FUBLIG
Courtesy of the DR*UiD Digital Library. @ DOMAIN

ThE WANOERINGS OF. OISIN
oy (. B. Jeacs

(You can listen to this read at
http://www.archive.org/details/wanderings oisin 1001 _librivox)

BOOK 1

S. Pacrick. Jou who are dent, and dald, and dlind,
(Uich a heavy heare and & wandering mind,
h(xve Kknown chree cencuries, poecs sing,
Or dattiance wich a demon ching,.

Oisin. Sad co remember, sick wich years, 5
‘Che swipc innumeradle spears,
‘Che horsemen wich cheir {oacing hair,
And bowls of darley, honey, and wine,
‘Chose merry couples dancing 1n cune,
And che whice dody that (ay by mine; 10
Buc che cale, though words be Uighcer than alr.
(Dust Gve co be old Uke che wandermg moon.

Caoilce, and Conan, and ]:mn2 were chere,

(Uhen we pollowed a deer wich our daymng hounds.

Wheh Bran, Sceolan, and LommRS, 15
And passing the F]Rbo(gsl‘ burial-mounds,

Came o the carn -heaped grassy hill

(Uhere passionace (Dacve 18 scony-sail(;

And round On che dove-grey edge of che sca

A pearl-pale, high-born (ady, who rode 20
On a horse wich dridie of pindrinny ';

And UKke a sunset were her Ups,

A scormy sunscc on doomed ships;

A crcron colour gloomed n her hair,

Buc down co her feec whice vescure flowed, 25
And wich che gimmerimg crimson glowed

Or many a pigured emdroidery;

And 1t was dound wich a pearl-pale shell

‘Chac wavered Uke the summeRr streams,

As her sopc bosom rose and fell. 30

S. Pacrick. Jou are sall wrecked among heachen dreams.

Onsin. 'Uhy do you wind no horn?' she said
‘And every hero droop his head?
‘Che hornless deer 1s noc more sad
‘Chat many a peacepul momenc had, 35
(Dore sleck chan any granary mouse,
In his own (eapy foresc house
Among che waving pields of fern:
‘Che hunting of heroes should de glad.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

‘O pleasanc woman, answered Jinn,
We chink on Oscars” pencilled urn,
And on the heroes ying stam

On CAth&sg raven-covered plain;
Buc where are your nodle kich and kin,
And prom whac councry do you ride?

‘(MDy racher and my mocher are

10 1l
Aengus ~ and Cdan, my own name
Niamh', and MY COUNTRY [AR
Beyond che cumdling of chis cide.’

‘(What dream came wich you that you came
‘Chrough biccer cide on foam-wet feec?
Oud your companion wander away )
J'rRom where che dirds of Aengus qugB?'

‘Chereon did she ook haughcy and sweec:
1 have not yec, war-weary King,

Been spoken of wich any man;

Uec now 1 choose, for chese four fecc
Ran chrough che foam and ran co chis
‘Chac 1 mighc have your son co kiss.

‘(Uere chere no deccer than my son

‘Chac you chrough all thac foam should run?”

1 loved no man, chough kings desought,
Unail che Oanaan' poccs drought
Rhyme chat rhymed upon Oisin's name,
And now 1 am dizzy wich che choughc
Or all chat wnsdom and che fame

Or baccles droken by his hands,

Or scories builded by his words

‘Chac are ke coloured Asian dirds

Ac evenmg n cheir ramless lands.

O Pacrick, by your orazen'” bell,

‘Chere was no timd of mine duc rell

Inco a desperace gulph of love

‘YJou only wnll 1 wed, 1 cried,

‘And 1 wnll make a chousand songs,

And sct your name all names adove,

And capcives dound wich leachern chongs
Shall kneel and praise you, one dy one,
Ac evening 1n my wescern dun.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

‘O Orsin, mount by me and ride 80
‘Co shores by che wash of che tremulous cide,

(Uhere men have heaped no durial-mounds,

And che days pass by Uke a wayward cune,

(Uhere broken raich has never deen known

And che dlushes of pIrsc (ove never have plown; 85
And chere 1 wnll give you a hundred hounds;

No mighticr creacures day ac che moon;

And a hundred rodes of murmuring silk,

And a hundred calves and & hundred sheep

(Uhose ong wool whicer than sca-froch flows, 90
And a hundred spears and & hundred dows,

And o1l and wine and honey and milk,

And always never-anxious sleep;

White a hundred youchs, mighcy of tmd,

Buc knowing nor cumulc nor hace NoR scRIfe, 95
And a hundred {adics, merry as OIRdS,

(Uho when chey dance co a prcpul measure

Dave a speed (ke che speed of che salmon herds,

Shall pollow your horn and odey your whim,

And you shall know che Oanaan (eisure; 100
And Niamh de wich you for a wiye.’

‘Chen she sighed gencly, Tc grows lace.

(Music and love and slcep awaIT,

Where 1 would de when che whice moon cimos,

‘Che red sun falls and che world grows dim.’ 105

And chen 1 mounced and she dound me

(Uich her criumphing arms around me,

And whispering co herselp enwound me;

De shook himse(y and neighed chree cimes: 110
Caoilce, Conan, and mn came neawr,

And weprt, and raised cher lamencing hands,

And b1d me scay, wich many & cear;

Buc we rode ouc prom che human (ands.

In whac far kingdom do you go 115
Ah [emans, wich che shield and bow?

Or are you phancoms whice as snow,

(Uhose Ups had Upe’'s mosc prosperous glow?

O you, unch whom n sloping valleys,

Or down che dewy forest alleys, 120
1 chased ac morn che plying deer,

(Uich whom 1 hurled che hurrymg spear,

And heard che foemen's ducklers racele,

And droke the heaving ranks of dacclel

And Bran, Sceolan, and Lomaig, 125
(Uhere are you wich your long rRough hair?

Jou go noc where che red deer feeds,

Nor cear che foemen from chelr sceeds.

S. Pacrick. Boast noc, nor mourn wich droopmg head

Companions {ong accurst and dead, 130
And hounds [or cencuries dusc and aIr.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

Onsin. (Ue galloped over che glossy sea:
1 know not 11 days passed or hours,
And Niamh sang concinually
Oanaan songs, and cheir dewy showers 135
Or pensive laughcer, unhuman sound,
Lutted weariness, and sofcly round
Dy human sorrow her whice arms wound.
(Ue galloped; now a hornless decr
Passed by us, chased by a phancom hound 140
AU pearly whice, save one Red €aR;
And now a {ady rode Uke che wind
Wich an apple of gold i her cossing hand;
And a deaucipul young man pollowed dehind
(MUich quenchless gaze and pluccering hair. 145

‘Were chese cwo dorn n che Oanaan {and,
Or have they dreached the morcal ar?’

Vex chem no longer, Niamh said,

And sighing bowed her gencle head,

And sighing laid the pearly Tip 150
Or one long pinger on my Up.

