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(according to the First Line)

A Athair nus ncamhdhasa

A chidirsioch Chnuic I Chosgair, [G P O Dalaigh]

A Chelmiin mhdéir nheic Lénin. [G. F. O Délaigh!

A Dhe Athar t'fhaire rum. {Godfraidh Mac an Bhaird) .
A fhir shealbhas duit an dan, {Godfraidh Mac an Bhaird) .
A fhir tainig re tasg mBriain, T. M. O Huiginn} .

A God I was, until he came. [A. O'Connor) .

A great ship went a-sailing. {A. Littlel. .

A leabhrdin ainmnighter d’Aodh. [E. R. Mac an Bhan:d!
A Niocldis, nocht an gcldirsigh. {F. F. O Gnimh)

A robin sang to me, {E. Sandford)

A rosc once blossomed in a garden fair. [Eoghan}

A shribhionn luigheas tar lear. (G. B. O Hcéghusa)

A shiith d’oighre i n-ionadh Briain. [Maoilin Og) .

A Singer stands within vour gates. [E. Sandford)

A stretch of sand that wanders to the sea. {A. O'Connor)
About His wounds the morning sprang. {J. E. Canavan) .
Ag so trith na cabhra a Chricad .

All day the worshippers came and went. ‘E Caxanagh]

Amid the honey-dows of the Sussex country. (K. Tynan} .

An deimnin a-nos teacht don tairrngire .

An emerald field beneath your feet. {(P. T. Hmksonh
An foltsa dhuit a Dhé Athar

And have I overthrown thine enmity, {D Corkery]
Anocht sgacilid na sgola, (T. Og O Huiginn] .
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POEMS

Ar ghuth éinfhir anaid Bréifnigh. (M. O Huiginn| .
At times on this island, (]. Montague) . ;

Beag nach 16r a luaidhim dhé . .o
Bean a-nois chabhras chrich Meadbha. |,
Bran fa eineach do fhuair Niall. ([C. C. O Clumhdn) .
Beannacht ar anmain Bircann, (F. F. O Gnimh) .
Beannacht siar uaim go hEirinn. (F. Og Mac an Bhaird) .
Before the onslaught of the night the day. |T. Maynard)
Beir jul damhsa a Dhé, (Gofraidh Mac an Bhaird} | .
Blind, yes; but to his endless, crushing night. {M. Bodkin) .
Bracn re ndubhadh diomdha Dé . e e
Brian a-nois do-nim do Mhaghnus. (R. O Huiginn) .
Briathra cogaidh con chath Laighnech. [Seithfin Mor)
Bring to me white roses, roses, pinks and lavender .
Buaine ni beatha bds Dé .o

But for the flooding dews {K. Tynan) .

Cara agus eascara in fhearg .

Caught in the senses’ treacherous five—foid mesh. [M. S Jerome)
Ceanngail do shioth riem, a Ruaidhri. (A, R. O Délaigh] .

Cecilia prays . .. and the celestial choirs, M. §. Jerome)
Zia 6r cheannchas mo chosnamh. e e
<lonnus meise a mheic Eoghain. {F. F. O'n Chéinte] .
Conversing, some said. {Blai Bonet)] . . . . .
—orrach do shuan a shaoghail. (G. F. O Dalaigh) .
<rann toraibh croch an Choimdhe . . . . . . .
~réad dd sealbhuinn damh an dén. {F. F. O'n Chiinte]
~réd agaibh aoidhigh a gedin, [M. O Diélaigh) .
Jruach riogh Connacht cuanna réad e
Zaimhnigh a Mhdire an chonnradh do cheanglabhar.
(G. Mac an Bhaird] . . ., . . . ., .
-uimseach sin, a Fhearghail Oig. (F. F. O Gnimh}
Zuir srian rem chorp a Choimdhe . e

- uaislibh taoiseach Banbha Brian. {T. O Huiginn! .
-“iingean connradh fa chaire riogh. [B. C. O Dilaigh) .
Tina an turas trialltar sonn. (E. R. Mac an Bhaird) .
Tark lighthouse of this tideless sea of sand. {E. Kavanagh)
-"irkness comes to my door. {C. O'Braonain) .
" v by day in the Autumns gone. [J. 'W. Al
~ -2tair foghnamh do thoil d4 thighearna . .o
" :itair suan ar chneidh gearad. (G. B, O Hedghusa)

:ina mo theagosg a Thrionsid .

