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INTRODUCTION




  William Butler Yeats (1865–1939) is Ireland’s greatest poet; yet he is not easy to classify. He grew up a Victorian, but lived long into the twentieth century, to

  the very eve of the Second World War. ‘We were the last romantics’, he declared in ‘Coole and Ballylee, 1931’, ‘ – chose for a theme / Traditional sanctity and

  loveliness’. Yet he evolved his style and reinvented himself constantly, ensuring he remained an important and influential poet through a period of near total revolution in all the arts. The

  last Romantic was therefore also one of the first literary Modernists, standing alongside and influencing the likes of T. S. Eliot, Ezra Pound and James Joyce. He could be escapist and obscure

  (especially in his early verse); and yet also politically engaged. When the Free Irish State was formed, Yeats acted as a senator (1922–8), turning himself into the ‘sixty-year-old

  smiling public man’ we encounter in ‘Among School Children’. But, as that poem suggests, a public role didn’t sit easily on one who preferred to retreat into a private realm

  of myth and symbolic reverie. He was a lifelong enthusiast for the occult, experimenting in different arcane areas to provide proof of the supernatural as well as materials for his verse. An

  intellectual poet, his poems often stage philosophical debates with himself; he was also, and more characteristically, led by his heart. This heart, broken and brooding on his great unrequited love for the beautiful Irish nationalist Maud Gonne, he would lay bare throughout his life, and the result was some of the most original and poignant love poems of all

  time. Yeats contains multiples, making his writings a richly rewarding experience, and good company through all stages and phases of life.




  Yeats emerged as a poet in the 1880s and 1890s, and his early works very much belong to that time. He was part of a circle of poets, including the English ‘symbolists’ Arthur Symons

  and Lionel Johnson, who were highly influenced by the ideal of rarefied beauty espoused by the Oxford art critic Walter Pater. Yeats termed this group, most of whom died young, a ‘Tragic

  Generation’, whose exercises in studied artifice captured the mood of the late-Victorian period whose passing coincided with their own. Yeats outshone and outlived this group, while his own

  early verse might be classified as ‘Pre-Raphaelite’ in its style. The most direct influence in this respect was probably the poet’s own father. John Butler Yeats was a painter who

  for a period emulated the Pre-Raphaelite painter-poet Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Rossetti’s hallmark was idealised paintings of beautiful women in twilit, vaguely medieval settings, and this

  atmosphere is perfectly captured in Yeats’s more decorative early poems. ‘He Remembers Forgotten Beauty’ (1896), with its languid ladies bearing lilies and brooding knights

  against rich tapestries, could be describing a classic Pre-Raphaelite painting. These poems evoke a mood of wistful melancholy, through the almost incantatory repetition of adjectives such as

  ‘dim’, ‘pale’ ‘weary’, ‘soft’, etc. Although a young man at the time, in his verse Yeats affects a certain world-weariness,

  which he would characterise as ‘the autumn of the body’, describing the widely held belief that society had worn itself out by a century of industrial progress and was showing symptoms

  of decay. Yeats’s twilight autumnal verses are both eloquent and symptomatic of this idea.




  Escape from this industrial world to a ‘more dream-heavy’ hour or place was a defining subject for much late-Victorian art. Fellow Dubliner Oscar Wilde, whom Yeats knew well,

  espoused a fantastic art as his ideal: ‘over our heads will float the Blue Bird singing of beautiful and impossible things, of things that are lovely and never happen, of things that are not

  and that should be’ (‘The Decay of Lying’, 1889). Yeats’s early poems are among the best to express this ideal. ‘The Stolen Child’ (from his first volume of

  lyrics Crossways, 1889) tells of how fairies steal a human child to save it from a ‘world more full of weeping than he can understand’. And in his much loved ‘The Lake

  Isle of Innisfree’ (from The Rose, 1893) he dreams of escaping from the grey pavements of modernity into an idyll of rural simplicity:




  

    

      I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,




      And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:




      Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,




      And live alone in the bee-loud glade.


