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\ The Prisoner.

He dwells within a shadow dim as death, s
The barren hours go o’er him, slow and dreary;
Yet, because he has faith _

And 10 no other queen will bend his knce

There is a croivn still on the brow of Enre, i
And her bright spirit lives unquelled and . free,
DOROTHY MACARDLE.



Offeriﬁg.

(For A.M., in Memory of P.N., Decomber 19, 1022.)

Lift up your head, sad queen ; be proud again|
Though siricken to the ground

You lie, betrayed, forsaken and discrowned,
Yet there is remedy for all your pain.

See what a royal gift this lover brings

To robe you sovreignly and ease your tears!
Lo, at your feet he lays -

The woven toil- and laughter of brave years,
The jewels of ten thousand nights and days, -
The frankincense of yet unnumbered Springs.

Not one of all his treasures will he save :
Last, for your crown,

The love of his beloved he flings down
Into bis grave. - ;

O Eire, weep no longer; lift your eyes;
i Be you serenc aguin : =

The whole world knows her dreumns are not in vain
For whom this lover dies.

Doroiny MacarpLE.
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Offeriﬁg.

(For A.M., in Memory of P.N., Decomber 19, 1022.)

Lift up your head, sad queen ; be proud again|
Though siricken to the ground

You lie, betrayed, forsaken and discrowned,
Yet there is remedy for all your pain.

See what a royal gift this lover brings

To robe you sovreignly and ease your tears!
Lo, at your feet he lays -

The woven toil- and laughter of brave years,
The jewels of ten thousand nights and days, -
The frankincense of yet unnumbered Springs.

Not one of all his treasures will he save :
Last, for your crown,

The love of his beloved he flings down
Into bis grave. -~ ;

O Eire, weep no longer; lift your eyes;
i Be you serenc aguin : Re
The whole world knows her dreumns are not in vain
For whom this lover dies.- ) '

Doroiny MacarpLE.
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Over and Over Again.

The gulls wail in the air,
And the waves cry on the shore,
" Everywhere, everywhere,
Now as it was before,
Striving and wild despair,
Evermore, evermore! "'

““ Over and over again .
The same story is told;
Youth that was brave in vain,
Love that was mocked abd sold,
Valour and gladness slain,
Faith bartered for gold! ™

But a lark winginz amain
Into the,liquid blue,
And a wind swift on the plain
Spilling tho dawn-lit dew
Sing ** Over and over ngain
The story is told anew! "

** Only out of the grave,
Out of the eager death
Of the n{h joyous and brave
s | breath
That fills the soul of the slave .
With ardour again and faith,

** Blade and blossom and grain

8 from the broken mould :
Out of a lo's pain

Is valour made manifold :
Over sod over and over

Tho same story i .

The gulls wall in the air
And the waves cry on the shore,
‘ Everywhere, everywhere,
Now as it was fu
But the wind sings, * aro wise who dare,
Evermore, eyermore ! _




To MC.

-

(xms cmwmzs)

‘Your own heart chose-a-lover dedicate |

To chalenge mortal legions; your own faith

Lit up the way for him that led tc death:

Lument not that he rode it swift and straight.
dountjoy. Dono'rmr MACARDLE.




' MOUNTJOY.

WA | ¢ ]
How oould I bear the night,
Lying awake, alone, .
.- . Had I not thought of the ngbt
.- - Until my thought is grown-
-- A stronger thing.than the sun
.. To summon beauty to bxrth
- And ripen, when Winter's done,
: The, Galdeu Age .of .the. earth?

: (2) -
o How oou]d I bear tbe wastc

20 Of wind- swept days of the Spnng.'-
- But that I've heard the haste '

~  Of o bravér wind cn the wing,
' Out of the cave of the-houra™
-« “Flowing, ‘pofent ‘and ‘ near—-

i ‘The wind. that-will: wakeé. the ﬂoweﬁ '

" .‘md thher tha hoets of~tenr?

wa oould we ‘bear the deatb
“Of poblo men in the dawn, .

