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1. THE HOSTING OF THE SHEE 

 

The host is riding from Knocknarea and over the grave of Clooth-na-bare 

Caoilte tossing his burning hair, Niamh calling Away, come away 

Away, come away 

Away.... 

Away.... 

 

The winds awake, leaves whirl around 

Our cheeks are pale, our hair unbound 

Our breasts a-heave, our eyes a-gleam 

Empty your heart of its mortal dream! 

 

The host is riding from Knocknarea and over the grave of Clooth-na-bare 

Caoilte tossing his burning hair, Niamh calling Away, come away 

Away, come away 

Away.... 

Away.... 

 

Our arms a-wave, our lips apart 

and if any should gaze upon our band 

we come between him and the hope of his heart 

we come between him and the deed of his hand! 

 

The host is riding from Knocknarea and over the grave of Clooth-na-bare 

Caoilte tossing his burning hair, Niamh calling Away, come away 

Away, come away 

Away.... 

Away.... 

 

 

Adapted from Yeats' poetry book The Wind Among The Reeds, 1899. 

Knocknarea: a strange hill overlooking the coastal lands of County Sligo 

Clooth-na-bare, Caoilte, Niamh: legendary figures from the dawn of Ireland 

 

(instruments in order of appearance) 

Keyboards, effects, programming: Mike Scott 

Orc-drums: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Electric Guitar, Virtual Horns: Mike Scott 

Sax: Kate St John 

Trombone: Blaise Margail 

Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

Flute: Sarah Allen 

Etheric Strings: James Hallawell 

Voices: Mike Scott 

Voice: Katie Kim 

Virtual Mountain Horn: Mike Scott 

Outro Electric Guitar (damped on right): Joe Chester 



Outro Electric Guitar (fuzzed on left): Mike Scott 

 

 

 

2. THE SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS 

 

I went out to the hazel wood  

because a fire was in my head 

and cut and peeled a hazel wand 

and hooked a berry to a thread 

and when white moths were on the wing 

and moth-like stars were flickering out 

I dropped the berry in a stream 

and caught a little silver trout 

 

When I had laid it on the ground 

I went to blow the fire aflame 

but something made a rustling sound  

and someone called me by my name 

It had become a glimmering girl 

with apple blossom in her hair 

who called me by my name and ran 

and faded through the brightening air 

 

Though I am old with wandering 

through hollow lands and hilly lands 

I will find out where she has gone 

and kiss her lips and touch her hands 

and walk among long dappled grass 

and pluck, till time and times are done, 

the silver apples of the moon 

the golden apples of the sun 

the silver apples of the moon 

the golden apples of the sun 

 

 

From The Wind Among The Reeds, 1899 

Aengus (pronounced Engus): the Irish god of youth, beauty and poetry 

 

Electric Piano, Flute Organ, Voice: Mike Scott 

Keyboard riffs: James Hallawell 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Voice: Katie Kim 

12-string Acoustic Guitar: Mike Scott 

Flute: Sarah Allen 

Tambourine: Ralph Salmins 

 

 



 

3. NEWS FOR THE DELPHIC ORACLE 
 

There all the golden codgers lay 

There the silver dew 

And the great water sighed for love 

and the wind sighed too 

Man-stealer Niamh leant and sighed 

by Oisin on the grass 

There sighed amid his choir of love 

tall Pythagoras 

Plotinus came and looked about 

the salt flakes on his breast 

and having stretched and yawned awhile 

lay sighing.......like the rest 

 

Straddling each a dolphin's back 

and steadied by a fin 

those innocents relive their death, 

their wounds open again 

The waters laugh because their cries 

are sweet and strange 

The dolphins plunge 

until in some cliff-sheltered bay, 

where wades the choir of love, 

they pitch their burdens off 

 

Slim adolescence that a nymph has stripped, 

Peleus on Thetis stares 

Her limbs are delicate as an eyelid 

Love has blinded him with tears 

But Thetis' belly listens 

Down the mountain walls 

from where Pan's cavern is 

intolerable music falls 

Foul goat-head, brutal arm appear 

Belly, shoulder, bum 

flash fishlike; nymphs and satyrs 

copulate in the foam 

 

 

