India it hopes to gather together a
representative seection of objects of world-art.  In its work-
shops and studios and the associated school it is training
young artists and artificers to follow the finest idedls and
technique of the arts and crafts of India and to profit by true
advances in art elsewhere.

Recognizing the value of book-production of an artistic
order, Kalakshetra has added publication toits activities. Itwilt
give books to the world that are themsalves works of art in
presentation; and that in their substance are either concerned
with'the arts or are works of cregtive literature.  The volume
now presented is of the latter order, containing the life-work
in poetry of one of the pioneers of the Irish literary reviva of
forty years ago, who, after alife in India, Japan and America,
with vidits to Europe, till, as The Times Literary Supplement,
London, said of one of his recent books, " moves among
immortal themes"






PREFACES

To A WANDERING HARP. Sdected Poems, 1932

The poems here collected represent the expression of
forty years of poetical aspiration: but not al of that expres-
sion; for certain whole books and certain poems have been
omitted—partly because space, whatever illusoriness it admits
to the scientist, masks itsdlf as redlity to the publisher, hence
to the author; partly because, when judgment comes to
Daniel, certain things, perhaps not valueless, but less valu-
able than others in a crush, have to go to the lions . . .

Up to 1913, when | left Ireland—to become, as after-
wards appeared, a world wanderer, gathering nomadic riches,
but squandering the marketable posshilities of a settled
abode—the vision and enthusiasm of the movement that came
to be known as the Irish Literary Revival circumferenced my
poeticd life. Thereafter, that vison and enthusiasm became
its centre, and circumferences learned not to matter. | ceased
to be a citizen of my particular world—though that world had
its own exquisite completeness—and was driven by the winds
of destiny on the spiritua adventure of becoming, as fully as
possible, a world polarized and orbited in a citizen.

The personalities and events of the Irish mythos, which
was the deepest inspiration of the movement, had become to
me the imaginative incarnations of powers and processes in
the universe and myself. | felt that its vison was more
ultimate than insight and more prophetic than foresight; and
through its contemplation and embodiment in my early poems
| aspired towards the capacity to see the significance of the
insignificant and to feel the eterna in the temporadl.

Thus | came to the realization through my own art that
dl art is the impodtion of an inner order on an outer
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disorder; and | have striven so to free my wandering harp
and its player from the assumptions of the merely ancient
and the intimidations of the merely contemporaneous that our
song might in some degree be a trandation of the music made
by the passing wing of the seraph Saathiel,

To A BARDIC PILGRIMAGE, Second Selection, 1934

, , . Certain poems written before and during my
twenties that were excluded from A Wandering Harp have
not been included in this volume for certain reasons in addi-
tion to juvenility of craft or content. | learned from ex-
perience that there is a love and war of higher origin and
import than that which the bards had sung, and which | had
essayed to sing in the first imitative years of my poetical
novitiate; a love that survives the passionate mendacity of
youth, and a war of the spirit in which the victor resigns at
least haf of his chaplet to the vanquished; and | came to
redize that such love and such war are the only subjects
worthy of poetica celebration or remembrance.

Three decades have passed since the early days of the
Irish literary and dramatic reviva in which | received from
poets who have taken their places among the masters of
enduring song the keys to the mystery of creative art, and
august initiation, both vishble and invisble, into the hiero~
phantic service of poetry, My lifein the interval has been
blessed by the friendship of some of the creative illuminati of
three continents, and exalted by the recurrent airy or flaming
touch of one or other of the Hierarchy of participants in the
beautiful declaration of Truth or the truthful disclosure of
Beauty, who partidly unveil Thelr countenances to the
purified and consecrated imagination,

me
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To COLLECTED POEMS 1940

Ihave taken the opportunity of the publication of this one-
volume callection of my poetry, in successon to the two-
volume New York edition which has recently gone out of
print, to make some modifications of contents. Apart from
single short poems included and excluded for various
reasons, | have omitted the poeticd Indian drama, "The
King's Wife," which was included in A Bardic Pilgrimage,
not from necessity of space, but because it will find its
appropriate place, as a drama that has been performed in a
number of Indian languages, in a collection of my plays that
will follow this volume.

| retain in this collection, however, the short verse-play
" The Sleep of the King," because, though it was the first
item of the first organized indigenous company of the Irish
dramatic revival (1902), its true spiritua location is that given
it in this volumein the middle of atrilogy of poems express-
ing, in terms of Irish legend, my vision of the emergence of
the Soul of the Universe, in " The Going Forth of Dana";
the cal of the spiritua life to the Soul in incarnation, in
" The Seep of the King"; and the culmination of the Soul's’
experience in the union of its outer and inner aspects, in
" The Marriage of Lir and Niav." When there came my way
some time later a new trandlation from the Irishof the story of
the descent of Etain, the Cdltic Psyche, from the inmost world
of the spirit, through the midway realm of the Gods, to the
outer world of Eire, and her recal to her true spiritual state,
| could not resist the temptation to another imaginative
pilgrimage around the inevitable cycle of life, particularly as
the gdory, being psychologica rather than cosmic, took me
nearer to the intimacies of the individual human spirit in its
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fall and rise from allegiance to alegiance; nearer dsoto the
exquisite constants of nature in which my own spirit found
entrance to a life of beautiful love and of an ever-increasing
love of the beautiful. | am therefore specialy happy to be
able to restore " Etain the Beloved " to its full length, instead
of the shortened version of A Wandering Harp, and thus
to repair an atigtic injury to my retelling of the old Bardic
tale that was inflicted not by my desre but by spatia
necessity.

To the contents of the two semi-collections | have added
those of a smal subsequent book, The Oracle, and a
few recent poems. To these the matters touched on in the
prefaces quoted above equally apply. In the realm of poetry,
as | know it, continental and national boundary-stones,
which indicate the rich and delectable variety of nature and
humanity, do not go deep enough to break the unity of life,
or high enough to obscure its inspiration and illumination.

JH.C

Frontispiece from a photograph by Rawal. Ahmedabad.
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"THE VOICE OF ONE"
|

| am the voice of one who cries:
Lol | have lived my little day ;
Have looked within a woman's eyes,
And seen them covered up with clay.

And | have laughed as well as wept;

Have found my foes, and made my friends.
Through mighty issues | have slept—

And waked to unmomentous ends:

Have companied with hope and fear;
Have followed Love's mysterious star,
And dreamed it infinitely near—

Yet found it infinitely far.

And 1 have seen my fairy gold

Turn al to dull misshapen lead;

And hungry | have been, and cold,

And wished me harboured with the dead.

And sometimes | have longed to free

My soul from al that stains and mars,
To taste the quiet in the sea,

The peace that lodges with the stars.



| am the voice of one who cries.

Lo! | have stood beside the deep;
And | have watched the twilight skies
Grow grey with mystery and deep,

While soft clouds held the last of light,
And furrowed dal the sunset way
Where bent the silver scythe of night
To reap the aftermath of day.

And | have heard strange voices speak
In words half uttered, half withdrawn,
While far away a mountain peak

Put on the vestments of the dawn,;

And oer the adoring world there hung
Great slence as the Lord passed by,
And Day his golden censer swung
Across the altar of the sky.

| am the voice of one who cries:
Lo! here | cannot stop or stay.
I am not good, | am not wise,

| only follow far away;



And, seeing not, | yearn for sight
To read the heart of praise or blame,
To catch the beam within the light,
And feel the fire behind the flame;

Or, rapt from al the tyrant hours

That write their names in tears and blood,
| long to pluck immortal flowers,

And bathe me in a cool clear flood;

And know that thing for which | seek

With frustrate fingers blind and dead;

And turn Truth's never-ceasing whesl,
And from its distaff spin my thread.

And so with ever-watching eyes
| live my life from day to day.

| am the voice of one who cries,
And crying wander on my way.

ADRIFT IN MOONLIGHT

Our oars point skyward left and right,
And on the soft, dow stream,

Amid the balmy hush of night,

Across the moon's broad beam,

We dip from shine to shine through shade
By old aspiring poplars made.



To such an hour as this belongs

A sense—not joy, not woe;

A hum of half-remembered songs

And laughter long ago;

A sadness caught from other years,

Too vague for words, too sweet for tears.

And mingled by the gentle wind
With sounds we once have known,
We hear strange music, half-divined,
From spirit bugles blown,

And feel the wafture of the wings
Of mystic, unbegotten things.

In such an hour as this the soul

Shakes free from sense that cloys,

And sghts afar her starry god,

And thrills to nobler joys

Than those vouchsafed when lithesome limbs
Danced to impassioned Paphian hymns.

We break and drop the chains of Earth,
And feel at home in Heaven,

And with the sense of roya birth

A mighty wish is given

To snap the sunset's brazen bars,

And snatch the secret from the stars.



From such rare hours—as brief as few—
Our dearest hope is this:

To win an ampler voice and view,

To draw a deeper bliss

And hear reverberate through our dreams
The thunder of immortal themes.

BEHIND THE PLOUGH

Black wings and white in the hollow
Follow the track of the team,

While the sun from the noon declining
Is shining on toil-damp brows.

Birds of the mountain and sea-birds
Circle and swoop and scream,
Searching for spoails of the furrow
Where dowly the ploughman ploughs.

Make me room, O birds! | am sweeping
From the boughs of deeping afar.

| have winged through the mists of the ages
Where sages drone and drowse.

| follow the feet of the Horses

That drag the Morning-star,

To search in the spails of the furrow

Where God the Ploughman ploughs.



SCRABO ROCK

The rugged rock against the sky
Heaves high a tower-topped cret,
Whence widens out beneath the eye
The realms of east and west.

Here lies a land but seldom sung;
This crudely noble crown,

And that white sea that moves among
The fertile fields of Down.

