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PREFACE,

I have confined this thesis to Yeats's
Poetry, snd hsve mentioned his dramas and prose\
works only in passing. I have de=lt with the earlies
dramgtic sketches in verse(Island of Statues, losada
etc) in some detsil, because they belong to the do-
main of Foetry, snd not Drema. John E. iteats
exalted the dramstic form sbove everything €lse
and condemned personsl ubterance ss egoism, and it
was to the drzmatic form thet young Yeats fixst
turned. It has been difficult to steer c¢lear of the
Poetic Plays in = treatment of his Poetry, but the
threed of his development 1s sufficiently clear even
outside his plays. Drama/ ne mede into an elaborate
ritual, and he subtilised drematic speech to a
disciplined movement, which gives it en incantation
on the whole different from that of his Poetry.
And in this respect he is very unlike some other
modern poets. Tske T.S.Eliot. Any psssage at random

from 'The Femily Reunion' likes:

Spring is an issue of blood

A season of sacrifice

And the wail of the new full tide
Returning the ghosts of the dead
Those whom the winter drowned

Do not the ghosts of the drowned
Return to land in the Spring?

Do not the dead want to return?

A



A curse is like s child,formed,
In a moment of unconsciousness
In an sccidentasl bed

Or under en elder tree
According to the phsse

Cf the determined moon.

A curse is like o child, formed
To grow to maturity:

Accident is design

and desipn is accident

In 2 cloud of unknowing.

is just Eliot =211l over. It is possible to mske @
good anthology of Eliot's poetry from his two plays,
"'Murder in the Cathedrzl' and 'The Family Reunlon'.

But not so with Yeats.

I heve trested the esrly poetry in wmore
detall because thet was the period he was 'on the
boiling pot'. The difference between the lyrics of
the 'Wanderings of Oisin' (1889) and 'The Wind among
the Reeds' (1899) is considerebly grester than thet
between "The Fascination of what's difficult” (1910)
and the *Circus Animel's Desertion" (1939). Once
his speculationggrew vivid, hils poetry as well as
its expression crystsllised into its modern form.

From 1919 ('The Wild Swens =t Coole') to 1979 it
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matured snd grew in strength, but did not undergo

any revolutlionary chenge.

I heve endesvoured in criticising his
esrly work to take stock of the resctions they caused
on the sudience of the day rather bthen judse them
objectively from modern stesndards. His later work
does not =llow such elsborate diszgnosis snd is &
little terrifylingly near for more cereful scrutiny.

ind I heve been ¢ little afreid off losing my besrings




INTRODUCTION.

"We mske out of the quarrel with others,
rhetoric, but out of the guarrel with ourselves,

poetry." —— Fer Amica Silentis Lunae.

In Per Amica Sillentia Lunse, Yeals wrote —-

'A poet when he is growing old will ssk himself 1if

he cannot keep his mesk and his vision without new
bitterness, new diseppointment'. Yeats's own later
days are the most complete answer to it. His work il-
lustrates how a poet should and cen go on developing
and it comes home to our mind all the more when we
think of the meny poets, (Wordsworth, for example)
who have lived on past their best periods of poetic

activity into an easy and peaceful senescence to

versify mere platitudes or become the accepted teacher¥

of the orthodox. That such & thing would have been im-
possible in the development of Yeats would have been
obvious to any one who has followed the internal con-
Flicts of Yeats the artist. Jlils achievement isi%;tural
end inevitaoble resulf of = life of desire and conflict
a desire for 'the abounding glittering jet',; conflict

with wverything thet in disintegrsting his vision —

chsrgcter, conscience, speculation, philosophy
checks spontaneous and intuitive expression. [hat
desire and that conflict have been all over Yeats; as

—

also, lilke his father John Yeats, a sense of the Y-




incompleteness of gall that he has aone, e brooding
over
Things said or done long years ago,
Or things I did not do or say

but thought that I might say or do,.

During his last days W.B. Yeats remained an
isolated figure in modern letters. He had seen the
world of his earlier days go and = new world come; yet

e

$Fas 8o live, so emotionally inteact that he could grasp
the validity of the new world and take in its
loveliness without quite being an integral part of it.
flis last works sre consciously modern, even modernis-
tic 2nd we can trsce many parallels in them to the
younzest Inglish poets. Stephen Spender, Louls Meleice
even the Americen, Ffrederic Prokosch,get at the signi-
ficant word rejecting superficisl and easy rhythms

and patterns; Day Lewis and George Barker use epithets
in the latest Yeatsisn manner. Yet his own rhythms have
an intonstion so unigue, a texture so inextricably
woven into his past that they give him the stamp of

another generation.

Yeats kept up with the times in his own way,
was always up-to-date. He had been throughout not only
in touch with the literury movements of his time, but
was deeply involved in those movemeénts and with the
peonle who were part of them. Thus, though he conscious
sty sought to root his poetry ih Irish ballads and

folklore at one time and to take his tradition from

<
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books (Blake, ﬂhea}f: Morris) we see that throughWout

his development he hsas been influenced by contemporary

|writing and writers. The poets of the Rhymers' Club,

|Ernest Dowson, Lionel Johnson, Arthur Symens, were the

!friends of his youth. In the middle period it was the
lijmbﬁlists who moved him most. ‘nd in his lest phsase
he was &n ardent sdmirer of Ezra Pound and would not
have quarrelled with him (or Eliot) for saying "I quite
i often write ss if I expected my reader to use his in-
telligence and count on its beirg fairly strong"l.

His earliest work was unashamedly of the

'eishties'. Linez lile

' Autumn is over the long leaves that love us,

aw

And over the mice in the bar€ly sheaves

A Yellow the leagves of the rowan above us

s

]

And yellow the wet wild-streswberry leaves

were s conscious imitation of liorris. There were echoes

of Temnyson in lines like

'Your eyes that once were never weary of mine

Are bowed in soprow under pendulous lids,

Cecause our love is waning.'

aAnd then she:
'Although our love is waning, let us stand
Ey the lone border of the lake once more,

Together in that hour of gentleness

When the poor tlred child, Passion, falls asleep:
|

l. Introduction to 'Aetive Anthology' - ed by bkzra Found




fiow far away the stars seem, and how far

Is our first kiss, snd sh, how old my heart'.

flis keen interest in the Irish Literary Revival was |
slso one of the predominent formative influences of

those days. In 'roetry and Tradition' he wrote:

"When Lionel Johnson, snd Katharine Tynan (as she was

then), and I began to reform Irish Foetryv, we thought

to keep unbroken the thread running up to Grattan
which John O'Leary had put into our hands, though it
might be our bulsiness to explore new paths of the
labyrinth. Wie sought to make a more subtle rhythm, a
more ofganic form than that of the older Irish poets
who wrote in English, but always to remember certain
ardent ideas and high attitudes of mind which were
the nation iiself, to our belief, so far as a nation

can be summarised in the intellect."Ll

Wiriting about
the ideal theme in Celtic literature he quotes the
"iabinogion' in the esssgy 'The Celtic Element in
Literature. The Bards "took the blossoms of the oak
and the blossems of the meadow-sweet and produced
from them a malden,the falrest and most grasceful men
ever saw; end they baptised her and cslled her the

Flower Aspect"z. His early poetry, the‘ﬂanderings of

Oisin’and other poems, the Rose etc., so frivolously

1. P.95 Collected Works Vol. VIII (1908 edition).
2. P.214 Collected works Vol. VI (1908 edition)

]
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decorative and, one might almost say, elaborately

erudite, moves in this world of dream.

Then we see his interest in Occultism
gathering strenzth. He 1s more and more preoccupled
with magic, visits haunted houses, calls on Madame

= | 1 P
Elavatsky, attends seances. Who could forget Mrs.

Hinkson's description 'Willie Yeats was banging
his head on the table as though he had a fit, mutter-
ing to himself'? His interest in these things seems
to have :een)partly at least km a sclentific curiosity
Would the spirits, alllied to the falries of Sligo\)
link him with the Great Memory that contains all truth
And partly en effort to creste an slternative science.
Huxley and Tyndsll, Duran and Bastien-Lepsge did not
satisfy him. fe had rejected them in the name of
imegination and emotion. The enenies of his soul, he
called them, for they frustrated his craving for
spiritual unity snd disaol&ed the simplicity of re-
ligion. 4 change of heart could come through nothing
but religion, he dsclared. And in his effort to create

en glternative philosophy he turned to Occultism and

magic. He ssys in the essay on Magic

I belleve.s « & w %

(1) 'That the borders of our minds are ever
shifting, and that many minds can flow into one anothﬁ
as it were, gnd create or reveal a single mind, a
single energy.

(2) 'That the borders of our memory are &s




shifting, and that our memories are s part of one
great memory, the memory of Nature herself.

(3) '"Thet this great mind and great memory
can be evoked by symbols.

"T often think I would put this belief in

magic from me if I could, for I have come to see or

to imagine, in men and women, in houses, in handi-
crafts, in nearly all sights and sounds, a certain
evil, a2 certain ugliness, that comes Trom the slow
perishing through the centuriescéf. = cuality of mind\
that made this belief and its evidences common over

the world".

And then sgain, later —

"A11 men, certainly all imaginative men,
must be for ever casting forth enchantments, glamo-
urs, illusions; and all men, especlelly trancull men
who have no powerful egoistic life, must be conti-
nually passing under their power. Our most elaborate
thoughts, elaborate purposes, precise emotlons, are
often, as I think, not really ours, but have on a
sudden come up, as it were, out of hell or down out

of heaven."

Yeats's own theory of symbolism (especisally
the way he made use of it in his early symbolist

poems ) shows how closely related these beliefs are ]

to it. He says ~— "I cannot now think of symbols lesgs

than the greatest of all powers whether they are use$

consciously by the masters o#qagic or half consciousiy

|
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by thelr successors, the poet, the musician and the
artist. 4t first I tried to distinguish between
symbols snd symbols, between whst I cslled inherent

symbols and arbitrary synbols, but the distinction

has come to me=n 1little or nothinz. Whether their powep

has arisen out of themselves, or whether it has an
arbitrarg origin, matters little, for they sct, as I
believe, because the grest¢ memory associates them
with certain events =snd moods end persons. ihatever
the pasegions of man have gathersd about, becomes a
symbol in the great memory, and in the hands of him
thet hes the secret, it is a worker of wonders, ¢a

caller up of angels or of devils."”

These beliefs obviously have a Frgpch back-
ground and the Protestant influence accounts, partly
at least, for his wanderings among oriental philosophif
and nis dubious mysticism. But whether it was due %o
the exhaustion of the symbolist impulse or the
extinction of the shsllow inspiration of the Yellow
Book FPeriod,Yeats's poetic activity is lulled for a

period and when he brings out a slim volume in 1910

after six years of poetic sterility,;it is full of a

i)
v}

restlessness, a railing st all that has been distracting

him. He has ssid good-bye to the Celtic Twilight, to

Florence Farr snd the psaltery.

'""he Green Helmet and other Poems!' reflects
his verious szctivities (including his political ones

%em) of the period. It is the revelstion of s period




of bitter conflict ——a picture of the inner struggle
of the nineteenth century mind in an hercic form.
That wesriness with his srt, that sense of the
inadequacy of his inspiration in lines 1ilze

« » « » 'A line mey teke us hours mesy be;

Yet if it does not seem a moment's thought,

Our stitching and unstitehing hss been naught.!
becomes scute snd he even thinks of abandoning FPoetry

altogether.

"£11 things can tempt me from this cr=ft of versep

-

One time it was = woman's face, or worse

The seeming needs of my fool-driven land".

When four years later in'Responsibilities znd Other

. i . :
Poems we get grumblings and more grumblings and rathel

W)

cerelessly expressed instructions, critics began

a little too hastihly to apply Swinburne's lines

'Por the crown of our life as it closes

Is darkness, the fruit thereof dust.!

to Yeats too. He went so fer ss to vrite —- 'I thin]

(]

the common condition of our 1life is hetred -—— I know
that thig is so with me — irritation with public or
private events or persons', DBut conflict 1is energy
and by 1919 in a poem like 'Ego Dominus Tuus'! we see
the real Yeats emerging. He has created for himself an
intellectual solitude. Ue has discarded all his

earlier parsphernslia and writes without the least

[3



shoddiness or ambizuity.

Ine interrelstion of the development of
his mind and the expression of it is & very interest-
' Ha
ing study. In a great poet a change inkquality of his
diction always comes about as a result of a chanse in
the nsture of the theme. The greatest poets in any sage
have always succ%ﬁed in finding an idiom close enough
to the world in which they live. During the fifty
years of Yeals's poetie cereer tlie world has changed
more then 6nce sand Yeats's technigue has developed in
such o way that throughout his career he never has

been out of date.

lem ¢+ e il R fl
The Wanderings of Oisin is g young romantic

artist's work. The earlier versiong especilally, 1is

full of an over-wrought imazery and long drawn-out

descriptions. Four yeers afterwards he wrote

"With e rhymes that still echoed William Morris I

prayed to the Red Rose". Even the' Wind Among the Reeds’

i1s full of the imagery of:teltic Twilight. BEut

by this period we see a definite change coming over
Yeats's diction. Victor Hugo and Swinburne had so
delighted him in his school days that his earlier
poetry is full of s fomantic Italian colour which he
now works herd to zet rid of. He does away with arti-
ficialities, redundancies,for the sake of metre and

rhyme, inversions which even such a scrupulous artist

like the late Robert Bridges tolerated. It is an




effort to creste = naked simplicity of language, to

meke every word directly expressive,and though every

)
word is there to help the sense snd not for any kind
of ornamentstion the whole has g wonderful emotionsl
sense and npoetic beauty. Speaking of the conventional

langusge of poetry he had ssid 'I was weary of it'.

He drops it successfully. |

Thus the importance of his early work is
that it is that of = serious craftsman, probably the
most serious of his day. He estaeblished the tradition
of real verse and developed egn individuesel rhythm. His
later poetry is devoid of the dreamy hypnotic rhythm

of his esrlier verse. 1t has no incentation. But it

has the idiom, the run of modern speech. It recognises

the sctual world, but holds sagsinst it en idesl of

aristocratic fineness.

In his last period his poetry becomes power

s |

ful, intellectual, evocative. It is full of a contem-
porary swsreness, & profound feeling for the destiny

of durope as in the lines —

Things fall apsrt; the centre cannot hold;

iere ansrchy is loosed upon the world,

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony offi innocence 1s drowned;

Ihe best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of pessionate intensity.

The influence of politics on his writings was almost

il



revolutionary and in this he reminds us of Goethe.

The opening lines of Goethe's 'West-Oestlicher-

Diven' written at a time of Iuropean revolution,

'Nord und West und Sud zersplittern,

Throne bersten, Reiche zittern,

Fluchte du, im reinen Osten

Patrlarchenluft zu kosten!

Unter Lieben, Trinken, Singen f

Soll dich Chisers Quell verjungen'
compares with

At midnight on the Emperor's pavement flit
Flames that no faggot feeds, nor steel has 1it,|
Nor storm disturbs, flames begotten of flame,
Where blood-begotten spirits come

And all complexlities of fury leave,

Dying into a dance,
An agony of trance,

An agony of flame that cannot singe a sleeve.

Yeats's whole development 1s reminiscent of that
I'u'-
of Goethe. But Yeats goes further than him in

renouncing his romanticism completely.

'The Tower' is the work of a man who has
known intellectual passion. He had said:'To speak
of one's emotions without fear or moral ambition,to
come out from under the shadow of other men's minds?

to forget their needs,to be utterly oneself,that is



211l the muses care for.' The growth of his art is more
than a mere magturing. If during his development he was
experimental, uncertain at periods, it was inevitable.
During periods of spiritual and artistic wrebirth such
things are inevitable. (Compare Shekespeare's "NMessure
for Measure"). But his Art has always had the honesty
to keep growing and his work stands before us to-day
charged with the gquality of an suthentic personsl

vision of 1l1life.

On the occasion of Yeats's seventieth birth-
day T.S. Eliot wrote in the Criterion: "I can think
of no poet, not even among the greatest, who has shown
a longer period of development than Yeats « « « « « &
+ « « « o Development to his extent is not merely
genius, it is cheracter; and it sets a standard which
his juniors sshould seek to emulate without hoping

to equal.”




THE BACEGROUND OF MODFRN IRISH LITERATURE,

The advent of English into Irish Literature
really began with the first sttempts of the English
Kings to establish thelr suzeraghiy there, The

result of this nglish contact is seen in the first

monument to Anglo-Irish Literature, the 'Kildare
Poems! which belong to the early fourteenth century.
[ ts interest now is msinly philological., English
slowly treﬂd&wﬂ into the country after the occupation
though its usge was mginly limited to towns and the
goniines of the Pale, The uase of English 'o:; the
urban populatlion and sducsted class gave rise to a
kind of Janus-faced literature, Irish to the
Inelish and Enslish to the Irish, This Janus-face
nature of Anclo-Irish literature has lasted into
the twentisth century., To Irishmen and Ireland it
lacked EQ‘artistic intecrity, but to England and
fnglish literature it has been a great contribution.
|
Irish.literature,like Scottish,has had a great \

fertilizing effect on English, Such fertilization
|

from kindred or foreirn languages is a great service

ls in fachb a perpetual need to any lansuage.

Till the seventeenth century (and even
during the seventeenth cenbtury to some extent)
whoaver wrote fnglish in Ireland wrobte in the
spirit of an enemy to the Irish. A few 'Bohemlans'

of the pesasant world, most of them hedge school-

—
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masters, clever and drunken, wrote songs for their
patrons, landlords of English name and race. They
preserved the tradition of savage satire and were
constantly at odds both with the law and with the
church. Yet what they wrote was live and vigorous and

forms the germ of & national literature.

Ireland produced a considerable number of

important writers in the seventeenth and eighteenth

Southerne, Roscommon, Boyle, Ussher, Berkeley,
Goldsmith, Sheridan. And with all their differences
they had one thing in common ~— a strong Irish accent
in thought and its expression. Ireland gave Swift

his fierce hatred of injustice and that deep
compassion for impoverished humanity.so marked in his
works. The poverty of Irish life gave Goldsmith a
fine sense of social values which raises him from the
level of most urbane and artificial poets. It gave
Burke & passion for justice which glows in his
political philosophy. Dublin with its brilliant and
corrupt social life and inecuelities of status and
politicel control courd not but fire the eloquence of
Grattan and Curran. It must have been responsible

in no small messure for the pointedness of Sheridan's

wit.

Eighteenth century Ireland preséented a

centuries — Swift, Denham, Parnell, Farquhar, Steele,

(g



acene of violent contrasts and into the midst of this
Fonflict of Irish and Inglish elements was born

Thomas loore. Son of a Dublin grocer, Moore made his
name &g Thomas Little and attracted the attsntion of

X -

no less a celebribty than Byron. A ssnsitive and
accomplished master of verse, loore intoduced certaln
Irish modes to English metre:besides brinsing into
his work a faint breath of the Gaelic spirit. The
'Irish Melodies' gave lioore a European reputation as
well as the title 'the national lyrist of Ireland!.
Following in Moore's footsteps several younger poetbs
like Callanan, Walsh, George Darley caught up the
rcadences and imagery of Gaelic Poetry. The supreme
example l1ls James Clarsnce Mangan, The great mass of
Mangan's work is very unequal, but at his best he
reached grest lyrical heightd. 'The Nameless One!
his morbid subtobiographical ballad has the troubled,
vehemsnt sinceri;y of Villon or Byron and his 'Dark
Rosaleen' 1s ranked by Lionel Johnson with the

greatest lyrics of the world,

In the meantime scholars were laying the
foundatlon of Gaselic scholarshin., O'Curry, O0'Donovan
and Petrafgwere the greatest influences in this
direction., The new scholarship left little mark on
the somewhat meditabive, impersonal work of writers
like Aubry de Vere or Denis Florence I'Carthy, but

certainly affected the work of the great Sir Samuel

20



Ferguson. S&ir Samuel Ferpguson found Irish themes to
fit "the epic largeness of his concention™ and he
was not slow to show his younger contemporasries the

harvest sbout thelr feet.

sbout this time too, a group of writers
round the 'Nation' newspsper was working on the
political consciousness of the people. Politics
played o very vigorous part in tke moulding of the
Literary Renaissance of Ireland. Duffy, D'Arcy Mcdee
and the other writers of the 'Natiosn' group have
hardly a place in pure literature. They were
primarily preoccupled with politics. Litersture to
them was nothing like sn end in itself. It wes
merely a tool. But they laid the seeds of race-
consciousness on which new Irelsnd was to thrive

later on.

