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 From Crossways (1889)



 The Song of the Happy Shepherd





 	THE woods of Arcady are dead,

 	And over is their antique joy;

 	Of old the world on dreaming fed;

 	Grey Truth is now her painted toy;

 	Yet still she turns her restless head:

 	But O, sick children of the world,

 	Of all the many changing things

 	In dreary dancing past us whirled,

 	To the cracked tune that Chronos sings,

 	Words alone are certain good.

 	Where are now the warring kings,

 	Word be-mockers? — By the Rood,

 	Where are now the warring kings?

 	An idle word is now their glory,

 	By the stammering schoolboy said,

 	Reading some entangled story:

 	The kings of the old time are dead;

 	The wandering earth herself may be

 	Only a sudden flaming word,

 	In clanging space a moment heard,

 	Troubling the endless reverie.

 	Then nowise worship dusty deeds,

 	Nor seek, for this is also sooth,

 	To hunger fiercely after truth,

 	Lest all thy toiling only breeds

 	New dreams, new dreams; there is no truth

 	Saving in thine own heart. Seek, then,

 	No learning from the starry men,

 	Who follow with the optic glass

 	The whirling ways of stars that pass —

 	Seek, then, for this is also sooth,

 	No word of theirs — the cold star-bane

 	Has cloven and rent their hearts in twain,

 	And dead is all their human truth.

 	Go gather by the humming sea

 	Some twisted, echo-harbouring shell.

 	And to its lips thy story tell,

 	And they thy comforters will be.

 	Rewording in melodious guile

 	Thy fretful words a little while,

 	Till they shall singing fade in ruth

 	And die a pearly brotherhood;

 	For words alone are certain good:

 	Sing, then, for this is also sooth.

 	I must be gone: there is a grave

 	Where daffodil and lily wave,

 	And I would please the hapless faun,

 	Buried under the sleepy ground,

 	With mirthful songs before the dawn.

 	His shouting days with mirth were crowned;

 	And still I dream he treads the lawn,

 	Walking ghostly in the dew,

 	Pierced by my glad singing through,

 	My songs of old earth’s dreamy youth:

 	But ah! she dreams not now; dream thou!

 	For fair are poppies on the brow:

 	Dream, dream, for this is also sooth. 







 The Indian Upon God




 	I PASSED along the water’s edge below the humid trees,

 	My spirit rocked in evening light, the rushes round my knees,

 	My spirit rocked in sleep and sighs; and saw the moor-fowl pace

 	All dripping on a grassy slope, and saw them cease to chase

 	Each other round in circles, and heard the eldest speak:

 	Who holds the world between His bill and made us strong or weak 

 	Is an undying moorfowl, and He lives beyond the sky. 

 	The rains are from His dripping wing, the moonbeams from His eye.

 	I passed a little further on and heard a lotus talk:

 	Who made the world and ruleth it, He hangeth on a stalk, 

 	For I am in His image made, and all this tinkling tide

 	Is but a sliding drop of rain between His petals wide. 

 	A little way within the gloom a roebuck raised his eyes

 	Brimful of starlight, and he said: The Stamper of the Skies,

 	He is a gentle roebuck; for how else, I pray, could He

 	Conceive a thing so sad and soft, a gentle thing like me? 

 	I passed a little further on and heard a peacock say:

 	Who made the grass and made the worms and made my feathers gay,

 	He is a monstrous peacock, and He waveth all the night 

 	His languid tail above us, lit with myriad spots of light. 







 The Falling of the Leaves



	AUTUMN is over the long leaves that love us,



 	And over the mice in the barley sheaves;

 	Yellow the leaves of the rowan above us,

 	And yellow the wet wild-strawberry leaves.

 	The hour of the waning of love has beset us,

 	And weary and worn are our sad souls now;

 	Let us part, ere the season of passion forget us,



 	With a kiss and a tear on thy drooping brow.  






 Ephemera




 	“YOUR eyes that once were never weary of mine

 	Are bowed in sorrow under pendulous lids,

 	Because our love is waning.”

 	And then She:

 	“Although our love is waning, let us stand

 	By the lone border of the lake once more,

 	Together in that hour of gentleness

 	When the poor tired child, passion, falls asleep.

