Poens

By Wllianms B. Yeats

ADAM S CURSE

WE sat together at one summer's end,

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

| said, "Aline will take us hours maybe;

Yet if it does not seema nonent's thought,

Qur stitching and unstitching has been naught.
Better go down upon your marrow bones

And scrub a kitchen pavenent, or break stones
Li ke an old pauper, in all kinds of weather

For to articul ate sweet sounds together

Is to work harder than all these, and yet

Be thought an idler by the noisy set

O bankers, school nasters, and cl ergynen

The martyrs call the world.

And t her eupon

That beautiful nmild woman for whose sake
There's many a one shall find out all heartache
On finding that her voice is sweet and | ow
Replied, "To be born woman is to know --

Al t hough they do not talk of it at school --
That we nust |abour to be beautiful.

| said, "lIt's certain there is no fine thing
Since Adam s fall but needs nuch | abouri ng.
There have been | overs who t hought | ove should be
So much conpounded of high courtesy

That they woul d sigh and quote w th | earned | ooks
precedents out of beautiful old books;

Yet now it seens an idle trade enough.

We sat grown quiet at the name of |ove;

We saw the | ast enmbers of daylight die,

And in the trenbling blue-green of the sky

A nmoon, worn as if it had been a shel

Washed by tinme'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 | strove

To love you in the old high way of |ove;

That it had all seened happy, and yet we'd grown
As weary-hearted as that holl ow noon.

I N MEMORY OF ALFRED POLLEXFEN

FI VE- AND- TVENTY years have gone
Since old WIIiam pollexfen

Laid his strong bones down in death
By his wife Elizabeth

In the grey stone tonb he nade.

And after twenty years they laid

In that tonb by himand her



H s son George, the astrol oger

And Masons drove frommnil es away

To scatter the Acacia spray

Upon a nel ancholy man

Who had ended where his breath began
Many a son and daughter lies

Far fromthe customary skies

The Mall and Eades's granmar school
In London or in Liverpool

But where is laid the sailor John
That so many | ands had known,

Qui et | ands or unqui et seas

Where the Indians trade or Japanese?
He never found his rest ashore,
Mopi ng for one voyage nore.

Where have they laid the sailor John?
And yesterday the youngest son,

A hunorous, unanbitious nan,

Was buried near the astrol oger
Yesterday in the tenth year

Si nce he who had been contented | ong.
A nobody in a great throng,

Deci ded he woul d j ourney hone,

Now that his fiftieth year had cone,
And "M. Alfred be again

Upon the lips of comon nen

Who carried in their nmenory

H s chil dhood and his fanily.

At all these deat h-beds wonmen heard
A visionary white sea-bird

Lanenting that a man shoul d die;

And with that cry | have raised ny cry.

ALL SOULS NI GHT
i {Epilogue to "A Vision'}

M DNI GHT has cone, and the great Christ Church Bel
And may a | esser bell sound through the room

And it is Al Souls' Night,

And two | ong gl asses brinmed wi th nuscatel

Bubbl e upon the table. A ghost may cone;

For it is a ghost's right,

His element is so fine

Bei ng sharpened by his death,

To drink fromthe w ne-breath

VWil e our gross palates drink fromthe whol e w ne.
I need some mind that, if the cannon sound

From every quarter of the world, can stay

Wbund in mnd s pondering

As mumries in the nmumy-cl oth are wound;

Because | have a marvellous thing to say,

A certain marvel |l ous thing

None but the |iving nock,

Though not for sober ear;

It may be all that hear

Shoul d | augh and weep an hour upon the clock
Horton's the first | call. He |oved strange thought
And knew t hat sweet extremity of pride

That's called platonic |ove,

And that to such a pitch of passion w ought



Not hing could bring him when his | ady died,
Anodyne for his |ove.

Words were but wasted breath;

One dear hope had he:

The i ncl enency

O that or the next winter would be death.
Two thoughts were so mixed up | could not tell
Whet her of her or God he thought the nost,
But think that his nmind s eye,

When upward turned, on one sole inmage fell;
And that a slight conpani onabl e ghost,

Wld with divinity,

Had so lit up the whole

| mrense m racul ous house

The Bi bl e prom sed us,

It seemed a gold-fish swiming in a bow .

On Florence Enery | call the next,

Who finding the first winkles on a face
Adnired and beauti ful,

And knowi ng that the future would be vexed
Wth 'ninished beauty, multiplied comonpl ace,
preferred to teach a school

Away from nei ghbour or friend,

Anong dark skins, and there

pernmt foul years to wear

H dden from eyesight to the unnoticed end.
Before that end nuch had she ravelled out
From a discourse in figurative speech

By sone | earned Indian

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

And there, free and yet fast,

Bei ng bot h Chance and Choi ce,

Forget its broken toys

And sink into its own delight at |ast.

And | call up MacGregor fromthe grave,

For in ny first hard springtine we were friends.
Al t hough of | ate estranged.

| thought himhalf a lunatic, half knave,

And told himso, but friendship never ends;
And what if nmind seem changed,

And it seem changed with the m nd,

When t houghts rise up unbid

On generous things that he did

And | grow half contented to be blind!

He had rmuch industry at setting out,

Much boi st erous courage, before |oneliness
Had driven him crazed;

For neditations upon unknown thought

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

but he d object to the host,

The gl ass because ny gl ass;

A ghost -1 over he was

And may have grown nore arrogant being a ghost.
But names are nothing. Wat nmatter who it be,
So that his el enents have grown so fine

The fume of nuscatel

Can give his sharpened pal ate ecstasy



No living man can drink fromthe whol e w ne.

I have mummy truths to tel

Whereat the living nock,

Though not for sober ear,

For maybe all that hear

Shoul d | augh and weep an hour upon the clock

Such thought -- such thought have | that hold it tight
Till nmeditation naster all its parts

Not hi ng can stay ny gl ance

Until that glance run in the world's despite

To where the damed have howl ed away their hearts
And where the bl essed dance;

Such thought, that in it bound

I need no other thing,

Wound in mnd' s wandering

As mumies in the mummy-cl oth are wound.

AMONG SCHOCL CHI LDREN

I WALK t hrough the | ong school room questi oni ng;
A kind old nun in a white hood replies;

The children learn to cipher and to sing,

To study readi ng-books and histories,

To cut and sew, be neat in everything

In the best nodern way -- the children's eyes
In nmonentary wonder stare upon

A sixty-year-old smling public nan.

| dream of a Ledaean body, bent

Above a sinking fire. a tale that she

Told of a harsh reproof, or trivial event

That changed sone childish day to tragedy --
Told, and it seemed that our two natures bl ent
Into a sphere from youthful synpathy,

O else, to alter Plato's parable,

Into the yolk and white of the one shell
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And thinking of that fit of grief or rage

I 1 ook upon one child or t'other there

And wonder if she stood so at that age --

For even daughters of the swan can share
Sonet hi ng of every paddler's heritage --

And had that col our upon cheek or hair,

And thereupon ny heart is driven wld:

She stands before me as a living child.

Her present image floats into the nind --

Did Quattrocento finger fashion it

Hol | ow of cheek as though it drank the w nd
And took a nmess of shadows for its neat?

And | though never of Ledaean kind

Had pretty plumage once -- enough of that,
Better to smile on all that smile, and show
There is a confortable kind of old scarecrow.
What yout hful nother, a shape upon her |ap
Honey of generation had betrayed,

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

Woul d think her Son, did she but see that shape
Wth sixty or more winters on its head,

A conpensation for the pang of his birth



O the uncertainty of his setting forth?

Pl at o thought nature but a spune that plays
Upon a ghostly paradi gm of things;

Solider Aristotle played the taws

Upon the bottom of a king of Kkings;

Wor | d- f anobus gol den-t hi ghed Pyt hagor as

Fi ngered upon a fiddle-stick or strings

What a star sang and carel ess Miuses heard:
A d clothes upon old sticks to scare a bird.

VI |

Bot h nuns and not hers worshi p i nages,

But thos the candles light are not as those
That animate a nother'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 synbolise --

O sel f-born nockers of man's enterprise;

VI

Labour is blossom ng or dancing where

The body is not bruised to pleasure soul

Nor beauty born out of its own despair,

Nor bl ear-eyed wi sdom out of nidnight oil

O chestnut-tree, great-rooted bl ossoner,

Are you the leaf, the blossomor the bol e?
O body swayed to nusic, O brightening glance,
How can we know t he dancer from the dance?

FOR ANNE GREGORY

"NEVER shall a young nan,

Thrown into despair

By those great honey-col oured
Ranmparts at your ear,

Love you for yourself alone

And not your yellow hair.'

"But | can get a hair-dye

And set such col our there,

Brown, or black, or carrot,

That young nen in despair

May |ove me for nyself alone

And not ny yellow hair."'

"I heard an old religious man

But yesternight declare

That he had found a text to prove
That only God, ny dear

Coul d |l ove you for yoursel f al one
And not your yellow hair."

AN APPO NTMENT

BEI NG out of heart with governmnent

| took a broken root to fling

Where the proud, wayward squirrel went,
Taki ng delight that he could spring;
And he, with that |ow whinnying sound
That is like laughter, sprang again
And so to the other tree at a bound.
Nor the tame will, nor timd brain,



Nor heavy knitting of the brow

Bred that fierce tooth and cleanly linb
And threw himup to | augh on the bough;
No gover mment appoi nted him

AN | Rl SH Al RVAN FORESEES HI S DEATH

I KNOWthat | shall neet ny fate
Sonewher e anong the cl ouds above;
Those that | fight | do not hate,
Those that | guard | do not |ove

My county is Kiltartan Cross,

My countrynen Kiltartan's poor,

No likely end could bring them|oss

O | eave them happi er than before.

Nor law, nor duty bade ne fight,

Nor public nmen, nor cheering crowds,
A lonely inpul se of delight

Drove to this tunult in the clouds;
The years to conme seened waste of breath,
A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.

ARE YOU CONTENT?

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

On uncl es, aunts, great-uncles or great-aunts,
To judge what | have done.

Have |, that put it into words,

Spoilt what old |oins have sent?

Eyes spiritualised by death can judge
| cannot, but | am not content.

He that in Sligo at Druntliff

Set up the old stone Cross,

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

Sandynmount Corbets, that notable nman
ad WIIliampollexfen

The snuggler Mddl eton, Butlers far back
Hal f | egendary nen.

Infirmand aged I m ght stay

In sone good conpany,

I who have al ways hated work

Smiling at the sea

O denonstrate in ny own life

What Robert Browni ng neant

By an old hunter tal king with Gods;
But | am not content.

AT THE ABBEY THEATRE

DEAR Cr aoi bhin Aoi bhin, ook into our case.

When we are high and airy hundreds say

That if we hold that flight they'll |eave the place,
Wi | e those sanme hundreds nock anot her day

Because we have made our art of conmon things,

So bitterly, you'd dreamthey |onged to | ook

Al'l their lives through into sone drift of w ngs.



You' ve dandl ed them and fed them fromthe book

And know themto the bone; inpart to us --

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

Is there a bridle for this Proteus

That turns and changes |ike his draughty seas?

O is there none, nost popul ar of nen,
But when they nock us, that we nock again?

A CRAZED G RL

THAT crazed girl inprovising her nusic.
Her poetry, dancing upon the shore,

Her soul in division fromitself
Cinmbing, falling She knew not where,

Hi ding anid the cargo of a steanship,

Her knee-cap broken, that girl | declare
A beautiful lofty thing, or a thing
Heroically lost, heroically found.

No matter what disaster occurred

She stood in desperate nusic wound,

Wund, wound, and she made in her triunph
Where the bal es and the baskets | ay

No conmon intelligible sound

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

A DI ALOGUE OF SELF AND SOUL

i{My Soul} | sunmon to the w nding ancient stair;

Set all your mnd upon the steep ascent,
Upon the broken, crunbling battl enent,
Upon the breathless starlit air,

"Upon the star that marks the hidden pole;
Fi x every wandering thought upon

That quarter where all thought is done:
Who can di stingui sh darkness fromthe sou

i{My Self}. The consecretes bl ade upon ny knees

Is Sato's ancient blade, still as it was,
Still razor-keen, still like a I ooking-glass
Unspotted by the centuries;

That flowering, silken, old enbroidery, torn
From sonme court-lady's dress and round

The wodden scabbard bound and wound

Can, tattered, still protect, faded adorn

i{My Soul .} Why should the inmagination of a man

Long past his prinme remenber things that are
Enbl ematical of |ove and war?

Thi nk of ancestral night that can,

If but imagination scorn the earth

And interllect is wandering

To this and that and t'other thing,

Deliver fromthe crine of death and birth
i{My self.} Montashigi, third of his fanily,
Fi ve hundred years ago, about it lie

Fl owers from| know not what enbroidery --
Heart's purple -- and all these | set

For enbl ens of the day against the tower
Enbl emati cal of the night,

And claimas by a soldier's right

f ashi oned i



A charter to commit the crime once nore.

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

That man is stricken deaf and dumb and bli nd,
For intellect no | onger knows

i{ls} fromthe i{CQught,} or i{knower} fromthe i{Known -- }
That is to say, ascends to Heaven

Only the dead can be forgiven

But when | think of that nmy tongue's a stone.
i{My Self.} Aliving man is blind and drinks his drop
What matter if the ditches are inpure?

What matter if | live it all once nore?
Endure that toil of growi ng up

The i gnom ny of boyhood; the distress

O boyhood changi ng i nto nan;

The unfini shed man and his pain

Brought face to face with his own cl unsiness;
The finished man anong his enem es? --

How i n the nane of Heaven can he escape

That defiling and disfigured shape

The mirror of malicious eyes

Casts upon his eyes until at |ast

He t hinks that shape nust be his shape?

And what's the good of an escape

If honour find himin the wintry blast?

| amcontent 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 nen;

O into that nost fecund ditch of all

The folly that man does

O nust suffer, if he woos

A proud wormran not ki ndred of his soul

| amcontent to followto its source

Every event in action or in thought;

Measure the lot; forgive nyself the |ot!

When such as | cast out renorse

So great a sweetness flows into the breast

We nust | augh and we nust sing,

We are bl est by everything,

Everythi ng we | ook upon is blest.

A FRIEND S | LLNESS

SI CKNESS brought ne this

Thought, in that scale of his:
Why shoul d | be di snayed

Though flarme had burned the whol e
Wrld, as it were a coal

Now | have seen it wei ghed

Agai nst a soul ?

A MEDI TATION IN TI ME OF WAR

FOR one throb of the artery,

While on that old grey stone | Sat
Under the ol d w nd-broken tree,

| knew that One is aninmate,
Manki nd i nani nate fantasy'.



A PCET TO H S BELOVED

I BRING you with reverent hands

The books of ny nunberl ess dreans,

Whi te wonan that passion has worn

As the tide wears the dove-grey sands,

And with heart nore old than the horn

That is brinmed fromthe pale fire of tine:
Wi te woman with nunberl ess dreans,

| bring you ny passionate rhyne.

A PRAYER FOR MY DAUGHTER

ONCE nore the stormis howing, and half hid
Under this cradl e-hood and coverlid

My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle

But Gregory's wood and one bare hil

Wher eby the haystack- and roof-1levelling w nd.
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed;

And for an hour | have wal ked and prayed
Because of the great gloomthat is in nmy mnd.
| have wal ked and prayed for this young child an hour
And heard the sea-wi nd scream upon the tower,
And-under the arches of the bridge, and scream
In the el ms above the flooded stream
Imagining in excited reverie

That the future years had cone,

Dancing to a frenzied drum

Qut of the nmurderous innocence of the sea.

May she be granted beauty and yet not

Beauty to nake a stranger's eye distraught,

O hers before a | ooking-glass, for such
Bei ng made beautiful overnuch,

Consi der beauty a sufficient end,

Lose natural kindness and naybe

The heart-revealing intinmacy

That chooses right, and never find a friend.
Hel en bei ng chosen found life flat and dul

And | ater had much trouble froma fool,

Wil e that great Queen, that rose out of the spray,
Bei ng fatherless could have her way

Yet chose a bandy-1egged snith for nan.

It's certain that fine wonen eat

A crazy salad with their neat

Whereby the Horn of plenty is undone.

In courtesy |'d have her chiefly |earned;
Hearts are not had as a gift but hearts are earned
By those that are not entirely beautiful

Yet nany, that have played the fool

For beauty's very self, has charm nade w sc
And many a poor nan that has roved

Loved and thought hinmsel f bel oved,

From a gl ad ki ndness cannot take his eyes.

May she becone a flourishing hidden tree

That all her thoughts may |ike the |Iinnet be,
And have no busi ness but di spensing round
Their nmagnani mties of sound,

Nor but in merrinent begin a chase,



Nor but in merriment a quarrel

O may she live like sone green | aurel
Rooted in one dear perpetual place.

My mind, because the ninds that | have | oved,
The sort of beauty that | have approved,
Prosper but little, has dried up of |ate,
Yet knows that to be choked with hate

May well be of all evil chances chief.

If there's no hatred in a nmind

Assault and battery of the w nd

Can never tear the linnet fromthe |eaf.

An intellectual hatred is the worst,

So |l et her think opinions are accursed.
Have | not seen the |oveliest wonman born
Qut of the mouth of plenty's horn

Because of her opinionated nind

Barter that horn and every good

By qui et natures understood

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

And learns at last that it is self-delighting,
Sel f - appeasi ng, self-affrighting,

And that its own sweet will is Heaven's wll;
She can, though every face shoul d scow

And every w ndy quarter how

O every bellows burst, be happy Still

And may her bridegroombring her to a house
Wiere all's accustoned, cerenonious;

For arrogance and hatred are the wares
Peddl ed in the thoroughfares.

How but in customand in cerenony

Are innocence and beauty born?