Thus the period after Berkeley and Swift

was one of transition. It was & period of experimentg-

dtion, hard work, conflict of ideass snd idesls.
Modern Irish Literature traces its ancestry through
Ferguson snd Mongan to the early Geelic Poets. The
writers to the 'Nation' were pstriotic but not
national. Davie snd his followers expressed too
limited a2 phase of Irish life to justify so
comprehensive = term. Ferguson snd Mengen dlid away

with the aggressive nationalism of Davis and

21



substituted 2 dignified sense of nationslity in its
place., The elpghteenth century scholars and their
successors Whitley Stokes, Standish Hayes 0'Grady,
Kuno Meyer, Dr., Sigerson and others led the way znd
reve=led to Irish poets and writers their asncient
heritage. 3Several editlons of Gaellc poets were
published., Two great influences were Dr, Hyde's
'Love Songs of Connacht' and the works of Standish
0'Grady (the II)., And it is interesting to note
that their influences really worksd in contrary

directions. The 'Love Songs of Connacht!' influenced

| the new school in the direction of a folk-simplicity

—_—
whereas Standish 0'Grady invested the heroic Irish

Literature with a consplcuous glamour.

By the close of the nineteenth century
the Irish Literary Revival was an active and rapidly
growing movement. &nd it had about it a group of

writers as race-conscious in literature as the Gaelic

7]

League in education or Sinn Fein in politics. Thisg
race~ consciousness was stimulated by the study of
the old heroiec literature and of folk poetry which

never really died in Ireland,

Ferguson died in 1886 and the same year
saw the publication of Yeats's first work 'lMosada'.
Yeats literally caucght the Celtic spirit set free by

Ferpuson. Political turmoil and an extinct lesnguage

22



had kept 1t ;gﬁrisoned for a long while. The literary

movement with its roots in nation-consciousness might

‘have remained a phenomenon of political or antiquarian
interest. VYeats's greatest service to Irish Letters
'was his persistent rejection of anything commended
solely by patriotic fervour. Aggressive patriotism
and sincerity of motive by themselves could not make
literature. Ireland was to learn from him an
intellectual arrogance and a contempt for any kind

’of compromise,

2.3



THE ENGLISH AND FUROPEAN EACKEGROUND,

In his 'Science and the Modern World!,
A, N, Whitehead analyses the Romantic Movement.
The seventeenth and elghteenth centuries, he says, %
witnessed in Europe a great advance in the Sciencef!
of Mathematics and of Physics. The grsat astronomers,
mathematicians, and physicists of the 'classical' |
period created a picture of the Universe as a
machine working according to a well-regulated
system obeying strict and logical laws. The poets
and the writers of the period applied this |
conception of the Universe to society and dealt
with soclety amd human nature as a well-knit
organlisation., They tried to discuss social laws
and discover the principles on which they revolved.

The Romantic lovement was a reactlon against this

mechanistiec conception of 1life.

Towards the close of the eighteenth .
century the poets bezan to feel the limitations ofl
such a mechanistic conception of the Universe.

It left out too much. The Universe was more mysteéious.

'"The atoms of Democritus, .

And Newton's particles of light

Are signs upon the Red Sea shore,

VWhere Israel's tents do shine so bright!!

wrote Blake who was not hiding his contempt of the



physicists. Looking at himself, his mind, his soul,

the Romantic poet could not find scientific order,

| but only chaos, conflict, turbulent 1nsubordination.i

Blake, and later Wordsworth with prophetic intuition

exalted the importance of the individual soul; and

Byron pitted the individual's will against the mechanlistic

order of the physiclsts and the mathematicians. The

. Romantic Movement meant the emergence of the

Individual, and the Romantic poet turned from mankind

and socliety,treated as a whole, to the scrutiny

of the individual soul.

The scientific spirit had glven language

| precision, clarity and pattern. The rationalism

| necessary to create a new language for its expression

had penetrated into every recess of thought. The

Royal Society's efforts in the seventeenth century
towards establishing clarity of expression were not
merely an experiment conducted by the Academicians.

But with the coming of a change of attitude it was

' The geometrical patterns of Racine's plays and the

balanced couplets of Pope were not sulted to the

expression of wonder, mystery, conflict and confusion

and the Romantlics had to cereate a language of their

own which was somewhat turbid or opalescent. A

revolution in the imagery of Poetry, says Whitehead,

1s in reality a revolution in metaphysics., 'What has

really taken place is a philosophical revolution.’



Whitehead's examination of the Romantic
| Revolt provides ud with the key to an almost psrallel

phenomenon later in the nineteenth century., The

excesses of the Romantic Revolt favoured in literature

' a return bto precision in form, to beauty well within ;
the limits of reason. The scientific spirit, again,

| helped the process, But this time it was neither

' mathematics nor physics, but biology which brought
new sclentific advances. The theory of Evolution |
reduced man from the heroic heights to which the
Romantics exalted him to the position of a helpless

| animal, the product of heredity and environment

' and completely at the mercy of the forces round him,
The new revolt was very pronounced on the Continent
and 1s partlicularly evident in the work of novelists

| like Zola, perhaeps the greatest exponent of the |
doctrine of Naturalism. In Fngland itself the i
' sclentific development led to a period of unequalled |
prosperity. The general optimism and a happy belief

'in the future led to stability, balance and a desire
to obey the laws of 1ife and the governing principles

;of succ=ss. The technlcal perfection of Tennyson

'and the exactitude of his descriptionsring true of

' to the flamboyancy of the Romantics.

Towards 1870 we begin to notice a change

in the English literary temperament., It is like the

his age. And Browning's diction is in direct contras?



second swing of the pendulum, 2g2in away from the i
' sclentific spirit. The need for a spirctual renovati&n
appears and forces ibself on the national consciousness
and in the new 'Romantic Revival'! takes the form of

a revival of mysticism. The new spirit of restlessness

can be roughly described as 'fhe emancipation of the
imagination!', On the Continent it took the form of
the Symbolist Mdvement., In England its precursors
were the Pre-Raphaelites., The new school of Poetry
| 1laid great insistence on the treatment of the

sensations and emotions of the individual. Yeats |

wrote in 1897: "The reaction against the rationalism

of the eighteenth century has mingled with a reaction
| against the materislism of the nineteenth century,

and the Symbolical movement, which has come to per-

fection in Germany in Wagner, in England in the |
| Pre-Raphaelites, and in France in Villiers de L'Isle-!
lAdam and Mallarmé and Maeterlinck, and has stirred

the imagination of Ibsen and D'Annunzio, is certainlyi
‘the only movement that is saylng new things." %

The Symbolist movement in English Literature
|man1fested itself in two schools -—= the Pre—Raphaeli%es
and later on 'the aesthetes' and 'decadents' of th=

|Rhymers' Club. The Pre-Raphaelite school was governed

by the same impulses ss the Symbolists and was a

Vvery important force. The Rhymers' Club merely

1

imitated the French without much originality and was



more interesting as a circle than for what they i

created.

The English Pre-Raphaelites did not exert |
s Furopean influence like Mallarmé or Rimbaud. Theyf
were characterised by a love of words for their own
sake. Witness Rossettl saying in a letter to his
brother, "I have done but little in any wasy, having
wasted several days at the Museum where I have been
reading up all manner of old romaunts, to pitch upon
stunning words for Poetry. I have found severall
'Grame'!, 'dole', 'grout', 'teen' are some of the
'stunners' he collected. The pre-Raphaelites were |
a great force only in diction. Swinburne's greatest;
contribution to Literature is the metallic resonance
of his lines. "The chorus of Swinburne", says

T, 3. Eliot in 'The Sacred WOOd‘F "{s almost a

parody of the Athenian: it is sententious but it
|
It is effective because it appears to be a tremendous

has not even the significance of a commonplace. . .

- |
statement, like statements made in dreams; when we

wake up we find that the 'glass that ran' would '
do better for time than for grief, and that the

gift of tears would be as appropriately bestowed by

1, 'Family Letters' 1895. P.51. |
2. 'The Sacred Wood!' 1920, P.135. '



grief as by time" |

In his '"Studies in Literature’l Sir Arthur
Juiller-Couch wrote:- !'Swinburne was a tremendous _
|

force in Pé&ry: the force died; the man outlived it, |

and died many years later, solicitously tended.! =ir

Arthur there describes the tragedy not merely of
Swinburne but of Pre-Raphaelite Poetry. Pre-
Raphelitism was a spent force by 1885, though poems
in the pre-Raphaelite manner continusd to appear.

"None of them mattered, none of them contained any

longer any hope; 2all were galvanic - reflex action |
ne

of genius after death”™, And before long we see a
poet like Francis Thompson assalling their diction
in that frequently quoted passage: YPoetic diction
has become latterly a kaleidoscope, and one's chief

curlosity is as to the precise combinations into

which the plecegs will be shifted., There is, in facﬁ,

a certein band of words, the Practorian cohorts of
Poztry, whose prescriptive a2id 1s 1nvoked by every

aspirant to the poetlical purple; against them it 1is

impossible for a contemporary writer quite to evade

the services of the free-lanc=s whom one encounters

l.,'Studies in Literature' 1919. P.280.
2 Ibid.

time some banner should be raised, Perhapd it 1s alnm

ost




under so many standards. But it is at any rate
curious to note that the literary revolution against
the despotic diction of Fope seems issuing, like
political revolutions, in a despotlism of its own

making”l.

Yeats was brought up in this atmosphere
of Pre-Raphaelite Foetry and Painiing in a family
where the father, a great Pre-Raphaelite enthusiast,
was virtually a dictator as far as the reading of

his sons was concerned,

l. Issay on Shedley. 1912, P.25-26



FARLY DAVS AND WORK,

William Bubler Yeats was born at
Sandymount near Dublin on June 1%, 1865, John B,
Yeats, his father, was a man of strong opinions and
sn artist of considerasble merit who gave up an
honourable practice at the Irish Bar to devote
hims=lf to palnting. His mother was a Follexfen,
frall snd begutiful, who fostered in him that deep
and passionate yearning for Sligo which was such
a formative influsnce in his early days. The

4

Yeata were courteous and gentle, "respectable! as

the S1ligo barber said; the Pollexfens fearless and

somewhat adventurous. "We have ideas and no passions,

but by marriace with a Pollexfan we have given a |

"l said a Veats once and

tongue to the sea-cliffs
it was the only =sulogy which rsglly turned W, B,'s

head,

A shy, wide-eyed boy,he grew up in lovely
Sligo with its hills and rivers and inland lakes
and the sea, 7Yebt his childhood was not one of
happiness. "I remsmber 1littl= of childhood but its
pein; I have grown happler with every year of life
as though gradually congusring something in mysclf,

for certainly my mis=sries were not made by others,

1. Autoblographiss (Macmillan 1926) P. 27.
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but were s part of my own mind"l. The laﬁg; part of
that statement is significant. All his life Yeats
has been pre-occupled with self. That he did not
corrode within himself shows he could rises out of

the bonds of self. The greatest quality of his Foetry

is its integrity. The enterprise of wslking naked.

The stsble-boy was his principsl friend
and his book of Orange Rhymes which they read
together in the heyloft or among the piles of nets
on the cuay gave nim for the first time the plessures
of rhyme. His mother read little, but she end the
fisherman's wife would tell each other stories "that
Homer might have told, pleased with any moment of
sudden intensity and laughing together over any point
of satire"®. 'Village Ghosts' in "Celtic Twilight" is
the redord of such an afternoon. asnd he was eight or
nine years old when his fathey,sitting with him on a
tongue of 1and covered with coarse grass between
oligo end Rosses Foint,read out to him'The Lays of
incient Rome. It was the first noetry to move him
after the steble-boy's Oraenge Rhymes. Later came
Bcott,‘The Lgy of the Last Winstrel. "The Lay of the
Last Minstrel gave me a wish to turn megiclsn that
competed for years with the dream of being killed on

the sea-shore"®, he wrote later. But even Grimm and

1. Autobiographies 1. F.l3.
2« Ihbids KLk PaTS
‘31 Ibid_! EOSITO
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Hans ﬁndersﬁé could not satisfy his prodigious fancy
or give him the knights and drggons and beautiful

ladies that he longed for.

Soon afterwards the Yests family shifted
to London and went to live in a house close to
Burne-Jones'!s. Yeats heted London and lonced for
Sligo, if only for a sod of eerth from some field tha
he knew or something of Sligo to hold in his hand.
And et the school at Hammersmith with its Gothic b
building of yellow bricks, ungble to attend to any-
thing less interesting than his thoueghts, and per-

secuted by ‘the boys for being Irish, he would think

of Sligo with tesrs.

His father influenced his reading a great
deal and even ss & boy he read Balzac, Shskespeare,
Shelley, Keats, Eyron, the pre-Raphaelites, and a
little later Derwin snd Waellace, Huxley and Haeckel.
John Yeats was really an English libersl in thought
and 2 sceptical philosopher. He disliked the -
"Victorian Poetry of idees" and insisted that Poetry
must be an idealisation of speech. He never vead
anything out for its content and 2ll hie discussions

were of style.

Back in Dublin in 1830, Yeats went to The

x

Harcourt Street High School where Mr. Wilkins the
headmaster, a clever versifier, rather distrusted the
lank and tawny young genius who read out Sinnetit's

"Esoteric Buddhism" to his classrmates and was
[

o




indifferent to examinations. IL=ster he went to the
Art Schools in Kildare Street where he made the
friendship of John Hughes and 0Oliver Sheppard, the
Irish sculptors, and A.E. the poet. Neither the
masters =€ the school, nor his father who was his
real teaclier satisfisd him and he merely studied art
for went of enything better to do. But Dublin is a
strange plsce. 1t is surprising how much idealism
even of s crude kind is to be flound there. Dublin,
intimate, personal, vital is the place to foster
dreems. And in this he was helped by the celebrities
he met =t his father's eclrecle, people like Katherine

Tynen (later lNrs. Hinkson) and Prof. Dowden.

He had begun to write poetry "in imitation
of Bhelley and 8f Egmund Spenser, pley after piay,
for my father exslted dramstic poetry sbowed 21l othe
kinds, and I invented rantestic snd incoherent nlots|
My lines but seldom scanned, for I could not
anucrstend the prosody in the books, although there
were many lines that taken by themselves had music.
I spoke them slowly as I wrote and only discovered
when I read thea to somebody else that there wes no
common music, no prosodv".l The pley after play he
refers to were 'The Island of Sfmtues'e,'The Seeler™

: 4 ; ik
'Mosada'™, and poseibly the slightly later 'Time sand

34
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the Witch_VivienTB. llone of these are in the collected

1. Autobiographies E. 81-82.
2,%,4,5, Appendix.




lorks of Yeats. The firast poems of Yeats to he

published vers two short porms 'Sonc of the Pairies
and 'Voleest! Lot of =hicli sppeared in the Dublin

University Revi: for lMarch 1885, BEoth of these

u‘

appear again in "1he Island of Statuas!(II 5)
and 'Volces! has bzen preservzd as the exquisite
lyrie 'The Cloak, the boat z2nd the Shoes'. Yeats
must have had '"The L=lz d of 3tatu=s' ready

-
1

: =
and

perheps was In doubt as to its publication.l
In any case, it appeared in The Dublin University
Review soon afterwards. Actl Se¢.l came out in the
April issue (1885), Scenes 2 & 3 in May, II Sc. 1
and 5¢.2 in June, 2nd S5¢,? in July, The 1889

volume® has only thelast scene, under the heading

YA Fracment! and seven that wes dropped in the colleg¢t-

ed works.

"I had read 3hellesy and Spenser and
hed tried to mix thsir styles togethsr iqﬁ srastboral
z . 3
pley"+, he wrote later. Two shepherds at dawn

meat before the door of the shephsardesss Naschins

and sing to her in rivalry. Their volces grow

lovder = & louder as they try to sing =sch other

down, At last she comes out s 1litile angry. An

2. "Wanderines of Oisin & other l[oesms!
1= \ B ‘Ir@Jdnd and the Arts'. Vol.4 P.,l.

1, "I had been invited to read out a poem called
'"he Island of Statues', an Arcadisn play in
imitation of “dmund Spenser, to a gpaethering of
eritics who w=re to dscide whether 1t was worthy
of publication in the College Kagazine, The
Mapazine had already publishad & lyric of mins,
?19 first =zver printed......" Autobio=rephics.11)

18869,

SN
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two shephesrds fly,

arrow {liss across ths scen=z=. 'Ths
eing fall of Arcadien timidity. Almintor, who
the

in having shot

ina, comes
raceives him engrily.

arvow at a heron. lNaschina x
'No one in Arcadia is courac=ous', she says. 'Others
70 upon some far ad dangerous

to prove their love,
They but bring Arcadian gifts,
She go:s agaln Eln_r_)j]aily into her

amall Etirds

)

j=ta

quest.

and beasasta'.
= 1gland

Almintor
her the myst=rious flower gusrded

nd her spirits. He is

s=eks the enchants

cottage.

to find for

nechentress an
The

by a voice singing in the valley.
people turned

He slso choosés

there by the
led thither
full of flowsr into
chose the wrong flower.
stone. DlNzschi

and of

island is
stone. They
ina resolves

nto

s turned
Un her way

They

|='e

wrong and
o seek him disgulsed as shepherd,

the two shepherds of

&

He=ne 1.

she meets with
do not recors ige her, but lik= to be nesr her,
maid, 2Zhe answers,

they love one
they must cl=zarly settle

if that begso, they
not b-lieving they will do so, passe

they tell her
it by

w

combat, 3he,
on and com=s to the edge of the lake in which is the

enchanted islend and is carried over in 2 boatl with
to the edpe of the

wings. ‘he shepherds also coma
lake. "They fight fiercely, made couragesous Ly love,
- Tl
One is killed's
Introduction to the
ebe. 188%9.

1. Yeats's own words.
Wanderines of Olsin

' fragment




The enchantress on the islsnd loves
Naschina in her sheﬁérd‘s gulse and prevents her
from seeking the flower, as her failure te do so
might cause her death. Naschina insisting, the
enchantress explains how the flower may be discovered
only by &a certasin shepherdess and that too only
if somebody hes died for her. Naschina begs the
enchantress to send some attendsnt sprites with
a cry to see that one shall die and the enchantress,
very much in love with laschina consents. Very
goon a voice announces that the two shepherds have

She

died for Naschina. ﬁé throws off her guise and
proclaims herself to be the shepherdess in disguise
and the enchentress points out = scarlet flower
to Nasching and resigns herself to her death.
Neschina picks up the flowers and brings the statues
to life, one by one, and they are a crowd of all nati
and all times — a sailor of Aeness, sn Arthurian
knight, a votary of Fan, & trojan « . « « Almintor
is chosen their king and Neschina becomes theilr
queen. The rising moon casts the shsdows of Alminton
and the sleepers far across the grass. Close by

Almintor's side, Naschina is stsnding, shadowless.

Spenser and Shelley are again the
chief inspiration. The pastoral setting, the

Arcadian shepherds, Naschina's disguises in the

Ons

!
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guest of her love, are all in the real Spenserian
manner. rerhaps the Island of Venus® suggested to
Yeats the idea of the Islsnd itself and Disna's
nymphs who change into stone® gave him the idea of
the statues. The Volices and their prophesies and
the zgenersgl atmosphere of doom sbout the island

remind us of Shelley‘s'Pro$gtheus Unbound’'.,

Naschina 1s the human soul struggling for
an ideal living and her adventures stand for the
great sacrifices one should ehtail in reaching that
stage. The dllegory is not worked out clearly and
Yeats seems to be toying with the idea that the ideal
life implies a kind of immortszlity which has something
awful and crushing about 1t and here he is almost
a mediaeval Christian in his Weltanschsuung. CGuriously
enough, this note of pessimism recurrs in 1The Seeker!
and is in direct contrast to the gay Pagan spirit

of 'The Wanderings of Oisin't.

As a first attempt it is essentially

tentative in 4ts prosody and 1ls interesting especially

in the light of Yeats's own confession. Uhe
basic foot is the iambic tetrameter varied with
lembic pentameters and romesnce-sixes. The
rhyme scheme varies. The majority of lines are

end-stopped and the pauses well marked so that

l. FPaerie Gueene IV x.
2= Ibig . IE wiliac

5%



there is a cramped effect in places and the rhythm

has not the smoothness of his later works.

The little drematic sketch, 'The Sesker'l
sppeared in the September issue of the Dublin
University Review and Spenser =zgesin seems to have
been the inspirstion and the model. The woodland
valley, its shepherds and their flutes, the old
knight, the rulned temple in the forest, the bearded
witch Infamy luring the knight on to his doom, are

gll in the conventionsl Spenserian manner.

Next month appeared an 'Epilogue' to 'The
Island of Stetues' and 'The Seeker'. This appears
in the 1889 edition under the title 'Song of the
2

Last Arcadisn' (he carries a sea-shell)® and in the

Collected Poems as !The Song of the Happy

3 4hinks thet bthis poom: is

Shepherd'. Patty Gurd
a reverie caused by a conversation with Oscar

Nilde snd by the author's association with a young
Brahmin (Cf. Kanva on Himself). Its main interest

is that in it we get a first avowel of Yeats's

poetic creed:

Of 211 the many chenging things

1. Appendix.

2. The sea-shell, a symbol suggested by the mystic
shell which Promgtheus gave to the spirit of the
Hour, 'that curved shell which Proteus o0ld made
Asia's nuptial boon, bresthinz within 1t a voice
to be.accomplished! and which Prometheus bids
her 'bear over the cities of mankind' breathing
into it so thet she may 'loosen its mighty music!
Prometheus Unbound III 3.

