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THE LITTLE DOG-ANGEL
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High up in the courts of Heaven to-day

A little dog-angel waits,

With the other angels he will not play,

But he sits alone at the gates;

"For I know that my master will come," says he:

"And when he comes, he will call for me."


He sees the spirits that pass him by

As they hasten towards the throne,

And he watches them with a wistful eye

As he sits at the gates alone;

"But I know if I just wait patiently

That some day my master will come," says he.


And his master, far on the earth below,

As he sits in his easy chair,

Forgets sometimes, and he whistles low

For the dog that is not there;

And the little dog-angel cocks his ears,

And dreams that his master's call he hears.


And I know, when at length his master waits

Outside in the dark and cold

For the hand of Death to ope the gates

That lead to those courts of gold,

The little dog-angel's eager bark

Will comfort his soul in the shivering dark.










SHULE AROON
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Fair are the fields of Canada, and broad her rivers flow,

But my heart's away from Canada to seek the hills I know,

Far, far away o'er billows grey, where western breezes sweep,

And—it's not the songs of Canada go sounding through my sleep.


Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Shule go soccair, agus shule go cuain,

Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Sgo Dhae tu, mavourneen, slan.


Along the sides of old Slieve Dhu again my footstep falls,

Again the turf smoke rises blue, again the cuckoo calls,

Once more adown the mountain brown the brown bog-waters leap—

Oh how the croon of "Shule aroon" goes sounding through my sleep!


Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Shule go soccair, agus shule go cuain,

Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Sgo Dhae tu, mavourneen, slan.


Oh 'tis I am here in Canada, far, far across the foam,

And many years and many tears divide me from my home;

But still above the Irish hills the stars their watches keep,

And—it's not the songs of Canada go sounding through my sleep.


Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Shule go soccair, agus shule go cuain,

Shule, shule, shule, aroon,

Sgo Dhae tu, mavourneen, slan.










A SONG OF ERIN
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Far to westward in the sunset tall and bare her cliffs arise,

Mother Erin, with the tender love and laughter in her eyes,

Looking out across the waters, dreaming of her argosies.


Argosies that sail forever, laden down with hopes and fears,

Ships of dream, returning never, though she waits throughout the years,

Waits, with eyes wherein the laughter grows more sorrowful than tears.


One by one her children leave her—stalwart sons and daughters fair,

Straining eyes grown dim with anguish as her hilltops melt in air;

Bending from her cliffs she watches, drinking deep of their despair.


Yet she showers her gifts upon them—gifts of laughter and of tears;

Gives their eyes the Vision Splendid, fairy music to their ears,

Weaves around their feet her magic—spells that strengthen through

the years,


So her children, unforgetting, howsoe'er their footsteps roam,

Turn their hearts forever westward, longing for the day to come

When once more they see her stooping from her heights to call them home.
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As I went down to Dublin town

The road across Slieve Rue,

I met a maid in crimson gown;

Her little feet were bare and brown,

She looked at me, she laughed at me

With eyes of watchet blue.


No mortal maid was half so fair,

Or half so dainty sweet;

The sun was tangled in her hair,

And O her feet were brown and bare;

I laid the very heart of me

Before those dancing feet.


"O go you down to Dublin quay

To sail upon the Bay?

I pray you, gentle sir," said she,

"To turn and walk a mile with me."

So witching were the eyes of her

I could not say her nay.


She gave to me a ring of gold,

And kisses, two and three;

She sang me elfin songs of old,

She lured my heart into her hold,

Then turned and left me lonely there—

A wicked witch was she.


As I went down to Dublin quay

By darkling ways alone,

My fairy maid was gone from me,

For O a wicked witch was she,

And all my heart within me lay

As heavy as a stone.










TO W. B. YEATS
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A wind of dreams comes singing over sea

From where the white waves kiss the shores of home,

Bringing upon its rainbow wings to me

Glimpses of days gone by—

Of wastes of water, where the sea-gulls cry

Above the sounding foam.


Or through the mists do Finn and Usheen ride,

With all their men, along some faery shore,

While Bran and Sgeolan follow at their side

Adown the shadowy track,

Till in the sunset Caoilte's hair blows back

And Niamh calls once more.


Or the brown bees hum through the livelong day

In glades of Inisfree, where sunlight gleams,

The bean flower scents again the dear old way,

Once more the turf-fire burns;

The memory of the long dead past returns

Borne on that wind of dreams.
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With sword at side, on his charger good,

The King's son of Erin

Into the depths of the dark, green wood

Forward was faring;

Golden-armoured and golden-curled,

Faith, the sweetest song in the world

His heart was hearing!
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