SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS

oy Whittam bBucler JJeacs
(1865-1939)

1 AWUCNTC ouc co che hazel wood,
Because a pire was in my head,

And cuc and peeled a hazel wand,
And hooked a berry co a cthread;
And when whice mochs were on che wing,
And moch-Uke scars wiere plickering ouc,
1 dropped che berry 1N & stream
And caught a Uccle silver Trouc.

(MUhen 1 had taid 1c on che floor

1 wentc co dblow che fire a-flame,
Buc someching ruscled on che FloOoR,
And somecone called me by My name:

lc had become a glimmering girl

(Uhch apple dlossom 1N her hair
({Uho called me by my name and rRan

And raded chrough che dbrightening air.

‘Chough 1 am old wich wandering
‘Chrough hollow (ands and hilly lands,
1 wnll pind ouc where she has gone,
And Kiss her Ups and ctake her hands;
And walk among long dappled grass,
And pluck cill tTime and times are done,
‘Che silver apples or the moon,
‘Che golden apples of che sun.

(Dusical version by Scephanie Bennece, 1 (Uenc Ouc co che
Dazet Wood, see www.harpworld.com/ sheecmusic.heml