Adapted from Last Poems, 1939 

Niamh, Oisin: legendary figures from the dawn of Ireland 

Pythagorus, Plotinus: ancient Greek philosophers 

Peleus: a hero of ancient Greece, the father of Achilles 

Thetis: a sea nymph of ancient Greece, bride of Peleus 

Pan: Greek god of nature and the wild 
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Oboe: Kate St John 
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Hand Drum, Keyboards, Virtual Cello, Tiny Cymbals, effects: Mike Scott 

Choir: Joe Chester & Katie Kim 

Pagan Fiddle Orchestra: Steve Wickham 

 

 

 

4. A FULL MOON IN MARCH 

 

I sing a song of Jack and Jill  

Jill had murdered Jack 

The moon shone brightly 

The moon shone brightly 

Ran up the hill and round the hill 

and round the hill and back 

A full moon in March 

A full moon in March 

 

Jack had a hollow heart  

for Jill had hung his heart on high 

The moon shone brightly 

The moon shone brightly 

Had hung his heart beyond the hill 

a-twinkle in the sky 

A full moon in March 

A full moon in March 

A full moon in March 

 

 

From the play of the same name, 1935 

Jack & Jill: characters in an old English nursery rhyme 
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Electric Guitar: Joe Chester 

Electric Guitar, tremeloed Organ, effects: Mike Scott 

Hammond & Nord Organs: James Hallawell 

Voices: Mike Scott 

Voice: Katie Kim 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

 

 

 

5. SWEET DANCER 

 

The girl goes dancing there 



on the leaf-sown, new-mown, smooth grass of the garden 

escaped from her bitter youth 

escaped from out of her crowd  

and her black cloud 

 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

 

If men come from the house 

to lead her away please do not say she is crazy 

lead them gently astray 

let her finish the dance 

finish the dance 

 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

 

She sings as the moon sings      

I am I, I am I 

the greater grows my light 

the further shall I fly  

I hear the wind a-blow 

I hear the grass a-grow 

And all that I know 

I know, I know     

 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

 

The girl goes dancing there 

on the leaf-sown, new-mown, smooth grass of the garden 

let her finish the dance 

let her finish the dance 

finish the dance 

 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

Ah dancer, ah sweet dancer 

 

 

Adapted from New Poems, 1938, except the bridge ("She sings as the moon sings..."), created from 

parts of two other poems: He And She (from Parnell's Funeral And Other Poems, 1935) and I Hear 

The Wind A-Blow (from the play The Hour Glass, 1913) 
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Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 



Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

8-string Bouzoukis, Electric Guitar, Voice: Mike Scott 

Voice: Katie Kim 

Voice: Freddie Stevenson 
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Sax: Kate St John 

Flute: Sarah Allen 

 

 

 

6. WHITE BIRDS 

 

I would that we were, my beloved, white birds on the foam of the sea 

far from the rose and the lily and the fret of the flames would we be  

for the flame of the blue star of twilight hung low on the rim of the sky 

has awaked in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness that may never die 

a sadness that may never die 

 

A weariness comes from those dreamers, dew-dabbled, the lily and the rose 

Ah, dream of them not, my beloved, the flame of the meteor that glows 

or the flame of the blue star that lingers, hung low in the fall of the dew 

for I would we were changed, my beloved, to white birds on the foam, I and you 

to white birds on the foam, I and you 

 

Bend low, that I may crown you, flower of the branch 

silver fish my hands have taken from the running stream, 

morning star, trembling in the heavens like a white fawn on the border of a wood  

Bend that I may crown you, that I may crown you 

 

For the flame of the blue star of twilight hung low on the rim of the sky 

has awaked in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness that may never die 

and far from the rose and the lily and the fret of the flames would we be 

were we only white birds, my beloved, white birds on the foam of the sea 

white birds on the foam of the sea 

 

 

Adapted from The Rose, 1893, except the bridge ("Bend low that I may crown you..."), adapted from 

the play The Shadowy Waters, 1901 

 

12-string Acoustic Guitars, Organ, loop archaeology: Mike Scott 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Piano, Voices: Mike Scott 

Trombone: Blaise Margail 

White Birds: Steve Wickham 

 

 

 



7. THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE 

 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree 

nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee 

and a small cabin of clay and wattles made 

and I will live alone in the bee-loud glade 

 

And I will have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow 

where midnight’s all a-glimmer and noon’s a purple glow 

dropping from the veils of morning to where the cricket sings 

and evening’s full, full of the linnet’s wings 

 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I when I stand upon the roadside or on a pavement grey 

I hear lake water lapping, low sounds of the shore 

I hear it in the deep, in the deep heart’s core 

 

 

Adapted from The Rose, 1893. 

