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St. Patrick’s Day Poetry 
 
 
 
 

I Am Of Ireland  
By William Butler Yeats  

'I am of Ireland,  
And the Holy Land of Ireland,  
And time runs on,' cried she.  

'Come out of charity,  
Come dance with me in Ireland.' 

 

One man, one man alone  
In that outlandish gear,   
One solitary man  

Of all that rambled there   
Had turned his stately head.  

That is a long way off,  
And time runs on,' he said,   
'And the night grows rough.'  

 

'I am of Ireland,  
And the Holy Land of Ireland,  
And time runs on,' cried she.  

'Come out of charity  
And dance with me in Ireland.' 

 

'The fiddlers are all thumbs,  
Or the fiddle-string accursed,  
The drums and the kettledrums  
And the trumpets all are burst, 
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And the trombone,' cried he,  

'The trumpet and trombone,'  

And cocked a malicious eye,  

'But time runs on, runs on.' 

 

I am of Ireland, 
 

And the Holy Land of Ireland,  

And time runs on,' cried she.  

"Come out of charity  

And dance with me in Ireland.' 
 
 
 

Ireland  

By Sidney Lanier.  
 
 

Heartsome Ireland, winsome 

Ireland, Charmer of the sun and 

sea, Bright beguiler of old anguish, 

How could Famine frown on thee? 

 

As our Gulf-Stream, drawn to thee-ward,  

Turns him from his northward flow,  

And our wintry western headlands  

Send thee summer from their snow, 

 

Thus the main and cordial current  

Of our love sets over sea, --  

Tender, comely, valiant Ireland,  

Songful, soulful, sorrowful Ireland, --  

Streaming warm to comfort thee. 
 
 
 

Ireland, Ireland by Sir Henry Newbolt  

Down thy valleys, Ireland, Ireland,  

Down thy valleys green and sad,  

Still thy spirit wanders wailing,  

Wanders wailing, wanders mad. 
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Long ago that anguish took thee,  

Ireland, Ireland, green and fair,  

Spoilers strong in darkness took thee,  

Broke thy heart and left thee there. 

 

Down thy valleys, Ireland, Ireland,  

Still thy spirit wanders mad;  

All too late they love that wronged thee,  

Ireland, Ireland, green and sad. 
 
 

 

Luck is Not Chance  

By Emily Dickinson  

 

Luck is not chance --  

It's Toil --  

Fortune's expensive smile  

Is earned --  

The Father of the Mine  

Is that old-fashioned Coin  

We spurned -- 
 
 

 

The Echoing Green  

By William Blake 
  

The Sun does arise,  

And make happy the skies.  

The merry bells ring,  

To welcome the Spring.  

The sky-lark and thrush,  

The birds of the bush,  

Sing louder around,  

To the bells cheerful sound. 
 

While our sports shall be seen  

On the Echoing Green. 
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Old John, with white hair  

Does laugh away care,  

Sitting under the oak,  

Among the old folk.  

They laugh at our play,  

And soon they all say,  

Such such were the joys  

When we all girls & boys.  

In our youth time were seen,  

On the Echoing Green. 

 

Till the little ones weary  

No more can be merry  

The sun does descend, 
 

And our sports have an end: 

Round the laps of their 
mothers. Many sisters and 
brothers, Like birds in their 

nest. Are ready for rest; And 

sport no more seen, On the 

darkening Green.  
 

 

Her Voice  

By Oscar Wilde 

 

The wild bee reels from bough to bough  

With his furry coat and his gauzy wing,  

Now in a lily-cup, and now  

Setting a jacinth bell a-swing,  

In his wandering;  

Sit closer love: it was here I trow  

I made that vow, 

 

Swore that two lives should be like one  

As long as the sea-gull loved the sea,  

As long as the sunflower sought the sun, - 
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It shall be, I said, for eternity  

'Twixt you and me! 
 

Dear friend, those times are over and 
done; Love's web is spun. 

 

Look upward where the poplar trees  

Sway and sway in the summer air,  

Here in the valley never a breeze  

Scatters the thistledown, but there  

Great winds blow fair 
 

From the mighty murmuring mystical 
seas, And the wave-lashed leas.  

 

Look upward where the white gull screams,  

What does it see that we do not see?  

Is that a star? or the lamp that gleams  

On some outward voyaging argosy, -  

Ah! can it be 
 

We have lived our lives in a land of dreams!  

How sad it seems. 

 

Sweet, there is nothing left to say  

But this, that love is never lost,  

Keen winter stabs the breasts of May  

Whose crimson roses burst his frost,  

Ships tempest-tossed  

Will find a harbour in some bay,  

And so we may. 

 

And there is nothing left to do  

But to kiss once again, and part,  

Nay, there is nothing we should rue,  

I have my beauty, - you your Art,  

Nay, do not start,  

One world was not enough for two  

Like me and you. 