Cerenony's a nane for the rich horn

And custom for the spreading laurel tree

A SONG

| THOUGHT no nore was needed
Yout h to pol ong

Than dunb-bell and foi

To keep the body young.

i {O who could have foretold
That thc heart grows ol d?}
Though | have nany words,

What worman's sati sfied,

I amno | onger faint

Because at her side?

i {O who could have foretold
That the heart grows ol d?}

| have not |ost desire

But the heart that | had;

| thQught 'twould burn ny body
Lai d on the deat h-bed,

i {For who could have foretold
That the heart grows ol d?}

BAI LE AND Al LLI NN



ARGUMENT. Baile and Aillinn were |overs, but Aengus, the
Mast er of Love, wishing themto he happy in his own | and
anong the dead, told to each a story of the other's death, so
that their hearts were broken and they died.

| HARDLY hear the curlew cry,

Nor thegrey rush when the wind is high
Bef ore ny thoughts begin to run
On the heir of U adh, Buan's son
Bail e, who had the honey nout h;
And that mld worman of the south,
Ail'linn, who was King Lugaidh's heir.
Their | ove was never drowned in care
O this or that thing, nor grew cold
Because their hodi es had grown ol d.
Being forbid to marry on earth,
They bl ossoned to inmortal nmirth.>1
About the time when Christ was born
When the long wars for the Wiite Horn
And the Brown Bull had not yet cone,
Young Bail e Honey Muth, whom sone
Called rather Baile Little-Land,
Rode out of Emain with a band
O harpers and young nen; and they
| magi ned, as they struck the way
To many- pastured Miirthemne,
That all things fell out happily,
And there, for all that fools had said,
Baile and Aillinn woul d be wed.
They found an ol d man running there:
He had ragged | ong grass-col oured hair;
He had knees that stuck out of his hose;
He had puddl e-water in his shoes;
He had half a cloak to keep himdry,
Al t hough he had a squirrel's eye.
O wandering hirds and rushy beds,
You put such folly in our heads
Wth all this crying in the w nd,
No common love is to our mind,
And our poor kate or Nan is |ess
Than any whose unhappi ness
Awoke t he harp-strings |ong ago.
Yet they that know all things hut know
That all this life can give us is
A child s laughter, a woman's ki ss.
Who was it put so great a scorn
In thegrey reeds that night and norn
Are trodden and broken hy the herds,
And in the light bodies of birds
The north wind tunbles to and fro
And pi nches anong hail and snow?>1
That runner said: "I amfromthe south
I run to Baile Honey-Muth,
To tell himhow the girl Aillinn
Rode fromthe country of her kin,
And ol d and young rmen rode with her
For all that country had been astir
I f 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 ol d man caught the horse's head
Wth: ""You nust home again, and wed
Wth sonmebody in your own | and.’

A young man cried and ki ssed her hand,
""Olady, 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,
Bei ng tunbl ed and bl own about

By its own blind inmagining,

And wi Il believe that anything

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

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

Wiere the Hound of U adh sat before
The brazen pillars of his door,

H s face bowed low to weep the end

O the harper's daughter and her friend
For athough years had passed away

He al ways wept them on that day,

For on that day they had been betrayed;
And now that Honey-Muth is laid

Under a cairn of sleepy stone

Bef ore his eyes, he has tears for none,
Al t hough he is carrying stone, but two
For whom the cairn's but heaped anew.
We hol d, because our nenory is

Soful Il of that thing and of this,

That out of sight is out of mnd.

But the grey rush under the w nd

And the grey bird with crooked bil

rave such long nenories that they stil
Renmenber Deirdre and her man;

And when we wal k with Kate or Nan
About the w ndy water-side,

Qur hearts can Fear the voices chide.
How coul d we be so soon content,

Who know t he way that Naoi se went?

And they have news of Deirdre's eyes,
Who being lovely was so wi se --

Ah! wise, ny heart knows well how wi se.>1
Now had that old gaunt crafty one

Gat hering his cloak about him mm
VWhere Aillinn rode with waiting-nmaids,
Who amid leafy lights and shades
Dreaned of the hands that would unl ace
Their bodices in sone di mpl ace

When they had cone to the matri age- bed,
And har pers, pacing with high head

As though their nusic were enough

To nmake the savage heart of |ove

G ow gentl e w thout sorrow ng,

I magi ni ng and ponderi ng

Heaven knows what cal amity;

"Another's hurried off," cried he,
"From heat and cold and wi nd and wave;
They have heaped the stones above his grave
In Miirthemme, and over it



I n changel ess Ogham letters wit --
Bail e, that was of Rury's seed

But the gods | ong ago decreed

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

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

That put this hurry in ny shoes.

Then seeing that he scarce had spoke
Bef ore her |ove-worn heart had broke.
He ran and | aughed until he cane

To that high hill the herdsnen nane
The Hi Il Seat of Laighen, because

Sone god or king had nmade the | aws

That held the | and together there,

In old tinmes anong the clouds of the air.
That old man clinbed; the day grew di m
Two swans cane flying up to him

Li nked by a gold chain each to each
And with | ow nurnuring |aughi ng speech
Alighted on the wi ndy grass.

They knew him his changed body was
Tall, proud and ruddy, and |ight w ngs
Were hovering over the harp-strings
That Edain, Mdhir's wife, had wove

In the hid place, being crazed by | ove.

What shall | call then? fish that swim
Scal e rubbing scale where light is dim
By a broad water-lily |eaf;

O nice in the one wheaten sheaf
Forgotten at the threshing-place;

O birds lost in the one clear space

O nmorning light in a di msky;

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

O the door-pillars of one house,

O two sweet bl ossomi ng appl e- boughs

That have one shadow on the ground;

O the two strings that made one sound
Where that wi se harper's finger ran

For this young girl and this young nan
Have happi ness wi thout an end,

Because t hey have nade so good a friend.
They know all wonders, for they pass

The towery gates of GCori as,

And Findrias and Fali as,

And | ong-forgotten Miri as,

Anong t he gi ant kings whose hoard,

Caul dron and spear and stone and sword,
Was robbed before earth gave the wheat;
Wandering from broken street to street
They cone where sone huge watcher is,

And trenble with their | ove and ki ss.
They know undyi ng things, for they

Wander where earth withers away,

Though nothing troubles the great streans
But light fromthe pale stars, and gl eans
Fromthe holy orchards, where there is none
But fruit that is of precious stone,

O appl es of the sun and noon.



What were our praise to then? They eat
Quiet's wild heart, like daily neat;
Who when ni ght thickens are afl oat

On dappl ed skins in a glass boat,

Far out under a wi ndl ess sky;

Whi |l e 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 witers say,

A yew tree where his body |ay;

But a wild apple hid the grass

Wth its sweet bl ossom where hers was,
And being in good heart, because

A better tine had conme again

After the deaths of many nen,

And that long fighting at the ford,
They wote on tablets of thin board,
Made of the apple and the yew,

Al'l the love stories that they knew.
Let rush and hird cry out their fill
O the harper's daughter if they wll,
Bel oved, | amnot afraid of her.

She is not wi ser nor |ovelier,

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

But |1'd have bird and rush forget
Those other two; for never yet

Has | over lived, but longed to wive

Li ke themthat are no nore alive.

BEAUTI FUL LOFTY THI NGS

BEAUTI FUL | ofty things: O Leary's noble head;

My father upon the Abbey stage, before hima raging crowd:

"This Land of Saints,' and then as the appl ause died out,

"OfF plaster Saints'; his beautiful m schievous head thrown back.
St andi sh O Grady supporting hinself between the tables

Speaki ng to a drunken audi ence hi gh nonsensi cal words;

Augusta Gregory seated at her great ornolu table,

Her eightieth winter approaching: "Yesterday he threatened ny life.
| told himthat nightly fromsix to seven | sat at this table,
The blinds drawn up'; Maud Gonne at Howt h station waiting a train,
Pal | as Athene in that straight back and arrogant head:

Al'l the dynpians; a thing never known again.

THE BLACK TOWER

SAY that the men of the old black tower,
Though they but feed as the goatherd feeds,
Their noney spent, their w ne gone sour,
Lack nothing that a sol di er needs,

That all are oat h-bound nen:

Those banners cone not in.

i{There in the tonb stand the dead upright,}
i {But winds come up fromthe shore:}

i { They shake when the wi nds roar,}

i{d d bones upon the mountain shake.}



Those banners cone to bribe or threaten
O whisper that a man's a foo

Who, when his own right king's forgotten
Cares what king sets up his rule.

If he died | ong ago

Why do yopu dread us so?

i{There in the tonb drops the faint noonlight,}
i {But wind comes up fromthe shore:}

i { They shake when the wi nds roar,}

i{d d bones upon the mountain shake.}

The tower's old cook that nmust clinb and cl anber
Catching small birds in the dew of the norn
When we hale nen lie stretched in slunber

Swears that he hears the king's great horn.

But he's a lying hound:

Stand we on guard oat h- bound!

i{There in the tonb the dark grows bl acker,}
i {But wind comes up fromthe shore:}

i {They shake when the wi nds roar,}

i{d d bones upon the nountain shake.}

BROKEN DREAMS

THERE is grey in your hair.

Young nen no | onger suddenly catch their breath
When you are passi ng;

But rmaybe sonme old gaffer nutters a bl essing
Because it was your prayer

Recovered hi mupon the bed of death.

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

From neagre girlhood's putting on

Bur densone beauty -- for your sol e sake
Heaven has put away the stroke of her doom
So great her portion in that peace you nake
By nmerely wal king in a room

Your beauty can but | eave anbng us

Vague nenories, nothing but nenories.

A young nman when the old nen are done tal king
WIl say to an old nan, "Tell me of that |ady
The poet stubborn with his passion sang us
When age might well have chilled his bl ood.
Vague nenories, nothing but nenories,

But in the grave all, all, shall be renewed.
The certainty that | shall see that |ady
Leani ng or standi ng or wal ki ng

In the first loveliness of womanhood,

And with the fervour of ny youthful eyes

Has set ne nuttering |ike a fool

You are nore beautiful than any one,

And yet your body had a fl aw

Your small hands were not beauti ful

And | amafraid that you will run

And paddle to the wi st

In that nysterious, always brimmng | ake
Where t hose What have obeyed the holy | aw



paddl e and are perfect. Leave unchanged

The hands that | have kissed,

For ol d sake's sake.

The | ast stroke of midnight dies.

Al'l day in the one chair

From dreamto dream and rhyme to rhynme | have
r anged

In ranbling talk with an inage of air:

Vague nenories, nothing but nenories.

BROMN PENNY
I WH SPERED, "I amtoo young,"
And then, "I am ol d enough";

Wherefore | threw a penny

To find out if | might |ove.

"Go and | ove, go and |ove, young nan,
If the lady be young and fair."

Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny,
I am | ooped in the | oops of her hair.
O love is the crooked thing,

There is nobody wi se enough

To find out all that is init,

For he woul d be thinking of |ove

Till the stars had run away

And t he shadows eaten the noon.

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

TO SOVE | HAVE TALKED W TH BY THE FI RE

VWH LE | wought out these fitful Danaan rhynes,
My heart would brimwith dreans about the tines
When we bent down above the fading coals

And tal ked of the dark folk who live in souls

O passionate nen, like bats in the dead trees;
And of the wayward twi light conpanies

Who sigh with ningled sorrow and content,
Because their bl ossom ng dreans have never bent
Under the fruit of evil and of good:

And of the enbattled flanmi ng nultitude

Who rise, wing above wing, flame above fl ane,
And, like a storm cry the Ineffable Nane,

And with the clashing of their sword-bl ades nake
A rapturous nusic, till the norning break

And the white hush end all but the |oud beat

O their long wings, the flash of their white feet.

CHURCH AND STATE

HERE is fresh matter, poet,

Matter for old age neet;

M ght of the Church and the State,
Their nobs put under their feet.
O but heart's wine shall run pure,
M nd's bread grow sweet.

That were a cowardly song,

Wander in dreans no nore;

What if the Church and the State



Are the nob that how s at the door!
Wne shall run thick to the end,
Bread taste sour.

MEDI TATIONS IN TIME OF CIVIL WAR

I
i {Ancestral Houses}
SURELY anong a rich nman s flowering | awns,
Anid the rustle of his planted hills,

Life overflows wi thout anbitious pains;
And rains down life until the basin spills,
And mounts nore dizzy high the nore it rains
As though to choose whatever shape it wills
And never stoop to a nechanica
O servile shape, at others' beck and call
Mere dreans, nere dreans! Yet Homer had not Sung
Had he not found it certain beyond dreans
That out of life's own self-delight had sprung
The abounding glittering jet; though now it seens
As if sone narvel |l ous enpty sea-shell flung
Qut of the obscure dark of the rich streans,
And not a fountain, were the synbol which
Shadows the inherited glory of the rich
Sone violent bitter nman, sone powerful nman
Called architect and artist in, that they,
Bitter and violent nmen, nmight rear in stone
The sweetness that all |onged for night and day,
The gentl eness none there had ever known;

But when the naster's buried nmice can play.
And maybe the great-grandson of that house,
For all its bronze and marble, 's but a nouse.
O what if gardens where the peacock strays
Wth delicate feet upon old terraces,
O else all Juno froman urn displays

Before the indifferent garden deities;
O what if levelled | awns and gravel |l ed ways
Where slippered Contenplation finds his ease
And Chil dhood a delight for every sense,

But take our greatness with our violence?
What if the glory of escutcheoned doors,
And buil dings that a haughtier age desi gned,
The pacing to and fro on polished floors
Ami d great chanbers and |long galleries, |ined
Wth fanous portraits of our ancestors;
What if those things the greatest of nankind
Consi der nost to magnify, or to bless,

But take our greatness with our bitterness?

Il

i {My House}

An anci ent bridge, and a nore ancient tower,
A farnmhouse that is sheltered by its wall,
An acre of stony ground,

Where the synbolic rose can break in flower,
A d ragged el s, old thorns innunerabl e,

The sound of the rain or sound

O every wind that bl ows;

The stilted water-hen

Crossing Stream again



Scared by the splashing of a dozen cows;

A winding stair, a chanber arched with stone,
A grey stone fireplace with an open hearth,
A candle and witten page.

i{Il Penseroso's} Platonist toiled on

In sone |ike chanber, shadowing forth

How t he daenoni c rage

| magi ned everyt hi ng.

Beni ghted travellers

From markets and fromfairs

Have seen his mi dnight candl e glimering.
Two men have founded here. A nman-at-arns
Gat hered a score of horse and spent his days
In this tunul tuous spot,

Where t hrough I ong wars and sudden ni ght al arns
Hi s dwi nding score and he seened castaways
Forgetting and forgot;

And |, that after me

My bodily heirs may find,

To exalt a lonely mnd,

Befitting enbl ens of adversity.

111

i {My Tabl e}

Two heavy trestles, and a board
Where Sato's gift, a changel ess sword
By pen and paper |ies,

That it may noralise

My days out of their ainl essness.

A bit of an enbroidered dress

Covers its wooden sheat h.

Chaucer had not drawn breath

When it was forged. In Sato's house,
Curved |i ke new nmoon, noon-!| um nous
It lay five hundred years.

Yet if no change appears

No moon; only an aching heart

Concei ves a changel ess work of art.
Qur | earned nen have urged

That when and where 'twas forged

A marvel | ous acconpli shnent,

In painting or in pottery, went

From fat her unto son

And through the centuries ran

And seened unchanging |ike the sword.
Soul 's beauty being nost adored,

Men and their business took

Me soul 's unchangi ng | ook;

For the nost rich inheritor,

Knowi ng that none coul d pass Heaven's door
That loved inferior art,

Had such an achi ng heart

That he, although a country's talk
For silken clothes and stately wal k.
Had waking wits; it seened

Juno' s peacock screaned.

IV

i { My Descendant s}

Havi ng inherited a vigorous m nd

Fromny old fathers, | nust nourish dreans



And | eave a woman and a man behi nd

As vigorous of mind, and yet it seens

Life scarce can cast a fragrance on the w nd,
Scarce spread a glory to the norning beans,
But the torn petals strew the garden plot;
And there's but comobn greenness after that.
And what if nmy descendants | ose the flower
Through natural decl ension of the soul
Through too nuch business with the passing hour
Through too nuch play, or marriage with a fool ?
May this laborious stair and this stark tower
Becone a roofless nin that the ow

May build in the cracked masonry and cry

Her desolation to the desol ate sky.

The prinmum Mbile that fashioned us

Has nmade the very ows in circles nove;

And |, that count nyself nobst prosperous,
Seeing that |ove and friendship are enough
For an ol d neighbour's friendship chose the house
And decked and altered it for a girl's |ove,
And know what ever flourish and decline

These stones renmain their monument and mine.
Y

i {The Road at My Door}

An affable Irregular,

A heavily-built Falstaffian nan,

Cones cracking jokes of civil war

As though to die by gunshot were

The finest play under the sun

A brown Lieutenant and his nen,

Hal f dressed in national uniform

Stand at ny door, and | conplain

O the foul weather, hail and rain,

A pear-tree broken by the storm

| count those feathered balls of soot

The noor-hen gui des upon the stream

To silence the envy in ny thought;

And turn towards ny chanber, caught

In the cold snows of a dream

Vi

i{The Stare's Nest by My W ndow}

The bees build in the crevices

O | oosening nasonry, and there

The not her birds bring grubs and flies.

My wall is | oosening; honey-bees,

Cone build in the enpty house of the state.
W are closed in, and the key is turned
On our uncertainty; sonewhere

A man is killed, or a house burned,

Yet no cleat fact to be discerned:

Cone build in he enpty house of the stare.
A barricade of stone or of wood

Sone fourteen days of civil war;

Last night they trundl ed down the road
That dead young soldier in his blood:

Cone build in the enpty house of the stare.
We had fed the heart on fantasies,

The heart's grown brutal fromthe fare;
More Substance in our enmities

Than in our |ove; O honey-bees,



Cone build in the enpty house of the stare.

A

i{I see Phantons of Hatred and of the Heart's}

i {Ful Il ness and of the Coning Enptiness}

| clinb to the tower-top and | ean upon broken stone,

A mst that is like blown snow is sweeping over all
Val l ey, river, and elns, under the light of a noon
That seens unlike itself, that seens unchangeabl e,
Aglittering sword out of the east. A puff of wind
And those white glinmering fragnents of the m st

sweep by.

Frenzi es bew | der, reveries perturb the mind;
Monstrous familiar images swmto the nmind s eye.
"Vengeance upon the nurderers,' the cry goes up
"Vengeance for Jacques Mol ay.' |In cloud-pale rags, or
in |ace,

The rage-driven, rage-tornented, and rage-hungry troop
Trooper bel abouring trooper, biting at armor at face,
Pl unges towards nothing, arns and fingers spreadi ng

wi de

For the enbrace of nothing; and I, nmy wits astray
Because of all that senseless tunult, all but cried
For vengeance on the nurderers of Jacques Ml ay.

Their legs long, delicate and sl ender, aquanmarine their
eyes,

Magi cal unicorns bear |adies on their backs.

The | adies close their nusing eyes. No prophecies,
Renenber ed out of Babyl oni an al nanacs,

Have cl osed the | adies' eyes, their mnds are but a poo
Where even | onging drowns under its own excess;
Not hi ng but stillness can remain when hearts are ful

O their own sweetness, bodies of their |oveliness.
The cl oud-pal e uni corns, the eyes of aquamari ne,

The quivering hal f-closed eyelids, the rags of cloud or
of | ace,

O eyes that rage has brightened, arns it has nmade | ean
Gve place to an indifferent nultitude, give place

To brazen hawks. Nor self-delighting reverie,

Nor hate of what's to come, nor pity for what's gone,
Not hi ng but grip of claw, and the eye's conpl acency,
The i nnunerabl e cl angi ng wi ngs that have put out the
noon.

I turn away and shut the door, and on the stair

Wonder how nany tinmes | could have proved ny

wor t h

In sonething that all others understand or share;

But O anbitious heart, had such a proof drawn forth
A company of friends, a conscience set at ease,

It had but nmade us pine the nore. The abstract joy,
The hal f-read wi sdom of daenoni ¢ i mages

Suffice the ageing man as once the grow ng boy.

