
W
.

B
.Y

E
A

T
S

C
O

L
L

E
C

T
E

D
P

O
E

M
S

E
dited

and
w

ith
an

Introduction
by

A
ugustine

M
artin

A
R

E
N

A



W
hence

turbulent Italy
should

draw
D

elight in
A

rt w
hose

end
is

peace.
In

logic
and

in
natural law

B
y

sucking
at

the
dugs

of G
reece.

Y
our

open
hand

but show
s

our
loss,

For
he

knew
better how

to
live.

L
et Paudeens

play
at pitch

and
toss,

Look
up

in
the

sun’s
eye

and
give

V
hat

the
exultant heart calls

good
T

hat som
e

new
day

m
ay

breed
the

best
B

ecause
you

gave, not w
hat they

w
ould,

B
ut the

right tw
igs

for an
eagle’s

nest!
D

ecem
ber1912SE

PT
E

M
B

E
R

1913

W
hat

need
you,

being
com

e
to

sense,
B

ut
fum

ble
in

a
greasy

till
A

nd
add

the
halfpence

to
the

pence
A

nd
prayer

to
shivering

prayer,
until

Y
ou

have
dried

the
m

arro
v

from
the

bone?
F

or
m

en
w

ere
born

to
pray

and
save:

R
om

antic
Ireland’s

dead
and

gone,
it’s

w
ith

O
’L

eary
in

the
p
av

e.

Y
et

they
w

ere
of

a
different

kind,
T

h
e

nam
es

that
stilled

your
childish

play,
T

hey
have

gone
about

the
w

orld
like

w
ind,

B
ut

little
tim

e
had

they
to

pray
F

or
w

hom
the

hangm
an’s

rope
w

as
spun,

A
nd

w
hat,

G
od

help
us,

could
they

save?
R

om
antic

Ireland’s
dead

and
gone,

it’s
w

ith
O

’L
eary

in
the

grave.
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W
as

itforthis
the

w
ild

geese
spread

T
he

grey
w

ing
upon

even
tide;

For
this

thatallthatblood
w

as
shed,

For
this

Edw
ard

Fitzgerald
died,

A
nd

R
obert

E
m

m
etand

W
olfe

T
one,

A
llthatdelirium

ofthe
brave?

R
om

antic
Ireland’s

dead
and

gone,
It’s

w
ith

O
’Lean’

in
the

grave.
Y

et
could

w
e

turn
the

years
again,

A
nd

call
those

exiles
as

they
w

ere
In

all
their

loneliness
and

pain,
Y

ou’d
cry,

‘Som
e

w
om

an’s
yellow

hair
H

as
m

addened
event

m
other’s

son’:
T

hey
w

eighed
so

lightly
w

hat
they

gave.
B

ut
letthem

be,
they’re

dead
and

gone,
T

hey’re
w

ith
O

’L
eary

in
the

grave.

T
O

A
FR

IE
N

D
W

H
O

SE
W

O
R

K
H

A
S

C
O

M
E

T
O

N
O

T
H

IN
G

N
ow

all
the

truth
is

out,
B

e
secret

and
take

defeat
F

rom
any

brazen
throat,

F
or

how
can

you
com

pete,
B

eing
honour

bred,w
ith

one
W

ho,
w

ere
itproved

he
lies,

W
ere

neither
sham

ed
in

his
ow

n
N

or
in

his
neighbours’

eyes?
B

red
to

a
harder

thing
T

han
T

rium
ph,

turn
aw

ay
A

nd
like

a
laughing

string
W

hereon
m

ad
fingers

play
A

m
id

a
place

ofstone,
B

e
secret

and
exult,

B
ecause

ofall
things

know
n

T
hat

is
m

ost
difficult.
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A
s

though
dried

straw
,

and
ifw

c
turn

about
T

he
bare

chim
ney

is
gone

black
out

B
ecause

the
w

ork
had

finished
in

that
flare.