Buc now cthe moon Uke & whice rose shone
In che pale wesc, and che sun's RIM sank,
And clouds arrayed cheir Rank on rRank
Adouc his fading crimson dall: 155
‘Che rloor of ?\(mhumé16 hoscing hall
(Uas not more level Than che sea,
As, full of loving fancasy,
And wich low murmurs, we rode on,
Uhere many a crumpec-cunsced shell 160
‘Chac m immorcal silence sleeps
ORcammg of her own melcing hues,
cr golds, her ambers, and her dlues,
Prereed wich sofc Ughc che shallownng deeps.
Buc now a wandering (and dreeze came 165
And a far sound of feachery qunzcsw;
Tc seemed co dlow from cthe dying flame,
‘Chey seemed co sing 1n the smouldering fIRes.
‘Che horse towards the music raced,
Neighing along che Ureless wasce; 170
Like S00TY FINGERS, MANY & TREE
Rose ever ouc of the warm sea;
And chey were cremdlng ceaselessly,
As cthough they all wiecre deacing Time,
Upon che cencre of che sun, 175
‘Co chac low (aughing woodland Rhyme.
And, now our wandering hours were done,
(Ue cancered co che shore, and knew
‘Che reason of the tremdling crees:
Round every dranch che song-oirds flew, 180
Or clung chereon Uke swarming dees;
Whie round che shore a million scood
Like drops of frozen ramMdow Lght,
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The Wanderings of Qisin

And pondered 1n & sofc vam mood

Upon cheir shadows n che cide,

And cold che purple deeps cheir pride,
And murmured snacches of delight;

And on che shores wiere many doacs
(Uich bending scerns and dending dows,
And carven figures on ThelR prows

Or diccerns, and pish-cacing S(Od(slg,
And swans wich chelr exulcanc cthroacs:
And where the wood and wacers meec
(e cied che horse 10 & leapy clump,

And Niamh dlew chree merry noces
Out o a Ucele sitver crRump;

And chen an answering whispermg flew
Over che bare and woody (and,

A whisper Of IMpecuous feec,

And CVER NCARCR, NEARCR GREW;

And from che woods rRushed ouc & band
Or men and ladies, hand 1in hand,

And singing, smging all cogecher;

‘Cheir brows were whice as frRagranc milk,
‘Cheir cloaks made ouc of yellow silk,
And crimmed wich many & cRIMson feacher;
And when chey saw che cloak 1 wore
Was dim wich mire OF & morcal shore,
‘Chey pingered 1T and gazed on me

And (aughed Uke murmurs of the sea;
Buc Niamh wich a sunpc discress

Bid chem away and hold cheir peace;
And when cthey heard her voice chey ran
And knelc chere, every girl and man,
And kissed, as chey would never cease,
Der pearl-pale hand and che hem of her dress.
She bade them dring us co the hall
(Uhere Acengus dreams, FrROM sun <o sun,
A Oruid dream o che end or days

(Uhen che scars are co wane and che world de done.

‘Chey led us by long and shadowy ways
(Uhere drops of dew n myriads fall,
And cangled creepers every hour
Blossom 1n some new crimson flower,
And once a sudden (aughcer sprang
J['rRom all cheir Gps, and once cthey sang
‘Cogecher, while che dark woods rRaNG,
And made 1n all cheir discanc parcs,
MUich boom of dees 1IN honey-marcs,

A rumour of delighced heares.

And once a lady by my side

Gave me a harp, and oid me sing,

And couch che laughing silver striNg;
Buc when 1 sang of human joy

A sorrow wrapped each merry face,
And, Pacrick! by your deard, cthey wepc,
Unail one came, a cearpul boy;

‘A sadder CReaTURE NEVer stepc
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The Wanderings of Qisin

‘Chan chis strange human dard, he cried;
And caught che silver harp away,

And, weeping over che whice strings, hurled
lc down in a {car-hid, hollow place

‘Chac kept dim wacers from che sky;

And cach one said, wich a long, long sigh,
'O saddesc harp n all the world,

Sleep chere Till the moon and che stars diel’

And now, saill sad, we came co where
A deaucipul young man dreamed wichm
A house of waccles, clay, and skin;
One hand upheld his deardless chin,
And one a scepere plashing ouc

Ud plames of red and gold and dlue,
Like <o a MERRY wanderINg ROUT

Or dancers {eapmg n che ar;

And men and (adies knelc them chere
And showed cher eyes wich ceardrops dim,
And unch low murmurs prayed co him,
And kissed che scepcre wich red Ups,
And couched 1T wich ctheir finger-cips.

De hetd chac rlashing scepcre up.

Joy drowns che cunlighc n che dew,

And pills wich scars mghc's purple cup,
And wakes che sluggard seeds of corn,

And stirs che young kid's dudding horn,
And makes the MEANT fCRNS UNWRAP,

And for cthe pf:f:untl9 paincs his cap,

And rolls along che unwieldy sun,

And makes che Uccle planecs RuUn:

And 11 joy weRre noc on che earch,

‘Chere were an end of change and 6irch,
And Carch and Deaven and Detl woutd die,
And 1n some gloomy darrow e

JFolded Uke a prozen ly;

‘Chen mock ac Oeach and Cime wich glances
And wavermg arms and wandering dances.

‘(Den's heares of old were drops of flame
‘Chac from che saffRON MORNING came,
ORr drops of silver joy chac pell

Out of che moon's pale cunsced shell;
Buc now hearcs cry chac hearcs are slaves,
And coss and TURN 1IN NARROW CAVCS;

Buc here chere 1s nor law nor rule,

Nor have hands held & wieary cool;

And here chere 18 nor Change nor Oeach,
Buc only Kind and merry Oreach,

JFor joy 18 God and God 15 joy.’

MUich one long glance for girl and boy
And che pale blossom of the moon,

De fell nco a Oruid swoon.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

And m a wild and sudden dance

(Ue mocked ac Cime and JFace and Chance
And sweptc out of che waccled hall

And came co where che dewdrops fall
Among che foamdrops of che sea,

And chere we hushed che revelry;

And, gachering on our BROWS & fROWN,

Benc all our swaymg dodies down,

And o the waves that gummer by

Chac sloping green Oe Oanaan sod

Sang, ‘God 15 joy and joy 15 God,

And chings thac have grown sad are wicked,
And chings chac fear cthe dawn of che morrow
Or che grey wandermg osprey Sorrow.

Ue danced co where n che winding chickec
‘Che ddmaskzo roses, bloom on dloom,

Like crimson meceors hang 1in che gloom.
And dending over them sofcly said,

Bending over them m che dance,

MUich a swipe and priendly glance

J'rRom dewy eyes: ‘Upon che dead

JFall che (eaves of ocher roses,

On che dead dim carch enclosces:

Buc never, never on our graves,

heapcd beside che glimmeRring waves,

Shall fall che leaves of damask Roses.

JFor neicher Oeach nor Change comes near us,
And all Uiscless hours [ear us,

And we fear No dawmning Morrow,

Nor che grey wandering osprey Sorrow.’

‘Che dance wound chrough the windless woods;

‘Che ever-summered solicudes;

Unail che cossmg arms grew still

Upon che woody cencral hill;

And, gachered 10 a pancing dand,

We plung on high cach waving hand,
And sang unco che starry OROOCS.