COLONEL MARTI N

THE Col onel went out sailing,

He spoke with Turk and Jew,

Wth Christian and with Infidel

For all tongues he knew.

"Owhat's a wifeless man?' said he,



And he canme sailing hone.

He rose the latch and went upstairS
And found an enpty room

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}

"I kept her nuch in the country

And she was nuch al one,

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

She may be all al one there,

For who can say?' he said.

"I think that | shall find her

In a young nman's bed.

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}

111

The Col onel net a pedl ar

Agreed their clothes to swop,

And bought the grandest jewelry

In a Gal way shop,

I nstead of thread and needl e

put jewelry in the pack,

Bound a t hong about his hand,
Hitched it on his back

i {The Col onel wcnt out sailing.}
The Col onel knocked on the rich nan's door
"I amsorry,' said the maid,

"My nistress cannot see these things,
But she is still abed,

And never have | | ooked upon
Jewel ry so grand.

"Take all to your mistress,

And he laid themon her hand.

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}
And he went in and she went on

And both clinbed up the stair,

And O he was a cl ever man,

For he his slippers wore.

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

Hs wife he found and the rich nman
In the confort of a bed

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}
The Judge at the Assize Court,
When he heard that story told,
Awar ded hi m f or damages

Three kegs of gol d.

The Col onel said to Tom his man,
"Harness an ass and cart,

Carry the gold about the town,
Throw it in every patt.

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}

A

And there at all street-corners

A man with a pistol stood

And the rich man had paid them wel |
To shoot the Col onel dead;

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

That they could never shoot a nman



Did all that for the poor
i {The Col onel went out sailing.}

VI

"And did you keep no gold, Tonf

You had three kegs,' said he.

"I never thought of that, Sir.

"Then want before you die.

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

And Tom meke out a living

From the seaweed on the strand.

i {The Col onel went out sailing.}

THE COM NG OF W SDOM W TH TI ME

THOUGH | eaves are many, the root is one;
Through all the |lying days of my youth

I swayed ny | eaves and flowers in the sun
Now | may wi ther into the truth.

THE COUNTESS CATHLEEN | N PARADI SE

ALL the heavy days are over
Leave the body's coloured pride
Underneat h the grass and cl over
Wth the feet laid side by side.
Bathed in flanmi ng founts of duty
She' Il not ask a haughty dress;
Carry all that nournful beauty
To the scented oaken press.

Did the kiss of Mther Miry

Put that rmusic in her face?

Yet she goes with footstep wary,
Full of earth's old tinmid grace.
"Mong the feet of angels seven
What a dancer glinmmering!

Al'l the heavens bow down to Heaven
Flame to flane and wing to w ng.

CRAZY JANE ON THE MOUNTAI N

I AMtired of cursing the Bishop
(Said Crazy Jane)

Ni ne books or nine hats

Wul d not rmake hima man.

| have found sonet hi ng worse

To neditate on.

A King had sonme beautiful cousins.
But where are they gone?
Battered to death in a cellar,
And he stuck to his throne.

Last night | lay on the nountain.
(Said Crazy Jane)

There in a two-horsed carri age
That on two wheel s ran

G eat - bl addered Ener sat.

Her violent man

Cuchul ain sat at her side;



Ther eupon

Pr opped upon ny two knees,

| kissed a stone

I lay stretched out in the dirt
And | cried tears down.

CUCHULAI N COMFORTED

A MAN that had six nortal wounds, a nan
Vi ol ent and fanopus, strode anong the dead;
Eyes stared out of the branches and were gone.

Then certain Shrouds that nmuttered head to head
Came and were gone. He leant upon a tree
As though to neditate on wounds and bl ood.

A Shroud that seemed to have authority
Anmong those bird-like things cane, and let fal
A bundle of linen. Shrouds by two and thrce

Cane creeping up because the man was still.
And thereupon that linen-carrier said:
"Your life can grow nuch sweeter if you will

"CObey our ancient rule and nake a shroud;
Mai nl y because of what we only know
The rattle of those arns makes us afraid.

"W thread the needl es' eyes, and all we do
Al'l must together do.' That done, the man
Took up the nearest and began to sew.

"Now nust we sing and sing the best we can,
But first you nust be told our character
Convi cted cowards all, by kindred slain

"Or driven fromhone and left to dic in fear.
They sang, but had nor human tunes nor words,
Though all was done in conmon as before;

They had changed their thtoats and had the throats of
bi rds.

THE CURSE OF CROWELL

YQU ask what -- | have found, and far and wide | go:
Not hi ng but Cromwel |'s house and Cromwel | ' s nur-

der ous crew,

The | overs and the dancers are beaten into the clay,
And the tall nmen and the swordsmen and the horsenen,
where are they?

And there is an old beggar wandering in his pride -- -
H s fathers served their fathers before Christ was
crucified.

i {O what of that, O what of that,}

"i{What is there left to say?}

Al'l neighbourly content and easy tal k are gone,

But there's no good conpl aining, for noney's rant is
on.

He that's nounting up nmust on his nei ghbour nount,
And we and all the Muses are things of no account.



They have schooling of their own, but | pass their
school i ng by,

What can they know that we know t hat know the
time to die?

i {O what of that, O what of that,}

i{What is there left to say?}

But there's another know edge that mny heart destroys,
As the fox in the old fable destroyed the Spartan boy's
Because it proves that things both can and cannot be;

That the swordsmen and the | adies can still keep com
pany,

Can pay the poet for a verse and hear the fiddle sound,
That | amstill their setvant though all are under-
ground.

i {O what of that, O what of that,}

i{What is there left to say?}

| cane on a great house in the nmiddle of the night,
Its open lighted doorway and its wi ndows all alight,
And all ny friends were there and made ne wel cone
t 0o;

But | woke in an old ruin that the winds. how ed

t hr ough;

And when | pay attention | nust out and wal k

Anmong t he dogs and horses that understand ny talk.
i {O what of that, O what of that,}

i{What is there left to say?}

THE DEDI CATI ON TO A BOOK OF STORI ES
SELECTED FROM THE | Rl SH NOVELI STS

THERE was a green branch hung with nmany a bel
When her own people ruled this tragic Eire;

And fromits nurnuring greenness, calmof Faery,
A Druid kindness, on all hearers fell.

It charmed away the nerchant fromhis guile,

And turned the farmer's nenory fromhis cattle,
And hushed in sleep the roaring ranks of battle:
And all grew friendly for alittle while.

Ah, Exiles wandering over |ands and seas,

And pl anning, plotting always that sone norrow
May set a stone upon ancestral Sorrow

| also bear a bell-branch full of ease.

| tore it from green boughs wi nds tore and tossed
Until the sap of sumrer had grown weary!

| tore it fromthe barren boughs of Eire,

That country where a man can be so crossed;

Can be so battered, badgered and destroyed

That he's a loveless man: gay bells bring |aughter
That shakes a noul dering cobweb fromthe rafter
And yet the saddest chinmes are best enjoyed.

Gay bells or sad, they bring you nenories

O half-forgotten innocent old places:

We and our bitterness have left no traces

On Munster grass and Connenara ski es.

DEMON AND BEAST

FOR certain minutes at the |east
That crafty denon and that |oud beast



That plague nme day and ni ght

Ran out of ny sight;

Though | had | ong perned in the gyre,
Bet ween ny hatred and desire.

| saw nmy freedom won

And all laugh in the sun.

The glittering eyes in a death's head
O old Luke Wadding's portrait said
Vel cone, and the O nondes al

Nodded upon the wall,

And even Strafford smiled as though
It made hi m happier to know

| understood his plan.

Now t hat the | oud beast ran

There was no portrait in the Gallery
But beckoned to sweet company,

For all nen's thoughts grew cl ear
Bei ng dear as mine are dear.

But soon a tear-drop started up,

For aim ess joy had made ne stop
Beside the little | ake

To watch a white gull take

A bit of bread thrown up into the air;
Now gyri ng down and perning there

He spl ashed where an absurd

Portly green-pated bird

Shook of f the water from his back
Bei ng no nore denoni ac

A stupid happy creature
Coul d rouse ny whol e nat ure.

Yet | amcertain as can be

That every natural victory

Bel ongs to beast or denon,

That never yet had freeman

Ri ght mastery of natural things

And that mere growing old, that brings
Chilled bl ood, this sweetness brought;
Yet have no dearer thought

Than that | may find out a way

To nmake it |inger half a day.

O what a sweet ness strayed

Thr ough barren Thebai d,

O by the Mareotic sea

When that exul tant Ant hony

And twi ce a thousand nore

St arved upon the shore

And withered to a bag of bones!

What had the Caesars but their thrones?

O DO NOT LOVE TOO LONG

SWEETHEART, do not | ove too |ong:

I loved | ong and | ong,

And grew to be out of fashion

Li ke an ol d song.

Al'l through the years of our youth
Nei t her coul d have known

Their own thought fromthe other's
VW were so nuch at one.

But O in a minute she changed --



O do not |ove too |Iong,
O you will grow out of fashion
Li ke an ol d song.

A DREAM OF DEATH

| DREAMED that one had died in a strange pl ace
Near no accustomed hand,

And they had nail ed the boards above her face,
The peasants of that |and,

Wondering to lay her in that solitude,

And rai sed above her nound

A cross they had nmade out of two bits of wood,
And pl anted cypress round;

And left her to the indifferent stars above
Until | carved these words

i {She was nore beautiful than thy first |ove,}
i {But now |lies under boards.}

ON A PICTURE OF A BLACK CENTAUR BY EDMUND DULAC

YOUR hooves have stanped at the black nargin of the wood,
Even where horrible green parrots call and swi ng.

My works are all stanped down into the sultry nud.

I knew that horse-play, knew it for a nurderous thing.
What whol esone sun has ripened i s whol esone food to eat,
And that alone; yet |, being driven half insane

Because of sone green w ng, gathered old numy wheat

In the mad abstract dark and ground it grain by grain
And after baked it slowy in an oven; but now

| bring full-flavoured wi ne out of a barrel found

Wher e seven Ephesi an topers slept and never knew

When Al exander's enpire passed, they slept so sound.
Stretch out your linbs and sleep a |l ong Saturnian sl eep
| have | oved you better than ny soul for all nmy words,
And there is none so fit to keep a watch and keep
Unweari ed eyes upon those horrible green birds.

EPHEMERA

"YOUR eyes that once were never weary of mne
Are bowed in sotrow under pendul ous lids,
Because our love is waning."

And t hen She:

"Al t hough our love is waning, let us stand

By the | one border of the | ake once nore,
Together in that hour of gentl eness

When the poor tired child, passion, falls asleep
How far away the stars seem and how far

I's our first kiss, and ah, how old ny heart!"
Pensi ve t hey paced al ong the faded | eaves,

Wil e slowy he whose hand hel d hers replied:
"Passi on has often worn our wandering hearts."
The woods were round them and the yellow | eaves
Fell like faint meteors in the gloom and once
A rabbit old and | ane |inped down the path;
Autumm was over him and now t hey stood

On the I one border of the | ake once nore:

Turni ng, he saw that she had thrust dead | eaves



Gat hered in silence, dewy as her eyes,

In bosom and hair.

"Ah, do not nourn," he said,

"That we are tired, for other |oves await us;
Hate on and | ove through unrepining hours.
Before us lies eternity; our souls

Are love, and a continual farewell."

THE W NDI NG STAI R AND OTHER POEMS
IN MEMORY OF EVA GORE- BOOTH AND CON MARKI EW CZ

THE |ight of evening, Lissadell,
Great wi ndows open to the south,
Two girls in silk kinmonos, both
Beautiful, one a gazelle.

But a raving autumm shears

Bl ossom from t he sumrer's wreat h;
The ol der is condemmed to deat h,
Par doned, drags out lonely years
Conspiring anmong the ignorant.

| know not what the younger dreans --
Sone vague Utopia -- and she seens,
When withered ol d and skel et on- gaunt,
An image of such politics.

Many a time | think to seek

One or the other out and speak

O that old Georgian mansion, nix
pi ctures of the mind, recal

That table and the tal k of youth,
Two girls in silk kinmonos, both
Beautiful, one a gazelle.

Dear shadows, now you know it all
Al the folly of a fight

Wth a common wong or right.

The i nnocent and the beauti ful

Have no eneny but tine;

Arise and bid nme strike a match

And strike another till time catch
Shoul d the conflagration clinb,
Run till all the sages know.

We the great gazebo built,
They convicted us of guilt;
Bid ne strike a match and bl ow.

THE MAN VWHO DREAMED COF FAERYLAND

HE stood anong a crowd at Dronmhair;

Hi s heart hung all upon a silken dress,

And he had known at |ast some tenderness,
Before earth took himto her stony care;

But when a man poured fish into a pile,

It Seemed they raised their little silver heads,
And sang what gold norning or evening sheds
Upon a woven world-forgotten isle

Wher e peopl e | ove beside the ravell ed seas;
That Time can never mar a lover's vows
Under that woven changel ess roof of boughs:
The singi ng shook himout of his new ease.
He wandered by the sands of Lissadell



Hs mind ran all on noney cares and fears,
And he had known at |ast sonme prudent years
Bef ore they heaped his grave under the hill;
But while he passed before a plashy pl ace,

A lug-wormwith its grey and nuddy nouth
Sang that sonewhere to north or west or south
There dwelt a gay, exulting, gentle race
Under the golden or the silver skies;

That if a dancer stayed his hungry foot

It seemed the sun and noon were in the fruit:
And at that singing he was no nore w se.

He nused beside the well of Scanavin,

He nmused upon his nockers: without fai

H s sudden vengeance were a country tale,
When earthy night had drunk his body in;

But one small knot-grass growi ng by the pool
Sang where -- unnecessary cruel voice --

A d silence bids its chosen race rejoice,
What ever ravelled waters rise and fal

O storny silver fret the gold of day,

And m dnight there enfold themlike a fleece
And | over there by lover be at peace.

The tale drove his fine angry nood away.

He sl ept under the hill of Lugnagall;

And m ght have known at |ast unhaunted sl eep
Under that cold and vapour-turbaned steep
Now that the earth had taken man and all

Did not the worns that spired about his bones
proclaimw th that unwearied, reedy cry

That God has laid His fingers on the sky,
That fromthose fingers glittering sumrer runs
Upon the dancer by the dream ess wave.

Why shoul d those | overs that no | overs mss
Dream until God burn Nature with a kiss?
The man has found no confort in the grave.

THE FALLI NG OF THE LEAVES

AUTUW is over the long | eaves that |ove us,

And over the mice in the barley sheaves
Yel l ow the | eaves of the rowan above us,

And yellow the wet wild-strawberry | eaves

The hour of the waning of |ove has beset us,

And weary and worn are our sad soul s now,

Let us patt, ere the season of passion forget us,
Wth a kiss and a tear on thy drooping brow.

THE FALLI NG OF THE LEAVES

AUTUW is over the long | eaves that |ove us,

And over the mice in the barley sheaves
Yel l ow the | eaves of the rowan above us,

And yellow the wet wild-strawberry | eaves

The hour of the waning of |ove has beset us,

And weary and worn are our sad soul s now,

Let us patt, ere the season of passion forget us,
Wth a kiss and a tear on thy drooping brow.

FRAGVENTS



I

LOCKE sank into a swoon

The Garden di ed;

God took the spinning-jenny
Qut of his side.

I

Where got | that truth?

Qut of a nedium s nouth.
Qut of nothing it cane,

Qut of the forest | oam

Qut of dark night where |ay
The crowns of N neveh.

THE G FT OF HARUN AL- RASHI D

KUSTA BEN LUKA is nmy nanme, | wite

To Abd Al - Rabban; fell owroysterer once,
Now t he good Caliph's | earned Treasurer

And for no ear but his.

Carry this letter

Through the great gallery of the Treasure House
Wher e banners of the Caliphs hang, night-col oured
But brilliant as the night's enbroidery,

And wait war's nusic; pass the little gallery;
Pass books of |earning from Byzantium

Witten in gold upon a purple stain,

And pause at last, | was about to say,

At the great book of Sappho's song; but no,

For should you leave ny letter there, a boy's
Love-lorn, indifferent hands night conme upon it
And let it fall unnoticed to the floor

pause at the Treatise of parnenides

And hide it there, for Caiphs to world' s end
Must keep that perfect, as they keep her song,
So great its fane.

When fitting time has passed

The parchnent will disclose to sone | earned nan
A nystery that el se had found no chronicler

But the wild Bedouin. Though | approve

Those wanderers that welcomed in their tents
What great Harun Al -Rashid, occupied

Wth Persian enbassy or G ecian war,

Must needs neglect, | cannot hide the truth
That wandering in a desert, featureless

As air under a wing, can give birds' wit.

In after time they will speak nuch of ne

And speak but fantasy. Recall the year

When our bel oved Caliph put to death

Hs Vizir Jaffer for an unknown reason

"I'f but the shirt upon my body knew it

I'd tear it off and throwit in the fire.

That speech was all that the town knew, but he
Seened for a while to have grown young again;
Seenmed so on purpose, nmuttered Jaffer's friends,
That none mi ght know that he was consci ence-struck --
But that s a traitor's thought. Enough for ne
That in the early sumer of the year

The mightiest of the princes of the world



Canme to the | east considered of his courtiers;
Sat down upon the fountain's nmarbl e edge,

One hand amid the goldfish in the pool;

And t hereupon a col |l oquy took place

That | comend to all the chroniclers

To show how vi ol ent great hearts can | ose

Their bitterness and find the honeyconb.

"l have brought a slender bride into the house;
You know the saying, ""Change the bride with spring.""'
And she and |, being sunk in happiness,

Cannot endure to think you tread these paths,
When evening stirs the jasm ne bough, and yet
Are bridel ess.'

"I amfalling into years.'

"But such as you and | do not seemold

Li ke nen who |ive by habit. Every day

I ride with falcon to the river's edge

O carry the ringed nmail upon ny back,

O court a wonan; neither eneny,

Gane-bird, nor wonan does the sane thing tw ce;
And so a hunter carries in the eye

A mmc of youth. Can poet's thought

That springs frombody and in body falls

Like this pure jet, now |lost anmid blue sky,

Now bathing lily leaf and fish's scal e,

Be mimcry?

"What matter if our souls

Are nearer to the surface of the body

Than souls that start no gane and turn no rhyne!
The soul's own youth and not the body's youth
Shows through our lineanents. M candle's bright,
My lantern is too |oyal not to show

That it was nmade in your great father's reign,
And yet the jasnmi ne season warns our bl ood."'
"Great prince, forgive the freedom of ny speech:
You think that | ove has seasons, and you think
That if the spring bear off what the spring gave
The heart need suffer no defeat; but |

Who have accepted the Byzantine faith,

That seems unnatural to Arabian mnds,

Thi nk when | choose a bride | choose for ever;
And if her eye should not grow bright for mne
O brighten only for some younger eye,

My heart could never turn fromdaily ruin,

Nor find a renedy.'