S
oldier,

scholar,
horsem

an,
he,

A
s

‘nvere
all

life’s
epitom

e.
T

h
at

m
ade

us
dream

that
he

could
com

b
grey

hair?

x
l’

I had
thought,

seeing
how

bitter
is

that
w

ind
T

hat
shakes

the
shutter,

to
have

brought
to

m
ind

A
ll

those
that

m
anhood

tried,
or

childhood
loved

O
r

boyish
intellect

approved,
W

ith
som

e
appropriate

com
m

entary
on

each;
U

ntil
im

agination
brought

A
fitter

w
elcom

e;
but

a
thought

O
f

that
late

death
took

all
m

y
heart

for
speech.

A
N

IR
ISH

A
ItlA

N
FO

R
E

SE
E

S
H

IS
D

E
A

T
H

Iknow
that

I shall
m

eet
m

y
fate

S
om

ew
here

am
ong

the
clouds

above;
T

hose
that

I
fight!

do
not

hate,
T

hose
that

Iguard
I

do
not

love;
1Iv

country’
is

K
iltartan

C
ross,

M
y

countrym
en

K
iltartan’s

poor,
N

o
likely

end
could

bring
them

loss
O

r
leave

them
happier

than
before

N
or

law
,

nor
duty

bade
m

e
fight,

N
or

public
m

en,
nor

cheering
crow

ds,
A

lonely
im

pulse
of delight

D
rove

to
this

tum
ult

in
the

clouds;
I balanced

all,brought
all

to
m

ind,
T

he
years

to
com

e
seem

ed
w

aste
of breath,

A
w

aste
of breath

the
years

behind
In

balance
w

ith
this

life,
this

death.
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D
id

she
in

touching
that lone

w
ing

R
ecall

the
years

before
her

m
ind

B
ecam

e
a

bitter, an
abstract

thing,
H

er
thought som

e
popular

enm
ity:

B
lind

and
leader

ofthe
blind

D
rinking

the
foul

ditch
w

here
they

lie?

W
hen

long
ago

I saw
her

ride
U

nder
B

en
B

ulben
to

the
m

eet,
T

he
beauty

of her countn’-side
W

ith
all youth’s

lonely
w

ildness
stirred,

She
seem

ed
to

have
grow

n
clean

and
sw

eet
Like

any
rock-bred, sea-borne

bird:

Sea-borne, or
balanced

on
the

air
W

hen
first

it sprang
out of the

nest
U

pon
som

e
lofty

rock
to

stare
U

pon
the

cloudy
canopy,

W
hile

under
its

storm
-beaten

breast
C

ried
outthe

hollow
s

ofthe
sea.

R
E

PR
ISA

L
S

Som
e

nineteen
G

erm
an

planes, they
say,

Y
ou

had
brought dow

n
before

6O
U

died.
W

e
called

ita
good

death. T
oday

C
an

ghostor
m

an
be

satisfied?
A

lthough
your

last exciting
year

O
utw

eighed
all other years, you

said,
T

hough
battle

joy
m

ay
be

so
dear

A
m

em
ory, even

to
the

dead,
It chases

other
thought aw

ay,
Y

et rise
from

your
Italian

tom
b,

Flitto
K

iltartan
cross

and
stay

T
illcertain

second
thoughts

have
com

e
U

pon
the

cause
you

served, that w
e

T
Im

agined
such

a
fine

affair:
H

alf-drunk
or w

hole-m
ad

soldiery
A

re
m

urdering
your

tenants
there.

M
en

thatrevere
your

father yet
A

rc
shotaton

the
open

plain.
W

here
m

ay
new

—
m

arried
w

om
en

sit
A

nd
sucU

e
children

now
?

A
rm

ed
m

en
M

ay
m

urder
them

in
passing

by
N

or
law

nor
parliam

ent take
heed.

T
hen

close
your

ears
w

ith
dustand

lie
A

m
ong

the
other

cheated
dead.