Unsung—and wherefore, lovely land?
Hast thou not ample store

For song, from yonder ocean strand

To Strangford's shining shore?

Hast thou not throbbed to foamy flanks,
And sound of Saxon sted;

To crash of Cromwell's battling ranks,
And clansmen of O'Neill?

And yet, not dl thy songful crown

Is strife of right with wrong.

Here limpid lark-streams trickle down
A hundred peaks of song;

There, silent sheep and lambkins lie,

A white, uncertain thing,

Like lingering snow that fain would spy
The secret of the spring.



The roaming robber-breezes catch
And hither upward float

A lusty lilt and vagrant snatch
From some far rustic throat;

And blusters by with strident shout
From scenes of revelry

That libertine of flower and sprout,
The bacchanalian bee.

Dear land of love and happy lot

Of merry maids and swains;

Worthy the martial muse of Scott

And Virgil's pastora strains!

Loved land! this tongue thy song would share;
This votive soul is thine.

Thy lips are loud with praise and prayer.

Pray God they kindle mine.

INSPIRATION AND EXPRESSION

| heard awonderful thing
When | drank of the Spirit's Wine;
And what | heard | sing:
But only the song is mine:

Only the struggle of speech,
Like a whirl of leavesin a blast



Or afringe of shells on a beach
That tells of a wave that has passed.

From a rapture a moment shared

| fall on a broken wing:

But what | have heard—I have heard;
And the least is the song | sing.

SONGAND SINGERS

| am areed in awind,

That bends in a low lagoon;

But the wind that at morn my head inclined
May roar on the hills at noon;

May bear the passionate wingers

That carry their songs to the sun.

Many the songs and the singers,

But song t its heart is one.

MOULTED FEATHERS

Along the line on the ydlow sand where the
tide to its highest rose,

A long white line of moulted feathers of vanished
sea-hirds is shed.

Strangely it shakes the heart with the touch of
a life beyond ours that comes and goes,



Fullness—and ebb ir\to distance; flight—and'
its wing defeated and shed!

And perhaps on the mystic verge of desire,
where immortal and mortal meet;

Where the Land of the Ever Young is frayed
and strewn by the urge of our human tide,

Some godlike one will smile and sigh at these
moulted feathers of song at his feet,—

And | shal be satisfied!

LOVE'S ADVENT

| cannot set a finger on the place

Or time or circumstance, and surely say

Twas thus and then across the gathering grey
Of my lone life shot the first golden trace

Of love for thee. | see within thy face
Something that has been with me al the way,
Affinity and reflex night and day;

And lol my heart feds, knows, and loves apace.

How, why? | cannot tell. | only know

One wide, white love has cancelled al the sum

Of dl life's lesser loves. | can but speak

As might the watcher on some northern peak

Long night-bound, who eastward beholds a glow,
And cries. " The day, the glad great day has come!"
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LOVE'S APPEAL

Oh! let me love thee, if but one brief hour.

Oh! let me take unchidden from thy lips

The fruit of knowledge which, to him who sips,
Brings joy unreckoned in the angels dower.

Oh! fill one spacious moment with the power

Of pure, unmeasured love, though stinging whips
Of fire next moment into black eclipse

Drive me from thy pure Eden's passionless bower.

Then thou mayst set an angel at the gate

Of thine inviolate heart with burning blade
Flashing. | shall not flinch. | shal have known
Earth's sweetest guerdon. | shall stand elate
On life's pale summit, strong and undismayed,
Immutably, immortally alone.

TO EIRE

To thee, beloved! of old there came
The sailers of a thousand ships,

Who learned to love thy hidden name,
And love the music on thy lips,

And some, who thought to build thy pyre,
And on its ruin rear a throne,

Have loved to st around thy fire

And count thy saddest songs their own.

10



And sons of thine, who broke love's bands
To seek afabled, far-off shore,
Grope through the world with aching hands,
And hunger for thee evermore.

For, though thy sorrows may not cease,
Though, blessing, thou art till unblest,
Thou hast for men a gift of peace,

O daughter of divine unrest!

IRELAND IN AUTUMN

Something of autumn splendour round thee lies.
Yet think it not the prelude of thy death;

For there is that within thy heart which saith
The prophet-word that blossoms in thine eyes.—
" Heed not the seasona portent of the skies,
Nor count the clouds more than a passing breath
Sun-drawn from half aworld that offereth

Its votive incense to the year that flies."

That Hand which bevels down the shortening day
Is one with that which quickens leaf and wing;

So, promise of resurgence in decay

Thou hast, and, in thine autumn, germs of spring
To vindicate these lips that lately said:

They dreamed a lie who deemed thee wholly dead.
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THE AWAKENING

In this exalted hour, between the light

Of sinking moon and rising morn, mine ear
Gathers, from quivering leaf and river clear,
Sounds deepened by the touch of passing night;
While on aleafy platform, shut from sight,

But to the soul, by hearing, doubly near,

A bird, heart-throbbing with the opening year,
Outsoars in song his wing's extremest flight,

New day, new birth, new hope, new power,
have given

Wings to the soul to soar and leave behind

Life's inessentials.  What majestic sky

Is this, where, unamazed, from some old heaven

| hear the harp of Angus' on the wind,

And feel CuchullinV arm go battling by)

GOD'S LURE

God willed of old to lift thine ancient Name,

That thou, through suffering made most wise, most
pure,

Shouldst bear before al men the Soul's white lure,

And lead them through the purifying flame.

! Angus, the Irish God of Love.
2 Cuchullin, the Irish " saviour," ofjoint celestial and terrestrial ancestry.
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But, lest thine eager feet should foil the aim

Of Time's dow bilders, building strong and sure,
He mingled with thy fire, that shal endure,
Somewhat of earth—for shackle, not for shame.

Thou art not wholly earth, nor dl divine;
And though rude hands of sons undutiful
Build in the clay and soil thy royal dress,
Mother of mighty dreams! et joy be thine:
Thou still hast beauty for the beautiful,
And proud, glad lovers for thy loveliness.

THE TWELVE BENS'

With gorgeous pageantry of light and cloud

The mighty Bens this morn above me rose,

Clothing their agony of ancient throes

In awful majesty, aoof and proud;

Like elder Gods to whom al wisdom bowed;

Who, passed through sweetening flame and
cleansing snows,

Now fill the thrones of infinite repose,

To utmost calm and contemplation vowed.

O solemn power of Beauty that is born
Of vast calamity and hoary time!
Spirit whose smile transfigures ruining fate!

! Connemara.
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Be hers whose eyes are weary for the morn;
Be mine, to fill her ear with hope's glad chime:
" Peacel my beloved: a little longer wait."

ON SLIEVE CULLEN?

The dusk fell grey on Cullen

When we climbed, my love and I.
Like a dream the dim world faded,
And the lonely stars drew nigh.

Oh! our thoughts were full of labour,
Weary limbs and shattered spears,
While the face of Ireland darkened
As it darkened through the years,
Through the broken, bleeding years.

The night lay deep on Cullen

When we dept, my love and |,

On the fragrant whispering heather,
With our faces to the sky.

Oh! our dreams were full of longing,
Full of ancient woes and tears,
While the heart of Ireland slumbered
As it slumbered through the years,
Through the dow and heavy years.

! Sieve Cullen is now known as the Sugarloaf Mountain, County Wickfou.
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The dawn broke sweet on Cullen
When we woke, my love and I,
And the mists like marching heroes
Swiftly, silently went by.

Oh!" we sent three shouts to heaven,
And we snapped the chain of fears,
For the soul of Ireland rises

To possess the coming years,

Rises, triumphs through the years!

A DEDICATION
To my wife

| said: " Since golden dust of garnered sheaves
Dulls in each crevice of the threshing-floor,

And swift sweet wings that seek a sunnier shore
Have left a troubling slence beneath our eaves;
| will arise, though Earth in autumn grieves,
And bring with pipes and dancing to her door
Harvest of dreams from fields of ancient lore."
Alas | bring these few poor fallen leaves.

Yet of my leaves | twine for your loved brows

This chaplet: yours, not mine; for you have trod
My being's bounds; yours is the hand that ploughs
And sows, and draws new life from the dead sod;
And you have moved among my slent boughs

And stirred them with a wind that comes from God.

15



THE GOING FORTH OF DANA

Wrapped in His robes of everlasting light
Whose shadow is the splendour of high noon,
The Nameless One, out of a lonely dream

Of suns and stars that pulsed along the veins
Of uncreated night, awoke and said:

Onefor the seed, but for the sowing, twain:
And Dagda stood with Dana by His side.

Then spake the Nameless One: Behold! | am;
But Thou shall be. Eternal spring is nigh;

And who Would hold it needs must sow and sow
Unceasingly. So Dagda and Dana passed
Forth from the Presence, He to find the seed,
And she to scatter; one, yet ever twain.

And, as They passed, the eternal Silence moved,
Trembled, and flowed into a mighty Word
Wherein dl expectation gathered up

A rumour as of spring, and sundering earth,

And opening things, and under moist young leaves
Thin pipings, and a going to and fro

Of tender shades.

Across ethereal fields
Dana moved dowly, scattering the seed
That fell and flamed in gold of heavy corn,
Nor paused till over the fields a Shadow passed,
As might some strange new thought across a face
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Wrapped in a waking dream;—and by Her Sde
‘One dood and said: Thy hand doth heavy grow,
Thine eyes wax weary of the flaming gold

That burns along Thy fields unquenchably,

And burns into Thy heart. Rest Thee a while.
From whence Thou comest | too came, and fain
Would sow Thy seedfor Thee. But Dana said:
/ sow and sow that spring may thus endure;

For if | pause, the harvest will be here.

And million-mouthed Will cry within my heart

For toiling hands and heavy-beaded brows

And bending backs and hot and aching feet,

And all the World that now is folded up

Within me:  Therefore do | sow and sow.