"But what if |

Have |it upon a wonman who so shares

Your thirst for those old crabbed nysteries,

So strains to | ook beyond Qur life, an eye

That never knew that strain would scarce seem bright,
And yet herself can seemyouth's very fountain,
Being all brinmed with |ife?

"Were it but true

I woul d have found the best that life can give,
Conpani onship in those nysterious things

That nmake a man's soul or a woman's soul

Itself and not some other soul.'

"That | ove

Must needs be in this life and in what follows
Unchangi ng and at peace, and it is right



Every phil osopher shoul d praise that |ove.

But | being none can praise its opposite.

It makes ny passion stronger but to think

Li ke passion stirs the peacock and his nate,
The wild stag and the doe; that nouth to nouth
Is a man's nockery of the changel ess soul.

And t hereupon his bounty gave what now

Can shake nore bl ossom from autummal chil

Than all ny bursting springtine knew. A girl
Perched in sonme wi ndow of her nother's housc
Had wat ched ny daily passage to and fro;

Had heard inpossible history of mnmy past;

| magi ned sone i npossi ble history

Lived at ny side; thought tinme's disfiguring touch
Gave but nore reason for a woman's care.

Yet was it love of me, or was it |ove

O the stark nystery that has dazed ny sight,
per pl exed her fantasy and pl anned her care?

O did the torchlight of that nystery

Pick out ny features in such |ight and shade
Two contenpl ati ng passi ons chose one thene
Through sheer bewi | derment? She had not paced
The garden paths, nor counted up the roons,

Bef ore she had spread a book upon her knees
And asked about the pictures or the text;

And often those first days | saw her stare

On old dry witing in a | earned tongue,

On old dry faggots that could never please

The extravagance of spring; or nove a hand

As if that witing or the figured page

Were some dear cheek

Upon a noonl ess ni ght

| sat where | could watch her sl eeping form
And wrote by candle-light; but her form noved.
And fearing that my light disturbed her sleep
| rose that | might screen it with a cloth.

| heard her voice, "Turn that | nmay expound
What's bowed your shoul der and made pal e your cheek
And saw her sitting upright on the bed;

O was it she that spoke or sone great Djinn?
| say that a Djinn spoke. A livelong hour

She seened the | earned man and | the child;
Truths wi thout father cane, truths that no book
O all the uncounted books that | have read,
Nor thought out of her mind or mne begot,

Sel f-born, high-born, and solitary truths,
Those terrible inplacable straight |ines

Drawn through the wandering vegetative dream
Even those truths that when ny bones are dust
Must drive the Arabian host.

The voice grew still,

And she | ay down upon her bed and sl ept,

But woke at the first gleam of day, rose up
And swept the house and sang about her work

In childish ignorance of all that passed.

A dozen nights of natural sleep, and then

When the full noon swamto its greatest height
She rose, and with her eyes shut fast in sleep
Wal ked through the house. Unnoticed and unfelt
I wrapped her in a hooded cl oak, and she,



Hal f running, dropped at the first ridge of the desert
And there marked out those enblens on the sand
That day by day | study and narvel at,

Wth her white finger. | led her hone asleep
And once agai n she rose and swept the house

In childish ignorance of all that passed.

Even to-day, after sone seven years

When maybe thrice in every noon her nouth

Mur nrured the wi sdom of the desert Djinns,

She keeps that ignorance, nor has she now

That first unnatural interest in ny books.

It seens enough that | amthere; and yet,

ad fell ow student, whose nost patient ear
Heard all the anxiety of nmy passionate youth,
It seens | mnust buy know edge with ny peace.
What if she | ose her ignorance and so
Dreamthat | |ove her only for the voice

That every gift and every word of praise

I's but a paynment for that nidnight voice

That is to age what nmilk is to a child?

Were she to | ose her |ove, because she had | ost
Her confidence in nine, or even |lose

Its first sinplicity, |ove, voice and all

Al nmy fine feathers would be plucked away

And | left shivering. The voice has drawn

A quality of wisdomfrom her |ove's

Particular quality. The signs and shapes;

Al'l those abstractions that you fancied were
Fromthe great Treatise of parnenides

All, all those gyres and cubes and ni dni ght things
Are but a new expression of her body

Drunk with the bitter sweetness of her youth.
And now ny utnost nystery is out.

A wonman's beauty is a stormtossed banner;
Under it wi sdom stands, and | al one --

O all Arabia's lovers | alone --

Nor dazzled by the enbroidery, nor |ost

In the confusion of its night-dark folds,

Can hear the arned man speak

STREAM AND SUN AT GLENDALQOUGH

THROUGH intricate notions ran
Stream and gliding sun

And all ny heart seened gay:

Sone stupid thing that | had done
Made ny attention stray.

Repent ance keeps ny heart inpure;
But what am | that dare

Fancy that | can

Better conduct nyself or have nore
Sense than a conmon man?

What notion of the sun or stream
O eyelid shot the gl eam

That pierced ny body through?

What nade me live like these that seem
Sel f-born, born anew?

THE SONG OF THE HAPPY SHEPHERD



THE woods of Arcady are dead,

And over is their antique joy;

O old the world on dreaning fed;

Gey Truth is now her painted toy;

Yet still she turns her restless head:
But O sick children of the world,

O all the many changi ng things

In dreary danci ng past us whirled,

To the cracked tune that Chronos sings,
Wrds al one are certain good.

Where are now t he warring Kings,

Word be-nockers? -- By the Rood,

Where are now the watring kings?

An idle word is now their glory,

By the stammreri ng school boy said,

Readi ng sonme entangl ed story:

The kings of the old tinme are dead;
The wandering earth herself may be
Only a sudden flami ng word,

In clanging space a nonment heard,
Troubling the endl ess reverie.

Then now se worshi p dusty deeds,

Nor seek, for this is also sooth,

To hunger fiercely after truth,

Lest all thy toiling only breeds

New dreans, new dreans; there is no truth
Saving in thine owm heart. Seek, then,
No | earning fromthe starry nen,

Who follow with the optic glass

The whirling ways of stars that pass --
Seek, then, for this is also sooth,

No word of theirs -- the cold star-bane
Has cloven and rent their hearts in twain,
And dead is all their human truth.

Go gat her by the humm ng sea

Some twi sted, echo-harbouring shell.
And to its lips thy story tell,

And they thy conforters will be.

Rewor di ng in nel odi ous guile

Thy fretful words a little while,

Till they shall singing fade in ruth
And die a pearly brotherhood;

For words al one are certain good:

Sing, then, for this is also sooth.

| nmust be gone: there is a grave
Where daffodil and Iily wave,

And | woul d pl ease the hapl ess faun,
Buri ed under the sleepy ground,

Wth mrthful songs before the dawn.
Hi s shouting days with mirth were crowned,
And still | dream he treads the |awn,
Wal ki ng ghostly in the dew,

Pi erced by nmy gl ad singing through,

My songs of old earth's dreany youth:
But ah! she dreans not now, dream thou!
For fair are poppies on the brow
Dream dream for this is also sooth.

THE HARP OF AENGUS



Edai n cane out of Mdhir's hill, and | ay
Besi de young Aengus in his tower of glass,
Where tine is drowned in odour-laden wi nds

And Druid noons, and nmurnuring of boughs,

And sl eepy boughs, and boughs where appl es nmade
O opal and ruhy and pale chrysolite

Awake unsl eeping fires; and wove seven strings,
Sweet with all nusic, out of his long hair,
Because her hands had been nmade wild by Iove.
When M dhir's wife had changed her to a fly,

He made a harp with Druid appl e-wood

That she anong her wi nds mni ght know he wept;
And fromthat hour he has watched over none

But faithful |overs

HE BI DS H S BELOVED BE AT PEACE

| HEAR t he Shadowy Horses, their |ong manes a-shake,
Their hoofs heavy with tunult, their eyes glinmmering
whi t e;

The North unfol ds above them clinging, creeping

ni ght,

The East her hidden joy before the norning break

The West weeps in pale dew and sighs passi hg away,
The South is pouring down roses of crinson fire:

O vanity of Sleep, Hope, Dream endless Desire,

The Horses of Disaster plunge in the heavy clay:

Bel oved, let your eyes half close, and your heart beat
Over ny heart, and your hair fall over ny breast,
Drowni ng love's lonely hour in deep twlight of rest,
And hiding their tossing nmanes and their tunultuous
feet.

HE HEARS THE CRY OF THE SEDCE

I WANDER by the edge

O this desol ate | ake

Where wind cries in the sedge:

i{Until the axle break

That keeps the stars in their round,
And hands hurl in the deep

The banners of East and West,

And the girdle of light is unhound,
Your breast will not lie by the breast
O your beloved in sleep.}

HE REMEMBERS FORGOTTEN BEAUTY

VWHEN ny arms wap you round | press

My heart upon the |oveliness

That has | ong faded fromthe world;

The jewel |l ed crowns that kings have hurled
In shadowy pools, when armies fled;

The | ove-tales wought with silken thread
By dreami ng | adi es upon cloth

That has nade fat the nurderous noth

The roses that of old time were

Wwven by ladies in their hair,



The dew-cold lilies |ladies bore
Through many a sacred corridor

Where such grey cl ouds of incense rose
That only God's eyes did not close:

For that pale breast and lingering hand
Cone from a nore dream heavy | and,

A nore dream heavy hour than this;

And when you sigh fromkiss to kiss

| hear white Beauty sighing, too,

For hours when all nust fade |ike dew
But flame on flanme, and deep on deep
Throne over throne where in half sleep
Their swords upon their iron knees,
Brood her high lonely nysteries.

HE TELLS OF A VALLEY FULL OF LOVERS

| DREAMED that | stood in a valley, and am d sighs,

For happy |overs passed two by two where | stood;

And | dreaned ny | ost |ove cane stealthily out of the

wood

Wth her cloud-pale eyelids falling on dream di mmed

eyes:

| cried in nmy dream O i{wonen, bid the young nen | ay}

i {Their heads on your knees, and drown their eyes with your fair,}
i {O renenbering hers they will find no other face fair}

i{Till all the valleys of the world have been withered away.}

HE THI NKS OF H S PAST GREATNESS WHEN A PART OF THE CONSTELLATI ONS OF HEAVEN

I HAVE drunk ale fromthe Country of the Young
And weep because | know all things now

| have been a hazel -tree, and they hung

The Pilot Star and the Crooked Pl ough

Anong ny |l eaves in tines out of nind:

| becane a rush that horses tread:

| became a man, a hater of the w nd,

Knowi ng one, out of all things, alone, that his head
May not lie on the breast nor his lips on thc hair
O the woman that he loves, until he dies.

O beast of the wilderness, bird of the air,

Must | endure your anorous cries?

HE W SHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN

HAD | the heavens' enbroidered cloths,

Enw ought wi th gol den and silver |ight,

The blue and the dimand the dark cloths

O night and light and the hal f-1ight,

I woul d spread the cloths under your feet:
But |, being poor, have only ny dreans;

| have spread ny dreans under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on ny dreans.

H GH TALK

PROCESSI ONS that |ack high stilts have nothing that
catches the eye



What if ny great-granddad had a pair that were
twenty foot high,

And mine were but fifteen foot, no nodern Stal ks
upon hi gher,

Sone rogue of the world stole themto patch up a fence
or a fire.

Because piebal d ponies, |ed bears, caged |lions, ake
but poor shows,

Because chil dren demand Daddy-1| ong-1egs upon This
tinmber toes,

Because wonen in the upper storeys denmand a face at
t he pane,

That patching old heels they nay shriek, | take to
chi sel and pl ane.

Mal achi Stilt-Jack am |, whatever | learned has run wld,
Fromcollar to collar, fromstilt to stilt, fromfather to child.
Al'l metaphor, Malachi, stilts and all. A barnacle goose

Far up in the stretches of night; night splits and the

dawn breaks | oose;

I, through the terrible novelty of light, stalk on, stalk on
Those great sea-horses bare their teeth and | augh at the dawn.

H' S PHCEN X

THERE is a queen in China, or maybe it's in Spain,
And birthdays and holidays such praises can be heard
O her unbl enished |ineanents, a whiteness with no
stain,

That she might be that sprightly girl trodden by a
bird;

And there's a score of duchesses, surpassing wona-
ki nd,

O who have found a painter to make them so for pay
And smooth out stain and blemish with the el egance
of his nind:

I knew a phoenix in ny youth, so let them have their
day.

The young nen every ni ght applaud their Gaby's

| aughi ng eye,

And Ruth St. Denis had nore charm al t hough she had
poor | uck;

From ni net een hundred nine or ten, Pavlova's had the
cry

And there's a player in the States who gathers up her

cl oak

And flings herself out of the roomwhen Juliet would

be bride

Wth all a woman's passion, a child's inperious way,

And there are -- but no matter if there are scores beside:
I knew a phoenix in ny youth, so let them have their

day.

There's Margaret and Marjorie and Dorothy and Nan,

A Daphne and a Mary who live in privacy;

One's had her fill of lovers, another's had but one,
Anot her boasts, "I pick and choose and have but two
or three.

If head and linb have beauty and the instep's high and
I'i ght
They can spread out what sail they please for all | have



to say,

Be but the breakers of nen's hearts or engines of
del i ght:

| knew a phoenix in nmy youth, so let them have their
day.

There'll be that crowd, that barbarous crowd, through
all the centuries,

And who can say but some young belle nay wal k and
talk nmen wild

Who is ny beauty's equal, though that my heart denies,
But not the exact |ikeness, the sinplicity of a child,
And that proud | ook as though she had gazed into the
bur ni ng sun,

And all the shapely body no tittle gone astray.

I nmourn for that nost lonely thing; and yet God's will
be done:

| knew a phoenix in nmy youth, so let them have their
day.

THE HOST OF THE AIR

O DRI SCOLL drove with a song

The wild duck and the drake

Fromthe tall and the tufted reeds
O the drear Hart Lake.

And he saw how the reeds grew dark
At the com ng of night-tide,

And dreaned of the long dimhair

O Bridget his bride.

He heard while he sang and dreaned
A pi per piping away,

And never was piping so sad,

And never was piping so gay.

And he saw young nmen and young girls
Who danced on a | evel place,

And Bridget his bride anong them
Wth a sad and a gay face.

The dancers crowded about him

And many a sweet thing said,

And a young man brought himred wi ne
And a young girl white bread.

But Bridget drew him by the sleeve
Away fromthe nerry bands,

To old nen playing at cards

Wth a twi nkling of ancient hands.
The bread and the wine had a doom
For these were the host of the air;
He sat and played in a dream

O her long dimhair.

He played with the nmerry old nen

And thought not of evil chance,

Until one bore Bridget his bride
Away fromthe nmerry dance

He bore her away in his atns,

The handsonest young nan there,

And his neck and his breast and his arns
Were drowned in her long dimhair.

O Driscoll scattered the cards

And out of his dream awoke:

ad nen and young nen and young girls



Were gone like a drifting snoke;
But he heard high up in the air
A pi per piping away,

And never was piping so sad,

And never was piping so gay.

I M TATED FROM THE JAPANESE

A MOST astonishing thing --
Seventy years have | lived

(Hurrah for the flowers of Spring,
For Spring is here again.)

Seventy years have | lived
No ragged beggar - man,
Seventy years have | lived

Seventy years man and boy,
And never have | danced for joy.

THE | NDI AN UPON GOD

| PASSED al ong the water's edge bel ow the hum d trees,

My spirit rocked in evening light, the rushes round ny

knees,

My spirit rocked in sleep and sighs; and saw t he noor -

fow pace

Al'l dripping on a grassy slope, and saw them cease to

chase

Each other round in circles, and heard the el dest speak:

i {Who holds the world between His bill and nmade us strong} or
i {weak}

i{Is an undying noorfow, and He |ives beyond the sky.}

i{The rains are fromH s dripping wing, the noonbeans fron}
i{H s eye.}

| passed a little further on and heard a | otus talk:

i {Who made the world and ruleth it, He hangeth on a stalk,}
i{For} I i{amin H s imge nmade, and all this tinkling tide}
i{ls but a sliding drop of rain between His petals wde.}
Alittle way within the gl oom a roebuck raised his eyes
Brinful of starlight, and he said: i{The Stamper} of i{the}
i {Skies,}

i{He is} a i{gentle roebuck; for how else,} | i{pray, could He}
i {Conceive a thing so sad and soft, a gentle thing like nme?}
| passed a little further on and heard a peacock say:

i {Who nmade the grass and made the wornms and nade ny feat hers}
i{gay,}

i{He is a nonstrous peacock, and He waveth all the night}
i{H s languid tail above us, lit with nyriad spots} of i{light.}

I NTO THE TW LI GHT

QUT-WORN heart, in a time out-worn,

Cone clear of the nets of wong and right;
Laugh, heart, again in the grey twlight,
Sigh, heart, again in the dew of the norn
Your nother Eire is aways young,

Dew ever shining and tw light grey;

Though hope fall fromyou and | ove decay,



Burning in fires of a slanderous tongue.

Cone, heart, where hill is heaped upon hill:
For there the nystical brotherhood

O sun and noon and hol | ow and wood

And river and streamwork out their wll;

And God stands winding Hi s |onely horn

And tine and the world are ever in flight;

And love is less kind than the grey twilight,
And hope is | ess dear than the dew of the norn.

I'N THE SEVEN WOODS

I HAVE heard the pigeons of the Seven Wods
Make their faint thunder, and the garden bees
Humin the line-tree flowers; and put away

The unavailing outcries and the old bitterness
That enpty the heart. | have forgot awhile
Tara uprooted, and new conmonness

Upon the throne and crying about the streets
And hanging its paper flowers from post to post,
Because it is alone of all things happy.

I amcontented, for | know that Quiet

Wanders | aughing and eating her wild heart
Anong pi geons and bees, while that G eat Archer
Who but awaits His hour to shoot, still hangs
A cl oudy quiver over Pairc-na-|ee.

EASTER

I HAVE net them at cl ose of day
Coming with vivid faces

From counter or desk anong grey
Ei ght eent h-century houses.

| have passed with a nod of the head
O polite neaningl ess words,

O have lingered awhile and said
Pol i t e neani ngl ess words,

And t hought before | had done

O a nocking tale or a gibe

To pl ease a conpani on

Around the fire at the cl ub,
Being certain that they and |

But lived where notley is worn:
Al'l changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born

That wonan's days were spent

In ignorant good-wll,

Her nights in argunent

Until her voice grew shrill.

What voice nore sweet than hers
When, young and beauti f ul

She rode to harriers?

This man had kept a school

And rode our wi nged horse

This other his hel per and friend
Was coning into his force

He mi ght have won fanme in the end,
So sensitive his nature seened,
So daring and sweet his thought.



This other man | had dreaned

A drunken, vainglorious |out.