    


  




  This poem expresses an exile’s longing for a spiritual homeland, one that forged his identity and fired his imagination. Although born in metropolitan Dublin, Yeats strongly identified

  with the Irish countryside, its people and folklore. His mother came from Sligo, where Yeats spent many childhood holidays, roving a land steeped in myth and legend. Poems

  like ‘The Stolen Child’ or ‘Innisfree’ transform an identifiable landscape with the mystery and music of folk belief. This mythical heritage provided a stock of heroes,

  themes and images that he would employ to varying degrees throughout his career. But, most importantly, they enabled him at the outset to make his own an heroic mystical realm that appealed to the

  epoch’s taste for Romantic escapism. Thus it was that Yeats almost singlehandedly gave the twilight of Pre-Raphaelitism a decidedly Celtic accent.




  These autumnal mists dispersed with the coming of the new century and the gradual emergence of a new style. His poem ‘The Coat’, from the aptly named volume Responsibilities

  (1914), explains this change. In it, Yeats renounces ‘the embroideries’ and ‘old mythologies’ of his early writings, which he claimed had been adopted by ‘fools’

  who copied his style:




  

    

      Song, let them take it,




      For there’s more enterprise




      In walking naked.


    


  




  He undoubtedly stripped his verse of its more decorative elements as the new century progressed. Mood and music gave way to concrete meaning through a more austere style, and a willingness to

  engage with the realities of the modern world, and especially modern Ireland. But Yeats’s songs never walked ‘naked’. He simply acquired new wardrobes, continuing to refashion his

  verse with a new stock of symbols up to the very end. These symbols were no longer mere ‘embroideries’, but increasingly integral to the design of his verse and

  the current of his thinking. Yeats arguably remained a Romantic all his life, channelling the sentiments of longing, regret, escapism and nostalgia into other dreams, hopes and hopeless causes.




  Principal among these hopes was that for an independent Ireland, a complex and volatile cause in which Yeats became involved increasingly. Although he joined the Irish Republican Brotherhood

  (IRB, which would later become the IRA), his most significant achievements in this direction were mainly literary. He founded the Irish Literary Society in 1891, and co-founded with his great

  friend Lady Gregory the Irish National Theatre in 1899. This would become the famous Abbey Theatre, which staged many of his own poetic dramas, providing a showcase for the Irish artistic

  renaissance he was leading at the time.




  For Yeats, as a Protestant and rather shy intellectual, this political cause was never a straightforward one, and in time it would become a source of frustration and disillusionment. His

  ‘September 1913’ (from Responsibilities, 1914) laments: ‘Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone, / It’s with O’Leary in the grave.’ John O’Leary

  was a Fenian leader who embodied Yeats’s own youthful ideals for Ireland, the perceived failure of which he regrets with the passing years. The Easter Rising of 1916, and its bloody aftermath

  (when the IRB organisers were executed by the British), Yeats saw as a terrifying re-emergence of this spirit – but ‘All changed, changed utterly’. The events inspired his most

  famous pronouncement on the Troubles: ‘A terrible beauty is born.’ While the Civil War of 1922 compelled him to reflect how:




  

    

      We had fed the heart on fantasies,




      The heart’s grown brutal from the fare;




      More substance in our enmities




      Than in our love . . .




      ‘Meditations in Time of Civil War’


    


  




  That romantic dreams can hatch nightmares, and that love and hate are counterparts not opposites, are key themes of Yeats’s disillusioned maturity. By then Yeats preferred to remain an

  observer, pacing the battlements of his Tower and railing against or regretting the lost dreams and ironic follies of man.




  Yeats’s ambivalent and shifting relationship with Irish nationalism was bound up with his all-consuming but hopeless love for Maud Gonne. He met the beautiful patriot in January 1889, and

  from then on his unrequited passion was a constant source of torment and inspiration for him. Part muse, part anguished archetype, her image and memory haunts almost his entire oeuvre. When Yeats

  speculates in his poem ‘The Tower’, ‘Does the imagination dwell the most / Upon a woman won or woman lost?’, the question is clearly rhetorical. Gonne herself understood

  this, claiming that the world would thank her for not marrying him, if his frustration inspired beautiful love poetry. Yet, given his inclination towards elegy (poems evoking loss), and how readily

  he turned her into a symbol for the ‘old high ways of love’, we might suspect that Yeats longed for lost love even before he found in Gonne a worthy muse for this theme.