Then He who moved beside Her spake again:
Since rest may not be Thine, my feet shall tread
From furrow unto furrow with Thine own,

And handful for Thy handful scatter far,

If so Thou wiliest it.  He stretched His hand
As though He tenderly would touch Her arm
That wave-like rose and fell, white as the moon
Glimmering between the boughs of some deep wood
When odorous winds breathe morning, and the firs
Obeisant bend and rise, and fill the eye

With silver glories broken by eclipse.

Then She, within Whose bosom sorrow and joy,
All wisdom and dl folly, peace and strife,
Mingled, and st within Her steadfast eyes
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The passion of divine dispassion, turned,

And tenderly unto His tenderness

Inclined Her head. He from Her basket scooped
A handful of the seed that, more and more
Broad-scattered, grew no less, and over the fields
Flung it afar,—and, when it fell, laughed loud,
And vanished.

Straightway sprang to fullest bloom
Innumerable flowers. About Her feet
Violet and pansy trembled with delight
At such great life. Across the farther fields
The hyacinth trailed like a faint blue mist;
While, at the foot of heavy-fronded ferns,
The cowdip's little rocket skyward shot
And earthward fell in throbbing yellow stars;
And through the marigold's low-smouldering fire
The crimson tulip flickered like a flame.
Then, as a babe uplifts ecdtatic hands
And downward draws a face that smiling bends
Above its own, and takes a proffered kiss,
So the fair flowers the fairer Dana drew
And drank Her rapturous kisses as She knelt
And buried Her immortal face for joy
Among their young sweet splendours.

Suddenly,
Asif a Voice had leaped from highest Heaven
To deepest Hell, and on the nether floor
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Rebounded Heavenwards, smitten sore and scarred,
And scattered in a myriad babbling tongues,
Though none had spoken, Dana raised Her head,
Her fingers lingering in the lovely flowers,

And through a sudden guilt that rioted

Along Her veins and burned upon Her cheeks,
Saw Dagda standing where, a moment past,

One dse had stood. A trouble in Her face
Troubled His heart; yet motionless He stood,
Nor spake a word, but over ripened fields

Cast His all-seeing and all-knowing eyes,

And mused in silence till the silence broke
Wave-like in one loud Word in Dana's heart,
And, million-mouthed, cried out for toiling hands
And aching feet and heavy-beaded brows,

For spring had passed, and harvest was a hand.

Then Dagda stooped, and touched Her bended head,
And said:  The Day is passing into days,
And all that Is, to all that is to be,

For spring has passed, and harvest is at hand,
And who shall gather but the scatterer?

Then al Her soul went out in one great sigh
As earthward Dana sank, and left Her face
Pde with majestic sorrow unexpressed,

And eloguent of the multitudinous world

Of unbegotten things that in Her heart
Clamoured to be.



Prostrate among the flowers
Wherein dl beauty bloomed, and dl delight
Danced to the reed of newly wakened winds,
She quenched Her burning eyes, and round their stems
Bent like a scythe Her arm, whereon Her head
Rested, but found no rest, for rest was done,
And in Her ears a Voice far inward called:
One for the seed, andfor the sowing twain;
But for the ripening, three; for reaping, seven;
And seven times seven for the garnering.

Then Danawept. But Dagda, bending low,
Smoothed the wet locks that clung about Her face,
And voiced the thoughts that stumbled round Her brain
Like burdened horses: Whoso scattereth

Must reap; and reaping calls for many hands

To cut, to bind, and on the threshing-floor

Beat out the grain, and garner.  Therefore Thou
Within Whose breast all sorrow, all delight,

All weakness and all strength commingle, Thou

Who from unutterable Light cam'st forth

With me co-equal, co-eternal, Thou

Shalt break Thy virgin cincture, and shall give
Seven sons to reap Thy harvest; Thou shalt tread
The Weary wheel that spins the whirling worlds

Till Thine almighty sons shall come again

With shoutings when, across the farthest fields,

The latest wain brings home its glittering load
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Of sheaves that quicken for a spring to be.

He paused; and Dana, smiling through Her tears,
Raised to His proffered hand Her own, and rose,
And gtood erect, and said: The way is long,

And | must go alone: yet not alone,

For that which moves Within me to its birth

Is Thou, He kissed Her forehead.

In the east
A crimson glory flashed along the fields,
And from its heart a burning spear out-leaped
And struck Her brow with palpitating fire,
So that Her eyes, smitten with sudden Light,
Moved darkly to and fro, and, seeing nought
Save darkness, turned unto the fire again,
And gazed until the fire itsalf grew dark,
And in its heart, mirrored in blackest night,
She saw the smoke of battles yet to be,
And heard harsh voices crying after peace:
Whereunto Dana, stretching yearning hands,
Moved as a deeper passing from a deep.

At length, foot-weary, Dana sought the shade

Of whispering trees, beside a cataract

Whose flashing waters, gathered by the sun

And cloud-borne to a sheer white summit, fell
And foamed among tall ferns, and laughing leaped
From rock to rock, and whirled at Dands feet
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In glistening garrulous eddies. thence they flowed
Among the mellow glooms of budding oaks,
And dipped into the silence of a lake

On whose drowsed bosom dreaming lilies lay
Pure as the cool white blossom of the dawn.
Upon a bank broidered with moss and thyme,
Dewy at noon, but softened by the sun

To odorous warmth, She sat. Above Her head
A hazd rustled, shattering heavy sheaths

From which ripe fruit fell flashing in the pool
Beneath Her, as She laved Her burning feet
And rested.

But across Her rest there came
A murmur of Seven Names as yet unnamed,;
And with the wind that bore it came the scent
And sound of seething billows of bursting corn,
But never voice of reaper. Danarose
Saying: The way islong, and | alone
Mast tread it and the wheel that spins the Worlds.
But, ere She went Her way, thirsting She bent
And from the glittering circles of the pool
Lifted unto Her lips a cooling draught
That spun within Her pearly hollowed hand.
Through Her white fingersfell a sparkling shower
That broke in plumy sprays, and caught the light
In seven little rainbows which Her eyes
Wove into one.
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She drank the draught, and turned

And crossed the deepening gloom of leafing oaks,
And touched the margin of the silent lake
Where in the reeds a heron silver-white
Waited and watched with sidelong searching eye
The pebbly shdlows. On the grassy marge
Dana moved mournfully, nor raised Her head
Till in the reeds a shudder of silver broke
In one soft wave that laughed across Her path,
Tinkling in tiny tumults about Her feet,
And sighing passed away. Then Dana |looked
And marked where, high upon a rocky ridge,
The heron stood, jet-black against the moon
That, vapour-veiled and blanching like a bride
Within whose heart a terrible delight
Woos and repels, rose rounding to the full,
And with it a chill mist. Then Dana turned
For comfort to the west.  Upon the hills
A passionate glory like a lover lay,
Stretching wild arms that burned dong the sky,
And, closng round Her, clasped Her in a thrill
Of flaming ecdtasy, so that Her feet,
Weary no more, but swift with al desre,
Flew like a glimmer of light along the grass,
And vanished in the flame upon the hills.

Note : " The Going Forth of Dana " follows Irish mythological precedents,
but has no original, save in the illuminated imagination from which the Irish

myths also came. Dagda and Dana are the primal Father and Mother of the
Universe.
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THE SLEEP OF THE KING

CONN, High King of Ireland, A.D. 125.
CONNLA, his son.

FAIRY PRINCESS.

CoRAN, a druid.

FAIRY CHORUS.

SCENE, a forest glade with a moss-covered bank in
thebackground.

Enter CONN, crowned, with CONNLA, facing the
sunset.  CONN leans heavily With his hand on
CoNNLAS shoulder.
CONNLA, speaking as they advance,
Now to the mighty pillars of the day
Night puts a mightier Shoulder. In the west
Smoulder the shattered glories, piled on high
As though a king were passing to his urn.
CONN, as to himself, with solemn import, pausing,
" As though a king were passing to his urn."
CONNLA. My father, thou art sad.

Note : " The Seep of the King " isfounded on the Irish legend of " Conn/a
of the Golden Hair." It was the first play performed by The Irish National
Theatre Society, Dublin, October 1902; Conn, Frank Fay, Connla, P. /.
Kelly; Fairy Princess, Mary Walker; Coran, Dudley Digges.
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CONN. Nay, nay, not sad.
The quiet of the woods is on my heart,

The silence that is in the end of days.

CoNNLA. Butwherefore didst thou pause?

CONN. | know not wherefore.
It may be | am tired and yearn for deep;

For | have come long leagues, and in my hair

The roadway dust is matted with the mists

Of leafy valeys. (Approaching the bank-) Let
us rest awhile.

(Seated.) Coran the druid chants beyond the
woods,

And binds the sacred oak upon his brow.

The watchers pass along from tent to tent,

And al is well.

CoNNLA. For well thy potent arm
Swayed the broad-sword till it outlived its use.
Now Eire's fields from springtime unto harvest
Thrill with the joy of sowing and of reaping.
Her happy homes from harvest-time till spring
Are merry with the murmur of the quern.

In peace her children come, her old men go;
And dl the year is girt about with song,
And thou art in the song, my king, my father.
He seats himsdlf on the ground at CONN'S knee.
CONN. Sometimes my heart grows weary of my
name,
And weary of the sound of harp and song,
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And hungers for great peace. (He takes off
his crown and sets it on the bank beside
him.)

CONNLA. And here is peace.

And here we rest, as willing captives, bound

In the sweet thraldom of the regnant night.