" :inaidh comhaonta a chlann Eibhir. {’f. bg. O‘ H'uig‘inr‘l}

“inam sfodh mbunaidh a Bhriain . . . . . . . .
- irmad do fhigbhus ag Aodh. {G. B. Mac Con Midhe)

~readh cairdeasa comhdireamh ctis mimhecanma |
“w=:thfridh am dhdil, a leobhrzdin .

. mac T. Ma.c Craith)
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Despair not if with the inward-secking eye. {J. S. Phillimore} .

Dioth cruidh coire Témds. (N. O Buiginn} . . . . - .

Dlighidh iasacht a iodlacadh re athtatbha {G. O Cléirigh!

Dlighidh liaigh lcigheas a charad. [M. Ua Cobhthaigh] .

Do bhfearr mo shcachna a Shile. (T. mac Diire!l .

Do-fhidir Dia Ceinéal Conuill. [G. B. Mac Con Midhe} .

Do fhoir Dia dobron 6 mbBrinin (A, O Fialdn] . . . .

Do rinneadh comhuidhig ar fréagain d’Eireannchaibh.
(Diarmuid O Délaigh! . e

Do shlin uaim, a Ath Seanaigh. [G. B. Mac Con Midhel .

Do you remember, dear, the garden beds. (M. S. Terome) .

Dona an t-each-sa fhuajr m'anam, (D. M. O Délaigh! . .

Down from his throne God bent and waved his hand. {T. C. Quirtk]

Dursan do mhartra a Mhcic Dé P

Dursan mheachtra go hAlbuin. {F. Og Mac an Bhaird] .

Duthaigh deoradh magh Maine. (T. Og O Huiginn} .

Easga ar nglanadh grds Muire . . . . .

Eire trom trillse Saidhbge. (N. O Huiginn} . .

Eirighim indiu tré neart tréan. (N. Pidraic; trans.] . . . . .
Evening doth kneel apart, enwrapt in prayer. {A. V. Phillips) .

Tacing the twelve steel rifle-bartels he. {P. McBrien| . ..

Fada ap chuimhneise ar chéir nDéE. [Uaithne Mac Cobhthaigh)

Fada go dtuighim mo theach. (G, O Cléirighl . . . . .o

Fada mé ar mearughadh sligheadh. (An Bard Ruadh] . .

Fada re huaisle clapn Chéin. (. 1D, Mac an Fhir Léighinn) .

Faddgh ar griosaigh gnaoi Néill. [T. © Huiginn) . . . . .

Failghigh chosnas cli laighean. [Eoghan O Cobhthaigh] .

Father and mother pace the shore. {S. L, Mitchell} .

Fearthain Apine eineach Néill (U O Huiginn} .

Finn Hes slumn’ing soundly, with all his hosts around .

Fiti a bheath bds tighearna .

Togus orchra don éigsi e e e e e e

Folt Eimhire ar inghin mBriain {M. P. Mac Naimhin} .

Fretful and desolate, the infinite ocean agks me to come.
(P. McBrien} . . . . . . . . o - o

Tiar liom an adhaighsi dh’Acdh. (E O Hedghusa) . -

Fdarus iongnadh, a fhir chumainn. |F. Og Mac an Bhaird} .

Fuigheall beannacht brd Mhuire . . . . . . . . - -

Geabh do mhunudh a mheic bhaoith. [A. O Fialdn) .

Go happy you, who can believe. [H. E. G. Ropel . . .

Go, poet; steal your singing from a star. [E. Sandford] .
God, gazing on His Mind. {J. E. Canavan} . - . - .+ - .
Great heart austere, that never heard again. {G. N. Plunkett} .
Ground-ivy crawled upon her native earth. (E. Badger]

Guide, Lord, for darkness reigns — this night dispel. (M.]. Watson)
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He climbed the hills of Galilee. {C, R. Hallack]|

He sees with more than mortal eye, (L. Steele- Nlcholson]

He stood out clumsy and uncouth, (A, O'Connor} .

Heavy the drouth on bird and beast and bee [C. Nic
Ghiolla Chriost) . . . .

Here are the fields which were h:s pnde ﬂK Tynanj

Here do I pause and watch Life’s swollen main, (T. Bunker}

Here is no tumult; all is peace, is still. {F. C. Devas} .

Here is the happy house where was born. (K. Tynan}

Here Pilate’s Court is, {P. Colum} . .

Here, the delicate dance of silence. {]. Montague]

How fresh the suniight lies upon the trees. (J. E. Canavan}

How honey-sweet the words upon his tongue. {K. Tynan} .

I arise today in power and might (5. Patrick,;
O'Lochlann)

I crossed the hills from Bethlehem {G N Plunkett]

I have feigned the gods have talked with me indeed!