 	How far away the stars seem, and how far

 	Is our first kiss, and ah, how old my heart!”

 	Pensive they paced along the faded leaves,

 	While slowly he whose hand held hers replied:

 	“Passion has often worn our wandering hearts.”

 	The woods were round them, and the yellow leaves

 	Fell like faint meteors in the gloom, and once

 	A rabbit old and lame limped down the path;

 	Autumn was over him: and now they stood

 	On the lone border of the lake once more:

 	Turning, he saw that she had thrust dead leaves

 	Gathered in silence, dewy as her eyes,

 	In bosom and hair.

 	“Ah, do not mourn,” he said,

 	“That we are tired, for other loves await us;

 	Hate on and love through unrepining hours.

 	Before us lies eternity; our souls

 	Are love, and a continual farewell.” 







 The Madness of King Goll




 	I SAT on cushioned otter-skin:

 	My word was law from Ith to Emain,

 	And shook at Inver Amergin

 	The hearts of the world-troubling seamen,

 	And drove tumult and war away

 	From girl and boy and man and beast;

 	The fields grew fatter day by day,

 	The wild fowl of the air increased;

 	And every ancient Ollave said,

 	While he bent down his fading head.

 	“He drives away the Northern cold.”



 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 



 	I sat and mused and drank sweet wine;

 	A herdsman came from inland valleys,

 	Crying, the pirates drove his swine

 	To fill their dark-beaked hollow galleys.

 	I called my battle-breaking men

 	And my loud brazen battle-cars

 	From rolling vale and rivery glen;

 	And under the blinking of the stars

 	Fell on the pirates by the deep,

 	And hurled them in the gulph of sleep:

 	These hands won many a torque of gold.



 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 



 	But slowly, as I shouting slew

 	And trampled in the bubbling mire,

 	In my most secret spirit grew

 	A whirling and a wandering fire:

 	I stood: keen stars above me shone,

 	Around me shone keen eyes of men:

 	I laughed aloud and hurried on

 	By rocky shore and rushy fen;

 	I laughed because birds fluttered by,

 	And starlight gleamed, and clouds flew high,

 	And rushes waved and waters rolled.



 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 



 	And now I wander in the woods

 	When summer gluts the golden bees,

 	Or in autumnal solitudes

 	Arise the leopard-coloured trees;

 	Or when along the wintry strands

 	The cormorants shiver on their rocks;




 	I wander on, and wave my hands,

 	And sing, and shake my heavy locks.

 	The grey wolf knows me; by one ear

 	I lead along the woodland deer;

 	The hares run by me growing bold.



 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 



 	I came upon a little town

 	That slumbered in the harvest moon,

 	And passed a-tiptoe up and down,

 	Murmuring, to a fitful tune,

 	How I have followed, night and day,

 	A tramping of tremendous feet,

 	And saw where this old tympan lay

 	Deserted on a doorway seat,

 	And bore it to the woods with me;

 	Of some inhuman misery

 	Our married voices wildly trolled.



 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 



 	I sang how, when day’s toil is done,

 	Orchil shakes out her long dark hair

 	That hides away the dying sun

 	And sheds faint odours through the air:

 	When my hand passed from wire to wire

 	It quenched, with sound like falling dew

 	The whirling and the wandering fire;

 	But lift a mournful ulalu,

 	For the kind wires are torn and still,

 	And I must wander wood and hill

 	Through summer’s heat and winter’s cold.

 	They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech leaves old. 







 Down by the Salley Gardens




 	DOWN by the salley gardens my love and I did meet;

 	She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet.

 	She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;

 	But I, being young and foolish, with her would not agree.

 	In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

 	And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.

 	She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;

 	But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 







 The Meditation of the Old Fisherman




 	YOU waves, though you dance by my feet like children at play,

 	Though you glow and you glance, though you purr and you dart;

 	In the Junes that were warmer than these are, the waves were more gay,

 	When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart. 

 	The herring are not in the tides as they were of old;

 	My sorrow! for many a creak gave the creel in the-cart

 	That carried the take to Sligo town to be sold,

 	When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart. 