(He chants) Redt, rest,

Sigh and jest,
Wise and foolish, gay and grave.
Down, down,
Sword and crown.
Seep is master of King and dave,
They have both drifted into Sleep.
A WOMAN'S VOICE, chanting in the distance.
Night with ruddy lip
Sps the dregs of day;
Swooning o'er the world in deep
Deep as the deep of a child.
CONN (stirring sleepily).  Coran the druid chants,

CONNLA (halfawake). His voice is weak
And far away.
CONN. The woods drink up its depth:

What reaches us is but the flying spray.
They drift into Sleep again.
VOICE (nearer). Now beneath the quicken
Thicken sombre shades.
In the glades?the fairies dance
Underneath white stars that glance
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Over wood and wild
Sleeping like a child.

The FAIRY PRINCESS has entered and observed the
deepers. As she approaches and scrutinizes
them there is heard a

FAIRY CHORUS. The sun dropped down the sky,
and fell

Into a golden crucible,

From which uprolled

Clouds flushed with fire, that curved and curled,
And we shook them, and flooded half the world
With gold. (They laugh.)

FAIRY PRINCESS takes the crown and puts it on
CONNLA'S head. She puts a spell on CONN'S
brow.

FAIRY CHORUS. We are the dusky sunset brood,

Pursuing the daylight yet ever pursued;

And with laugh and shout

From caverns of cloud we roystering came,

And the last of the lingering sunset flame

Blew out. (They laugh loudly, and enter as the

FAIRY PRINCESS beckons them.)

PRINCESS. Hereakinglies, overthrown

By a foe he has not known;

One who never crosed his sight,

Yet who days him night by night.

Dance, ye fairies, dance, and sing-

Sleep is conqueror of the king.
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CHORUS, circling the Sleepers, boisteroudly.
Dance, dance, dance and sing—
Sleep is conqueror of the king.
CONNLA dtirs as if waking.
PRINCESS, waving thefairies away,
Ah!' he awakes. The sweet and princely face
Lights like a morn of spring beneath a cloud
Of glowing gold. Away, ye twilight ones,
Shake now the Branch of Night, and let its bells
Tremble with music, till the souls of men
Bloom upward through the soil of deep, and
flower
And fructify in gardens no man tills.
CONNLA (awake, to himself). A sound of ripples
round a slanted prow
Came through my slumber. Do | deep or wake?
PRINCESS. Theking doth deep, and 1 have crowned

thee king.
CONNLA (rising). Thou—Who art thou?
PRINCESS. | have not any name,

For | have many: oneisin my heart,
And whosoever finds that name finds al.
CONNLA. Butwhat art thou, whence comest, whither
goest?
PRINCESS. | am the lonely one amid the throng.
| am the royal beggar at the door
Of hushed and listening hearts. Among the dew
At dawn 1 wander, and at eve | breathe
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On upturned faces round the fires of men.
| have a throne among the ageless stars,
And with the waving grass and fluttering moth,
And with the infant smile on ageing lips,
And with the immortal dreams of mortal hearts.
CoNNLA. Fame hath indeed been envious of thy
fame,
Or like a poet stricken dumb in song
With rapture of histheme. At fair or feast
No song of thee has passed across the harps,—
Though thou art not unworthy of the praise
Of king or bard, thou beauteous nameless one!
PRINCESS. Men praise not me on strings that break
and fall.
Men praise me not in words that thrill and pass.
No song of me is carved on withering staves.
My praise is in the hush between their songs,
And in the slence of the leaning spear
In battle-pauses rumorous of peace,
0 Connla of the flowing golden hair!
CoNNLA, Thou namest me, and yet | know not thee.
But—stay! (with growing rapture) | think that
face has touched my dreams
With silver light, and drawn my being's tide,
And beckoned me by old and foot-worn ways
Through vales and over mountains to a shore
Where crawled a bearded wave by crumbling
caves,
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And beckoned ine across a tranquil sea

Into the golden glories of a dawn

Beyond the tides of death and birth and deep.—
But wherefore hast thou wakened me from sleep?

PRINCESS.  Because thou art the best beloved of men.

CoNNLA. | amindeed in honour of the king,

And blessed with noble friendship; but for me
No princess sighs at mention of my name,
Or pensively out-stares the morning star.

PRINCESS. Yet thou art not unloving.

CONNLA. Nay, for me
There breathes a rapture in the silent hour
When, in the primrose twilight, flower and tree
Exhale great life, unbosoming to love
Their perfumed secrets; when on Usnas hill
The serried forests raise their mighty spears,

A shadowy army wounding the wan sky
With prayer, while from their hearts the ring-
dove's coo
Comesiterant of love, and cals me forth
To find my love.
PRINCESS. Now has thy love found thee.
CONNLA. Ovoice that 1 have heard among the
stars!
O eyes that looked from old mysterious caves!
O armsthat | have felt about the world!
Now do | hear thee, see thee, now possess
Exultant as high noon!



PRINCESS (restraining his approach). Not yet, not yet:
| am not won by words.

CONNLA. Then say what deed
Shal win thee. Speak, and ere another dusk
A thousand and a thousand | shal day!

He draws his sword.

PRINCESS. Nay, not in crimson sod or flaming pyre
Do | rejoice. The scent of wayside flowers,
The chirp of little birds within the nes,

The murmured words that quiet aching hearts,

Are more to me than horn or battle-call.

My king shal mount no perilousthrone. My
throne

Shall bear no power-proud king. Put by the
sword.

| am not won by deeds.

CONNLA (sheathing his sword). Oh! tell me then
How | may win thee?

PRINCESS. Follow where | go.
CoNNLA. Whither, oh, whither, and how long the
way?

PRINCESS. A little past the beating of the heart,
A little past the finger-tip of faith,
[t may be in the murmuring homes of men;
It may be in the solitude of hills;
It may be by the rock and querulous wave
That thou shdt find me, know me, and possess
Come—follow. Seel the king wakes!
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She moves away beckoning. CONN s€ighs and
dtirs. CONNLA maKes to go but is held back.
He puts his hand to his head in perplexity,
and feeling the crown, sets it where it was at
first.

PRINCESS (commanding). Connla!  (He turns towards

her.)
PRINCESS (entreating). Come!
He approaches her with outstretched arms. She
disappears.
CONN (awake). Connla, my son, where art thou?
CONNLA (stopping). | am here.

CONN. Thou art avoice that comes from anywhere
Across a moonlit lake.  Thou standest far.
Come near. | am beset by troublous dreams
And have sore need of comfort.

‘COoNNLA, Nay, dream on,
Let thou shouldst wake to troubles never
dreamed.
CONN. What troubles? Am not | the hundred-
fighter,

High King of Ireland? | have strength to break

The iron stroke of war; and now, when peace

Lays a white hand upon the brow of Eire,

What need have | for fear, save in my
dreams?

Why dogt thou stand afar? Why dost thou gaze

Like watchers by the sea?



CONNLA. Oh! very far
| have to go, and needs must look before.
‘CONN. And whither dost thou go?

CONNLA. | know not whither?
CONN. Butwherefore dos thou go?
CONNLA. | know not wherefore,

But that she called: " Connla, come, follow me."
CONN (halfrising).  And who is she?
'CONNLA. She has not any name,
For she has many. One isin her heart,
And whosoever finds that name finds dl.
CONN (rising, alarmed). Now have | need for fear.
Coran! Coran!
Come hither, druid. Connla, my son, my son!
Surely thou wilt not go and leave me lonely?
CORAN enters on one sde, and the PRINCESS, unob-
served, on the other.
CONNLA. Sheisthelonely one amid thethrong.
She caled, and | must go.
CONN. Speak! speak! Coran,
Or | am beggared of dl hope and love.
Send forth thy spell and break the spell that
binds
And draws my son away.
CORAN raises his hands above his head and endeavours
toinvoke power, butin vain.
PRINCESS, unseen by them, cancels Goran's efforts with
a raised finger.
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CONN. Speak! speak! Coraiu
CORAN (dropping his hands). A greater spel than
mine has broken mine,
And | am emptied of al power.

CONN. Oh, then,
Since nought avails, and thou, my son, must go,
| shall obey acal | have not heard,

And go with thee.

CORAN. Stay! stay! 0 King of Eirel
The son deserts the father; but shalt thou,

The royal father of thy people, go
And leave them fatherless?

CONN (lifting his crown). My land, my people,
| cannot leave, though | am childless | eft.

CORAN. O Connla son of Conn, the Hundred-

Fighter,
Bemindful of thekneesthat thouhast climbed—

CONN. Which but for age would bend before thee

now
Beseeching thee to leave me not, but stay.

CONNLA. She is the roya beggar at the door
Of hushed and listening hearts.

CORAN. Oh, if thy heart
Grows weary of the light in human eyes,

The warmth of human hands, bethink thee then
Of what the future holdsfor thee of strength,

Of power, of place, of happy days and nights
Heavy with harvest and the sound of chants



Around the board—
CONN (offering the crown). Where thou shdt st as

king.
CONNLA. Her throne shdl bear no power-proud
king. Her king

Shall mount no perilous throne amid decay.

Her throneiswith al changel ess changing things,

And with the everlasting stars.

A distant chant is heard as at first. CONNLA
listens in rapture.

CONN. Coran,
Whence comes that sound?
CORAN. The harpers tune their harps

To sing thy praise. The men of wisdom wait

To be made wise by little words of thine.
CONN (to Coran, resigning himself to his crown). Come.
CONN goes away leaning on Coran's shoulder.
PRINCESS (closeto Connla). Come.
CoNNLA goes away after the Princess.

Distant harps are heard mingled with the Fairy

Chorus.

The music slowly dies away.

Darknessfalls.