  Gonne’s marriage in 1903 to John MacBride (who would later be one of the executed organisers of the Easter Rising), and her own incitements to

  violent measures, meant that his doomed love and a ‘Romantic’ cause were fused in his imagination. His poem ‘No Second Troy’ (1910) makes this connection explicit,

  asking:




  

    

      Why should I blame her that she filled my days




      With misery, or that she would of late




      Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways?




      Why, what could she have done, being what she is?




      Was there another Troy for her to burn?


    


  




  The poem compares Gonne with Helen of Troy, the cause of the ten-year Trojan War, implying a tragic inevitability in beautiful women inspiring violence. Yeats would make this

  comparison often, a reflection of his symbolic and cyclical view of history. By viewing his own tormented love in heroic terms, he draws a universal and transcendent truth from it: the belief,

  expressed in ‘The Tower’, that ‘Helen has all living hearts betrayed’.




  This archetypal emphasis – seeing Gonne as a reincarnation of Helen of Troy – derives partly from Yeats’s interest in the occult. This preoccupied him in various forms

  throughout his adult life, and is a major presence in his work. The often obscure ‘Rose’ imagery that predominates in the volume of that name (1893) reflects his involvement in the

  Rosicrucian hermetic order, while the ghosts (including the ghosts of his own creations) that haunt later works, such as ‘All Souls Night’ (1921), derived from his new-found enthusiasm

  for ‘automatic writing’. This practice was initiated by his wife, Georgie Hyde-Lees, shortly after their wedding in 1917, when Yeats was fifty-two. As he later recalled, she would act

  as a medium for spirit messages. This allowed him to tap into what he termed ‘The Great Memory’, a vast storehouse of archetypal images Yeats mined for his

  verse.




  We don’t have to hold esoteric beliefs to enjoy Yeats (who himself maintained a measure of scepticism about the various doctrines he dabbled in), or try to penetrate the elaborate system

  he devised to explain his images (published as A Vision in 1925). We can be grateful that his occult beliefs bore fruit in some of his most powerful and important poems. The falcon

  ‘Turning and turning in the widening gyre’ and the ‘rough beast . . . slouch[ing] towards Bethlehem to be born’ in ‘The Second Coming’ derive from Yeats’s

  mystical view of history as a cycle. As does the beautiful image of the poet as golden bird, singing ‘Of what is past, or passing, or to come’, in ‘Sailing to

  Byzantium’.




  The desire to escape his mortal body, expressed in that poem, is encountered often in his mature poems. For example, his poem ‘The Tower’ begins:




  

    

      What shall I do with this absurdity –




      O heart, O troubled heart – this caricature,




      Decrepit age that has been tied to me




      As to a dog’s tail?


    


  




  If the young Yeats affected an autumnal weariness in sympathy with a dying century, the mature poet repeatedly declares himself in rude health and appetite. The autumn of the

  body was a figure of speech; its winter a stark reality into which Yeats refused to go gently.




  The self-mockery of these lines is characteristic of Yeats’s mature style, where the married father of two, and grand old man of letters (he won the Nobel Prize for

  literature in 1923), reflected on life, love and desire with rueful irony or brutal honesty. In 1915 he purchased and restored an ancient tower in Ballylee, County Galway. ‘Thoor

  Ballylee’, as he named the tower, became his new married home and an important new symbol in his verse. It provides the setting for many poems from The Tower onwards, with the poet

  himself appearing as a character strutting and fretting upon his own tragi-comic stage. Yet Yeats the heroic self-mythologist is matched by the self-ironist. Yeats claimed that out of quarrels with

  others we make rhetoric, out of quarrels with ourselves poetry. Whilst this might not be true of other poets, it neatly describes his own methods, especially in his final poems where we often find

  him in belligerent dialogue with himself or his own creations. His poem ‘Phases of the Moon’ (1919) shows two characters (representing dual alter egos) deriding his own most cherished

  efforts:




  

    

      He has found, after the manner of his kind,




      Mere images; chosen this place to live in




      Because, it may be, of the candle-light




      From the far tower where Milton’s Platonist




      Sat late . . .