 	And ah, you proud maiden, you are not so fair when his oar

 	Is heard on the water, as they were, the proud and apart,

 	Who paced in the eve by the nets on the pebbly shore,

 	When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart. 








 From The Rose (1893)



 To the Rose Upon the Rood of Time





 	Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days!

 	Come near me, while I sing the ancient ways:

 	Cuchulain battling with the bitter tide;

 	The Druid, grey, wood-nurtured, quiet-eyed,

 	Who cast round Fergus dreams, and ruin untold;

 	And thine own sadness, where of stars, grown old

 	In dancing silver-sandalled on the sea,

 	Sing in their high and lonely melody.

 	Come near, that no more blinded by man’s fate,

 	I find under the boughs of love and hate,

 	In all poor foolish things that live a day,

 	Eternal beauty wandering on her way.

 	Come near, come near, come near — Ah, leave me still

 	A little space for the rose-breath to fill!

 	Lest I no more bear common things that crave;

 	The weak worm hiding down in its small cave,

 	The field-mouse running by me in the grass,

 	And heavy mortal hopes that toil and pass;

 	But seek alone to hear the strange things said

 	By God to the bright hearts of those long dead,

 	And learn to chaunt a tongue men do not know.

 	Come near; I would, before my time to go,

 	Sing of old Eire and the ancient ways:

 	Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days.







 The Rose of the World




 	WHO dreamed that beauty passes like a dream?

 	For these red lips, with all their mournful pride,

 	Mournful that no new wonder may betide,

 	Troy passed away in one high funeral gleam,

 	And Usna’s children died.

 	We and the labouring world are passing by:

 	Amid men’s souls, that waver and give place

 	Like the pale waters in their wintry race,

 	Under the passing stars, foam of the sky,

 	Lives on this lonely face.

 	Bow down, archangels, in your dim abode:

 	Before you were, or any hearts to beat,

 	Weary and kind one lingered by His seat;

 	He made the world to be a grassy road

 	Before her wandering feet.







 The Rose of Battle




 	ROSE of all Roses, Rose of all the World!

 	The tall thought-woven sails, that flap unfurled

 	Above the tide of hours, trouble the air,

 	And God’s bell buoyed to be the water’s care;

 	While hushed from fear, or loud with hope, a band

 	With blown, spray-dabbled hair gather at hand,

 	Turn if you may from battles never done, 

 	I call, as they go by me one by one,

 	Danger no refuge holds, and war no peace, 

 	For him who hears love sing and never cease, 

 	Beside her clean-swept hearth, her quiet shade: 

 	But gather all for whom no love hath made 

 	A woven silence, or but came to cast 

 	A song into the air, and singing passed 

 	To smile on the pale dawn; and gather you 

 	Who have sought more than is in rain or dew, 

 	Or in the sun and moon, or on the earth, 

 	Or sighs amid the wandering, starry mirth, 

 	Or comes in laughter from the sea’s sad lips, 

 	And wage God’s battles in the long grey ships. 

 	The sad, the lonely, the insatiable, 

 	To these Old Night shall all her mystery tell; 

 	God’s bell has claimed them by the little cry 

 	Of their sad hearts, that may not live nor die. 

 	Rose of all Roses, Rose of all the World!

 	You, too, have come where the dim tides are hurled

 	Upon the wharves of sorrow, and heard ring

 	The bell that calls us on; the sweet far thing.

 	Beauty grown sad with its eternity

 	Made you of us, and of the dim grey sea.

 	Our long ships loose thought-woven sails and wait,

 	For God has bid them share an equal fate;

 	And when at last, defeated in His wars,

 	They have gone down under the same white stars,

 	We shall no longer hear the little cry

 	Of our sad hearts, that may not live nor die.







 A Dream of Death




 	I DREAMED that one had died in a strange place

 	Near no accustomed hand,

 	And they had nailed the boards above her face,

 	The peasants of that land,

 	Wondering to lay her in that solitude,

 	And raised above her mound

 	A cross they had made out of two bits of wood,

 	And planted cypress round;

 	And left her to the indifferent stars above

 	Until I carved these words:

 	She was more beautiful than thy first love, 

 	But now lies under boards.  