In our raised eyes chere flashed a glow
Or millsy brighcness co and fro

As thus our song arose:  (Jou scars,
ACROSS Your wanderINg RUDY CARS

Shake che (oose rems: you slaves of God.
De rutes you wich an 1ron rod,

De hotds you wich an 1ron dond,

Cach one woven co cthe ocher,

Cach one woven co his drocher

Like buddles m a FrROzen pond;

Buc we 1n a lonely land adide
Unchamadle as che dim aide,

(Uich heares chac know nor law nor Rrule,
And hands thac hold no wearisome oo,
JFolded n (ove chat fears no morrow,
Nor che grey wandering osprey Sorrow.’
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The Wanderings of Qisin

O Pacrick! for & hundred years

1 chased upon chac woody shore

‘Che deer, che dadger, and cthe H0ar. 345
O Pacrick! for & hundred years

Ac cvening on the glmmering sands,

Beside che piled-up huncing spears,

‘Chese now oucworn and wichered hands

(Urescled among che 1sland dands. 350
O Pacrick! for a hundred years

WMUe wene a-pishing 10 long boacs

(MUich bending scerns and dending dows,

And carven igures on their prows

Or biccerns "and fish-eacing scoacs. 355
O Pacrick! for & hundred years

‘Che gencle Niamh was my wife;

Buc now cwo chings devour my Ure;

‘Che chings that most of all 1 hace:

JFasting and prayers. 360

S. Pacrick. Cell On.

Onsin. es, yes, J-or chese were ancienc Oisins pace
oosed (ong ago from Deaven's gace,
JFor his lasc days co e in warc.

When one day by che aide 1 scood, 365
1 round m chac forgecrulness

Or dreamy foam & scaff of wood

J'rRom some dead warrIor's brRoken lance:

1 curned 1€ 1IN my hands; che scams

Or war were on 1t, and 1 wepr,

Remembermg how che Jenians scepe 370
Along che blood-bedaddled plains,

Cqual o good or gricvous chance:

‘Chereon young Niamh sofcly came

And caughc my hands, duc spake no word

Save only many cimes my name, 375
In murmurs, Uke a prighced dIrd.

We passed by woods, and (awns of cloVeR,

And round che horse and dridied him,

JFor we knew well the old was over.

1 heard one say, Pis eyes grow dim 380
(Uhch all The ancient sorRrROW Of men;

And wrapped m dreams rRode ouc again

Uich hoors of che pale pindrinny

Over che gimmering purple sea.

Under che golden evening Ughc, 385
‘Che Immorcals moved among che founcains

By rivers and che woods old nighc;

Some danced Uke shadows on che mouncans

Some wandered ever hand 10 hand;

Or sac in dreams on che pale strand, 390
Cach forehead Uke an 0bscure scar

Benc down above each hooked knee,

And sang, and wich a dreamy gaze

(Uacched where che sun 10 a sappron dlaze
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The Wanderings of Qisin

Was stumbdering halp i the sca-ways;

And, as chey sang, cthe pamced birds

ch( aime wunch cher drighc wings and feec;
Like drops of honey came chelr words,

Buc paincer chan a young lambd's dleac.

‘An old man stirs The [IRe TO & dlaze,

In che house of & child, of a friend, of & brocher.
De has over-Ungered his welcome; che days,
Grown desolace, whisper and sigh co cach ocher;
De hears che scorm m che chimney above,

And dends co che fire and shakes wich che cold,
White his heare sall dreams of dacele and (ove,
And che cry of cthe hounds on che hilis of old.

Buc (We are aparc 10 che grassy places,

MUhere care cannoc croudle che least of our days,
Ok che sofeness of youch be gone FROM OUR FACES,
Or love's pirsT Tenderness die I OUR gaze.

‘Che hare grows old as she plays in che sun

And gazes around her wich cyes of drigheness;
Berore the swipe chings chac she dreamed of were done
She Umps along 10 an aged whiceness;

A scorm of bIRds 1n che Asian crees

Like culips In che aIR a-winging,

And che gencle waves of che summer scas,

‘Chac raise chelr heads and wander singing,
(Musc murmur ac last, "Unjust, unjusc’;

And '(Dy speed 18 & wieariness, falcers the mouse,
And che kingpisher curns co a 0all of dusc,

And che roof falls n of his cunnclled house.

Buc che love-dew dims our eyes il the day
When God shall come prom the Sea wich a sigh
And 01d che scars drop down from che sky,

And che moon Uke & pale rose wicher away.’
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The Wanderings of Qisin

BOOK 11

NOWI, man of CROZICRSzz, shadows called our names
And chen away, away, Uke whirling flames;
And now fled by, misc-covered, wichouc sound,
‘Che youch and lady and che decr and hound;
‘Gaze no more on the phancoms, Niamh said,
And kissed my cyes, and, swaying her drighc head
And her dright dody, sang of facry and man
Berore God was or my old tine degan;
Wars shadowy, vasc, cxulcanc; facrICS Of 0(.d
(WUho wedded men wich rings of Oruid go(dz‘;;
And how chose (overs never curn chelr eyes
Upon che Ufe thac fades and plckers and dies,
e love and Kiss on dim shores [aR away
Rolled round wich music of the sighing spray:
e sang no more as when, ke & brown dee
‘Chac has drunk pull, she crossed the misty sea
Uich me m her whice arms & hundred years
Berore chis day; for now che fall of cears
‘Croudled her song.
1 do noc know 1f days

Or hours passed by, yec hold che morniNg Rays
Shone many cimes among che gimmermg Flowers
Woven inco her hair, before dark cowers
Rose 1in che darkness, and che whice surf gleamed
Abouc chem; and che horse of J-acry screamed
And shivered, knowing che Iste op (Dany [ears,
Nor ceased uncil whice Niamh scroked his cars
And named him by sweec names.

A roaming cide
(Uhrcened apar wich surge, fan-formed and wide,
Bursc from a great door marred by many a dlow
J'rRom mace and sword and pole-axe, long ago
M"hen gods and glancs warred. (Ue rode decween
‘Che scaweced-covered pillars; and che green
And surging phosphorus alone gave Ught
On our dark pachway, cill a councless fughc
Or moonlic sceps glimmered; and (efc and right
Oark scacues glimmered over the pale cide
Upon dark chrones. Becween che Uds of one
‘Che imaged meceors had Flashed and run
And had disporced n che 'stl((gz4 Jeg,
And che pixed scars had dawned and shone and sec,

Since God made Cime and Oeach and Sleep: che ocher

Screcched his long arRm o where, & mMisty smocher,

20

25

30

35

40

‘Che scream churned, churned, and churned -- his Ups apare,

As chough he cold his never-slumdering heare

Of. every Foamdrop on 1cs misty way.

‘Cying che horse o his vast fooc chac lay

ha(p N che unvesselled sea, we climded the sTtalR
And climded so long, 1 chought the last steps were
hung FROM The MORNING sTar; when chese mild words
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JFanned che delighted air Uke wings of dirds: 50
‘(Ny brochers spring ouc of thelr deds ac MORN,

A-murmur Uke young parcridge: wich oud horn

‘Chey chase the nooncide deer;

And when the dew-drowned stars hang In the air

Look <o {ong pishing-ines, or poinc and pare 55
An ashen hunctimg spear.