T
H

E
L

E
A

D
E

R
S

O
F

T
H

E
C

R
O

W
D

T
hey

m
ustto

keep
their

certainty
accuse

A
ll thatare

different ofa
base

intent;
Pull

dow
n

established
honour;

haw
k

fornew
s

W
hatever

their
loose

fantasy
invent

A
nd

m
urm

ur
it w

ith
bated

breath, as
though

T
he

abounding
gutter

had.been
H

elicon
O

r
calum

ny
a

song.H
ow

can
they

know
T

ruth
flourishes

w
here

the
student’s

lam
p

has
shone,

A
nd

there
alone,that have

no
solitude?

So
the

crow
d

com
e

they
care

not w
hat

m
ay

com
e.

T
hey

have
loud

m
usic, hope

even’day
renew

ed
A

nd
heartier

loves; that
lam

p
is

from
the

tom
b.

T
O

W
A

R
D

S
B

R
E

A
K

O
F

D
A

Y

W
as

itthe
double

of m
y

dream
T

he
w

om
an

thatby
m

c
lay

D
ream

ed,
or

did
w

e
halve

a
dream

U
nder

the
first cold

gleam
ofday?

Ithought:
T

here
is

a
w

aterfall
U

pon
B

en
B

ulben
side
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T
ill

the
w

reck
of body,

Slow
decay

of blood,
T

esty
delirium

O
r

dull
decrepitude,

O
r

w
hat w

orse
evil

com
e

—

T
he

death
of

friends,
or

death
O

f
every

brilliant
eye

T
hat

m
ade

a
catch

in
the

breath
—

S
eem

but
the

clouds
of the

sky
W

hen
the

horizon
fades;

O
r

a
bird’s

sleepy
cry

A
m

ong
the

deepening
shades.

1926

M
E

D
IT

A
T

IO
N

S
IN

T
IM

E
O

F
C

M
L

IV
A

R

A
jicesiral A

’nues

S
urely

am
ong

a
rich

m
an’s

flow
ering

law
ns,

A
m

id
the

rustle
ofhis

planted
hills,

L
ife

overflow
s

w
ithout

am
bitious

pains;

A
nd

rains
dow

n
life

until
the

basin
spi1is,

A
nd

m
ounts

m
ore

dizzy
high

the
m

ore
it

rains

A
s

though
to

choose
w

hatever
shape

it w
ills

A
nd

never
scoop

to
a

m
echanical

O
r

senile
shape,

at others’
beck

and
call.

M
ere

dream
s,

m
ere

dream
s!

Y
et

H
om

er
had

not
sung

I-lad
he

not
found

it
certain

beyond
dream

s

T
hat

out
of life’s

ow
n

self-delight
had

sprung

T
he

abounding
glittering

let;
though

now
it seem

s

A
s

ifsom
e

m
arvellous

em
pty

sea-shell
flung

O
ut

of
the

obscure
dark

ofthe
rich

stream
s,

A
nd

not
a

fountain, w
ere

the
sym

bol
w

hich

S
hadow

s
the

inherited
glory

of
the

rich.
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I
S

om
e

tiolent
bitter

m
an,

som
e

pow
erful

m
an

C
alled

architect
and

artist
in,

that
they,

B
itter

and
violent

m
en,

m
ight

rear
in

stone
T

he
sw

eetness
that

all
longed

for
night

and
day,

T
he

gentleness
none

there
had

ever
know

n;
B

ut
w

hen
the

m
aster’s

buried
m

ice
can

play,
A

nd
m

aybe
the

great-grandson
ofthat

house,
F

or
all

its
bronze

and
m

arble,
‘s

but
a

m
ouse.

O
w

hat
ifgardens

w
here

the
peacock

strays
W

ith
delicate

feet
upon

old
terraces,

O
r

else
allJuno

from
an

urn
displays

B
efore

the
indifferent

garden
deities;

O
w

hat
iflevelled

law
ns

and
gravelled

w
ays

W
here

slippered
C

ontem
plation

finds
his

east;
A

nd
C

hildhood
a

delight
for

ever)’
sense,

B
ut

take
our

greatness
w

ith
our

violence?