He had done nost bitter wong
To sonme who are near ny heart,
Yet | nunber himin the song;
He, too, has resigned his part
In the casual conedy;

He, too, has been changed in his turn
Transforned utterly:

A terrible beauty is born
Hearts with one purpose al one
Through sumer and wi nter seem
Enchanted to a stone

To trouble the living stream
The horse that cones fromthe road.
The rider, the birds that range
From cl oud to tunbling cloud,

M nute by m nute they change;

A shadow of cloud on the stream
Changes ni nute by m nute;

A horse-hoof slides on the brim
And a horse plashes within it;
The | ong-1 egged noor - hens dive,
And hens to noor-cocks call;

M nute by mnute they live:

The stone's in the nmidst of all.
Too long a sacrifice

Can make a stone of the heart.
O when may it suffice?

That is Heaven's part, our part
To nmurmur nane upon nane,

As a nother names her child
When sl eep at last has cone

On linbs that had run wild.

What is it but nightfall?

No, no, not night but death;

Was it needl ess death after all?
For Engl and may keep faith

For all that is done and said.
We know their dream enough

To know they dreanmed and are dead;
And what if excess of |ove
Bewi | dered themtill they died?
| wite it out in a verse --
MacDonagh and MacBri de

And Connol ly and pearse

Now and in time to be,

Wher ever green i s worn,

Are changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born

THE LAMENTATI ON OF THE COLD PENSI ONER

ALTHOUGH | shelter fromthe rain
Under a broken tree,

My chair was nearest to the fire

I n every conpany

That tal ked of love or politics,
Ere Time transfigured ne.

Though | ads are naking pi kes again



For some conspiracy,

And crazy rascals rage their fill
At human tyranny,

My contenpl ations are of Tine
That has transfigured ne.

There's not a wonman turns her face
Upon a broken tree,

And yet the beauties that | |oved
Are in ny nmenory;

| spit into the face of Tine

That has transfigured ne.

LAPI' S LAZULI
i{(For Harry difton)}

I HAVE heard that hysterical wonen say

They are sick of the palette and fiddl e- bow
O poets that are al ways gay,

For everybody knows or el se shoul d know
That if nothing drastic is done

Aer opl ane and Zeppelin will come out.

Pitch like King Billy bonb-balls in

Until the town lie bearen flat.

Al performtheir tragic play,

There struts Ham et, there is Lear

That's Ophelia, that Cordelia

Yet they, should the |ast scene be there,
The great stage curtain about to drop,

If worthy their prominent part in the play,
Do not break up their lines to weep.

They know that Ham et and Lear are gay;
Gaiety transfiguring all that dread.

Al'l men have ainmed at, found and | ost;

Bl ack out; Heaven bl azing into the head:
Tragedy wought to its utternost.

Though Hanl et ranbl es and Lear rages,

And all the drop-scenes drop at once
Upon a hundred thousand st ages,

It cannot grow by an inch or an ounce.

On their own feet they cane, or On shipboard,
Canel - back; horse-back, ass-back, mul e-back
Ad civilisations put to the sword.

Then they and their w sdom went to rack

No handi work of Calli machus,

Wio handled marble as if it were bronze,
Made draperies that seened to rise

When sea-w nd swept the corner, stands

H s |l ong | anp-chi mey shaped |ike the stem
O a slender palm stood but a day;

Al'l things fall and are built again,

And those that build them again are gay.

Two Chi nanen, behind thema third,
Are carved in lapis lazuli,

Over themflies a |long-1egged bird,
A synbol of |ongevity;

The third, doubtless a serving-nan,
Carries a musical instment.



Every discol oration of the stone,

Every accidental crack or dent,

Seens a water-course or an aval anche,

O lofty slope where it still snows
Though doubtl ess plum or cherry-branch
Sweetens the little hal f-way house
Those Chi namen clinb towards, and
Delight to inagine them seated there;
There, on the mountain and the sky,

On all the tragic scene they stare.

One asks for mournful nelodies;
Acconpl i shed fingers begin to play.
Their eyes mid many winkles, their eyes,
Their ancient, glittering eyes, are gay.

LONG LEGGED FLY

THAT civilisation may not sink

Its great battle |ost,

Qui et the dog, tether the pony

To a distant post;

Qur master Caesar is in the tent

Where the maps ate spread,

H s eyes fixed upon not hing,

A hand under hi s head.

<lLi ke a long-1egged fly upon the stream
H s mind noves upon silence.>1

That the topless towers be burnt

And men recall that face,

Move nost gently if nmove you nust

In this lonely place.

She thinks, part wonman, three parts a child,
That nobody | ooks; her feet

Practise a tinker shuffle

Pi cked up on a street.

<lLi ke a long-1egged fly upon the stream
Her mind noves upon silence.>1

That girls at puberty may find

The first Adamin their thought,

Shut the door of the Pope's chapel

Keep those children out.

There on that scaffolding reclines

M chael Angel o.

Wth no nore sound than the mce nmake

H s hand noves to and fro.

Li ke a |l ong-1eggedfly upon the stream
H s m nd noves upon sil ence.

THE MADNESS OF KI NG GOLL

I SAT on cushi oned otter-skin:

My word was law fromIth to Emain,

And shook at Inver Amergin

The hearts of the world-troubling seanen,
And drove tumult and war away

Fromgirl and boy and man and beast;

The fields grew fatter day by day,

The wild fow of the air increased,



And every ancient Ol ave said

Whi | e he bent down his fading head.

"He drives away the Northern cold.

i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}
| sat and nused and drank sweet wi ne;

A herdsman cane frominland valleys,

Crying, the pirates drove his sw ne

To fill their dark-beaked holl ow gall eys.

| called ny battl e-breaking nen

And ny |oud brazen battle-cars

Fromrolling vale and rivery glen

And under the blinking of the stars

Fell on the pirates by the deep

And hurled themin the gul ph of sleep

These hands won nany a torque of gold.
i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}
But slowy, as | shouting slew

And tranpled in the bubbling mre,

In nmy nost secret spirit grew

A whirling and a wandering fire:

| stood: keen stars above me shone,

Around ne shone keen eyes of nen:

| laughed al oud and hurried on

By rocky shore and rushy fen;

| laughed because birds fluttered by,

And starlight gleaned, and clouds flew high
And rushes waved and waters roll ed.

i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}
And now | wander in the woods

When summer gl uts the gol den bees,

O in autumal solitudes

Arise the | eopard-col oured trees;

O when along the wintry strands

The cornorants shiver on their rocks;

| wander on, and wave ny hands,

And sing, and shake ny heavy | ocks.

The grey wol f knows ne; by one ear

I lead al ong the woodl and deer

The hares run by nme grow ng bol d.

i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}
| canme upon a little town

That sl unmbered in the harvest noon,

And passed a-tiptoe up and down,

Murmuring, to a fitful tune,

How | have foll owed, night and day,

A tranping of trenmendous feet,

And saw where this old tynpan | ay

Deserted on a doorway seat,

And bore it to the woods with ne;

O sone i nhuman misery

Qur narried voices wildly troll ed.

i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}
| sang how, when day's toil is done,

Orchil shakes out her long dark hair

That hides away the dying sun

And sheds faint odours through the air:
When ny hand passed fromwire to wire

It quenched, with sound like falling dew
The whirling and the wandering fire;

But lift a mournful ulalu



For the kind wires are torn and still,

And | nust wander wood and hill

Through sumer's heat and winter's cold.

i{They will not hush, the | eaves a-flutter round ne, the beech | eaves old.}

THE MAN AND THE ECHO

i { Man}

IN a cleft that's christened Alt
Under broken stone | halt

At the bottomof a pit

That broad noon has never lit,

And shout a secret to the stone.
Al that | have said and done

Now that | amold and ill,

Turns into a question till

I lie awake night after night

And never get the answers right.
Did that play of mine send out
Certain nmen the English shot?

Did words of nmine put too great strain
On that wonman's reeling brain?
Coul d ny spoken words have checked
That whereby a house |ay w ecked?
And all seens evil until |

Sl eepl ess woul d |ie down and die.

i { Echo}

Li e down and di e.

i { Man}

That were to shirk

The spiritual intellect's great work
And shirk it in vain. There is no release
In a bodkin or disease,

Nor can there be work so great

As that which cleans man's dirty slate.
VWhile man can still his body keep

Wne or love drug himto sl eep,

Waki ng he thanks the Lord that he

Has body and its stupidity,

But body gone he sl eeps no nore,

And till his intellect grows sure

That all's arranged in one clear view,
pursues the thoughts that | pursue,
Then stands in judgnent on his soul
And, all work done, disnisses al

Qut of intellect and sight

And sinks at last into the night.

i { Echo}
Into the night.

i { Man}

O Rocky Voi ce

Shall we in that great night rejoice?
What do we know but that we face

One another in this place?

But hush, for | have |lost the thene,
Its joy or night-seembut a dream

Up there some hawk or ow has struck,



Dr oppi ng out of sky or rock
A stricken rabbit is crying out,
And its cry distracts ny thought.

MEN | MPROVE W TH THE YEARS

I AMworn out wth dreans;

A weat her-worn, marble triton
Anong t he streans;

And all day long | |ook

Upon this |ady's beauty

As though | had found in a book
A pictured beauty,

pl eased to have filled the eyes
O the discerning ears,
Delighted to be but wi se,

For men inprove with the years
And yet, and yet,

Is this ny dream or the truth?
O woul d that we had net

When | had ny burning youth!
But | grow old anbng dreans,

A weat her-worn, marble triton
Anong the streans.

THE DOUBLE VI SI ON OF M CHAEL ROBARTES

I
ON the grey rock of Cashel the nmind s eye
Has called up the cold spirits that are born
When the old noon is vanished fromthe sky

And the new still hides her horn
Under bl ank eyes and fingers never stil
The particular is pounded till it is man.

When had | nmy owmn will?

O not since life began

Constrai ned, arraigned, baffled, bent and unbent
By these wire-jointed jaws and |inbs of wood,
Thensel ves obedi ent,

Knowi ng not evil and good;

bedi ent to sone hidden magi cal breath.

They do not even feel, so abstract are they.
So dead beyond our death,

Triumph that we obey.

On the grey rock of Cashel | suddenly saw

A Sphinx with woman breast and |ion paw

A Buddha, hand at rest,

Hand lifted up that blest;

And right between these two a girl at play
That, it may be, had danced her |ife away,

For now being dead it seened

That she of dancing dreaned.

Al'though | saw it all in the nmind s eye

There can be nothing solider till | die;

| saw by the noon's |ight

Now at its fifteenth night.

One | ashed her tail; her eyes lit by the noon
Gazed upon all things known, all things unknown,
In triunph of intellect

Wth notionless head erect.



That other's noonlit eyeballs never noved,
Being fixed on all things loved, all things unloved.
Yet little peace he had,

For those that |ove are sad.

Little did they care who danced between,
And little she by whom her dance was seen
So she had out danced thought.

Body perfection brought,

For what but eye and ear silence the nind
Wth the mnute particulars of mankind?

M nd noved yet seened to stop

As 'twere a spinning-top

In contenpl ation had those three so wr ought
Upon a nonent, and so stretched it out
That they, tinme overthrown,

Were dead yet flesh and bone.

I knew that | had seen, had seen at | ast
That girl my unremenbering nights hold fast
O else ny dreans that fly

If I should rub an eye,

And yet in flying fling into ny neat

A crazy juice that nakes the pul ses beat
As though | had been undone

By Homer's Paragon

Who never gave the burning town a thought;
To such a pitch of folly | am brought,
Bei ng caught between the pul

O the dark noon and the full

The conmonness of thought and i mages

That have the frenzy of our western seas.
Thereon | made ny noan,

And after kissed a stone,

And after that arranged it in a song
Seeing that |, ignorant for So | ong,

Had been rewarded thus

In Cormac's ruined house.

M CHAEL ROBARTES AND THE DANCER

i{He.} Opinion is not worth a rush

In this altar-piece the knight,

Who grips his long spear so to push

That dragon through the fading |ight,
Loved the lady; and it's plain

The hal f-dead dragon was her thought,
That every norning rose again

And dug its claws and shrieked and fought.
Coul d the inpossible cone to pass

She woul d have tinme to turn her eyes,

Her | over thought, upon the glass

And on the instant woul d grow w se.

i {She.} You nean they argued.

i{He.} Put it so;

But bear in mind your |over's wage

I s what your | ooking-glass can show,

And that he will turn green with rage

At all that is not pictured there.
i{She.} May | not put nyself to college?
i{He.} Go pluck Athene by the hair;

For what nere book can grant a know edge
Wth an inpassioned gravity



Appropriate to that beating breast,

That vigorous thigh, that dream ng eye?
And may the Devil take the rest.

i {She.} And nust no beautiful wonman be
Learned |i ke a man?

i {He.} Paul Veronese

And all his sacred conpany

| magi ned bodies all their days

By the | agoon you | ove so nuch,

For proud, soft, cerenonious proof

That all mnust cone to sight and touch
Wil e M chael Angelo's Sistine roof,

H's "Morning' and his "Night' disclose
How si new that has been pulled tight,

O it may be | oosened in repose,

Can rul e by supernatural right

Yet be but sinew

i{She.} | have heard said

There is great danger in the body.
i{He.} Did God in portioning wine and bread
G ve man Hi s thought or His nere body?
i{She.} My wetched dragon is perpl exed.
i{Hec.} | have principles to prove ne right.
It follows fromthis Latin text

That bl est souls are not conposite,

And that all beautiful wonmen nmay

Li ve in unconposite bl essedness,

And lead us to the like -- if they

W1l banish every thought, unless

The |ineanments that please their view
When the | ong | ooking-glass is full

Even fromthe foot-sole think it too.

i {She.} They say such different things at school

MOHI NI CHATTERIJIEE

I ASKED if | should pray.
But the Brahmi n said,
"pray for nothing, say
Every ni ght in bed,

"l have been a king,

| have been a sl ave,

Nor is there anything.
Fool , rascal, knave,
That | have not been
And yet upon ny breast
A nyriad heads have lain.""'
That he m ght Set at rest
A boy's turbul ent days
Mohi ni Chatterjee

Spoke these, or words |ike these,
| add in commentary,
"dd lovers yet may have
Al that time denied --
Grave is heaped on grave
That they be satisfied --
Over the bl ackened earth
The ol d troops parade,
Birth is heaped on Birth
That such cannonade



May thunder tinme away,

Bi rt h-hour and deat h- hour neet,

O, as great sages say,

Men dance on deathless feet.' 0084

THE MOTHER OF GCD

THE threefold terror of love; a fallen flare
Through the holl ow of an ear

W ngs beating about the room

The terror of all terrors that | bore

The Heavens in ny wonb.

Had | not found content anong the shows
Every common wonman knows,

Chi mey corner, garden wal k,

O rocky cistern where we tread the clothes
And gat her all the tal k?

What is this flesh | purchased with ny pains,
This fallen star nmy milk sustains,

This love that nmakes ny heart's bl ood stop
O strikes a Sudden chill into nmy bones

And bids nmy hair stand up?

A NATIVITY

WHAT wonman hugs her infant there?
Anot her star has shot an ear.

What made the drapery glisten so?
Not a man but Del acr oi x.

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

What brushes fly and noth aside?
Irving and his plune of pride.

What hurries out the knaye and dolt?
Tal ma and hi s thunderbolt.

Way is the woman terror-struck?
Can there be nmercy in that |ook?

NEWS FOR THE DELPH C ORACLE

THERE all the gol den codgers | ay,
There the silver dew,

And the great water sighed for |ove,
And the wi nd sighed too.

Man- pi cker Ni amh | eant and si ghed
By G sin on the grass;

There sighed anmid his choir of |ove
Tal | pythagor as.

pl oti nus came and | ooked about,

The salt-flakes on his breast,

And having stretched and yawned awhile
Lay sighing like the rest.
Straddl i ng each a dol phin's back
And steadied by a fin,

Those I nnocents re-live their death,



Thei r wounds open agai n.

The ecstatic waters |augh because
Their cries are sweet and strange,
Through their ancestral patterns dance,
And the brute dol phins plunge

Until, in sonme cliff-sheltered bay
Wiere wades the choir of |ove
Proffering its sacred |laurel crowns,
They pitch their burdens off.

NO SECOND TROY

VWHY should |I blane her that she filled ny days
Wth msery, or that she would of l|ate

Have taught to ignorant nmen nost viol ent ways,
O hurled the little streets upon the great.
Had they but courage equal to desire?

What coul d have nade her peaceful with a nind
That nobl eness nade sinple as a fire,

Wth beauty like a tightened bow, a kind

That is not natural in an age like this,

Bei ng high and solitary and nost stern?

Why, what coul d she have done, being what she is?
Was there another Troy for her to burn?

THE MEDI TATION OF THE OLD FI SHERVAN

YOU waves, though you dance by ny feet like children

at play,

Though you gl ow and you gl ance, though you purr and

you dart;

In the Junes that were warmer than these are, the waves
were nore gay,

i{When | was a boy with never a crack in ny heart.}

The herring are not in the tides as they were of ol d;

My sorrow for many a creak gave the creel in the-cart
That carried the take to Sligo town to be sold,

i{When | was a boy with never a crack in ny heart.}

And ah, you proud mai den, you are not so fair when

hi s oar

Is heard on the water, as they were, the proud and apart,
Who paced in the eve by the nets on the pebbly shore,
i{When} | i{was} a boy i{with never} a i{crack in ny heart.

THE OLD STONE CROSS

A STATESMAN i s an easy nan,
He tells his lies by rote;
A journalist makes up his lies
And takes you by the throat;
So stay at home' and drink your beer
And | et the nei ghbours' vote,
Said the man in the gol den breastpl ate
Under the old stone Cross.
Because this age and t he next age
Engender in the ditch
No man can know a happy nan
From any passing wetch;
If Folly link with El egance



No man knows whi ch is which,

<1Said the man in the gol den breastpl ate
Under the old stone Cross.>1

But actors | acking nusic

Do nost excite ny spleen

They say it is nore human

To shuffle, grunt and groan

Not knowi ng what unearthly stuff

Rounds a mi ghty scene,

<1Said the man in the gol den breastpl ate
Under the old stone Cross.>1

ON THOSE THAT HATED " THE PLAYBOY OF THE WESTERN WORLD',

ONCE, when midni ght snote the air,
Eunuchs ran through Hell and net
On every crowded street to stare
Upon great Juan ridi ng by:

Even like these to rail and sweat
Staring upon his sinewy thigh

OAEN AHERNE AND HI S DANCERS

A STRANGE thing surely that nmy Heart, when | ove had cone unsought
Upon the Norman upland or in that poplar shade,

Shoul d find no burden but itself and yet should be worn out.

It could not bear that burden and therefore it went nad.

PARNELL

PARNELL cane down the road, he said to a cheering nan:
"Ireland shall get her freedom and you still break stone.

FROM A FULL MOON | N MARCH
PARNELL' S FUNERAL

UNDER the Great Conedian's tonmb the crowd.

