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‘INVENTIONS OF DELIGHT’



























The Time I’ve Lost in Wooing









The time I’ve lost in wooing,


In watching and pursuing


The light that lies


In woman’s eyes,


Has been my heart’s undoing.


Though Wisdom oft has sought me,


I scorn’d the lore she brought me,


My only books


Were woman’s looks,


And folly’s all they’ve taught me.







Her smile when Beauty granted,


I hung with gaze enchanted,


Like him the Sprite,


Whom maids by night


Oft meet in glen that’s haunted.


Like him, too, Beauty won me,


But while her eyes were on me,


If once their ray


Was turn’d away,


O! winds could not outrun me.










And are those follies going?


And is my proud heart growing


Too cold or wise


For brilliant eyes


Again to set it glowing?


No, vain, alas! the endeavour


From bonds so sweet to sever;


Poor Wisdom’s chance


Against a glance


Is now as weak as ever.


Thomas Moore
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A Poet To His Beloved









I bring you with reverent hands


The books of my numberless dreams,


White woman that passion has worn


As the tide wears the dove-grey sands,


And with heart more old than the horn


That is brimmed from the pale fire of time:


White woman with numberless dreams,


I bring you my passionate rhyme.


W.B. Yeats 
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The Snowy-Breasted Pearl









There’s a colleen fair as May,


For a year and for a day


I’ve sought by every way her heart to gain.


There’s no art of tongue or eye


Fond youths with maidens try


But I’ve tried with ceaseless sigh, yet tried in vain.


If to France or far-off Spain


She’d cross the watery main,


To see her face again the sea I’d brave.


And if ’tis heaven’s decree


That mine she may not be


May the son of Mary me in mercy save!


O thou blooming milk-white dove,


To whom I’ve given true love,


Do not ever thus reprove my constancy.


There are maidens would be mine,


With wealth in hand and kine,


If my heart would but incline to turn from thee.


But a kiss with welcome bland,


And a touch of thy dear hand,


Are all that I demand, would’st thou not spurn;


For if not mine, dear girl,


O Snowy-Breasted Pearl!


May I never from the fair with life return!


Translated by Sir George Petrie






























He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven









Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths,


Enwrought with golden and silver light,


The blue and the dim and the dark cloths


Of night and light and the half-light,


I would spread the cloths under your feet:


But I, being poor, have only my dreams;


I have spread my dreams under your feet;


Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.


W.B. Yeats
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The Lark In The Clear Air









Dear thoughts are in my mind, and my soul soars enchanted,


As I hear the sweet lark sing, in the clear air of the day,


For a tender beaming smile to my hope has been granted,


And tomorrow she shall hear all my fond heart would say.
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