THE MARRIAGE OF LIR AND NIAV

Lir, son of Dana, Lord of the seven sess

That washed the seven idands of the world,

The chief caled Eire, in the roya place

S in deep slence. Round his throne there stood
Seven lords vicegerent of the seven ides,

Who spake the will of Lir because their own

Had shaped them to such semblance to the king
That, but for age, none knew them each from each.
So stood they, ranked in years, as though at noon
Of some great day the shadow of the king

Had clothed itsdf in time, and waxed in years,
The while the king passed on from age to age
Unageing. At the silence of the king

They marvelled much, but spake not: rather, spake
In one swift glance, distilled from dl their years,

A meaning not in speech.  For well they knew
What mighty winds were folded in the cam

Of Lir's great brow, and how within his heart

The wave but drew a momentary breath

Before it swept the borders of the sess,

And leaped upon the shore of some far ide,

And, swift returning, bore upon its crest

The white plume of alegiance to the king.

For thus they too had come, and one by one

Laid down their lordship at the feet of Lir,

And passed again each to his own fair ide,
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And ruled it for the king, and dwelt in peace.
Year after year they came to tell the tale

Of harvest upon harvest, marsh and moor
Broken and tamed and harnessed to the will
Of happy peoples. But with each new tale
That bent with age from semblance to the old,
The pleasure of the king grew thin, and broke
As breaks a garment worn beyond its time.

Then rose the king and said: " So yet again

The year brings round the unwearying tale of peace

Whereof | weary, and your happiness

Makes misery inme. O ye faithful ones!

So well ye serve that well is turned toill,

And | am burdened with the weight of nothing.

What profits me this affluence? What avails

This peace that dumbers on its rusted harp

For lack of song? What joy isin the chant

Of what is done save when it nerves the arm

Of those who do? for doingisal in al.

Hence! hence! Fling out the oars! Spread wide the
sld

The noise of hillows buffeting dipping prows

Singsin my ears and cries The seal the sedl

The strong st breeze that crisps upon the lips

And turns the blood to rivers of fresh mead!

How blows the wind?" " From eastward,” answered
one;
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And through a window opening on the east

A drong sdt breeze blew round the hal and shook

The torch-flames till the shadow of the king

Broke into shadows dancing with delight,

Although the king stood ill, erect and rapt

In some bright dream that shone upon his face

And lit the red-gold tresses of his hair

With the soft glow of morning. " From the west"

Another sad who marked the upper clouds,

And knew the wind would blow this way and that

And neither long, so that the leaping waves,

Whipped back upon themselves, would rear their
heads,

And snap white teeth, and shake their smoky manes,

And vex the rowers with their restlessness,

And st them snarling. " Better it were, O king! "

Thus said a third, " to wait a settled wind,

And take the stride of long unanimous waves

With strong dow swing of sure and steady oars,

And ropes that thrill like harp-strings newly strung,

And full stiff sails"  So spake three other lords

Likewise. And he who was the last to bend

Before the power of Lir, and rose in strength

Torule hisidland, Eire, for the king,

Spake thus: " And better were it that the king,

Who is of kings most kingly, and of men

Mogt manly and comely, should seek out a bride

Among the ides that own his happy sway.
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So might the love that binds them each to each

Find voice to speak the love they bear the king,

And thus be bound in love that is not bound,

Seeing it is a gift themselves have given."

Then answered Lir as though from out a dream:

" The wind is from the east and from the west,

And whence upon the morrow who shall tell,

Or whither, or what fair enchanted ide

Lies at the place where dl the winds are furled

And harboured? Yet, what matter) To your own

Return you now; for it were well to keep

The law that binds till you have learned the law

That breaks and scatters”  Then they, pondering,
passed

Each to hiside, and ruled it for the king,

And kept the law.

But when their ships had rowed
Into the night like windward faring gulls
That beat the air with dow and heavy wing
Across the billows, Lir, within his booth,
Put off his crown, and cast his robe aside,
And gtole, a shadow, to a shadowy place
Where dumbrous waves moved shoreward in the
dark,
And fell, and sighed, and sighing fell adeep,
Because the winds had warred themselves to peace.
There dept the king, and dreamed of one who bent
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And touched his brow with lips of silvery fire,
And spake his name as though it were her own,
Or one that she had given him in a dream

Some otherwhere and he had quite forgot.
Suddenly Lir awoke as one who feels

A presence by his sde; and through his mind
There passed the words: " Better it were the king
Should seek a bride among the happy ides

That own his sway." He rose and dowly paced
Along the margin of the moving sea

That in the dark had dumbered to the full,

And musing spake: " Twere better that the king
Should brideless live, and fill a brideless urn,
Than wed the weskness that his power has broken,
Or st aflaming envy on his throne

To burn it from the world. And yet perhaps
The day has come to edtablish it in strength
Beyond the shocks of time and circumstance.”
But as he spake, across his word of power

A gentle tremor thrilled, as when at eve

Along the roar of plunging battle-prows

A lonely plover mews to find his mate.

For in Lir's heart the word of his last lord

Had roused the memory of a tender dream

So vague, so far beyond the misty verge

Of time and sense, that to his ear it came

Like the sweet echo of a chant of love

Heard once, before the gates of birth had closed
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Upon the music that has built the worlds.

Thus musing, Lir passed onward. At his feet

The serpent-wave, white hooded, coiled and turned,
And, jutting silvery fangs, hissed to its home
Among sonorous eddies in a cove

Where dimly in the gathering dawn a boat

Strained at its ropes and groaned for liberty.

Hither, still musing, came the king, and paused
And said : " Thou too art weary of the peace

Of harbour. Thou art hungry for the sea,

And sess beyond the sea” Smiling he marked
How, wave by wave, the boat drew near the shore,
Then swung upon the billows backward roll

Until upon a star-white curling crest

It shivered a the shock of straining cords,

And bowed, and sobbed itself again to shore.

Eight times the king had watched the boat draw near
And eight times swing to seaward : at the ninth
The king cried out in joy, and leaped on board,
And loosad the ropes, and seized the steady oars,
And swept beyond his dim and slumbering ides
Into amorn that broke in ruddy gold

Beneath a star.

Full seven times seven leagues
Beyond the last cliff of the utmost ide
Whereon was st the roya will of Lir,
There lay aland fair as the fairest dreams
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That ever bard beside a kingly hearth

Built out of flame and song. Hard by the shore

The roya house of Him whose mighty Name

May not be told till first and last are one,

Shone as a pearl upon a pearly breast

Whose rise and fall scarce moved its mirrored shape,

Yet thrilled in vibrant harmony to strains

That floated from an ever open door

And passed from lip to lip of al the winds.

Within the pillared vastness of the hall,

Where neither shadow fell, nor garish light

Smote on its everlasting radiancy,

Stood bard and prince, chanting in unison

The praise of the king's daughter. On the air

The resonant waves flowed forth and softly broke

Around the shores of slence. Hand to hand

The harpers smote their harps and smiting moved

In rhythmic dance. Their locks of midnight hue

Spread out on little winds of melody

That plucked their snowy robes and through their
strings

Laughed silverly; and bore to him who dipped

From pillar unto pillar to a place

Unseen, apart, low murmurs of a name

Wrapped round with music heard in many a dream.

And as the harpers moved around the hall,

The slent throng swayed dowly Sde to side,

So filled with joy august and lifted up
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That not an eye had sight for him who stood
Alone, apart, and flung across their song

A glad proud glance that searched into its heart
And shone with tremors of a strange delight,

As though the song were sung for one he had loved
Some otherwhere beyond the gates of deep.
Then when the mingled joy of al that throng
Stood pinnacled upon the utmost height

Of ecdtasy, there fell a tremulous hush,

As if the parted lips of dl the world

Wiaited the word to throw to highest heaven
One great glad voice reverberant with acclaim.
But, as upon the breathless hour of eve

The gentle moon ascends the throne of night,
And beams white love that wakens soft desire
In waiting hearts, so in that throbbing pause
Came Niav, daughter of the King whose Name
May not be told till first and last are one.

Then al the pent-up thunder of that voice
Passed into slence and adoring calm

As in their midst she moved. And he who stood
Unseen, apart, marked how about her form
Clothed white as foam her sea-green girdle hung
Like mermaid weed, and how within her wake
There came the sound and odour of the seq,
The swift and silent stroke of unseen wings,
And little happy cries of mating birds.

Whereat there passed across Lir's leaping heart



A hbillow of white bliss that drew the streams
From dl his veins, so that his paling cheek
Glowed with coal fire and silvery radiance caught
From her moon-fairness, and the surging tides
Of dl his being mingled with the tide

Of love that moved across the ecstaic throng
And bent and broke about her as a sea

That bears on glad white shoulders to the shore
A cam triumphant swimmer. Thus she passed
Towards that exalted place whereon no king
Sits, or will st till first and last are one.
Howbeit, the daughter of the Nameless King
Who stands within the shadow of the world,
Upon the festal eve of that glad day

Which saw her hirth, takes there her seat and reigns
One splendid hour. But ere she st her foot
Upon the golden precinct, on the throng

She cast alook of love that found a place

In every heart, but chiefest in the heart

Of him who stood alone, unseen, and joyed
With an immortal joy to watch the blue

Of her cam eyes dusk with the gentle breeze
That passed across her soul, and gleam again
With rapture of rich dusks. Across her brow
She pased a shell-white hand, and swept asde
Jet tresses, as the moonbeam fingers draw

The curtains of great midnight. Then she spake;
And to the ears of him who stood apart,
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Unseen, the mellow music of her voice

Came like cool murmurs of the creamy surge
Around the shores of some enchanted ide
Where dl the winds of love and hate are furled
And harboured.