({G. N. Plunkett) .
I have known other gods in other Years {] E Canavan]
I know not how this vain existence came .
I live behind this deor. (S. Espriu}.
I saw children playing, dancing in a ring. [D S Shorter1
I should like to grow old in a country. (J. Carner! .
I sought Him in the fields. [J. Plunkett) . . .
I thank thee, God, for death and hell. [J. W. A},
I wandered down by sorrow’s flood. (E. Sandford} .

I wandered through the forest gloom one day, (H. M. Gaffncy] )

I watched the dawn-star dying in a sky. {E. Young} .

I willl make music, under a magic sky. {A. O’Connor] .

I worked not for humanity. Alone, [A. O'Connor} |

I would fulfil thy will. [(G. N. Plunkett] .

If e'er that moment comc, as come it may. {J. Bunker]

If that our life is less than one short day. {J. §. MacArthur) |
If when unsolid earth slips from your hold. {K. Tynan!

If you would sing, with faith vou must begin. (G. N. Plunkett} .

In a little boat, in a frail black boat. (M. Mongey} .
In Arcady, the chapel-valley where. [P. McBrien) .
In moods of weariness and pain. {H. E, G. Rope] .
In the deep summer night. {E. W. Lynam] ,

In the fold of the mountains ‘twixt Templeogue ancl Tallagh .

In the meadows of memory on a summer day. {F. C. Devas} .
In the quiet hours before stars shine. |C. O Braonain]
Tongnadh mh’aisling in n-Eamhain .

Ionmhain tridr tdinig dom fhios. (L. Og O Dalaxg]
Ionmholta malairt bh151gh {E. O Hedghusa) . . .
Ionnmhas ollaimh onéir riogh, (E. Og Mac an Bhalrd}

It was a marble statue. [A. Little) Ce
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192 POEMS

Just out of ken, beyond the bounds of sense. (M. S. Jerome| .

L4 saoire corp an Choimdheadh

Labhair linn, a Mhuire Mhidthar

Leacht carad o chath Bhriain. (F. O Mac an Bhalrdﬁ
Leasaighthcar libh Iéine an riogh. {§. O Clumhadin) .

Leasg an aghuidhsi ar Eas Rusidh. {E. Mac an Bhaird} .
Léigidh dhamh mo Domhnall féin. (L. Og O Dalaigh) .

Let not my soul for spiritual delight. {T. Maynard) .
Let's not try to cxplain further. (D. O'Grady) .

Life never continucth in one stay. {K. Tynan) . .
Life's autumn air is fragrant with the fate. (R. Kane} .

Like stars dropt from the night. {G. N. Plunkett] .

Little ficld of water. (M. de V. 8] . . .

Lo: with Epiphany the dawn of spring ! [H. E G Rope} .
Love me no more, dear Heart ! Leave me to die. {R. O’ Cahan]
Love, on a day, harboured in eyes of blue, (M. S. Jerome} .

M’anam do sgar riomsa a-raoir. (M. O D4dlaigh) . .

Mairg as aighne i n-aghaidh breithimh. (D, O Cobhthalgh]

Mairg as bhraighe ar mhacraigh Murbhaigh. {(E.R.Mac an Bha1rd]

Mairg as urra re héacht riogh. [F. O Cionga) . . ..

Mairg do-chuaidh re ccird nddthchais. [F. F. © Gmmh}

Mairg do ghrios Giolla Pidruig. {G. B. Mac Con Mldhe]

Mairg iarras iomlanid cdinte, {E. O Heéghusa] . .

Mairg nach taithigh go teagh rogh. [D. O Cobhthaigh} .

Maith fear mar chich, a Chormaic. (B. O Didlaigh] . .

Master Love, my grim instructor assurcd me. |T. Kinsella} .

Memoires of voices silver-sweetly fall. {L. Stecle-Nicholson)

Midnight and space, where whirling planets mark, {L. Steele-
Nicholson) . G

Mithidh do chuibhreach a chulrp .

Mithigh sin, a rdith na riogh. {E. O Heoghusa] .o

Mo Chaomhna ar choig créachraibh an tlghearna. (L.
Mac an Bhaird) . .

Mo chean duitsi, a thulach tha]l (L Mac an Bhalrdl

Mo chion dot bhronnadh a Bhriain. (B. © Corcrdn) .

Mo ghezu:las cheanglas cumann bainrioghna. {F. F, O Gnlmh]

M6 nd iarla ainm Séamulis. {Uaithne Mac Cobhthaigh) .

Mér an feidhm deilbh an ddna. (F. F. O'n Chdinte] .