3. 'Early Foetry of W.B. Yeats' Lancester Pa. 1916.




In dreayy dancing past us whirled,
Yo the cracked tune that Chronos sings,

Words alon= are certain zood.

s}
]

and 1t dis thes first resl indication of Yeat

early =fiorts in nuest of style.

The ublin University Heview continued to |

bring out several little poems, fragments and odds
and ends. “he layv issu=(1885) had 2 rather in-
consequential little poem, 'Life and Death'l. The

1886 January lissue contained 2 short posm entitle

"In & drawing -Room' which is unsigned. BEut actuallj

the two stanzas which make up the poem are the

second =nd gixth of 'QuUabtrains and Aphorisms' of

]

the 188% volume., The n=axt month's isesue had anothex

poem entitled '"Life'! of 5 guatrains of which the

firss appearsd as the first stanza of 'Quatrains
and Aphorisms! of the 188Y volume, HUNarch had a

political poem called 'The 'wo Titans'! which has
never been reprinted, and April 'On Lr. Nettleship

Picture, 1885',

These poems and dramatlec sketches were
Yeats's first and almost juvenile efforts. ‘They
show flaws of execution, slovenly lines, awkward
and uncouth constructions, esxuberances which are
not besauties, sthtempts st concentration of

expression which are crude and stiff. Vet they




form a distinct achieveoment, full of promise, the

work of

1]

voung poet trying to find his madium.

e
3

It is @&

eriod of apnrenticeship to the Enelish

C

tradition in its narrowsst sense, ths vears of
conscious imitation of the English masbters, 2helley
and Spenser. What 1s interestineg is thz faet

that in these carlizst davs Veats shows himself to
be a romantic in the broader sense of the word --
Arcadia end pastoral romsnces, the fantastie and
the marvellous, isles where 'dresary Time lets

fall his sickle and Life the dandles of her
fleetnsss'. And he turned to 2pain and ths
Inguisition next in hils first published whrk

in book form.




MOSADA.

The Dublin Tniversity Review in the last
two dscades of the Nineteenth Century was a great
des]l more than s mere University Journsl. Its
importance is slmost as great ss that of the 'Nation!
newspaper. Duffy, the editor of the 'Nation' hass had
few equals in Interpreting, expounding and diffusing
a political creed. Eut fhoush the 'Nation' could
claim Clarence Mangan, its literary contributors
were meinly faclle and mecheanicsl rhymers whose worlk
too ezgily pasceed into bombast snd the 'Nation'
remédined in the main a vigorous political pamphlet.
The Dublin University Review, on the other hand,
really became the organ of the Young Ireland lovement,
the first deliberate attempt to found e school of
Irish litersture in the English tongue. dJohn litchell
the ablest writer of the new group, published the
testament of Young Irelsnd when he wrote his 'dail
Journal’l. T.W. Rolleston and Cherles Herbert Oldham,
the editors of the Dublin University Review, were men
of grest critical scumen and ready to snap up any new
literary tclent. Rolleston's Importange in the early

stages of the new movement is sometimes underrated.

1. 1'Jail Journal or Five Yesrs in British FPrisons'
by John Mitchell. Glasgow. Cameron & Ferguson
(no date).

=<




It is noteworthy that he was the first person to
publish Yeats's work and bring him to the notice of

the public.

In June 18°6 Yeats's most ambitious and
serious work to date came out, agein in the Dublin
o ar . J .
University Heview. It wasxshorb poetical pley 1In
one Act. The same year it was published separstely

- ‘,. — - -
in book form. Mosada - a Dramatic Poem. Dublin:
. el
Sealy Eryers and Walker, 1886. It has long been out

of print and is now a bibliophile's treasure.t

G b s : :

‘Mosada is & drematic poem in th®ee scenes.
Like Kingsley in '"Westward Hol!' and Browning in 'The
Confessional' Yeats tekes his theme from the Spanish

Inguisition.

Mosada, a beautiful Moorish lady of the
village of Azuble, is daﬁ—dreaming about her lover,
'darlc Gomez', & Christien. She is condemned to the
stake for her religion by the 0fficers of the
Incuisition. The Monks and Inculsitors discuss her
case in & room lighted by a stained window picturing
St. James of Spain. Ebremar, the chief monk, bright-
eyed and hollow-cheeked from fasting, decrees that th
Moorish pgirl must die. ™I will burn heresy from this

mad esrth", he ‘says with psssionate devotion. In the

l. The British Museum has no copy.
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"dungeon of the Incuisition, the morning of the auto-
da-fé davns dimly th¥orugh = barred window. A few
faint stars are shining. Swsallows are circling in the
dimness without." Mosada, alone in her cell, sucks
poison from a ring in anticipation of death end is
thinkins of her lover. Ebremar enters to prepare the
heretic to her desth and recosnises her =g his old lovel
"Look up, thy Gomez is by thee". Iile becomes the gay
lover sgain and entreats her %o escape with him far
away where 'none shsll know that I was Ebremsr whose
thoughts were fixed on God and heaven and holinessg'.
But it is too late. The deadly poison has done its

work and foseda comes to her end.

It is a slight story end there is = nreat
deal fhat is unsatisfying in the handling of the plot.
Ebremar's character is not sufficiently developed and
the sudden changes in the proud persecutor are almost
inconceivsble. 'Fantastic snd incoherent' as Yeats
confesses. JThe song of the Spanish Monk about a ssint
of Munster is comic and thoroughly out of plasce. It is

one of the few comic touches 1n YVeats's early works.

5 Spenser and Shelley again. FEut there are

few affectations and little of copious imitation and
unhappy borrowed mannerisms. The description of the
Isle owes something to Phaedria's and scrasia's Islends
of Delightl., The river which Ebremar speaks of is

reminiscent of Shelley's'river of life'! down which

l. Paerie Lueene. Eook II.
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Laon and Ugxthna float to the Temple of the Spirit.

Moseda calls Cola to gaze in the cloud of immense
smoke and read the future for her, 'for none

but the innocent can see', reminding one of
Rossetti's Rose-llary who was called by her mother

to gaze in the beryl-stone.

The period of knglish apprenticeship
is continued. ‘'liosada' is an immature work, but
it is that of 2h conscious craftsmsn. A few

more yesrs were to pass before Yeats turned to

3ligo and Irish themes and reaslly eame to his own.

45




THE WANDFRINGS OF OIRIN AND OTHER POFMS.(188%)

—
i
L

The Yeats Tamily returned to London in
1887 to set up house in Bedford Park and W.B.'s
attentlion was turn=d for th> momant from Dowden and
Dr. Hyde and Katherine Tynan and O'Leary to William
Morris and W,E., Henley,

The years 1880-1887 in Dublin are vitally
important. It was a period of first impression;l
dissatisfaction, disillusionm=nt. And yet wes see
the vouns poet trying to form his character and give

expression to it. Yeats, an Anclo-Irish Protestant

had come to Catholic Dublin a yvoung man, and found
it was Catholicism which was siving Ireland a Poetry|

|
with a hich keen spiritual note and a note of mystic|

exaltatlon. Protsstant Irsland seemed to thing of i
nothing but gettinz on in the world snd they had gooé
taste, household courtesy and decency. Like most
isolated provincials, "rsspectability" was their
fetish. And thouch th*y were hardly the equals of
the Catholic Irish in-ﬁolitics or wit, they
maintained a social =2nd culbtural exclusiveness.

The Irish intelligfnaéa were split into two and the

cleavage gseemed nobt so much due to fundamental

differencea of outlook as to a lack of faith in each




| other. J.1.Hone™ describes the situation eloquently:

"The wasteful virtues are, or rathsr
were, charactaristic of the Anglo-Irish
stock to which the Yeats belong, a peopnls
salid to have become more Irish than the
Trish themselves, Maybe 1t should have been
put "more English than the Enzlish"-of an
England become commercialised. Something
at least of the adventurous spirit of the
Tlizabethfans lingersd on in the Galway
and Dublin of the later szishteenth, and
earlier ninebteenth centuries; and even today
the "eccentric nezlishman" of French
criticism will be studied in Irzland., This
people has, however, fallen in the world
during the last loo yearss It felf, lir.
Yeats hes sucgested in one of his essaysz,
in the Gaelic peasantry the pressnce of an
exacting and ancient tribunal, but 1t did
not understand the country, and the game
well enough, and at last, "after an epoch
of such =zloquence the world has hardly seen

its 1ike", lost to spirit and heart. In

l, W,B.,Yeats - a study by J.MN.Hone
2. 'he essay on Lady Gregory, "Gods
in Mr, Yeats's "Collected Works"

and Filigting Meny
1908.
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1782, or thereabouts, the English-speaking
Protestant fscendancy of Irelsnd forgot their
duties of = garrison; and in £heir pride
would have threstened the securilty of the
Empire for the sake of putting a Psrliament
in Dublin on a level with the English
senate, and making Grattan the ecual of Pitt;
but all was chsnged by the Tmion, which left
s race of sdventurers with 1little smbition
t» play its part on a locel stege; the Colony
no longer identified its Interesats with =
and U was
strong Irelgnd, in the British army and
colonies, thet the Anglo-Trish found scope
for their vigour and abilities. In Irelsasnd
they lest their initlstive and zraduslly
beceme wprovincisl. They shered none of the
memories of Ireland - Gaelie, Jscobite,
Catholic. England cut them off from kuropesan

IHETRNOTEESE . o v w o o & & i »

The 'sementies, 'eighties, &nd 'nineties
saw another #1ight of the wild geese, in the
shape of an exodus of writers from Irelsnd ,
adventurers like an Oscar Wilde or a (George
Moore or a Bernsrd Shaw, =snd (in s different)
category) a T.P.0'Connor, 2 Jystin MscCerthy.

Some of the intelligentsis traded on English
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sentimentality or plaved the 'poor Paddy!'; !
othzrs with more starch in them, surprised
and had an =2qual success in London by
their irreverence, the free play of their
ideas, in their critical impartiality. . .
e« « « They were not, like Englishmen,
hampered by any grandiose 'myth' of the
national mind and character, Anglo-Irish
writers have owed much to the fact that
they are a race without a myth, a people,
therefore, that 1is easlly capable of an
excessive mental detachment. Either way
they could be thorough, whether they
chose to be sincere or insincere; to
capture the English sudience by outrage
or by cajolery; to mock at the English
myth or (agithe'poor Paddy'method) to
encourage it. Their history is of a
people that has, in the widest sense of

the expression, lived by its wits".

Yeats, of course, does not take his place with

the wild geese of Irish Protestantism. Irish

of the Irish, with his roots in Sligo, he was

a student of Davlis and young Ireland and believed
|

in the spiritual force of the Gael., The spirit

of Catholicism had been tempered in Ireland by



historical and soclal conditions. And though 1t
was the Catholic and Gaellic element which provided
the frame-work of the Irish Renaissance Yeats found
that the greatest Irish revolutionariss, Immet,
John Witchell and Parnsll wers sll Protsstants.
And 1t wes a Protestant, Thomas Davis, who had

more or less formulated Irish liter

¥}

1

ry naclonalism,
Davis's belief that an independent national culture
based on Gaellce tradition can be shared by

Irishmen oifall origing and faiths moved Yeats.,

=

thought we might bringe the halves torpethesr if
we had a2 netionsl litesrsture that mads Ireland
teautiful in the memory, and yet had bLsen freed
from provincialism by an exacting critlieism, an

European noge." "I bezan to plot 2 =ch=me how

D

¢

one might segl with ths richt image the soft wax

before it bessn to harden',®

"The Wandsrings of Olsin'"was written in
that framz of mind and most of the chsracteristic
poems in that first volume had an Irish baekground.
It was published by subscriﬂtion in 1889, "0O!'Leary

finding many subscribsrs'., Dr. Hyde, Katherine

Tynan and 0'Leary, Ireland, its legends, myths, herouws

gave him the theme, but it was Henley and William

1. Author of 'Gaol Journal,
2. Autobiographies., F. 125

|
|
|
|




Morris, frequent visitors at the red-brick house at
Bedford Park, who determined his language and ex-
pression, The fine resonance of Lionel Johnson's
'Te martyrum Candidatus' did not move him in

those days 28 much as the music of Rossetti,

Swinburne and Tennyson.



fhe Vanderines of O0lsin,

LN

In the introdurtion to Nora Hopper in

'4 Tregsury of Lrish Po=try in the Fnglish Wonguw”l,

Yeats savs:- "lModern FPoetry erows weary of using ovsr

and over agaln the psrsonagss and stories and E

metaphors that have coms to us through Gresc= and
Rome, or from Walss and Brittany through the
middle ages and has found new 1life in the Norse and

German legends. The Irish legends in popular

tradition and in old Gaslice Literaturs, are more
numerous snd as besutiful, and alone among great |
uropean legends have the beauty and wonder of al-
together new thines. Iy one nobt say, then, without
saylng anything lmprotable,that they will have a
predominant influence in ths coming century

and that thelir influesnce will pass through many

countrieg?" As a major furopsan influencs, the |

Celtic twilipht never blossomed forth into the day.
Apart from Ireland, the land of its birth, and Scot-

land, her n<ighbour, whare her more natlon-conscious

.

are going back to the Gaslice, few ‘uropean countries

@

A

have had anythine in the nature of a major Celtilc

Renaissance, DPut it is Ireland that is important in
|
[

[

1. 'A Treasury of Irish Poetry in the Tnzlish Tonszue'
Fdited by Stopford A.Brooke and T,W.Rolleston. |
London. 1900.




the present context, and Yeats's work; and it is
not far wrong to say that the entire history of
the Irish Literary Renalssance can be more or
less summed up in the literary career and

achievement of Yeats,

'The Wanderings of Oisin' traces its
ancestry right back to Gaelic mythology. Yeats
mist surely have been familiar with current Oisin
stories and legends, and the works of Sir Samuel

l, Lady Gregoryz, and Dr., Douglas Hyde5.

Ferguson
But he had very little respect or use for a work
like Macpherson's '0Ossianic Poems', partly because
the authenticlty of Macpherson's work is very
questionable, and partly also because Yeats had

a wholesome dislike for eighteenth sentimentalilty

of the pseudo-Rousseau type.

There 1s a conslderable body of Gaelic

Literature about Oisin in prose as well as in

1., 'Aideen's Grave' by Sir Samuel Ferguson.
Lady Gregory's "Gods and Fighting lMen". This
might sound like an anachronism as Lady
Gregory's work was actually published only in
1904, But she had been collecting the materlal
for it for several years, and 1t is more than
likely that Yeats has had access to it., The
close resemblance between 'The Wanderings of
Oisin' and 'Gods and Fighting Men'confirms 1t,
3. 'Religious Songs of Connaught' by Dr., Douglas
Hyde.




verse, though the old texts are mostly in prose.
Some Irish manuscripts are dated the elsventh
and twelfth centuries and sven go back 150 to
250 years before that. The bulk of Ossianic l
Literature, however, is of later date as far as

the form under which they have come down to us

is concerned. A number of useful texts, mostly

in prose, are preserved in menuscripts of the

14th century. During the 16th and early 1l7th
centuries Scotland was responsible for the creation

of a large mass of narrative poems dealing with !

Ossian., The Gaelic-speaking peasantry in Ireland !
as well as Scotland have preserved orally several
of these ballads as well as a mine of prose

narratives most of which have Ossian and hils

comrades as the central flgures,

Yeats was not a Gaelic schaélar, and his
knowledge of &xmXikm Irish, old as well as new, !
was negligible, But he was aware of the existsence
of many of these later manuscripts. The two
works he did make use of copiously were Sir
Samuel Ferguson's "Aideen's Grave'", Oisin's lament
over Aideen, the wife of his son, Oscar, and Dr.
Douglas Hyde's "Religlous Songs of Connaught',
Ferguson, on the whole, in reshaping his old
materlal hammered it down to a rather taut Homeric
shape and texture. Yeats 1s truer to the originaf

and has created the vagueness of a dream., Yet




i—l

We thousht on Oscar's pencilled urn
And those on Gavra lylng low,

lhere round and round the ravens go
are dangerouly close to Ferguson's

The great sresn rath's ten-acred tomb

Lies heavy on his urn;
and

A cup of bodkin-pencilled clay

Holds Odcar

4

and show how greatly indevtesd Yeats is to 3ir Samue
Yeets's earlisst poebtry was & plaintive cry for a |
domzin set apart from 'life's exceeding injocundity
In '"Whe Wanderings of Oisin' he is carefully,
deliberately petting out of the classical European
tract and the resulb is a poem in which "Vision
emerged here and there suddenly, with all of a
dream's intermittent distinctness....... & dim
world somewhere bebween nicht snd day, between
wakine and sleeping, (in which) his imapination
moved in; utterly remote from the c¢lesr hard light
of Mediterranean shores ....... fen and women
moved under laws unintelligible to us; and Yeats

seeking to identify himself with the spirit of

1.
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tham instinctivasly made a dream—wnrld”l

It is = characteristically early Yeatsian

mood, ths longzing to zet out of real 1life, customs,

and conventiongs and to entzr into the 1life of a soinit.

And in z wlld snd sudden dance

We mocked at time and fatez and chance

does not merely describs the Gaelic spirit dreaming
o?ﬁove and feasts and bloodless fights and hapny
far-away lands, but i1s the revolt of the Csltic
splrit azginst the tyranny and the limitations of

Reality. The entire poem, its characters, events,

1]

landscape, pageantry, is unadulteratedly Celtic,

Its dream=laden mood has & pagan, sensuous beguly.

TT

Shelley, Elake, Tennyson, Keats, sven Coleridge.
The framework of the poem has something strangely
reminiscent of Colarid?e'slﬁnci%nt hafinerh St.
Potrick is the wedding guest and Oisin the ancient

mariner himself. And it 1s difficult to resist

the temptation of wanting to compare it with Keats's

=

indymion, "In Indymion everything is sacrificed to
. N

detail; the design is lost ingmaze of allusions, of

side-igsues, in a beautiful cloud of colour,

bewildering, baffling".” But "The Wanderings of

Lol el

. Stephen Gu - Irish ILiters= e and Drema,
_ ﬂtepnen Gwynn tha'ihﬂfl rature and Drema
« Forrest Redd - " W.,B.Yesta, a st

Here and there the Inelish masbtsrs intrudes-

§b




Oisin" with all its romesntic prodigality does not

lose signt of the story.

Sheslley and Blake are the two main

she body of the no=sm, Refp

—h
=
o

ng 1

e

«

Away, =2wsy with me she cried

tinetly Shelleyan., The dsescription of the
approasch to the Isle of Dencling 1s reminiscent of
Shelley and the great fortress on the Isle of Many
Fears ia obviously suggzested by and based on Shelley&g
"Temple of the Spirit"?. Blake's influence ig mainly
spiritual and philosophic2l, Yeats in his early days
to don thes montle of a mystic and Blake held a
great fascination for him, He gstudied Blake with
great care and ettention and thouzh he never
attempted to copy or imitate Blake's style there are
geveral lines in the poems which recall Blske.

Compare for example-

_____________ -and my land where tide

And sleep drown sun and moon and star,".

"0 saddest harp in all the world,

Sleep till the moon =nd the stars die’,

l.-Cﬁf. "Then 'Away! Awey!¥ She cried and streched
her gword"

'Revolt of Iglam!
2. Revolt of Islam - (st. 49 - 57)
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"Fut the love-dew dime our eyes till the day
hen God shall come from the szs8 wlth a2 sich

And bid the 8dtars drop down from the sky

a

LA

And the moon likes g psle 1ro:

e wither away",

" And the fixed stars had dawned and shone and sei

Since God Time and DU=ssth and 3Sleen'.

But in gpite of 2ll that, the similes,
the metaphors, the very phrasecs are un-English
and sre in the cheracterisiic Rarly Yeatsian menner,
"01d like the wandering moon" - "Like coloured Asisn
birds st evening in the reinless lands". The shsll

of Niamh's dress wavered "like the summer streams

as her soft bosom rose and fell"; and her days

pass "like a wagward tunz". Her shesp have wool
"whit-r than sea-froth flows". Her companions
laughed "like murrurs of ths sea", their brows
"white as fracrent milk". The song-birds "stood

round the shore like drops of frozen rain-bow

light". Oisin falls into "a long iron slecp, as

e fish in the water goes duwb as a stone’. His

horse "fled =way lilke =z summer fly".

And the lovellest parts of the poem are

where his imagination has fre= play,

" gnd like a sunset were her lips,

A stormy surset on doomed ships”,

There is a touch of the Homeriec manner in lines




like

iying Che horse to hls vast foot that lay

Half in the unvesselled sea, we climb=d the stairy

And climbed so long, I thourht the last steps we;

Hung from the morning star.