 The Countess Cathleen in Paradise




 	ALL the heavy days are over;

 	Leave the body’s coloured pride

	Underneath the grass and clover,

 	With the feet laid side by side.

 	Bathed in flaming founts of duty

 	She’ll not ask a haughty dress;

 	Carry all that mournful beauty

 	To the scented oaken press.

 	Did the kiss of Mother Mary

 	Put that music in her face?

 	Yet she goes with footstep wary,

 	Full of earth’s old timid grace.

 	’Mong the feet of angels seven

 	What a dancer glimmering!

 	All the heavens bow down to Heaven,

 	Flame to flame and wing to wing. 







 Who Goes with Fergus?




 	WHO will go drive with Fergus now,

 	And pierce the deep wood’s woven shade,

 	And dance upon the level shore?

 	Young man, lift up your russet brow,

 	And lift your tender eyelids, maid,

 	And brood on hopes and fear no more.

 	And no more turn aside and brood

 	Upon love’s bitter mystery;

 	For Fergus rules the brazen cars,

 	And rules the shadows of the wood,

 	And the white breast of the dim sea

 	And all dishevelled wandering stars. 







 The Man Who Dreamed of Faeryland




 	HE stood among a crowd at Dromahair;

 	His heart hung all upon a silken dress,

 	And he had known at last some tenderness,

 	Before earth took him to her stony care;

 	But when a man poured fish into a pile,

 	It Seemed they raised their little silver heads,

 	And sang what gold morning or evening sheds

 	Upon a woven world-forgotten isle

 	Where people love beside the ravelled seas;

 	That Time can never mar a lover’s vows

 	Under that woven changeless roof of boughs:

 	The singing shook him out of his new ease.

 	He wandered by the sands of Lissadell;

 	His mind ran all on money cares and fears,

 	And he had known at last some prudent years

 	Before they heaped his grave under the hill;

 	But while he passed before a plashy place,

 	A lug-worm with its grey and muddy mouth

 	Sang that somewhere to north or west or south

 	There dwelt a gay, exulting, gentle race

 	Under the golden or the silver skies;

 	That if a dancer stayed his hungry foot

 	It seemed the sun and moon were in the fruit:

 	And at that singing he was no more wise.

 	He mused beside the well of Scanavin,

 	He mused upon his mockers: without fail

 	His sudden vengeance were a country tale,

 	When earthy night had drunk his body in;

 	But one small knot-grass growing by the pool

 	Sang where — unnecessary cruel voice —

 	Old silence bids its chosen race rejoice,

 	Whatever ravelled waters rise and fall

 	Or stormy silver fret the gold of day,

 	And midnight there enfold them like a fleece

 	And lover there by lover be at peace.

 	The tale drove his fine angry mood away.

 	He slept under the hill of Lugnagall;

 	And might have known at last unhaunted sleep

 	Under that cold and vapour-turbaned steep,

 	Now that the earth had taken man and all:

 	Did not the worms that spired about his bones

 	proclaim with that unwearied, reedy cry

 	That God has laid His fingers on the sky,

 	That from those fingers glittering summer runs

 	Upon the dancer by the dreamless wave.

 	Why should those lovers that no lovers miss

 	Dream, until God burn Nature with a kiss?

 	The man has found no comfort in the grave.







 The Dedication to a Book of Stories Selected From the Irish Novelists




 	THERE was a green branch hung with many a bell

 	When her own people ruled this tragic Eire;

 	And from its murmuring greenness, calm of Faery,

 	A Druid kindness, on all hearers fell.

 	It charmed away the merchant from his guile,

 	And turned the farmer’s memory from his cattle,

 	And hushed in sleep the roaring ranks of battle:

 	And all grew friendly for a little while.

 	Ah, Exiles wandering over lands and seas,

 	And planning, plotting always that some morrow

 	May set a stone upon ancestral Sorrow!

 	I also bear a bell-branch full of ease.

 	I tore it from green boughs winds tore and tossed

 	Until the sap of summer had grown weary!