‘h
a
t

if
the

glon’
ofescutcheoned

doors,
A

nd
buildings

that
a

haughtier
age

designed,
T

he
pacing

to
and

fro
on

polished
floors

A
m

id
great

cham
bers

and
long

galleries,
lined

W
ith

fam
ous

portraits
ofour

ancestors;
W

hat
if those

things
the

greatest
ofm

ankind
C

onsider
m

ost
to

m
agniI’,

or
to

bless,
B

ut
take

our
greatness

w
ith

our
bitterness?

II

M
j’[louse

A
n

ancient
bridge,

and
a

m
ore

ancient
tow

er,
A

farm
house

that
is

sheltered
by

its
w

all,
A

n
acre

ofstony
ground,

W
here

the
sym

bolic
rose

can
break

in
flow

er,
O

ld
ragged

elm
s,

old
thorns

innum
erable,

T
he

sound
ofthe

rain
or

sound
O

f
every

w
ind

that
blow

s;
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T
he

suited
w

ater-hen
C

rossing
stream

again
S

carcd
by

the
splashing

ofa
dozen

cow
s;

A
w

inding
stair,

a
cham

ber
arched

w
ith

.SLO
D

C
,

A
grey

stone
fireplace

w
ith

an
open

hearth,

A
candle

and
w

ritten
page.

liPenseroso
c P

latonist
toiled

on
In

som
e

like
cham

ber,
shadow

ing
forth

H
ow

the
daem

onic
rage

Im
agined

everything.
B

enighted
travellers

F
rom

m
arkets

and
from

fairs
1-lave

seen
his

m
idnight

candle
glim

m
ering.

T
w

o
m

en
have

founded
here.

A
m

an-at-arm
s

G
athered

a
score

of horse
and

spent
his

days

In
this

tum
ultuous

spot,
T

h
ere

through
long

w
ars

and
sudden

night
alarm

s

H
is

dw
indling

score
and

he
seem

ed
castaw

ays
F

orgetting
and

forgot;
A

nd
I,

that
after

m
e

M
y

bodily
heirs

m
ay

find,
T

o
eyalta

lonely
m

ind,
B

efitting
em

blem
s

of adversity

In

M
y

Table

T
w

o
heavy

trestles,
and

a
board

W
herc

Sato’s
gift,

a
changeless

sw
ord,

B
y

pen
and

paper
lies,

T
hat

it m
ay

m
oralise

M
y

days
out

of their
aim

lessness.

A
bit

ofan
em

broidered
dress

C
overs

its
w

ooden
sheath.

C
haucer

had
not

draw
n

breath

W
hen

itw
as

forged.
In

Saw
’s

house,
C

urved
like

new
m

oon,
m

oon-lum
inous,

Itlay
five

hundred
years.

Y
et

ifno
change

appears
N

o
m

oon;
only

an
aching

heart
C

onceives
a

changeless
w

ork
ofart.

O
ur

learned
m

en
have

urged
T

hat
w

hen
and

w
here

‘flvas
forged

A
m

arvellous
accom

plishm
ent,

In
painting

or
in

pottery,
w

ent
F

rom
father

unto
son

A
nd

through
the

centuries
ran

A
nd

seem
ed

unchanging
like

the
sw

ord.
Soul’s

beauty
being

m
ost

adored,
M

en
and

their
business

took
T

he
soul’s

unchanging
look;

F
or

the
m

ost
rich

inheritor,
K

now
ing

that
none

could
pass

T
hat

loved
inferior

art,
[lad

such
an

aching
heart

T
hat

he,
although

a
country’s

talk
F

or
silken

clothes
and

stately
w

alk,
i-lad

w
aking

‘iits;
itseem

ed
Juno’s

peacock
scream

ed.