>
=S

srain,

o« + o &« » &« We held our way
£nd stood within: clothed in a misty ray
I gaw a foam-white ses-pull drift and float

Under the roof, and with a straining throat

SC]

*houted and hziled him: he hung there a star,

For no man's ecry shzll =ver mount so far,
Or again,

Snatching the horn of Niamh, I blew a lingering
note;
Came sound from those monstrous sleepers, =
gound like the stirring of fliles.
He, shaking the fold of his lips, and heaving
the pillar of his throat,
Watched me with mournful wonder out of the well

of his eves,

There is something distinctly remote,

fae)

an un-‘uropean cadence and imac:ry sbout lines lik

v w ows ow ox e om o o Sosming Bide

Whitened afer with surge, fan-iformed and wlde,

5




Burst frov& ereat door marred by many 2 blow

From mace snd sword =nd pole-axe, long ago

Vhen Gods and eciznts warrad + « o+ « o o &

"If indeed there is a Celtic spirit,
Celtic glamour, Celtic imaginative quality in
Enplish Literatuee, we find the quintessence of it

in this description of thes Bastle of Fsars built

OI_!

by ths celitic sea-rod, liananan'

'The Wanderings of Oisgin' with its sus-
tained music is not the work of a mere accomplisghed
versifier, but of a poet whose melodic Ffaculty
steeped in Cesltic imagination does not allow
his work to desmenerate into the incessant jingle

and slipshodness of long rhymed poesms. Ilts

prosody is worth examining.

In the first two books, the loo§e stanza—
form with long and short linss and rhymed couplsts
%7% varied by the use of alternzte rhvmes of the
broken stave., The basic foot is the ilambic tetra-
mater, Altsrnate rhyms relisves the monotony of
the couplet. Arrangesments like abbacdcdaeileazghc..
are common and very fascinating. 71he metres of the
three parts are chosen carsfully to sult appro-

priately the theme., <Thus the first is in iree

octosyllabics, the second in Keatsian decasyllabic

1. Patty Gurd, 'Barly Poetry of W.B,V:ats.'
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couplets, the third in guatrains of long-lined

snapaestlies and dactylic verse, The first and third

metres, especlally th= third, are msnaged with

considerable mastery. In the keatgisn verse,

Yeats 18 evidently much lsss at ease,

i

The =arliest version of the poem, the r
1889 edition, undoubtedly, has chsrm, but the verse
is on the whole unsven end has 2 touch of immaturity
about it. The first and second parts have been
changed considerably in labter cditions. BEub
though practically rewritten, the sequence is re-
talned and the changes are mors in the nature of

g line by line revision.

i)
(=

Many line n the sarller version,

|

(dronped or sntirely changed in the later QCitions)4
are typleal of a you'z poet who is anxlous to sscure
as much musical affect as poasible., Compare

'In the poppy-hung house of the twilisht fluted!
or;

'Basaltic pillars marred with hew and hack'. '
In the =arlier varsion, especially in parts 1 and
2, there 1s a passion for d=tail almost Keatsian,
and a tendzney to crowd in images, side-issues etc.
In the later version thsre is an almost fastidious
avoidance of surplusage. Many besutiful lines like

the description of the morning in Part I

On 2 morning misty and mild and fair

A




The mist-drops bung on the fragsrant trees

And in fthe blossoms hung the bees!.
Or the description ol HNismh's horse

For gold his hooves and silk his rein,
And 'tween his ears, sbove his mane

A golden crescent 1it the plain,

And pearly whits his well-groomed hair

are done away with in the later versions,

But the real significance of the revisiong

is that they show us how successfully and well
Ysats has aggimilat=sd Gaelic mythology. ''he later
edltions indicate an attempt to pubt similes and
metaphors in the phrases oi* Anglo-Irish dialect

as used by Lady Gregory and Dr.Hyds. Thus he uses
Gacslic words instead of fnglish very frequently
and attempts to make his narratives more precise
by using names of Celtic Cods and GCoddesses rather
than gceneral names’

simplification and naturalism. And the final

version has 2 finished, thouch strange beautbty.

1. Appendix

. i'he peneral tendency is towards

oy




-~ And Other Foems.,

The other poems in the 1889 volume con-
sist of short dramatic sketches, meditative and
fanciful lyrics, ballads, songs and quatrains. Mosﬁ
of them had appeared in Reviews or Periodicals! |
and some® in the anthology 'Poems and Ballads of
Young Ireland!'®, They have a spontaneous singing
guality which must have come as a very refreshing néte
at the time of their publication. In a lesser way,l
they had the same effect on the reading public as |
A, E, Housman's !'Shropshire Lad'. Even Oscar

Wilde with his fastidious tastes praised them

without qualification.

Walsh and Allingham had initiated Yeats
into the secrets of country spirits and folklore.
And Ferguson had roused his interest in the heroic
cycles of Irish Myth. But none of them seem to
have affected his style or even his view of the |
world in this volume, It is strange and somewhat
surprising that someone so Irish as Yeats, so
deeply rooted in Sligo, should produce poems soO

palpably English, so like a dilution of the

1, The Dublin University Review, The Irish montbly,
The Irish Fireside, The Leisure Hour. .

2. The Stolen Child, King Goll, The Meditation of
the 01d Fisherman.

3. M,H.Gill and Son. Dublin, 1888.




old romantics; graceful, delicate, at tim=s weak|
|
and yet elabtorate and complicated. |

|
several of them are dramatic shetches-;

|
Yoime and the Witch Vivien) Jealousy(in later |
editions ‘Anashuya and Uijawd),’mosadﬁ,(whe j
Seekert ‘The Island of Btatuesg and we might even
include A Lovers' Juarrel among the Bairiesf
tI—Iow Ferenczi Renyi kept Silent’a'd the(Pairy
Pedant under the same category. John E, Yeats
exalted dramatic rostry above gll other kinds,
The younger Yeats argsued that personal utterance
could be as fine an escape from rhetoric and ab-
straction as drama itself. "But my father

would hear of nothing but drama; personzl

utterance was only egoism., T knew it was not,

but di#hot know how to explain the diffsrence...
[

.v. Yet when I re-rsad those =arly poems which i
X = 1 =t § [

save me so much trouble, I find 1little but

romantic convention, unconscious drama’l,

4

‘Time and the Witch Vivien® is the

boldest of these drametic sketches. Apart from

[}

its appsarance in the 1889 voluwe it has not

1.Autobioeraphies. (ieemillan, 1926) p.1l27.
He continues: 'It 1s =0 many years before one
can belisve enourgh in wh§t one feels even to
know what the feeling 1is.

2. Appendix IV.




been reprinted,

In a2 marble-ilagged, pillarsd room
the witch Vivien is admiring her beauty. In
the centre of ths room is a fountein and there
are mapical instruments in one corner. She is
full of conceit of her youth and beauty, the
roseate fincers, bthe gleam in her long hair.
mime enters as an old pedlar “with a scythe,
an hour-glass ad a black beg". Vivien, subtles
of magicisns and conqueror of lerlin, scoffs atb
old ape and defles Time. BShe wants to buy ths
hour-glass, otult Yime will not sell 1t; they play
for 1t with dice and Vivien losss, 3he plays ag
this time with hesr 1ife at stake, and the game

chegs., Fut she 1is no match for '"ims and is

defeated again.

Yeats's main sources were lennyson,
Sir Thomas lalory and probably Lady Charlotte
Guestl. In the'Idylls of the King' the wily
Vivien tries her designs on the irreproachatle
Arthur and is leucghed at by the court. inraged,
she burns bHo Nerlin, 'the most famous man of tho
times', and her sprichtly talk and vivid smiles
make him 'tolerant of what he half-disdained'.

She follows him to the wood of bBroceliande

1. The Mabinogien - a collection of 11 lielsh
prose Tales from the 1l4th century Red Book:
of Hergest. tdited and translated by
Lady Charlotte Cuest.(lst pub.1838)

el

65




b6

and imprisons him th=re by using the charm he had ‘

unfolded to her, Lkalory's portrait of Merlin is

L

ss sympathetic and makes one sympathise with

[ ¢

1

Vivien who 1is referred to simply as 'the lady of

ag really loving bMerlin; and lberlin discloseés

a

the secrets of his art to Vivien impelled by a

h
0
L

(']

1 destiny of which he was fully aware.

sats's Vivien is vain, proud and
egoblstic and his Time is a poor old humble
philosopher who wants to t=ach the arrocant
Vivien a lesson. P=rhaps the whols sketch grew
out of Spenser's Carden of Adonls, though
Spenser's Time is called wicked and shown as the

great enamy of the '"fair Flower of Beauty'. The

device of 12 fountain is onrobakly an unconscious

@

[
-
=

fThellavan inf]uencel. There 1s a oreat deal of 5 |

,_-
~

- 1Y,

enjamoemant in th= blank versse and Ye2ats scems to | I

be experimenting with ths broken stave, He is |

very successful,

QL N iy 1. S St N
'"he croup of Indian poems (An Indian

) T = 3 ) , t 4 O} ,‘_.,
honggtﬂenva, the Indian”, on God; Kanva on himself’;

\ ) . A ; - o
Jealousy) ows thelr origin to the young Brahmin

l. Cf, 2hellev's fondness for the fcuntain as a |
setting for his poems., Laon and Cythna wake up
after death beside a fountain; Rosalind and
Helen meet besglde =z fountalin to tell their
woes; the Vitech of Atlas livaed in a cavern
near a




whom Yeats, AL- and others invited to LCublin. Tven
early in life Veats had besn drawn to mysticlsm
and spiritualism., ""hen we ware schoolbovs we

used to discuss whatever we could find to read of

mystical philosophy and to pass crystals over each
oth=er's hands and eyes and to faney that we could
feel a brsath flowing from them"l Hs had been

introduced to Theosophy by Charles Johnstones, had

read Sxpnett!s “soteric Fuddhism and was cetting

"Some among us when w2 look backward upon our lives

see that the coming of a young FBrahmin into Ireland

ne

interesst=sd in Ifastern philosophy snd thought.
|
|
| helped to give our vague thoughts a shape"% The

3 of these

voung Erahmin ssems to be the Kanva
| posms. He was a cherming man with delicate hands
and teautiful gestures. "Hs taught us by what
seemed an invincible logzic that thoss who die, in

so far as they have imacgined beauty or justice, are

| made a part of besuty or justice, and move through |

the minds of living men, as 3helley believed; and

that mind overshadows mind even among the living,
and by pathwavs that lie beyond the senses; and
that he measured lgbour by this measure, and put

the hermit above all obth=sr lalbourers, because,

being the most silent and the most hiddsn, he

. The Pathway. Volume VILI, p.121. 7The Zhakesneane
Head Press, Stratford-on-Avon. 1208. '

o i o: < 19

. A great sage and philosoph=r in Hindu mytholoey.

|

CA DD F-




lived nearsr to the Eternal Powers, and showed

th=ir mastery of the world”.l.

"Relinion) he saild, existed also for its |
own sake; and every soul gquivered betwssn two
emotions, ths desirse to posssss thinegs, to make
them a portlon of its egotism, and a delight in
just and beautiful things for their own sake-- and

gll religions were g doctrinal or symbolicsl

erying aloud of this delicht",® Thess words have |
an added significance when we think of Yeats's own
theorizs about the 1dsa of Art for Art's sake

in later days and his intersst in Symbolism. %he
unfolding of the wisdom continued for days.

"Alcibiades fled from Socrates lest he micht do

nothine but list=n to him all his 1life long and I
am certain that we, secking as youth will for some|

unknown dsed and thought, all dreamed that bubt to

listen to this man who threw ths enchantmznt of

powser about silent and gentle things, and at last |
to think as he did, was ths one thing worth doing ‘
and thinking; and that all action and all words |
that lead to action were a 1little vulgsar, a little
trivial”.® “he important thinge is that Veats did

awake out of that dresam. That period of dream-

1.The Pathway. Collected Works, Vol.VIIL. p.l96.
2% Lbilds,
:Z . .[.{‘.-id.o |




wrapt fancy, seances, Mastern mysticism served a
a definite purposs. It left its mark on his diec-
tion, his mebtaphors, his rhythm as much as his
other interests, pre-Raphaslitism, Ireland, Gaeliec
mytholozy and the French symbolists. The
individuality of Yeats's diction and rhythm, the
lov=ly incantation during ths middls period, the

naked simplicity during the later period, is

neither a racial heritage nor a cultivated habit.

! It is the product of his divereent interests,

| activities and pursuits.

The Brehmin's formula for = bed-time
prayer -- "I have lived many lives. I have Dbeen
a slave to a prince. Ilany a beloved has sat upon |
my knees and I have sat upon ths knees of many a
beloved, :verything that has been shall be again"
-~ is the basis of th= poem‘banva on Himselft
'Beautlful words that I spollt once by turning

Lie
1 lanva on

them into clumsy words' says Yeats,
Eimself‘is clumsy verse, though viewed objectively,
the Brahmin's uttesrance sc-ms to hasve little

beauty in spite of Yeats's eulogy. ‘Kanva on God"
is the most sucecsafunl of the four poewms, though

all

o}
=y
ot

shem possess a certain lyrical fervour,

and som=2 critics find in‘Jﬁalousy'somethinf of tha
|
2

delicate spirit of Kalidasa's'Sakunthala.

‘ -0f the other posms, 'Ephemers' is one

o ll.whe Pathway. 2.J,Todlunter in = review(The Academy,f0-32-1839) J



of the best and shows little Immaturity., It
reminds one of Oscar Wilde's 'Her Voice' and is
glso reminiscent of Verlaine's 'Colloque

Sentimental! which begins:

Dans le vieux parc solitaire ot glacé

. N ’
Deux formes ont tout(é)l‘heure passe,

This resemblance might be superficial, even
casual; but there is no mistakling that the poem
owes something to laeberlinck's tirdsor deas

Humbles?,

Several of these poems are pre-

i y i . [ & o i
Haphaelite in thelr freshness and ngivete and

attention to minute detail. '3She who dwelt among

2

the Sycamores'®is one of the lovely ones which

1 LT

has never been reprintsd. Yeats told Forrest Reid

that it was written in its first form when he was

only sixteen snd that he thousht hs had spoiled

. Phe &

it when he re-wrote 1t as = sonnet. !'The
. . ‘|, L] - T - - e
ﬂhllmlis sviother refreshingly besaublful poem

Whic}fﬁid ot think of including in later editions

For the First times Veats bering to find
himself in the Irish po=ms. Some of them sre btoo

consciounly Irish and emphatically patriotic, =.g.

1, 25 - Appendix IV,




tHow Ferenczi Renyi kept Silent'l which is Yeats's
cgrliest attempt at a2 patriotic poem. It is a
consclous attempt to imitate Davis and is as bad
and melodramatic as Davis at his worst. Others are
comuonplsce with merely an Irish title like 'The

Fairy Pedant'!., 'The Fairy Fedani' shows in its

tunefulness the influence of Swinturne:

Afar from our lawn and our levee,

sister of sorrowful gazs!

(]

Where the roses in scarlet are heavy
And dream of thes end of thelr days,
You move in another dominlon
And hang o'er the historied stons:
Unpruned is your beautiful pinion

“ho wander and whisner alone.

The best of them are thoroughly Irish.
'4 Leoend' is based on Irish folk-lore.? 'An
0ld song re-sung'(Down by the sallsy =ardsns my
love and I did meet) is "an atbtempt to reconstruct
an old song from thres lines imperfesctly
remembered by an old woman in ths village of
fallysodare, Sligo"f These with 'King Goll!' and

'"To an Isle in the Weter' are perhaps the most

1. Appendix 1V.

2 It is attributed to Gliraldus Cambrensis,

the mediaecval historian and is referred to in
lhomas Moore's Irish Melodiss - 'Let fpin
remembsr the days of old'.

3. Footnote on p.1l29. Panderiness of 0isin (1889),
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Yeatslan of the poems. They were all written
aboutlB88~-'89., 'King Goll' appsared in 1388

in the little antholosy of Gill and Son and the
others appear for ths first time in 1889 and are
thus slightly later in d=te than most of ths others.
They indicate th- diresction of his development
and form a prelude to the more Irish ilmagery

and contents of his next volume,




|
THE COUNTESS KATHLEEN
& |

VARIOUS LEGKENDS AND LYRICS.

"When I had just published my first book,|
I met William Morris in Holborn Viaduct, and he
began to preise it with the words, 'That is my
kind of Poetry', and promised to write about it,
and would have said I do not know how much more if he
had not suddenly caught sight of one of those

decorated lamp posts . . . . nl

The resemblance between 'The Wanderings
of Oisin' and Morris's Sagas is more than skin
deep. In both Yeats and Morris "there is the
same use of the old story and its facts; and there
ls an infusion, too, of wholly modern feeling, which
the poet wagers that he will somehow reconclle with|
that more primitive matter. MNorris infused . . . @
temper towards beauty which belonged to his group

and is not found in the northern storles at all;

And something of the same temper, with a difference
|

based on legend..”g Morris must have also had in mﬁnd

with a greater strangeness and remoteness, 1is

infused by Yeats into all of his verse that is

1. '"Samhain' An occaslonal review edited by W.B,
Yeats. November 1908, P.1l.
2. 'Modern Studies'. Oliver Elton, P.299.




a certain preclseness and beauty of expression
which 1s evlident 1n the shorter lyrics and

sketches of the 1889 volume. The value of Morris's
literary influence, followlng upon the rather |
prim domesticities of the zarly Victorian Lra

and the established conventions of the Pre-
Raphaelites is sometimes underrated. Yeats saw

a great deal of lorris as well as Henley during

the years following 1887, At William Morris's
house at Hammersmith, he was a frequent visitor. |
He met there Walter Crane, Emery Walker, Bernard
Shaw, Hyndman the Socialist, and the anarchilst
Prince Kropotkin, all members of Morris's Socialist
clrcle. Yeats had read 'The Farthly Paradise! |
and 'The Defence of Guenevere! as a boy and
admired so much 'The man who never laughed again!' |
that his father teased him for preferring Morris

to Keats, even accused him of that., MNorris

stirred his interest very much. "If some angels |
offered the choice, I would choose to live his liﬁe,
Poetry and all, rather than my own or any other

man'slﬂ Vet lMorris's influence worked in a

different way from Henley's. Uorris did not
"project like Henley . « « « » . . an image
of himself because having all his imagination
set upon making and doing, he had 1lttle

self knowledge. He imagined instead new

1. Autobiographies, P,175.




conditlons of making and doing; and in bthe teeth
of those sclentific generalisations that cowed my
boyhood, I can sse some like imagining in =very
great chanse, and believe that the first flying
fish first leaped, not because it sourht
'adaptation' to the air, but out of horror of the

seallle

On the other hand, Henley was his scknow
ledged teacher, "I like many othsrs, beman under
him my sducation®®, lorris's Poetry moved him
intensely; Henley's writings he disliked "mainly

because he wrote vsrs libre, which I associated

with Tyndall and Huxley, and Hastien-Lepages's
clownish p=asant staring with vacant =yes at her
sreat boots"®, ([he strons impressionism of
'Hospltal Skastches' a:d 'London Voluntaries' did
not appeal to Yeats. 1In his poeticsl works he
was like a great actor with = bad part, Yeats
used to say. ".ve like a great asctor of passion
ss30 05 and an getor of passion will dlsplay

some one quality of soul personified again and
ageln......... Henley, half inarticulate - 'I

am very costive'  he would say - beset with
personal guarrels, built up an imare of power and

magnanimity till it became, at mom=nts, when s=en

l. Autobiographies. P,177,
2s Lbid, P.155,
5. Lbid., P.154,

I
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g it were by lishtning, his true se1ftl, Henlev
wae Lhe leader of a little group which included
Charles 'hibley, Kenneth Grshame, Barry Psin the
novelist, R.,A.k.5tevenson, Kipling was there some
times and Stepniak, the ﬁevolutionhﬁ?d Henley was
something of an sutocrat, but he encourassed
talent, denourced things and persons, "thst did
not move us to raverence' and was "quite plainly
not on th: side of our parents’. "He pot the best
out of us all, becsuse he had made us accept him
as our judee and we knew that his judszement

could neither sleep, nor be softened, nor changed,

0
nor turned aside’*,

Several of the po=ms in the Countess
kathleen Vol&zé appzarad first in'The Scots
Observer’(afterwards‘whe National Otserveg),
Henley's weekly newspeper. 'A Cradle Zong',
'Father Gilligzan', '"The old Pension=r!',

'T"he Lake Isle of Innisfree', 'A man wha dreamed
of Fairyle~d', 'A Fairy Zong', 'An 'pitaph'(A
Dream of Dsath), 'The Rose of the ‘orld'(Rosa
Wmndi), '"The sace of ths Rosse', 'The White
Firds'!, 'Ferpus and the Druid'? "Henley often

revised my lyrics, crossing out a line or a

1. Autobiographies, F.155,
Za: bl PaloB
3. Appendix

7%

-
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a stanza and writing in one of his own, and I

was comiorted by my belief that he also rewrote

Kipling th:sn in the first flood of popularity". i

e

And seain, "At first, indsed, I was ashamed of |
1

beinz rewritten and thousht that others were nobt, |
|

a2 'd only began investiratlon when the editorial ‘

characteristics, epigrams, archaisms, and all

gppeared in the article upon Paris fsshions and

e

compelled to full conformity, for Werse is plainly

stubborn; a-d in prose, that I might avoid un-
acceptakble opinions, I wrotz nothing but ghost

or fairy storices, picked up Ifrom my mother or

some pillot at Rosses Foint and Henley saw that I
must needs mix a palﬁstte fitted to my subject
matter. DBut 1f he had chanced every 'has' into
thath' I would have let him, for had not we sunned

ourselves in his szenerosity?"l

That was life in London., Iut in spite
of all its excitement, interest and importance,

his hesart remain=d in Irzland, We see him

writing to Katherine Uynan : "Any breath from

Ireland in this hateful London,where you cannot

go five paces without seeing some wretched object|
broken either by wealth or poverty is zo0d"? and |

|
apain in snothsr letter: "I do not think I shall 5
ﬂ
|

l. Autébiographies F.159. _
2. Twenty-Five Years: Heminiscenees. F.259.

n that upon opiuvm by an Fgyitian Pasha, I was not

7



sver [ind London very tolerable. It can give me

it
EI1~

-

nothin He had just puvlish=d 'John Sherman'
and 'Dhoya', written psrhaps at ths instigation

of his fatherg. These two =tori=s are not isolatedi

|

prose frapgments in Veats's postic career. They

-

provideﬂ the key to his personal feelings, thse

In~er struggle which had not yet made itself the

himself and Zallsh is Sligo. Ganconagh's apology is
|

basls of his Poetry. Sherman l1s not unlike Yeats

vounz Veats's confession. of faith and an

admirsble introduction to his early roectry:

«sse L am an old little Irish spirit, and I ‘
sit iIn the hedges and watch the world go by. |
L see the boys going to market driving '
donkeys with creels of turf and the girls ‘
carrying baskets of aspples., Somstimes I ‘

cell to some pretty face, and we chat a litth

.-I-:l
45
ck
5
o
m

hadow, the apple baskst bz=fore us,
for .... I care for nothing in ths world
but love and 141eNE88.cesensss LL my voles
at while grows distant and dreamy when 1
talk of the world's affalrs, remsmber that I
have seen gll from my hols in the hedge. I [

hear continually the songs of my own p=ople

l. Ywenty-five Years: Reminiscencess. P.265,

2. In a l=ttsr to Katherine Tynan he said:'liy fether)
does not wish me to do ecritical work. He wants me
to write stories, I am working on one(possibly
John Shermen). It is almost don= now, There is so

good character drawing in it, T thinki but the
construction is patchy and incoher=nt.