O sigh, O pluccering sigh, de kind co me;

JFluccer along che froch Ups of che sca,

And shores che froch Ups wee:

And scay a Uccle while, and id cthem weep: 60
Ah, couch cher dlue-vemed eyelids 1f chey sleep,

And shake cheir coverlec.

(When you have cold how 1 weep endlessty,

JFluceer along che froch Ups of che sca

And home To me again, 65
And m che shadow of my hair Ge hid,

And cell me chac you pound a man undid,

‘Che saddesc of all men.’

A lady wich sofc eyes Uke puncral TApeRrs,

And face that seemed wrought ouc of moonlic vapours, 70
And a sad mouch, chac fear made cremulous

As any ruddy motch, (ooked down on us;

And she unch a wave-rusced chain was cied

‘Co cwo old cagles, full of ancient pride,

‘Chac wich dim eyedalls sctood on ercher side. 75
JFew peachers were on cher dishevelled wings,

JFor cher dim minds were wich che ancienc chings.

1 6ring deliverance, pearl-pale Niamh said.

‘Neicher the Uiving, nor cthe unlabouring dead,

Nor che high gods who never Gved, may pighc 80
Dy enemy and hope; demons for fright

]()b('?CR and scream abouc im n che mighc;

JFor he 15 scrong and crafcy as che scas

That sprang under the Seven Dazel Trees™,

And | musc needs endure and hace and weep, 85
Unail che gods and demons drop asleep,

heamng Acd”® couch che mournful scrings of gold.’

s he so dreadpul?’
Be noc over-bdold,
Buc ly while saill you may.
And chereon 1:
‘Chis demon shall de daccered cill he die, 90
And his loose dulk de chrown mn che loud cide.
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T-ee prom him, peari-pale Niamh weeping cried,

Tor all men flee che demons’; duc moved noc

Dy angry king-rememoderng soul one JOT.

There was no mighcicr soul of Neder's "tne; 95
Now 1 18 0ld and mousc-Uke. Jor a sign

1 burst che chain: still carless, nerveless, dund,

(Urapped n che chings of the unhuman mind,

In some dim memory or ancienc mood,

Sall earless, nerveless, blnd, the eagles scood. 100

And chen we climbded che stair co & high doog;

A hundred horsemen on che dasalc floor

Bencach had paced concenc: we held our way

And scood wichimn: cloched In a misty rRaY

1 saw & poam-whice scagull dripc and floac 105
Under che roof, and wich & scraming chroac

Shoutced, and hailed him:  he hung chere a sTar,

JFor no man's cry shall ever MouNT SO [aR;

Notc even your God could have chrown down chac hal;
Scadling Pis untoosed Gghcnings i cheir scall, 110
De had sac down and sighed wich cumobered heare,

As chough Mis hour were come.

Ue sought che parc
‘Chac was most discanc from the door; green sime
(Dade che way stippery, and cime on time
Showed princs of sea-dorn scales. while down chrough 1 115
‘Che capeive's Journeys To and RO WERE WRIT
lec & small rRiver, and where feec couched came
A momentary gleam of phosphorus flame.
Under che deepesc shadows of che hall
‘Chac woman pound a ring hung on che wall, 120
And 1n the RINg & corch, and wich 1cs flare
(Daking & world adbouc her 0 che AR,
Passed under che dim doorway, ouc of sight,
And came agam, holding a second Lght
Burning decween her pingers, and 1in mine 125
Laid 1c and sighed: 1 held & sword whose shine
No cencuries could dim, and & word ran
‘Chereon n Oghmn28 {ecceRrs, (T)An(mnrng';
‘Chac sea-god's name, who n & deep concenc
Sprang dripping, and, wich capcive demons senc 130
Ourc of the sevenfold seas, builc the dark hall
Rooced m poam and clouds, and cried co all
‘Che mightcier mascers of & mightier RaCE;
And ac his cry chere came no milk-pale face
Under a crown of chorns and dark wich dlood, 135
Buc only exulcanc faces.

Niamh scood
Wheh bowed head, cremdlng when che whice dlade shone,
Buc she whose hours of cenderness were gone
Dad neicher hope nor fear. 1 dade chem hide
Under che shadows aill che cumules died 140
Or che loud-crashing and earch-shaking pight,
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Lesc chey should {ook upon some dreadpul sighc;
And chrust che corch decween che stimy plags.
A dome made ouc of endless carven jags,
(Uhere shadowy face plowed nco shadowy face,
Looked down on me; and 1n che selp-same place
1 waiced hour dy hour, and the high dome,
Windowless, pillariess, mulcicudinous home
Or races, warced; and che leisured gaze
Mas loaded wich che memory of days
Buried and mighcy. (Uhen chrough che greac door
‘Che dawn came 1n, and glimmered on che floor
MUich a pale Ught, T journeyed round che hall
And pound a door decp sunken 1n the wall,
Che lcast of doors; deyond on a dim plamn
A Uccle runnel” made & buddling sTrRAIN,
And on che runnel's scony and dare edge
A dusky demon dry as & wichered sedgesI
Swayed, crooning To himself an unknown tonguc:
In a sad revelry he sang and swung
Bacchant™™ and mournpul, passing co and fro
Pis hand along che runnels side, as chough
‘Che flowers still grew chere: far on the sea's wasce
Shaking and waving, vapour vapour chased,
White high prail cloudlecs, ped wich a green Ughe,
ke drifcs of leaves, immovadle and dright,
ung I che passionace dawn. De slowly curned:
A demon's (e1sure: cyes, fIrsT whice, now dburned
Like wings of Kingpishers; and he arose
Barking. (Ue crampled up and down wich dlows
O sword and 6razen daccle-axe, while day
Gave co high noon and noon co mght gave way;
And when he knew che sword of (0Danannan
Amid che shades of might, he changed and ran
‘Chrough many shapes; | lunged ac che smooch chroac
Or a greac cel; 1c changed, and 1 duc smoce
A [IR-TReC ROARING 1N 18 (capless Top;
And chereupon 1 drew che ivid chop
Or a drowned drippmg dody to my OREAST;
Dorror fROM hORROR grew; buc when che wesc
Dad surged up N & plumy fire, 1 drave
‘Chrough heare and spine; and casc him in che wave
Lesc Niamh shudder.

JFull of hope and dread
‘Chose two came carrying wine and meac and dread,
And healed my wounds wich unguencs out of Flowcrs
‘Chac peed whice mochs by some Oc Oanaan shrine;
‘Chen i thac hall, Uic by the dim sea-shine,
(e (ay on skins of occers, and drank wine,
Brewed by che sca-gods, from huge cups cthac lay
Upon che Ups of sca-gods m cheir day;
And chen on heaped-up skins of occers slepe.
And when the sun once MORE IN SAFFRON STCPC,
Rolling his flagranc wheel ouc of che deep,
(Ue sang che loves and angers wichout sleep,
And all the exulcanc (abours of the strong.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

Buc now che lying clerics murder song

(Uich darren words and placceries of che weak.

In whac (and do che powerless curn che deak

Or ravening Sorrow, or the hand op (Urach?