I

H
eaven’s

door

lv

A
ly

D
escendants

H
aving

inherited
a

vigorous
m

ind
F

rom
m

y
old

fathers,
I

m
ust

nourish
dream

s
A

nd
leave

a
w

om
an

and
a

m
an

behind
A

s
vigorous

ofm
ind,

and
yet

itseem
s

L
ife

scarce
can

cast
a

fragrance
on

the
w

ind,
S

carce
spread

a
glory

to
the

m
orning

beam
s,

B
ut

the
torn

petals
strew

the
garden

plot;
A

nd
there’s

hut
com

m
on

greenness
after

that.
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A
nd

w
hat

if
m

y
descendants

lose
the

flow
er

T
hrough

natural
declension

of the
soul,

T
hrough

too
m

uch
business

w
ith

the
passing

hour,

T
hrough

too
m

uch
play,or

m
arriage

w
ith

a
fool?

M
ay

this
laborious

stair
and

this
stark

tow
er

B
ecom

e
a

roofless
ruin

that
the

ow
l

M
ay

build
in

the
cracked

m
asonry

and
cry

H
er

dcsolafion
to

the
desolate

sky.

T
he

P
rim

um
M

obile
that

fashioned
us

H
as

m
ade

the
very

ow
ls

in
circles

m
ove;

A
nd

I, that
count

m
yself m

ost
prosperous,

S
eeing

that
love

and
friendship

are
enough,

F
or

an
aid

neighbour’s
friendship

chose
the

house

A
nd

decked
and

altered
it

for
a

girl’s
love,

A
nd

know
w

hatever
flourish

and
decline

T
hese

stones
rem

ain
their

m
onum

ent
and

m
ine.

V

The
R

oad
at ilIy

D
oor

A
n

affable
Irregular,

A
heavily-built

F
alstaiflan

m
an,

C
om

es
cracking

jokes
of civilw

ar
A

s
though

to
die

by
gunshot w

ere
T

he
finest

play
under

the
sun.

A
brow

n
L

ieutenant
and

his
m

en,

1-laIf dressed
in

national
uniform

,

S
tand

at m
y

door,
and

I com
plain

O
f

the
foul w

eather,
hail

and
rain,

A
pear-tree

broken
by

the
storm

.

Icount
those

feathered
balls

of soot

T
he

m
oor-hen

guides
upon

the
stream

,

T
o

silence
the

envy
in

m
y

thought;

A
nd

turn
tow

ards
m

y
cham

ber,
caught

In
the

cold
snow

s
o
fa

dream
.

VI

The
Stares

N
estl’

A
ly

W
indon’

T
he

bees
build

in
the

crevices
O

floosening
m

asonry,
and

there
T

he
m

other
birds

bring
grubs

and
flies.

M
y

w
all

is
loosening;

honey—
bees,

C
om

e
build

in
the

em
pty

house
of the

stare.

W
e

are
closed

in,
and

the
key

is
turned

O
n

our
uncertainty;

som
ew

here
A

m
an

is
killed,

or
a

house
burned,

Y
et

no
clear

fact
to

be
discerned:

C
om

e
build

in
the

em
pty

house
of the

stare.

A
barricade

of stone
or

of w
ood;

S
om

e
fourteen

days
of civil w

ar;
L

ast
night

they
trundled

dow
n

the
road

T
hat

dead
young

soldier
in

his
blood;

C
om

e
build

in
the

em
pty

house
of the

stare.

\V
e

had
fed

the
heart

on
fantasies,

T
he

heart’s
grow

n
brutal

from
the

fare;
M

ore
substance

in
our

enm
ities

T
han

in
our

love;
0

honey-bees,
C

om
e

build
in

the
em

pty
house

of the
stare.

V
II

Isee
Phantom

s
of H

atred
and

oft/se
H

ean
Fullness

and of the
coining

E
niptiness

I clim
b

to
the

tow
er-top

and
lean

upon
broken

stone,
A

m
ist

that
is

like
blow

n
snow

is
sw

eeping
over

all,
V

alley,
river,

and
elm

s,
under

the
light

of a
m

oon
T

hat
seem

s
unlike

itself,
that

seem
s

unchangeable,
A

glittering
sw

ord
out

of the
east.

A
p
u
ll of w

ind
A

nd
those

w
hite

glim
m

ering
fragm

ents
of the

m
ist

sw
eep

by.
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Frenzies
bew

ilder, reveries
perturb

the
m

ind;
T

he
half-read

w
isdom

of daem
onic

im
ages,

M
onstrous

fam
iliar im

ages
sw

im
to

the
m

ind’s
eye.

