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"My country is far / Beyond the tumbling of this tide."

——W.B. Yeats
—WB.
W.B. ""The Wanderings of Oisin"'( )
1889 24 "The Wanderings of

Qisin and Other Poems""

(Usheen )

Tir na n Og

'My father and my mother are / Aengus and Edain, my own name
Niamh, and my country far / Beyond the tumbling of this tide.’

(Aengus) (Niamh)

A pearl-pale, high-born lady...
And like a sunset were her lips,

A stormy sunset on doomed ships;

We galloped; now a hornless deer

Passed by us, chased by a phantom hound
All pearly white, save one red ear;

And now a lady rode like the wind

With an apple of gold in her tossing hand;
And a beautiful young man followed behind
With quenchless gaze and fluttering hair.

Round every branch the song-bird flew,
Or clung thereon like swarming bees:

(Island of Dancing)



(We mocked at Time and Fate and Chance)