JFor all your croziers, chey have lefc che pach 200
And wander 1n che scorms and clinging snows,

bopc(css for cver: ancienc Oism knouws,

JFor he 15 weak and poor and dlind, and lies

On che anvil of che world.

S. Pacrick. Be sall: che skies
Are choked wich chunder, Gghcning, and fierce wind, 205
For God has heard, and speaks Dis angry mind;
Co cast your body on che scones and pray,
Jor De has wrought midnight and dawn and day.

Oisin. Saine, do you weep? 1 hear amid che chunder
‘Che [Fenian horses; aRmour TorRN asunder; 210
L&ughterz and cries. Che armics clash and shock,
And now che daylighc-darkening ravens plock.
Cease, ccase, O mournpul, laughing J-eman hornl

(e peasced for chree days. On che fourch morn

1 pound, dropping sca-foam on cthe wide scair, 215
And hung wich stime, and whispering i his haig,

‘Chat demon dull and unsubduab(cm;

And once more co a day-long daccle fell,

And ac che sundown chrew him n che SURGC,

‘Co e uncil the fourch MORN saw emerge 220
Dis new-heated shape; and ror a hundred years

So warred, so feasced, wich NOR dREAMS NOR [CARS,

Nor languor nor facigue: an endless feastc,

An endless war.

‘Che hundred years had ceased;
1 scood upon che scalr: the surges bore 225
A deech-dough To me, and my hearRt grew SORe,
Remembering how 1 had scood by whice-haired [inn
Under a deech ac Alimhuin and heard che chin
Ourccry of dacs.

And chen young Niamh came
ho(dmg chac horse, and sadly called my name; 230
1 mounced, and we passed over che lone
And dripcing greyness, while chis monocone,
Surly and discanc, mixed INseparadly
Inco che clangour of che wind and sca.

1 hear my soul drop down mco decay, 235
And (Danannan's dark ToweRr, $TONE AFTER STONE.

Gacher sea-stime and fall the scaward way,

And che moon goad che wacers mighc and day,

‘Chac all be overchrown.
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Buc aill che moon has caken all, T wage 240
(War on che mighciest men under che skies,

And chey have pallen or fled, age afcer age.

Lighc 1s man’s (ove, and Ughcer 15 man's rage;

Phs purpose dripes and dies.

And chen (osc Niamh murmured, Love, we go 245
‘Co che Island of orgecpulness, for (ol

Che lstands of Oancing and o Viccories

Are empty of all power.’

‘And which of chese
Is che lstand of Concenc?

None know, she said;
And on my dosom laid her weeping head. 250
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BOOK M

]:]_GO roam underneach us, and round us, & wandering and milky smoke,
hlgh as the Saddle-gireh, covering away from our glances che cide;

And chose chac fled, and chac pollowed, frrom che foam-pale discance droke;
‘Che 1mmorcal desire of Immorcals we saw n cheir faces, and sighed.

1 mused on che chase wich che [entans, and Bran, Sceotan, Lomair,
And never a song sang Niamh, and over my fInger-cips

Came now che stiding of cears and sweeping of misc-cold hair,
And now che warmch of sighs, and afcer che quiver of Ups.

(Uere we daygs long or hours (ong 1n riding, when, rolled N a grisly peace,

An 1sle lay level defore us, wich dripping hazel and oak?

And we sctood on a sea’s edge we saw noc; for whicer chan new-washed fleece
l:(Cd roam underneach us, and round us, & wandering and milky smoke.

And we rode on che plamns of che sea's edge; che sea’s edge darren and grey,
Grey sand on che green of the grasses and over che dripping Trees,
Omppmg and doudling {andward, as chough chey would hascen away,

1ke an army of old men {onging for ResT frROM che moan of che scas.

Buc che trees grew caller and closer, immense 0 chelk wrmkling dark;
ORoppmg; & murmurous dropping; old silence and that one sound;

l:OR no Gve creacures Uived chere, no weasels moved in che dark:

]_ong sighs arose IN OuUR spIRITS, deneach us buddled cthe ground.

And che cars of che horse wenc sinking away m che hollow might,

JFor, as drifc from a sailor stow drowning che gleams of che world and che sun,
Cecased on our hands and our paces, on hazel and oak {eaf, the Ught,

And che stars were dlocced adove us, and che whole of che world was one.

‘Cill the horse gave a whinny; for, cumbrous wich scems of the hazel and oak,
A valley plowed down from his hoors, and chere 1 che long grass (ay,

Under che scarlighc and shadow, & monscrous stumbdermg rolk,

‘Cheir naked and gleaming dodies poured ouc and heaped in che way.

And by chem were arRrROW and wWaR-axe, arRrRow and shield and blade;

And dew-blanched horns, 1n whose hollow a child of chree years old

Could sleep on & couch of rushes, and all Inwrought and miaid,

And more comely chan man can make chem wich dronze and silver and gold.

And cach of che huge whice creacures was huger chan fOURSCORE men;
‘Che cops of chelr cars were peachered, thelr hands were che claws of bIrdS,
And, shaking the plumes of the grasses and che (caves of the mural glen,

‘Che dreaching came from chose dodies, long warless, grown whicer cthan curds.

‘Che wood was so Spacious above cthem, thac De who has scars [OR Pis rlocks

Could pondle che lcaves wich Pis [INGCRS, NOR GO [ROM Phs dew-cumoered skics;

So long were chey sleeping, the owls had duilded cheir nescts in cheir Locks,
[ailting che porous dimness wich {ong generacions of cyces.
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The Wanderings of Qisin

And over che imds and che valley che slow owls wandered and came,

Now m a place of scar-FIRe, and now N & shadow-place wide;

And che chiep of che huge whice creacures, his knees 1n the sofc scar-flame,
LAg {oosc 1N & place of shadow: we drew che rens by his side.

Golden che nails of his dird-claws, flung loosely along the dim ground;
In onc was a branch sopc-shining wich dells more many chan sighs

In midsc of an old man's dosom; owls rRufling and pacing around
Sidled cher dodies agamst him, plling che shade wich cher cyes.

And my gaze was chronged wich che sleepers; no, noc since the world degan,
In realms where che handsome were many, Nor M glamours dy demons flung,
Dave Faces alive wich such deaucy deen known co cthe salc eye of man,

et weary wich passions chac paded when cthe sevenpold seas were young,.

And 1 gazed on che beli-oranch™, slecp's FORCOCAR, FaR sung by che Sennachies™.
1 saw how chose slumdeRrers, grown weary, there camping I grasses deep,

Or wars wich the wnide world and pacing cthe shores of the wandering scas,
Laid hands on che deli-dranch and swayed 1T, and fed of unhuman sleep.

Snacching the horn of Niamh, 1 dlew a long Uingering noce.

Came sound from chose monscrous sleepers, & sound Uke che sTirrINg of flics.
hc, shaking che rold of his Ups, and heaving che pillar of his chroac,
(Uacched me wich mournpul wonder ouc of che wells of his eyes.

1 cried, Come ouc of che shadow, king of che nails of gold!

