


AND LATIN COUNTRIES

Some of these poems av



SAINT JOHN’'S EVE

‘St. John's Eve is upon us,
~The fires burn up to heaven,
There are five witches in the flame
And there are phantoms seven.
This is a time when men, ice-eyed,
See cold shades through the half-night ride.

And { am ill. | stir not,

| saw on the moor, .
A tree of light in




THE BOAT

Its sails are full Cof'
Its sails are like Ra
The earth blows

HAUNTED O where sMII

They loom dark against the windows

They hurl heavy on the door ;

Their breath shakes down the chimney
And it twists across the floor.

The devils of the earth howl to and fro ;
With drunken gait on swollen legs they go.

2 And 'eChrlstepher hes sleepmg



HEARD AT EPIPHANY IN THE WEST

Lord Jesu, dost thou understand
The Gaelic of Atlantic land?

- For with no other tongue can |

er my gift or soothe thy cry

ere are so few ; so



RUINS OF A MANSION NEAR RAPHOE

We used to be .
For here, before us,

The moss grow!

When night's strong fingers tie and twist ]
Come close, m

Black scarves about a million throats,
And winds towards the ocean list,
And toneless Dies lrae floats

Across the earth, O walk not past
Raphoe's square ruin while the shadows la:

For there are vicious memories here
‘Cowering beneath the broken walls,
Their eyes through every crev -




ARRIVAL IN SLIGO

O joy

To be in holy country ;
Employ

Once more lost prayers ;
Hear again ‘sin’ and ‘grace,’
And words which find no place
On English lips

Except they be

The uncrushed lips

Of shepherd or fisher-boy.




AN OLD SHRINE

This is a place of the old songs .
This is a place where the mind longs .
This is a place where the night lingers .
This is a place which the wind fingers .
Old, old, old .
There is nothing left
But the silence of stories
Told, told, told .

This is where much began
Where now lives no man.
This was the death and the birth.
Time has shaven the earth
As an execuhoner the beard

Nl

THE WORLD

One night sorrow rocked
As it lay in rough and ho
Still, in that year, 3 Ch-l“dw-
Round the logs, the

Devouring with the
And, at the pane, t




CONFESSORS

The wings of an old sadness
Fly through the World to-day ;
The reasbn and the madness,
Spent passion and lost way.
O keep frail joys secluded
From this great disarray.

The gulls are wheeling, ocean
Shakes eW‘Y ‘round old rgcks;
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: SONNET A

My love, there is such little hour before

We of the evening must lie down to sleep

Under our load of World. And now, no more
1ﬁlkmt:ks s‘l‘nke for us since T|me mounts swnft and 5
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GERMAN PRISONER AT LAUNCESTON :

Goldheaded in the English Autumn,

Lighting the grey lane, he bends

Over the unsubtle pickaxe,

Singing his homeland into Launceston,

As he mends the road of enemies.

i dead armies, songs of desert and pines,
ords w ere the blood hangs on deep rocks




ADVENT

Evensong has sunk,
The last notes frozen,
The two flames snuffed,

Gas burners dead but glowing,
Book-places for tomorrow chosen,
A noisy choirboy cuffed,

The cathedral dark

From the lost vault to floor :
You fight with columns

To attain the door,

And, in the street,
Expressionless,

The whole curved sky is snowing.

 would dream,
s black, Advent night,

il en

In Mayo is Christ bor
Around the stable s

And fishing boats «
Wrapped close, as




CAROL

O Jesu sweet,

O Jesu sweet, my sweet,

Here at the manger

| adore thy feet

And, with an ill-trimmed lamp,

The new-born day | greet.

O Jesu sweet, O Jesu sweet, my sweet.
O Jesu sweet,

O Jesu sweet, my sweet,

| offer thee

My stack of fresh-cut peat

For cold winds blow

Across the sky, and sleet.

O Jesu sweet, O Jesu sweet, my sweet.




AN ENEMY

An enemy hath done this thing!
And Man, withdrawn
To a place called his own,

Unknown
To the seraphim most widely wandered,
Sprawls, limp with his swollen sting.

An enemy hath done this thing!
The silence is no peace,

For ‘tis a stillness,

A chillness,

Of the place where the air is stagnant
th the absence of golden wing.
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AFTER TOLEDO

As though in Bethel,

His head upon a boulder lain,
My son lies sleeping.

And, as the light descends,

A long, black shadow, the pain
Of dreams, extends

Across the hot ramparts :

A sentinei, watch-keeping.

You were a boy
Born with a tender frown
~ And with an anger
W as more of love than hate.




OLITE

Vanished the Kings, vanished the turretted boys,
The scullions in the vaulted corridor, the friars ;
Vanished all laughter, all the sarabands,
All tortures, penances and joys :
Buried their echoes with their buried limbs ;
The jewelled throat, the white and workless hands,
Vanished all, all . '
The great, State plots,
The sunny, fragile whims,
Born to the sound of rustled taffeta,
In boudoir, or the shade of some cool hall.
Vanished the Kings, vanished the turretted boys,
The minstrels and the tellers of far tales ;
Vanished the Kingdom of Navarre
out on to the dust-white plain




SANTIAGO DE COMPOSTELA

It is not chance In the |
That the Son of Thunder f :
Sleeps his sleep
In the land of the people of fire.
It is not chance
That a burning star
Led shepherds, with their sheep,
Eyes lit with wonder,
- To the hidden tomb :
~ For this was Christ's young cousin,
; ﬁ;@g&ﬂg ef fire and doom,
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