 	I tore it from the barren boughs of Eire,

 	That country where a man can be so crossed;

 	Can be so battered, badgered and destroyed

 	That he’s a loveless man: gay bells bring laughter

 	That shakes a mouldering cobweb from the rafter;

 	And yet the saddest chimes are best enjoyed.

 	Gay bells or sad, they bring you memories

 	Of half-forgotten innocent old places:

 	We and our bitterness have left no traces

 	On Munster grass and Connemara skies. 







 The Lamentation of the Old Pensioner



 	ALTHOUGH I shelter from the rain


 	Under a broken tree,


	My chair was nearest to the fire



 	In every company

 	That talked of love or politics,

 	Ere Time transfigured me.

 	Though lads are making pikes again

 	For some conspiracy,

 	And crazy rascals rage their fill

 	At human tyranny,

 	My contemplations are of Time

 	That has transfigured me.

 	There’s not a woman turns her face

 	Upon a broken tree,

 	And yet the beauties that I loved

 	Are in my memory;

 	I spit into the face of Time

 	That has transfigured me.







 To Some i Have Talked with by the Fire




 	WHILE I wrought out these fitful Danaan rhymes,

 	My heart would brim with dreams about the times

 	When we bent down above the fading coals

 	And talked of the dark folk who live in souls

 	Of passionate men, like bats in the dead trees;

 	And of the wayward twilight companies

 	Who sigh with mingled sorrow and content,

 	Because their blossoming dreams have never bent

 	Under the fruit of evil and of good:

 	And of the embattled flaming multitude

 	Who rise, wing above wing, flame above flame,

 	And, like a storm, cry the Ineffable Name,

 	And with the clashing of their sword-blades make

 	A rapturous music, till the morning break

 	And the white hush end all but the loud beat

 	Of their long wings, the flash of their white feet. 








 From The Wind Among the Reeds (1899)



 The Host of the Air





 	O’DRISCOLL drove with a song

 	The wild duck and the drake

 	From the tall and the tufted reeds

 	Of the drear Hart Lake.

 	And he saw how the reeds grew dark

 	At the coming of night-tide,

 	And dreamed of the long dim hair

 	Of Bridget his bride.

 	He heard while he sang and dreamed

 	A piper piping away,

 	And never was piping so sad,

 	And never was piping so gay.



 	And he saw young men and young girls


 



 	Who danced on a level place,

 	And Bridget his bride among them,

 	With a sad and a gay face.

 	The dancers crowded about him

 	And many a sweet thing said,

 	And a young man brought him red wine

 	And a young girl white bread.

 	But Bridget drew him by the sleeve

 	Away from the merry bands,

 	To old men playing at cards

 	With a twinkling of ancient hands.

 	The bread and the wine had a doom,

 	For these were the host of the air;

 	He sat and played in a dream

 	Of her long dim hair.

 	He played with the merry old men

 	And thought not of evil chance,

 	Until one bore Bridget his bride

 	Away from the merry dance.

 	He bore her away in his arms,

 	The handsomest young man there,

 	And his neck and his breast and his arms

 	Were drowned in her long dim hair.

 	O’Driscoll scattered the cards

 	And out of his dream awoke:

 	Old men and young men and young girls

 	Were gone like a drifting smoke;

 	But he heard high up in the air

 	A piper piping away,

 	And never was piping so sad,

 	And never was piping so gay.







 Into the Twilight




 	OUT-WORN heart, in a time out-worn,

 	Come clear of the nets of wrong and right;

 	Laugh, heart, again in the grey twilight,

 	Sigh, heart, again in the dew of the morn.

 	Your mother Eire is always young,

 	Dew ever shining and twilight grey;

 	Though hope fall from you and love decay,

 	Burning in fires of a slanderous tongue.

 	Come, heart, where hill is heaped upon hill:

 	For there the mystical brotherhood

 	Of sun and moon and hollow and wood

 	And river and stream work out their will;

 	And God stands winding His lonely horn,

 	And time and the world are ever in flight;

 	And love is less kind than the grey twilight,

 	And hope is less dear than the dew of the morn.







