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The Lamplighter

Here to the leisured side of life,

Remote from traffic, free from strife,

A cul-de-sac, a sanctuary

Where old quaint customs creep to die

And only ancient memories stir,

At evening comes the lamplighter;

With measured steps, without a sound,

He treads the unalterable round,

Soundlessly touching one by one

The waiting posts that stand to take

The faint blue bubbles in his wake;

And when the night begins to wane

He comes to take them back again,

Before the chilly dawn can blight

The delicate frail buds of light.

Seamus O’Sullivan

Event 76 Year 10/11 Boys/Girls

An Irish Airman Foresees His Death
I know that I shall meet my fate

Somewhere among the clouds above;

Those that I fight I do not hate,

Those that I guard I do not love;

My country is Kiltartan Cross,

My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,

No likely end could bring them loss

Or leave them happier than before.

Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,

Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,

A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult in the clouds;

I balanced all, brought all to mind,

The years to come seemed waste of breath,

A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.

W.B. Yeats

Event 78 Year 12/13/14 Boys/Girls
In Memory of Eva Gore-Booth and Con Markievicz

The light of evening, Lissadell,

Great windows open to the south,
Two girls in silk kimonos, both
Beautiful, one a gazelle.
But a raving autumn shears
Blossom from the summer's wreath;
The older is condemned to death,
Pardoned, drags out lonely years
Conspiring among the ignorant.
I know not what the younger dreams –
Some vague Utopia – and she seems,
When withered old and skeleton-gaunt,
An image of such politics.
Many a time I think to seek
One or the other out and speak
Of that old Georgian mansion, mix
Pictures of the mind, recall
That table and the talk of youth,
Two girls in silk kimonos, both
Beautiful, one a gazelle.
Dear shadows, now you know it all,
All the folly of a fight
With a common wrong or right.
The innocent and the beautiful
Have no enemy but time;
Arise and bid me strike a match
And strike another till time catch;
Should the conflagration climb,
Run till all the sages know.
We the great gazebo built,
They convicted us of guilt;
Bid me strike a match and blow.

W.B. Yeats