Thus she spake: " From year to year,
Bards, princes! you have loved me with a love
Not less for mine than for the love of Him
Who stands within the shadow of the world
Till first and last are one; and year by year
Our joy has flowed together, as the pools
Among the pebbles, when the flowing tide
Has blent them in the rapture of the sea
And filled them with its fullness. So today
Our hearts have mingled. Y et within my own
There moves the first faint stirring of delight
Past speech, the first low murmurs of a song
Whose end is in the stars. For know you now
The day has come that chaplets al my years
With time's glad fullness, and 1 stand—a queen . . .
Not yet! The hour is trembling in the sky,
And some fair shadow falls across my heart
Cadt by alight that blinds the eye of noon;
For in that light one stands, and through dl worlds
Sghs towards me—and will come. Then, woeismel
For less than I, can never call me his;
And more than |, must prove himsdf the more



By strength or stratagem. So, less or more,

Whate'er he be, my joy is mixed with pain.

Yet he will come ... he is coming ... he has sent

His dream before him. He will smite high noon,

And bend and break the pillars of al time

That he may make me his, though al the kings

Of dl the world rage like a storm-struck sea

Round one great rock whose kingly loneliness

Bends not though all the tempests' lips should blow

The billows to the stars and drown the world! "

She ceased; and from the summit of her joy

Saw Lir . . . and knew . . . and trembled; while
the throng

Gazed question unto question, wavering

Twixt sorrow and joy that neither went nor came;

While through the door that opened on the sea

There came from rocky ledges happy cdls

Of bird to bird that answered love with love.

And Lir would fain have leaped in mighty joy

The barrier of slence to her Sde,

To kiss the tears from those familiar eyes

That in one look had burned through time and space,

And, unbeheld, had linked them soul to soul,

And smitten two eternities of dream

To one awakened bliss.  But, ranked between,

There stood the legions of the Nameless King.

Whereat Lir's heart, vexed, stifled its great cry

For dl the strength that, in his seven ides,
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Had in a moment compassed al his will,

But being far from this enchanted ide,

Left him but lordship of an empty name

Poised on a vast and ineffectual joy.

Then Niav, half in tears, haf smiles, spake thus:

" Yet for alittle while 1 pause, a child

That babbles on the knees of the kind past,

And strokes its tender cheeks, and looks—as |—

In soft proud eyes that weep—as you, and |—

And smile, and know not which were sweeter pain,

For sorrow and joy are one, and al the past

And al the future mingle in a kiss "

Across the throng she looked, then lightly leaped

From step to step, and at the roya place

Stood royaly. Whereat the tremulous joy

That rippled round her mellowed into calm

Sonorous murmurs round the radiant throne

As bard and prince and al within the hall,

Save Lir and Niav gazing eye to eye,

Bent low in glad allegiance, as the tide

Falsfrom itsfullness, baring to the view

Two rocks majestic in great loneliness

From whose rapt brows quick wings dart forth and
meet

Midway above the separating sea

Late in the deepening twilight of a day
That broke on Eire in aglare of gold
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Too bright to beat with hammers of high noon

Into fit vessds for the wine of eve,

And now was emptied of dl ecstasy

Save the last lees of hope, Lir, by the sea

Paced... paused... and paced again. Seaward
he glanced '

At each new pause, or, tense and querulous,

Glanced ere he paused, and in the gritty stones

Stumbling struck sudden flame about his feet.

At length he turned and scanned the dimming deep

Asthough for dl the famine of the world

All fullness lay beyond its cloudy verge.

And as Lir stood and gazed, around the shore

Wave after wave hungered from stone to stone,

And sighed themsdlves into aweedy chasm

Where brown arms rose and fell in mute appeal

To wandering winds that cried against the night

And slence. Then spake Lir within himself:

" Not yet returned. Perhaps my messengers

Have missed the happy ide where Niav dwells

Beyond that little line of topaz gleam

Where some sweet morning opens wise pure eyes

Upon aworld of wisdom . . . Perhaps the King

Who hath no name, glad at my embassage

With gifts outshining al his eyes have seen

In his own realm, and, richer far, my love

For him, and her whose place is a my sde,

Holds them in entertainment at his board,
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Pleased with great joy that heralds greater far;
And for the sake of that enduring joy

Would hold the transient yet a little while

To taste its new and unreturning swests . . .

No no! for she would speed them from her ide
With the swift wind of love, bearing the word:

The King hath spoken: | am thine,’. . . Not yet;
Not even a speck upon the gloomy sea

That 1 may fix upon, and feel the beat

Of quick ecstatic oars, and in my heart

Hoard up their happy echo. Even now

Night like a grey-blue heron dowly falls

And folds the wings of darkness round the world,—
And she so far, so far! 0 mystery

That spills al memory on the thirsty sands,

And casts alife, once brimful of delight

In its own self, like some poor empty shell
Intothesed . . . 'My joy, she said, 'with pain
Is mixed, whate'er he be.' Nay, pain or grief

Shdl touch thee not, since this my realm that stands
Sevenfold in strength, my sevenfold mighty name,
Proclaim me sovereign lord of half the world,

And thus co-equal of the Nameless King

Whose word shall make thee mine, since less or more
| am not. Less? or more? Oh more, far more;

For love is might, and mighty love the more

Adds power to power, and of the eternities

That hinge upon this hour doth make a shell
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To shut thee like a pearl within its heart . . .
Less? Infinitely less, for dl that was,

All proud accomplishment or chanted fame,

Or jewelled tribute from my utmost ides,

Have through this flame of love passed into dust
To make but one poor ruby for thy brow.

And | who reared an everlasting name

To stand amid the shock of reeling suns,

Am but an echo in a lonely place

To whisper back a name that every wave

And every wind bears hither from thine ide—
And bears my messengersl For now | hear

The jerk of oars that quit the clinging sea,

And, backward swiftly swinging, split the spray
And scatter its flying plumes upon the wind.
They come, my messengersl Around the prow
The foam-fringe glimmers dimly through the dark
Like moonlight through a cloud that overhead
Opens dusk hands, and from a gloomy tower
Lets fall invisible leaves whose silvery pile
Broadens and brightens. Yet, no song! no shout?
Only the deep dow moving of proud men
Confederate in stern purpose, and the hiss

Of serpent waves in sudden frenzied swirl
Around stiff oars held firm lest, at the shock

Of kedl and sand, the quiet carven maid

Who gazes ever onward from the prow

Should wince; and now the snarl of running ropes,
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And swift sure feet. Hither! . . . come hither!
Well?'

Forth from the crowd of dim hard-breathing men

That closed around the king like some great cloud

Thunderous and vibrant, stepped Lir's foremost lord

And spake: "Thus saith the Nameless King, 'Know
you

That less than she shdl never cdl her his,

And more than she must prove himsdf the more

By strength or stratagem,—no other word.'

Then Lir amoment mused . . . and to his eyes

There came the fire that those around him knew

And joyed to know, and thundered round the king

Portentous of great purpose . . . " Beit so.

Our strength shdl burst the rusty gates of dawn,

And make for stratagem a quiet way

Unto my heart's desire.  The lumber.ing wind

Swells purposefully, and with quickening pace

Moves towards that end whereunto every sal

Must ere an hour be st.  So haste you! hastel "

Lir sad. And straightway through his seven ides

The flame that first had kindled in his eye

Went forth from cape to cape, from hill to hill,

And under the low gloom of dtarless skies

Made a new sky of unrevolving stars

That spake his will, unquenched till in his wake

A roar of thunder under leaping prows
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Carven as torchlit maidens overlaid

With mother-o'-pearl, or serpents ruby-eyed
Flaming, above whose heads great silken sals
Bearing a moon amid the seven sess,

And mighty throats in one exultant shout,
Rolled onward into slence.

In adawn

Of pearl and topaz, Niav, from a dream
Of yearning hands that groped about the skies
To find her, and swift voices through the night
Whispering her name from star to star close-linked
Into a cincture narrowing round the world,
Arose, and with her watchful maidens passed
From shadow unto shadow to the shore.
Swiftly they sought a cave that to the east
Stood open-eyed, but hidden from al eyes
Save eastward. At its pillared portal, strewn
With shell and seaweed, cool reluctant waves
Bent, solemn and aloof; and chaste sweet winds
Forever fanned a soft eternal fire
That burned but flamed n6t. Under its glimmering

arch
Lay a deep pool through whose untroubled heart
The tides of al the seas of dl the worlds
Had passed, and in the passing purer grown
Because of her who, from its soft green marge,
Slipped like a moonbeam through a happy cloud
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That wrapped it in white love. Thence newly
risen

And radiant, Niav from the brightening cave

Stretched gleaming arms to greet the new fair morn

That burned along the sea, and from her feet,

That glistened in moon-whiteness, upward climbed.

And clothed her in yellow gold, and over her brow

Sat flickering stars among her wet blown hair.

And as she stood there came a little cry,

Far, faint, that called her heart into her eyes

With memory of swift voices through the night

Whispering her name from star to star close-linked

Into a cincture narrowing round the world.

And as she looked, the cry across the waves

Ran like a flame, and with it glittering sails

Swept north and south; and when she looked again,

Fresh-robed, had compassed al her ide, and surged

One wave of power on the resounding sess,

And ever nearer drew, until she saw

Her lord, and cried: " Heiscome! " Across the
roar

Of throats that thundered shoreward came her cry

And smote Lir's heart with joy. Whereat he leaped

Forth from his ship, and flung the sea aside,

And, ere the arrows of the Nameless King

Put out the sun, bore Niav on his breast

Unto his ship, and sailed amid a shout

Of triumph homeward!



Thereafter, Lir and Niav

Passed through great love from peace to peace, and

drew
The seven ides in love about their throne . . .
And Mananaun was born, who, fully grown
To strength made sweet with beauty, took the crown,
And reigned; of whom the bards upon their staves
Have cut great songs, and chant them through the

world.
Note : " The Marriage ofLir and Niao," like " The Going Forth of Dana,"

follows Irish mythological precedents, but hasno textual original In the myths,
Mananaun is the God of the sea.