A bundl e of tenpestuous cloud is bl own

About the sky; where that is clear of cloud

Bri ghtness renmains; a brighter star shoots down;
What shudders run through all that animal blood?
What is this sacrifice? Can sonmeone there

Recall the Cretan barb that pierced a star?
Rich foliage that the starlight glittered through
A frenzied crowd, and where the branches sprang
A beautiful seated boy; a sacred bow

A woman, and an arrow on a string

A pierced boy, image of a star laid | ow

That woman, the Great Mt her inmaging,

Cut out his heart. Sone master of design

St anped boy and tree upon Sicilian coin.

An age is the reversal of an age:

When strangers nurdered Enmet, Fitzgerald, Tone,
We lived Iike nen that watch a painted stage.
What matter for the scene, the scene once gone:
It had not touched our lives. But popul ar rage,
i {Hysterica passio} dragged this quarry down.
None shared our guilt; nor did we play a part



Upon a painted stage when we devoured his heart.

Cone, fix upon ne that accusing eye.

I thirst for accusation. All that was sung.
Al that was said in lreland is alie

Bred out of the c-ontagion of the throng,
Saving the rhyne rats hear before they die.
Leave not hing but the nothingS that bel ong

To this bare soul, let all nen judge that can
Whether it be an animal or a nan.

The rest | pass, one sentence | unsay.

Had de Val era eaten parnell's heart

No | oose-1i pped denmagogue had won the day.

No civil rancour torn the land apart.

Had Cosgrave eaten parnell's heart, the land's
| magi nati on had been sati sfi ed,

O lacking that, governnment in such hands.

O Hggins its sole statesnman had not died.

Had even O Duffy -- but | nane no nore --
Their school a crowd, his master solitude;
Through Jonathan Swift's clark grove he passed,
pl ucked bitter wi sdomthat enriched his bl ood.

PEACE

AH, that Tine could touch a form
That coul d show what Homer's age
Bred to be a hero's wage.

"Were not all her life but storm
Wul d not painters paint a form

O such noble lines,' | said,

"Such a delicate high head,

Al'l that sternness anmid charm

Al'l that sweetness anid strength?
Ah, but peace that cones at |ength,
Cane when Tine had touched her form

A SONG FROM " THE PLAYER QUEEN

MY not her dandl ed ne and sang,

"How young it is, how young!

And nmade a gol den cradl e

That on a willow swung.

"He went away,' my nother sang,

"When | 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 nmade a gol den gown,

And wept because she had dreant that |
WAs born to wear a crown.

"When she was got,' mny nother sang,

| heard a sea-nmew cry,

And saw a fl ake of the yellow foam
That dropped upon ny thigh."

How t herefore could she help but braid
The gold into ny hair,

And dreamthat | should carry

The gol den top of care?

and there



PCLI TI CS

HOWcan |, that girl standing there,
My attention fix

On Roman or on Russi an

O on Spanish politics?

Yet here's a travelled man that knows
What he tal ks about,

And there's a politician

That has read and thought,

And maybe what they say is true

O war and war's al arns,

But Othat | were young again

And hel d her in ny arns!

PRESENCES

THI S ni ght has been so strange that it seened
As if the hair stood up on ny head.
From goi ng-down of the sun | have dreaned
That wonen | aughing, or timd or wld,

In rustle of lace or silken stuff,

Clinbed up ny creaking stair. They had read
Al'l 1 had rhyned of that nonstrous thing

Ret urned and yet unrequited | ove.

They stood in the door and stood between

My great wood lectern and the fire

Till I could hear their hearts beating:

One is a harlot, and one a child

That never | ooked upon man with desire.

And one, it may be, a queen

QUARREL I N OLD AGE

WHERE had her sweetness gone?
What fanatics invent

In this blind bitter town,
Fant asy or incident

Not worth thinking of,

put her in a rage.

| had forgiven enough

That had forgiven old age
Al lives that has |ived;

So nuch is certain;

A d sages were not deceived:
Sonewher e beyond the curtain
O distorting days

Li ves that lonely thing

That shone before these eyes
Targeted, trod like Spring.

RECONCI LI ATl ON

SOVE nmay have bl aned you that you took away

The verses that could nove them on the day

When, the ears being deafened, the sight of the eyes blind
Wth lightning, you went fromne, and | could find



Not hi ng to nmake a song about but ki ngs,

Hel mets, and swords, and hal f-forgotten things
That were like nenories of you -- but now

We'll out, for the world lives as |ong ago;

And while we're in our |aughing, weeping fit,

Hurl hel nets, crowns, and swords into the pit.
But, dear, cling close to ne; since you were gone
My barren thoughts have chilled nme to the bone.

REMORSE FOR | NTEMPERATE SPEECH

| RANTED to the knave and f ool

But out grew that school

Wul d transformthe part,

Fit audi ence found, but cannot rule
My fanatic heart.

| sought ny betters: though in each
Fi ne manners, |iberal speech

Turn hatred into sport,

Not hi ng said or done can reach

My fanatic heart,

Qut of Ireland have we cone.

Geat hatred, little room

Mai med us at the start.

I carry fromny nother's wonb

A fanatic heart.

THE RESULTS OF THOUGHT

ACQUAI NTANCE; conpani on;

One dear brilliant wonan;

The best-endowed, the el ect,
Al'l by their youth undone,
All, all, by that inhuman
Bitter glory wecked.

But | have strai ghtened out
Ruin, weck and wrack;

| toiled long years and at |ength
Cane to so deep a thought

| can summon back

Al'l their whol esone strength.
What i nages are these

That turn dull-eyed away,

O shift Tine's filthy |oad,
Strai ghten aged knees,
Hesitate or stay?

What heads shake or nod?

ROGER CASEMENT

| SAY that Roger Casenent
Did what he had to do.

He di ed upon the gall ows,
But that is nothing new

Afraid they might be beaten
Bef ore the bench of Tine,

They turned a trick by forgery
And bl ackened hi s good nane.



A perjurer stood ready

To prove their forgery true;

They gave it out to all the world,
And that is sonething new,

For Spring Rice had to whisper it,
Bei ng their Anbassador,

And then the speakers got it

And witers by the score.

Cone Tom and Dick, come all the troop
That cried it far and wi de,

Cone fromthe forger and his desk
Desert the perjurer's side;

Cone speak your bit in public
That sonme anmends be made

To this nost gallant gentleman
That is in quicklinme |aid.

THE ROSE OF BATTLE

ROSE of all Roses, Rose of all the Wrld!

The tall thought-woven sails, that flap unfurled
Above the tide of hours, trouble the air,

And God's bell buoyed to be the water's care;
Whi |l e hushed fromfear, or Ioud with hope, a band
Wth bl own, spray-dabbled hair gather at hand,
i{Turn if you may from battles never done,}

I call, as they go by nme one by one,

i {Danger no refuge hol ds, and war no peace,}

i {For himwho hears | ove sing and never cease,}

i {Besi de her clean-swept hearth, her quiet shade:}
i {But gather all for whom no | ove hath nade}

i {A woven silence, or but came to cast}

i{A song into the air, and singing passed}

i{To snmile on the pal e dawn; and gat her you}

i {Who have sougft nore than is in rain or dew,}
i{O in the sun and nmoon, or on the earth,}

i{O sighs am d the wandering, starry mrth,}

i{Or cones in laughter fromthe sea's sad lips,}

i {And wage God's battles in the long grey ships.}
i{The sad, the lonely, the insatiable,}

i{To these A d N ght shall all her nystery tell;}
i{God's bell has claimed themby the little cry}
i{OF their sad hearts, that nay not live nor die.}
Rose of all Roses, Rose of all the Wrld!

You, too, have conme where the dimtides are hurled
Upon t he wharves of sorrow, and heard ring

The bell that calls us on; the sweet far thing.
Beauty grown sad with its eternity

Made you of us, and of the dimgrey sea

Qur long ships | oose thought-woven sails and wait,
For God has bid them share an equal fate;

And when at |ast, defeated in His wars

They have gone down under the sane white stars,

We shall no longer hear the little cry

O our sad hearts, that may not live nor die.



THE ROSE OF THE WORLD

WHO dreaned that beauty passes |like a drean?
For these red lips, with all their nmournful pride,
Mour nful that no new wonder may beti de,

Troy passed away in one high funeral gleam
And Usna's children died.

W and the | abouring world are passing by:
Anid men's souls, that waver and give place
Li ke the pale waters in their wintry race
Under the passing stars, foam of the sky,
Lives on this lonely face.

Bow down, archangels, in your di mabode:
Before you were, or any hearts to beat,
Weary and kind one |lingered by H s seat;

He made the world to be a grassy road

Bef ore her wandering feet.

DOVWN BY THE SALLEY GARDENS

DOM by the salley gardens my love and | did neet;

She passed the salley gardens with little snowwhite
feet.

She bid nme take | ove easy, as the | eaves grow on the
tree;

But |, being young and foolish, with her would not

agr ee.

In a field by the river ny love and |I did stand,

And on ny | eani ng shoul der she laid her snowwhite
hand.

She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;
But | was young and foolish, and now am full of tears.

THE SHADOWY WATERS
To Lady Gregory

| wal ked anong the seven woods of Cool e:
Shan-wal | a, where a wi |l ow hordered pond
Gathers the wild duck fromthe wi nter dawn;
Shady Kyl e-dortha; sunnier Kyl e-na-no,

Where many hundred squirrels are as happy

As though they had been hi dden hy green houghs
Where ol d age cannot find them Paire-na-Iee,
Where hazel and ash and privet hlind the paths:
Dim Pairc-na-carraig, where the wild bees fling
Their sudden fragrances on the green air;

Di m Pai rc- na-tarav, where enchanted eyes

Have seen imortal, mld, proud shadows wal k;
D m I nchy wood, that hides badger and fox

And marten-cat, and borders that ol d wood

W se Buddy Early called the w cked wood:

Seven odours, seven nurnurs, seven woods.

I had not eyes like those enchanted eyes,

Yet dreaned that beings happier than nen

Moved round nme in the shadows, and at night

My dreans were clown hy voices and by fires;
And the images | have woven in this story

O Forgael and Dectora and the enpty waters
Moved round ne in the voices and the fires,



And nore | may not wite of, for they that cleave
The waters of sleep can nake a chattering tongue
Heavy |i ke stone, their w sdom being half silence.
How shall | nane you, immortal, mild, proud shadows?
I only know that all we know cones from you

And that you cone from Eden on flying feet.

Is Eden far away, or do you hide

From human t hought, as hares and mice and coneys
That run before the reaping-hook and lie

In the last ridge of the barley? Do our woods

And wi nds and ponds cover nore qui et woods,

More shining winds, nore star-glinmering ponds?

I's Eden out of time and out of space?

And do you gat her about us when pale |ight

Shining on water and fallen anong | eaves,

And winds blowing fromflowers, and whirr of feathers
And the green quiet, have uplifted the heart?

I have made this poemfor you, that men may read it
Bef ore they read of Forgael and Dectora,

As nen in the old times, before the harps began
Poured out wine for the high invisible ones.

S| XTEEN DEAD MEN

O BUT we tal ked at |arge before

The si xteen nmen were shot,

But who can tal k of give and take,

What shoul d be and what not

Whil e those dead nmen are loitering there
To stir the boiling pot?

You say that we should still the Iand
Till Germany's overcone;

But who is there to argue that

Now Pearse is deaf and dunb?

And is their logic to outweigh
MacDonagh' s bony t hunb?

how could you dreamthey'd listen

That have an ear al one

For those new conrades they have found,
Lord Edward and Wl fe Tone,

O nmeddle with our give and take

That converse bone to bone?

SOLOMON AND THE W TCH

AND t hus decl ared that Arab | ady:

"Last night, where under the wild noon
On grassy mattress | had laid ne,

Wthin nmy arnms great Sol onon,

| suddenly cried out in a strange tongue
Not his, not mne."

Who under st ood

What ever has been said, sighed, sung,
Howl ed, niau-d, barked, brayed, belled, yelled, cried,
Thereon replied: "A cockere

Crew from a bl ossoni ng appl e bough

Three hundred years before the Fall

And never crew again till now,

And woul d not now but that he thought,

crowed,



Chance being at one with Choice at |ast,
Al'l that the brigand appl e brought

And this foul world were dead at |ast.
He that crowed out eternity

Thought to have crowed it in again.

For though | ove has a spider's eye

To find out some appropriate pain --
Aye, though all passion's in the glance --
For every nerve, and tests a | over

Wth cruelties of Choice and Chance;

And when at |ast that nurder's over
Maybe the bride-bed brings despair,

For each an inmgined i mage brings

And finds a real image there;

Yet the world ends when these two things,
Though several, are a single |ight,

When oil and wi ck are burned in one;
Therefore a bl essed noon | ast night

Gave Sheba to her Sol onon.

"Yet the world stays.

"I'f that be so,

Your cockerel found us in the wong

Al t hough he thought it. worth a crow.
Maybe an image is too strong

O maybe is not strong enough.

"The night has fallen; not a sound

In the forbidden sacred grove

Unl ess a petal hit the ground,

Nor any human sight within it

But the crushed grass where we have | ain!
And the noon is wilder every mnute.

O Solonmon! let us try again.

ALTERNATI VE SONG FOR THE SEVERED HEAD
IN "THE KING OF THE GREAT CLOCK TOWER

SADDLE and ride, | heard a man say,

Qut of Ben Bul ben and Knocknar ea,

i {What says the Cock in the Great O ock Tower?}
Al'l those tragic characters ride

But turn from Rosses' crawing tide

The meet's upon the nountai n-side.

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

What brought themthere so far fromtheir hone.
Cuchul ain that fought night long with the foam

i {What says the Cock in the Great O ock Tower?}
Niamh that rode on it; lad and | ass

That sat so still and played at the chess?

What but heroi ¢ want onness?

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

Al eel, his Countess; Hanrahan

That seened but a wild wenching man;

i {What says the Clock in the Great O ock Tower?}
And all al one cones riding there

The King that coul d nmake his people stare,
Because he had feathers instead of hair.

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

SPILT M LK



WE t hat have done and thought,
That have thought and done,
Must ranmble, and thin out
Like milk spilt on a stone.

THE STATESMAN S HOLI DAY

| LIVED anmong great houses,

Ri ches drove out rank,

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

No Gscar ruled the table,

But 1'd a troop of friends

That knowi ng better tal k had gone
Tal ked of odds and ends.

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

So | have picked a better trade
And ni ght and norni ng sing:

i{Tall danmes go wal king in grass-green Avalon.}

Am | a great Lord Chancell or
That slept upon the Sack?
Conmandi ng officer that tore
The khaki from his back?

O am | de Valera,

O the King of G eece,

O the man that nmade the notors?
Ach, call me what you pl ease!
Here's a Montenegrin |ute,

And its old sole string

Makes nme sweet nusic

And | delight to sing:

i{Tall dames go wal king in grass-green Avalon.}

Wth boys and girls about him
Wth any sort of clothes,
Wth a hat out of fashion,
Wth O d patched shoes,

Wth a ragged bandit cl oak,
Wth an eye |like a hawk,

Wth a stiff straight back,
Wth a strutting turkey wal k.
Wth a bag full of pennies,
Wth a nonkey on a chain,
Wth a great cock's feather,

Wth an old foul tune.
i{Tall danmes go wal king in grass-green Aval on.}

A STI CK OF | NCENSE

Whence did all that fury come?
Fromenpty tonb or Virgin wonb?

Sai nt Joseph thought the world would nelt
But liked the way his finger snelt.

SUPERNATURAL SONGS
I



i{Ri bb at the Tonb of Baile and Aillinn}

HDRBECAUSE you have found ne in the pitch-dark night
Wth open book you ask nme what | do.

Mark and digest ny tale, carry it afar

To those that never saw this tonsured head

Nor heard this voice that ninety years have cracked.
O Baile and Aillinn you need not speak,

Al'l know their tale, all know what |eaf and tw g,
What juncture of the apple and the yew,

Surnmount their bones; but speak what none ha've

hear d.

The miracle that gave them such a death
Transfigured to pure substance what had once

Been bone and si new;, when such bodies join

There is no touching here, nor touching there,

Nor straining joy, but whole is joined to whol g;

For the intercourse of angels is a |light

Wiere for its noment both seem | ost, consuned.

Here in the pitch-dark atnosphere above

The trenbling of the apple and the yew,

Here on the anniversary of their death,

The anniversary of their first enbrace,

Those | overs, purified by tragedy,

Hurry into each other's arns; these eyes,

By water, herb and solitary prayer

Made aquiline, are open to that |ight.

Though sonmewhat broken by the | eaves, that |ight
Lies in acircle on the grass; therein

| turn the pages of ny holy book.

Il

i {Ri bb denounces Patri ck}

An abstract Greek absurdity has crazed the nan --
Recal| that masculine Trinity. Man, wonan, child (a
daughter or a son),

That's how all natural or supernatural stories run.
Nat ural and supernatural with the self-sane ring are
wed.

As man, as beast, as an epheneral fly begets, Godhead
beget s Godhead,

For things bel ow are copies, the Great Smaragdi ne
Tabl et sai d.

Yet all nust copy copies, all increase their Kkind,
When the conflagration of their passion sinks, danped
by the body or the nind,

That juggling nature nounts, her coil in their em
braces tw ned.

The mirror-scaled serpent is nultiplicity,

But all that run in couples, on earth, in flood or air,
share God that is but three,

And coul d beget or bear thensel ves could they but

| ove as He.

111

i {Ri bb in Ecstasy}

What matter that you understood no word!

Doubt| ess | spoke or sang what | had heard

I n broken sentences. M soul had found

Al'l happiness in its own cause or ground.

Godhead on Godhead in sexual spasm begot

Godhead. Sone shadow fell. M soul forgot

Those anorous cries that out of quiet cone



And must the common round of day resune.

IV

i {Ther e}

There all the barrel-hoops are knit,

There all the serpent-tails are bit,

There all the gyres converge in one,

There all the planets drop in the Sun.

Y

i {Ri bb considers Christian Love insufficient}
Why should | seek for love or study it?

It is of God and passes hunman wit.

| study hatred with great diligence,

For that's a passion in my own control

A sort of besomthat can clear the sou

O everything that is not mind or sense.
Way do | hate nan, wonman Or event?

That is a light ny jealous soul has sent.
Fromterror and deception freed it can

Di scover inpurities, can show at | ast

How soul may wal k when all such things are past,
How soul could wal k before such things began
Then ny delivered soul herself shall |earn
A darker know edge and in hatred turn

From every thought of God nmanki nd has had.
Thought is a garnent and the soul's a bride
That cannot in that trash and tinsel hide:
Hatred of God may bring the soul to God.

At stroke of mdnight soul cannot endure

A bodily or nental furniture.

What can she take until her Master give!
Wiere can she ook until He make the show
What can she know until He bid her know

How can she live till in her blood He |ive!
Vi
i {He and She}

As the noon sidles up

Must she sidl e up,

As trips the scared noon

Away must she trip:

"H's light had struck ne blind

Dared | stop'

She sings as the noon sings:

"I 'aml, aml;

The greater grows ny |ight

The further that | fly'.