Suffice
the

ageing
m

an
as

once
the

grow
ing

boy.
1923

‘V
engeance

upon
the

m
urderers,’

the
cry

goes
up,

‘V
engeance

forjacques
M

olay.’
In

cloud-pale
rags, or

in
lace,

T
he

rage-driven,
rage-torm

ented, and
rage-hungry

troop,

T
rooper

belabouring
trooper, biting

atarm
or

at face,

Plunges
tow

ards
nothing,

arm
s

and
fingers

spreading
w

ide

For
the

em
brace

of nothing;
and

I,m
y

w
its

astray

B
ecause

of all that senseless
tum

ult,
all but cried

Forvengeance
on

the
m

urderers
ofjacques

M
olay.

T
heir

legs
long, delicate

and
slender,

aquam
arine

their
eyes,

M
agical unicorns

bear
ladies

on
their

backs.

T
he

ladies
close

their
m

using
eyes. N

o
prophecies,

R
em

em
bered

out of B
abylonian

alm
anacs,

H
ave

closed
the

ladies’
eyes, their

m
inds

are
but a

pool

IT
here

even
longing

drow
ns

under
its

ow
n

excess;

N
othing

but stillness
can

rem
ain

w
hen

hearts
are

full

O
f their

ow
n

sw
eetness, bodies

of their
loveliness.

T
he

cloud-pale
unicorns, the

eyes
of aquam

arine,

T
he

quivering
half-closed

eyelids, the
rags

of cloud
or

of lace,

O
r

eyes
that rage

has
brightened, arm

s
it has

m
ade

lean,

G
ive

place
to

an
indifferent m

ultitude, give
place

T
o

brazen
haw

ks. N
or

self—
delighting

reverie,

N
or

hate
of w

hat’s
to

com
e, nor

pity
for w

hat’s
gone,

N
othing

butgrip
of claw

, and
the

eye’s
com

placency,

T
he

innum
erable

clanging
w

ings
that have

put out the
m

oon.

I turn
aw

ay
and

shut
the

door, and
on

the
stair

W
onder

how
m

any
tim

es
I could

have
proved

m
y

w
orth

In
som

ething
that all others

understand
or

share;

B
ut0!

am
bitious

heart, had
such

a
proof draw

n
forth

A
com

pany
of friends, a

conscience
set at ease,

It had
but m

ade
us

pine
the

m
ore. T

he
abstract joy,
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U
N

D
E

R
B

E
N

B
U

L
B

E
N

S
w

ear
by

w
hat

the
sages

spoke
R

ound
the

M
areotic

L
ake

T
hat

the
W

itch
of A

tlas
knew

,
S

poke
and

set
the

cocks
a—

crow
.

S
w

ear
by

those
horsem

en,
by

(hose
w

om
en

C
om

plexion
and

form
prove

superhum
an,

T
hat

pale,
long-visaged

com
pany

T
hat

air
in

im
m

ortality
C

om
pleteness

of their
passions

von;
N

ow
they

ride
the

w
intty

daw
n

W
here

B
en

B
ulben

sets
the

scene.

H
ere’s

the
gist

ofw
hat

they
m

ean.

M
any

tim
es

m
an

lives
and

dies
B

etw
een

his
tw

o
eternities,

T
hat

of
race

and
that

olsoul,
A

nd
ancient

Ireland
knew

hall.
W

hether
m

an
die

in
his

bed
O

r
the

rifle
knock

him
dead,

A
briefparting

from
those

dear
Is

the
w

orst
m

an
has

to
fear.

T
hough

grave-diggers’
toil

is
long,

S
harp

their
spades,

their
m

uscles
strong,

T
hey

but
thrust

their
buried

m
en

B
ack

in
the

hum
an

m
ind

again.

rF
II
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Ill

Y
ou

that
M

itchel’s
prayer

have
heard,

‘Send
w

ar
in

our
rim

e,0
Lord!’

