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William Butler Yeats (1865-1939)

William Butler Yeats was born in Dublin on June 13, 1865. He was educated
in London and Dublin. After completing high school he decided he wanted to
be an artist and poet and began attending art school. He left not too long
after because he decided to concentrate on his poetry.

Yeats was interested in many kinds of folklore and mythology, and in his
early works he often wrote on pagan and Irish themes. On a visit in Ireland,
he met Maud Gonne, and actress and Irish nationalist for whom he suffered
an unrequited love. However, she inspired much of his early works and
because of her he became interested in the Irish movement for
independence. In 1922 he became a Senator of the Irish Free State.

It is generally considered that as Yeats grew older his poetry become more
refined and perfected, and his later works are acknowledged to be his best.
In 1923, Yeats won the Nobel Prize. He died in France in 1939 and was
buried in Ireland.
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A Bronze Head

HERE at right of the entrance this bronze head,
Human, superhuman, a bird's round eye,
Everything else withered and mummy-dead.
What great tomb-haunter sweeps the distant sky
(Something may linger there though all else die;)
And finds there nothing to make its tetror less
i{Hysterica passio} of its own emptiness?

No dark tomb-haunter once; her form all full

As though with magnanimity of light,

Yet a most gentle woman; who can tell

Which of her forms has shown her substance right?
Or maybe substance can be composite,

profound McTaggart thought so, and in a breath

A mouthful held the extreme of life and death.

But even at the starting-post, all sleek and new,

I saw the wildness in her and I thought

A vision of terror that it must live through

Had shattered her soul. Propinquity had brought
Imagiation to that pitch where it casts out

All that is not itself: I had grown wild

Arl;1<|:ldwandered murmuring everywhere, 'My child, my
child! '

Or else I thought her supernatural;

As though a sterner eye looked through her eye

On this foul world in its decline and fall;

On gangling stocks grown great, great stocks run dry,
Ancestral pearls all pitched into a sty,

Heroic reverie mocked by clown and knave,

And wondered what was left for massacre to save.

William Butler Yeats
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A Coat

I MADE my song a coat

Covered with embroideries

Out of old mythologies

From heel to throat;

But he fools caught it,

Wore it in the world's eyes

As though they'd wrought it.

Song, let them take it,

For there's more enterprise

In walking naked.

<1While I, from that reed-throated whisperer
Who comes at need, although not now as once
A clear articulation in the air,

But inwardly, surmise companions

Beyond the fling of the dull ass's hoof

-- Ben Jonson's phrase -- and find when June is come
At Kyle-na-no under that ancient roof

A sterner conscience and a friendlier home,

I can forgive even that wrong of wrongs,
Those undreamt accidents that have made me
-- Seeing that Fame has perished this long while.
Being but a part of ancient ceremony -- >1
Notorious, till all my priceless things

Are but a post the passing dogs defile.

William Butler Yeats
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A Cradle Song

THE angels are stooping
Above your bed;

They weary of trooping
With the whimpering dead.
God's laughing in Heaven
To see you so good;

The Sailing Seven

Are gay with His mood.

I sigh that kiss you,

For I must own

That I shall miss you
When you have grown.

William Butler Yeats
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A Crazed Girl

THAT crazed girl improvising her music.
Her poetry, dancing upon the shore,

Her soul in division from itself
Climbing, falling She knew not where,
Hiding amid the cargo of a steamship,
Her knee-cap broken, that girl I declare
A beautiful lofty thing, or a thing
Heroically lost, heroically found.

No matter what disaster occurred

She stood in desperate music wound,
Wound, wound, and she made in her triumph
Where the bales and the baskets lay

No common intelligible sound

But sang, 'O sea-starved, hungry sea.'

William Butler Yeats
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A Deep Sworn Vow

Others because you did not keep

That deep-sworn vow have been friends of mine;
Yet always when I look death in the face,

When I clamber to the heights of sleep,

Or when I grow excited with wine,

Suddenly I meet your face.

William Butler Yeats
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A Dialogue Of Self And Soul

i{My Soul} I summon to the winding ancient stair;
Set all your mind upon the steep ascent,

Upon the broken, crumbling battlement,

Upon the breathless starlit air,

'Upon the star that marks the hidden pole;

Fix every wandering thought upon

That quarter where all thought is done:

Who can distinguish darkness from the soul

i{My Self}. The consecretes blade upon my knees
Is Sato's ancient blade, still as it was,

Still razor-keen, still like a looking-glass
Unspotted by the centuries;

That flowering, silken, old embroidery, torn

From some court-lady's dress and round

The wodden scabbard bound and wound

Can, tattered, still protect, faded adorn

i{My Soul.} Why should the imagination of a man
Long past his prime remember things that are
Emblematical of love and war?

Think of ancestral night that can,

If but imagination scorn the earth

And interllect is wandering

To this and that and t'other thing,

Deliver from the crime of death and birth.

i{My self.} Montashigi, third of his family, fashioned it
Five hundred years ago, about it lie

Flowers from I know not what embroidery --
Heart's purple -- and all these I set

For emblems of the day against the tower
Emblematical of the night,

And claim as by a soldier's right

A charter to commit the crime once more.

i{My Soul.} Such fullness in that quarter overflows
And falls into the basin of the mind

That man is stricken deaf and dumb and blind,
For intellect no longer knows

i{Is} from the i{Ought,} or i{knower} from the i{Known -- }
That is to say, ascends to Heaven;

Only the dead can be forgiven;

But when I think of that my tongue's a stone.
i{My Self.} A living man is blind and drinks his drop.
What matter if the ditches are impure?

What matter if I live it all once more?

Endure that toil of growing up;

The ignominy of boyhood; the distress

Of boyhood changing into man;

The unfinished man and his pain

Brought face to face with his own clumsiness;

The finished man among his enemies? --

How in the name of Heaven can he escape

That defiling and disfigured shape

The mirror of malicious eyes
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Casts upon his eyes until at last

He thinks that shape must be his shape?
And what's the good of an escape

If honour find him in the wintry blast?

I am content to live it all again

And yet again, if it be life to pitch

Into the frog-spawn of a blind man's ditch,
A blind man battering blind men;

Or into that most fecund ditch of all,

The folly that man does

Or must suffer, if he woos

A proud woman not kindred of his soul.

I am content to follow to its source

Every event in action or in thought;
Measure the lot; forgive myself the lot!
When such as I cast out remorse

So great a sweetness flows into the breast
We must laugh and we must sing,

We are blest by everything,

Everything we look upon is blest.

William Butler Yeats
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A Dramatic Poem

The deck of an ancient ship. At the right of the stage is the mast, with a large square
sail hiding a great deal of the sky and sea on that side. The tiller is at the left of the
stage; it is a long oar coming through an opening in the bulwark. The deck rises in a
series of steps hehind the tiller, and the stern of the ship curves overhead. When the
play opens there are four persons upon the deck. Aibric stands by the tiller. Forgael
sleeps upon the raised portion of the deck towards the front of the stage. Two Sailors
are standing near to the mast, on which a harp is hanging.

First Sailor. Has he not led us into these waste seas
For long enough?

Second Sailor. Aye, long and long enough.

First Sailor. We have not come upon a shore or ship
These dozen weeks.

Sccond Sailor. And I had thought to make

A good round Sum upon this cruise, and turn --

For I am getting on in life -- to something

That has less ups and downs than robbery.

First Sailor. I am so tired of being bachelor

I could give all my heart to that Red Moll

That had but the one eye.

Second Sailor. Can no bewitchment

Transform these rascal billows into women

That I may drown myself?

First Sailor. Better steer home,

Whether he will or no; and better still

To take him while he sleeps and carry him

And drop him from the gunnel.

Second Sailor. I dare not do it.

Were't not that there is magic in his harp,

I would be of your mind; but when he plays it
Strange creatures flutter up before one's eyes,

Or cry about one's ears.

First Sailor. Nothing to fear.

Selclzond Sailor. Do you remember when we sank that
galley

At the full moon?

First Sailor. He played all through the night.

Second Sailor. Until the moon had set; and when I looked
Where the dead drifted, I could see a bird

Like a grey gull upon the breast of each.

While T was looking they rose hurriedly,

And after circling with strange cries awhile

Flew westward; and many a time since then

I've heard a rustling overhead in the wind.

First Sailor. I saw them on that night as well as you.
But when I had eaten and drunk myself asleep

My courage came again.

Second Sailor. But that's not all.

The other night, while he was playing it,

A beautiful young man and girl came up

In a white breaking wave; they had the look

Of those that are alive for ever and ever.
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First Sailor. I saw them, too, one night. Forgael was
playing,

And they were listening ther& beyond the sail.

He could not see them, but I held out my hands

To grasp the woman.

Second Sailor. You have dared to touch her?

First Sailor. O she was but a shadow, and slipped from
me.

Second Sailor. But were you not afraid?

First Sailor. Why should I fear?

Second Sailor. 'Twas Aengus and Edain, the wandering
lovers,

To whom all lovers pray.

First Sailor. But what of that?

A shadow does not carry sword or spear.

Second Sailor. My mother told me that there is not one
Of the Ever-living half so dangerous

As that wild Aengus. Long before her day

He carried Edain off from a king's house,

And hid her among fruits of jewel-stone

And in a tower of glass, and from that day

Has hated every man that's not in love,

And has been dangerous to him.

First Sailor. I have heard

He does not hate seafarers as he hates

Peaceable men that shut the wind away,

And keep to the one weary marriage-bed.

Second Sailor. I think that he has Forgael in his net,
And drags him through the sea,

First Sailor Well, net or none,

I'd drown him while we have the chance to do it.
Second Sailor. It's certain I'd sleep easier o' nights
If he were dead; but who will be our captain,

Judge of the stars, and find a course for us?

First Sailor. I've thought of that. We must have Aibric
with us,

For he can judge the stars as well as Forgael.

[Going towards Aibric.]

Become our captain, Aibric. I am resolved

To make an end of Forgael while he sleeps.

There's not a man but will be glad of it

When it is over, nor one to grumble at us.

Aibric. You have taken pay and made your bargain for it.

rirst Sailor. What good is there in this hard way of
iving,

Unless we drain more flagons in a year

And kiss more lips than lasting peaceable men

In their long lives? Will you be of our troop

And take the captain's share of everything

And bring us into populous seas again?

Aibric. Be of your troop! Aibric be one of you

And Forgael in the other scale! kill Forgael,
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And he my master from my childhood up!

If you will draw that sword out of its scabbard

I'll give my answer.

First Sailor. You have awakened him.

[To Second Sailor.]

We'd better go, for we have lost this chance.

[They go out.]

Forgael. Have the birds passed us? I could hear your
voice,

But there were others.

Aibric. I have seen nothing pass.

Forgael. You're certain of it? I never wake from sleep
But that I am afraid they may have passed,

For they're my only pilots. If I lost them

Straying too far into the north or south,

I'd never come upon the happiness

That has been promised me. I have not seen them
These many days; and yet there must be many
Dying at every moment in the world,

And flying towards their peace.

Aibric. Put by these thoughts,

And listen to me for a while. The sailors

Are plotting for your death.

Forgael. Have I not given

More riches than they ever hoped to find?

And now they will not follow, while I seek

The only riches that have hit my fancy.

Aibric. What riches can you find in this waste sea
Where no ship sails, where nothing that's alive

Has ever come but those man-headed birds,
Knowing it for the world's end?

Forgael. Where the world ends

The mind is made unchanging, for it finds

Miracle, ecstasy, the impossible hope,

The flagstone under all, the fire of fires,

The roots of the world.

Aibric. Shadows before now

Have driven travellers mad for their own sport.
F?rgael. Do you, too, doubt me? Have you joined their
plot?

Aibric. No, no, do not say that. You know right well
That I will never lift a hand against you.

Forgael. Why should you be more faithful than the rest,
Being as doubtful?

Aibric. I have called you master

Too many years to lift a hand against you.

Forgael. Maybe it is but natural to doubt me.
You've never known, I'd lay a wager on it,

A melancholy that a cup of wine,

A lucky battle, or a woman's kiss

Could not amend.

Aibric. I have good spirits enough.
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Forgael. If you will give me all your mind awhile --
All, all, the very bottom of the bowl --

I'll show you that I am made differently,

That nothing can amend it but these waters,
Where I am rid of life -- the events of the world --
What do you call it? -- that old promise-breaker,
The cozening fortune-teller that comes whispering,
'You will have all you have wished for when you have
earned

Land for your children or money in a pot.-

And when we have it we are no happier,

Because of that old draught under the door,

Or creaky shoes. And at the end of all

How are we better off than Seaghan the fool,

That never did a hand's turn? Aibric! Aibric!

We have fallen in the dreams the Ever-living
Breathe on the burnished mirror of the world

And then smooth out with ivory hands and sigh,
And find their laughter sweeter to the taste

For that brief sighing.

Aibric. If you had loved some woman --

Forgael. You say that also? You have heard the voices,
For that is what they say -- all, all the shadows --
Aengus and Edain, those passionate wanderers,
And all the others; but it must be love

As they have known it. Now the secret's out;

For it is love that I am seeking for,

But of a beautiful, unheard-of kind

That is not in the world.

Aibric. And yet the world

Has beautiful women to please every man.
Forgael. But he that gets their love after the fashion
'‘Loves in brief longing and deceiving hope

And bodily tenderness, and finds that even

The bed of love, that in the imagination

Had seemed to be the giver of all peace,

Is no more than a wine-cup in the tasting,

And as soon finished.

Aibric. All that ever loved

Have loved that way -- there is no other way.
Forgael. Yet never have two lovers kissed but they
believed there was some other near at hand,

And almost wept because they could not find it.
Aibric. When they have twenty years; in middle life
They take a kiss for what a kiss is worth,

And let the dream go by.

Forgael. It's not a dream,

But the reality that makes our passion

As a lamp shadow -- no -- no lamp, the sun.

What the world's million lips are thirsting for

Must be substantial somewhere.

Aibric. I have heard the Druids
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Mutter such things as they awake from trance.

It may be that the Ever-living know it --

No mortal can.

Forgael. Yes; if they give us help.

Aibric. They are besotting you as they besot

The crazy herdsman that will tell his fellows

That he has been all night upon the hills,

Riding to hurley, or in the battle-host

With the Ever-living.

Forgael. What if he speak the truth,

And for a dozen hours have been a part

Of that more powerful life?

Aibric, His wife knows better.

Has she not seen him lying like a log,

Or fumbling in a dream about the house?

And if she hear him mutter of wild riders,

She knows that it was but the cart-horse coughing
That set him to the fancy.

Forgael. All would be well

Could we but give us wholly to the dreams,

And get into their world that to the sense

Is shadow, and not linger wretchedly

Among substantial things; for it is dreams

That lift us to the flowing, changing world

That the heart longs for. What is love itself,
Even though it be the lightest of light love,

But dreams that hurry from beyond the world

To make low laughter more than meat and drink,
Though it but set us sighing? Fellow-wanderer,
Could we but mix ourselves into a dream,

Not in its image on the mirror!

Aibric. While

We're in the body that's impossible.

Forgael. And yet I cannot think they're leading me
To death; for they that promised to me love

As those that can outlive the moon have known it, '
Had the world's total life gathered up, it seemed,
Into their shining limbs -- I've had great teachers.
Aengus and Edain ran up out of the wave --
You'd never doubt that it was life they promised
Had you looked on them face to face as I did,
With so red lips, and running on such feet,

And having such wide-open, shining eyes.

Aibric. It's certain they are leading you to death.
None but the dead, or those that never lived,
Can know that ecstasy. Forgael! Forgael!

They have made you follow the man-headed birds,
And you have told me that their journey lies
Towards the country of the dead.

Forgael. What matter

If I am going to my death? -- for there,

Or somewhere, I shall find the love they have
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promised.

That much is certain. I shall find a woman.
One of the Ever-living, as I think --

One of the Laughing People -- and she and I
Shall light upon a place in the world's core,
Where passion grows to be a changeless thing,
Like charmed apples made of chrysoprase,

Or chrysoberyl, or beryl, or chrysclite;

And there, in juggleries of sight and sense,
Become one movement, energy, delight,

Until the overburthened moon is dead.

[A number of Sailors entcr hurriedly.]

First Sailor. Look there! there in the mist! a ship of spice!
And we are almost on her!

Second Sailor. We had not known

But for the ambergris and sandalwood.

First Sailor. NO; but opoponax and cinnamon.

Forgael [taking the tiller from Aibric]. The Ever-living have
kept my bargain for me,

And paid you on the nail.

Aibric. Take up that rope

To make her fast while we are plundering her.

First Sailor. There is a king and queen upon her deck,
And where there is one woman there'll be others.
Aibric. Speak lower, or they'll hear.

