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Selected Poems of W. B. Yeats
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The Song of the Happy Shepherd

The woods of Arcady are dead,
And over is their antique joy;

Of old the world on dreaming fed;
Grey Truth is now her painted toy;
Yet still she turns her restless head:
But O, sick children of the world,
Of all the many changing things

In dreary dancing past us whirled,
To the cracked tune that Chronos sings,
Words alone are certain good.
Where are now the warring kings,
Word be-mockers? -By the Rood,
Where are now the warring kings?
An idle word is now their glory,

By the stammering schoolboy said,
Reading some entangled story:

The kings of the old time are dead;
The wandering earth herself may be
Only a sudden flaming word,

In clanging space a moment heard,
Troubling the endless reverie
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Then nowise worship dusty deeds,
Nor seek, for this is also sooth,

To hunger fiercely after truth,

Lest all thy roiling only breeds

New dreams, new dreams; there is no truth
Saving in thine own heart. Seek, then,
No learning from the starry men,
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 gather by the humming sea

Some twisted, echo-harbouring shell,
And to its lips thy story tell,

And they thy comforters will be,
Rewording in melodious guile

Thy fretful words a little while,

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

For words alone are certain good:
Sing, then, for this is also sooth.

[ must be gone: there is a grave
Where daffodil and lily wave,

And [ would please the hapless faun,
Buried under the sleepy ground,
With mirthful songs before the dawn.

His shouting days with mirth were crowned;

And still I dream he treads the lawn,
Walking ghostly in the dew,

Pierced by my glad singing through,

My songs of old earth’s dreamy youth:
But ah! she dreams not now; dream thou!
For fair are poppies on the brow:

Dream, dream, for this is also sooth.
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When You are Old

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;
How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim Soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;
And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.
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Imitated From The Japanese

A most astonishing thing --
Seventy years have I lived;

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

Seventy years have I lived

No ragged beggar-man,

Seventy years have I lived,
Seventy years man and boy,
And never have [ danced for joy.
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The Fisherman

Although I can see him still.
The freckled man who goes
To a grey place on a hill

In grey Connemara clothes
At dawn to cast his flies,

It's long since I began

To call up to the eyes

This wise and simple man.
All day I'd looked in the face
What I had hoped 'twould be
To write for my own race
And the reality;

The living men that [ hate,
The dead man that I loved,
The craven man in his seat,
The insolent unreproved,
And no knave brought to book
Who has won a drunken cheer,
The witty man and his joke
Aimed at the commonest ear,
The clever man who cries
The catch-cries of the clown,
The beating down of the wise
And great Art beaten down.

Maybe a twelvemonth since
Suddenly I began,

In scorn of this audience,
Imagining a man,

And his sun-freckled face,

And grey Connemara cloth,
Climbing up to a place

Where stone is dark under froth,
And the down-turn of his wrist

When the flies drop in the stream;

A man who does not exist,

A man who is but a dream;
And cried, 'Before [ am old

[ shall have written him one
poem maybe as cold

And passionate as the dawn.'
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The Nineteenth Century And After

Though the great song return no more
There's keen delight in what we have:
The rattle of pebbles on the shore
Under the receding wave.