Mosgladh gach bhréin in mbds Farbhlaidhe .

Mourn — for a father parted from his sons. {J. W. Atklnson} .

Miin damh do mholadh a Mhuire . .

My eves have ranged o'er Afric’s blinding sand [G N I’lunkett}

My garden floor is black and green. {C, © Bracnain) . )

My Motherland. |{T. G. Duffy) . .o .

My swordsmen and archers of aim never emng, who {P McBnen}
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POEMS

Naomhtha ar obair iomridh Dé. {M. O Huiginn) . .
Neimhchiontach meise a mhic Taidhg (E. O Hedghusal .
Ni beag casbhaidh Inse Fdil. (M. 5. O Hedghusa) . .
Ni beag an Léansa ar Leath Cuinn. (M. P. Mac Nalmhln}
Ni cluain ghabhdla grds Dé, [T. Og O Ddlaigh] .
Ni{ mé bhur n-aithne, a aos griidh. {E. O Hedghusa) .
Night's forces slain or dying. (J. W. A) . . .
Nir bhéidh teine Teallaigh Eachach as Ur Glcandal (N

O Huiginnj )
Not at my ease in the tent nor adream in the hall {B M Kellv]
Not of an alien Choice. (T. G. Duffy} . D,
Not the cold spotlessness of Polar smows. (J. KJ . .
Nothing is our own. We hold our pleasures. (Hypatia) .
November in the prison ! I am lonely. (A. O'Riain} .
Now hollyhock and astor. {J. W. A}, .
Now that the autumn’s here, the leaves are wise. {W M G1bbon}
Now when the mist is rising, [J. Carner} .

O Blessed gife of poverty. {G. N, Plunkett} ,
O, high builds the swallow. [B. M. Kelly) .
O holy high despised thing, [G. M. Hort). .
Q, I loved you, gentle maiden. {P. Gregory)
O Lady, on this day do you recall. (K. M. Murphy)

O'er-freighted with the sand whose grains are years. (K. M.

Murphy! . e
Oh, for a spirit stcadfast unsubdued (]. Bunker}
Oh let there not be moaning and sad wail. {J. Bunker) .
Oh, not the black for him; rather the white. (K. Tynan) .
Oh when the land is white as milk. {K. Tynan) .
Ole an connrad, a chlann Adhaimh . .
Old Chaucer put his soul up at an inn. {M. Bodkln}
Old grey thorn dozing there. {C. ('Braonain) .
On and con. {P. Colum)
Once I used to wonder why. [A. O Connori
One who in the olden days. [R, C. Devas| .
Our Father, say; and then. [V. Goodwin) . .
Our life were surely but an idle thing. {D. S, Nerney]
Qur soul in Scng is set a-swinging. {G. N. Plunkert] .
Out of heaven a storm-wind blew. {J. W. A] .

Pain drove his lancet in her side. (C. O Braonain) .
Peacthach ar siol n-ar sluaghaibh, (M. O Leanndin) .

Rambuch tainig tdsg Fearghail. (L. Mac Naimhin) .

Realta an chruinne Caitir Fhiona Fhéireas Gréagaigh .
Remember how those hands brought. {$. Espriuj . .

Rob soruidh t'eachtra, a Aodh Ruaidh. {E. R. Mac an Bha1rdJ
Rogha na dtuath Teallach nEachach, (G. na N. O Huiginn} .

Said Thistle to Rose of rarest hue, {E, L.} .
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See yon band of Fairy Pipers. [A. MaclLir) .

Sgian mo charad ar mo chlin . Ce e e
She swings the incensc of her thought. {C. O Braonain} .
Ships that depart and leave us on the shore. {G. O'Neill] .
Sldn ar n-a mharbhadh mas Dé. [T. Og O Huiginn} .
Slowly the moon is climbing. (A Colly] .

Snowdrop, be not over-bold | |]. Car:)

50 thou hast fared away to the Land of Youth {A V K{,nﬂ

Something fluttcred the brecze. [{C. O Braonain! .

Sometimes along my sad heart’s strings. (J. H. Donneilan‘l .

Standing at the window. [[. Montague] . .
Sun on the daisies; in the sod a nest. [P. McBrlen}
Sword that the Lord must bear. {G. M. Hort}

T‘aire riomse a ti & nUidhir. (E. O Hedghusal

T’aire riot, a mheic Mhurchaidh. (Domhnall O Cé)bhth:.ugh].

Tabhrum an Chdisg ar Chathal. (M. O Dailaigh) .

Tainig tairrngire na n-éarlamh. {G. B. Mac Con Midhe] .
Tdnag d'’Fhdnaid an einigh Ce
Tearc oidhre dileas ag Dia . .

