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Poems by Yeats, W. B.

To A Young Girl

MY dear, my dear, | know
More than another

What makes your heart beat so;
Not even your own mother
Can know it as | know,
Who broke my heart for her
When the wild thought,
That she denies

And has forgot,

Set all her blood astir

And glittered in her eyes.

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.

To Ireland In The Coming Times
NOW, that | would accounted be
True brother of a company

That sang, to sweeten Ireland's wrong,
Ballad and story, rann and song;

Nor be I any less of them,

Because the red-rose-bordered hem
Of her, whose history began

Before God made the angelic clan,
Trails all about the written page.
When Time began to rant and rage
The measure of her flying feet

Made Ireland's heart begin to beat;
And Time bade all his candles flare
To light a measure here and there;
And may the thoughts of Ireland brood

Upon a measured quietude.

Nor may | less be counted one

With Davis, Mangan, Ferguson,
Because, to him who ponders well,

My rhymes more than their rhyming tell
Of things discovered in the deep,
Where only body's laid asleep.

For the elemental creatures go

About my table to and fro,



That hurry from unmeasured mind
To rant and rage in flood and wind,
Yet he who treads in measured ways
May surely barter gaze for gaze.
Man ever journeys on with them
After the red-rose-bordered hem.
Ah, faeries, dancing under the moon,

A Druid land, a Druid tune!

While still I may, I write for you
The love | lived, the dream | knew.
From our birthday, until we die,

Is but the winking of an eye;

And we, our singing and our love,
What measurer Time has lit above,
And all benighted things that go
About my table to and fro,

Are passing on to where may be,

In truth's consuming ecstasy,

No place for love and dream at all,
For God goes by with white footfall.
I cast my heart into my rhymes,
That you, in the dim coming times,
May know how my heart went with them

After the red-rose-bordered hem.

"To Ireland in the Coming Times" is reprinted from The Rose. W.B. Yeats. 1893.



The Song Of Wandering Aengus

| WENT out to the hazel wood,
Because a fire was in my head,
And cut and peeled a hazel wand,
And hooked a berry to a thread:
And when white moths were on the wing,
And moth-like stars were flickering out,
| dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

When | had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire aflame,

But something rustled on the floor,
And some one called me by my name:
It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossom in her hair

Who called me by my name and ran

And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering
Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
I will find out where she has gone,
And Kiss her lips and take her hands;
And walk among long dappled grass,
And pluck till time and times are done
The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.

The Second Coming
TURNING and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer;



Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold,

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Avre full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand;

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Troubles my sight: somewhere in the 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 darkness drops again; but now | know

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,

Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?

"The Second Coming" is reprinted from Michael Robartes and the Dancer. W.B. Yeats.
New York: Macmillan, 1921.

Easter 1916

I HAVE met them at close of day
Coming with vivid faces

From counter or desk among grey
Eighteenth-century houses.

I have passed with a nod of the head



Or polite meaningless words,

Or have lingered awhile and said
Polite meaningless words,

And thought before | had done
Of a mocking tale or a gibe

To please a companion

Around the fire at the club,
Being certain that they and |

But lived where motley is worn:
All changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born.

That woman's days were spent

In ignorant good-will,

Her nights in argument

Until her voice grew shrill.

What voice more sweet than hers
When, young and beautiful,

She rode to harriers?

This man had kept a school

And rode our winged horse;

This other his helper and friend
Was coming into his force;
He might have won fame in the end,
So sensitive his nature seemed,
So daring and sweet his thought.
This other man | had dreamed
A drunken, vainglorious lout.

He had done most bitter wrong



To some who are near my heart,

Yet | number him in the song;

He, too, has resigned his part

In the casual comedy;

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

A terrible beauty is born.

Hearts with one purpose alone
Through summer and winter seem
Enchanted to a stone

To trouble the living stream.

The horse that comes from the road,
The rider, the birds that range
From cloud to tumbling cloud,
Minute by minute they change;
A shadow of cloud on the stream
Changes minute by minute;

A horse-hoof slides on the brim,
And a horse plashes within it;
The long legged moor-hens dive,
And hens to moor-cocks call;
Minute by minute they live:

The stone's in the midst 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 murmur name upon name,



As a mother names her child
When sleep at last has come
On limbs that had run wild.
What is it but nightfall?
No, no, not night but death;
Was it needless death after all?
For England may keep faith
For all that is done and said.
We know their dream; enough
To know they dreamed and are dead;
And what if excess of love
Bewildered them till they died?
| write it out in a verse-
MacDonagh and MacBride
And Connolly and Pearse
Now and in time to be,
Wherever green is worn,
Are changed, changed utterly

A terrible beauty is born

September 25, 1916

Never Give All the Heart

Never give all the heart, for love

Will hardly seem worth thinking of
To passionate women if it seem
Certain, and they never dream
That it fades out from kiss to Kiss;
For everything that's lovely is

But a brief, dreamy, kind delight.



O never give the heart outright,

For they, for all smooth lips can say,
Have given their hearts up to the play.
And who could play it well enough

If deaf and dumb and blind with love?
He that made this knows all the cost,

For he gave all his heart and lost.