First Sailor. They cannot hear;

They are too busy with each other. Look!

He has stooped down and kissed her on the lips.
Second Sailor. When she finds out we have better men
aboard

She may not be too sorry in the end.

First Sailor. She will be like a wild cat; for these queens
Care more about the kegs of silver and gold

And the high fame that come to them in marriage,
Than a strong body and a ready hand.

Second Sailor. There's nobody is natural but a robber,
And that is why the world totters about

Upon its bandy legs.

Aibric. Run at them now,

And overpower the crew while yet asleep!

[The Sailors go out.]

<1[Voices and thc clashing of swords are heard from the
other ship, which cannot be seen because of the sail.]
A Voice. Armed men have come upon us! O I am slain!
Another Voice. Wake all below!

Another Voice. Why have you broken our sleep?

Flirst Voice. Armed men have come upon us! O I am
slain!

Forgael [who has remained at the tiller]. There! there they
come! Gull, gannet, or diver,

But with a man's head, or a fair woman's,
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They hover over the masthead awhile

To wait their Fiends; but when their friends have
come

They'll fly upon that secret way of theirs.

One -- and one -- a couple -- five together;

And I will hear them talking in a minute.

Yes, voices! but I do not catch the words.

Now I can hear. There's one of them that says,
'How light we are, now we are changed to birds!'
Another answers, 'Maybe we shall find

Our heart's desire now that we are so light.'

And then one asks another how he died,

And says, 'A sword-blade pierced me in my sleep.-
And now they all wheel suddenly and fly

To the other side, and higher in the air.

And now a laggard with a woman's head

dGmes crying, 'I have run upon the sword.

I have fled to my beloved in the air,

In the waste of the high air, that we may wander
Among the windy meadows of the dawn.'

But why are they still waiting? why are they

Circling and circling over the masthead?

What power that is more mighty than desire

To hurry to their hidden happiness

Withholds them now? Have the Ever-living Ones

A meaning in that circling overhead?

But what's the meaning? [He cries out.] Why do you
linger there?

Why linger? Run to your desire,

Are you not happy winged bodies now?

[His voice sinks again.]

Being too busy in the air and the high air,

They cannot hear my voice; but what's the meaning?
<1[The Sailors have returned. Dectora is with them.]
Forgael [turning and seeing her].>1 Why are you standing
with your eyes upon me?

You are not the world's core. O no, no, nol!

That cannot be the meaning of the birds.

You are not its core. My teeth are in the world,

But have not bitten yet.

Dectora. I am a queen,

And ask for satisfaction upon these

Who have slain my husband and laid hands upon me.
[Breaking loose from the Sailors who are holding her.]
Let go my hands!

Forgael. Why do you cast a shadow?

Where do you come from? Who brought you to this
place?

They would not send me one that casts a shadow.
Dectora. Would that the storm that overthrew my ships,
And drowned the treasures of nine conquered nations,
And blew me hither to my lasting sorrow,
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Had drowned me also. But, being yet alive,

I ask a fitting punishment for all

That raised their hands against him.

Forgael. There are some

That weigh and measure all in these waste seas --
They that have all the wisdom that's in life,

And all that prophesying images

Made of dim gold rave out in secret tombs;

They have it that the plans of kings and queens
But laughter and tears -- laughter, laughter, and tears;
That every man should carry his own soul

Upon his shoulders.

Dectora. You've nothing but wild words,

And I would know if you will give me vengeance.
Forgael. When she finds out I will not let her go --
When she knows that.

Dectora. What is it that you are muttering --

That you'll not let me go? I am a queen.

Forgael. Although you are more beautiful than any,
I almost long that it were possible;

But if I were to put you on that ship,

With sailors that were sworn to do your will,

And you had spread a sail for home, a wind
Would rise of a sudden, or a wave so huge

It had washed among the stars and put them out,
And beat the bulwark of your ship on mine,

Until you stood before me on the deck --

As now.

Dectora. Does wandering in these desolate seas
And listening to the cry of wind and wave

Bring madness?

Forgael. Queen, I am not mad.

Dectora. Yet say

That unimaginable storms of wind and wave
Would rise against me.

Forgael. No, I am not mad --

If it be not that hearing messages

From lasting watchers, that outlive the moon,

At the most quiet midnight is to be stricken.
Dectora. And did those watchers bid you take me
captive?

Forgael. Both you and I are taken in the net.

It was their hands that plucked the winds awake
And blew you hither; and their mouths have
promised

I shall have love in their immortal fashion;

And for this end they gave me my old harp

That is more mighty than the sun and moon,

Or than the shivering casting-net of the stars,
That none might take you from me.

<1Dectora [first trembling back from the mast where the harp is,
and then laughing].>1 For a moment
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Your raving of a message and a harp

More mighty than the stars half troubled me,

But all that's raving. Who is there can compel

The daughter and the granddaughter of kings

To be his bedfellow?

Forgael. Until your lips

Have called me their beloved, I'll not kiss them.
Dectora. My husband and miy king died at my feet,
And yet you talk of love.

Forgael. The movement of time

Is shaken in these seas, and what one does

One moment has no might upon the moment

That follows after.

Dectora. I understand you now.

You have a Druid craft of wicked sound

Wrung from the cold women of the sea --

A magic that can call a demon up,

Until my body give you kiss for kiss.

Forgael. Your soul shall give the kiss.

Dectora. I am not afraid,

While there's a rope to run into a noose

Or wave to drown. But I have done with words,
And I would have you look into my face

And know that it is fearless.

Forgael. Do what you will,

For neither I nor you can break a mesh

Of the great golden net that is about us.

Pectora. There's nothing in the world that's worth a
ear.

<1[She passes Forgael and stands for a moment looking into
his face.]>1

I have good reason for that thought.

[She runs suddenly on to the raiscd part of the poop.]
And now

I can put fear away as a queen should.

<1[She mounts on to the hulwark and turns towards
Forgael.]>1

Fool, fool! Although you have looked into my face
You do not see my purpose. I shall have gone
Before a hand can touch me.

Forgael [folding his arms]. My hands are still;

The Ever-living hold us. Do what you will,

You cannot leap out of the golden net.

First Sailor. No need to drown, for, if you will pardon
us

And measure out a course and bring us home,
We'll put this man to death.

Dectora. I promise it.

First Sailor. There is none to take his side.

Aibric. I am on his side,

I'll strike a blow for him to give him time

To cast his dreams away.
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<1[Aibric goes in front of Forgael with drawn sword. For-

gael takes the harp.]>1

First Sailor. No other'll do it.

<1[The Sailors throw Aibric on one side. He falls and lies

upon the deck. They lift their swords to strike Forgael,>1

<1who is about to play the harp. The stage begins to

darken. The Sailors hesitate in fear.]

Second Sailor.>1 He has put a sudden darkness over the

moon.

Dectora. Nine swords with handles of rhinoceros horn

To him that strikes him first!

First Sailor. I will strike him first.

<1[He goes close up to Forgael with his sword lifted.]

[Shrinking back.] He has caught the crescent moon out

of the sky,

And carries it between us.

Second Sailor. Holy fire

To burn us to the marrow if we strike.

Dectora. I'll give a golden galley full of fruit,

That has the heady flavour of hew wine,

To him that wounds him to the death.

First Sailor. I'll do it.

For all his spells will vanish when he dies,

Having their life in him.

Second Sailor. Though it be the moon

That he is holding up between us there,

I will strike at him.

The Others. And I! And I! And T!

[Forgael plays the harp.]

First Sailor [falling into a dream suddenly. But you were

saying there is somebody

Upon that other ship we are to wake.

You did not know what brought him to his end,

But it was sudden.

Second Sailor. You are in the right;

I had forgotten that we must go wake him.

Dectora. He has flung a Druid spell upon the air,

And set you dreaming.

Second Sailor. How can we have a wake

When we have neither brown nor yellow ale?

First Sailor. I saw a flagon of brown ale aboard her.

?('hird Sailor. How can we raise the keen that do not
now

What name to call him by?

First Sailor. Come to his ship.

His name will come into our thoughts in a minute.

I know that he died a thousand years ago,

And has not yet been waked.

Second Sailor [beginning to keen]. Ohone! O! O! O!

The yew-bough has been broken into two,

And all the birds are scattered.

All the Sailors. O! O! O! O!
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[They go out keening.]

Dectora. Protect me now, gods that my people swear by.
<1[Aibric has risen from the deck where he had fallen. He
has begun looking for his sword as if in a dream.]>1
Aibric. Where is my sword that fell out of my hand
When I first heard the news? Ah, there it is!

<1[He goes dreamily towards the sword, but Dectora runs at
it and takes it up before he can reach it.]>1

Aibric [sleepily]. Queen, give it me.

Dectora. No, I have need of it.

Aibric. Why do you need a sword? But you may keep it.
Now that he's dead I have no need of it,

For everything is gone.

A Sailor [calling from the other ship]. Come hither, Aibric,
And tell me who it is that we are waking.

Aibric [half to Dectora, half to himself]. What name had
that dead king? Arthur of Britain?

No, no -- not Arthur. I remember now.

It was golden-armed Iollan, and he died
Broken-hearted, having lost his queen

Through wicked spells. That is not all the tale,

For he was killed. O! O! O! O! O! O!

For golden-armed Iollan has been killed.

<1[He goes out.]

[While he has been speaking, and through part of what
follows, one hears the wailing of the Sailors from the
other ship. Dectora stands with the sword lifted in
front of Forgael.]>1

Dectora. I will end all your magic on the instant.
<1[Her voice hecomes dreamy, and she lowers the sword
slowly, and finally lets it fall. She spreads out her hair.
She takes off her crown and lays it upon the deck.]>1
This sword is to lie beside him in the grave.

It was in all his battles. I will spread my hair,

And wring my hands, and wail him bitterly,

For I have heard that he was proud and laughing,
Blue-eyed, and a quick runner on bare feet,

And that he died a thousand years ago.

O; 0! 0! 0!

[Forgael changes the tune.]

But no, that is not it.

They killed him at my feet. O! O! O! O!

For golden-armed Iollan that I loved-

But what is it that made me say I loved him?

It was that harper put it in my thoughts,

But it is true. Why did they run upon him,

And beat the golden helmet with their swords?

Forgael. Do you not know me, lady? I am he

That you are weeping for.

Dectora. No, for he is dcad.

O! O! O! O! for golden-armed Iollan.

Forgael. It was so given out, but I will prove
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That the grave-diggers in a dreamy frenzy

Have buried nothing but my golden arms.

Listen to that low-laughing string of the moon

And you will recollect my face and voice,

For you have listened to me playing it

These thousand years.

<1[He starts up, listening to the birds. The harp slips from
his hands, and remains leaning against the bulwarks
behind him.]>1

What are the birds at there?

Why are they all a-flutter of a sudden?

What are you calling out above the mast?

If railing and reproach and mockery

Because I have awakened her to love

By magic strings, I'll make this answer to it:

Being driven on by voices and by dreams

That were clear messages from the Ever-living,

I have done right. What could I but obey?

And yet you make a clamour of reproach.

Dcctora [laughing]. Why, it's a wonder out of reckoning
That I should keen him from the full of the moon
To the horn, and he be hale and hearty.

Forgael. How have I wronged her now that she is merry?
But no, no, no! your cry is not against me.

You know the counsels of the Ever-living,

And all that tossing of your wings is joy,

And all that murmuring's but a marriage-song;

But if it be reproach, I answer this:

There is not one among you that made love

by any other means. You call it passion,
Consideration, generosity;

But it was all deceit, and flattery

To win a woman in her own despite,

For love is war, and there is hatred in it;

And if you say that she came willingly --

Dectora. Why do you turn away and hide your face,
That I would look upon for ever?

Forgael. My grief!

Dectora. Have I not loved you for a thousand years?
Forgael. I never have been golden-armed Iollan.
Vectora. I do not understand. I know your face
Better than my own hands.

Forgael. I have deceived you

Out of all reckoning.

Tectora. Is it not tme

That you were born a thousand years ago,

In islands where the children of Aengus wind

In happy dances under a windy moon,

And that you'll bring me there?

Forgael. I have deceived you;

I have deceived you utterly.

Dectora. How can that be?
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Is it that though your eyes are full of love

Some other woman has a claim on you,

And I've but half!

Forgael. O no!

Dectora. And if there is,

If there be half a hundred more, what matter?

I'll never give another thought to it;

No, no, nor half a thought; but do not speak.
Women are hard and proud and stubborn-hearted,
Their heads being turned with praise and flattery;
And that is why their lovers are afraid

To tell them a plain story.

Forgael. That's not the story;

But I have done so great a wrong against you,
There is no measure that it would not burst.

I will confess it all.

Dectora. What do I care,

Now that my body has begun to dream,

And you have grown to be a burning sod

In the imagination and intellect?

If something that's most fabulous were true --

If you had taken me by magic spells,

And killed a lover or husband at my feet --

I would not let you speak, for I would know

That it was yesterday and not to-day

I loved him; I would cover up my ears,

As I am doing now. [A pause.] Why do you weep?
Forgael. I weep because I've nothing for your eyes
But desolate waters and a battered ship.

Dectora. O why do you not lift your eyes to mine?
Forgael. I weep -- I weep because bare night's above,
And not a roof of ivory and gold.

Dectora. I would grow jealous of the ivory roof,
And strike the golden pillars with my hands.

I would that there was nothing in the world

But my beloved -- that night and day had perished,
And all that is and all that is to be,

All that is not the meeting of our lips.

Forgael. You turn away. Why do you turn away?
Am I to fear the waves, or is the moon

My enemy?

Dectora. I looked upon the moon,

Longing to knead and pull it into shape

That I might lay it on your head as a crown.

But now it is your thoughts that wander away,

For you are looking at the sea. Do you not know
How great a wrong it is to let one's thought
Wander a moment when one is in love?

<1[He has moved away. She follows him. He is looking out
over the sea, shading his eyes.]>1

Why are you looking at the sea?

Forgael. Look there!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

23



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Dectora. What is there but a troop of ash-grey birds
That fly into the west?

Forgael. But listen, listen!

Dectora. What is there but the crying of the birds?
Forgael. If you'll but listen closely to that crying
You'll hear them calling out to one another

With human voices

Dectora. O, I can hear them now.

What are they? Unto what country do they fly?
Forgael. To unimaginable happiness.

They have been circling over our heads in the air,
But now that they have taken to the road

We have to follow, for they are our pilots;

And though they're but the colour of grey ash,
They're crying out, could you but hear their words,
'There is a country at the end of the world

Where no child's born but to outlive the moon.'
<1[The Sailors comc in with Aibric. They are in great
excitement.]>1

First Sailor. The hold is full of treasure.

Second Sailor. Full to the hatches.

First Sailor. Treasure on treasure.

Third Sailor. Boxes of precious spice.

First Sailor. Ivory images with amethyst eyes.
Third Sailor. Dragons with eyes of ruby.

First Sailor. The whole ship

Flashes as if it were a net of herrings.

Third Sailor. Let's home; I'd give some rubies to a
woman.

Second Sailor. There's somebody I'd give the amethyst
eyes to.

Aibric [silencing thcm with agesture]. We would return to
our own country, Forgael,

For we have found a treasure that's so great
Imagination cannot reckon it.

And having lit upon this woman there,

What more have you to look for on the seas?
Forgael. I cannot -- I am going on to the end.

As for this woman, I think she is coming with me.
Aibric. The Ever-living have made you mad; but no,
It was this woman in her woman's vengeance

That drove you to it, and I fool enough

To fancy that she'd bring you home again.

'Twas you that egged him to it, for you know

That he is being driven to his death.

Dectora. That is not true, for he has promised me
An unimaginable happiness.

Aibric. And if that happiness be more than dreams,
More than the froth, the feather, the dust-whirl,
The crazy nothing that I think it is,

It shall be in the country of the dead,

If there be such a country.
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Dectora. No, not there,

But in some island where the life of the world
Leaps upward, as if all the streams o' the world
Had run into one fountain.

Aibric. Speak to him.

He knows that he is taking you to death;

Speak -- he will not deny it.

Dectora. Is that true?

Forgael. I do not know for certain, but I know.
That I have the best of pilots.

Aibric. Shadows, illusions,

That the Shape-changers, the Ever-laughing Ones,
The Immortal Mockers have cast into his mind,
Or called before his eyes.

Dectora. O carry me

To some sure country, some familia'r place.
Have we not everything that life can give

In having one another?

Forgael. How could I rest

If I refused the messengers and pilots

With all those sights and all that crying out?
Dectora. But I will cover up your eyes and ear?,
That you may never hear the cry of the birds,
Or look upon them.