7



founded on Irish tradition. '"'he Countess
Kathl=en', the principsl work, is an a
expound the traditions, customs and beliefs of
Chrisé?n Ireland and is in direct contrast to the
Pagan b=auty of '"The Vandsrings of 0isin' which

belongs to the pre-Christian cycle of lacends.

cont=nding moods and moral motives nesded, I
thought, a dramatic vehicls., The tumultuous

and heroic pagan c¢ycls, on the othesr hand, havin
to do with vast and shadowy activities and with
the zreat impersonsl smollons expressed itselfl
neturally or so I imggined in eplc and epile-
lyric measures. No epic msthod seemed suffieiesnt-+
ly minute and subtle for the one, =2nd no dramatlc
method elastle znd all-co btalnine enouch for the

othar"

a8 purely subjective one, And perhaps 1t was in

edicotory lstter to AE in 'The =scret Rose' :

who dance on the hillside, snd am conbent.
1 have n=sver carried applses or driven turf
myself, or 1f I hav=2 it was only in s

(S Rit=1=017 1

lost of the posms in this volum= are

et
o
@

mpt to

e Christisn cycle belng mainly conczrned with

§lo]

o

Th

i

dramatic method employvsd by Veats 1s

tification of this that h= wrote in Lhe

Introduction ©to John Sherman and Dhova. P.1l.
Praface to!'Counntess Fathlzen and Various Lerends

and Twrica! ( 1R92 sdiki C‘D) .8



"Poetry and romancs cannot be wads by the most

conacisntiong stndy of famous moments and of thea

thonghta and feelings of others, but only by lookink

-3
into that 1ittle, infinite,faltering, eternsl
flame thet one calls one's =21f7 And the result
ray that the play m=t with a chorus of protests
especially from the clergy. "I was accused of
blasphemy because I made a woman sell her soul
and y=t esceped damnatlon, and a lack of patriotism
because I mads Irishmen end women, who it ssams
never did such a bhing, e=ell thelrs" sald Yeats

af.;-“pr)‘._v._te 1"{‘18 »

'"The Counbass Kathleen'! is a dramstic
poem in which the unity of movem:=nt 1s oressrved
by a car=ful avoidanc= of complexities of facts
and motlves. There 1s no c2ntral nvisiaﬁqé dramati
sense, 1Thls gsbssnce of complexity 1s its strength.
Vezbs was not atbempting to wrlte a resalistic
drama for the sbage (though ths play &s extremely
eff=ctive on th= stage) btut only using the dramatic
method to give strength end point to his narrative.
It 1s an attempt "to unite 2 more ample method
to feeling not less national, celtic, and
distinctive"l. It is a tributs to Yeats's
genius that he pave it dramatlic dirsctness and

Severiiy.

1. Introduction to 'The Countess Kathleen ate!
(1892 =dition) p..9.

Lt




J

Jirectness and severlty. EKathleen's

inner sbrugsle is not depicted, thourh we are ind

tensely aware of it. =he 1s nob =therialised
bubt 1s human and womanly and the loss of hs=r
soul becomes a simpls, but nobls set of self-

surrendsr. The mental conflict, ths valuation of

motives, th= casulstry sre 1sfi to the imasination
3 3

of the andisnce, And nsver for a momasnt dosgthe

play suggest bhe unearthliness of spiritual thing:

or glorlfy thes oddibtles of peasant

superstition. The symbolism is suggestive, as
it should be in a2 play, and even ebvious. The
poisonous and pestilent vapours of the woods and
marshes stand for sin and evlil, and Ksthleen's

bzauty and uns:a21fishness for gracs and faith,

The masic of its lines has =2n inbtangib]le

mystical beauty as in

Who will go drive with Fergus now,

And pierce ths deep woods woven shade,
And dance upon the level shore?

Young man, 1ift up bthy russet brow,
And 1ift yowr tender eyelids, msid,
And btrood on hopes and ysars no more.
And no mors turn aside and trood

Upon love's Dbltter mystery;

For Fergus rules ths brazen cars

And rules the shadows of the wood,

&1



and the white breast of the dim sea

And 2ll dishevelled wandering stars.t

And yet it 1s conscious art. The pesssnts speak in
lines whose very metre seems to show the stark reslity

of Tamine and want.

Shemus. What cen we do but live on sorrel and doecl
And dandelion, till our mouths are green?

or

»

!
[
e
.

Mary. You shall at lest dry like dry leaves and

N

e

Nailed like dead vermin to the doors of God.

The 'Various Legends and Lyrics! include
stories from the old Irish cycle, ballads based on
more modern incidents, imsginative lyrics and mystical
love poems. Their fearless simplicity, haunting music
wistfulness, even melancholy show how Irish Yeats
has become. The theme of thésepoemdds really 'A Druid
land, a Druid time'. It is Irish Poetry with & Celtic
imggination, Celtic imagery and diction in the
classical manner. MWMorris's grasp of his themes and

Henley's strict snd passionate selfsjudgement have

become a part of Veats so completely and his influenceg

have been assimilated so thoroughly th-t there are
no odd lines and phrases breaking up his expression
and bringing us memories of his masters. Lionel

Johnson in a review in The Academy (Oct. 1892) says

1. Dropped in later editions, but included in
'"The Rose! as 'who goes with Fergzus?'.

§¥2



gonism of
and that he can treat hls subject according to

fal

Conzider

its nature, he 'Attis! of Catullus
where the monstrous, barbaric scverity of the
theme is realised in verse of the strictest
beauty. TYeats's Poetry is in that spirit and with

all the intensity of its pzssion 1s very severe

art.

"It is sasy to be fantastic, mystical, quaint,

full of old-world delights in myths and lezends

devobed to dreams and gsentimsnts of a

=h
|

211y
antiquity; but writcrs of this kind are commonly
suecessful by fits and starts, thelr charm elugive
and fugitive —— they have the vague imagination
of Welsh a~d Irish folk; that nerpetual vision

of thincs under enchanted lichts, which makes the

thouzht and speech of many an old peasant woman

so graceful, so 'poetical', FEut when they approacl

the art of litersture, theyv are unequal to its
demands; thsy cannot so master the art as to make
it convey the imaqination"l. The writers of the

Irish Literary Revival have been varled and

1, Lionel Johnson. 'The Academy' October 1, 18%2.

Yeats's Irishism never bescomes provincial

=




uneven. How far 4id the creative, in a literary
sense, show = distinctive evolution in technigue and
quality? Did the new Literature show a2 genuine
feeling for Irish idiom end the native speech?
Outside Yeats's work these guestions were s little
difficult to answer. But in 1892 the Irish
Renalssance was still in its early steges. A national
revival of Letters requires a national change of
heart. Yeats realised it and fashioned his work

accordingly.

'The Various Legends and Lyrics! begin
and end with the pursuit and finding of Beauty,
'the red-rose-bordered hem', and they are appropriately

called 'The Rose! in later editions. It opens:

Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days!

Come near me, while I sing the snclent ways:

Come near, that no ﬁ%e blinded by man's fate,
I find under the boughs of love and hate,
In all poor foolish things that live a day,

Eternal beauty wandering on her way.
£nd closes:

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-rosge bordered hem, ‘

' The Rose poems are significant. They mark the

- beginnings of Yeats's pre-occupation with symbolism,
a symbolism which hez developed in his next volume,
'The Wind Among the Reeds!', The Irish symbolism

of the Rose was not known to the majority of readers%
in Ireland, let alone in Inglend. Perhaps it was .
8 blessing in disgulse, as it made the understandingJ
even the sppreciation of these poems easier. Xkam |
kdemx @f Yeats hed never been a poet of strong
physical emotions., In his early days whenever he |

dealt with love or dmauty, he toyed with the idea

of an abstract, intangible, personified Eternal '

Beauty.

'The Two Trees', another mystic,
symbolic poem shows a dissatisfaction with the

outer world.
Beloved, gaze in thine own heart,.

The Inner life and the inner vision are the only
things which matter. 'The White Eirds' too shows
the same dissatisfection with the world we live
in, but there the cry is for another world of

phantasy and dream. Similarly, the visionary's



dream of the legendary country is the theme of

'fhe man who dreamed of Falrv-land!.

Iwo poems both employing = grest deal
of dialogsue are 'Ferzus and the Druid' and the
'Deeth of Cuchulain'(Cuchulain's ficht with the

Sea). 'Fercus and the Uruid' is g dialogue in

blank verse, !'The Death of Cuchulaln' is partly

in dialorue and written in loose stanza form,
rhymed in couplets. It 1s only a different
version of the later 'On Baile's Strand! and
owes a great deal to Ledy Cregory's 'Cuchulain
of luirtheme', The use of the broken stave
(2s in lines 29, 30, 60, 81, 75 etec.) relieves
the monotony of the rhymed couplsets and is a

masterly expedient.

'The Lake Islz of Innisfree', perhaps

the most popular of Yeats's shorter lyrics
appears here for the first time in book form.
“he flrst reference to it is in a l=att=r to

Katherine Tyman in which hs gives two of the

thres stanzasl. Later on, in the '"Autoblographies

Tynan . (W.B. Yestss Some Letters).

1. 'Twenty-five Years: Reminiscences! by Katharina‘

3



he says: "I had still the ambition, formed in |
81ligo in my teens, of living in imitation of
Thoreau on Innisfree, a 1little island in Lough
Gill, end when walkinz through Fleet 3treet very
homesick I heard a little tinkle of wat=r snd saw
a fountain in 2 shop-window which balanced =
little ball upon its jet, and began to remember
lake water. Ffrom the sudden remembrancs came

my poem 'Innisfree', my first lyric with anybthing

inits rhythm of wy own music. I had begun to |
|

loosen rhythm ss an escape from rheatoric and fromi

that emotion of the crowd which rhetoric brings,

but T only understood vaguely and occasionslly ‘
that I must for my special purpose use nothing :
I

but the common syntax. A couple of vears later |
I would not have written that first line with
its conventional archaism --"Arise and go' =-- nor
the inversion in the last stanza"r, !'The

Lake Isle' has not much passion in it, Neither

bhas the wistful love poem 'VWhen you are old',

But they have both a certain subtlety ol motivs

and tenderness. 7The lichtness of touch in botbth
is exgquisite. And that is felt in many olher I

poems glso, Compare, for sxample, in 'The

1, Autobiographies., P.190-191,



Rose of the Vorld!':

Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream?

For these red lips,with all their mournful pridé,

liournful that no new wonder may betide,
Troy passed away in one high funereal gleam,

And Usna's children died.

The simplicity of feeling and the directness of
expression of the ballads provide somewhat of a
contrast., The best of them --'Father Gilligan!,
'Lament of the o0ld Pensioner', 'lMeditation of an
0ld Fisherman', 'The Fiddler of Dooney' -- are full

of natural sentiment. They have humour and a sense

of the human soul in all things, a gentleness towards

life which is not merely Irish, but Yeatsien. "'Le
génie celtique', says Michelet, 'sympathise
profondément avee le génie grec'. Neither Greek
nor Celtic Poetry has that 'gravitas', that
'auctoritas' which belongs to the Poetry of Rome
and of England. In place of it the Greeks and
Celts have the gift of simple spirituality, a
quickness and adroitness in siezing the spiritual
relations of things, & beautiful childishness and

freshness"?L,

1. Lionel Johnson in 'The Academy' October 1, 1892,



SEECULATIONS.

(1) Legendry, magic, =sstrology.
Petween 1892 and 1899 Yeats produced two
volumes of prose: 'The Celtic Twilight' (1893) and

1The Seeret Rose!' (1897).

'The Celtic Twilight' is an attempt to
create in the form of vivid sketches the backeround
to Irish beliefs, =superstitions, and customs. 7he

sketches comprise scraps of autoblography, the

conversation of peasants and farmers, stories of old

‘country women, gossip, folk-lore, dramatised incident%.
They sre fresh, truthful and sincere., At its best i
ithe book is light pleasant 'reportage! of the Irish
countryside 2nd its simple people and is a prelude to
the more serious work. !'The Secret Rose' has
something of the inwardness of a poest's belliefs. It
is a study in Irish mythology and its symbolic

meanings. Some of its legends and tales are of the

: ‘ - L3

‘poets owvn creation and the whole book is an intensely
ipersonal document. It is an attempt to creste a
|

\personal and individual mythology, a mythology he I
;makeé use of later to express personal emotions and [
modern ideas. "Ireland has preserved with some ‘
excellent things a gift of vislon which has died out
amongz more hurried and more successful nations” he

writes to A.E., in the dedication letter in 'The

Secret Rose!. The book is a tribute to that gift
and an elaboration of that vision. "They have but

one subject, the war of spiritual with natural order

S| RN




; 'The Secret Rose’is really tke key to
i 'The Wind Among the Heeds'!. To understand ths
complete sipnificance of the poems ons has to turn
back to !'The Secret Rose!'. "Haprahan is the
;simplicity of sn imagination too changesble to zather

permanent possessions, or the adoration of the

shepherds; and Michael Robsrtes is the pride of the

imegination brooding upon the grestness of its

possessions, or the adoration of the Magl; while

Aedh ig the myrrh and frankincense that the imaginatif

i

offers continually before all that it loves'.” That

1s from Yeats's own notes to 'The Wind Among th=
Reeds!, In 'The Secret Rose'! these imaginary
personages, Hawrahan, lichsel Roberts, Aedh come to

life and we see the symbols as a living forece.

Thege heroes are not unrelated to the
Alchemical Rose =nd Owen Aherne of the 'Tables of the
| Law', !'The Tables of ths Law' and 'The Adoration &f
the Magl' appeared in g limited edition soon after
'The Secret of the Roge' and withl‘ﬁosa Alchemical
make a very colourful tkilogy. At the British
Vngeum reading-room Yeats had met WacGregor llathers,
the author of 'The kKabbala Unvelled! and the brother-

in-law of Henrl Bergson, the philoscpher. Soon hse




was initiated into "The Hermetic Students" in a
Charlotte Street studio snd hsed mestered Vather's
symbolic system. The elaborate ritusl of "The
Hermetic Order of the Golden Door"” fascinated him end
he went so far ss to say thet Alchemy is "the gradual
distillation of the contents of the soul, until they
are ready to put off the mortesl and put on the
immortal".l Like Tully, Plamel and Paracelsus,Alchemy
began to acquire an importamce and e significance to
him and became =2 dangerous preoccupation. And some-
times he even loocked as 1f he was & victim of his

own credulity. Mathers and his friend, the white-
haired Oxfordshire clergyman, spoke of alchemical
leboratories in weird cells and the elixir of life.

at his house at Forest Hill a small romantic group
including Plorence Farr assembled. Mathers was
demonstrating to hls initiates, one Ly one, strange
and unbelievable phenomens, and/presently, my turn came
He gave me a card-board symbol end I closed my eyes.
S3ight came slowly, there wes not that suiden miracle
as if the darkness had been cut with a knife, for thafy
mirscle is mostly & women's prévilege, but there arose
before me mental imsges that I could not control: a
desert and black Titen raising himself up by his two

hands from the middle of a heap of ancient ruins.

1. The Secret Rose, 1897. P.249.




Mathers explalned that I hed seen a being of the order
of 3alamanders becaude he had shown me thedr symbol,
but it was not necessary even to show the symbol, it
would have been sufficient that he imazined 1.l

This was not mere ims-ination, becsuse we find him s

soon asking himself "What fixed law would our

experiments leave to our tmagination?"g

Astrology too ?f}acted him and Wacgregor
Mathers again seems to be the originator of the
interest. George Moore in 'ive' describes how Yeats
hed cards "specially designed for the casting of
horoscopes. He (Yeats) spoke of his uncle, a celebrate
occultist, whose predictions were all fulfilled, =and
related some of his own successes. All the spsme, he
had been born under Aquarius,; and the calculations of
the mevements of the sters in that constellstion were
so elaborate that ne had gbandoncd the task for the

moment, and wss now seeking the influsnee of the

Pleisdes. He showed me trisngles drawn on plain sheefs

of cerdboserd, into which I was to Look while thinking

B
of some primary colour -~ red, or blue, or green ..."

And in 'Where there is Nothing' when the
wise women in her trance told him that his insplra-
tion was from the moon, he says: "I had no need to

turn to my books of astrolozy to know that. the common

1. Autobiographies. FP.230.
B Lbld. P. 232
5' !HVET- k-a‘?o
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people sre under the moon, or the Porphyry to remember

the image-making power of the watersh.

i3 §

Theosophy.

It was Charles Johnstone who introduced
Yeats to Theosophy,,"Already in Dublin, I had been
ettracted to the Theosophists becsuse they hed affirmg
the real existence of the Jew, or of his like, and, aj
from whatever might heave been imagined by Huxley,

Tyndall, Carolus Dursn snd Bastien-Lepage, I saw

nothing against reality"l. The young Bpashmin whom Yeat

snd friends invited to Dublin, Astrology, and Theosop}
are all of one secuence. Theosophy is 2 diluted
mixture of the superficilalities of many religions and
in its finished form hss something distantly akin to
Certain channels of Indian thought. Madame Elavatsky}
gn extrzordinary women with a frighteningly fertile
and vivid imegination, psychic intulition end
compelling personazlity made the society a living
orgenism. The esoteric teachings, the use of colour ¢
symbol, clairvoyance and occultism must hsve Leen the
things which drew Yeats into the circle. He called
on Blavatsky and was soon & frecuent visitor st her
house in Holland Ferk. Henley haed warned him that shs

was a fake, yet a genius; but his curiosity will not
| be denied

d
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n1f wisdom existed snywhere in the world, it must be
in some lonely wmind admittinz no duty to us,
communinag with GZod only, conceding nothing from

fear or Favour™.l

With Theosophy came the Society of Psychicg

research and he began to attend seances. His curiosi
was insatiable and he could lend himself to any ex-
perience with the utmost resdiness. Yesats took every
one of these projects with a sincerity which is
unouestionable, but at the same time critlcally,
almost scientificslly. It 1z doubtful if he took
part in thelr seclentific Inesuiries: Perhaps; but 1t
would be unlike him . But he did conduct the most
fantastic experiments: "Some book or magazine . . .
. « » had tuoted from an essay upon magilc by some
sebenteenth century writer. If you burnt a flower

to ashes and put the sshes under the receiver of an

sir-pump and stood the receiver in the moonlight for‘

so many nights, the ghodt of the flower would appear
hovering over its sshes. 1 got together a committee
which performed this experiment without results."®
But criticism znd srgument were unwelcome in such

circles and he wondered whether it was just a dresad

of heresy or lack of essential purpose.

l. Autobiographies. F.214.
2. ~Lbid. PJ224.
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(3) Symbolism; The Rhymers.