K
now

that w
hen

allw
ords

arc
said

A
nd

a
m

an
is

fighting
m

ad,
Som

ething
drops

from
eyes

long
blind,

H
e

com
pletes

his
partial

m
ind,

For
an

instant stands
at ease,

L
aughs

aloud,his
heart at peace.

Even
the

w
isestm

an
grow

s
tense

W
ith

som
e

sortof violence
B

efore
he

can
accom

plish
fate,

K
now

his
w

ork
or

choose
his

m
ate.

I’,

Poetand
sculptor, do

the
w

ork,
N

or
let the

m
odish

painter
shirk

W
hathis

great forefathers
did,

B
ring

the
soul of m

an
to

G
od,

M
ake

him
fill the

cradles
right.

M
easurem

ent began
our

m
ight:

Form
s

a
stark

Egyptian
thought,

Form
s

thatgentler
Phidias

w
rought.

M
ichael

A
ngelo

lefta
proof

O
n

the
Sistine

C
hapel

roof;
W

here
but half-aw

akened
A

dam
C

an
disturb

globe-trotting
M

adam
T

ill
her

bow
els

are
in

heat,
Proof that

there’s
a

purpose
set

B
efore

the
secret vorking

m
ind:

Profane
perfection

of m
ankind.

Q
uattrocento

put in
paint

O
n

backgrounds
fora

G
od

or
Saint

G
ardens

w
here

a
soul’s

at ease;

342

W
here

evetw
thing

thatm
eets

the
eye,

Flow
ers

and
grass

and
cloudless

sky,
R

esem
ble

form
s

that are
or

seem
V

h
cn

sleepers
w

ake
and

yet still
dream

,
A

nd
w

hen
it’s

vanished
still declare,

W
ith

only
bed

and
bedstead

there,
T

hat
heavens

had
opened.

G
vres

run
on;

W
hen

that greater
dream

had
gone

C
alvertand

W
ilson,

B
lake

and
C

laude,
Prepared

a
rest

for
the

people
of G

od,
Palm

er’s
phrase, butafter

that
C

onfusion
fellupon

our
thought.

V

Irish
poets, learn

your
trade,

Sing
w

hatever
isw

ell m
ade,

Scorn
the

sortnow
grow

ing
up

A
ll out ofshape

from
toe

to
top,

T
heir

unrem
cm

bering
hearts

and
heads

B
ase-born

products
of base

beds.
Sing

the
peasantry,and

then
H

ard-riding
country

gentlem
en,

T
he

holiness
ofm

onks, and
after

Porter-drinkers’
randy

laughter;
Sing

the
lords

and
ladies

gay
T

hatw
ere

beaten
into

the
clay

T
hrough

seven
heroic

centuries;
C

ast your
m

ind
on

other
days

T
hat

w
e

in
com

ing
days

m
ay

be
Still the

indom
itable

lrishn’.

I

1II
.7

VI

U
nder

bare
B

en
B

ulben’s
head

In
D

rnm
cliff churchyard

Y
eats

is
laid.

A
n

ancestor
w

as
rector there
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L
ong

years
ago,

a
church

stands
near,

B
y

the
road

an
ancient

cross.

N
o

m
arble,

no
conventionalphrase;

O
n

lim
estone

quarried
near

the
spot

B
y

his
com

m
and

these
w

ords
are

cut:

Casta
caLlge

O
n

life, on
Seat/i.

H
orsem

an,pass
by!

£p:rm
l’cr4,

1938

T
H

R
E

E
SO

N
G

S
T

O
T

H
E

O
N

E
B

U
R

D
E

N

T
he

R
oaring

T
inker

if you
like,

B
ut

M
annion

is
m

y
nam

e,

A
nd

I beat
up

the
com

m
on

sort

A
nd

think
it is

no
sham

e.

T
he

com
m

on
breeds

the
com

m
on,

A
lout begets

a
lout,

So
w

hen
I take

on
haifa

score

I knock
their

heads
about.