THE BELL-BRANCH

Shoheen, sho ho:

Birds are homeward winging,

Shoheen, sho ho:

Herdsmen on the hills are singing:
Short the night and long the day.
Come ye weary flocks away.
Folded in deep shadows drowse,
And on long sweet grasses browse
Where the murmuring waters flow.

Shoheen, sho ho:

Hark, the Bell-branch ringing!
Shoheen, sho ho:

Danaans from the hills are singing:
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Time is old and earth is grey,

Come ye weary ones away,

Where with white untroubled brows

The immortals dream and drowse,

And the streams of quiet flow.
Shoheen . . . shoho . . .

Shoheen, sho ho—lIrish, there, here, equioalent of " to-and-fro," used as a
lullaby.

The Bell-branch is a deoice of the Irish fairies to call mortals away from
mortal allegiances.

The Tuatha-De-Danaan are Irish personifications of the Cosmic powers of
Ufe and light.

CAIRBRE'S HARP

" My harp is strung with seven grings,
And seven are the songs it sings.

One gings in pain, and one in jest,
And one, more cunning than the re<t,
Tells me what secret things are done
From rising until st of sun.

But not forever would | play

That wisdom gtring.  Unending day
Would irk these eyes that seek delight
In shadows of mysterious night;

And dlence, that is wisdom's crown,
Might wisdom's sdf in sllence drown.
And 0, with ever wavering strain,

| Inginjest, 1 9ngin pain;
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Like God who, in divine distress,

Grew tired of awful londliness;

And flung His arm o'er vibrant space;
And plucked the strings of time and place;
And broke His uttermost repose

With song that through creation goes,

The song of sweet imperfect things

That murmurs through my seven strings.”

Note ; Coirbre, an ancient Irish King, possessed a magical harp to u)hich

legend attributed powers paraphrased above.
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YOUNG SAGE TO OLD SCHOLAR
Paraphrased from the Irish

Heap thy learning stone on stone—
It shdl grind thee to the bone!

But give wisdom wing awhile—

.+ shdl pluck thee from the pile;
Sat thee straightly on thy feet,
Lord of little, but complete!

Sup no more thy bitter curd.

Fling thy brain into a word.

Cadt thy heart upon the fire

Of afoolish kind desire.

Spread thy beard upon the wind
Ere thou, wholly deaf and blind, ,
Fumble round a stony sky

While the Chase goes wildly by!



Who would scan a wizened page
When, across the Field of Age,
Up and down the Hill of Youth,
Feet are flying after Truth?

Out! and fill a clamorous place
In the ageless endless Chase
After One who speeds aone
Silently from throne to throne
Through the doors of death and birth
In the crumbling house of earth
Where a little space we spend
Between the candle and its end!

A SCHOOLBOY PLAYS CUCHULAI N

Way there! for one who hastens forth

To guard the marches of the North,

While Connacht's hosts with flame and brand
Hurl menace towards his native land,

And Machas Curse on arm and will

Hangs dreadfully from hill to hill!

Way there! Four valorous feet of height,
Twelve long long years of age and fight,
He fronts without a thought of fear

Ten thousand with his wooden spear.

! Cuchulain is the Irish type of the perfect hero. The references are to certain-
legendary tales.
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Soon shdl he fling the charging field

Back with his puissant pasteboard shield;
And soon shdl haughty Maeve bend down,
A vassd to his tinsd crown!

Way there ! Who laughs has never heard
A hidden trumpet's inner word,

Or glimpsed through those poor arms he bears
The weapons that the spirit wears.

In that wild breast a thousand years
Rise from their ineffectual tears,

And kindle once again the flame

Of freedom a a burning name!

What if for him no flag unfurled

Should shake red battle on the world;
On other fields in other mood

The ancient conflict is renewed;

And Michael? and his warring clan
Tramp onward through the heart of man.
At lifé's loud fires he shal anneal

A subtler blade than transient stedl,
When love, invinciblein faith,

Shdl smile upon the face of death,

And will and heart, as one, conspire

To dare the utmost of desre.

Then shdl he with his spirit's lance

Y July, 1910. Before the Irish Rebellion of 1916.
2 Michael is the leader of the angelic host.
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Unhorse cold pride and circumstance,

Shake wrong's old strongholds to the ground,
And right's victorious trumpet sound,

And light Earth's ramparts with the gleam
Of Ireland's unextinguished dream

That burned in him who hastened forth

To guard the marches of the North

When Machas Curse on arm and will

Hung dreadfully from hill to hill!

THE CORNCRAKE

| heard him, faintly, far away,
(Break break! Break break!)

Calling to the dawn of day:
Break break!

| heard him in the yellow morn
(Shake shake! Shake shake!)

Shouting through the rustling corn:
Shake shake!

| heard him near where one lay dead:
(Ache ache!)

Crying among poppies red:
Ache ache! Ache ache!

And where a solemn yew-tree waves
(Wake wake!)

All night he shouts among the graves:
Wake wake! Wake wake!
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SPRING CAPRICE BY A ROBIN

Who, on such a day of spring,
Should be careful how he sing?
Let the overflowing heart

Get a dtart,

Who shdll care if no one knows
How to find a perfect cose

To his strain,

When the brain

(Drunk with sun and hyacinth,
Primroses and bursting oak,
And the sowers puffs of smoke
Over fields of brown),
Stumbling down

A melodious labyrinth,
Somehow, nohow, finds a way out,
Has his say out,—

And begins it al again,

Caring nothing how he sing
When the brain,

Wild with spring,

Gives a start

To his mad, melodious, overflowing heart)

Borodale, Wexford.
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SPRING RONDEL BY A STARLING

| clink my Castanet,

And beat my little drum;
For spring at last has come,
And on my parapet

Of chestnut, gummy-wet,
Where bees begin to hum,

| clink my Castanet,

And beat my little drum.

" Spring goes” you say; " suns s&t."
So beit I Why be glum?
- Enough, the spring has come;
And without fear or fret

| clink my Castanet

And beat my little drum.

AT A HOLY WELL

He dragged his knees from flag to flag,

And prayed for health with awe-struck brow;
Then hung his ill's discarded rag

On the o'erhanging hawthorn bough.

And in the adoring hush that fell,

[, from the form set inly free,

Knelt a my heart's most holy well,
And worshipped mine own mystery.

Templemanaghan, Kerry.
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A DONEGAL SKETCH

" God save you kindly, dr," she said,
And opened wide the low half-door.
Her hair was white, her eyes were red,
Her feet were naked on the floor.

But such a heart beat in her breast
To Ireland's friendly heritage,

It set her worst past others bet,
And scattered poverty and age.

We sat beside her fire of turf

And talked of crops and fairy-lore,
Weather and dress. The Atlantic surf
Far off made muffled roar on roar.

Half stifling reminiscent moans

She gossiped of the famine times;
Then sang in thin and wavering tones
Some ancient nameless poet's rhymes;

Until the dow and scented night
Silenced the voice of gnat and frog,
And dimmed to unfamiliar sight
The pathway home across the bog.



She rose, and surely as a bat

Marked various pathways through the dark:
This "roundabout and aisy;" that

! No longer than a beagle's bark,"

" Goodbye" she sad, a parting loth:

" God bless ye, maam": a warm hand-shake:
" An' sure if He does bless ye both,

It matters not what road ye take."

Breaghy, Ballymore.

HIGH AND LOW

He stumbled home from Clifden fair

With drunken song and cheeks aglow.

Y et there was something in his air

That spoke of kingship long ago.

| sighed, and inly cried

With grief that one so high should fall so low.

He snatched a flower and sniffed its scent,
And waved it towards the sunset sky.

Some old swest rapture through him went
And kindled in his bloodshot eye.

| turned and inly burned

With joy that one so low should rise so high.

Clifden, Connemara.



OPTIMISM-GALWAY STYLE

Thanks to the Lord and the Blessed Virgin for dl
the grace

They gave me, as girl and woman, though now my
wrinkled face

Is withered and cracked like a leaf; and my back,
that was flat as a book,

Is doubled in two like a gapped and rusted reaping
hook.

And there is the bed in the corner where the young
girl died in the spring,

And the older went in the winter. Indeed ‘twas a
lonesome thing

To be missing the stir of my daughters and the strong
arm quick a the churn.

Tis not easy for one both to dig and to watch that
the bread won't burn,

When himsdlf is out on the mountain to gather the
sheep in the fog,

And the turf that was cut for the winter is lying wet
on the bog.

But | daren't complain, though | missthem, for sure
they were only a loan,

And the Lord in His merciful wisdom has wanted
back His own.

It was bad on myself and my man, but it might have
been twice as bad;



And I'm thankful to God and His Maother for the
share of joy that we had.

Sure, things will be aways somehow; and why should
we lose our rest,

But make the best of the worst, for the worgt is may-
be the begt,

Ballinahoy, Clifden.

A FLAIL-SONG

Now scythe and spade aside are laid,

And autumn shade will soon be here.
Come, fetch the flail down from its nail,
And fill the pail with water clear.

See, dl the floor is covered oer

With golden store of ripened grain.

Now, take your places left and right,

And swing and smite with might and main.

Ho! strikein time, like bdlsin chime,
Or poet's rhyme in jocund lays;

For gathered here are health and cheer
To chase dl fear in dreary days.

So swing with skill and right goodwill,
And bring the biltawn briskly down.
Knee-deep in chaff our drink well quaff,
And laugh at coming winter's frown,
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But let us raise our reverent praise

For summer days, for shower and sun;
For strength and zest, for labour blessed,
And hope of rest when labour's done.
Then smite and swing! Like bird on wing
Our saistes sing a shrill refrain,

Till to the door the barn flows o'er

With golden store of garnered grain!

Biltawn, the upper loose striking part of the flail.
Suhte (Irish, pron. almost soos-chee) a flail.