Yeats met Epnest Rhys, "a Welshman, lately
a writer of WelshH transletions and original poema"l,
end with him founded the Rhymersl Club. The club met
at .an o0ld esting-house in Strand called "The Cheshire
Cheese". The principsl members were Lionel Johnson,
Ernest Dowson, Vietor Plarr, Ernest Radford, John
Davidson, Richard le Gellienne, T.W.Rolleston, Edwin
Ellis end Arthur Symons. ILess frecuent visitors to
"The Cheshire Cheese™ were John Todnunter, Oscar Wilde
Herbert Horne and Francis Thompsong. Iconoclasm was
their fetish and they revelled in spirited contradicti
They dressed in the conventional poetic fashion and
created a 1ittle bohemis of their own and read thelr
poems to one snother. PEut the meetings were dull and
decorous and politeness made their criticism of little
value. "L saw « - « « . that Syinburne in ene way,
Browning in another, and Tennyson in a third, had
filled their work with what I called 'impurities',
curiosities sbout politics, sbout science, sbout his-
tory, cbout religion; and that we must create once mon
the pure work"®, These words of Yests represent the
attitude of the Rhymers towsrds Poetry; and it is iron

ical that Yeats should have said that becsause no man's

1. Autobiographies F.204.

2. William \iatson was a member but never attended ths
Cheshire Cheese meetings.

Autobiographies F.207.

)|




| ship was soon tsken by Arthur Symons. Symons was full

work shows more curiosities about politics, science,
history and religion. Art for art's sake meant much
the seme as Art in a vecuum and soon the Rhymers'f
Club came to grief.

It was at the Rhymers! Club that Yeats met
Arthur Symons. Lionel Johnson was the acknowledged

critic of the group and his place in Yeats's friend-

of France asnd Impressionism. Nothing should be des-
cribed, but only suggested. Symons's friendship gave
Yeats's thoughts a richness and clearness and was to

meke a2 lssting 1nfluence on his poetry. "He (Symons)

P

was making those translations from Mallarmé.and from
Verlaine, from Calderon, from St. John of the Cross,
which sre the most accomplished metrical translations
of our time, and I think that those from Mallarmé may
have given elaborate form to my verses of those years,
to the latter poems of "The Wind Among the Reeds®, to
"The Shadowy Waters", while Villiers de L'Isle Adam
had shaped whsetever in my "Rosa Alchemica' Patér had
not shaped“l.
Arthur Symons was writing his "Symbolist

lovement in Litersature" and when it was published in

B

1899, dedicated it to Yeats. In the dedicatory epistle
he said: "You, more thsn =ny one else, will sympathise
with what I say in it, being yourself the chief repre-+

sentative of that movement in our country. . . . Your

l. Autoblographies p.395. ,
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own Irish liaterary movement is one of its expressions
your own poetry and A.H.'s poetry belong to it in the
most intimate sense + . . . o . Yeats had just pub-
lished his "Wind Among the Reeds" and how wmuch its
symbolism owes to Symons and France can be seen when
Symons goes on to say: "How often have you znd I dis-
cussed all these questions, rarely srguing about then,
Ifor we rerely had an essential difference of opinion,
but bringing them more and more clearly into light,
turning our instincts into logic, digging until we
reached tLhe bases of our convictions. And all the whil
|we were working as well as thinking out a philosophy
of art; you at all events, creating beautiful
Bings - 2 5 0 o a ;

The Symbolist Movement originested in France.
It was a reaction sgeinst form, the preciseness and
realism of the romantics, Raudelaire, Flaubert, the
ioncourts, ‘'eine, Zole, Leconte de Lisle. The symbo-
lists zimed at suggesting rather than saying. They
€¢laborated form but not for its own sake, attempting
to separate it from its servility to rhetoric. Verbal
€laboration of details gave way to a subtle style
which evoked significsnt details in objects. The image
pure visusl experience is evoked by the symbol which
evokes subconscious memories and emotional suggestiong
It was a revolt agsinst rhetoric, ”ex*erioriﬁy”, the
material tradition,and Litersture in their hands

became s sacred ritusl with the dignity a2nd solemnity

.

e
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of religion.

"The doctrine of Mysticism", seys Arthur
symons, "with which 211 this Symbolicel Litersture has
so much to do, of which it is 2£l1 so muech the expres-
sion, presents us . .« .+ . » with a theory of life
which makes us femilisr with mystery, end which seems
to harmonise those instincts which meke for religion,
pession and srt, freeing us at once of a grest

bondage".l Yests responded to these sentiments fully.

3

l. The Symbolist Movement in Litersture — rrthur
Symons p. 173.
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"THE WIND AMONG THE REFDS" and "IN THE SEVEN WOODS".

Writing about the Countess Kathleen
volume Yeats has said:

"I thought that for a time I could rhyme
of love, calling it 'The Rose', because of the
Rose's double meaning; of a fisherman who had 'neveﬁ
a crack' in his heart; of an old woman complaining
of the 1dleness of the young, 6r of some cheerful
fiddler, all those things that 'popular poets' write
of, but that I must some day -- on that day when the
gates began to open -- become difficult or obscure,
With a rhyme that still echoed Morris I prayed to

the Red Rose, to Intellectual Beauty:

Come near,come near,come near - ah,leave me stilﬁ,

A 1ittle space for the Rose-breath to fill,

Lest I no more hear common things . . . .

But seek alone to hear the strange things said

By God to the bright hearts of those long dead,

and learn to chant a tongue men do not xnow" .1 |
The Rose poems are simple lyrics which

have something of the swift and airy rhyming of

Allingham (Compare 'Down by the Salley Gardens

d1d I meet my Love') and a pleasant singing

quality reminiscent occasionzlly of the subtle

rhythm and fluency of Thomas More.(Compare 'When you

are 0ld')., They were an attempt to be Irish, a

1, Autobilographies. P.315.



proclemation of his raison d'8tre. The last poem,

1To Ireland in the Coming Times' is = statement of

that ambition, a bold and fearless cry:

Know thet I would sccounted be
True brother of =z company
Who sang to sweeten Ireland's wrong,
Ballad and story, rann snd song:
Nor be I sny less of then,
Because the red-rose-bordered hem
Cf her, whose history began
Eefore God made the Angelie clan,
Trails all sbout the written page.

X X % x
Vor mey I less be counted one
dith Dsvis, Mangan, Ferguson,
Because to him, who ponders well,
My rhymes more then their rhyming tell
O0f things discovered in the deep,

Vhere only body's laid asleep,

For the elementasl crestures go

About my table to and fro,
That hurry from unmeasured mind

To rant snd rege in flood and wind.

It is a far cry from that direct personal

statement to the sbstract symbolism of 'The Wind

AMONEZ

the Reeds'. 'The Rose!' is the song of a psatrio

in love with mother Earth, perhaps with s bruised

N - " |
heart, whereas the "Wind fmong the Reeds' is the Celtig¢

(&0



goul dwellingz with her in spirit decrying the desire
for self-perpetuation. The imasgery of the Celtic
Twilight end the earlier lyrics is still there. Such
combinationg as 'cloud-psle!, 'dream-heavy', 'passionr
dimmed',zre frequent. But the 'dream-reslity!'! acquires
a new significsnce 2nd finds a new motive. Irish
mythology and legendsasry history crystsllise into s

Yeatsisn pattern and t=ke on a new life.

“T use the wind as & symbol of vague desires
and hopes, not merely becasuse the Sidhe are in the
wind, or becsause the wind bloweth as it listeth, but
becsuse wind and spirit snd vsgue desire have been
essoclated everywhere”l. It is that vegue desire which
pives these poems g2 kind of inhumsn besuty. They have
a hsunting cadence which is intangible, which cannot
be enelysed but only felt. Their delicate and evane-
scent charm is at its highest when he is obeying the
dictates of en emotion or = sentiment and at its

weakest when he tries to be definite a2nd precise.

The poems sre attributed to the heroes of
the Secret Rose, Aedh, Hesnrshan, Robartes; all of
whom represent & particular outlook of the Conscious-
ness in its paessionate, dreaming or intellectusl moods

"It is by means of these dremstic symbols, refining
8till further upon the large mythological symbolism

which he hss built up into almost = system, that "r.

——

l. Notes; Wind Among the Reeds.




Yeets weaves sbout the simplicity of moods that ela-
borate web of atmosphere in which the illusion of
love and the cruelty of pasin snd the gross ecstasy o
of hove become changed into beauty.”l The mytholo-
gical imagery and symbolism sre used In = sense of hi
own and provide him with a vehicle for the expression
of personal emotions. "Elaborate modern psychology
sounds egotistical, I thought, when it speaks in the
first person, but not those simple emotions which
resemble the more, the more powerful they are, every-
body's emotion, and I was soon to write many poems
where an alwsys personal emotion was woven into a

seneral pattern of myth and symbol.“z

Most of the love poetry in'The Wind Amonc
the Reeds'and in 'In the Seven Woods' is written in

this idiom. Some, like '0 do not love too long!

Sweetheart, 0 do not love too 1long,
I loved long and long,
And grew to be out of fashion

Like ean old song
or 'Never give all the Heart,'

For everything that's lovely 1s

But 2 brief, dreamy, kind delight.

0 never give the heasrt outright,

l. Arthur Symons: a review in the Saturday Review
 for Mey 6, 1899.
<. Autobiographies. r.187.
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For they, for all smooth lips can say

Hgve given thelr hesrts up to the nlay.

express a poignant mood directly. All have been the
inspiration of that colourful personslity, Maud Gonne
Maud Gonne, young, tsll, and begutiful, came to
Dublin at a period when the revolutionary fervour
which Fernell embodied was at its highest; so comples
tely her own mistress that she led sn indepandent
art student's life in the Letin Quarter. John O'Leary
hed given her an introduction to the elder Yests and
she visited the Yests at the Bedford rPark house. "She
seemed a classical 1mpersonation of the Spring, the
Virgilian commendation 'She wglks like a goddess!
made for her alone. Her complexion was luminous, like
that of apple blossom through which the light falls.
c o oeas L Her dynamic personality, boundless
energy =nd grest beauty have been the inspiration
for the greatest love poetry of our age. Wuch of it
hes been expressed in symbols and sttributed to
others, but whether he was writing sbout Czthlesen ni
Houlihen or some Sybil from sn o0ld legend, 1t was

lisud Gonne's shspe that they all took.

I thought of your beauty, end this arrow,
llade out of a wild thought, is,6 in my marrow.

There's no msn maey look uvon her, no man,

1. Autobiographies P.152.
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ks when newly grown to be = woman,
Tall and noble but with face and bosom
Delicate In colour as =puple blossom.
This beasuty's kinder, yet for s resson

I could weep that the old is out of season.?t

Yests brought this vision of her to everything that
he touched, the stage, the plasyers, and mede every-

body susceptible to her arresting besuty.

I had = thought for no one's but your ears:
That you were beautiful, =and that I strove

To love you in the old high way of love;d

It 1s doubtful if one woman has been the inspiration
of so much great love poetry with any poet. Expressed
1n symbols and personified, it becomes profound and

limitless and is like & poignant penetrating cry.

When my arms wrep you round I press
My heart upon the loveliness

That has long faded from the Wor'ld;:3

'ilichsel Robartes remembers forzotten Eesuty'; 'Aedh
thinks of those who hsave spoken Evil of his Beloved!',
'gives his Beloved certain rhymes' and 'tells of the

perfect Besuty'. 'He laments the loss of love' and

1. The arrow. In the Seven Jioods.
2. Adam's Curse. In the Seven lioods.
3+ Michsel Hobsrtes remembers forgotten Eeauty.

?Otr



'wishes his Beloved were dead'. I'Hanrshan spesks to
the lovers of his songs in coming days'. !'Mongon

thinks of his past greatness', 'laments the change
that has come unon him and his Beloved and longs for
the end of the world'. Through sll these, which dea
with sn ebsolute beeuty seen and felt in an imperso-
nal vision we feel a -uslity of ecstasy or poignancy
which 1Is profoundly personsl. /nd though the indivi
dusgl's p=ssion becomes & universsl consciousness in
most of them, the dropring of the names, Hanrshsn,

Robartes and Aedh in later editions is something in
the nature of a confession of the ineffectiveness of
ell this elsborate symbolic garb. For the sheer en-
Joyment of meny of tliese roems & complete knowledse
of the mythological imagery is not necessary. Take

the notes on 'The Rose' for example:

The Rose has been for msny centuriles a
symbol of spiritual love and supreme beauty. The
Count Goblet D'Alviella thinks that it was once g
symbol of the sun, — itself a principal symbol
of the divine nature, and the symbolic heart of
things. The lotus wes in some Esstern countiries
imagined blossoming upon the Tree of Life, as ths
Flower of Life, and 1s thus represented in Assyrl
an bas-reliefs. Because the Rose, the flower sacy
to the Virgim Mary, and the flower that Apuleius'
adventurer ate, when he was changed out of the ag

shape and recieved into the fellowship of Isis, i

ed
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-rethe western Flower of Life, I have imagined it

growlng upon the Tree of Life . . . . . One finds
the Rose in the Irish poets, sometimes as a religi-
ous symbol, as in the phrsse, 'the Rose of Friday',
meaning the Rose of austerity, in a Geelic poem in
Dr. Hyde's 'Religious Songs of Connacht'; and, I
think, =2s a symbol of woman's besuty in the Gaelic
Song, 'RHoseen Dubh'!; snd a symbol of Ireland in
Mengen's adesptation of 'Roseen Dubh', 'My Dark Rosa
leen', and in Mr. Aubrey de Vere's "The Little
Elack Rose". I do not know sny evidence to prove
whether this symbol came to Ireland with Medigeval
Christianity, or whether it came down from Celtic
times. 1 have read somewhere that a Stone engraved
with a Celtic God, who holds what looks like a rose
in one hend, has been found somewhere in Englend;

e « o o o o If the Rose was really a symbol of Ire-
land among the Gselic poets, and if 'Roseen Dubh'
is really a political poem, =s some think, one may

feel pretty certein that the sncient Celts associ-

ated the Rose with Eire, or Fotla, or Bamba
Goddesses who gave their nsmes to Irelsnd — or
with some principsl god or g;ddess, for such symbol
are not suddenly adopted or invented, but come out
of mythology.

I have made The Seven Lights, the Conste-

llation of the Zear, lament for the theft of the

Rose, and I have msde the Dragon, the constellation

-
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and Yuean’did stand for a particular consciousness in

' explains elsboretely in notes that he is doubtful of

Draco, the rusrdian of the Rose, because these con
stellations move about the pole of the heavens,

i

the =sncilert Tree of Life in many countries, and
are often assoclrted with the Tree of Life in my-
thology. It is this Tree of Life that I have put
into the 'Song of Mongan' under its common Irish
form of a hazel; and becsuse it had sometimes the
sters for fruit, I have hung upon it 'the Crooked
Plough'! and the 'Pilot!' ster, as the Gselic-spesa-
king Irishmen sometlimes call the Besr and the
Horth Star. I have made 1t sn sxle-tree in "4edh

hears the Cry of the 3edge', for this was snother

L E e oL
ancient way of represemting it.

Such notes make lovely resding, but are a clumsy expe-
dient and only make one conscious of the arbitrariness

of the symbols. If 'Hanrahan', 'Michael Robartes',

1399 and hsd 2 profound significance, why were they

dropped later? When =z poet uses recondite imacery and

its meaning he can be legitimately accused of creating
wanton difficukty. EBut Yeats's use ofl symbolism here,
especlally the use of astrologlcal and msgical symbolsg
is ‘thet of sn artist somewhat enamoured of a new

medium, but who has the ingenuity to make use of it

well.

] /
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1. The WindeAniong the Reeds. F. 74 - 5.
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Thus in the notes to'Michsel Zobsrtes bids

his Beloved be st Peace! he describes first the neo-

platonist symbolism of the ses and then goes on to sayp
“I follow much Irish and other mythology and the magi-

cal tradition in assoclating North with night and sleep,

the Esst, place of Bunrise, with hope and the South,

the place of the sun when at its height, with passion

!
I
E.
|

b pnd desire and the liest, the place of sunset, with

L tading and dreaming things."l And the hound in

{ Do you not hear me calling, white deer with no

| horns?

; A &
5 I have been changed to a hound with one red ear

L |is supnosed to bhe "related to the Hounds of Annwvyn
or of Hsdes who are white and have red ears; also the
hounds that Irish country people believe will swake
and seize the souls of the dead if you lament them too
loudiy«or too soon; and to the hound, the son of
Setante, killed on a visit to the Celtic Hades™! And
egain: 'I got my hound snd deer out of & lest-century
baelic poem sbout Oisin's journey to the country of
the young. After the hunting of the hornless deer, thap
leads him to the seashore, and while he is riding over
the sea with liamh, he sees amid the waters . . . . .
& young man following s girl who hes & golden apple,
and afterwards o hound with one red ear following with

No horns. This hound snd this deer seem plain imsges

’37‘ I‘Jind gmon;{ the {eeds . l;’. QOO =
2. Mongon laments the change that has come on him
snd Beloved. |




of the desire of the man 'which is for the woman!',
and 'the desire of the woman which is for the desire
of the man', and of =211 deésires that sre sas these .
e o » o« o 'The men in my poem who hss a hezel wsnd
may have been Aengus, Master of Love; and I have made
the boar without bristles come out of the West,

becsuse the plesce of sunset wss in Ireland, as in

other countries, = place of symbolic darkness =nd

&
death”.

On the other hand, some of the notes are
delightfully vague snd explain very little. 'The Cap
and Bells! is one of the lovellest of the poems 1in
the *Wind Among the Reeds" and hss been interpreted
several wsys. Perheps the most satisfactory explana-
tion is to take 'Cap and tells' to mean the poet's
gift of rhyme. "I dreamed this story exsctly =s I
have written it", Yeats says in the notes, "and
dreamed another long dream after it, trying to make
out its meaning, and whether I wes to write it in
prose or verse. The first dream was more 2 vision
then = dream, for it was besutiful and coherent, and
zave me the sense of illumination and exaltation
that one gets from visions, while the second dream
was confused and meaningless. The poem has always
meant a great deel to me, though, as is the wey with

symbolic poems, 1t hes not always mesnt cuite the

l. P.440. Collected roems (Mscmillan 1933).
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same thing. Blake would have said, 'The suthors are
in eternity', and I »m quite sure they can only be

guestioned in dreams."

Blake 1is still in his mind and one naturall;

ags=sociates

'0 blessedness comes in the night and the day
And whither the wise heart knows:
And one has seen in the redness of wine

The Incorruptible dose.'l

with Blake's doctrine of the eternal holiness of

passion.

In &1l these poems the sttempt 1Is to expres

the things which he on the farthest edge of expression

and one of Yeays's greatest services to literature
is thast he has thus enhsnced the poetic consciousness
of our age. L.A.G. Strong in his 'A Letter to W.E.
YGatSTQSEYS: "Tt would almost be fair to say that

you have sought to express the inegpressible, since

your aim, that rim of difficulty thet stops just shorg

of the impossible, would heve been indeed impossible
to any shot but yours. Foets, you have said, are not
vermitted to shoot beyond the tangible: buft there heas
been nothing to forbid their extending the range of

consciousness to include what hitherto had been

[92]

l. '"The Blessed! Wind Among the Reeds.
s Pa. 11-12 A Letter to W.B. Yeats - L.A.G. Strong ‘

| (The Hogarth Letters No.6) |
|
|
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subjective snd intangible. This was a task for =
maglcian, and you heve gone gbout it as a nracitical
magician must. It is 1In terms of the tangible that
the intengible 1s snared. The significance of your
poetry has been its power to evoke by the hardest and
most precise of symbols the most delicate tones of
beauty and meening . « « « « . 8nd you are z magical
poedin that you have by ceaseless diligence and labouy
found s way of arranging concrete symbols that shell
awake in us huge shadows of your wonder. It is =
precise and definite art: the cutting of an sagate.
First the incuisitive spirit, and the shock of perce-

ption: then by long diligence, the magician. No one

since Blake has msde a few words signify so much.™

On the whole, the poems of 'In the Seven
lloods' show sn edvance. 'Adam's Curse' is very much

in a later Yeatsiasn msnner.