Forgael. Were they but lowlier

I'd do your will, but they are too high -- too high.
Dectora. Being too high, their heady prophecies
But harry us with hopes that come to nothing,
Because we are not proud, imperishable,

Alone and winged.

Forgael. Our love shall be like theirs

When we have put their changeless image on.
Dectora. I am a woman, I die at every breath.
Aibric. Let the birds scatter, for the tree is broken,
And there's no help in words. [To the Sailors.]
To the other ship,

And I will follow you and cut the rope

When I have said farewell to this man here,

For neither I nor any living man

Will look upon his face again.

[The Sailors go out.]

Forgael [to Dectora], Go with him,

For he will shelter you and bring you home.
Aibric [taking Forgael's hand]. I'll do it for his sake.
Dectora. No. Take this sword

And cut the rope, for I go on with Forgael.
Aibric [half falling into the keen]. The yew-bough has been
broken into two,

And all the birds are scattered -- O! O! O!
Farewell! farewell! [He goes out.]

Dectora. The sword is in the rope --

The rope's in two -- it falls into the sea,
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It whirls into the foam. O ancient worm,

Dragon that loved the world and held us to it,
You are broken, you are broken. The world drifts
away,

And I am left alone with my beloved,

Who cannot put me from his sight for ever.

We are alone for ever, and I laugh,

Forgael, because you cannot put me from you.
The mist has covered the heavens, and you and I
Shall be alone for ever. We two -- this crown --
I half remember. It has been in my dreams.
Bend lower, O king, that I may crown you with it.
O flower of the branch, 0 bird among the leaves,
O silver fish that my two hands have taken

Out of the running stream, O morning star
Trembling in the blue heavens like a white fawn
Upon the misty border of the wood,

Bend lower, that I may cover you with my hair,
For we will gaze upon this world no longer.
Forgael [gathering Dectora's hair about him]. Beloved, hav-
ing dragged the net about us,

And knitted mesh to mesh, we grow immortal;
And that old harp awakens of itself

To cry aloud to the grey birds, and dreams,

That have had dreams for father, live in us.

William Butler Yeats
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A Dream Of Death

I DREAMED that one had died in a strange place
Near no accustomed hand,

And they had nailed the boards above her face,
The peasants of that land,

Wondering to lay her in that solitude,

And raised above her mound

A cross they had made out of two bits of wood,
And planted cypress round;

And left her to the indifferent stars above

Until I carved these words:

i{She was more beautiful than thy first love,}
i{But now lies under boards.}

William Butler Yeats
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A Drinking Song

WINE comes in at the mouth
And love comes in at the eye;
That's all we shall know for truth
Before we grow old and die.

I lift the glass to my mouth,

I look at you, and I sigh.

William Butler Yeats
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A Drunken Man's Praise Of Sobriety

COME swish around, my pretty punk,
And keep me dancing still

That I may stay a sober man
Although I drink my fill.

Sobriety is a jewel

That I do much adore;

And therefore keep me dancing
Though drunkards lie and snore.
O mind your feet, O mind your feet,
Keep dancing like a wave,

And under every dancer

A dead man in his grave.

No ups and downs, my pretty,
A mermaid, not a punk;

A drunkard is a dead man,

And all dead men are drunk.

William Butler Yeats
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A Faery Song

i{Sung by the people of Faery over Diarmuid and Grania, }
i{in their bridal sleep under a Cromlech.}

WE who are old, old and gay,

O so old!

Thousands of years, thousands of years,

If all were told:

Give to these children, new from the world,
Silence and love;

And the long dew-dropping hours of the night,
And the stars above:

Give to these children, new from the world,
Rest far from men.

Is anything better, anything better?

Tell us it then:

Us who are old, old and gay,

O so old!

Thousands of years, thousands of years,

If all were told.

William Butler Yeats
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A First Confession

I admit the briar

Entangled in my hair

Did not injure me;

My blenching and trembling,
Nothing but dissembling,
Nothing but coquetry.

I long for truth, and yet

I cannot stay from that

My better self disowns,

For a man's attention
Brings such satisfaction

To the craving in my bones.

Brightness that I pull back
From the Zodiac,

Why those questioning eyes
That are fixed upon me?

What can they do but shun me
If empty night replies?

William Butler Yeats
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A Friend's Illness

SICKNESS brought me this
Thought, in that scale of his:

Why should I be dismayed

Though flame had burned the whole
World, as it were a coal,

Now I have seen it weighed

Against a soul?

William Butler Yeats
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A Last Confession

What lively lad most pleasured me
Of all that with me lay?

I answer that I gave my soul

And loved in misery,

But had great pleasure with a lad
That I loved bodily.

Flinging from his arms I laughed

To think his passion such

He fancied that I gave a soul

Did but our bodies touch,

And laughed upon his breast to think
Beast gave beast as much.

I gave what other women gave
That stepped out of their clothes.
But when this soul, its body off,
Naked to naked goes,

He it has found shall find therein
What none other knows,

And give his own and take his own
And rule in his own right;

And though it loved in misery
Close and cling so tight,

There's not a bird of day that dare
Extinguish that delight.

William Butler Yeats
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A Lover's Quarrel Among the Fairies

<i>A moonlight moor. Fairies leading a child.</i>

Male Fairies: Do not fear us, earthly maid!
We will lead you hand in hand

By the willows in the glade,

By the gorse on the high land,

By the pasture where the lambs
Shall awake with lonely bleat,
Shivering closer to their dams
From the rustling of our feet.

You will with the banshee chat,
And will find her good at heart,
Sitting on a warm smooth mat
In the green hill's inmost part.

We will bring a crown of gold
Bending humbly every knee,

Now thy great white doll to hold --
Oh, so happy would we be!

Ah it is so very big,

And we are so very small!
So we dance a fairy jig

To the fiddle's rise and fall.

Yonder see the fairy girls

All their jealousy display,

Lift their chins and toss their curls,
Lift their chins and turn away.

See you, brother, Cranberry Fruit --
He! ho! ho! the merry blade! --
Hugs and pets and pats yon newt,
Teasing every wilful maid.

Girl Fairies: Lead they one with foolish care,
Deafening us with idle sound --

One whose breathing shakes the air,

One whose footfall shakes the ground.

Come you, Coltsfoot, Mousetail, come!
Come I know where, far away,

Owls there be whom age makes numb;
Come and tease them till the day.

Puffed like puff-balls on a tree,
Scoff they at the modern earth --
Ah! how large mice used to be
In their days of youthful mirth!
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Come, beside a sandy lake,

Feed a fire with stems of grass;
Roasting berries steam and shake --
Talking hours swiftly pass!

Long before the morning fire
Wake the larks upon the green.
Yonder foolish ones will tire

Of their tall, new-fangled queen.

They will lead her home again
To the orchard-circled farm;
At the house of weary men
Raise the door-pin with alarm,

And come kneeling on one knee,
While we shake our heads and scold
This their wanton treachery,

And our slaves be as of old.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old

I
First Love

THOUGH nurtured like the sailing moon
In beauty's murderous brood,

She walked awhile and blushed awhile
And on my pathway stood

Until I thought her body bore

A heart of flesh and blood.

But since I laid a hand thereon

And found a heart of stone

I have attempted many things

And not a thing is done,

For every hand is lunatic

That travels on the moon.

She smiled and that transfigured me
And left me but a lout,

Maundering here, and maundering there,
Emptier of thought

Than the heavenly circuit of its stars
When the moon sails out.

II

Human Dignity

Like the moon her kindness is,
If kindness I may call

What has no comprehension in't,
But is the same for all

As though my sorrow were a scene
Upon a painted wall.

So like a bit of stone I lie

Under a broken tree.

I could recover if I shrieked

My heart's agony

To passing bird, but I am dumb
From human dignity.

III

The Mermaid

A mermaid found a swimming lad,
Picked him for her own,

Pressed her body to his body,
Laughed; and plunging down
Forgot in cruel happiness

That even lovers drown.

v

The Death of the Hare

I have pointed out the yelling pack,
The hare leap to the wood,

And when I pass a compliment
Rejoice as lover should
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At the drooping of an eye,

At the mantling of the blood.
Then' suddenly my heart is wrung
By her distracted air

And I remember wildness lost
And after, swept from there,

Am set down standing in the wood
At the death of the hare.

\Y

The Empty Cup

A crazy man that found a cup,
When all but dead of thirst,
Hardly dared to wet his mouth
Imagining, moon-accursed,
That another mouthful

And his beating heart would burst.
October last I found it too

But found it dry as bone,

And for that reason am I crazed
And my sleep is gone.

VI

His Memories

We should be hidden from their eyes,
Being but holy shows

And bodies broken like a thorn
Whereon the bleak north blows,

To think of buried Hector

And that none living knows.

The women take so little stock

In what I do or say

They'd sooner leave their cosseting
To hear a jackass bray;

My arms are like the twisted thorn
And yet there beauty lay;

The first of all the tribe lay there

And did such pleasure take --

She who had brought great Hector down
And put all Troy to wreck --

That she cried into this ear,

'Strike me if I shriek.'

VII

The Friends of his Youth

Laughter not time destroyed my voice
And put that crack in it,

And when the moon's pot-bellied

I get a laughing fit,

For that old Madge comes down the lane,
A stone upon her breast,

And a cloak wrapped about the stone,
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And she can get no rest

With singing hush and hush-a-bye;
She that has been wild

And barren as a breaking wave
Thinks that the stone's a child.

And Peter that had great affairs

And was a pushing man

Shrieks, 'I am King of the Peacocks,'
And perches on a stone;

And then I laugh till tears run down
And the heart thumps at my side,
Remembering that her shriek was love
And that he shrieks from pride.

VIII

Summer and Spring

We sat under an old thorn-tree
And talked away the night,

Told all that had been said or done
Since first we saw the light,

And when we talked of growing up
Knew that we'd halved a soul

And fell the one in t'other's arms
That we might make it whole;
Then peter had a murdering look,
For it seemed that he and she

Had spoken of their childish days
Under that very tree.

O what a bursting out there was,
And what a blossoming,

When we had all the summer-time
And she had all the spring!

IX

The Secrets of the Old

I have old women's sectets now

That had those of the young;

Madge tells me what I dared not think
When my blood was strong,

And what had drowned a lover once
Sounds like an old song.

Though Margery is stricken dumb

If thrown in Madge's way,

We three make up a solitude;

For none alive to-day

Can know the stories that we know
Or say the things we say:

How such a man pleased women most
Of all that are gone,

How such a pair loved many years
And such a pair but one,

Stories of the bed of straw
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Or the bed of down.

X

His Wildness

O bid me mount and sail up there
Amid the cloudy wrack,

For peg and Meg and Paris' love
That had so straight a back,

Are gone away, and some that stay
Have changed their silk for sack.
Were I but there and none to hear
I'd have a peacock cry,

For that is natural to a man

That lives in memory,

Being all alone I'd nurse a stone
And sing it lullaby.

XI

From 'Oedipus at Colonus'

Endure what life God gives and ask no longer span;

Cease to remember the delights of youth, travel-wearied aged man;
Delight becomes death-longing if all longing else be vain.

Even from that delight memory treasures so,

Death, despair, division of families, all entanglements of mankind grow,
As that old wandering beggar and these God-hated children know.
In the long echoing street the laughing dancers throng,

The bride is catried to the bridegroom's chamber

through torchlight and tumultuous song;

I celebrate the silent kiss that ends short life or long.

Never to have lived is best, ancient writers say;

Never to have drawn the breath of life, never to have

looked into the eye of day;

The second best's a gay goodnight and quickly turn away.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: I. First Love

Though nurtured like the sailing moon
In beauty's murderous brood,

She walked awhile and blushed awhile
And on my pathway stood

Until I thought her body bore

A heart of flesh and blood.

But since I laid a hand thereon
And found a heart of stone

I have attempted many things
And not a thing is done,

For every hand is lunatic

That travels on the moon.

She smiled and that transfigured me
And left me but a lout,

Maundering here, and maundering there,
Emptier of thought

Than the heavenly circuit of its stars
When the moon sails out.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

40



http://www.PoemHunter.com

A Man Young And Old: II. Human Dignity

Like the moon her kindness is,

If kindness I may call

What has no comprehension in't,
But is the same for all

As though my sorrow were a scene
Upon a painted wall.

So like a bit of stone I lie
Under a broken tree.

I could recover if I shrieked

My heart's agony

To passing bird, but I am dumb
From human dignity.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: III. The Mermaid

A mermaid found a swimming lad,
Picked him for her own,

Pressed her body to his body,
Laughed; and plunging down
Forgot in cruel happiness

That even lovers drown.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: IV. The Death Of The Hare

I have pointed out the yelling pack,
The hare leap to the wood,

And when I pass a compliment
Rejoice as lover should

At the drooping of an eye,

At the mantling of the blood.

Then suddenly my heart is wrung
By her distracted air

And I remember wildness lost
And after, swept from there,

Am set down standing in the wood
At the death of the hare.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

43



http://www.PoemHunter.com

A Man Young And Old: IX. The Secrets Of The Old

I have old women's secrets now

That had those of the young;

Madge tells me what I dared not think
When my blood was strong,

And what had drowned a lover once
Sounds like an old song.

Though Margery is stricken dumb
If thrown in Madge's way,

We three make up a solitude;

For none alive to-day

Can know the stories that we know
Or say the things we say:

How such a man pleased women most
Of all that are gone,

How such a pair loved many years
And such a pair but one,

Stories of the bed of straw

Or the bed of down.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: V. The Empty Cup

A crazy man that found a cup,
When all but dead of thirst,
Hardly dared to wet his mouth
Imagining, moon-accursed,

That another mouthful

And his beating heart would burst.
October last I found it too

But found it dry as bone,

And for that reason am I crazed
And my sleep is gone.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: VI. His Memories

We should be hidden from their eyes,
Being but holy shows

And bodies broken like a thorn
Whereon the bleak north blows,

To think of buried Hector

And that none living knows.

The women take so little stock

In what I do or say

They'd sooner leave their cosseting
To hear a jackass bray;

My arms are like the twisted thorn
And yet there beauty lay;

The first of all the tribe lay there

And did such pleasure take -

She who had brought great Hector down
And put all Troy to wreck -

That she cried into this ear,

'Strike me if I shriek.'

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: VII. The Friends Of His Youth

Laughter not time destroyed my voice
And put that crack in it,

And when the moon's pot-bellied

I get a laughing fit,

For that old Madge comes down the lane,
A stone upon her breast,

And a cloak wrapped about the stone,
And she can get no rest

With singing hush and hush-a-bye;
She that has been wild

And barren as a breaking wave
Thinks that the stone's a child.

And Peter that had great affairs

And was a pushing man

Shrieks, 'I am King of the Peacocks,'
And perches on a stone;

And then I laugh till tears run down
And the heart thumps at my side,
Remembering that her shriek was love
And that he shrieks from pride.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: VIII. Summer And Spring

We sat under an old thorn-tree
And talked away the night,

Told all that had been said or done
Since first we saw the light,

And when we talked of growing up
Knew that we'd halved a soul

And fell the one in t'other's arms
That we might make it whole;
Then peter had a murdering look,
For it seemed that he and she

Had spoken of their childish days
Under that very tree.

O what a bursting out there was,
And what a blossoming,

When we had all the summer-time
And she had all the spring!

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: X. His Wildness

O bid me mount and sail up there
Amid the cloudy wrack,

For peg and Meg and Paris' love
That had so straight a back,

Are gone away, and some that stay
Have changed their silk for sack.

Were I but there and none to hear
I'd have a peacock cry,

For that is natural to a man

That lives in memory,

Being all alone I'd nurse a stone
And sing it lullaby.

William Butler Yeats
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A Man Young And Old: XI. From Oedipus At Colonus

Endure what life God gives and ask no longer span;
Cease to remember the delights of youth, travel-wearied aged man;
Delight becomes death-longing if all longing else be vain.

Even from that delight memory treasures so,
Death, despair, division of families, all entanglements of mankind grow,
As that old wandering beggar and these God-hated children know.

In the long echoing street the laughing dancers throng,

The bride is carried to the bridegroom's chamber through torchlight and tumultuous
song;

I celebrate the silent kiss that ends short life or long.

Never to have lived is best, ancient writers say;
Never to have drawn the breath of life, never to have looked into the eye of day;
The second best's a gay goodnight and quickly turn away.

William Butler Yeats
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A Meditation In Time Of War

FOR one throb of the artery,
While on that old grey stone I Sat
Under the old wind-broken tree,

I knew that One is animate,
Mankind inanimate fantasy'.