And cell of your goodly household and cthe goodly works of your hands,
‘Chac we may muse n che starlight and ctalk of che daccles of old;
Jour quescioner, Oisin, 18 worchy, he comes from che Jenian lands.’

hA(p open his eyes were, and held me, dull unch the smoke of their dreams;
13 (1ps moved slowly 1N answer, NO ANSWER ouT of chem came;

‘Chen he swayed m his pingers che dell-dranch, slow dropping a sound 1n faINT sTREAMS

Sofcer chan snow-plakes 1n April and picreing che marrow Uke flame.

(Urapc 1in che wave of chac music, wich weariness more than of earch,
‘Che moil of my cencuries pilled me; and gone Uke a sea-covered scone
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(Uere che memories of che whole of my sorrow and che memories of che whole of my mirch,

And a sofcness came from cthe scarlghc and pilled me pull co che done.

In che rootcs of che grasses, che sorrels, 1 laid my dody as low;

And che pearl-pale Niamh {ay by me, her drow on the midst of my dReasc;
And che horse was gone 1 che discance, and Years AFTer Years gan flow;
Square leaves of che vy moved over us, dinding us down To OUR REST.

And, man of the many whice cROZICRS, & century chere | forgoc
Dow che reclocks drip dlood 1n che daccle, when cthe fallen on pallen e rolled;
Dow che ralconer follows che falcon in che weeds of the heron's ploc,

And che name of che demon whose hammer made Conchubar’s™ sword-dlade or old.

And, man of the many whice CROZICRS, & cencury chere 1 forgoc )

‘Chac che spear-shapc 1s made ouc of ashwood, che shield ouc of O'SIeR37 and hide;
Dow che hammers spring on che anvi(, on che spearhead's dUrRNING spot;

Dow che slow, dluc-cyed oxen of [inn low sadly ac evening cide.
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Buc 1in dreams, mild man of che croziers, driving che dusc wich cheir chrongs,
(Moved round me, of seamen or {andsmen, all who are wincer cales;

Came dy me che kings of the Red Branch, wich roarmg of laughcer and songs,
Or moved as they moved once, love-making or picreing cthe cempesc wich sails.

Came Blamd™, (Mac Nessa, call ergus who peascward of old cime slunk,
: g F F
Cook Barach, the craicor™; and warward, che spiccle on his beard never dry,
Oark Ba(ORqo, as old as A [OResc, c&R—bORnCm, his mighcy head sunk
F ghcy
hc(p(ess, men Gpcing che Uds of his weary and deach-making cye.

And by me, N SOfTC red rRaIMeNc, che ]:Chmns moved 1n {oud screams,

And CR()‘DI()\L}Z, walking and smiling, scwed wnch her needle of done.

So Gived 1 and Gived not, so wrought 1 and wirought not, wich creacures of dreams,
In a long 1ron sleep, as a fish 1N che wacer goes dumd as a scone.

Ac times our stumber was Gghcened. (WUhen che sun was on silver or gold;
(Uhen drushed wich che wings of che owls, in the dimness chey love going by;
(Uhen & glow-worm was green on & grass-lear, lured prom his (aIr 10 che mould;
hA(p wakening, we Upced our eyelids, and gazed on che grass wich a sigh.

So wacched 1 when, man of che croziers, ac che heel of a cencury fell,

(Ueak, in che midsc of che meadow, from his miles 1 che midsc of che aIr,

A starling Uke chem chac forgachered neach a moon waking whice as a shell
(Uhen che [enmians made foray ac morning wich Bran, Sceolan, Lomair.

1 awoke: che sctrange horse wichouc summons ouc of che discance ran,
‘Chruscing his nose co my shoulder; he knew n his dosom deep

‘Chat once more moved my dosom che ancienct sadness of man,

And chac 1 would leave che Immoreals, cheir dimness, cheir dews dropping sleep.

O, had you seen deaucipul Niamh grow whice as the wacers are whice,

Lord of che crozicrs, you cven had Upced your hands and weptc:

Buc, che dird 1n my pingers, 1 mounced, Rememdering alone thac delighc
Or cunlight and stumber were gone, and thac hoops 1mpaciencly scepe.

1 cried, 'O Niamh! O whice onel 1r only a cwelve-houred day,

1 musc gaze on che beard of inn, and move where che old men and young
: 143

In che J-emans dwellings of waccle ~ {ean on che chessdoards and play,

Ah, sweec to me now were even dald Conanéqq slanderous conguel

Like me were some galley rorsaken far off n (Meridian 1sle,

Rememdering 1cs (ong-oared companions, sails curning co cthreaddare RAGS;
No more co crawl on cthe seas wich {ong oars mile afcer mile,

Buc co be amid shoocing of flies and flowering of Rushes and flags.

‘Cheir mocionless eyedalls of spirics grown mild wich myscerious thought,
(Uacched her chose seamiess faces from che valley's gimmering gireh;

As she murmured, ‘O wandering Oisin, che strengch of the dell-dranch 1s naught,

JFor There moves alive m your pingers che pluccering sadness of carch.

"Chen go chrough che (ands in the saddle and see whac che morcals do,

And sofcly come co your Niamh over che cops of che aide;

Buc weep por your Niamh, O Orsin, weep; for 15 only your shoe

Brush Uighcly as hagmouse carch's peddles, you unll come no more o my side.
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'O plaming tion of che world, O when unll you curn €o Yyour resc?

1 saw prom a discanc saddle; prom che earch she made her moan:

T would die Uke & small wichered leaf In che aucumn, FOR BREAST UNTO OREAST
(Ue shall mingle no more, NOR OUR gazes cmpey chelr sweeeness (one

Tn che 1sles of The farchest seas where only che spiRics come.

(Uere che winds less sofc chan the dreach of a pigeon who sleeps on her nese,

Nor lost m the scar-fires and odours che sound of che sea's vague drum?
O plaming Gon of the world, O when wnll you Turn To YJour rResc?

‘Che wailing grew distang; 1 rode dy che woods of the wrkling bark,
(Uhere ever 18 murmurous dropping, old silence and chac one sound;
l:OR no (ve creacures (ive there, no weasels move 1N che dark:

In a reverie forgecpul of all chings, over cthe dubdling ground.

And 1 rode by che plains of che sea's edge, where all 18 Barren and grey,

Grey sand on che green of the grasses and over che dripping Trees,

Omppmg and doudling landward, as chough chey would hasten away,
1ke an army of old men {onging For ResT frROM che moan of che scas.

And che winds made the sands on the sea's edge curning and Turning go,
As my mind made che names of che J-emians. Jar from che hazel and oak,
1 rode away on che surges, where, high as the saddic-douw,

J-ted poam underneach me, and round me, & wandering and milky smoke.

]_ong fled che roam-flakes around me, che winds pled ouc of che vasc,
Snacching che bird 10 secrec; nor knew 1, embosomed apare,

(Uhen chey proze the cloch on my dody ke aRMoOUR Rivered [Ast,

JFor Rememorance, Gpcing her {eanness, keened in the gaces of my heare.

‘Cill, paccening che winds of the morning, an odour opnecw-mown hay
Came, and my rorehead pell low, and my cears Uke derries fell down;
Lacer a sound came, haly (osc in che sound of & shore farR away,

JF'rom che great grass-darnacle calling, and lacer the shore-weeds drown.