'For to articulate sweet sounds together

Is to work harder than all these, and yet

Be thought sn idler by the noisy set

Of bankers, schoolmssters, and clergymen

The martyrs call the world.'
1s clearly a departure from the visionary mood and
the direct statement of s humasn experience. He has
been sccused of = half-ironical pose in the opening
lines:

'A line will take us hours may be;:
Yet if it does not seem a moment's thought,

Our stitehing and unstitching has been nought'.




though actually it is a straightforward confession
of despair. In a review of Dr,Hyde's 'Love Songs of
Connacht' in the'Bookman'(October 1893%) he said the |
very same thing : "And we - we labour and labtour,
and spend days over a stanza or a paragraph, and at
the end of it have made, likely as not, a mere

bundle of phrases"

'The Song of the Wandering Aengus' like

'The Host of the Air' in the 'Wind among the Reeds!
is based on an old ballad., It was suggested to Yeats
by an old Greek ballad, but in his hands it has |
acquired something of the guality of Lady Gregory's!
'Dream of Angus Og'. 'The Host of the Air' has the |
severity and directness of the best ballads. Yeats
always acquires this when dealing with the traditions
or beliefs which he can share with the people. 'Thé
Happy Townland' is another example. It 1s based on |
the belief,klimk so common in Celtic legends, that aﬁ
earthly paradise exists somewhere nesr our earth;that
men in trance can see the fairy people and their shining

duns and hear their sweet and soothing music .t

'The 01d Age of Queen Maeve'! and 'Baile and

Aillinn' are Yeats's best narrative poems. 'Queen

1, Maeterlinck was so charmed with this idea that he
made use of it in 'L'Oiseau Bleu',., As Mytyl and
Tyltyl stand at midnight in the cold dark cemetery
'une floraison d'abord grele et timide comme une
vapeur d'eau,puls blanche et virginale et de plus
en plus touffue transforme le cimeti®re en un sort
de jardin féerique et nuptial'., VII® tableau,actIV,



Meeve! is written in the manner of the ancient Irish
bard, the poet interruptinsg the narrative now and then

to put in a word of his own:

"0 unquiet heart,
Why do you praise another, praising her,
As if there were no tele butbt your own tale
Worth knitting to a measure of sweet sound?
Have I not bid you tell of that grest gueen

Who hes been burned some two thousand years?"

The blank verse has a dignified cadence which gives
the poem a touch of the poetry of the Irish heroic
age and the Homeric epics. And it is only by comparing
it with Lady Gregory's "Cuchulain of luirthemne" that
one realises the complete transformation the original
has undergone in Yeets's hand. The poem owes a grept.

deal to Lady Grezory and the description of Maeve:

She had been beautiful in that old wey

That'!s all but gone, for the proud heart is gone,

And the fool of the Counting-~house fear all

but soft beguty and indoleny desire.

€an well be applied to her. Technically the poem is
very advenced and it is difficult to say whether it

I

is on the whole a greater achievement than "Baille and

Aillinn". Dr. Hyde and Lady Gregory sgein =sre the
source in "Beile and Aillinn', but Yeats has given

the old story which is sweet snd lovely, clearness

and strength, .




Between 1903 ('In the Seven Voods') and
1210 ('The Green Helmet and Other Poems') Yeats
wrote little Poetry. BEubt they were busy years.
In those eisght years, leabs produced sight plays _
'ihe Shadowy VWaters'(1900), 'Cathleen ni Hoolihan!
(1902), 'Vhere there is Nothing'(1903),%The Hour
Glass'{1903), 'The Pot of Broth', 'The King's
Threshold','On Baile's Strand'(1904), snd 'Deirdre’

'Tdeas of

ct

(1907); two volumes of criticism,
Good and Evil'(1803%) end 'Discoveries'(1207);
and =dited, off and on, three publicatipns:

'Samhain', '"Beltaine'! and 'The Arrow!,

'A1ll the Irish movemsnt- rose out of

Veats and returns to Yeabs'l said Georze lMoore once
end it was no exacreration, He was virtually the
founder of the 'Irish Literary Society' in
London as well as ''he National Literay Socisty!
in Dublin. 'I had definite plans: 1 wanted to
create an Irish theatre‘z. That was about 18980,
He hadn't completed his 'Countess bathleen' then,

By 1899, the projsct had nractically taken shape.

The Irish National “heatre really came into b2ing

1, 'Vale' PB.206.
2. Autobiographies. P.246.
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on the 8th of May, 1899, Lady Gresory, bhdward
liartyn, A.E., Dr, Dourlas Hyde, Georre lioore
wera his main collaborators. And outside Literatur
there were John 0'Leary, Lord Dufferin, \iilliem
O'Erien, the agrarian agitator and Lord 0!Brien,
Chief Justice of Ireland. But from the very begin-
ning there was trouble, Yezbs was accused of blas-
phemy in 'Countess Cathleen', one of the plays in
the opening programme, and there wewe booings and
cat-calls in the theatre., It was not an suspicious
stert. Soon, George lioore and lartyn showed that
they were principally interested in the continen-
tal type of drama and there was division among the
dir=zctors. Yeats insisted that the aim of the theg
should be a return to the people. In 1902 liartyn
and Georgs Moore rave up their association with

the theatre. But Yeats did not give up. Iin

1804 liss Horniman presented the orcanisation with
a theatre of their own in Abbey Street. But
criticlism was alwayse rampant, , and more often than
not, Yeats was alone in shouvuldering all the blame
and most of the responsibilities. He experimented
with the speaking of verse, invited Florence Farr
to speak to the psaltervy and maintained the high
standard and exclusiveness of the Abbey Theatbre.
hen Synge's 'Flayboy' was produced at the Abtey
the Unionist papers called it an insult to Ireland

and the police had to be called in Lo restore

tre
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order at the Thestre. Yeats had to fight & lone
battle szgainst the clergy, the newspapers, the
tyrannies of political clubs and societies. But he
won through. The play went on and wes st last recé
culetly. ©Soon Wiss Horniman bade fazrewell to Irish
drama; the Fays, ever faithful to the Abbey, and

great artists, left Dublin with Maire O'Neill;

Synge died. And once again the burden fell on ¥eats

and Lady Gregory.

In thgﬂ midst of all this turmoil, Yeats
produced plsy after play, in prose es well as verse
He had written the slight but beautiful one-act
play, 'The Lend of Heart's Desire! in 1394. !'The
Shadowy Waters', Yeats's own favourite plsy, came
out in 19%00. It is a delightful dream world
creafed out of a strenge symbolic imacery — the
red rose, the 1lit torch, the sacramengal wine,
the ancient worm snd drsgon of the world.

'Cathleen ni Houlihan', 'On Baile's Strand' and
'"The Knight's Threshold' dealt with Irish mythology
but Yegts's treatment gave them the significsance

of modern problem plays. 'Deirdre' like 'The
Shedowy Waters' had 1little sction. Both these coul
be called dramas of moonds. They dealt with the

mind end the emotions.

Yeats's later pleys owe a great deal to
Jepanese NO plays. The importsnce of the dance,

of disciplined movements)was brought home to him

ived




by Eastern Drama., Speaking to a zroup of students
at Oxford in 1919, he said that at one period he
tried to steep himself in translations of Sanskrit
plays and assimilate for use in his writings what-
ever in them seemed valuatle and congeniall ' Four
Plays for Dancers'(1921) was written in the new
frame of mind., %he first performance of '4t the
Hawk'!s Well'! was in an ordinary room without a
platform. A patterned screen against the wall at
one end was the only dsvice., Ilasks were worn by th
actors. In 'Calvary' Yeats combines the symbolism

Hobartes with the technique of N6 plays., The play

—
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has a severe, austere beauty., 'Tl
Bones' makes use of a similar lsgend. 'The only
Jealousy of Imir' again deals witl

Cueckhulain.,

Yeats ma%ﬁéd to solve 2 p=arsonal problem
when he =ztiempted to transplant the No plavs to
the Irish stage., And this in spite of the facs'
that Irish mvthological firures as Japanese warrior
produced a rather curious and bizarre esiffect on an
audience. 'Calvery' and 'Resurrection' with
their loose Alexandrines justiiy this treatment
and do not show any straining towards an exotlc
cult, In the much later 'Vheels and Bulterilies!

(1935) he bases his art on the Japanese 'shinji!

and. 'kil play.

1: "™W.B. Yeats: A Study! by C.L: Virenn P.13.
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Yeets hed 1ittle use for démocracy in
the theatre. He remained exclusive and even demsnde
a small snd elect sudience: He mede drems an ela-=
borate rifusl. Yet one of his latest plays,

'The Words upon the Window-pane! (1934) is in
prose. Here he mekes excellent dramestic use of
the seance. The ® expedient of bringing Swift and
Stella to 1l1fe agsin showe dramstic instinet and
resourcefulness. But 'The Words upon the Window-
pane! stends slone smong the later works. In his wve
latest works like 'The King of the Great Clock Tower
he gets very impptientﬁgg~his insbility to ereste th
proper stmosphere for their spprecistion. Its
central theme is Sslome's dance, and its climax

the dance itself; but there is no dsnecing in the
plsy except in the imegination of the audience.

'A Full Moon 1n March'! is the nevw verse-form of
'The King of the Great Clock Tower'. "I wrote

the King of the Great Clock Tower in prose; a
friend, whose Jjudgement I hsve trusted in the pest,
denounced it in violent lsngusgt.e.ss... 1 came

to the conclusion that prose dislogue is =5 un-
popular among my studious friends =8 dialogue in
verse smong sctors snd plsy-goers. I have thereforg
rewritten 'The King of the Great Clock Tower' in
verse, but if =nybody is inclined to play 15, I

recommend the prose VErSLiON. evassssal. 14 Herne's

l. Introduction to 'A Full Moon in Vaerch'
Mecmillan, 1935.
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bg@‘(lgﬁai ig Iin verse and so is his very last play,
'Pursatory’ which was performad at the Abbey in

the summer of 1938 and led to the most heated

and controversizl debates =g to its meaning. It

is to be published this subtumn by his sister

at the Cuala Press.
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THE GREEN HELMET LND OTHER POEMS (1910)
2nd

RESPONSIBILITIES (1914)

"I have elwsys sought to bring my mind
cloge to the mind of Indisn snd Japsnese poets, old
women in Connaught, mediums in Soho, lay brothers
whom I imegine dresmlnz in some mediaeval monsstery
the dreams of their village, learned suthors who
refer all to anticulty; to immerse it in the genersl
mind where thet mind is scarce sepersble from vwhat
we have begun to esll 'the subconselons' . » « »
And ¥ . . o I have murmured evocations and frequented
mediumg, delighted in =211 fthet dlsplayed grest prob-
lems through sensuous imsges, or exciting phrases,
accepting from abstraect schools but o few technical
words thet sre so old they seem bubt broken srchitra-
veg fellen smid bremble and grass, snd have put my-
self to school where o1l things are seen: A Tenedo

Tecitee per amice Silentis Lunae."

Yeats did not undertske these things wil-
fully nor through ¢ love of the strange snd the exoti
but becsuse, "unzccountable things had heppened even
in my childhood, end because of an ungovernsble

craving”a.

1. ‘'Anims Mundi'. Essays (Mzcmillsn) F.3507.
2. 'Hodos Chamekiontes!, Trembling of the Veil
Essays (Mecmillen) P.326-327.
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The remarkable chsnge that we meet with in
Yeats's poetry by 1910 is the result of that period
of speculstion and strugzte. And it ended in disillu-
sionment and bitterness. “The noet finds and makes hi
mask in diseppointment, the hero in defest", he wrote

in Fer Amica Silentia Lunae.l And the net schieve-

ment of it all was a mere faking stock of the desert

sand and of the sayings of sntimuity.B

'The fascination of what is difficult

Has dried the sap out of my vein, and rent

Spontaneous joy and natural content

Out of my hr:au’."t;.‘:j
is the sardonic voice of = man who has struggled and
has been frustrated.

Through all the lying days of my youth

I swayed my leaves and flowers in the sun:

Now I msy wither into the truth.4
rhese lines find s poignant echo in the later

The holy centaurs of the hills are vanished;
' I have nothing but the embittered sun;
Banished heroic mothéer moon and vanished,
And now that I have come to fifty years
‘Iimust endure the timid sun.®

| Which are really lines written in dejection. But soon

l. "Anima Hominis'. Essays (Macmillan, P. 500,

2. c.f. P.502 'Anima Mundi'. 'I will but say like th{
Arab boy that became Vizier: "O brother, L have tal
stock in the desert sand and of the sayings of
antiouity” 1.

'The Fascination of lihat is Difficult' -

and Obher Foems.

'The Coming of Wisdom with Time' - The Green Helme
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. From heel to throat;

he realises that 'men improve with the yesrs!',

I am worn out with dreams,

i A weather-worn marble-triton
among the streams.

But I grow old mmong dreams .

fnnd he develops energy out of conflict and forces =
ltriumph out of defeat. He casts off his old coat:
I maede my song a coat
Covered with embroideries

Out of old mythologies

But the fools csuszht it,
Wore it in the world's eyes
As though they'd wrought it.
Song, let them take 1t,

For there's more enterprise

In walking nsaked.

This was his inner struggle. But at the same
time Ireland, the theatpe, Politics occupied his mind
very much. Synge's strange career and his disagree-
ment with the Nationalists filled his mind. "The

Irish Nationslist=", he wrote in 'J.M. Synge and the

2

Ireland of his Time', 'are preoccupied with the

L

nation's future, with heroes, noets, soldiers, painte;

ers, armies, fleets, but only as these things are

l. 'Men improve with the Years'. Wild Swans at Coole

[



understood by = child in o Nationalist School, while
a secret feeling that whet 1s so unreal needs conti-
nual defence makes them bitter . . « . . They no
longer love, for only life is loved, and st lest, e
generation is like asn hysterical womsn who wilil make
unmessured accusations and believe impossible things,
becsuse of some logical deduction from = solitery
thought which has turned & portion of her mind to
stone“.l « « « « » His impatience becomes s ralllery:
. My curse on nlays
Thﬂifhave to be set up in fifty ways,
On the day's war with every:knave and:doly,
Theatre bqfsiness, management of men. 2
Jdohn O'Leary, the old Penisn, who had ventqred into
an insurrection not hoping to attein victory but to
set the nation an example, stood for romantic Ireland
ahd it was Yeats's hope that =z great tragic poetry
was to arise from it. But he was disapcointed with =

Nationalism which cared only for an immediate viclory

and en immediste utility.

Romantic Ireland 1s deed and gone,

It's with O'Leary in the grave.

Was it for this the wild geese spread
The grey wing upon every tide;

For this that all thet blood was shed,

l. Essays (Macmillsn). P.389. -
Zia 'The Fascination of what ig Difficult! - The
Green Helmet and Other rFoewms.




For thls kdward Fitzgerald died,
And Robert Fmmet and Wolfe Tone, ‘
All that delirium of the brave?
Romantic Ireland's dead and gone,
Tt's with O'Leary in the grave.l
That unity of image which he sought in national
literature seemed hopelessly far away. 'I began to

feel myself not only solitary, but helpless'.2

But this despair turned him towards himsehf
and becomes the subject matter of his Poetry. ?arli%r
he had toyed himself with the idea that Foetry
should be written only about beautiful things. He
wrote about the Celtic Twilight, kternal Beauty,
heroes and heroines of Irish mythology and clothed
them all in a half-dreamy, hypnotic imagery. But
now he leaves the Ivory Tower and presses everything,
patriotism as well, into the démein of Poetry. And
he works hard to rescue his imagination from abstra?tion
and make it as preoccupled with 1life as had been E
the imagination of Chaucer. |
The keynote of 'The Green Helmet and Other
Foems!'! is dissatisfaction, impatience, helplessness.
Dissatisfaction with Ireland:
How should the world be luckier if this house,

Where passion and precision have been one

l. '"September 1913' ('Responsibilities')
2. "Autobiographies' P.326,



Time out of mind, became the ruinous
To breed the lidless eye that loves the sun?-

and with himself:

A11 things can tempt me from this craft of verse:

One time it was 2 woman's face, or worse —

The seeming needs of my fool~driven land;B
It marks a period of trinsition. But by 1914 with
'Responsibilities! he has depsrted into the wilder-
ness. 'The Green Helmet and Other Poems' show sn
advance in precision of imagery and syntax on his
earlier work ('The Mask', for example) though we
get traces in it of that bold use of lonely words,
completely absorbed into the texture of the poems,

which characterised 'The Wwind Among the Reeds'.

'0 love is the crooked thing,
There is nobody wise enough
To find out all that is in 1£'.°
Or
I had this thought = while ago,
'My derling cannot understand
#hat I have done, or whst would do
In this blind bitter land.®

could well be from any of the love lyrics in 'In the

Seven lloods!.

1. "Upon s House Shaken by the Land agitation”.
2. "A1l things can tempt me"

5. 'Brown Penny'.

4. “Viords!




"Responsibllities" marks his entry into
contemporary life, Here his lines are stripped
bare, and we notice in his diction a conscious

attempt to acquire the run of every day speech:

'A cursing rogue with a merry face, |
A bundle of rags upon a crutch,

Stumbled upon that windy place . . Ll

Or

'As I came over Windy Gap

They threw a half-penny into my cap,

For I am runnlng to Paradise; . . .'2

Or again, the refrain of 'September 1913',

Romantic Ireland's dead and gone

It is with O'Leary in the grave.

"Like boughs in winter, they showed the stark perfeq-
tion of their architecture that bound each word to
stem and branch and root: the idea Dbitterly flowing%
out into the bare, clean boughs. |
"tSeptember 1913': 'The Cold Heaven': 'The

Magi': and the terrible

Toil and grow rich

What's that but to lle

With a foul wiltch

And after, drained dry,

To be brought

T 1.'The Hour before Dawn'., 2.'Running to Paradise'




To the chamber where
Lies one long sought

With despair."l

The three main events in contemporary
Irish life which stirred him most were the Parnell
controversy, the dlspute over 'The Playboy' and the i
Dublin Corporation's refusal of a building for Sir
Hugh Lane's famous collection of pictures. And theyi
are directly responsible for 'To a Wealthy Man', 'To?
a friend whose work has come to nothing'z, 'Pandeen'L

'"To a Shade', and, of course, 'September 1913',

'"The Dolls' and 'The Magi' are based on
fables -- "The fable for this poem('The Dolls') came
into my head while I was giving some lectures in
Dublin. I had noticed once again how all thought
among us is frozen into 'something other than human
life', After I had made the poem,I looked up one day
into the blue of the sky,and suddenly imagined,as if
lost in the blue of the sky,stiff figures in procession.
I remembered that they wsre the habitual image suggested
by the blue sky, and looking for a second fable |
called them 'The Magi', complem:entary forms of those;

|
|
enraged dolls"®, Thev form a refreshing contrast to

l. L,A.G,Strong. 'A Letter to W.B.Yeats' P.1l3-14,

2. Lady Gregory thought that the poem 'To a friend
whose work has come to nothing'is addressed to Sir
Hugh Lane, Actually it 1s addressed to her.

3. Collected Works. Macmillan(1973). P.445.



the ]}QlitiCE’tl, literary snd srtistic controversies
which form the bsasis for most of the other poems
in the book. 'In dreams begins responsibility'; but

he had been having very few dreams of lste:

"'"How am I fallen from myself, for a long time
now

I have not seen the Frince of Cheng in my dreams

Khoung-Fou-Tseu"

) 2.6
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THE TAST PHASE.

With 'The Wild Swans st Coole! Yeats
enters the last phase of his poetic career. His
natural expression had always kept up with the
development of his mind. 4and now after the storms
of '"Responsibilities', he has entered into & com-
parative calm. His verse has grown firmer and
terser, eand in 'The Wild Swans at Coole' we notice
e very individual rhythm with a finished besuty.