: Thevo Y- tllatbloke our breath,

Their lives with the cchoes gene;
But :I?M we knew their blood

‘Would ory from the altar-stone
mr the’ heu'h of the multifude

an as brave as their own?

(4)

They lie in a prison grave

Dead, but they are not dumb;
Great is the price they gave;

The end that they dreamed shall come,
And the call of tbelr fearless voices

And the sound of their proud farewell
Shall echo when Earth rejoices

That Heaven has conquened Hell.

Dororay MacarpLE
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The Lover.

He loved the quietude of summer trees,
And Eire's waters imaging her sky,
And turned from these

.And went his way to die,
Lest treason should defile the beart of peace,

And love be violated with a lie,

Dororny MACARDLE,




lgertmn« sm{msz.

7N ‘w‘f 'ﬁ 5 B F Tham

'--‘wmte bud« from the Talsind of - Mananaun KL

 Are nym&out of the dawn; : . o o

'StlverkxssesofAcngus lmgmthean’, a2
The. mght of our l’m is away ¥

. -~

lmgh’s speat is thnllmg tbe gloommg

~cloud,— . .-
stwordusmgmgaloud; . |
. ‘The dark Hosts of ‘the shadow axqvan- 7
.~ »""quished and gone: .- G
Over is.our despau', e
Bravelstheday! ¥

DOROTHY MACARDLE. '
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The Pilgrim

By Dorothy Macardle

Unhesitant, towards the dark unknown,
Her soul travels, alone,

Made swift by pity, omnipotent by faith;

And some, the holy dead,

Who gave their world, for Ireland, lean above
That agony, and shed

Their splendour upon her spirit,

Because her love

Is like to theirs

But Ireland, in whose name

She dies, by whose sons she is

Flung to death,

Bows down her head,

Broken with bitter shame




Garden Phantoms by Dorothy Macardle And in and our among the garden ways,

They gather when the garden, night-possessed, Where deepest shadow stays, the phantoms go;

Is steeped in rest, and infinitely still, . . . . :
P Y Lingering with whisperings of other Mays

And all the winds that wantoned there arrest,
And wondrous days, they wander to and fro;

In awe confessed, their wild and wayward will;

And gathering together, wrapt aloof
On leaves and lawns and in the cups of flowers,

o . Under the low roof of the hawthorn tree,
Dropped in invisible showers, dew lies deep,

The very moths that love the twilight hours, They thread the weft of silence with a woof,

In unknown faery bowers are asleep. A wide, invisible woof of memory.

Wan lilac-blooms ‘mid shrouds of shadowy leaves,

(speel that the midnight weaves!) gleam pale and strange;
The languishing laburnum night bereaves

Of all her gold, grieves o’er the mystic change;

Some sorcery ‘mid the orient tulips shed

Has stolen their red and left them dimly white;

And every flower in every darkened bed

Renders with bended head, homage to night.



They learned to love the garden long ago,

When tulips were aglow in other Mays,

Through hours of youthful converse grave and low,
And studious pacings slow, and strenuous days,
And leave Youth free for ever down the years’
They took upon themselves the great endeavour,

And wearied never, - gallant pioneers!

And often, when the gardens sleep enchanted,

Their dear, undaunted spirits move again

Among the ways so many Mays sweet and fain;

They touch the slumbering flowers with phantom fingers,

Bringers of dreams, and wistfully delay,

Till in the silver hour the last star lingers,

And waking garden-singers rumour day.
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EACON SO}

(To the tune of “ The Heath is Brown
on Carrigdown."’)

The sun is gone that sweetly shone,

Across the bogs the sea-mews wail,
On hills and shores the tempest roars,

The night is dark o'er Inisfail,

And many a light that from the height
Made Erin's might with bwut{ glow
Burns dim and quails—O Inisfail,
My heart is weary for your woe !

Yet one pure fire no storm can quell
Burns clear and well o'er Inisfail—
The holy pride of him who died
In prison cell to save the Gael.

His memory a fire shall be

To free our souls from traitor shame—
A quenchless brand to light our land

We kindle at this sacred flame.

DOROTHY MACARDLE.
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