William Butler Yeats
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A Memory Of Youth

THE moments passed as at a play;

I had the wisdom love brings forth;

I had my share of mother-wit,

And yet for all that I could say,

And though I had her praise for it,

A cloud blown from the cut-throat North

Suddenly hid Love's moon away.

Believing every word I said,

I praised her body and her mind

Till pride had made her eyes grow bright,

And pleasure made her cheeks grow red,

And vanity her footfall light,

Yet we, for all that praise, could find

Nothing but darkness overhead.

We sat as silent as a stone,

We knew, though she'd not said a word,

That even the best of love must dieg,

And had been savagely undone

Were it not that Love upon the cry

Of a most ridiculous little bird

Tore from the clouds his marvellous moon.

ALTHOUGH crowds gathered once if she but showed her face,
And even old men's eyes grew dim, this hand alone,

Like some last courtier at a gypsy camping-place
Babbling of fallen majesty, records what's gone.

These lineaments, a heart that laughter has made sweet,
These, these remain, but I record what-s gone. A crowd
Will gather, and not know it walks the very street
Whereon a thing once walked that seemed a burning cloud

William Butler Yeats
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A Model For The Laureate

ON thrones from China to Peru

All sorts of kings have sat

That men and women of all sorts
proclaimed both good and great;

And what's the odds if such as these
For reason of the State

Should keep their lovers waiting,
Keep their lovers waiting?

Some boast of beggar-kings and kings
Of rascals black and white

That rule because a strong right arm
Puts all men in a fright,

And drunk or sober live at ease
Where none gainsay their right,

And keep their lovers waiting,

Keep their lovers waiting.

The Muse is mute when public men
Applaud a modern throne:

Those cheers that can be bought or sold,
That office fools have run,

That waxen seal, that sighature.

For things like these what decent man
Would keep his lover waiting,

Keep his lover waiting?

William Butler Yeats
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A Nativity

WHAT woman hugs her infant there?
Another star has shot an ear.

What made the drapery glisten so?
Not a man but Delacroix.

What made the ceiling waterproof?
Landor's tarpaulin on the roof

What brushes fly and moth aside?
Irving and his plume of pride.

What hurries out the knaye and dolt?
Talma and his thunderbolt.

Why is the woman terror-struck?
Can there be mercy in that look?

William Butler Yeats
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A Poet To His Beloved

I BRING you with reverent hands

The books of my numberless dreams,
White woman that passion has worn
As the tide wears the dove-grey sands,
And with heart more old than the horn

That is brimmed from the pale fire of time:

White woman with numberless dreams,
I bring you my passionate rhyme.

William Butler Yeats
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A Prayer For My Daughter

ONCE more the storm is howling, and half hid
Under this cradle-hood and coverlid

My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle

But Gregory's wood and one bare hill

Whereby the haystack- and roof-levelling wind.
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed;

And for an hour I have walked and prayed
Because of the great gloom that is in my mind.
I have walked and prayed for this young child an hour
And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower,
And-under the arches of the bridge, and scream
In the elms above the flooded stream;
Imagining in excited reverie

That the future years had come,

Dancing to a frenzied drum,

Out of the murderous innocence of the sea.
May she be granted beauty and yet not

Beauty to make a stranger's eye distraught,
Or hers before a looking-glass, for such,

Being made beautiful overmuch,

Consider beauty a sufficient end,

Lose natural kindness and maybe

The heart-revealing intimacy

That chooses right, and never find a friend.
Helen being chosen found life flat and dull

And later had much trouble from a fool,

While that great Queen, that rose out of the spray,
Being fatherless could have her way

Yet chose a bandy-legged smith for man.

It's certain that fine women eat

A crazy salad with their meat

Whereby the Horn of plenty is undone.

In courtesy I'd have her chiefly learned;

Hearts are not had as a gift but hearts are earned
By those that are not entirely beautiful;

Yet many, that have played the fool

For beauty's very self, has charm made wisc.
And many a poor man that has roved,

Loved and thought himself beloved,

From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes.
May she become a flourishing hidden tree

That all her thoughts may like the linnet be,
And have no business but dispensing round
Their magnanimities of sound,

Nor but in merriment begin a chase,

Nor but in merriment a quarrel.

O may she live like some green laurel

Rooted in one dear perpetual place.

My mind, because the minds that I have loved,
The sort of beauty that I have approved,
Prosper but little, has dried up of late,

Yet knows that to be choked with hate
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May well be of all evil chances chief.

If there's no hatred in a mind

Assault and battery of the wind

Can never tear the linnet from the leaf.
An intellectual hatred is the worst,

So let her think opinions are accursed.
Have I not seen the loveliest woman born
Out of the mouth of plenty's horn,
Because of her opinionated mind

Barter that horn and every good

By quiet natures understood

For an old bellows full of angry wind?
Considering that, all hatred driven hence,
The soul recovers radical innocence

And learns at last that it is self-delighting,
Self-appeasing, self-affrighting,

And that its own sweet will is Heaven's will;
She can, though every face should scowl
And every windy quarter howl

Or every bellows burst, be happy Still.
And may her bridegroom bring her to a house
Where all's accustomed, ceremonious;
For arrogance and hatred are the wares
Peddled in the thoroughfares.

How but in custom and in ceremony

Are innocence and beauty born?
Ceremony's a name for the rich horn,
And custom for the spreading laurel tree.

William Butler Yeats
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A Prayer For My Son

BID a strong ghost stand at the head
That my Michael may sleep sound,

Nor cry, nor turn in the bed

Till his morning meal come round;

And may departing twilight keep

All dread afar till morning's back.

That his mother may not lack

Her fill of sleep.

Bid the ghost have sword in fist:

Some there are, for I avow

Such devilish things exist,

Who have planned his murder, for they know
Of some most haughty deed or thought
That waits upon his future days,

And would through hatred of the bays
Bring that to nought.

Though You can fashion everything
From nothing every day, and teach
The morning stats to sing,

You have lacked articulate speech

To tell Your simplest want, and known,
Wailing upon a woman's knee,

All of that worst ignominy

Of flesh and bone;

And when through all the town there ran
The servants of Your enemy,

A woman and a man,

Unless the Holy Writings lie,

Hurried through the smooth and rough
And through the fertile and waste,
protecting, till the danger past,

With human love.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

58



http://www.PoemHunter.com

A Prayer For Old Age

GOD guard me from those thoughts men think
In the mind alone;

He that sings a lasting song

Thinks in @ marrow-bone;

From all that makes a wise old man
That can be praised of all;

O what am I that I should not seem
For the song's sake a fool?

I pray -- for word is out

And prayer comes round again --
That I may seem, though I die old,
A foolish, passionate man.

William Butler Yeats
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A Prayer On Going Into My House

GOD grant a blessing on this tower and cottage
And on my heirs, if all remain unspoiled,

No table or chair or stool not simple enough

For shepherd lads in Galilee; and grant

That I myself for portions of the year

May handle nothing and set eyes on nothing

But what the great and passionate have used
Throughout so many varying centuries

We take it for the norm; yet should I dream
Sinbad the sailor's brought a painted chest,

Or image, from beyond the Loadstone Mountain,
That dream is a norm; and should some limb of the Devil
Destroy the view by cutting down an ash

That shades the road, or setting up a cottage
Planned in a government office, shorten his life,
Manacle his soul upon the Red Sea bottom.

William Butler Yeats
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A Song

I THOUGHT no more was needed
Youth to polong

Than dumb-bell and foil

To keep the body young.

O who could have foretold
That thc heart grows old?

Though I have many words,
What woman's satisfied,

I am no longer faint
Because at her side?

O who could have foretold
That the heart grows old?

I have not lost desire

But the heart that I had;

I thOught 'twould burn my body
Laid on the death-bed,

For who could have foretold
That the heart grows old?

William Butler Yeats
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A Song From "The Player Queen”

MY mother dandled me and sang,

"How young it is, how young!"

And made a golden cradle

That on a willow swung.

"He went away,' my mother sang,
"When I was brought to bed,’

And all the while her needle pulled

The gold and silver thread.

She pulled the thread and bit the thread
And made a golden gown,

And wept because she had dreamt that I
Was born to wear a crown.

"When she was got,' my mother sang,

I heard a sea-mew cry,

And saw a flake of the yellow foam

That dropped upon my thigh."

How therefore could she help but braid
The gold into my hair,

And dream that I should carry

The golden top of care?

William Butler Yeats
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A Song From 'The Player Queen'

MY mother dandled me and sang,

'How young it is, how young!"

And made a golden cradle

That on a willow swung.

'He went away,' my mother sang,
'When I was brought to bed,’

And all the while her needle pulled

The gold and silver thread.

She pulled the thread and bit the thread
And made a golden gown,

And wept because she had dreamt that I
Was born to wear a crown.

'When she was got,' my mother sang,

I heard a sea-mew cry,

And saw a flake of the yellow foam

That dropped upon my thigh.'

How therefore could she help but braid
The gold into my hair,

And dream that I should carry

The golden top of care?

William Butler Yeats
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A Statesman's Holiday

I lived among great houses,
Riches drove out rank,

Base drove out the better blood,
And mind and body shrank.

No Oscar ruled the table,

But I'd a troop of friends

That knowing better talk had gone
Talked of odds and ends.

Some knew what ailed the world
But never said a thing,

So I have picked a better trade
And night and morning sing:

Tall dames go walking in grass-green Avalon.

Am I a great Lord Chancellor
That slept upon the Sack?
Commanding officer that tore
The khaki from his back?

Or am I de Valera,

Or the King of Greece,

Or the man that made the motors?
Ach, call me what you please!
Here's a Montenegrin lute,
And its old sole string

Makes me sweet music

And I delight to sing:

Tall dames go walking in grass-green Avalon.

With boys and girls about him.
With any sort of clothes,
With a hat out of fashion,
With Old patched shoes,
With a ragged bandit cloak,
With an eye like a hawk,
With a stiff straight back,
With a strutting turkey walk.
With a bag full of pennies,
With a monkey on a chain,
With a great cock's feather,
With an old foul tune.

Tall dames go walking in grass-green Avalon.

William Butler Yeats
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A Stick Of Incense

Whence did all that fury come?

From empty tomb or Virgin womb?

Saint Joseph thought the world would melt
But liked the way his finger smelt.

William Butler Yeats
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A Thought From Propertius

SHE might, so noble from head
To great shapely knees

The long flowing line,

Have walked to the altar
Through the holy images

At pallas Athene's Side,

Or been fit spoil for a centaur
Drunk with the unmixed wine.

William Butler Yeats
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A Woman homer Sung

IF any man drew near

When I was young,

I thought, 'He holds her dear,’
And shook with hate and fear.
But O! 'twas bitter wrong

If he could pass her by

With an indifferent eye.
Whereon I wrote and wrought,
And now, being grey,

I dream that I have brought
To such a pitch my thought
That coming time can say,
'He shadowed in a glass
What thing her body was.'
For she had fiery blood

When I was young,

And trod so sweetly proud

As 'twere upon a cloud,

A woman Homer sung,

That life and letters seem

But an heroic dream.

William Butler Yeats
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A Woman Young And Old

I

FATHER AND CHILD

SHE hears me strike the board and say
That she is under ban

Of all good men and women,

Being mentioned with a man

That has the worst of all bad names;
And thereupon replies

That his hair is beautiful,

Cold as the March wind his eyes.

II
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.
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 the world was made.

III
A FIRST CONFESSION

I ADMIT the briar

Entangled in my hair

Did not injure me;

My blenching and trembling,
Nothing but dissembling,
Nothing but coquetry.

I long for truth, and yet

I cannot stay from that

My better self disowns,

For a man's attention

Brings such satisfaction

To the craving in my bones.
Brightness that I pull back
From the Zodiac,

Why those questioning eyes
That are fixed upon me?
What can they do but shun me
If empty night replies?
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Y,
HER TRIUMPH

I DID the dragon's will until you came
Because I had fancied love a casual
Improvisation, or a settled game

That followed if I let the kerchief fall:

Those deeds were best that gave the minute wings
And heavenly music if they gave it wit;

And then you stood among the dragon-rings.
I mocked, being crazy, but you mastered it
And broke the chain and set my ankles free,
Saint George or else a pagan Perseus;

And now we stare astonished at the sea,
And a miraculous strange bird shrieks at us.

\Y
CONSOLATION

O BUT there is wisdom

In what the sages said;

But stretch that body for a while
And lay down that head

Till I have told the sages

Where man is comforted.

How could passion run so deep
Had I never thought

That the crime of being born
Blackens all our lot?

But where the crime's committed
The crime can be forgot.

VI
CHOSEN

THE lot of love is chosen. I learnt that much
Struggling for an image on the track

Of the whirling Zodiac.

Scarce did he my body touch,

Scarce sank he from the west

Or found a subtetranean rest

On the maternal midnight of my breast
Before I had marked him on his northern way,
And seemed to stand although in bed I lay.

I struggled with the horror of daybreak,

I chose it for my lot! If questioned on

My utmost pleasure with a man

By some new-married bride, I take

That stillness for a theme

Where his heart my heart did seem
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And both adrift on the miraculous stream
Where -- wrote a learned astrologer --
The Zodiac is changed into a sphere.

VII

PARTING

i{He.} Dear, I must be gone
While night Shuts the eyes

Of the household spies;

That song announces dawn.
i{She.} No, night's bird and love's
Bids all true lovers rest,

While his loud song reproves

The murderous stealth of day.
i{He.} Daylight already flies

From mountain crest to crest
i{She.} That light is from the moom.
i{He.} That bird...

i{She.} Let him sing on,

I offer to love's play

My dark declivities.

VIII
HER VISION IN THE WOOD

DRY timber under that rich foliage,

At wine-dark midnight in the sacred wood,

Too old for a man's love I stood in rage
Imagining men. Imagining that I could

A greater with a lesser pang assuage

Or but to find if withered vein ran blood,

I tore my body that its wine might cover
Whatever could rccall the lip of lover.

And after that I held my fingers up,

Stared at the wine-dark nail, or dark that ran
Down every withered finger from the top;

But the dark changed to red, and torches shone,
And deafening music shook the leaves; a troop
Shouldered a litter with a wounded man,

Or smote upon the string and to the sound

Sang of the beast that gave the fatal wound.

All stately women moving to a song

With loosened hair or foreheads grief-distraught,
It seemed a Quattrocento painter's throng,

A thoughtless image of Mantegna's thought --
Why should they think that are for ever young?
Till suddenly in grief's contagion caught,

I stared upon his blood-bedabbled breast

And sang my malediction with the rest.

That thing all blood and mire, that beast-torn wreck,
Half turned and fixed a glazing eye on mine,
And, though love's bitter-sweet had all come back,
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Those bodies from a picture or a coin

Nor saw my body fall nor heard it shriek,

Nor knew, drunken with singing as with wine,
That they had brought no fabulous symbol there
But my heart's victim and its torturer.

IX
A LAST CONFESSION

WHAT lively lad most pleasured me
Of all that with me lay?

I answer that I gave my soul

And loved in misery,

But had great pleasure with a lad
That I loved bodily.

Flinging from his arms I laughed
To think his passion such

He fancied that I gave a soul

Did but our bodies touch,

And laughed upon his breast to think
Beast gave beast as much.

I gave what other women gave
'That stepped out of their clothes.
But when this soul, its body off,
Naked to naked goes,

He it has found shall find therein
What none other knows,

And give his own and take his own
And rule in his own right;

And though it loved in misery
Close and cling so tight,

There's not a bird of day that dare
Extinguish that delight.

X
MEETING

HIDDEN by old age awhile

In masker's cloak and hood,

Each hating what the other loved,
Face to face we stood:

'That T have met with such,' said he,
'Bodes me little good.'

'Let others boast their fill,' said I,
'But never dare to boast

That such as I had such a man
For lover in the past;

Say that of living men I hate
Such a man the most.'

'A loony'd boast of such a love,'
He in his rage declared:

But such as he for such as me --
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Could we both discard
This beggarly habiliment --
Had found a sweeter word.

XI
FROM THE 'ANTIGONE'

OVERCOME -- O bitter sweetness,
Inhabitant of the soft cheek of a girl --
The rich man and his affairs,

The fat flocks and the fields' fatness,
Mariners, rough harvesters;
Overcome Gods upon Parnassus;
Overcome the Empyrean; hurl

Heaven and Earth out of their places,
That in the Same calamity

Brother and brother, friend and friend,
Family and family,

City and city may contend,

By that great glory driven wild.

Pray I will and sing I must,

And yet I weep -- Oedipus' child
Descends into the loveless dust.

William Butler Yeats
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Adam's Curse

WE sat together at one summer's end,

That beautiful mild woman, your close friend,
And you and I, and talked of poetry.