Ir 1 were as 1 once was, the strong hoops crushing the sand and che shells,
Coming ouc of che sea as che dawn comes, & chaunc or {ove on my Ups,
Not coughing, my head on my knees, and praying, and wroch wich che dells,
1 would leave no samcs head on his ody from Rachin co Bera of ships.

(Daking way prom cthe kindling surges, 1 rRode on a dridle-pach

(Duch wondering co see upon all hands, of waccles and woodwork made,
gOUR bell-mounced churches, and guardless che sacred carn and che RAthW,
And a small and a feedle populace stooping wich maccock  and spade,

Or weeding or ploughmg wich faces a-shining wich much-coil weg;

While 1n chis place and chac place, wich dodies unglorious, cheir chiepcains scood,

19
Awaicing 1 pacience che scraw-deach , crozicred one, caught n your nec:

(Uent che laughcer of scorn from my mouch Uke the RoarmMg of wind N & wood.

And because 1 wenc by chem so huge and so speedy wich eyes so dright,
Came afcer che hard gaze of youch, or an old man Ufpced his head:

And 1 rode and 1 rode, and 1 cried ouc, ‘Che Jrenians hunc wolves m che night,
So sleep chee by dagcime.” A voice cried, ‘Che Jenians a long time are dead.
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A whicedeard scood hushed on the pachway, che plesh of his face as dried grass,

And rolds round his eyes and his mouch, he sad as a child wichouc milk-

And che dreams of che 1slands were gone, and 1 knew how men sorrow and pass,

And cheir hound, and their horse, and cher (ove, and ctheir eyes thac gmmer Uke silk.

And wrapping my face N my hair, I murmured, 'In old age chey ceased;

And my ctears were arger chan derries, and 1 murmured, ‘(Uhere whice clouds Uie spread
On Crevroe™ or broad KnockpcpmSI , wich many of old chey feasc

On che floors of che gods. De cried, No, che gods a long cime are dead.

And {onely and longing for Niamh, 1 shivered and curned me adbouc,
Che heare m me {onging co leap Uke a grasshopper Inco her hearg;

1 curned and rode co che wescward, and rollowed che sea's old shouc
Cilt 1 saw where acve Ues sleeping Till scarlight and midnight pare.

And chere ac the fooc of che mouncam, cwo carried a sack pull of sand,

‘Chey bore 1t wich scaggerg and sweacing, duc el wich cher durden ac lengeh.
meng down prom the gem-scudded saddle, 1 flung 1T prve yards wich my hand,
Which & 500 for men waxing so weakly, a sod for che fenians’ old strengch.

‘Che rest you have heard of, O croziered man; how, when divided che girch,
1 pell on che pach, and che horse wenc away Uke & summer fly;

And my years chree hundred pell on me, and 1 rose, and walked on che carch,
A creepmg old man, pull of sleep, wich che spiccle on his beard never dry.

Dow che men of che sand-sack showed me a church wich 1cs delfrRY N AIR;

Sorry place, where for swing of cthe war-axe N my dim eyes the crOzICR gleams;
(MUhac place have Caoilce and Conan, and Bran, Sceolan, Lomair?

Speak, you coo are old wich your memories, an old man surrounded wich dreams.

S. Pacrick. Where che plesh of the poocsole clingech on the durning stones 1s thelr place;

(Uhere che demons whip them wich wires on the durning scones of wide hc((,
(Uacching the dlessed ones move far off, and the smile on God's face,
Becween chem a gaccway of drass, and che howl of the angels who pell.

Onsin. Puc che scapp n my hands; for 1 go co che J-enmans, O clerie, co chaunc
‘Che war-songs chac roused chem of old; chey wnll rise, making clouds wich cheir Breach,

Innumcradle, singing, exulcant; che clay underneach chem shall panc,
And demons be droken m pieces, and crampled deneach chem in deach.

And demons afraid 1n cheir darkness; deep horror of eyes and of wings,
AFRdld, chelr ears on che earch (aid, shall iscen and rise up and weep;

hcamng che shaking or shields and cthe quiver of strecched bowscrINgs,
hcamng Dett toud wrch & murmur, as shoucing and mocking we sweep.

(Ue unll cear our the plaming scones, and daccer the gaceway Of ORASS

And encer, and none sagech No' when chere encers che scrongly armed guesc;

(Dake clean as & broom cleans, and MARCh 0N &8 OXEN MOVE OVER Young GRrRASS;

‘Chen feast, making converse of wars, and of old wounds, and TURN TO OUR REST.

S. Pacrick. On che plaming scones, wichouc refuge, the imbds of che enians are cosc;

None war on the mascers of hc‘((, who could break up che world 1n cheir rRage;
Buc kneel and wear ouc che plags and pray For your soul chac 1s losc
‘Chrough che demon love of 1cs youch and 1cs godiess and passionace age.
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Onsin. Ah mel o de Shaken wich coughing and broken wich old age and pain,
Whchouc laughtcer, a show unco children, alone wnch rRememobrance and fear;
AU emprcied of purple hours as & dbeggar's cloak m cthe ran,
As a hay-cock ouc on che plood, or & wolp sucked under & werr. 220

Tc were sad co gaze on che dlessed and no man 1 {oved of old there;

1 chrow down che chain of small scones  when Gfe 1n my body has ceased,
1 wnll go o Caoilee, and Conan, and Bran, Sceotan, Lomair,

And dwell 1n che house of the [-enians, be cthey n flames OR aT feast.

Give me the world if Thou wilt, but grant me an asylum
for my affections. -- TULKA>
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Notes

' Yeats described Oisin, son of Finn, as “the poet of the Fenian cycle of legends.” His note on this poem,

from 1912, read:
“The poem is founded upon the Middle Irish dialogues of S. Patrick and Oisin and a certain Gaelic
poem of the last century (Laoidh Oisin ar Thir na n-Og by Micheal Coimin). The events it
describes, like the events in most of the poems in this volume, are supposed to have taken place
rather in the indefinite period, made up of many periods, described by the foketales, than in any
particular century; it therefore, like the later Fenian stories themselves, mixes much that is
mediaeval with much that is ancient. The Gaelic poems do not make Oisin go to more than one
island, but a story in Silva Gadelica (in The Adventures of Cian’s son Teigue by Standish Hayes
O’Grady, 1892) describes ‘four paradises,’ an island to the north, an island to the west, an island
to the south, and Adam'’s paradise in the east.”

2 (I, 13) Members of Fianna, a band of adventurers who lived off the land. Yeats defined The Fenians as

“the great military order of which Finn was chief.” The Fenian Cycle of Myths is about Finn (Fionn mac

Cuhaill) and the Fianna.

% (1, 15) Finn’s favorite hunting hounds, because there were as smart as humans. In fact, they were his
couslns as his aunt, Tuiren, had been changed into a dog.

“(1,16) Yeats defined the Firbolg as “An early race who warred vainly upon the Fomoians, or Fomoroh,
before the coming of the Tuath De Danaan. Certain Firbolg kings, killed at Southern Moytura, are
supposed to be buried at Ballisodare. It is by their graves that Usheen (Oisin) and his companions rode.”