Al'l creation shivers

Wth that sweet cry

Vi

i {What Magi ¢ Drunf}

He holds himfromdesire, all but stops his breathing
| est

prinordi al Mot herhood forsake his linbs, the child no
| onger rest,

Drinking joy as it were m |k upon his breast.
Through light-obliterating garden foliage what magic
drunf

Down |inmb and breast or down that glinmering belly
nmove his nouth and sinewy tongue.

What fromthe forest canme? What beast has licked its
young?



VI
i {Whence had they cone?}

Eternity is passion, girl or boy

Cry at the onset of their sexual joy

"For ever and for ever'; then awake

I gnorant what Dramati s personae spake;

A passion-driven exul tant man sings out

Sent ences that he has never thought;

The Fl agell ant | ashes those subni ssive |o0ins

I gnorant what that dramatist enjoins,

What master made the | ash. Wience had they cone,
The hand and | ash that beat down frigid Rone?
What sacred dranma through her body heaved
When worl d-transforning Charl emagne was con-
cei ved?

I X

i {The Four Ages of Man}

He with body waged a fight,

But body won; it wal ks upright.

Then he struggled with the heart;

I nnocence and peace depart.

Then he struggled with the nind;

Hi s proud heart he |eft behind.

Now hi s wars on God begin;

At stroke of m dnight God shall win.

X

i { Conj uncti ons}

If Jupiter and Saturn neet,

What a cop of numry wheat!

The sword's a cross; thereon He died:

On breast of Mars the goddess sighed.

X

i {A Needl e's Eye}

Al the streamthat's roaring by

Cane out of a needle's eye;

Thi ngs unborn, things that are gone,

From needl e's eye still goad it on

Xl |

i { Meru}

Cvilisation is hooped together, brought

Under a nle, under the senbl ance of peace

By manifold illusion; but man's life is thought,
And he, despite his terror, cannot cease
Raveni ng through century after century,
Raveni ng, ragi ng, and uprooting that he nmay cone
Into the desol ation of reality:

Egypt and G eece, good-bye, and good- bye, Rone!
Hermits upon Mount Meru or Everest,

Caverned in night under the drifted snow,

O where that snow and winter's dreadful bl ast
Beat down upon their naked bodi es, know

That day brings round the night, that before dawn
His glory and his nonunments are gone.

SWFT' S EPI TAPH

SWFT has sailed into his rest;
Savage i ndignation there
Cannot | acerate his breast.



Imtate himif you dare,
Wor | d- besotted travel l er; he
Served human |iberty.

THAT THE NI GHT COME

SHE lived in stormand strife,
Her soul had such desire

For what proud death nmay bring
That it could not endure

The conmon good of Iife,

But lived as 'twere a king
That packed his nmarri age day
Wth banneret and pennon,
Trunpet and kettl edrum

And the outrageous cannon

To bundl e tinme away

That the night cone.

THE BLESSED

CUVHAL cal | ed out, bending his head,

Till Dathi cane and stood,

Wth a blink in his eyes, at the cave-nouth,
Bet ween the wi nd and the wood.

And Cunhal said, bending his knees,

"I have cone by the w ndy way

And | earn to pray when you pray.

"I can bring you sal non out of the streans
And heron out of the skies."

But Dathi folded his hands and sm | ed

Wth the secrets of God in his eyes.

And Cunhal saw like a drifting snoke

Al'l manner of bl essed soul s,

Wonren and children, young men with books,
And old men with croziers and stol es.
"praise God and God's Mther,' Dathi said,
"For God and God's Mdt her have sent

The bl essedest souls that walk in the world
To fill your heart with content."

"And which is the bl essedest,' Cumhal said,
"Where all are conely and good?

Is it these that with golden thuribles

Are singing about the wood?"

"My eyes are blinking,' Dathi said,

"Wth the secrets of God half blind,

But | can see where the wi nd goes

And follow the way of the wi nd;

"And bl essedness goes where the wi nd goes,
And when it is gone we are dead;

| see the bl essedest soul in the world

And he nods a drunken head.

"O bl essedness cones in the night and the day
And whither the w se heart knows;

And one has seen in the redness of w ne
The Incorruptible Rose,

"That drowsily drops faint | eaves on him
And the sweetness of desire,

Wiile tine and the world are ebbing away



In twilights of dew and of fire."

THE CAT AND THE MOON

THE cat went here and there
And the noon spun round |ike a top
And the nearest kin of the noon,

The creeping cat, |ooked up

Bl ack M nnal oushe stared at the noon,
For, wander and wail as he woul d,

The pure cold light in the sky
Troubl ed his ani mal bl ood.

M nnal oushe runs in the grass
Lifting his delicate feet.

Do you dance, M nnal oushe, do you dance?
When two cl ose kindred neet.

What better than call a dance?

Maybe the noon may | earn

Tired of that courtly fashion

A new dance turn.

M nnal oushe creeps through the grass
From noonlit place to place,

The sacred nobon over head

Has taken a new phase.

Does M nnal oushe know that his pupils
W1l pass from change to change,

And that fromround to crescent,
From crescent to round they range?

M nnal oushe creeps through the grass
Al one, inportant and wi se,

And lifts to the changi ng noon

H s changi ng eyes.

THE COLD HEAVEN

SUDDENLY | saw the cold and rook-delighting heaven
That seened as though ice burned and was but the

nore ice,

And thereupon inaginati on and heart were driven

So wild that every casual thought of that and this
Vani shed, and left but nmenories, that should be out

of season

Wth the hot blood of youth, of |ove crossed | ong ago;
And | took all thc blame out of all sense and reason

Until | cried and trenbled and rocked to and fro,
Riddled with Iight. Ah! when the ghost begins to
qui cken,

Confusion of the death-bed over, is it sent
Qut naked on the roads, as the books say, and stricken
By the injustice of the skies for punishnent?

THE CRAZED MOON

CRAZED t hr ough nuch chil d-bearing
The moon is staggering in the sky;
Moon-struck by the despairing

d ances of her wandering eye

W grope, and grope in vain,



For children born of her pain.

Chi | dren dazed or dead!

When she in all her virginal pride
First trod on the nountain's head
What stir ran through the countryside
Where every foot obeyed her gl ance!
What nmanhood | ed the dance!

Fl y-catchers of the noon,

Qur hands are bl enched, our fingers seem
But sl ender needl es of bone;

Bl enched by that nalicious dream
They are spread wi de that each

May rend what cones in reach.

THE DCLLS

A DOLL in the doll-naker's house
Looks at the cradle and baw s:

"That is an insult to us.'

But the oldest of all the dolls,

Who had seen, being kept for show,
Generations of his sort,

Qut -screans the whol e shelf: ' Although
There's not a nman can report

Evil of this place,

The man and the worman bring

Hither, to our disgrace,

A noisy and filthy thing.'

Hearing himgroan and stretch

The doll-maker's wife is aware

Her husband has heard the wretch,
And crouched by the armof his chair,
She murnurs into his ear,

Head upon shoul der | eant:

"My dear, ny dear, O dear.

It was an accident.'

THE FI DDLER OF DOONEY

WHEN | play on ny fiddl e in Dooney.
Fol k dance |ike a wave of the sea;

My cousin is priest in Kilvarnet,

My brother in Mocharabuiee.

| passed ny brother and cousin:

They read in their books of prayer;

I read in ny book of songs

| bought at the Sligo fair.

Wien we cone at the end of tine

To Peter sitting in state,

He will snile on the three old spirits,
But call ne first through the gate;
For the good are al ways the nerry,
Save by an evil chance,

And the nerry love the fiddle,

And the nerry | ove to dance:

And when the folk there spy ne,

They will all cone up to ne,

Wth "Here is the fiddler of Dooney!"
And dance |ike a wave of the sea.



THE FI SHERVAN

ALTHOUGH | can see himstill.
The freckled man who goes

To a grey place on a hil

In grey Connenara cl ot hes

At dawn to cast his flies,
It's long since | began

To call up to the eyes

This wise and sinple nan.

Al day I'd |l ooked in the face
What | had hoped 'twoul d be
To wite for ny own race

And the reality;

The living nen that | hate,
The dead man that | |oved

The craven nman in his seat,
The insol ent unreproved,

And no knave brought to book
Who has won a drunken cheer
The witty man and his joke

Ai nred at the commpnest ear
The cl ever nan who cries

The catch-cries of the clown,
The beating down of the wise
And great Art beaten down.
Maybe a twel venonth since
Suddenly | began,

In scorn of this audi ence,

| magi ni ng a nan,

And his sun-freckled face,

And grey Connenara cloth
Clinmbing up to a place

Where stone i s dark under froth,
And the down-turn of his wi st
When the flies drop in the stream
A man who does not exi st,

A man who is but a dream

And cried, "Before | amold

| shall have written himone
poem nmaybe as col d

And passionate as the dawn.'

THE FOOL BY THE ROADSI DE

VWHEN al | works that have
Fromcradle run to grave

From grave to cradl e run instead;
When t houghts that a foo

Has wound upon a spoo

Are but |oose thread, are but |oose thread;
When cradl e and spool are past
And | mere shade at | ast

Coagul ate of stuff

Transparent |ike the wi nd,

| think that | may find

A faithful love, a faithful |ove



THE GREY ROCK

i {Poets with whom | |earned ny trade.}

i { Conpani ons of the Cheshire Cheese,}
i{Here's an old story |I've renuade,}

i {I magi ning 'twoul d better please}

i {Your cars than stories now in fashion,}
i { Though you may think |I waste ny breath}
i {Pretending that there can be passion}
i{That has nore life in it than death,}
i {And though at bottling of your wi ne}

i {d d whol esone Goban had no say;}
i{The noral's yours because it's mne.}
When cups went round at close of day --
I's not that how good stories run? --
The gods were sitting at the board

In their great house at Slievenanon.
They sang a drowsy song, O snored,

For all were full of wine and neat.

The snmoky torches made a gl are

On netal CGoban 'd hanmmered at,

On old deep silver rolling there

O on sont still unenptied cup

That he, when frenzy stirred his thews,
Had hammrered out on nountain top

To hold the sacred stuff he brews

That only gods rmay buy of him

Now fromthat juice that made them w se
Al'l those had lifted up the dim

| magi nations of their eyes,

For one that was |ike wonan nade

Before their sleepy eyelids ran

And trenbling with her passion said,
"Come out and dig for a dead man,

Who' s burrow ng Somewhere in the ground
And mock himto his face and then

Hol I o himon wi th horse and hound,

For he is the worst of all dead nen.'
<1We shoul d be dazed and terror-struck
If we but saw in dreamnms that room
Those wi ne-drenched eyes, and curse our |uck
That enpticd all our days to cone.

I knew a woman none coul d pl ease,
Because she dreaned when but a child

O men and wonen nade |ike these;

And after, when her blood ran wld,

Had ravelled her own story out,

And said, "In two or in three years

| needs nust narry sone poor |out,

And having said it, burst in tears.

Si nce, tavern conrades, you have died
Maybe your irmages have stood

Mere bone and nuscl e thrown aside,

Bef ore that roonful or as good.

You had to face your ends when young --
"Twas wi ne or women, Or Sone curse --
But never nade a poorer song

That you mi ght have a heavier purse,>1
i {Nor gave loud service to a cause}

i {That you might have a troop of friends,}
i {You kept the Miuses' sterner |aws,}



i {And unrepenting faced your ends,}

i {And therefore earned the right -- and yet}
i {Dowson and Johnson nost | praise -- }
i{To troop with those the world's forgot,}
i {And copy their proud steady gaze.}
"The Dani sh troop was driven out

Bet ween the dawn and dusk,' she said;
"Al though the event was |long in doubt.
Al t hough the King of Ireland s dead

And hal f the kings, before sundown

Al'l was acconplished

"When this day

Murrough, the King of Ireland s son

Foot after foot was giving way,

He and his best troops back to back

Had perished there, but the Danes ran
Stricken with panic fromthe attack

The shouting of an unseen man;

And bei ng thankful Mirrough found,

Led by a footsole dipped in blood

That had made prints upon the ground,
Where by old thorn-trees that man stood;
And t hough when he gazed here and there,
He had but gazed on thorn-trees, spoke,
""Who is the friend that seens but air
And yet could give so fine a stroke?
Thereon a young nman nmet his eye,

Who sai d, ""Because she held ne in

Her | ove, and woul d not have ne die,
Rock-nurtured Aoife took a pin,

And pushing it into ny shirt,

Pronmi sed that for a pin's sake

No man should see to do ne hurt;

But there it's gone; | will not take
The fortune that had been ny shane

Seei ng, King' s son, what wounds you have. --
"Twas roundly spoke, but when night cane
He had betrayed ne to his grave,

For he and the King's son were dead.

I'd promi sed hi mtwo hundred years,

And when for all I'd done or said --

And these inmortal eyes shed tears --

He clainmed his country's need was nost,
I'd saved his life, yet for the sake

O a new friend he has turned a ghost.
What does he cate if ny heart break?

I call for spade and horse and hound
That we may harry him' Thereon

She cast hersel f upon the ground

And rent her clothes and nade her noan:
"Why are they faithless when their night
Is fromthe holy shades that rove

The grey rock and the windy |ight?

Why should the faithfullest heart nost |ove
The bitter sweetness of fal se faces?
Why must the lasting | ove what passes,
Why are the gods by nmen betrayed?

But thereon every god stood up

Wth a slow smle and w thout sound,

And Stretching forth his armand cup



To where she npaned upon the ground,

Suddenly drenched her to the skin;

And she with Goban's wi ne adrip,

No nore renenbering what had been

Stared at the gods with laughing lip.

i{I have kept ny faith, though faith was tried,}
i {To that rock-born, rock-wandering foot,}

i {And thc world's altered since you died,}
i{And | amin no good repute}

i{Wth the |l oud host before the sea,}

i {That think sword-strokes were better neant}
i{Than lover's nusic -- let that be,}

i{So that the wandering foot's content.}

THE HAWK

"CALL down the hawk fromthe air;
Let him be hooded or caged

Till the yellow eye has grown nild,
For larder and spit are bare,

The ol d cook enraged,

The scullion gone wild.'

"I will not be clapped in a hood,
Nor a cage, nor alight upon wist,
Now | have learnt to be proud
Hovering over the wood

In the broken nist

O tunbling cloud.

"What tunbling cloud did you cl eave,
Yel | ow- eyed hawk of the m nd,

Last evening? that |, who had sat
Dunbf ounded before a knave,

Shoul d give to ny friend

A pretence of wit.'

THE HOUR BEFORE DAWN

A CURSI NG rogue with a nerry face,

A bundl e of rags upon a crutch,

St unbl ed upon that w ndy pl ace

Cal | ed Cruachan, and it was as nuch

As the one sturdy leg could do

To keep hi mupright while he cursed.
He had counted, where |long years ago
Queen Maeve's nine Maines had been nursed,
A pair of |apwi ngs, one old sheep,

And not a house to the plain's edge,
When close to his right hand a heap

O grey stones and a rocky | edge

Rem nded himthat he coul d nmake.

If he but shifted a few stones,

A shelter till the daylight broke.

But while he funbled with the stones
They toppled over; "Wre it not

| have a | ucky wooden shin

| had been hurt'; and toppling brought
Bef ore his eyes, where stones had been
A dark deep hollow in the rock.

He gave a gasp and thought to have fled,



Being certain it was no right rock
Because an ancient history said

Hel | Mouth | ay open near that place,
And yet stood still, because inside
A great lad with a beery face

Had tucked hinself away besi de

A ladle and a tub of beer,

And snored, no phantom by his | ook

So with a laugh at his own fear

He craw ed into that pleasant nook
"Ni ght grows uneasy near the dawn
Till even | sleep light; but who

Has tired of his own conpany?

What one of Maeve's nine braw ing sons
Sick of his grave has wakened ne?

But let himkeep his grave for once
That | may find the sleep | have lost."
What care | if you sleep or wake?

But I'Il have no nman call ne ghost."
Say what you pl ease, but from daybreak
I'"lIl sleep another century."

And | will talk before | sleep

And drink before I talk.

And he

Had di pped the wooden | adl e deep

Into the sleeper's tub of beer

Had not the sleeper started up

Bef ore you have dipped it in the beer
| dragged from Goban's nountain-top
I"lI'l have assurance that you are able
To val ue beer; no half-1egged foo
Shall dip his nose into ny ladle
Merely for stunbling on this hole

In the bad hour before the dawn."

Why beer is only beer.

"But say

""1'"I'l sleep until the winter's gone,
O maybe to M dsunmer Day,''

And drink and you will sleep that |ength.
"I"'d like to sleep till winter's gone
O till the sun is in his srrength.
This blast has chilled me to the bone.
"I had no better plan at first.

| thought to wait for that or this;
Maybe the weat her was accursed

O | had no wonman there to kiss;

So slept for half a year or so;

But year by year | found that |ess
Gave ne such pleasure |'d forgo

Even a hal f-hour's not hi ngness,

And when at one year's end | found

I had not waked a single mnute,

I chosc this burrow under ground.

1"l sleep away all tinme within it:
My sl eep were now nine centuries

But for those nornings when | find
The | apwing at their foolish dies

And the sheep bleating at the wind

As when | al so played the fool.

The beggar in a rage began



Upon his hunkers in the hol e,

"It's plain that you are no right nan
To nock at everything |I |ove

As if it were not worth, the doing.

I'd have a nerry life enough

If a good Easter w nd were bl ow ng,

And though the winter wind is bad

| should not be too down in the nouth
For anything you did or said

If but this wind were in the south.
"You cty aloud, Owould '"twere spring
O that the wind would shift a point,
And do not know that you would bring,
If tine were suppler in the joint,
Nei t her the spring nor the south wind
But the hour when you shall pass away
And | eave no snoki ng wi ck behind,

For all Iife longs for the Last Day
And there's no man but cocks his ear
To know when M chael's trunpet cries
"That flesh and bone nay di sappear

And souls as if they were but sighs,
And there be nothing but God |eft;

But, | aone being bl essed keep

Li ke sonme old rabbit to nmy cleft

And wait Hmin a drunken sl eep.

He dipped his ladle in the tub

And drank and yawned and stretched hi mout,
The ot her shouted, "You would rob

My Iife of every pl easant thought

And every confortabl e thing,

And so take that and that." Thereon

He gave hima great pummelling,

But mi ght have pumel |l ed at a stone

For all the sleeper knew or cared;

And after heaped up stone on stone,

And then, grown weary, prayed and cursed
And heaped up stone on stone again,

And prayed and cursed and cursed and bed
From Maeve and all that juggling plain,
Nor gave God thanks till overhead

The cl ouds were brightening with the dawn.

THE LADY' S SECOND SONG

WHAT sort of man is coning

To |ie between your feet?

What matter, we are but wonen.