I said, 'A line will take us hours maybe;

Yet if it does not seem a moment's thought,
Our stitching and unstitching has been naught.
Better go down upon your marrow-bones

And scrub a kitchen pavement, or break stones
Like an old pauper, in all kinds of weather;

For to articulate sweet sounds together

Is to work harder than all these, and yet

Be thought an idler by the noisy set

Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergymen

The martyrs call the world.'

And thereupon

That beautiful mild woman for whose sake
There's many a one shall find out all heartache
On finding that her voice is sweet and low
Replied, "To be born woman is to know --
Although they do not talk of it at school --
That we must labour to be beautiful.’

I said, 'It's certain there is no fine thing

Since Adam's fall but needs much labouring.
There have been lovers who thought love should be
So much compounded of high courtesy

That they would sigh and quote with learned looks
precedents out of beautiful old books;

Yet now it seems an idle trade enough.'

We sat grown quiet at the name of love;

We saw the last embers of daylight die,

And in the trembling blue-green of the sky

A moon, worn as if it had been a shell

Washed by time's waters as they rose and fell
About the stars and broke in days and years.

I had a thought for no one's but your ears:
That you were beautiful, and that I strove

To love you in the old high way of love;

That it had all seemed happy, and yet we'd grown
As weary-hearted as that hollow moon.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

73



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Aedh gives his Beloved certain Rhymes

Fasten your hair with a golden pin,

And bind up every wandering tress;

I bade my heart build these poor rhymes:
It worked at them, day out, day in,
Building a sorrowful loveliness

Out of the battles of old times.

You need but lift a pearl-pale hand,

And bind up your long hair and sigh;

And all men's hearts must burn and beat;
And candle-like foam on the dim sand,
And stars climbing the dew-dropping sky,
Live but to light your passing feet.

William Butler Yeats
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Aedh Tells of a Valley Full of Lovers

I dreamed that I stood in a valley, and amid sighs,

For happy lovers passed two by two where I stood;

And I dreamed my lost love came stealthily out of the wood
With her cloud-pale eyelids falling on dream-dimmed eyes:

I cried in my dream ‘O women bid the young men lay

‘Their heads on your knees, and drown their eyes with your hair,
‘Or remembering hers they will find no other face fair

‘Till all the valleys of the world have been withered away.’

William Butler Yeats
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Aedh Wishes for the Clothes of Heaven

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

William Butler Yeats
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Aedh Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half-light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

77



http://www.PoemHunter.com

After Long Silence

Speech after long silence; it is right,

All other lovers being estranged or dead,
Unfriendly lamplight hid under its shade,
The curtains drawn upon unfriendly night,
That we descant and yet again descant

Upon the supreme theme of Art and Song:

Bodily decrepitude is wisdom; young
We loved each other and were ignorant.

William Butler Yeats
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Against Unworthy Praise

O HEART, be at peace, because

Nor knave nor dolt can break

What's not for their applause,

Being for a woman's sake.

Enough if the work has seemed,

So did she your strength renew,

A dream that a lion had dreamed

Till the wilderness cried aloud,

A secret between you two,

Between the proud and the proud.
What, still you would have their praise!
But here's a haughtier text,

The labyrinth of her days

That her own strangeness perplexed;
And how what her dreaming gave
Earned slander, ingratitude,

From self-same dolt and knave;

Aye, and worse wrong than these.
Yet she, singing upon her road,

Half lion, half child, is at peace.

William Butler Yeats
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All Souls' Night

Epilogue to 'A Vision'

MIDNIGHT has come, and the great Christ Church Bell
And may a lesser bell sound through the room;
And it is All Souls' Night,

And two long glasses brimmed with muscatel
Bubble upon the table. A ghost may come;

For it is a ghost's right,

His element is so fine

Being sharpened by his death,

To drink from the wine-breath

While our gross palates drink from the whole wine.
I need some mind that, if the cannon sound
From every quarter of the world, can stay
Wound in mind's pondering

As mummies in the mummy-cloth are wound;
Because I have a marvellous thing to say,

A certain marvellous thing

None but the living mock,

Though not for sober ear;

It may be all that hear

Should laugh and weep an hour upon the clock.
Horton's the first I call. He loved strange thought
And knew that sweet extremity of pride

That's called platonic love,

And that to such a pitch of passion wrought
Nothing could bring him, when his lady died,
Anodyne for his love.

Words were but wasted breath;

One dear hope had he:

The inclemency

Of that or the next winter would be death.

Two thoughts were so mixed up I could not tell
Whether of her or God he thought the most,
But think that his mind's eye,

When upward turned, on one sole image fell;
And that a slight companionable ghost,

Wild with divinity,

Had so lit up the whole

Immense miraculous house

The Bible promised us,

It seemed a gold-fish swimming in a bowl.

On Florence Emery I call the next,

Who finding the first wrinkles on a face
Admired and beautiful,

And knowing that the future would be vexed
With 'minished beauty, multiplied commonplace,
preferred to teach a school

Away from neighbour or friend,

Among dark skins, and there

permit foul years to wear

Hidden from eyesight to the unnoticed end.
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Before that end much had she ravelled out
From a discourse in figurative speech

By some learned Indian

On the soul's journey. How it is whirled about,
Wherever the orbit of the moon can reach,
Until it plunge into the sun;

And there, free and yet fast,

Being both Chance and Choice,

Forget its broken toys

And sink into its own delight at last.

And I call up MacGregor from the grave,

For in my first hard springtime we were friends.
Although of late estranged.

I thought him half a lunatic, half knave,

And told him so, but friendship never ends;
And what if mind seem changed,

And it seem changed with the mind,

When thoughts rise up unbid

On generous things that he did

And I grow half contented to be blind!

He had much industry at setting out,

Much boisterous courage, before loneliness
Had driven him crazed;

For meditations upon unknown thought

Make human intercourse grow less and less;
They are neither paid nor praised.

but he d object to the host,

The glass because my glass;

A ghost-lover he was

And may have grown more arrogant being a ghost.
But names are nothing. What matter who it be,
So that his elements have grown so fine

The fume of muscatel

Can give his sharpened palate ecstasy

No living man can drink from the whole wine.

I have mummy truths to tell

Whereat the living mock,

Though not for sober ear,

For maybe all that hear

Should laugh and weep an hour upon the clock.
Such thought -- such thought have I that hold it tight
Till meditation master all its parts,

Nothing can stay my glance

Until that glance run in the world's despite

To where the damned have howled away their hearts,
And where the blessed dance;

Such thought, that in it bound

I need no other thing,

Wound in mind's wandering

As mummies in the mummy-cloth are wound.

William Butler Yeats
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All Things Can Tempt Me

ALL things can tempt me from this craft of verse:

One time it was a woman's face, or worse --
The seeming needs of my fool-driven land;
Now nothing but comes readier to the hand
Than this accustomed toil. When I was young,
I had not given a penny for a song

Did not the poet Sing it with such airs

That one believed he had a sword upstairs;
Yet would be now, could I but have my wish,
Colder and dumber and deafer than a fish.

William Butler Yeats
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Alternative Song For The Severd head In "The King Of The Great Clock Tower"

SADDLE and ride, I heard a man say,

Out of Ben Bulben and Knocknarea,

i{What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?}
All those tragic characters ride

But turn from Rosses' crawling tide,

The meet's upon the mountain-side.

i{A slow low note and an iron bell.}

What brought them there so far from their home.
Cuchulain that fought night long with the foam,
i{What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?}
Niamh that rode on it; lad and lass

That sat so still and played at the chess?

What but heroic wantonness?

i{A slow low note and an iron bell.}

Aleel, his Countess; Hanrahan

That seemed but a wild wenching man;

i{What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?}
And all alone comes riding there

The King that could make his people stare,
Because he had feathers instead of hair.

i{A slow low note and an iron bell.}

William Butler Yeats
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Alternative Song For The Severd head In 'The King Of The Great Clock Tower'

SADDLE and ride, I heard a man say,
Out of Ben Bulben and Knocknarea,
What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?

All those tragic characters ride

But turn from Rosses' crawling tide,
The meet's upon the mountain-side.
A slow low note and an iron bell.

What brought them there so far from their home.
Cuchulain that fought night long with the foam,
What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower

Niamh that rode on it; lad and lass

That sat so still and played at the chess?
What but heroic wantonness?

A slow low note and an iron bell.

Aleel, his Countess; Hanrahan
That seemed but a wild wenching man;
What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?

And all alone comes riding there

The King that could make his people stare,
Because he had feathers instead of hair.

A slow low note and an iron bell.

William Butler Yeats
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Alternative Song For The Severed Head In “The King Of The Great Clock
Tower'

Saddle and ride, I heard a man say,

Out of Ben Bulben and Knocknarea,

What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?
All those tragic characters ride

But turn from Rosses' crawling tide,

The meet's upon the mountain-side.

A slow low note and an iron bell.

What brought them there so far from their home.
Cuchulain that fought night long with the foam,
What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?
Niamh that rode on it; lad and lass

That sat so still and played at the chess?

What but heroic wantonness?

A slow low note and an iron bell.

Aleel, his Countess; Hanrahan

That seemed but a wild wenching man;

What says the Clock in the Great Clock Tower?
And all alone comes riding there

The King that could make his people stare,
Because he had feathers instead of hair.

A slow low note and an iron bell.

Tune by Arthur Duff

William Butler Yeats
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Among School Children

I WALK through the long schoolroom questioning;
A kind old nun in a white hood replies;

The children learn to cipher and to sing,

To study reading-books and histories,

To cut and sew, be neat in everything

In the best modern way -- the children's eyes
In momentary wonder stare upon

A sixty-year-old smiling public man.

I dream of a Ledaean body, bent

Above a sinking fire. a tale that she

Told of a harsh reproof, or trivial event

That changed some childish day to tragedy --
Told, and it seemed that our two natures blent
Into a sphere from youthful sympathy,

Or else, to alter Plato's parable,

Into the yolk and white of the one shell.

III

And thinking of that fit of grief or rage

I look upon one child or t'other there

And wonder if she stood so at that age --
For even daughters of the swan can share
Something of every paddler's heritage --
And had that colour upon cheek or hair,

And thereupon my heart is driven wild:

She stands before me as a living child.

Her present image floats into the mind --
Did Quattrocento finger fashion it

Hollow of cheek as though it drank the wind
And took a mess of shadows for its meat?
And I though never of Ledaean kind

Had pretty plumage once -- enough of that,
Better to smile on all that smile, and show
There is a comfortable kind of old scarecrow.
What youthful mother, a shape upon her lap
Honey of generation had betrayed,

And that must sleep, shriek, struggle to escape
As recollection or the drug decide,

Would think her Son, did she but see that shape
With sixty or more winters on its head,

A compensation for the pang of his birth,

Or the uncertainty of his setting forth?

Plato thought nature but a spume that plays
Upon a ghostly paradigm of things;

Solider Aristotle played the taws

Upon the bottom of a king of kings;
World-famous golden-thighed Pythagoras
Fingered upon a fiddle-stick or strings

What a star sang and careless Muses heard:
Old clothes upon old sticks to scare a bird.

VII
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Both nuns and mothers worship images,

But thos the candles light are not as those
That animate a mother's reveries,

But keep a marble or a bronze repose.

And yet they too break hearts -- O presences
That passion, piety or affection knows,

And that all heavenly glory symbolise --

O self-born mockers of man's enterprise;

VIII

Labour is blossoming or dancing where

The body is not bruised to pleasure soul.

Nor beauty born out of its own despair,

Nor blear-eyed wisdom out of midnight oil.

O chestnut-tree, great-rooted blossomer,

Are you the leaf, the blossom or the bole?

O body swayed to music, O brightening glance,
How can we know the dancer from the dance?

William Butler Yeats
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An Acre Of Grass

PICTURE and book remain,
An acre of green grass

For air and exercise,

Now strength of body goes;
Midnight, an old house

Where nothing stirs but a mouse.

My temptation is quiet.

Here at life's end

Neither loose imagination,
Nor the mill of the mind
Consuming its rag and bonc,
Can make the truth known.

Grant me an old man's frenzy,
Myself must I remake

Till T am Timon and Lear

Or that William Blake

Who beat upon the wall

Till Truth obeyed his call;

A mind Michael Angelo knew
That can pierce the clouds,

Or inspired by frenzy

Shake the dead in their shrouds;
Forgotten else by mankind,

An old man's eagle mind.

William Butler Yeats
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An Appointment

BEING out of heart with government

I took a broken root to fling

Where the proud, wayward squirrel went,
Taking delight that he could spring;

And he, with that low whinnying sound
That is like laughter, sprang again

And so to the other tree at a bound.

Nor the tame will, nor timid brain,

Nor heavy knitting of the brow

Bred that fierce tooth and cleanly limb
And threw him up to laugh on the bough;
No govermnent appointed him.

William Butler Yeats
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An Image From A Past Life

He. Never until this night have I been stirred.
The elaborate starlight throws a reflection

On the dark stream,

Till all the eddies gleam;

And thereupon there comes that scream
From terrified, invisible beast or bird:

Image of poignant recollection.

She. An image of my heart that is smitten through
Out of all likelihood, or reason,

And when at last,

Youth's bitterness being past,

I had thought that all my days were cast

Amid most lovely places; smitten as though

It had not learned its lesson.

He. Why have you laid your hands upon my eyes?
What can have suddenly alarmed you

Whereon 'twere best

My eyes should never rest?

What is there but the slowly fading west,

The river imaging the flashing skies,

All that to this moment charmed you?

She. A Sweetheart from another life floats there
As though she had been forced to linger

From vague distress

Or arrogant loveliness,

Merely to loosen out a tress

Among the starry eddies of her hair

Upon the paleness of a finger.

He. But why should you grow suddenly afraid
And start -- T at your shoulder --

Imagining

That any night could bring

An image up, or anything

Even to eyes that beauty had driven mad,
But images to make me fonder?

She. Now She has thrown her arms above her head;
Whether she threw them up to flout me,

Or but to find,

Now that no fingers bind,

That her hair streams upon the wind,

I do not know, that know I am afraid

Of the hovering thing night brought me.

William Butler Yeats
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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.

William Butler Yeats
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An Irish Airman Forsees 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 county 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.

William Butler Yeats
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Anashuya And Vijaya

A little Indian temple in the Golden Age. Around it a garden;
around that the forest. Anashuya, the young priestess, kneeling
within the temple.

Anashuya. Send peace on all the lands and flickering
corn. --

0O, may tranquillity walk by his elbow

When wandering in the forest, if he love

No other. -- Hear, and may the indolent flocks

Be plentiful. -- And if he love another,

May panthers end him. -- Hear, and load our king

With wisdom hour by hour. -- May we two stand,

When we are dead, beyond the setting suns,

A little from the other shades apart,

With mingling hair, and play upon one lute.

Vijaya [entering and throwing a lily at her]. Hail! hail, my
Anashuya.

Anashuya. No: be still.

I, priestess of this temple, offer up

prayers for the land.

Vijaya. I will wait here, Amrita.

Anashuya. By mighty Brahma's ever-rustling robe,

Who is Amrita? Sorrow of all sorrows!

Another fills your mind.

Vijaya. My mother's name.

Anashuya [sings, coming out of the temple].

A sad, sad thought went by me slowly:

Sigh, O you little stars.! O sigh and shake your blue
apparel.!

The sad, sad thought has gone from me now wholly:
Singl, O you little stars.! O sing and raise your rapturous
caro

To mighty Brahma, be who made you many as the sands,
And laid you on the gates of evening with his quiet hands.
(Sits down on the steps of the temple.j

Vijaya, I have brought my evening rice;

The sun has laid his chin on the grey wood,

Weary, with all his poppies gathered round him.

Vijaya. The hour when Kama, full of sleepy laughter,
Rises, and showers abroad his fragrant arrows,

Piercing the twilight with their murmuring barbs.
Anashuya. See-how the sacred old flamingoes come.
Painting with shadow all the marble steps:

Aged and wise, they seek their wonted perches

Within the temple, devious walking, made

To wander by their melancholy minds.

Yon tall one eyes my supper; chase him away,

Far, far away. I named him after you.

He is a famous fisher; hour by hour

He ruffles with his bill the minnowed streams.

Ah! there he snaps my rice. I told you so.

Now cuff him off. He's off! A kiss for you,

Because you saved my rice. Have you no thanks?
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Vijaya [sings]. Sing you of her, O first few stars,

xvr?gm Brahma, touching with his finger, praises, for you
0

The van of wandering quiet; ere you be too calm and old,

Sing, turning in your cars,

Sing, till you raise your hands and sigh, and from your car-

heads peer,

With all your whirling hair, and drop many an azure tear.

Anashuya. What know the pilots of the stars of tears?