Innisfree: an island on Lough Gilll, County Sligo. It means "Heather Island". 
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Fuzz Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

Voice: Mike Scott 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Whispering Empress: Katie Kim 
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8. MAD AS THE MIST AND SNOW 

 

Bolt and bar the shutters for the foul winds blow 

Our minds are at their best this night and I seem to know 

that everything outside us is Mad as the mist and snow 

that everything outside us is Mad as the mist and snow 

 

Horace by Homer stands, Plato stands below 

And here is Tully's opened page - how many years ago 

were you and I lads, Mad as the mist and snow? 

were you and I lads, Mad as the mist and snow? 

 

What makes me sigh, what makes me shudder so? 

I shudder and I sigh to think that even Cicero 

and many minded Homer were mad as the mist and snow 

that Cicero and Homer were Mad as the mist and snow 

that Cicero and Homer were Mad as the mist and snow 

 

 



From The Winding Stair And other Poems, 1933. 

Horace: classical Roman poet 

Homer: ancient Greek epic poet, author of The Odyssey and The Iliad. 

Plato: classical Greek philosopher 

Tully: Marcus Tullius Cicero, Roman orator and philosopher 

 

12-string Acoustic Guitar, treatments: Mike Scott 

Harmonium: Joe Chester 

Voice: Mike Scott 

Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

Trombone: Blaise Margail 

Cabasa, Virtual Horns: Mike Scott  

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Stun Guitar: Joe Chester 

Hammond: James Hallawell 

 

 

 

9. BEFORE THE WORLD WAS MADE 

 

If I make the lashes dark 

and the eyes more bright 

and the lips more scarlet 

or ask if all be right 

from mirror after mirror 

no vanity's displayed: 

I'm looking for the face I had 

before the world was made 

Yes I'm looking for the face I had 

before the world was made 

 

What if I look upon a man 

as though on my beloved 

and my blood be cold the while 

and my heart unmoved ? 

Why should he think me cruel 

or that he is betrayed ? 

I'd have him love the thing that was 

before he world was made 

I'd have him love the thing that was 

before he world was made 

Yes I'd have him love the thing that was 

before the world.... 

 

 

From The Winding Stair And other Poems, 1933 

 

Keyboards, Effects, Voice: Mike Scott 



Voice: Katie Kim 

 

 

 

10. SEPTEMBER 1913 

 

What need you, being come to sense 

but fumble in a greasy till 

and add the halfpence to the pence 

and prayer to shivering prayer until 

you’ve dried the marrow from the bone 

for men were born to pray and save, pray and save 

Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone 

It’s with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

 

Yet they were of a different kind, 

the names that stilled your childish play 

They have gone about the world like wind 

but little time had they to pray 

for whom the hangman’s rope was spun 

and what, God help us, could they save, could they save? 

Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone 

It’s with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

 

Was it for this the wild geese spread? 

The grey, grey wing on every tide 

For this that all the blood was shed? 

For this Fitzgerald died? 

And Robert Emmett and Wolfe Tone 

- all that delirium of the brave, of the brave 

Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone 

It’s with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

 

Yet could we turn the years again 

and recall those exiles as they were 

in all their loneliness and pain 

you’d cry “Some woman’s yellow hair 

has maddened every mother’s son!” 