Wash; nake your body sweet;

| have cupboards of dried fragrance.
| can strew the sheet.

i {The Lord have nercy upon us.}

He shall love nmy soul as though
Body were not at all,

He shall 1ove your body

Unt roubl ed by the soul

Love cram |l ove's two divisions

Yet keep his substance whol e.

i {The Lord have mercy upon us.}



Soul nust learn a love that is
proper to ny breast,

Li nbs a Love in conmon

Wth every nobl e beast.

If soul may | ook and body touch,
Which is the nore blest?

i {The Lord have mercy upon us.}

THE LEADERS OF THE CROWD

THEY must to keep their certainty accuse

Al that are different of a base intent;

Pul I down established honour; hawk for news
What ever their | oose fantasy invent

And murrmur it with bated breath, as though

The aboundi ng gutter had been Helicon

O calumy a song. How can they know

Truth flourishes where the student's | anp has shone,
And there al one, that have no Solitude?

So the crowd cone they care not what may cone.
They have | oud nusic, hope every day renewed
And heartier loves; that lanp is fromthe tonb.

THE LOVER ASKS FORG VENESS BECAUSE OF HI S MANY MOODS

IF this inmportunate heart trouble your peace
Wth words lighter than air,

O hopes that in nere hoping flicker and cease;
Crunple the rose in your hair;

And cover your lips with odorous twlight and say,
"O Hearts of w nd-blown flane!

O Wnds, older than changing of night and day,
That murnuring and | ongi ng cane

Frommarble cities loud with tabors of old

In dove-grey faery |ands;

From battl e-banners, fold upon purple fold,
Queens wrought with glinmering hands;

That saw young Ni amh hover with | ove-lorn face
Above t he wandering tide;

And lingered in the hidden desol ate pl ace
Where the | ast Phoenix died,

And wrapped the flanmes above his holy head;

And still murnur and | ong:

O piteous Hearts, changing till change be dead
In a tumul tuous song'

And cover the pal e bl ossons of your breast
Wth your dimheavy hair,

And trouble with a sigh for all things |longing for rest
The odorous twilight there.

THE LOVER PLEADS WTH HI' S FRI END FOR OLD FRI ENDS

THOUGH you are in your shining days,
Voi ces anong the crowd

And new friends busy with your praise,
Be not unkind or proud,

But think about old friends the nost:
Time's bitter flood will rise,



Your beauty perish and be | ost
For all eyes but these eyes.

THE LOVER S SONG

BI RD sighs for the air,
Thought for | know not where,
For the wonb the seed sighs.
Now si nks the sane rest

On mind, on nest,

On straining thighs.

THE MASK

"PUT of f that nask of burning gold
Wth enerald eyes."

"O no, ny dear, you nake so bold
To find if hearts be wild and w se,
And yet not cold."

"I would but find what's there to find,
Love or deceit."

"I't was the nmask engaged your nind,
And after set your heart to beat,
Not what's behind."

"But |lest you are ny eneny,

I nust enquire.”

"O no, ny dear, let all that be;
What matter, so there is but fire
In you, in me?"

THE MOUNTAI N TOVB

POUR wi ne and dance if nmanhood still have pride
Bring roses if the rose be yet in bl oom

The cataract snokes upon the nountain side,

Qur Father Rosicross is in his tonb.

Pul | down the blinds, bring fiddle and cl ari onet
That there be no foot silent in the room

Nor nouth from ki ssing, nor fromw ne unwet;

Qur Father Rosicross is in his tonb.

In vain, in pain; the cataract still cries;

The everlasting taper lights the gl oom

Al'l w sdom shut into his onyx eyes,

Qur Father Rosicross sleeps in his tonb.

THE OLD MEN ADM RI NG THEMSELVES | N THE WATER

| HEARD the old, old nen say,

"Everything alters,

And one by one we drop away."

They had hands like claws, and their knees
Were twisted like the old thorn-trees

By the waters.

| heard the old, old nen say,

"All that's beautiful drifts away

Li ke the waters."

THE PHASES OF THE MOON



i {An old man cocked his car upon a bridge;}

i{He and his friend, their faces to the South,}
i{Had trod the uneven road. Their hoots were soiled,}
i {Their Connemara cloth worn out of shape;}

i {They had kept a steady pace as though their beds,}
i {Despite a dwindling and | ate-risen noon,}

i{Were distant still. An old man cocked his ear.}

i { Aherne.} VWhat made that Sound?

i {Robartes.} A rat or water-hen

Spl ashed, or an otter slid into the stream

We are on the bridge; that shadow is the tower,

And the light proves that he is reading still.

He has found, after the manner of his kind,

Mere images; chosen this place to live in

Because, it may be, of the candl e-1ight

Fromthe far tower where MIton's Pl atonist

Sat late, or Shelley's visionary prince:

The lonely light that Sarmuel Pal mer engraved,

An i mage of mnysterious wi sdom won by toil

And now he seeks in book or manuscri pt

What he shall never find.

i {Ahernc.} Wiy should not you

Who know it all ring at his door, and speak

Just truth enough to show that his whole life

WI1l scarcely find for hima broken crust

O all those truths that are your daily bread;

And when you have spoken take the roads again?

i {Robartes.} He wote of nme in that extravagant style
He had learnt frompater, and to round his tale

Said | was dead; and dead | choose to be.

i {Aherne.} Sing nme the changes of the npon once nore;
True song, though speech: "mine author sung it me.'
i {Robartes.} Twenty-and-ei ght the phases of the noon
The full and the noon's dark and all the crescents,
Twent y- and- ei ght, and yet but six-and-twenty

The cradles that a man nust needs be rocked in:

For there's no hurman life at the full or the dark
Fromthe first crescent to the half, the dream

But summons to adventure and the man

I's al ways happy like a bird or a beast;

But while the nmoon is rounding towards the ful

He foll ows whatever whim s nmost difficult

Anong whi ns not inpossible, and though scarred.

As with the cat-o'-nine-tails of the nind,

H s body nmoul ded fromw thin his body

G ows conelier. Eleven pass, and then

At hene takes Achilles by the hair,

Hector is in the dust, N etzsche is born

Because the hero's crescent is the twelfth.

And yet, twice born, tw ce buried, grow he nust,
Before the full noon, helpless as a worm

The thirteenth nmoon but sets the soul at war

In its own being, and when that war's begun

There is no nmuscle in the arm and after

Under the frenzy of the fourteenth noon,

The soul begins to trenmble into stillness,

To die into the labyrinth of itself!

i {Aherne.} Sing out the song; sing to the end, and sing
The strange reward of all that discipline.

i {Robartes.} Al thought becones an inmage and the sou



Becones a body: that body and that soul

Too perfect at the full tolie in a cradle,

Too lonely for the traffic of the world:

Body and soul cast out and cast away

Beyond the visible world.

i {Aherne.} Al dreans of the soul

End in a beautiful man's or woman's body.

i {Robartes,} Have you not always known it?

i {Aherne.} The song will have it

That those that we have | oved got their long fingers
From deat h, and wounds, or on Sinai's top

O fromsome bl oody whip in their own hands.

They ran fromcradle to cradle till at |ast

Their beauty dropped out of the |oneliness

O body and soul

i {Robartes.} The lover's heart knows that.

i {Aherne.} It nmust be that the terror in their eyes
Is menory or foreknow edge of the hour

When all is fed with light and heaven is bare.

i {Robartes.} Wen the moon's full those creatures of the
full

Are met on the waste hills by countrynen

Who shudder and hurry by: body and sou

Estranged am d the strangeness of thensel ves,

Caught up in contenplation, the mnd s eye

Fi xed upon inmages that once were thought;

For separate, perfect, and i movabl e

I mges can break the solitude

O lovely, satisfied, indifferent eyes.

i {And thereupon w th aged, high-pitched voice}

i { Aherne | aughed, thinking of the man within,}
i{H s sl eepless candl e and | ahorious pen.}

i {Robartes.} And after that the crunbling of the noon.
The soul renenbering its |oneliness

Shudders in many cradles; all is changed,

It would be the world' s servant, and as it serves,
Choosi ng whatever task's nost difficult

Anmong tasks not inmpossible, it takes

Upon the body and upon the sou

The coarseness of the drudge.

i {Aherne.} Before the full

It sought itself and afterwards the world.

i {Robartes.} Because you are forgotten, half out of life,
And never wote a book, your thought is clear

Ref ormer, nerchant, statesman, |earned nan,

Duti ful husband, honest wife by turn,

Cradl e upon cradle, and all in flight and al
Def or ned because there is no defornmty

But saves us froma dream

i {Aherne.} And what of those

That the | ast servile crescent has set free?

i {Robartes.} Because all dark, like those that are all 1ight,
They are cast beyond the verge, and in a cloud,
Crying to one another like the bats;

And having no desire they cannot tel

What's good or bad, or what it is to triunph

At the perfection of one's own obedience;

And yet they speak what's blown into the mnd
Def or ned beyond deform ty, unforned,

Insipid as the dough before it is baked,



They change their bodies at a word.

i {Aherne.} And then?

i {Rohartes.} Wen all the dough has been so kneaded up
That it can take what form cook Nature fancies,

The first thin crescent is wheel ed round once nore.

i {Aherne.} But the escape; the song's not finished yet.
i {Robartes.} Hunchback and Saint and Fool are the |ast

crescents.

The burning bow that once could shoot an arrow

Qut of the up and down, the wagon-wheel

O beauty's cruelty and wi sdom s chatter --

Qut of that raving tide -- is drawn betw xt

Deformty of body and of mi nd.

i {Aherne.} Were not our beds far off 1'd ring the bell

St and under the rough roof-tinbers of the hal

Besi de the castle door, where all is stark
Austerity, a place set out for w sdom
That he will never find; 1'd play a part;

He woul d never know ne after all these years

But take ne for sone drunken countrynan:

I'd stand and nutter there until he caught
"Hunchback and Sant and Fool,' and that they cane
Under the three last crescents of the noon.

And then |I'd stagger out. He'd crack his wits

Day after day, yet never find the neaning.

i {And then he laughed to think that what seened hard}
i {Shoul d be so sinple -- a bat rose fromthe hazel s}
i{And circled round himwith its squeaky cry,}

i{The light in the tower wi ndow was put out.}

THE PLAYERS ASK FOR A BLESSI NG ON THE PSALTERI ES AND ON THEMSELVES

i {Three Voices [together].} Hurry to bless the hands that play,
The nout hs that speak, the notes and strings,

O masters of the glittering town!

O lay the shrilly trunpet down,

Though drunken with the flags that sway

Over the ranparts and the towers,

And with the waving of your w ngs.

i{First Voice.} Maybe they linger by the way.

One gathers up his purple gown;

One leans and nutters by the wall --

He dreads the wei ght of nortal hours.

i {Second Voice.} O no, O no! they hurry down

Li ke pl overs that have heard the call.

i{Third Voice.} O kinsnen of the Three in One,

O ki nsnen, bless the hands that play.

The notes they waken shall |ive on

When all this heavy history's done;

Qur hands, our hands rnust ebb away.

i {Three Voices [together].} The proud and carel ess notes |ive on
But bl ess our hands that ebb away.

THE RAGGED WOCD

O HURRY where by water anong the trees

The del i cate-stepping stag and his | ady sigh,
When t hey have but | ooked upon their inmages --
Woul d none had ever |oved but you and |



O have you heard that sliding silver-shoed
Pal e silver-proud queen-wonan of the sky,

When the sun | ooked out of his gol den hood? --
O that none ever |oved but you and |

O hurty to the ragged wood, for there

I will drive all those lovers out and cry --
O nmy share of the world, O yellow hair!

No one has ever |oved but you and |

THE ROSE
TO THE ROSE UPON THE ROCD OF Tl ME

i {Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all ny days!}
i {Cone near ne, while | sing the ancient ways:}

i {Cuchulain battling with the bitter tide;}

i {The Druid, grey, wood-nurtured, quiet-eyed,}

i {Who cast round Fergus dreans, and ruin untold;}
i {And thi ne own sadness, where of stars, grown ol d}
i {In dancing silver-sandalled on the sea,}

i{Sing in their high and | onely mnel ody.}

i {Cone near, that no nore blinded hy man's fate,}
i{I find under the boughs of |ove and hate,}

i{In all poor foolish things that |ive a day,}

i {Eternal beauty wandering on her way.}

i {Come near, cone near, cone near -- Ah, |leave ne still}
i{Alittle space for the rose-breath to fill!}
i{Lest | no nore bear comon things that crave;}

i {The weak worm hiding dowmn in its small cave,}

i {The field-nouse running by me in the grass,}

i {And heavy nortal hopes that toil and pass;}

i {But seek alone to hear the strange things said}
i{By God to the bright hearts of those |ong dead,}
i {And learn to chaunt a tongue nmen do not know.}

i {Cone near; | would, before nmy time to go,}
i{Sing of old Eire and the ancient ways:}

i {Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all ny days.}

THE SAI NT AND THE HUNCHBACK

i {Hunchback.} Stand up and lift your hand and bl ess
A man that finds great bitterness

In thinking of his |ost renown.

A Roman Caesar is held down

Under this hunp.

i{Saint.} God tries each nman
According to a different plan

I shall not cease to bl ess because
| lay about me with the taws

That night and norning | may thrash
G eek Al exander frommy flesh
August us Caesar, and after these
That great rogue Al cibi ades.

i {Hunchback.} To all that in your flesh have stood
And bl essed, | give ny gratitude,

Honoured by all in their degrees,

But nost to Al cibi ades.



THE SECOND COM NG

TURNI NG and turning in the w dening gyre

The fal con cannot hear the fal coner

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hol d;

Mere anarchy is | oosed upon the world,

The bl ood-dimed tide is | oosed, and everywhere
The cerenony of innocence is drowned;

The best |ack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely sonme revelation is at hand;

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.

The Second Comi ng! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of i{Spiritus Mindi}
Troubl es nmy sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.

The dar kness drops agai n; but now I know

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour conme round at |aSt,
Sl ouches towards Bethl ehemto be born?

THE SEVEN SACES

i{The First.} My great-grandfather spoke to Ednund Burke
In Grattan's house.

i {The Second.} M great-grandfather shared

A pot - house bench with Aiver Goldsnith once.

i{The Third.} My great-grandfather's father tal ked of nusic,
Drank tar-water with the Bi shop of C oyne.

i{The Fourth.} But mine saw Stella once

i{The Fifth.} Whence cane our thought?

i{The Sixth.} Fromfour great mnds that hated Wi ggery.
i{The Fifth.} Burke was a Wi g.

i {The Sixth.} Whether they knew or not,

CGol dsmith and Burke, Swift and the Bishop of C oyne

Al'l hated Whiggery; but what is \Wiggery?

A levelling, rancorous, rational sort of mnd

That never | ooked out of the eye of a saint

O out of drunkard's eye.

i{The Seventh.} All's Whiggery now,

But we old nmen are massed agai nst the worl d.

i{The First.} Anerican colonies, Ireland, France and India
Harried, and Burke's great nelody against it.

i{The Second.} diver CGoldsmith sang what he had seen
Roads full of beggars, cattle in the fields,

But never saw the trefoil stained with bl ood,

The avenging | eaf those fields raised up against it.
i{The Fourth.} The tonmb of Swift wears it away.

i{The Third.} A voice

Soft as the rustle of a reed from Cl oyne

That gat hers vol ume; now a thunder-cl ap

i{The Sixtb.} What schooling had these four?

i {The Seventh.} They wal ked t he roads

M m cki ng what they heard, as children mmc;

They understood that w sdom comes of beggary.



THE SONG OF WANDERI NG AENGUS

| VENT out to the hazel wood,

Because a fire was in ny head,

And cut and peel ed a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread;

And when white noths were on the w ng,
And not h-1ike stars were flickering out,
| dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

Wien | had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire afl ane,

But sonet hing rustled on the floor
And sone one called ne by ny nane:

It had beconme a glimering girl

Wth apple bl ossomin her hair

Who called ne by nmy name and ran

And faded through the brightening air.
Though | amold with wandering
Through hollow |l ads and hilly | ands.

I will find out where she has gone,
And ki ss her lips and take her hands;
And wal k anong | ong dappl ed grass,

And pluck till time and tines are done
The silver apples of the noon,

The gol den appl es of the sun.

THE STATUES

PYTHAGORAS pl anned it. Wy did the people stare?
H s nunmbers, though they noved or seened to nove
In marble or in bronze, |acked character

But boys and girls, pale fromthe inagined | ove
O solitary beds, knew what they were,

That passion could bring character enough

And pressed at midnight in sone public place

Live |lips upon a plumet-neasured face.

No! Greater than Pythagoras, for the nen

That with a mallet or a chisel" nodelled these
Cal cul ati ons that | ook but casual flesh, put down
Al'l Asiatic vague inmensities,

And not the banks of oars that swam upon

The many- headed foam at Sal ani s.

Europe put off that foam when Phidias

Gave wonen dreans and dreans their | ooking-glass.
One i mage crossed the nmany- headed, sat

Under the tropic shade, grew round and sl ow,

No Ham et thin fromeating flies, a fat

Dreaner of the Mddle Ages. Enpty eyeballs knew
That know edge increases unreality, that

Mrror on mirror mrrored is all the show

When gong and conch declare the hour to bless
Gimalkin crawms to Buddha's enpti ness.

When Pearse summoned Cuchul ain to his side.

What stal ked through the post Ofice? Wiat intellect,
What cal cul ation, nunber, neasurenent, replied?
We Irish, born into that ancient sect

But thrown upon this filthy nodern tide



And by its form ess spawning fury w ecked,
Clinmb to our proper dark, that we may trace
The lineanments of a plumet-neasured face.

April 9,

THE THREE MONUMENTS

THEY hold their public nmeetings where
Qur nost renowned patriots stand,
One anong the birds of the air,

A stunpier on either hand;

And all the popul ar statesnen say
That purity built up the State
And after kept it from decay;

And let all base anbition be,

For intellect would make us proud
And pride bring in inpurity:

The three old rascal s | augh al oud.

THE TRAVAI L OF PASSI ON

WHEN the flaming |ute-thronged angelic door is wide;

When an i mortal passion breathes in nortal clay;

Qur hearts endure the scourge, the plaited thorns, the way
Crowded with bitter faces, the wounds in pal mand side,
The vi negar-heavy sponge, the flowers by Kedron stream

We will bend down and | oosen our hair over you

That it may drop faint perfune, and be heavy with dew,
Lilies of death-pale hope, roses of passionate dream

THE VALLEY OF THE BLACK PI G

THE dews drop slowy and dreans gather: unknown
spears

Suddenly hurtl e before ny dream awakened eyes,

And then the clash of fallen horsemen and the cries
O unknown perishing armi es beat about ny ears.

We who still |abour by the croml ech on the shore,
The grey caimon the hill, when day sinks drowned in
dew,

Bei ng weary of the world's enpires, bow down to you
Master of the still stars and of the flam ng door.