A GIPSY DANCE IN KERRY

The fiddle squeaked by Ventry shore.
The fiddler beat with heavy boot;
And on the road the kitchen door
Lay out to tempt the jigging foot;

When suddenly across the ditch

Two women sprang with eager eyes,
o like, you knew not which was which,
Being both accoutred vagrant-wise

With shawl and clout and hair gone wild,
And loud with mutual brazen jest;

But one was heavy with a child,

And one a child held to her breast.



The fiddle yelped, the fiddler beat;
The gipses jJumped upon the board
And danced with such most frantic feet
The gaping village clapped and roared.

But while the dancers danced and smiled,
One sound went deeper than the rest—
The whimper of a frightened child

That leaped against a leaping breast

Till round the bend a frowning priest
Came jaunting down the Dingle road.—
The fiddle choked; the dancers ceased:
With shame and sweat their faces glowed.

But I, who from my window watched,
Upraised no voice to join rebuke,

As those wild creatures, sunned and patched,
Their pathway westward dowly took.

For deep in lifé's mogt hidden page

1 read the joy whose primal urge
Through myriad form and countless age,
Up-yearning from the plasmic surge

To find fit Bride for Him who weds
Creation with a holy kiss,

Steadfast in single purpose treads
Unnumbered various paths to bliss,
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| shdl not ask the giddy gnat

To outblow the trumpets of the storm,
Nor count the chirping staggering bat
More praiseful than the quiet worm.

Nay, from seds depth to mountain-top
Joy at each step finds fitting throat

To drown the voice that fain would stop
Her gamut to a single note.

Nor shdl | chide those vagrant hearts
That dance, nor heed a whimpering child,
While Nature plays her stormy parts
Through human dreams in ruins piled;

And on the floor of east and west
Spins in her (Jance the joyous Earth,
The infant Present at her breat,
The Future quickening to its birth.

THE PRIESTS LAKE

Under the bridge, with noisy rout,

The Atlantic fills the quiet lake . . .
A pause,,. a turn ... then with a shout
Seaward the brimming waters break.



" Open thy gates," the Spirit saith,

" O Soul! My wave thy shore shdl sweep,
Then back across the pause of death
Draw thee with shoutings to the deep! "

Ardbear, Connemara.

WHY THE GRASS IS SHORT IN
CONNEMARA

" Michael Walsh, beyond the bog,
Leaves his cattle to his dog,

Leaves his dog a marrow-bone,

Seats himsdlf upon a stone,

And ' Let you not think," says he,

" Eyedight tells of dl's to see!’

Then, his eyes turned in his head,
Michael talks to people dead:

Folk that once with friendly hands
Passed the pipe from mouth to mouth,
Sharp-tongued men from northern lands,
Men, soft-spoken, from the south;
Creatures of the delving kin,

Born and buried near the sod,
Bearing little mortal sin,

Little of the grace of God.

God, who pities men who moail,

Pities these; and of His will,
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Sets them not to angdl toil

Past their little human skill.

* Ahl  the Father smiling says,

*| have bards and harps enough.
In the gaps of sodden days

Y ou have handled silent stuff
Dumb with song; for out of dearth
Y ou have clothed the naked earth;
Clothed and fed and put to school
Powers made purposeful by rule.
Wild things by the wayside born
You have changed to blessed corn
That makes glad the homes of man.
Comrades of My cosmic plan!
Shapers where My vison dtirdl

My divine artificers!

Many paths lead on to Praise:
You shall go familiar ways.
Children of the wind and sun,

Do as you have aways done!'

" And, says Michael, *there they go,
Ghogts of cattle, ghosts of men,
Up the hill and down again,

As they used to long ago.’

And betimes at dead of night,
When the dog-star blazes bright,
And the little wisps of fog

Glide like ghosts across the bog,



| can hear thin whispered words,
And a sound like moving herds.
Then | shut the door, and think:—
Beast and man must eat and drink!
If it be the Almighty's will

That among our stony ground
Food for ghostly herds be found,
Let them eat and drink ther fill;
Let them feast and have their sport—
And | sometimes think, thinks I,
Maybe that's the reason why
Connemara grass is short! "

HOSPITALITY
From the,'risA, seventh to tenth century

O King of stars that watch the night!
Whether my house be dark or bright,

Its door to none shall bolted be,

Lest Christ should close his house to me.

And if thy house shall hold a guest,

And aught from him thou hast suppressed,
Not al to him the wrong is done.—

Thou hast concedled from Mary's Son.
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HOW THE MOUNTAINS CAME TO BE

72

A bird once came and sad to me;
" Hear how the mountains came to be.

" An angel from his crysta sphere

Fdl to the earth. A chilly fear

Shot through his wings from tip to tip,

For there was neither boat nor ship,
Mountain nor stream, nor maid nor man,
Far as the angd's eye could scan;

Dead flatness only could he see

Before the mountains came to be.

He stretched his wings to fly away;

But round his feet the oozy clay

Gripped fast, and held him to the ground.
He stretched and strove, until a sound
Went through him from he knew not where,
And said: ' The only way is prayer!

He dropped his wings and raised his eyes,
And sent his soul into the skies.

He prayed and prayed; and as he prayed
A wind among his plumage played

And bore him towards his natal sphere.
Around his feet from far and near

There came a sound that seemed to say:

' Pray on! pray on! We too would pray!
Thy prayer has touched the sleeping Powers!



Pray on: thy prayer shal yet be ours!
We too have wings that pine for flight!
We too have eyes that long for light!'
Upwards he moved, and till his eyes
Were fastened on the distant skies,
And, as he rose towards heaven dim,
He drew the earth up after him.

About his feet the oozy clay

Gripped fast, but could not stop or stay
His course, till on his skyey stair

He paused beyond the need of prayer;
While from the earth, beneath, around,
There rose a tumult of glad sound.
The angel turned the sound to seek,
And lo! his foot was on a peak

That fell away to where the world

Lay like a painted flag unfurled

And shaken out from sea to sea—
And thus the mountains came to be! "

So sad the bird; and what the masgue
Of meaning hid | meant to ask;

But off he flew before 1 knew:

And yet | think the tale is true,

If one could only hear aright,

And see with something more than sight.



ETAIN THE BELOVED

To Penrose Morris

Strong in the strength that finds in gentleness

A way to peace, King Eochaidh on the throne

Of Erin dts. Around his footstool press

Clansmen and chiefs. Somewind of thought has blown
Their eyesto flame. Some purposeg, in the stress
Of travailing tongues, to birth finds not a way:

What dl would utter, none has wit to say.

Into their midst one came, awrinkled bard

Upon whose flowing hair Wisdom had laid

Her gift of silver. On those faces, scarred

From old forgotten fights, he looked, and weighed
The meaning in their eyes, though sorely marred;
And from the tangled fibre of their thought

Into the web of speech their purpose wrought.

" Thy word, O King, has passed by hill and dale
Throughout al Erin, bidding to the Feast

Of Tara dl thy people, with the tale

Of tribute due from greatest and from least.

Nor should this word than others less prevail,

But that the herald-spear thy will hath sent,
Against the shidd of custom has been bent.
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" Thou knowest, O King, that from most ancient years
No chieftain wifeless rules for thee the land,

Or mateless at a festival appears;

But fixed in al experience doth stand:

And thus, made master of al human fears,

Fears not, but strongly round the camp-fires goes,
Full sharer of thy people's joys and woes.

" Equal in yoke and honour, as the day

And night, that are but breathings of the soul,"
They on life's crooked journey take their way,
Diverse in gift, in essence one and whole.
This is the custom, King! Yet custom may,

If but of man, be as a smith who twists

An iron chain to bind upon his wrists.

" But custom may, if fashioned to the Law

That made the world, be as the straitened string
From which the Master of the Feast may draw
Majestic speech, a living, wondrous thing

To rid the brow of pale contention's flaw,

And, passing like the honey-cup aong,

Gather their wandering lips to one great song.

" And such the custom that thy people plead:
For when of old the deathless Lord of Life,
Dagda, came forth, and knew the immortal need
That burned within his heart, he took to wife
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Dana, the Mother of dl human seed.
In her his breath found music and a name.
In her his fire has blossomed into flame.

" Throughout the world that fire and music run.
One dngs within the maiden's wondering heart:
One gtirs the veins of manhood, as the sun

Sets the spring s fingers thrilling with the smart
Of keen, ecstatic life that's but begun.

In every seed that breaks and wind that blows,
Each in the other seeks and finds repose.

" Wherefore, O King, since thou art yet unwed,
And thus in kingship standest incomplete,
Unsatisfied in heart, from whence are fed

The streams of power and wisdom, it is not meet
That unto thee thy people bow the head,

And here thy sovereignty with tribute own

Till thou hast set a Queen upon thy throne."

He ceased, and all the faces of the crowd
Shone with the light that kindles when the boon
Of speech has eased the heart; as when a cloud
Fals from the labouring shoulder of the moon,
And dl the world stands smiling silver-browed.
King Eochaidh for a moment bent his head

In thought; then smiling he arose and said:
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" am not careless of the ancient need

That moves your minds.  Within my own it moves
Like along-hidden, unforgotten seed

The spring has touched uneasily; like hooves

Long captive, when the trumpet has decreed

A roya pilgrimage, and in the liss

They dance to taste the highway's ringing bliss.

" S0 have | watched for that sure sign that fills
The horn of fate, that, bending this our realm
Unto the Will that works behind our wills,

It may remain; as, when storms overwhelm,
And leafy spray whirls over the roaring hills,
The swaying pine bends as the storm wars by,
And lives to shake proud arms against the sky.

" But now the horn is full, the hour is here.

Our wills as one move onwards to their end.
Here now | lift on high the royal spear,

And thus through Erin proclamation send:

* Search for the promised maiden far and near
Whom the high Gods have destine