They weighed so lightly what they gave, what they gave 

But let them be, they’re dead and gone 

They’re with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

Let them be, they’re dead and gone 

They’re with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone 

It’s with O’Leary in the grave, in the grave 

 

 

From Responsibilities, 1914 



O'Leary: John O'Leary (1830-1907), member of The Fenian Brotherhood of Irish republicans, and an 

influence on the young Yeats 

The wild geese: Irishmen who fled abroad during the penal laws (1695-1727) 

Fitzgerald: Lord Edward Fitzgerald (1763-98): leader of the 1798 rising of the Irish against the British 

crown 

Robert Emmett (1778-1803) & Wolfe Tone (1763-98): Irish freedom fighters who died for their cause, 

the first executed, the other a suicide while imprisoned under sentence of death 

 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Piano: James Hallawell 

Electric Guitar, Voice: Mike Scott 

Fuzz Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

Voice: Katie Kim 

 

 

 

11. AN IRISH AIRMAN FORESEES HIS DEATH 

 

I know that I shall meet my fate 

somewhere among the clouds above 

Those I fight I do not hate 

Those 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 

a waste of breath the years behind 

in balance with this life, this death 

 

 

From The Wild Swans At Coole, 1919 

 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Keyboards: James Hallawell 

Voice: Mike Scott 

Cor Anglais: Kate St John 

 

 

 



12. POLITICS 

 

How can I, that girl standing there, 

my attention fix 

on Roman or on Russian 

or on Spanish politics? 

Yet here's a travelled man who knows 

what he talks about 

And there's a politician 

that has read and thought 

 

And maybe what they say is true of war and war's alarms 

But O that I were young again and held her in my arms 

 

How can I, that girl standing there, 

my attention fix 

on Roman or on Russian 

or on Spanish politics? 

Yet here's a travelled man who knows 

what he talks about 

And there's a politician 

that has read and thought 

 

And maybe what they say is true of war and war's alarms 

But O that I were young again and held her in my arms 

 

And maybe what they say is true of war and war's alarms 

But O that I were young again and held her in my arms 

But O that I were young again and held her in my arms 

But O that I were young again and held her in my arms 

 

 

From Last Poems, 1939 

 

Trombones: Blaise Margail 

Saxophones: Kate St John 

Drums, Tambourine: Ralph Salmins 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Piano: James Hallawell 

Acoustic Guitar, Virtual Horns: Mike Scott 

Electric Guitar: Joe Chester  

Voice: Mike Scott 

Voice: Katie Kim 

Electric Guitar & Mellotron (in instrumental): Mike Scott  

Pogged Fiddle: Steve Wickham 

 

 

 

13. LET THE EARTH BEAR WITNESS 



 

They shall be remembered for ever 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

    Let the sea bear witness 

    Let the wind bear witness 

    Let the earth bear witness 

    Let the stars bear witness 

 

They shall be remembered for ever 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

    Let the sea bear witness 

    Let the wind bear witness 

    Let the earth bear witness 

    Let the stars bear witness 

 

They shall be remembered for ever 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

They shall be remembered for ever               Let the sea bear witness 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever                    Let the wind bear witness 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

They shall be remembered for ever               Let the earth bear witness 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever                     Let the stars bear witness 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

They shall be remembered for ever              Let the earth bear witness 

They shall be alive for ever 

They shall be speaking for ever                    Let the stars bear witness 

The people shall hear them for ever 

 

 

The verse ("They shall be remembered...") is from the play Cathleen Ni Houlihan, 1902.  The chorus 

("Let the sea bear witness...") is adapted from The Blood Bond, a song contained in the play Diarmuid 

And Grania by Yeats and George Moore, 1901 

 

Guitars, Voices: Mike Scott 

Piano, Hammond: James Hallawell 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 



Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Oboe: Kate St John 

Trombone: Blaise Margail 

 

 

 

14. THE FAERY'S LAST SONG 

 

Man has the fields of heaven 

but soulless a faery dies 

as a leaf that is old and withered and cold 

when the winter winds arise 

 

Soon shall our wings be stilled 

and our laughter over and done 

So let us dance on the waves 

Let us dance in the sun 

 

Soon shall our wings be stilled 

and our laughter over and done 

So let us dance on the waves 

Let us dance in the sun 

 

 

Adapted from the play The Island Of Statues, 1885 

 

Drums: Ralph Salmins 

Piano, Flute Organ, Deep Drum, Tiny Bells: Mike Scott 

Electric Guitar: Joe Chester 

Voice: Mike Scott 

Voice: Katie Kim 

Earth Resonator: Marc Arciero 

Virtual Flute solo, Mellotron: Mike Scott 

Last Voices: Katie Kim 

 