Teasda eochairghlais Ghacidheal. [Gmlla Bnghde1

That his fast-flowing hours with sandy silt. (G, M. Hopkms}

The bees are gone from the clover. {W. M. Gibbons} .
The blackbird sings in the leafy nock. {T. J. MacEntee] .
The circling peaks on every side. (. Scott)

The clouds arc racing across the sky. {J. Carner} .

The day lights through no laden fronds [A, Little).
The dew that lies. (G, O'Ncill} .

The dusk grevs o'er a leaden waste of waves. {M, Mongey! .
The fields arc starred with lilies where they go. [L.Le Cardonnel}

The shadows of the pagan night. (H. Punch! Lo
The sky has sulked the live-long day. (M. S. Jerome} .

The soul hath two grim foemen: one in might. {j. Bunker] .

The spirit of a shooting-star. {H. Chattopadhyaya] .
The stil}, reluctant dying of the leaf. (M. Mongey}
The stream that falls, {G. O'Neilll .
The west runs red with slaughter. (J. W. Al

The white clouds leap up in majestic masses. [H., Chattopadhya‘ya}

Then the visionary lady. {J. Montague] . .

There being such pride in pain. (C. Ribal . .o
There is a vale in my soul’s secret hills, (M. Mongey] .
There was high feasting in Tintagel's hall. [D. 8. Nerncy)

There were so many to pray for, O dear grey head. (K. Tynan] .

These, going home at dusk. [W. M. Gibbon} . .
They dither softly at her bedroom door. {T. Kll’lSLHa]
They said: If you're famished. (S. Espriu)

They took away the water-wheel, (P, Kavanqgh}
This Belgium was 2 hive of bees. {K. Tynan]} .
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POEMS

This is my Shelley: mine, since thus he came. (F. C. D‘cvas] .
Thou, whom all the stars obey, [A. Litte}

Through the blesmy ficlds of night. [C. O Braonain) .
Throughout the summer dusk the dusty city. {D. 8. T\Ierney]
Tiar tdinig tus na seanma .

To each one comes the call — somewhere - someday [M S }eromc.j
Today the hills sccmed strangely still, all dav. (W, M. Gibbon}
Tombhais cia mise, 2 Mhurchaidh, [M. O Dilaigh] . .
Tomorrow [ will bend the bow ! |P. Colum] .

Teo long in this busy town. [F. C. Devas) .

Tri hinghcana rug Anna . .

Triall, a reacaire, rcac m’fhuighlc . .

Truagh do chor a chroidlie um, ({E. R. Mac an BhalrdJ

Tuilc ar ttridghadh trén Gaoidhael . . . .

'Twas in a land bathed by surging scas. (G, N Plunkett]

Uaisle a-chach ccineal mBreanainn. (R, © Huiginn!
Upon the burnished mountain at sunrisc. (K. M. Murphyl .
Upon their brows the laurels of their strife. [A. Little) .

Was it indeed myself. [H. E. G. Rope] .
We are dim figures moving in a story. [H. L,hattopadhyaya} .
We will not hold an inquest on the past. [P. Kavanagh] . .
Welcome, my soul, teo tremulous and tender. (T. G. Duffy) .
Were you, when to imperial Thocbus wed. (K. M. Murphy) .
What time God signed the primal covenant. [M. S. Jerome] .
What time I travelled the Damascus road. (J. E. Canavan) .
When gently from its sitken nest. [C. O Bracnain)

When I regard carth’s prizes and her fee. [J. Bunker} .
When in the frequent pauses of the day. [E. C. Devas) .
When in the midst of this embattled field. {J. Bunker] .
When the long gleamy of spearmen wended, {A. Little] .
Where's a tree and an clder-bush. {C. O Braonain) .
Whimpcring fountain, why disturb. [J. Carner] .

‘Who see thy face the1r queen acclaim thee . .

Why did’st thou carve thy speech laboriously, .] l(1lmer1 .
With God’s cool air and little empty reeds. (M. S, Jerome| |
World-wounded, standing at the cross’s foot. (G, N. Plunkect}
Would we were walking over the wild. {H. E. G. Rope} .

Yesterday through the green-wood sheaves. (AL Little]

You burn for freedom, all your blood. |G. N. Plunkett} .

You called, Lord, and I came. [G. N. Plunkett! .

You came when summer in garden-closes, |}, W. Al .

You have cscaped from death: tis we dwell blinded. (M. a
Cheavasa)

Your peach-smoothness. {Bla1 Bonetj
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