The Large moon rose up queenly as a flower

Charmed by some indian pipes



When briars make semi-circle on the way

And wondrous impudently sweet,
Half of him passion, half conceit,
The blackbird calls adown the street

And in his song you hear the river's rhyme
And the first bleat of the lamb.

To a Linnet in a Cage



When Spring is in the fields that stained your wing,
And the blue distance is alive with song,

And finny quiets of the gabbling spring
Rock lilies red and long,

At dewy daybreak, | will set you free
In ferny turnings of the woodbine lane,

Where faint-voiced echoes leave and cross in glee

The hilly swollen plain.

You want the wide air of the moody noon.

And the slanting evening showers.

The Golden News the Skylark waketh



"Desire In Spring"

I love the cradle song the mother sing

In lovely places when twilight drops

The slow endearing melodies that bring

Sleep to the weeping lids; and when she stops,
I love the roadside birds the tops

Of dusty hedge in a world of Spring

And when the sunny rain drips from the edge
Of midday wind, an meadows lean on one way,



And a long whisper passes thro' the sedge,
Beside the broken water let me stay,
While silent changes colour up the hedge.

(*1)

Every night at Currabwee



Little men with leather hats
Mend the boots of faery

Louder than a criket's wing
All night long their hammers' glee

Times the merry songs they sing

(*2)

The white Nine left the spaces of flowers,and now
Went calling thro' the wood the hunter's call.



Young echoes sleeping in the hollow bough
Took up the shouts and handed them to all
Their sisters of the crag, 'till all the day

Was filled with voices loud and musical.

I followed them across a tangled way

‘Till the red deer broke out and took the brow
Of a wide hill in bounce like a ball.

Beside swift Artemis | joined the chase;

we roused up kine and scattered fleecy flock;
Crossed at a mill a swift and bubbly race;
Scaled in a wood in a wood of pin the knotty rocks;
Past a grey vision if a valley town;

Past swains at labour in their couloured frocks;
Once saw a boar upon a windy down;

once heard a cradle in a lonely place,

And saw the red flash of a frightened fox.

We passed a garden where three maids in blue
Were talking of a queen a longtime dead.

We caught a green glimpse of the sea:then thro'

A town all hills;now round a wood we sped

And killed our quarry in his native lair.

Then Artemis spun round to me and said,

"whence come you?" and | took her long damp hair
And made a ball of it, and said, "Where you

Are midnight's dream of love."



The trees were all at peace,
And lifting slowly on the grey evetide
A large and lovely star

I have not loved on earth the strife for gold,
Nor the great name that makes immortal man,
But all the struggle upward to behold

What still is left of Beauty undisgraced,

The snowdrop at the heel of the winter cold
And shivering, and the wayward cuckoo chased
By lingering March, and in the thunder's van
The poor lambs merry on the meagre wold,
By-ways and cast-off things that lie therein,
Old boots that trod the highway of the world,



The scoolboy's broken hoop, the battered bin
That heard the ragman's story, blackened places
Where gipsies camped and circuses made din,
Fast water and melancholy traces

Of sea tides.

(*3)

Oh,Artemis---what grief the silence brings!
I hear the rolling chariot of Mars!



(*4)

He will not come,and still | wait.
He whistles at another gate
Where angels listen. Ah,l know
He will not come, yet if | go
How shall I know he did not pass

Barefooted in the flowery grass?

The moon leans on one silver horn
Above the silhouettes of morn,

And from their nest sills finches whistle
Or stopping pluck the downy thistle.
How is the morn so gay and fair
Without his whistling in its air?

The world is calling, | must go.
How shall I know he did not pass

Barefooted in the shining grass?
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Home

A burst of sudden wings at dawm
Faint voices on a dreamy noon,
Evening of mist and murmurings,

And nights with rainbows of the moon.
And through these a wood-way dim,
And waters dim, and slow sheep seen

On uphill paths that wind away

Through summer sounds and harvest green.

This is a song a robin sang

This morning on a broke tree,

It was about the little fields
That call across the world to me.
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(*5)

Powdered and perfumed the full bee
winged heavily across the clover,

And where the hills were dim with dew,
Purple and blue the west leaned over.

| tiptoed gently up and stooped
Above her looped and shining tresses,
And asked her of her kin and name,
And why she came from fairy places.

She told me of a sunny coast
Beyond the most adventurous sailor,
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Nor Autumn with her brown line marks
The time of larks, the length of roses,
But song-time there is over never

Nor flower-time ever, ever closes.

And by the lakes the skies are white,
(Oh,the delight!) when swans are coing.

Like a poor widow whose late grief
seeks for relief in lonely byways,
The moon, companionless and dim,

Took her dull rim through starless highways.

-13 -



From hill to hill, from land to land

Her lovely hand is beckoning for me.

| followed on through dangerous zones,
Cross dead men's bones and oceans stormy.

At dawn a bird will waken me

Unto my place among the kings.
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(*5)

Lanaun Shee

Walter de la Mare "The Listeners"

Slieve Blooms

To a little Boy in the morning

"The Lanawn Shee"
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