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THE thanks of Editer and Publisher are due to the many
writers and others who have contributed to this volume
by giving permission for poems, their own or their copy:
right, to appear herein. We desire to make acknow-
ledgment  especially to Messrs, Chatto and Windus
for the poem “I Made Another Garden” from Arthur
O'Shaughnessy's * Music and Moonlight”; to Mrs.
Allingham for her husband’s poems, and to his paoh-
lishers, Messrs. Reeves and Turner ; to Mr. Aubrey de
Vere and his publishers, Messrs. Kegao Paul and Co.;
to Mr. W. B. Yeats, Mr. Alfred Graves, Miss Jane
Barlow ; and also to the proprietors and editor of The
Natioual Observer for leave to re-publish the two poems
by Miss Tynan, and that by Miss Sigerson.
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Dedication.

&

Take not may love-songs only thal are mode
Ever for you,

Bt these more roegt that Mew in tun and shads
Whken ali the world was new |

Take owr wild romgs, tender and parrionale,
Like thove the blackbird simps

Beside some fairy rath, unio kis made,
When ail the world Railh wivgs !

Take them, and think they speak my Rappy thowght,
My songs of you unsung,

Fhere songs of many lpers, moeetly wrosghi
Fhewr all the world was young !

ArriL 18, 1802,






Preface,
2

MONG these Irish Love-Songs I have included

many that are not direct songs from a lover to the
beloved, but are mather songs of Love and the things of
Love. I have included also " Dark Rosaleen,” the wild
and passionate love-song which the genius of Mangan
created upon an Irish ery by some bard of Elimbethan
days to his distressed Motherland. 1 keep it becanse it
seems (o me the most beautiful poem of our Anglo-Irish
Literature, and my book wouold be so much the poorer
wanting it ; and if any one is dissatisfied with this reason
becan figure it to himself 2 peouine love-song, a5 one may
conceive the Song of Solomon a lover's rhapeody to his
Eastern mistress.  After * Dark Rosaleen,” I believe my
little book will owe most to Edward Walsh and Samuel
Ferguson, the two men who, above all others; knew how
to transfuse the wild simplicity of the Irish songs Iato
English, keeping their strange and lovely Bavour as of
wild bees’ honey—sweet and unsophisticated. The love
for pure colour which the Irish possess s in these songs
No one who loves poetry will ask what I mean when I
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point to so crystal-clear and crystal-sparkding a verse as
Fergusong=-
"0 hed you seen the Coslun
Whalking down by the cucloc's street,

With the dew of the meadow shindag
O ber mille-white twinkling fesi.”

Most of these Irish poems date omly about o hundred
or & hundred and ffty years back, Some are much
oldes, however, as witness *° Beautiful Deirdre,"” firom an
Irish M3, of the year 14005 and who shall say that
sophisticated nations, holding their Couris of Love and
all the rest of the medizeval frippery, could produce more,
ornate and courtly praise of beauty than this? Peetry in
Ireland has a way of rising and Elling with revolutions,
and there ssems no doubt thai the Jacobite movement
glirred into life the poetry with which the early years of
the 18th century in Ireland were rich. They were all
Jacobites, those shifiless fellows, who were the linesl
descendants of the bards, but, alack ! withoul the bard's
pasition or his protector. Some were labowrers, some
pedlars, some hedge-schoclmasters, all alike touched with
genius, wit, fire and leaming—for it was & time when the
Irish peasant had the dend langunges at his fingers’ ends
—all alike scamps in & simple and wirtuous age, and
adding to their scampishness a Voltairean spirit much oot
of its due time and place. That those exquisite strains
of theirs owe much to the genius of Walsh and Ferguson,
is shown by the poorer figure they cut when translated by
Miss Charlotte Brooke, that first gleaner In the field of
Irish somg, or by the translators in Hardiman's * Trish
Minstrelsy." Those wild sonigs have a certain family
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likeness of manner and metaphor, but to me this
cuckoo.note is bat an added charm. They did not take
kindly to the fine English of their first translators, who
would dress them 4 f2 moade. How delightfully the
Irish Muse of the date could prank herself in fnery
one sees in the lyrics of the Hon. George Ogle and like
geotlemen. The “ Banks of Banna'' has a kinship, to
my mind, with the delicate music of Parcell and Ame.
I have sclected for my kitle bock arbitrarily, and bave
rejected many who In a laeger collection would be
hemournbly represented. T have sometimes rejected, bt
not always, beeause of an English influence, having the
desire to make a book of Love-Songs of a new flavour,
and literary in a fresh way. In this ambition I hope I
have sacoeeded. And in conclusion, with my book, I
offer to all English-speakipg lovers Greeting !

EATHARINE TYNAN.
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