      An image of mysterious wisdom won by toil;




      And now he seeks in book or manuscript




      What he shall never find.


    


  




  If Yeats didn’t always take himself, his symbols or his occult studies too seriously, neither (thankfully) need we. This saving grace makes a difficult, some–times obscure or

  potentially priggish poet a more rounded likeable human being.




  Yeats’s belief that history was cyclical, not linear, can be applied to his own life and work. The aged poet who seeks an ‘artifice of eternity’ in

  Byzantium is not so very different from the young one who dreamed of fairyland or yearned to escape to Innis–free. He sang of youth’s passionate folly and age’s brooding regret

  with equal conviction. If he was old before his time, he made up for this by his deliberate second childhood, becoming the ‘Wild Old Wicked Man’ he consciously cultivated in his

  maturity. As he wrote in ‘Politics’ less than a year before he died, aged seventy-two:




  

    

      And maybe what they say is true




      Of war and war’s alarms,




      But O that I were young again




      And held her in my arms!


    


  




  This elegiac note, the yearning ache for an ideal ‘forgotten’ beauty, or the brooding regret for its passing, resonates through Yeats from first lyrics to last. For, as he reflected

  epigrammatically elsewhere:




  

    

      Man is in love and loves what vanishes,




      What more is there to say?




      ‘Nineteen Hundred and Nineteen’, 1921


    


  




  Indeed.
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COLLECTED POEMS OF W. B. YEATS




  







  
CROSSWAYS




  1889




  




  ‘The stars are threshed, and the souls are threshed from their husks.’




  WILLIAM BLAKE




  TO A. E.




  





  
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.




  




  Then nowise worship dusty deeds,




  Nor seek, for this is also sooth,




  To hunger fiercely after truth,




  Lest all thy toiling 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.




  


  

  I must be gone: there is a grave




  Where daffodil and lily wave,




  And I 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.




  





  
The Sad Shepherd





  There was a man whom Sorrow named his friend,




  And he, of his high comrade Sorrow dreaming,




  Went walking with slow steps along the gleaming




  And humming sands, where windy surges wend:




  And he called loudly to the stars to bend




  From their pale thrones and comfort him, but they




  Among themselves laugh on and sing alway:




  And then the man whom Sorrow named his friend




  Cried out, Dim sea, hear my most piteous story!




  The sea swept on and cried her old cry still,




  Rolling along in dreams from hill to hill.




  He fled the persecution of her glory




  And, in a far-off, gentle valley stopping,




  Cried all his story to the dewdrops glistening.




  But naught they heard, for they are always listening,




  The dewdrops, for the sound of their own dropping.




  And then the man whom Sorrow named his friend




  Sought once again the shore, and found a shell,




  And thought, I will my heavy story tell




  Till my own words, re-echoing, shall send




  Their sadness through a hollow, pearly heart;




  And my own tale again for me shall sing,




  And my own whispering words be comforting,




  And lo! my ancient burden may depart.




  Then he sang softly nigh the pearly rim;




  But the sad dweller by the sea-ways lone




  Changed all he sang to inarticulate moan




  Among her wildering whirls, forgetting him.




  





  
The Cloak, the Boat, and the Shoes





  ‘What do you make so fair and bright?’




  




  ‘I make the cloak of Sorrow:




  O lovely to see in all men’s sight




  Shall be the cloak of Sorrow,




  In all men’s sight.’




  




  ‘What do you build with sails for flight?’




  




  ‘I build a boat for Sorrow:




  O swift on the seas all day and night




  Saileth the rover Sorrow,




  All day and night.’