Vijaya. Their faces are all worn, and in their eyes

Flashes the fire of sadness, for they see

The icicles that famish all the North,

Where men lie frozen in the glimmering snow;

And in the flaming forests cower the lion

And lioness, with all their whimpering cubs;

And, ever pacing on the verge of things,

The phantom, Beauty, in a mist of tears;

While we alone have round us woven woods,

And feel the softness of each other's hand,

Amrita, while -- -

Anashuya [going away from him].

Ah me! you love another,

[Bursting into tears.]

And may some sudden dreadful ill befall her!

Vijaya. I loved another; now I love no other.

Among the mouldering of ancient woods

You live, and on the village border she,

With her old father the blind wood-cutter;

I saw her standing in her door but now.

Anashuya. Vijaya, swear to love her never more.

Vijaya. Ay, ay.

Anashuya. Swear by the parents of the gods,

Dread oath, who dwell on sacred Himalay,

On the far Golden peak; enormous shapes,

Who still were old when the great sea was young;

On their vast faces mystery and dreams;

Their hair along the mountains rolled and filled

From year to year by the unnumbered nests

Of aweless birds, and round their stirless feet

The joyous flocks of deer and antelope,

Who never hear the unforgiving hound.

Swear!

Vijaya. By the parents of the gods, I swear.

Anashuya [sings]. I have forgiven, O new star!

Maylbe you have not heard of us, you have come forth so

newly,

You hunter of the fields afar!

Ah,I you will know my loved one by his hunter's arrows

truly,

Shoot on him shafts of quietness, that he may ever keep

A lonely laughter, and may kiss his hands to me in sleep.

Farewell, Vijaya. Nay, no word, no word;
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I, priestess of this temple, offer up

Prayers for the land.

[Vijaya goes.]

O Brahma, guard in sleep

The merry lambs and the complacent kine,
The flies below the leaves, and the young mice
In the tree roots, and all the sacred flocks

Of red flamingoes; and my love, Vijaya;

And may no restless fay with fidget finger
Trouble his sleeping: give him dreams of me.

William Butler Yeats
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Another Song Of A Fool

This great purple butterfly,
In the prison of my hands,
Has a learning in his eye
Not a poor fool understands.

Once he lived a schoolmaster
With a stark, denying look;
A string of scholars went in fear

Of his great birch and his great book.

Like the clangour of a bell,

Sweet and harsh, harsh and sweet.
That is how he learnt so well

To take the roses for his meat.

William Butler Yeats
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Are You Content?

I CALL on those that call me son,
Grandson, or great-grandson,

On uncles, aunts, great-uncles or great-aunts,
To judge what I have done.

Have I, that put it into words,

Spoilt what old loins have sent?

Eyes spiritualised by death can judge,

I cannot, but I am not content.

He that in Sligo at Drumcliff

Set up the old stone Cross,

That red-headed rector in County Down,
A good man on a horse,

Sandymount Corbets, that notable man
Old William pollexfen,

The smuggler Middleton, Butlers far back,
Half legendary men.

Infirm and aged I might stay

In some good company,

I who have always hated work,

Smiling at the sea,

Or demonstrate in my own life

What Robert Browning meant

By an old hunter talking with Gods;

But I am not content.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

97



http://www.PoemHunter.com

At Aleciras -- A Meditaton Upon Death

THE heron-billed pale cattle-birds

That feed on some foul parasite

Of the Moroccan flocks and herds

Cross the narrow Straits to light

In the rich midnight of the garden trees

Till the dawn break upon those mingled seas.

Often at evening when a boy

Would I carry to a friend --

Hoping more substantial joy

Did an older mind commend --

Not such as are in Newton's metaphor,
But actual shells of Rosses' level shore.
Greater glory in the Sun,

An evening chill upon the air,

Bid imagination run

Much on the Great Questioner;

What He can question, what if questioned I
Can with a fitting confidence reply.

William Butler Yeats
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At Algeciras - A Meditaton Upon Death

The heron-billed pale cattle-birds

That feed on some foul parasite

Of the Moroccan flocks and herds

Cross the narrow Straits to light

In the rich midnight of the garden trees

Till the dawn break upon those mingled seas.

Often at evening when a boy

Would I carry to a friend -

Hoping more substantial joy

Did an older mind commend -

Not such as are in Newton's metaphor,
But actual shells of Rosses' level shore.

Greater glory in the Sun,

An evening chill upon the air,

Bid imagination run

Much on the Great Questioner;

What He can question, what if questioned I
Can with a fitting confidence reply.

William Butler Yeats
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At Galway Races

THERE where the course is,

Delight makes all of the one mind,

The riders upon the galloping horses,
The crowd that closes in behind:

We, too, had good attendance once,
Hearers and hearteners of the work;
Aye, horsemen for companions,

Before the merchant and the clerk
Breathed on the world with timid breath.
Sing on: somewhere at some new moon,
We'll learn that sleeping is not death,
Hearing the whole earth change its tune,
Its flesh being wild, and it again

Crying aloud as the racecourse is,

And we find hearteners among men
That ride upon horses.

William Butler Yeats
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At The Abbey Theatre

DEAR Craoibhin Aoibhin, look into our case.

When we are high and airy hundreds say

That if we hold that flight they'll leave the place,
While those same hundreds mock another day
Because we have made our art of common things,
So bitterly, you'd dream they longed to look

All their lives through into some drift of wings.
You've dandled them and fed them from the book
And know them to the bone; impart to us --

We'll keep the secret -- a new trick to please.

Is there a bridle for this Proteus

That turns and changes like his draughty seas?
Or is there none, most popular of men,

But when they mock us, that we mock again?

William Butler Yeats
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Baile And Aillinn

ARGUMENT. Baile and Aillinn were lovers, but Aengus, the
Master of Love, wishing them to he happy in his own land
among the dead, told to each a story of the other's death, so
that their hearts were broken and they died.

I HARDLY hear the curlew cry,

Nor thegrey rush when the wind is high,
Before my thoughts begin to run

On the heir of Uladh, Buan's son,
Baile, who had the honey mouth;
And that mild woman of the south,
Aillinn, who was King Lugaidh's heir.
Their love was never drowned in care
Of this or that thing, nor grew cold
Because their hodies had grown old.
Being forbid to marry on earth,

They blossomed to immortal mirth.

About the time when Christ was born,
When the long wars for the White Horn
And the Brown Bull had not yet come,
Young Baile Honey Mouth, whom some
Called rather Baile Little-Land,

Rode out of Emain with a band

Of harpers and young men; and they
Imagined, as they struck the way

To many-pastured Muirthemne,

That all things fell out happily,

And there, for all that fools had said,
Baile and Aillinn would be wed.

They found an old man running there:
He had ragged long grass-coloured hair;
He had knees that stuck out of his hose;
He had puddle-water in his shoes;

He had half a cloak to keep him dry,
Although he had a squirrel's eye.

wandering hirds and rushy beds,

You put such folly in our heads

With all this crying in the wind,

No common love is to our mind,

And our poor kate or Nan is less
Than any whose unhappiness

Awoke the harp-strings long ago.

Yet they that know all things hut know
That all this life can give us is

A child's laughter, a woman's Kkiss.
Who was it put so great a scorn

In thegrey reeds that night and morn
Are trodden and broken hy the herds,
And in the light bodies of birds
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The north wind tumbles to and fro

And pinches among hail and snow?
That runner said: 'I am from the south;
I run to Baile Honey-Mouth,

To tell him how the girl Aillinn

Rode from the country of her kin,

And old and young men rode with her:
For all that country had been astir

If anybody half as fair

Had chosen a husband anywhere

But where it could see her every day.
When they had ridden a little way

An old man caught the horse's head
With: "You must home again, and wed
With somebody in your own land."

A young man cried and kissed her hand,
"O lady, wed with one of us'';

And when no face grew piteous

For any gentle thing she spake,

She fell and died of the heart-break.'
Because a lover's heart s worn out,
Being tumbled and blown about

By its own blind imagining,

And will believe that anything

That is bad enough to be true, is true,
Baile's heart was broken in two;

And he, being laid upon green boughs,
Was carried to the goodly house

Where the Hound of Uladh sat before
The brazen pillars of his door,

His face bowed low to weep the end

Of the harper's daughter and her friend
For athough years had passed away
He always wept them on that day,

For on that day they had been betrayed;
And now that Honey-Mouth is laid
Under a cairn of sleepy stone

Before his eyes, he has tears for none,
Although he is carrying stone, but two
For whom the cairn's but heaped anew.

We hold, because our memory is
Sofull of that thing and of this,

That out of sight is out of mind.

But the grey rush under the wind
And the grey bird with crooked bill
rave such long memories that they still
Remember Deirdre and her man;
And when we walk with Kate or Nan
About the windy water-side,

Our hearts can Fear the voices chide.
How could we be so soon content,
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Who know the way that Naoise went?
And they have news of Deirdre's eyes,
Who being lovely was so wise --

Ah! wise, my heart knows well how wise.

Now had that old gaunt crafty one,
Gathering his cloak about him, mn
Where Aillinn rode with waiting-maids,
Who amid leafy lights and shades
Dreamed of the hands that would unlace
Their bodices in some dim place

When they had come to the matriage-bed,
And harpers, pacing with high head

As though their music were enough

To make the savage heart of love

Grow gentle without sorrowing,
Imagining and pondering

Heaven knows what calamity;

'Another's hurried off,' cried he,

'From heat and cold and wind and wave;
They have heaped the stones above his grave
In Muirthemne, and over it

In changeless Ogham letters writ --
Baile, that was of Rury's seed.

But the gods long ago decreed

No waiting-maid should ever spread
Baile and Aillinn's marriage-bed,

For they should clip and clip again
Where wild bees hive on the Great Plain.
Therefore it is but little news

That put this hurry in my shoes.'

Then seeing that he scarce had spoke
Before her love-worn heart had broke.
He ran and laughed until he came

To that high hill the herdsmen name
The Hill Seat of Laighen, because

Some god or king had made the laws
That held the land together there,

In old times among the clouds of the air.
That old man climbed; the day grew dim;
Two swans came flying up to him,
Linked by a gold chain each to each,
And with low murmuring laughing speech
Alighted on the windy grass.

They knew him: his changed body was
Tall, proud and ruddy, and light wings
Were hovering over the harp-strings
That Edain, Midhir's wife, had wove

In the hid place, being crazed by love.
What shall I call them? fish that swim,
Scale rubbing scale where light is dim
By a broad water-lily leaf;
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Or mice in the one wheaten sheaf
Forgotten at the threshing-place;

Or birds lost in the one clear space

Of morning light in a dim sky;

Or, it may be, the eyelids of one eye,

Or the door-pillars of one house,

Or two sweet blossoming apple-boughs
That have one shadow on the ground;
Or the two strings that made one sound
Where that wise harper's finger ran.

For this young girl and this young man
Have happiness without an end,

Because they have made so good a friend.
They know all wonders, for they pass
The towery gates of Gorias,

And Findrias and Falias,

And long-forgotten Murias,

Among the giant kings whose hoard,
Cauldron and spear and stone and sword,
Was robbed before earth gave the wheat;
Wandering from broken street to street
They come where some huge watcher is,
And tremble with their love and kiss.
They know undying things, for they
Wander where earth withers away,
Though nothing troubles the great streams
But light from the pale stars, and gleams
From the holy orchards, where there is none
But fruit that is of precious stone,

Or apples of the sun and moon.

What were our praise to them? They eat
Quiet's wild heart, like daily meat;

Who when night thickens are afloat

On dappled skins in a glass boat,

Far out under a windless sky;

While over them birds of Aengus fly,

And over the tiller and the prow,

And waving white wings to and fro
Awaken wanderings of light air

To stir their coverlet and their hair.

And poets found, old writers say,

A yew tree where his body lay;

But a wild apple hid the grass

With its sweet blossom where hers was,
And being in good heart, because

A better time had come again

After the deaths of many men,

And that long fighting at the ford,

They wrote on tablets of thin board,
Made of the apple and the yew,

All the love stories that they knew.
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Let rush and hird cry out their fill

Of the harper's daughter if they will,
Beloved, I am not afraid of her.

She is not wiser nor lovelier,

And you are more high of heart than she,
For all her wanderings over-sea;

But I'd have bird and rush forget

Those other two; for never yet

Has lover lived, but longed to wive

Like them that are no more alive.

William Butler Yeats
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Beautiful Lofty Things

BEAUTIFUL lofty things: O'Leary's noble head;

My father upon the Abbey stage, before him a raging crowd:
'This Land of Saints,' and then as the applause died out,

'Of plaster Saints'; his beautiful mischievous head thrown back.
Standish O'Grady supporting himself between the tables
Speaking to a drunken audience high nonsensical words;
Augusta Gregory seated at her great ormolu table,

Her eightieth winter approaching: 'Yesterday he threatened my life.

I told him that nightly from six to seven I sat at this table,

The blinds drawn up'; Maud Gonne at Howth station waiting a train,
Pallas Athene in that straight back and arrogant head:

All the Olympians; a thing never known again.

William Butler Yeats
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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.

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 the world was made.

William Butler Yeats
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Beggar To Beggar Cried

'TIME to put off the world and go somewhere
And find my health again in the sea air,’

Beggar to beggar cried, being frenzy-struck,
'And make my soul before my pate is bare.-
'And get a comfortable wife and house

To rid me of the devil in my shoes,'

Beggar to beggar cried, being frenzy-struck,
'And the worse devil that is between my thighs.'
And though I'd marry with a comely lass,

She need not be too comely -- let it pass,’
Beggar to beggar cried, being frenzy-struck,
'But there's a devil in a looking-glass.'

'Nor should she be too rich, because the rich
Are driven by wealth as beggars by the itch,’
Beggar to beggar cried, being frenzy-struck,
'And cannot have a humorous happy speech.’
'And there I'll grow respected at my ease,

And hear amid the garden's nightly peace.'
Beggar to beggar cried, being frenzy-struck,
'The wind-blown clamour of the barnacle-geese.'

William Butler Yeats
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Blood And The Moon

BLESSED be this place,

More blessed still this tower;

A bloody, arrogant power

Rose out of the race

Uttering, mastering it,

Rose like these walls from these

Storm-beaten cottages --

In mockery I have set

A powerful emblem up,

And sing it rhyme upon rhyme

In mockery of a time

Half dead at the top.

Alexandria's was a beacon tower, and Babylon's

An image of the moving heavens, a log-book of the
sun's journey and the moon's;

And Shelley had his towers, thought's crowned powers
he called them once.

I declare this tower is my symbol; I declare

This winding, gyring, spiring treadmill of a stair is my
ancestral stair;

That Goldsmith and the Dean, Berkeley and Burke
have travelled there.

Swift beating on his breast in sibylline frenzy blind
Because the heart in his blood-sodden breast had
dragged him down into mankind,

Golcélsmith deliberately sipping at the honey-pot of his
mind,

And haughtier-headed Burke that proved the State a
tree,

That this unconquerable labyrinth of the birds, cen-
tury after century,

Cast but dead leaves to mathematical equality;

And God-appointed Berkeley that proved all things a
dream,

That this pragmatical, preposterous pig of a world, its
farrow that so solid seem,

Must vanish on the instant if the mind but change its
theme;

i{Saeva Indignatio} and the labourer's hire,

The strength that gives our blood and state magnani-
mity of its own desire;

Ivaerything that is not God consumed with intellectual
ire.

III

The purity of the unclouded moon

Has flung its atrowy shaft upon the floor.

Seven centuries have passed and it is pure,

The blood of innocence has left no stain.

There, on blood-saturated ground, have stood
Soldier, assassin, executioner.

Whether for daily pittance or in blind fear

Or out of abstract hatred, and shed blood,
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But could not cast a single jet thereon.

Odour of blood on the ancestral stair!

And we that have shed none must gather there
And clamour in drunken frenzy for the moon.

v

Upon the dusty, glittering windows cling,
And seem to cling upon the moonlit skies,
Tortoiseshell butterflies, peacock butterflies,
A couple of night-moths are on the wing.

Is every modern nation like the tower,

Half dead at the top? No matter what I said,
For wisdom is the property of the dead,

A something incompatible with life; and power,
Like everything that has the stain of blood,
A property of the living; but no stain

Can come upon the visage of the moon
When it has looked in glory from a cloud.

William Butler Yeats
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Broken Dreams

THERE is grey in your hair.

Young men no longer suddenly catch their breath
When you are passing;

But maybe some old gaffer mutters a blessing
Because it was your prayer

Recovered him upon the bed of death.

For your sole sake -- that all heart's ache have known,
And given to others all heart's ache,

From meagre girlhood's putting on
Burdensome beauty -- for your sole sake
Heaven has put away the stroke of her doom,
So great her portion in that peace you make
By merely walking in a room.