From
m

otaitain
to

m
ountain

rule
the fierce

honen,en.

A
ll M

annions
com

e
from

M
anannan,

T
hough

rich
on

eveiw
shore

H
e

never
lay

behind
four w

alls

H
e

had
such

character,

N
or

ever
m

ade
an

iron
red

N
or

soldered
pot or pan;

1-us
roaring

and
his

ranting

B
est please

a
w

andering
m

an.

Front
nionulain

to
niountan;

ride
the fierce

horsem
en.

C
ould

C
razy

Jane
put ollold

age

A
nd

ranting
tim

e
renew

,
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Into
the

night.

M
a

ii

0
R

ocky
V

oice,

Shall
w

e
in

that
great

night
rejoice?

W
hat

do
w

e
know

hut
that w

e
face

O
ne

another
in

this
place?

B
ut

hush,
for

I have
lost

the
them

e,

Its
joy

or
night

seem
but

a
dream

;

U
p

there
som

e
haw

k
or

ow
l

has
struck,

D
ropping

out
of sky

or
rock,

A
stricken

rabbit
is

crying
out,

A
nd

its
cry

distracts
m

y
thought.

T
H

E
C

IR
C

U
S

A
N

IM
A

L
S’

D
E

SE
R

T
IO

N

I sought
a

them
e

and
sought

for
it in

vain,

I
sought

it daily
for six

w
eeks

or
so.

M
aybe

at last,
being

but
a

broken
m

an,

I
m

ust be
satisfied

w
ith

m
y

heart,
although

V
in

ter
and

sum
m

er
till

old
age

began

M
y

circus
anim

als
w

ere
all

on
show

,

T
hose

stilted
boys,

that burnished
chariot,

L
ion

and
w

om
an

and
the

L
ord

know
s

w
hat.

II

W
hat

can
I but

enum
erate

old
them

es?

F
irst

that
sea—

rider
O

isin
led

by
the

nose

T
hrough

three
enchanted

islands,
allegorical

dream
s,

V
ain

gaietY
,

vain
battle, vain

repose,

T
hem

es
ofthe

em
bittered

heart,
or

so
it

seem
s,

T
hat

m
ight

adorn
old

songs
or

courtly
show

s;

B
utw

hat
cared

I
that

set
him

on
to

ride,
I,starved

for
the

bosom
ofhis

faery
bride?

A
nd

then
a

counter-truth
filled

out
its

play,
The

Countess
O

ath/ecu
w

as
the

nam
e

Igave
it;

S
he,

pity-crazed,
had

given
her

soul
aw

ay,
B

ut
m

asterful
H

eaven
had

intervened
to

save
it.

I
thought

m
y

dear
m

ust
her

ow
n

soul
destroy,

So
did

fanaticism
and

hate
enslave

it,
A

nd
this

brought
forth

a
dream

and
soon

enough
T

his
dream

itselfhad
all

m
y

thought
and

love.

A
nd

w
hen

the
Fool

and
B

lind
M

an
stole

the
bread

C
uchulain

fought
the

ungovernable
sea;

H
eart—

m
ysteries

there,
and

yet
w

hen
all

is
said

Itw
as

the
dream

itselfenchanted
m

e:
C

haracter
isolated

by
a

deed
T

o
engross

the
present

and
dom

inate
m

em
ory.

Players
and

painted
stage

took
all

m
y

love,
A

nd
not

those
things

that
they

w
ere

em
blem

s
of.

T
hose

m
asterful

im
ages

because
com

plete
G

rew
in

pure
m

ind,
but

out
ofw

hat
began?

A
m

ound
ofrefuse

or
the

sw
eepings

ofa
street,

O
ld

kettles,
old

bottles,
and

a
broken

can,
O

ld
iron,

old
bones,

old
rags,

that
raving

slut
W

ho
keeps

the
till.

N
ow

that
m

y
ladder’s

gone,
Im

ust
lie

dow
n

w
here

all
the

ladders
start,

In
the

foul
rag-and-bone

shop
of the

heart.

Echo
rIII

III
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