  




  ‘What do you weave with wool so white?’




  




  ‘I weave the shoes of Sorrow:




  Soundless shall be the footfall light




  In all men’s ears of Sorrow,




  Sudden and light.’




  





  
Anashuya and Vijaya





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




  




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




  

    O, may tranquillity walk by his elbow




    When wandering in the forest, if he love




    No other. – Hear, and may the indolent flocks




    Be plentiful. – And if he love another,




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




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




    When we are dead, beyond the setting suns,




    A little from the other shades apart,




    With mingling hair, and play upon one lute.




    Vijaya [entering and throwing a lily at her].




    Hail! hail, my Anashuya.


  




  Anashuya.           No: be still.




  I, priestess of this temple, offer up




  Prayers for the land.




  Vijaya.            I will wait here, Amrita.




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




  Who is Amrita? Sorrow of all sorrows!




  Another fills your mind.




  Vijaya.            My mother’s name




  Anashuya [sings, coming out of the temple].




  

    A sad, sad thought went by me slowly:


  




  

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


  




  

    The sad, sad thought has gone from me now wholly:




    Sing, O you little stars! O sing and raise your rapturous carol




    To mighty Brahma, he who made you many as the sands,




    And laid you on the gates of evening with his quiet hands.


  




  [sits down on the steps of the temple.]




  Vijaya, I have brought my evening rice;




  The sun has laid his chin on the grey wood,




  Weary, with all his poppies gathered round him.




  Vijaya. The hour when Kama, full of sleepy laughter,




  Rises, and showers abroad his fragrant arrows,




  Piercing the twilight with their murmuring barbs.




  Anashuya. See how the sacred old flamingoes come,




  Painting with shadow all the marble steps:




  Aged and wise, they seek their wonted perches




  Within the temple, devious walking, made




  To wander by their melancholy minds.




  Yon tall one eyes my supper; chase him away,




  Far, far away. I named him after you.




  He is a famous fisher; hour by hour




  He ruffles with his bill the minnowed streams.




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




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




  Because you saved my rice. Have you no thanks?




  

    Vijaya. [sings]. Sing you of her, O first few stars,




    Whom Brahma, touching with his finger, praises, for you hold




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




    Sing, turning in your cars,




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




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


  




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




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




  Flashes the fire of sadness, for they see




  The icicles that famish all the North,




  Where men lie frozen in the glimmering snow;




  And in the flaming forests cower the lion




  And lioness, with all their whimpering cubs;




  And, ever pacing on the verge of things,




  The phantom, Beauty, in a mist of tears;




  While we alone have round us woven woods,




  And feel the softness of each other’s hand,




  Amrita, while –




  Anashuya [going away from him].




  Ah me! you love another,




  [Bursting into tears.]




  And may some sudden dreadful ill befall her!




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




  Among the mouldering of ancient woods




  You live, and on the village border she,




  With her old father the blind wood-cutter;




  I saw her standing in her door but now.




  Anashuya. Vijaya, swear to love her never more.




  Vijaya. Ay, ay.




  Anashuya.    Swear by the parents of the gods,




  Dread oath, who dwell on sacred Himalay,




  On the far Golden Peak; enormous shapes,




  Who still were old when the great sea was young;




  On their vast faces mystery and dreams;




  Their hair along the mountains rolled and filled




  From year to year by the unnumbered nests




  Of aweless birds, and round their stirless feet




  The joyous flocks of deer and antelope,




  Who never hear the unforgiving hound.




  Swear!




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




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




  

    Maybe you have not heard of us, you have come forth so newly,




    You hunter of the fields afar!




    Ah, you will know my loved one by his hunter’s arrows truly,




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




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


  




  

    Farewell, Vijaya. Nay, no word, no word;




    I, priestess of this temple, offer up




    Prayers for the land [Vijaya goes.]




    O Brahma, guard in sleep




    The merry lambs and the complacent kine,




    The flies below the leaves, and the young mice




    In the tree roots, and all the sacred flocks




    Of red flamingoes; and my love, Vijaya;




    And may no restless fay with fidget finger




    Trouble his sleeping: give him dreams of me.