Your beauty can but leave among us

Vague memories, nothing but memories.

A young man when the old men are done talking
Will say to an old man, 'Tell me of that lady
The poet stubborn with his passion sang us
When age might well have chilled his blood.'
Vague memories, nothing but memories,

But in the grave all, all, shall be renewed.
The certainty that I shall see that lady
Leaning or standing or walking

In the first loveliness of womanhood,

And with the fervour of my youthful eyes,

Has set me muttering like a fool.

You are more beautiful than any one,

And yet your body had a flaw:

Your small hands were not beautiful,

And I am afraid that you will run

And paddle to the wrist

In that mysterious, always brimming lake
Where those What have obeyed the holy law
paddle and are perfect. Leave unchanged
The hands that I have kissed,

For old sake's sake.

The last stroke of midnight dies.

All day in the one chair

From dream to dream and rhyme to rhyme I have
ranged

In rambling talk with an image of air:

Vague memories, nothing but memories.

William Butler Yeats
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Brown Penny

I WHISPERED, 'T am too young,'

And then, 'T am old enough';
Wherefore I threw a penny

To find out if I might love.

'Go and love, go and love, young man,
If the lady be young and fair.'

Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny,
I am looped in the loops of her hair.

O love is the crooked thing,

There is nobody wise enough

To find out all that is in it,

For he would be thinking of love

Till the stars had run away

And the shadows eaten the moon.

Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny,
One cannot begin it too soon.

William Butler Yeats
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Byzantium

THE unpurged images of day recede;

The Emperor's drunken soldiery are abed;
Night resonance recedes, night walkers' song
After great cathedral gong;

A starlit or a moonlit dome disdains

All that man is,

All mere complexities,

The fury and the mire of human veins.

Before me floats an image, man or shade,
Shade more than man, more image than a shade;
For Hades' bobbin bound in mummy-cloth
May unwind the winding path;

A mouth that has no moisture and no breath
Breathless mouths may summon;

I hail the superhuman;

I call it death-in-life and life-in-death.
Miracle, bird or golden handiwork,

More miraclc than bird or handiwork,

Planted on the star-lit golden bough,

Can like the cocks of Hades crow,

Or, by the moon embittered, scorn aloud

In glory of changeless metal

Common bird or petal

And all complexities of mire or blood.

At midnight on the Emperor's pavement flit
Flames that no faggot feeds, nor steel has lit,
Nor storm disturbs, flames begotten of flame,
Where blood-begotten spirits come

And all complexities of fury leave,

Dying into a dance,

An agony of trance,

An agony of flame that cannot singe a sleeve.
Astraddle on the dolphin's mire and blood,
Spirit after Spirit! The smithies break the flood.
The golden smithies of the Emperor!

Marbles of the dancing floor

Break bitter furies of complexity,

Those images that yet

Fresh images beget,

That dolphin-torn, that gong-tormented sea.

William Butler Yeats
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Chosen

The lot of love is chosen. I learnt that much
Struggling for an image on the track

Of the whirling Zodiac.

Scarce did he my body touch,

Scarce sank he from the west

Or found a subtetranean rest

On the maternal midnight of my breast
Before I had marked him on his northern way,
And seemed to stand although in bed I lay.
I struggled with the horror of daybreak,

I chose it for my lot! If questioned on

My utmost pleasure with a man

By some new-married bride, I take

That stillness for a theme

Where his heart my heart did seem

And both adrift on the miraculous stream
Where -- wrote a learned astrologer --

The Zodiac is changed into a sphere.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

115



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Church And State

HERE is fresh matter, poet,

Matter for old age meet;

Might of the Church and the State,
Their mobs put under their feet.

O but heart's wine shall run pure,
Mind's bread grow sweet.

That were a cowardly song,
Wander in dreams no more;

What if the Church and the State
Are the mob that howls at the door!
Wine shall run thick to the end,
Bread taste sour.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

116



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Colonel Martin

THE Colonel went out sailing,

He spoke with Turk and Jew,

With Christian and with Infidel,

For all tongues he knew.

'O what's a wifeless man?' said he,
And he came sailing home.

He rose the latch and went upstairS
And found an empty room.

The Colonel went out sailing.

'T kept her much in the country

And she was much alone,

And though she may be there,' he said,
'She may be in the town.

She may be all alone there,

For who can say?' he said.

'T think that I shall find her

In a young man's bed.’

The Colonel went out sailing.

III

The Colonel met a pedlar,

Agreed their clothes to swop,

And bought the grandest jewelry
In a Galway shop,

Instead of thread and needle

put jewelry in the pack,

Bound a thong about his hand,
Hitched it on his back.

The Colonel went out sailing.

The Colonel knocked on the rich man's door,
'l am sorry,' said the maid,

'My mistress cannot see these things,
But she is still abed,

And never have I looked upon
Jewelry so grand.'

'Take all to your mistress,'

And he laid them on her hand.
The Colonel went out sailing.

And he went in and she went on
And both climbed up the stair,

And O he was a clever man,

For he his slippers wore.

And when they came to the top stair
He ran on ahead,

His wife he found and the rich man
In the comfort of a bed.

The Colonel went out sailing.

The Judge at the Assize Court,
When he heard that story told,
Awarded him for damages

Three kegs of gold.

The Colonel said to Tom his man,
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'Harness an ass and cart,
Carry the gold about the town,
Throw it in every patt.’

The Colonel went out sailing.

VII

And there at all street-corners

A man with a pistol stood,

And the rich man had paid them well
To shoot the Colonel dead;

But they threw down their pistols
And all men heard them swear

That they could never shoot a man
Did all that for the poor.

The Colonel went out sailing.

VIII

'And did you keep no gold, Tom?

You had three kegs,' said he.

'l never thought of that, Sir.’

'Then want before you die.'

And want he did; for my own grand-dad
Saw the story's end,

And Tom make out a living

From the seaweed on the strand.

The Colonel went out sailing.

William Butler Yeats
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Colonus' Praise

Chorus. Come praise Colonus' horses, and come praise
The wine-dark of the wood's intricacies,

The nightingale that deafens daylight there,

If daylight ever visit where,

Unvisited by tempest or by sun,

Immortal ladies tread the ground

Dizzy with harmonious sound,

Semele's lad a gay companion.

And yonder in the gymnasts' garden thrives
The self-sown, self-begotten shape that gives
Athenian intellect its mastery,

Even the grey-leaved olive-tree

Miracle-bred out of the living stone;

Nor accident of peace nor war

Shall wither that old marvel, for

The great grey-eyed Athene stareS thereon.
Who comes into this countty, and has come
Where golden crocus and narcissus bloom,
Where the Great Mother, mourning for her daughter
And beauty-drunken by the water

Glittering among grey-leaved olive-trees,

Has plucked a flower and sung her loss;

Who finds abounding Cephisus

Has found the loveliest spectacle there is.
because this country has a pious mind

And so remembers that when all mankind

But trod the road, or splashed about the shore,
Poseidon gave it bit and oar,

Every Colonus lad or lass discourses

Of that oar and of that bit;

Summer and winter, day and night,

Of horses and horses of the sea, white horsffes.

William Butler Yeats
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Come Gather Round Me, Parnellites

COME gather round me, Parnellites,
And praise our chosen man;

Stand upright on your legs awhile,
Stand upright while you can,

For soon we lie where he is laid,
And he is underground;

Come fill up all those glasses

And pass the bottle round.

And here's a cogent reason,
And I have many more,

He fought the might of England
And saved the Irish poor,
Whatever good a farmer's got
He brought it all to pass;

And here's another reason,
That parnell loved a lass.

And here's a final reason,

He was of such a kind

Every man that sings a song
Keeps Parnell in his mind.

For Parnell was a proud man,

No prouder trod the ground,

And a proud man's a lovely man,
So pass the bottle round.

The Bishops and the party

That tragic story made,

A husband that had sold hiS wife
And after that betrayed;

But stories that live longest

Are sung above the glass,

And Parnell loved his countrey
And parnell loved his lass.

William Butler Yeats

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

120



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Consolation

O but there is wisdom

In what the sages said;

But stretch that body for a while
And lay down that head

Till I have told the sages

Where man is comforted.

How could passion run so deep
Had I never thought

That the crime of being born
Blackens all our lot?

But where the crime's committed
The crime can be forgot.

William Butler Yeats
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Coole Park And Ballylee

I MEDITATE upon a swallow's flight,

Upon a aged woman and her house,

A sycamore and lime-tree lost in night
Although that western cloud is luminous,
Great works constructed there in nature's spite
For scholars and for poets after us,

Thoughts long knitted into a single thought,

A dance-like glory that those walls begot.
There Hyde before he had beaten into prose
That noble blade the Muses buckled on,

There one that ruffled in a manly pose

For all his timid heart, there that slow man,
That meditative man, John Synge, and those
Impetuous men, Shawe-Taylor and Hugh Lane,
Found pride established in humility,

A scene well Set and excellent company.

They came like swallows and like swallows went,
And yet a woman's powerful character

Could keep a Swallow to its first intent;

And half a dozen in formation there,

That seemed to whirl upon a compass-point,
Found certainty upon the dreaming air,

The intellectual sweetness of those lines

That cut through time or cross it withershins.
Here, traveller, scholar, poet, take your stand
When all those rooms and passages are gone,
When nettles wave upon a shapeless mound
And saplings root among the broken stone,
And dedicate -- eyes bent upon the ground,
Back turned upon the brightness of the sun
And all the sensuality of the shade --

A moment's memory to that laurelled head.
UNDER my window-ledge the waters race,
Otters below and moor-hens on the top,

Run for a mile undimmed in Heaven's face
Then darkening through 'dark' Raftery's 'cellar' drop,
Run underground, rise in a rocky place

In Coole demesne, and there to finish up
Spread to a lake and drop into a hole.

What's water but the generated soul?

Upon the border of that lake's a wood

Now all dry sticks under a wintry sun,

And in a copse of beeches there I stood,

For Nature's pulled her tragic buskin on

And all the rant's a mirror of my mood:

At sudden thunder of the mounting swan

I turned about and looked where branches break
The glittering reaches of the flooded lake.
Another emblem there! That stormy white

But seems a concentration of the sky;

And, like the soul, it sails into the sight

And in the morning's gone, no man knows why;
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And is so lovely that it sets to right

What knowledge or its lack had set awry,

So atrogantly pure, a child might think

It can be murdered with a spot of ink.

Sound of a stick upon the floor, a sound

From somebody that toils from chair to chair;
Beloved books that famous hands have bound,
Old marble heads, old pictures everywhere;

Great rooms where travelled men and children found
Content or joy; a last inheritor

Where none has reigned that lacked a name and fame
Or out of folly into folly came.

A spot whereon the founders lived and died
Seemed once more dear than life; ancestral trees,
Or gardens rich in memory glorified

Marriages, alliances and families,

And every bride's ambition satisfied.

Where fashion or mere fantasy decrees

We shift about -- all that great glory spent --

Like some poor Arab tribesman and his tent.

We were the last romantics -- chose for theme
Traditional sanctity and loveliness;

Whatever's written in what poets name

The book of the people; whatever most can bless
The mind of man or elevate a rhyme;

But all is changed, that high horse riderless,
Though mounted in that saddle Homer rode
Where the swan drifts upon a darkening flood.

William Butler Yeats
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Coole Park And Ballylee,

I MEDITATE upon a swallow's flight,

Upon a aged woman and her house,

A sycamore and lime-tree lost in night
Although that western cloud is luminous,
Great works constructed there in nature's spite
For scholars and for poets after us,

Thoughts long knitted into a single thought,

A dance-like glory that those walls begot.
There Hyde before he had beaten into prose
That noble blade the Muses buckled on,

There one that ruffled in a manly pose

For all his timid heart, there that slow man,
That meditative man, John Synge, and those
Impetuous men, Shawe-Taylor and Hugh Lane,
Found pride established in humility,

A scene well Set and excellent company.

They came like swallows and like swallows went,
And yet a woman's powerful character

Could keep a Swallow to its first intent;

And half a dozen in formation there,

That seemed to whirl upon a compass-point,
Found certainty upon the dreaming air,

The intellectual sweetness of those lines

That cut through time or cross it withershins.
Here, traveller, scholar, poet, take your stand
When all those rooms and passages are gone,
When nettles wave upon a shapeless mound
And saplings root among the broken stone,
And dedicate -- eyes bent upon the ground,
Back turned upon the brightness of the sun
And all the sensuality of the shade --

A moment's memory to that laurelled head.
UNDER my window-ledge the waters race,
Otters below and moor-hens on the top,

Run for a mile undimmed in Heaven's face
Then darkening through "dark' Raftery's "cellar' drop,
Run underground, rise in a rocky place

In Coole demesne, and there to finish up
Spread to a lake and drop into a hole.

What's water but the generated soul?

Upon the border of that lake's a wood

Now all dry sticks under a wintry sun,

And in a copse of beeches there I stood,

For Nature's pulled her tragic buskin on

And all the rant's a mirror of my mood:

At sudden thunder of the mounting swan

I turned about and looked where branches break
The glittering reaches of the flooded lake.
Another emblem there! That stormy white

But seems a concentration of the sky;

And, like the soul, it sails into the sight

And in the morning's gone, no man knows why;
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And is so lovely that it sets to right

What knowledge or its lack had set awry,

So atrogantly pure, a child might think

It can be murdered with a spot of ink.

Sound of a stick upon the floor, a sound

From somebody that toils from chair to chair;
Beloved books that famous hands have bound,
Old marble heads, old pictures everywhere;

Great rooms where travelled men and children found
Content or joy; a last inheritor

Where none has reigned that lacked a name and fame
Or out of folly into folly came.

A spot whereon the founders lived and died
Seemed once more dear than life; ancestral trees,
Or gardens rich in memory glorified

Marriages, alliances and families,

And every bride's ambition satisfied.

Where fashion or mere fantasy decrees

We shift about -- all that great glory spent --

Like some poor Arab tribesman and his tent.

We were the last romantics -- chose for theme
Traditional sanctity and loveliness;

Whatever's written in what poets name

The book of the people; whatever most can bless
The mind of man or elevate a rhyme;

But all is changed, that high horse riderless,
Though mounted in that saddle Homer rode
Where the swan drifts upon a darkening flood.

William Butler Yeats
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Coole Park And Ballylee, 1931

Under my window-ledge the waters race,

Otters below and moor-hens on the top,

Run for a mile undimmed in Heaven's face

Then darkening through 'dark' Raftery's 'cellar' drop,
Run underground, rise in a rocky place

In Coole demesne, and there to finish up

Spread to a lake and drop into a hole.

What's water but the generated soul?

Upon the border of that lake's a wood

Now all dry sticks under a wintry sun,

And in a copse of beeches there I stood,

For Nature's pulled her tragic buskin on

And all the rant's a mirror of my mood:

At sudden thunder of the mounting swan

I turned about and looked where branches break
The glittering reaches of the flooded lake.

Another emblem there! That stormy white

But seems a concentration of the sky;

And, like the soul, it sails into the sight

And in the morning's gone, no man knows why;
And is so lovely that it sets to right

What knowledge or its lack had set awry,

So atrogantly pure, a child might think

It can be murdered with a spot of ink.

Sound of a stick upon the floor, a sound

From somebody that toils from chair to chair;

Beloved books that famous hands have bound,

Old marble heads, old pictures everywhere;

Great rooms where travelled men and children found
Content or joy; a last inheritor

Where none has reigned that lacked a name and fame
Or out of folly into folly came.

A spot whereon the founders lived and died
Seemed once more dear than life; ancestral trees,
Or gardens rich in memory glorified

Marriages, alliances and families,

And every bride's ambition satisfied.

Where fashion or mere fantasy decrees

We shift about - all that great glory spent -

Like some poor Arab tribesman and his tent.

We were the last romantics - chose for theme
Traditional sanctity and loveliness;

Whatever's written in what poets name

The book of the people; whatever most can bless
The mind of man or elevate a rhyme;

But all is changed, that high horse riderless,
Though mounted in that saddle Homer rode
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Where the swan drifts upon a darkening flood.

William Butler Yeats
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Coole Park, 1929

I meditate upon a swallow's flight,

Upon a aged woman and her house,

A sycamore and lime-tree lost in night
Although that western cloud is luminous,
Great works constructed there in nature's spite
For scholars and for poets after us,

Thoughts long knitted into a single thought,

A dance-like glory that those walls begot.

There Hyde before he had beaten into prose
That noble blade the Muses buckled on,

There one that ruffled in a manly pose

For all his timid heart, there that slow man,
That meditative man, John Synge, and those
Impetuous men, Shawe-Taylor and Hugh Lane,
Found pride established in humility,

A scene well Set and excellent company.