®(1,17) While a cairn is any pile of stones left by people, Ireland’s numerous pre-historic cairns and
mounds have always been associated with her mythological immortals — The Good Neighbors, the Faery
Cavalcade, the Shee.

6 (I, 18) Maeve, according to Yeats, was “A famous queen of the Red Brach cycle. She is rumored to be
buried under the cairn on Knocknarea. Ferguson speaks of ‘the bell-shaped cairn of Maeve high up on
haunted Knocknarea,’ but inaccurately, for the cairn is of stones.”

Knocknarea, Queen Maeve’s grave, is a imposing hill just west of Sligo Town, where Yeats spent his
boyhood. It is the second largest such mound in Ireland, after Newgrange. Queen Maeve is the principal
antagonlst in Tain B6 Cuailnge, The Cattle Raid of Cooley, at the heart of the Ulster cycle.

(1, 21) “A kind of red bronze” according to Yeats in the Glossary of Poems. The notes to the more
recent Collected Works, however, define it as “white bronze,” and cite an etymology from ‘fiondruine.’

8 (I, 41) Oscar is the Fenian hero who killed the traitor Goll mac Morna at Gabhra, but is himself killed in
the fight. There is an anachronism here as Oscar is the son of Qisin and Niamh. Some of the mythology
of ancient Ireland has been rediscovered since Yeats’ time, so maybe he did not know this detail, or
maybe it was just poetic license. Either way, the story is in the telling. It is not history.

(I 43) The Fianna is defeated in the Battle of Gabhra Hill, Cath Gabhra, in the Fenian Cycle. Ravens
caII to mind the Irish triple-goddess of war, The Morrighan.

°q, 47) Angus is “The god of youth, beauty, and poetry. He reigns in Tir-nan-Oge, the country of the
¥oung " according to Yeats’ Glossary in Poems, which contained an intermediate version of this poem.
(I, 47) The story of Aengus and Edain is the archetype of myths of young love. Interestingly only
fragments of The Wooing of Etain, or Tachmarc Etaine, were known when Yeats wrote this!
12 (I, 48) Niamh means luster, bright or brilliance.
31, 53) In Irish myth Aengus’ kisses turn to birds.
(1, 63) According to Yeats “Tuath De Danaan means the Race of the Gods of Dana. Dana was the
mother of all the ancient gods of Ireland. They were the powers of light and life and warmth, and did
battle with the Fomoroh, or powers of night and death and cold. Robbed of offerings and honour, they
have gradually dwindled in the popular imagination until they have become the Faeries.”
® (I, 71) Brazen can mean made of brass, harsh sounding, or rudely imposing. Perhaps a deliberate
trlple entendre?
® (1, 156) The Hill of Almhuin is Finn’s home. It translates “great neck.” In County Kildare, today it is
called the Hill of Allen.
(I, 166) quires —choirs.
(I, 191) stoats — weasels, especially when in their Summer coats.
(I, 266) peewit —small.
(I, 305) damask — a kind of red.
(I, 355) bitterns — a sea bird with a particularly harsh call.
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The Wanderings of Oisin

22 (I, 1) A crozier is the staff carried by a bishop a sign of office. It is meant to represent a shepherds
hook.

28 (11, 10) The “Druid gold” was secret knowledge, which wed the faerie race to men.

(11, 39) stilly — still, quiet.

25 (11, 84) In Irish mythology the hazelnut is associated with wisdom and poetic inspiration. Oisin’s father,
Finn, gained his wisdom from a ‘the salmon of wisdom,’ that had eaten nuts from sacred hazel trees.

In the Glossary to Poems Yeats wrote: “There was once a well overshadowed by seven sacred hazel-
trees, in the midst of Ireland. A certain lady plucked their fruit, and seven rivers arose out of the well and
swept her away. In my poems this well is the source of all the waters of this world, which are therefore
sevenfold.”

2 (I, 87) Aedis “A God of death. All who hear his harp playing die. He was one of the two gods who
a;)peared to Cuhoollin before his death, according to the bardic tale” according to the Glossary in Poems.
2 (I, 95) Heber is a son of Mil, whose line makes up the present population of Ireland. The Hebrides
are named for Heber.

8 (11, 128) Ogham is the secret alphabet of the Druids. It was created by Ogma, the Irish god of
eloquence, learning and wisdom. Manannan is Ogham is =+-mrt-mrmr .

29 (11, 128) “Manannan the sea-god, was a son of Lir, the infinite waters” according to Glossary in Poems.
% (11, 156) runnel —a small, running stream.

(I, 158) sedge — marsh grass.

32 (I, 161) Bacchant — a constant pleasure seeker; a drunk. From Bacchus, the Greek god of drink.

% (1, 217) unsubduable — unconquerable.

% (I, 53) bell-branch — “A legendary branch whose shaking casts all men into a gentle sleep” according
to Yeats’ Glossary in Poems.

% (1l 53) Sennachies — A traditional Irish story-teller, or historian.

% (11, 80) Conchubar (mac Nessa) was king of Ulster in the Cattle Raid of Cooley, Tain Bé Cuailnge.
The smith who made his sword-blade was Chuainn, the namesake, of sorts, for Ca Chulainn (which
means ‘Chuainn’s Hound’).

Conchubar is said to have been born the same day as Jesus Christ. His capital, Emain Macha, is close
b)/ Saint Patrick’s capital of Armagh.

8 (Il1, 82) osier — willow used in weaving.

(11, 89) Blanid — “The heroine of a beautiful and sad story told by Keating” according to the Glossary
from Poems.

% (I, 89-90) A sub-plot from the Tain in which Blanid is kidnapped, then murdered. Fergus was the
king of Ulster before Conchubar. He is under a geiss to attend a feast if invited, and this is used to betray
him and murder his men.

“© (I, 91) Balor -- “The Irish Chimaera, the leader of the hosts of darkness at the great battle of good and
evil, life and death, light and darkness, which was fought out on the strands of Moytura, near Sligo”
according to the Glossary from Poems.

*(II1, 91) car-bourn — carried on a car or litter.

2 (111, 94) Grania — “A beautiful woman, who fled with Dermot to escape from the love of aged Finn. She
fled from place to place over Ireland, but at last Demot was killed at Sligo upon the seaward point of
Benbulben, and Finn won her love and brought her, leaning upon his neck, into the assembly of the
Fenians, who burst into inextinguishable laughter” according to the Glossary from Poems.

“® (I, 115) wattle — woven branches and twigs when used to for building.

4 (11, 116) Conan the Bald — a fat, ugly and cowardice member of the Fenian. He was often a laughing
stock.
(1, 158

38

) chaunt — chant.

4 (111, 160) Islands off the coast of Ireland. Rachlin is in the far north, and Bera in the far south.
7 (111, 163) rath —an old lrish name for a fort or fortified town.

“8 (I, 164) mattock — a digging tool like an adz.

*(Ill, 167) straw-death —dying in bed, when beds were made of straw.

% (11, 179) Crevroe — A royal house of King Conchobar.

> (11, 179) Knockfefin — where Niamh’s parents, Aengus and Edain, met.

%2 (]I, 222) “chain of small stones” — a rosary.

*% This quotation introduced the poem in The Poetical Works of William B. Yeats (1906).
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