 The Song of Wandering Aengus




 	I WENT out to the hazel wood,

 	Because a fire was in my head,

 	And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

 	And hooked a berry to a thread;

 	And when white moths were on the wing,

 	And moth-like stars were flickering out,

 	I dropped the berry in a stream

 	And caught a little silver trout.

 	When I had laid it on the floor

 	I went to blow the fire aflame,

 	But something rustled on the floor,

 	And someone called me by my name:

 	It had become a glimmering girl

 	With apple blossom in her hair

 	Who called me by my name and ran

 	And faded through the brightening air.

 	Though I am old with wandering

 	Through hollow lads and hilly lands.

 	I will find out where she has gone,

 	And kiss her lips and take her hands;

 	And walk among long dappled grass,

 	And pluck till time and times are done

 	The silver apples of the moon,

 	The golden apples of the sun. 







 He Bids His Beloved Be at Peace




 	I HEAR the Shadowy Horses, their long manes a-shake,

 	Their hoofs heavy with tumult, their eyes glimmering white;

 	The North unfolds above them clinging, creeping night,

 	The East her hidden joy before the morning break,

 	The West weeps in pale dew and sighs passing away,

 	The South is pouring down roses of crimson fire:

 	O vanity of Sleep, Hope, Dream, endless Desire,

 	The Horses of Disaster plunge in the heavy clay:

 	Beloved, let your eyes half close, and your heart beat

 	Over my heart, and your hair fall over my breast,

 	Drowning love’s lonely hour in deep twilight of rest,

 	And hiding their tossing manes and their tumultuous feet.







 He Remembers Forgotten Beauty




 	WHEN my arms wrap you round I press

 	My heart upon the loveliness

 	That has long faded from the world;

 	The jewelled crowns that kings have hurled

 	In shadowy pools, when armies fled;

 	The love-tales wrought with silken thread

 	By dreaming ladies upon cloth

 	That has made fat the murderous moth;

 	The roses that of old time were

 	Woven by ladies in their hair,

 	The dew-cold lilies ladies bore

 	Through many a sacred corridor

 	Where such grey clouds of incense rose

 	That only God’s eyes did not close:

 	For that pale breast and lingering hand

 	Come from a more dream-heavy land,

 	A more dream-heavy hour than this;

 	And when you sigh from kiss to kiss

 	I hear white Beauty sighing, too,

 	For hours when all must fade like dew.

 	But flame on flame, and deep on deep,

 	Throne over throne where in half sleep,

 	Their swords upon their iron knees,



 	Brood her high lonely mysteries.






 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.







 The Valley of the Black Pig




 	THE dews drop slowly and dreams gather: unknown spears

 	Suddenly hurtle before my dream-awakened eyes,

 	And then the clash of fallen horsemen and the cries

 	Of unknown perishing armies beat about my ears.

 	We who still labour by the cromlech on the shore,

 	The grey cairn on the hill, when day sinks drowned in dew,

 	Being weary of the world’s empires, bow down to you.

 	Master of the still stars and of the flaming door.







 The Lover Asks Forgiveness Because of His Many Moods




 	IF this importunate heart trouble your peace

 	With words lighter than air,

 	Or hopes that in mere hoping flicker and cease;

 	Crumple the rose in your hair;

 	And cover your lips with odorous twilight and say,

 	“O Hearts of wind-blown flame!

 	O Winds, older than changing of night and day,

 	That murmuring and longing came

 	From marble cities loud with tabors of old

 	In dove-grey faery lands;

 	From battle-banners, fold upon purple fold,

 	Queens wrought with glimmering hands;

 	That saw young Niamh hover with love-lorn face

 	Above the wandering tide;

 	And lingered in the hidden desolate place

 	Where the last Phoenix died,

 	And wrapped the flames above his holy head;

 	And still murmur and long:

 	O piteous Hearts, changing till change be dead

 	In a tumultuous song’:

 	And cover the pale blossoms of your breast

 	With your dim heavy hair,

 	And trouble with a sigh for all things longing for rest

 	The odorous twilight there.







 He Tells of a Valley Full of Lovers



 	I DREAMED that I stood in a valley, and amid sighs,
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