They came like swallows and like swallows went,
And yet a woman's powerful character

Could keep a Swallow to its first intent;

And half a dozen in formation there,

That seemed to whirl upon a compass-point,
Found certainty upon the dreaming air,

The intellectual sweetness of those lines

That cut through time or cross it withershins.

Here, traveller, scholar, poet, take your stand
When all those rooms and passages are gone,
When nettles wave upon a shapeless mound
And saplings root among the broken stone,
And dedicate - eyes bent upon the ground,
Back turned upon the brightness of the sun
And all the sensuality of the shade -

A moment's memory to that laurelled head.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane And Jack The Journeyman

I know, although when looks meet

I tremble to the bone,

The more I leave the door unlatched
The sooner love is gone,

For love is but a skein unwound
Between the dark and dawn.

A lonely ghost the ghost is

That to God shall come;

I - love's skein upon the ground,
My body in the tomb -

Shall leap into the light lost

In my mother's womb.

But were I left to lie alone

In an empty bed,

The skein so bound us ghost to ghost
When he turned his head

passing on the road that night,

Mine must walk when dead.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane And The Bishop

Bring me to the blasted oak

That I, midnight upon the stroke,
(All find safety in the tomb.)

May call down curses on his head
Because of my dear Jack that's dead.
Coxcomb was the least he said:

The solid man and the coxcomb.

Nor was he Bishop when his ban
Banished Jack the Journeyman,
(All find safety in the tomb.)
Nor so much as parish priest,
Yet he, an old book in his fist,

Cried that we lived like beast and beast:

The solid man and the coxcomb.

The Bishop has a skin, God knows,
Wrinkled like the foot of a goose,
(All find safety in the tomb.)

Nor can he hide in holy black

The heron's hunch upon his back,
But a birch-tree stood my Jack:
The solid man and the coxcomb.

Jack had my virginity,

And bids me to the oak, for he

(all find safety in the tomb.)
Wanders out into the night

And there is shelter under it,

But should that other come, I spit:
The solid man and the coxcomb.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane Grown Old Looks At The Dancers

I found that ivory image there

Dancing with her chosen youth,

But when he wound her coal-black hair
As though to strangle her, no scream
Or bodily movement did I dare,

Eyes under eyelids did so gleam;

Love is like the lion's tooth.

When She, and though some said she played
I said that she had danced heart's truth,
Drew a knife to strike him dead,

I could but leave him to his fate;

For no matter what is said

They had all that had their hate;

Love is like the lion's tooth.

Did he die or did she die?

Seemed to die or died they both?

God be with the times when I

Cared not a thraneen for what chanced
So that I had the limbs to try

Such a dance as there was danced -
Love is like the lion's tooth.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane On God

That lover of a night
Came when he would,
Went in the dawning light
Whether I would or no;
Men come, men go;

All things remain in God.

Banners choke the sky;
Men-at-arms tread;
Armoured horses neigh
In the narrow pass:

All things remain in God.

Before their eyes a house
That from childhood stood
Uninhabited, ruinous,
Suddenly lit up

From door to top:

All things remain in God.

I had wild Jack for a lover;
Though like a road

That men pass over

My body makes no moan
But sings on:

All things remain in God.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane On The Day Of Judgment

'Love is all

Unsatisfied

That cannot take the whole
Body and soul’;

And that is what Jane said.

'Take the sour

If you take me

I can scoff and lour

And scold for an hour.'

"That's certainly the case,' said he.

'Naked I lay,

The grass my bed;

Naked and hidden away,
That black day';

And that is what Jane said.

'What can be shown?

What true love be?

All could be known or shown

If Time were but gone.'

'That's certainly the case,’ said he.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane On The Mountain

I AM tired of cursing the Bishop,
(Said Crazy Jane)

Nine books or nine hats

Would not make him a man.

I have found something worse
To meditate on.

A King had some beautiful cousins.

But where are they gone?
Battered to death in a cellar,
And he stuck to his throne.
Last night I lay on the mountain.
(Said Crazy Jane)

There in a two-horsed carriage
That on two wheels ran
Great-bladdered Emer sat.

Her violent man

Cuchulain sat at her side;
Thereupon'

Propped upon my two knees,

I kissed a stone

I lay stretched out in the dirt
And I cried tears down.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane Reproved

I care not what the sailors say:

All those dreadful thunder-stones,
All that storm that blots the day
Can but show that Heaven yawns;
Great Europa played the fool

That changed a lover for a bull.
Fol de rol, fol de rol.

To round that shell's elaborate whorl,
Adorning every secret track

With the delicate mother-of-pearl,
Made the joints of Heaven crack:

So never hang your heart upon

A roaring, ranting journeyman.

Fol de rol, fol de rol.

William Butler Yeats
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Crazy Jane Talks With The Bishop

I met the Bishop on the road

And much said he and I.

'Those breasts are flat and fallen now,
Those veins must soon be dry;

Live in a heavenly mansion,

Not in some foul sty.'

'Fair and foul are near of kin,

And fair needs foul,' I cried.

'My friends are gone, but that's a truth
Nor grave nor bed denied,

Learned in bodily lowliness

And in the heart's pride.

'A woman can be proud and stiff
When on love intent;

But Love has pitched his mansion in
The place of excrement;

For nothing can be sole or whole
That has not been rent.'

William Butler Yeats
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Cuchulain Comforted

A MAN that had six mortal wounds, a man
Violent and famous, strode among the dead;
Eyes stared out of the branches and were gone.

Then certain Shrouds that muttered head to head
Came and were gone. He leant upon a tree
As though to meditate on wounds and blood.

A Shroud that seemed to have authority
Among those bird-like things came, and let fall
A bundle of linen. Shrouds by two and thrce

Came creeping up because the man was still.
And thereupon that linen-carrier said:
'Your life can grow much sweeter if you will

'Obey our ancient rule and make a shroud;
Mainly because of what we only know
The rattle of those arms makes us afraid.

'We thread the needles' eyes, and all we do
All must together do.' That done, the man
Took up the nearest and began to sew.

'Now must we sing and sing the best we can,
But first you must be told our character:
Convicted cowards all, by kindred slain

'Or driven from home and left to dic in fear.'
They sang, but had nor human tunes nor words,
Though all was done in common as before;

They had changed their thtoats and had the throats of birds.

William Butler Yeats
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Cuchulain's Fight with the Sea

A man came slowly from the setting sun,

To Emer, raddling raiment in her dun,

And said, "I am that swineherd whom you bid
Go watch the road between the wood and tide,
But now I have no need to watch it more."

Then Emer cast the web upon the floor,
And raising arms all raddled with the dye,
Parted her lips with a loud sudden cry.

That swineherd stared upon her face and said,
"No man alive, no man among the dead,
Has won the gold his cars of battle bring."

"But if your master comes home triumphing
Why must you blench and shake from foot to crown?"

Thereon he shook the more and cast him down
Upon the web-heaped floor, and cried his word:
"With him is one sweet-throated like a bird."

"You dare me to my face," and thereupon

She smote with raddled fist, and where her son
Herded the cattle came with stumbling feet,
And cried with angry voice, "It is not meet

To idle life away, a common herd."

"I have long waited, mother, for that word:
But wherefore now?"

"There is a man to die;
You have the heaviest arm under the sky."

"Whether under its daylight or its stars
My father stands amid his battle-cars."

"But you have grown to be the taller man."

"Yet somewhere under starlight or the sun
My father stands."

"Aged, worn out with wars
On foot. on horseback or in battle-cars."

"I only ask what way my journey lies,
For He who made you bitter made you wise."

"The Red Branch camp in a great company
Between wood's rim and the horses of the sea.

Go there, and light a camp-fire at wood's rim;

But tell your name and lineage to him

Whose blade compels, and wait till they have found
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Some feasting man that the same oath has bound."

Among those feasting men Cuchulain dwelt,
And his young sweetheart close beside him knelt,
Stared on the mournful wonder of his eyes,
Even as Spring upon the ancient skies,

And pondered on the glory of his days;

And all around the harp-string told his praise,
And Conchubar, the Red Branch king of kings,
With his own fingers touched the brazen strings.
At last Cuchulain spake, "Some man has made
His evening fire amid the leafy shade.

I have often heard him singing to and fro,

I have often heard the sweet sound of his bow.
Seek out what man he is."

One went and came.

"He bade me let all know he gives his nhame

At the sword-point, and waits till we have found
Some feasting man that the same oath has bound."

Cuchulain cried, "I am the only man
Of all this host so bound from childhood on!"

After short fighting in the leafy shade,

He spake to the young man, 'Is there no maid
Who loves you, no white arms to wrap you round,
Or do you long for the dim sleepy ground,

That you have come and dared me to my face?"

"The dooms of men are in God's hidden place,"

"Your head a while seemed like a woman's head

That I loved once."

Again the fighting sped,

But now the war-rage in Cuchulain woke,

And through that new blade's guard the old blade broke,
And pierced him.

"Speak before your breath is done."
"Cuchulain I, mighty Cuchulain's son."

"I put you from your pain. I can no more."

While day its burden on to evening bore,

With head bowed on his knees Cuchulain stayed;
Then Conchubar sent that sweet-throated maid,
And she, to win him, his grey hair caressed;

In vain her arms, in vain her soft white breast.
Then Conchubar, the subtlest of all men,

Ranking his Druids round him ten by ten,

Spake thus: "Cuchulain will dwell there and brood
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For three days more in dreadful quietude,
And then arise, and raving slay us all.
Chaunt in his ear delusions magical,

That he may fight the horses of the sea."
The Druids took them to their mystery,
And chaunted for three days.

Cuchulain stirred,

Stared on the horses of the sea, and heard
The cars of battle and his own name cried;
And fought with the invulnerable tide.

William Butler Yeats
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Cuchulan's Fight With The Sea

A MAN came slowly from the setting sun,

To Emer, raddling raiment in her dun,

And said, 'I am that swineherd whom you bid
Go watch the road between the wood and tide,
But now I have no need to watch it more.’
Then Emer cast the web upon the floor,

And raising arms all raddled with the dye,
Parted her lips with a loud sudden cry.

That swineherd stared upon her face and said,
'No man alive, no man among the dead,

Has won the gold his cars of battle bring.'

'But if your master comes home triumphing
Why must you blench and shake from foot to crown?"
Thereon he shook the more and cast him down
Upon the web-heaped floor, and cried his word:
'With him is one sweet-throated like a bird.'
'You dare me to my face,' and thereupon

She smote with raddled fist, and where her son
Herded the cattle came with stumbling feet,
And cried with angry voice, 'It is not meet

To ide life away, a common herd.'

'T have long waited, mother, for that word:

But wherefore now?"

'There is a man to die;

You have the heaviest arm under the sky.'
'Whether under its daylight or its stars

My father stands amid his battle-cars.'

'But you have grown to be the taller man.'

'Yet somewhere under starlight or the sun

My father stands.'

'Aged, worn out with wars

On foot. on horseback or in battle-cars.'

'T only ask what way my journey lies,

For He who made you bitter made you wise.'
'The Red Branch camp in a great company
Between wood's rim and the horses of the sea.
Go there, and light a camp-fire at wood's rim;
But tell your name and lineage to him

Whose blade compels, and wait till they have found
Some feasting man that the same oath has bound.'
Among those feasting men Cuchulain dwelt,
And his young sweetheart close beside him knelt,
Stared on the mournful wonder of his eyes,
Even as Spring upon the ancient skies,

And pondered on the glory of his days;

And all around the harp-string told his praise,
And Conchubar, the Red Branch king of kings,
With his own fingers touched the brazen strings.
At last Cuchulain spake, 'Some man has made
His evening fire amid the leafy shade.

I have often heard him singing to and fro,

I have often heard the sweet sound of his bow.
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Seek out what man he is.’

One went and came.

'He bade me let all know he gives his hame

At the sword-point, and waits till we have found
Some feasting man that the same oath has bound.'
Cuchulain cried, 'T am the only man

Of all this host so bound from childhood on.
After short fighting in the leafy shade,

He spake to the young man, 'Is there no maid
Who loves you, no white arms to wrap you round,
Or do you long for the dim sleepy ground,

That you have come and dared me to my face?'
'The dooms of men are in God's hidden place,’
'Your head a while seemed like a woman's head
That I loved once.'

Again the fighting sped,

But now the war-rage in Cuchulain woke,

And through that new blade's guard the old blade
broke,

And pierced him.

'Speak before your breath is done.'

'Cuchulain I, mighty Cuchulain's son.'

'T put you from your pain. I can no more.'

While day its burden on to evening bore,

With head bowed on his knees Cuchulain stayed;
Then Conchubar sent that sweet-throated maid,
And she, to win him, his grey hair caressed;

In vain her arms, in vain her soft white breast.
Then Conchubar, the subtlest of all men,
Ranking his Druids round him ten by ten,

Spake thus: 'Cuchulain will dwell there and brood
For three days more in dreadful quietude,

And then arise, and raving slay us all.

Chaunt in his ear delusions magical,

That he may fight the horses of the sea.'

The Druids took them to their mystery,

And chaunted for three days.

Cuchulain stirred,

Stared on the horses of the sea, and heard

The cars of battle and his own name cried;

And fought with the invulnerable tide.

William Butler Yeats
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Death

NOR dread nor hope attend
A dying animal;

A man awaits his end
Dreading and hoping all;
Many times he died,

Many times rose again.

A great man in his pride
Confronting murderous men
Casts derision upon
Supersession of breath;

He knows death to the bone --
Man has created death.

William Butler Yeats
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Demon And Beast

FOR certain minutes at the least

That crafty demon and that loud beast
That plague me day and night

Ran out of my sight;

Though I had long perned in the gyre,
Between my hatred and desire.

I saw my freedom won

And all laugh in the sun.

The glittering eyes in a death's head
Of old Luke Wadding's portrait said
Welcome, and the Ormondes all
Nodded upon the wall,

And even Strafford smiled as though
It made him happier to know

I understood his plan.

Now that the loud beast ran

There was no portrait in the Gallery
But beckoned to sweet company,

For all men's thoughts grew clear
Being dear as mine are dear.

But soon a tear-drop started up,

For aimless joy had made me stop
Beside the little lake

To watch a white gull take

A bit of bread thrown up into the air;
Now gyring down and perning there
He splashed where an absurd

Portly green-pated bird

Shook off the water from his back;
Being no more demoniac

A stupid happy creature

Could rouse my whole nature.

Yet I am certain as can be

That every natural victory

Belongs to beast or demon,

That never yet had freeman

Right mastery of natural things,

And that mere growing old, that brings
Chilled blood, this sweetness brought;
Yet have no dearer thought

Than that I may find out a way

To make it linger half a day.

O what a sweetness strayed

Through barren Thebaid,

Or by the Mareotic sea

When that exultant Anthony

And twice a thousand more

Starved upon the shore

And withered to a bag of bones!
What had the Caesars but their thrones?

William Butler Yeats
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Down By The Salley Gardens

DOWN by the salley gardens my love and I did meet;

She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet.
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;
But I, being young and foolish, with her would not agree.
In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears.

William Butler Yeats
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Drinking Song

Wine comes in at the mouth
And love comes in at the eye;
That's all we shall know for truth
Before we grow old and die.

I lift the glass to my mouth,

I look at you, and I sigh.

William Butler Yeats
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Easter

I HAVE met them at close of day
Coming with vivid faces

From counter or desk among grey
Eighteenth-century houses.

I have passed with a nod of the head
Or polite meaningless words,

Or have lingered awhile and said
Polite meaningless words,

And thought before I had done

Of a mocking tale or a gibe

To please a companion

Around the fire at the club,

Being certain that they and I

But lived where motley is worn:
All changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born.

That woman's days were spent

In ignorant good-will,

Her nights in argument

Until her voice grew shrill.

What voice more sweet than hers
When, young and beautiful,

She rode to harriers?

This man had kept a school

And rode our winged horse;

This other his helper and friend
Was coming into his force;

He might have won fame in the end,
So sensitive his nature seemed,
So daring and sweet his thought.
This other man I had dreamed

A drunken, vainglorious lout.

He had done most bitter wrong
To some who are near my heart,
Yet I number him in the song;

He, too, has resigned his part

In the casual comedy;

He, too, has been changed in his turn,
Transformed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born.

Hearts with one purpose alone
Through summer and winter seem
Enchanted to a stone

To trouble the living stream.

The horse that comes from the road.
The rider, the birds that range
From cloud to tumbling cloud,
Minute by minute they change;

A shadow of cloud on the stream
Changes minute by minute;

A horse-hoof slides on the brim,
And a horse plashes within it;
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