  




  





  
The Indian upon God





  

    I passed along the water’s edge below the humid trees,




    My spirit rocked in evening light, the rushes round my knees,




    My spirit rocked in sleep and sighs; and saw the moorfowl pace




    All dripping on a grassy slope, and saw them cease to chase




    Each other round in circles, and heard the eldest speak:




    Who holds the world between His bill and made us strong or weak




    Is an undying moorfowl, and He lives beyond the sky.




    The rains are from His dripping wing, the moonbeams from His eye.




    I passed a little further on and heard a lotus talk:




    Who made the world and ruleth it, He hangeth on a stalk,




    For I am in His image made, and all this tinkling tide




    Is but a sliding drop of rain between His petals wide.




    A little way within the gloom a roebuck raised his eyes




    Brimful of starlight, and he said: The Stamper of the Skies,




    He is a gentle roebuck; for how else, I pray, could He




    Conceive a thing so sad and soft, a gentle thing like me?




    I passed a little further on and heard a peacock say:




    Who made the grass and made the worms and made my feathers gay,




    He is a monstrous peacock, and He waveth all the night




    His languid tail above us, lit with myriad spots of light.


  




  





  
The Indian to His Love





  The island dreams under the dawn




  And great boughs drop tranquillity;




  The peahens dance on a smooth lawn,




  A parrot sways upon a tree,




  Raging at his own image in the enamelled sea.




  


  Here we will moor our lonely ship




  And wander ever with woven hands,




  Murmuring softly lip to lip,




  Along the grass, along the sands,




  Murmuring how far away are the unquiet lands:





  How we alone of mortals are




  Hid under quiet boughs apart,




  While our love grows an Indian star,




  A meteor of the burning heart,




  

    One with the tide that gleams, the wings that gleam and dart,


  





  The heavy boughs, the burnished dove




  That moans and sighs a hundred days:




  How when we die our shades will rove,




  When eve has hushed the feathered ways,




  With vapoury footsole by the water’s drowsy blaze.




  





  
The Falling of the Leaves





  Autumn is over the long leaves that love us,




  And over the mice in the barley sheaves;




  Yellow the leaves of the rowan above us,




  And yellow the wet wild-strawberry leaves.




  




  The hour of the waning of love has beset us,




  And weary and worn are our sad souls now;




  Let us part, ere the season of passion forget us,




  With a kiss and a tear on thy drooping brow.




  





  
Ephemera





  ‘Your eyes that once were never weary of mine




  Are bowed in sorrow under pendulous lids,




  Because our love is waning.’




  

    And then she:


  




  ‘Although our love is waning, let us stand




  By the lone border of the lake once more,




  Together in that hour of gentleness




  When the poor tired child, Passion, falls asleep:




  How far away the stars seem, and how far




  Is our first kiss, and ah, how old my heart!’




  Pensive they paced along the faded leaves,




  While slowly he whose hand held hers, replied:




  ‘Passion has often worn our wandering hearts.’




  


  The woods were round them, and the yellow leaves




  Fell like faint meteors in the gloom, and once




  A rabbit old and lame limped down the path;




  Autumn was over him: and now they stood




  On the lone border of the lake once more:




  Turning, he saw that she had thrust dead leaves




  Gathered in silence, dewy as her eyes,




  In bosom and hair.




  

    ‘Ah, do not mourn,’ he said,


  




  ‘That we are tired, for other loves await us;




  Hate on and love through unrepining hours.




  Before us lies eternity; our souls




  Are love, and a continual farewell.’




  





  
The Madness of King Goll





  I sat on cushioned otter-skin:




  My word was law from Ith to Emain,




  And shook at Invar Amargin




  The hearts of the world-troubling seamen,




  And drove tumult and war away




  From girl and boy and man and beast;




  The fields grew fatter day by day,




  The wild fowl of the air increased;




  And every ancient Ollave said,
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