IThe Trees are in their sutumn beauty,
The woodland paths are dry,
Under the October Twilight the water
Mirrors a still sky;
Upon the brimming water among the stones
Are nine-and-fifty swans.l
The rhythm of that is new to English Poetry sand it
is Yests's own creation. And a different one, but
gzain very individusl is that of:

There is a queen in China, or maybe it's iIn Spaln

and birthdays and holidays such praises can be he afdd

Of her unblemished lineaments, a whiteness with
no stain,

Lhat she might be that sprightly zirl trodden by
a bird;
He hed speculated =z good desl. rIut onee
these speculations had crystallised into definite

patterns, “(he) had created for (himself) =n

2

1.'The Wild Swans at Coole'!
<. His'Phoenix!'



intellectual solitude, (and) most arguments that

could influence action had lost something of their

meaning"i. In these poems he has caught the |

serenity of the swens at Coole, 'Miysterious,
beautiful'. and though there sre 'lines written
in dejection' in them, most of them show & stability
and a poisqwrung out of controlled passion. It J
is the futility of discipline that is not of the whaole
being, that mekes him say 'on being asked for a
poem! :
I think it better that in times 1like these
A poet's mouth muss be silent,for in truth |
iie have no gift to set = statesman right;
He hes had enough of meddling who can pleasg

A young girl in the indolence of her youth,

Or an old msn upon a winter's night.
That is in an ironical vein, is even flippant and |
is in striking contrast to the sustained dignity :

end dispasssionste judgment of 'Ego Dominus Tuus'

Michael Robartes and Owen Aherne are

stripped of their symbolic strappings. The Alchemist
who symbolised a certain mood of the poet's con- |
sciousness is transformed into = "friend who has

but lately returned from Mesopotemia, where, he

has partly found and partly thought out much
philosophy. I consider that sAherne and Hobartes,

men o whose namesakes I had attributed a turbulent

life or death have querrelled with me. They take

e ————— e
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thelr place in & phentasmsgoria in which I endeavour

to explain my philosophy of life and death. To some

extent I wrote these poems as = text for eJ{position."u

He is back to Life with a quiet determination

and gentle assurance in 'a Prayer for my Daughter'z.
What o lovely benediction thst beautiful poem is!
and yet he is full of a grave concern about the
future:

Thing fall spsrt; the centre cannot hold;

Mere sasnarchy is loosed upon the world,

‘he blood-dimmed tide is loosed,and everywher

I'he ceremony of innocence is drowned;

'he best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity.5
The destiny of Europe and the world has taken the
place of Ireland, end mere raillery has given way

to an uttersnce of profound concern. 'Nineteen

Hundred and Nineteen'4 is a heart-breaking poem.

How much he has gained in awareness end the expression

of it can be seen by comparing 'Meditations in time
of Civil War', written et Thoor Ballylee in 19=z2

to 'Upon a home shaken by the Land azitation'.

He had published'A Vision' in 19Z2b, &

difficult text-book of magic and symboli=m, which

—— e

L. lotes., Collected Poems. '33. I+ 446.
2. '"Micheel Robartes snd the Dancer'(1921)
3« 'The Second Coming'.

@

4. Written in 1919, but published in 'The Tower'(1928)
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puzzled the critics. BSome ignored it. Others
evaded it. oven Edmund Wilson, the American.critic,
who has interpreted Yeats's work better than any

one else, dismissed 1t as the price we have to pay
for the greatest intellect of modern times. Yeats
nad an intelligence which will not be denied. His
curiosity till his very last days remained slive,
and he would go round and round everything that

he interested himself in, and into it, until he had

found sll there was to find.

'The Tower'(1928) does not show signs of
such obscurentism. Its symbolism has no trappings,
no veil of fancy, no untracesble a%rological
meaning, and its personages sre far removed from
abstract personifications of particular moods -
“The persons mentioned are associzted by legend,
story and tradition with the neighbourhood of
fhoor Ballylee or Ballylee Castle, where the poem
was written. UMrs. Prench lived at Feterswell 1in
the eichteenth century snd was related to Sir
Jonne Bsrrington, who described the incident of the
eers and the trouble that came of it. The pessant

beauty and the blind poet are Mery Hynes and Reftery'

'The Tower' hss = certain proud austerity

about it, @& nobility, a reticence. Yet he does rend

1. Collected Foems. Mecmillan. F.446.
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the veil now and then, as in:

I mock Plotinus! thought
And cry in Plato's teeth,
Death and life were not
Ti1ll man made up the whole
liade lock, stock and barrel
Qut of his bitter soul.

1.
Aye, sun snd moon and ster, all.

It is something in our own eyes that make us see
Pleto and Flotimuas =zs all transcendence, he adds in
& leter note. That mockery and that cry are thuose
of one whose soul has clapped its hands and sung;
end tsumg ,loudly and with flawless clarity. He

has proved himself no paltry thing, far from 'a
tattered coat upon a stick'. The direct passion

of a poem like 'Leda 2nd the Swan' is almost

startling; end the wonderful lines:

A shudder in the loins engenders there
The broken well, the burning roof and tower
And Agememnon dead.

make you feel the wetual:c pulse of blood.

Then we come to 'The Winding Stair'(1933)
He had a long period of illness in 1928. "Then in
the spring of 1929 1life returned as an impression

of the uncontrollable energy and daring of the

grest creators; it seemed that but for journalism

l. '"The Tower'
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and criticism, all that evesion and explanstion,
the world would be torn in pieces. I wrote 'Mad
as the mist and Snow', o mechanical little song,
end after that almost all thst group of poems
called XXXXK in memory of those exultant veeks,
'Words for Music, Ferhaps'. Then 1ll again, I
warmed myself back into life with !'Byzantium' and
'Veronica's Napkin', looking for s theme that my

vefit my yesrs".l

iie were the lsst romentics — chose for theme
Traditional sanctity and loveliness;
Whatever's written in what poets name

The Book of the people; whatever most csn ble
The mind of man or elevete a rhyme;

But all is changed, that high horse riderless
Thouzh mounted in thst saddle IHomer rode

Where the swan drifts upon s darkening flood.

Homer is the touchstone here. Something in the
nature of a reversion to, and a disdain for the
comforts of religion. Solomon and Sheba have

given place to Crazy Jsne and Jack, the Journeyman.
snd the cold proud women of his esrlier poems have
been superseded by Crazy Jene, self-forgetful and
abandoned in love. Von Hiigel, he dismisses, though

with blessings on his head.
'Homer is my example and his unchristened heart!

And in 'The Dislogue of Self and Soul', he cries:

35

19 Collectey Pooms. P.451.  2.'Coole snd Ballylee!
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1yho can distinguish darkness from the soul?!

The psgen position azgain, a pagen courage and

defiance 1In the face of every humsn imperfection:

I am content to live it all again

And yet again, if it be 1life to pitech

Into the frog-spawn of a blind man's ditch,
A blind man battering blind ﬁen;

Or in that most fecund ditch of all,

The folly that men does

Or must suffer, if he woos

ik
A proud womasn not kindred of his soul.

The love of 1life is unsbated. It is full-blooded,

passlionate in its intensity.

dhry should the imaginstion of man

Long past his prime remembsr things that are
Emblematical of love and war?

Ihink of ancestral night that cean,

If but imsginetion scorn the earth

And intellect its wandering

o this and that and t'other thing,

Deliver from the crime of death and birth.L
There he has surpassed all that he has done. "The
thought is more compressed, the diction simpler,
the vision bolder. . . « « There is, in the Poetry

of (his) lster period, an intellectual content,

‘A Dislogue of Self and Soul'
- Ibid'

0o -
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sn imegination, & passion, snd a sure control which
is not to be matched in =ny poet ¢f (our) generation.
It is contempor=zry roetry, yet it transcends its time
It is aristocbatic, yet has all the vigour coarse-
ness could have given it. It 1is intellectuzl, but
its blood runs hot. It is full of anger, yet
holds the perfect equilibrium. It mocks, but
keeps its dignity. A magnificent arrogance, (the)
response to 'the fascination of what 1s difficult!

informs it gll. It is wise, without wisdom's chill."

l. LeA.G.Strong: & Letter to W.B.Yeals.
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The Developmentz of Veats's interests

with special reference to

'A Vision',

Dorothy H. Hoare in her book 'The Works of
Morris and Veats in Relation to Saga Literature!

points out how lorris found reality in the sounds

and sights of the English landscape, but that Yeats

was moved by his contemplation of the Irish countryJ

consideration of the past and to fantasy. The hilis,

side to turn from everyday reality to the romantic

the country-side, the sea of his familiar West countfy

acquired in his imagination a new symbolic

significance. Yeats himself says how the Irish people

associated legends with places and how svery strange
stone and little copplce has its legend preserved in
written and unwritten tradition. The Irish romantic|
movement, he goes on to add, has arisen out of this

tradition, and should always, even when it makes new

legends about traditional people and things, be

haunted by places. That provides the link between
three important things in Yeats's work - the country;
side, tradition and p=zasant belief. Yeats's early R|
Poetry deals mainly with these,and into these

symbolism, magic and the twilight are all interwoven,

The resulting work at its best becomes the expression

of a trance. The world of phantasy and legends



become a symbol for his imagination and scquire an
irresistable fascinatioﬁ. And so we hear him

saying in one of the sarliest lyrics:

Come away, O human child!

To the waters and the wild

With a faery, hand in hand,

For the world's more full of weeping than you can
understend.

And the man 'Who dreamed of Fairyland!

«+e 8tood among a crowd at Drumahair;

His heart hung all upon a silken dress,
And he had known at last some tenderness,
Before Earth made of him her sleepy care;
But when a men poured fish into a pile,
It seemed they raised their little silver heads,
And sang how day a Druid twilight sheds
Upon a dim, green, well-beloved isle,
Where people love beside star-laden seas;
How Time may never mar their faery vows
Under the woven roofs of quicken boughs:

The singing shook him out of his new ease,

The enchanted 'Happy lownland' with its fruits and
blossoms all the year round, and rivers 'running over
with red beer aBa brown beer' and Queens 'their eyes
blue like the ice' dancing in a crowd is far away
from actuality. Tven Ireland he thought of as half-

historical, half-lsgendary.



It 1s when he says in a slightly later
poem’ thet the actual world with its uncomely
things and dlscords 1s an unsatisfactory place
even to nurse a broken heart:

A1l things uncomely and broken,all things worn out

and old,

The cry of a child by the roadway, the creak of =
1umbering cart,

|

The heavy steps of the ploughman, splashing the
wintry mould,

Are wronging your image that blossoms a rose khxk
in the deeps of my heart
that we become aware of a real conflict which is .
not merely the dissatisfaction of the early poems.
The aestheticism of Pater on which he had based his|
|
philosophy of Art led him on to the cultivaetion of i
|
the imaginetion as an end in itself., He had been |
would
conscious of its inadequacy, butAPut above everythiﬁg
|
else the nobility and splendour of 'Imagination', ;

Frustrated love and its bitter memory bring him

to earth. The lines:

Things said or done long ago,

Or things I did not do or say

But thought that I might say or do,
Weigh me down, and not a day

But something i= reealled,

My conscience or my vanity appalled.

1'The Lover tells of the Rose in his heart!



are 2lmost tragic in their passionate seriousness
and show genulne penitence. The shallowness, perhaps
even a sense of the futility of his inspiration

oppresses him, 'Thes lrsen Holawmct (101

'The Green Helmet!(1910) has poems
with such different titles as 'A Friend's Illness',
1At Galway Raceszf 'On hearing that the the students
of our new University have joined the agitation
against Immoral Literature', 'A Drinking Song' end
'Upon a House Shaken by the Land Agitation'!. That
is the beginning of the nsw phase in Yeats's career,
Contemporary life becomes a very important theme
and his interests gather in variety and strength.
The Irish Revolution and hls career as a member

of the Irish Senate brought him close to political

machinery and the intricacies of its workings.

Yet, in the main, his conception of 1life
remained a fixed one, not static,but moving within a
circle. In his early days he thought of legends in
cycles. And now, in 'A Vision' he speaks of human

history as a circle produced by the turning of

two revolving cones upon each other. "One must bear
in mind that the Christian Tra, like the two thousand
years, let us say, that went before it, ls an entire
wheel, =nd sach half of i1t an entire wheel, that each

Nalf when 1t comes to its 28th Phase reaches the 15th

Phase or the 1lst Phase of the entire fra, It



follows thersfore that the 15th Phase of each !
millenium, to keep the symbolic measure of time, !
is FPhase 8 or Phase 22 of the entire era, that |
Aphrodite rises from a stormy sea, that Helen could |
not be Helen but for beleaguered Troy. The era itsélf

is but half of a greater era and its Phase 15

comeg g1so at a period of war or trouble",

Describing the scheme of 1life represented

by the pattern of 'The Great Wheel', Ysats says:
"According to Simplicius, a late commentator on i
Arlstotle, the Concord of Fmpedocles fabricates all |

things into 'an homogeneous sphere'!, and then Discon

inhabit, but even the sphere formed by Concord is not

separates the elements and so makes the world we

the changeless eternity, for concord or Love but |
offers us the image of that which is changeless. i
If we think of the vortex attributed td Discord

as formed by circles diminishinpg until they are notﬁing,
and of the opposing sphere attributed to Concord

as forming from itself an opposing vortex,the

apex of each vortex in the middle of the other's

base, we have the fundamental symbol of my in-
structors."’ One pole represents complete

objiectivity and the other complete subjectivity,

and a circular journey between the two extremes

along the circumfsrence touches upon various

1. 'A Vision'(Macmillan, 1937) P R67-68.
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phases of human personality. "The identification

of time with subjectivity 1is probably as old as
philosophy; a2ll that we can touch or handle, and

for the moment I msan no other objsctivity, has
shape or magnitude, whereas our thoughts and emotions
have duration =snd quality, a thought recurs or is |
habitual, a lecture or a musical composition is ?
measured vpon the clock. At the same time pure tim%
and pure space, pure subjectivity and pure |
objectivity -~ the plane at the bottom of the cone
and the point at its apex -- are abstractions or

figments of the mind . "t

If the moon represents subjectivity and
the sun objectivity, the phase of complete |
objectivity will be when the dark of the moon ‘
is closest to the sun. The phase of complete
subjectivity will be represented by the Full Moon. ;
There are only antipodal types of supernatural being%
at the two poles as humen beings cannot live there.l
And along the 'orbit of the moon' are sltuated the

number of phases which represent different types

of human personality.

"The subjective cone is called that of
the 'antithetical tincture'! because it is achieved

and defended by continual conflict with its oppositej

1. 'A Vision'. P.70-71. |




the objective cone is called that of the 'primary
tincture'! because whereas subjectivity . . . tends
to separate man from man, objectivity brings us back
to the mass where we begin".1 The antithetlcal
tincture is emotlional and aesthetic whereas the
primary tincture is resasonable and moral. "Within

these cones move what are called the !'Four Faculties]:

'Will' and 'Mask', 'Creative lMind' and 'Eody of Fate! "2

All this is worked out with great care
and ingenuity; and throughout, Yeats has paid great
attention to his 'Instructors!. The explanations |
and the gignificance attached to these 'Symbols of
Reality' are very complicated, but what is important
is the fact that his imagination was moved profounrdly
by the Circle itself, Look at that very difficult !

Poem, 'The Phases pf the Moon! ®:

Robartes. ‘Twenty-and-eight the phases of the moon,
The full and the moon's dark and all the crescgnts,
Twenty-and-eight, and yet but six-and-twenty
The cradles that a man must needs be rocked in:
For there's no human life at the full or the dark.
From the first crescent to the hal®, the dream.

But summons to adventure and the man

Is always happy like a bird or a beast;

1. 'A Vision' P.71-72
i Ibig. P73,

2
3. '"The Wild Swans at Coole!



But while the moon is rounding towards the full |

He follows whatever whim's most difficult

Among whims not impossible, and though scarred,

As with the cat-o'-nine-tails of the mind,
His body moulded from within his body
Grows comelier. Eleven pass, snd then
Athena takes Achilles by the hair,

Hector is in the dust, Nietzsche is born,

Because the heroes' crescent is the twelfth.

And yet, twlce born, twice buried, grow he must,

Before the full moon, helpless as a worm.

The thirteenth moon but sets the soul at war

In 1ts own bsing, and when that war'slbegun
There is no muscle in the arm; and after,
Under the frenzy of the fourteenth moon
The soul begins to fremb¥e into stillness,
To die into the labyrinth of itself!

¥ X X R -E R R X2 OZx
All thought becomes an image and the soul
Becomes fz’bod'y: that body and that soul

Too perfect at the full to lie in a cradle,
Too lonely for the traffic of the world:
Body and soul cast out and cast away
Beyond the visible world.

X X X X x X X X X X X

When the moon's full those creatures of the full

Are met on the waste hills by country men



Who shudder and hurry by: body and soul
gstranged amid the strangeness of themselves,
Caught up 1n contemplation, the mind's eye
Fixed upon images that once were thought;

For separate, perfechb, and lmmovable

Images can break the solitude

Of lovely satisfied, indifferent eves.

x x £ X X X x x
And after that the crumbling of the moon. |
The soul remembering its loneliness

Shudders in many cradles; all is changed, !
It would be the world's servant, and as it serve%,
Choosing whatever task's most difficult
Among tasks not impossible, it takes
Upon the body and upon the soul

The coarseness of the drudge.

Aherne. EBefore the full |
!
|

Robartes. Because you are forgotten, half out of 1ﬂfe!

It sought itself and afterwards the world,

And never wrote a book, your thought is clear. !
Reformer, merchant, statesman, learned man, |
Dutiful husband, honest wife by turn,
Cradle upon cradle, and all in flight and all
Beformed because there is no deformity
But saves us froma dream.

Aherne, And what of those
That the last servlile crescent has set free?

|
Robartes. Because all dark,like those that are all light,
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They are cast beyond the verge, and in a cloud, |
Crying to one another like the bats;

And having no desire they cannot tell

Vhat's good or bad, or what it is to triumph
At the perfection of one's own obedience;
And yet they speak what's blown into their mind; |
Deformed beyond deformity, unformed,

Insipid as the dough before it is baked,

They change their bodles at a word. . . . .

When all the dough has been so kneaded up |
That it can take what form cook Nature fancy, |
The first thin crescent is wheeled round once more.
X x x x x %X x|
Hunchback and saint and fool are the last cresceﬂts.
The burning bow that once could shoot an arrow |
Out of the up and down, the wagon-wheel |
Of beauty's cruelty and wisdom's chatter -

Out of that raving tide - is drawn betwixt

Deformity of body and mind. . . . . .

'The Phases of the Moon' describes the cycle so
elaborately explained in 'A Vision' and the two shoula
really be read together, A vein of pessimlsm keeps

on intruding now and then, as fér example when

Aherne says:

'Al1l dreams of the soul
End in a beautiful man's or woman's body.'

Whether the 'Instructor' really provided 'metaphors



for Poetry' or not the 'Vision' and the 'Great Circle!
form an integral part of many of Veats's later poems.
And in some of them the metaphors are very striking
indeed. Look at the diction and the imagery of the

second verse of 'The ~econd Coming':

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 sands of the deserﬁ
A shape with lion body and the head of a man, i
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, E
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds,

The darkness dropd again; but now I 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? :
|
|

Some of Yeats's best poems like the beautiful 'Leda

and the Swan' can be fully understood only by lookingi
back at 'A Vision'. "Xmagkx "I imagine the annunciati%n
that founded Greece as made to Leda, remembering that
they showed in a Spartan temple, strung up to the roof
as a holy relic, en unhatched egg of hers; and that
from one of her eggs came Love and from the other War.

But all things are from antithesis, and when in my
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ignorance € try to imagine what older civilisation that
annunciation rejected I can but see bird and woman
blotting qﬁt some corner of the Babylonian mathematical
starlight’.'l says Yeats in 'A Vision' and we see how
closely connected the poem is to that work. The
connectiof of the poems 'Sailing to Byzantium' and
'Byzantium' to 'A Vision' is not so direct; but the
full and specific significance of 'Byzantium' to

Yeats 1s a2gain made clear in 'A Vision': "Each

age unwinds the thread another age had wound and it
amuses one to remember that bsfore Phidias, and his
westward-moving art, Persia fell, and that when Full
lloon came round egain, amid eastward-moving thought,
and brought Byzantine glory, Rome fell; and that

at the outset of our westward-moving Renaissance
Byzantium fell; all things dying each other's life,

living each other's death “.2

It is not far wrong to say that 'Byzantium' |
and 'Leda' in imaginative intensity rank very high
| in Yeats's output and these as well as 'The “econd
| Coming' are conceived within the'Wheel'. '"Some will
| ask", he says, "Whether I believe in the actual existence
of my circuilts of sun amd moon. Those that include,
now gll recorded time in one circuilt, now what Blake

called 'the pulsators of an artery', or plalinly

symbolical, but what of those thet fixed like a
|

butterfly upon a pin, to our centra%ﬁate, the first

| day of our Era, divide actual history into periods

k.' ;_1- TA Vision'P,268. 2. Ibid, P 270-271
|



of equal length? To such a question I can but
answer that if sometimes, overwhelmed by miracle
as all men must be when in the midst of it, I have
taken such perilods literally, my reason has soon
recovered; and now that kEkks the system stands

out clearly in my imagination I regard them as
stydistic arrangements of experience comparable

to the cubes in the drawing of Wyndham Lewis and
to the ovolds in the sculpture of Brancusi, They
have helped me to hold in a single thought reality

and justice”l.

Outside this, the sphere of Yeats's
human sympathies does not seem to be very wide.
When he turned from Pater's aestheticlism to

Politics and contemporary things, we find him

occasionally impatient, railing at political faction%

and petty contentlons:

They must to keep their certainty accuse
All that are different of a base intent;
Pull down established honour; hawk for news
Thatever their loose phantasy invent

And murmur it with bated breath, as. though
The abounding gutter had been Helicon

0f calumny a song. How can they know

Truth flourishes where the student's lamp
has shone,

l. 'A Vision! P.24-25.



And there alone, that have no solitude?
So the crowd come they care not what may come.

They have loud music,hope every day renewed

[
And heartier loves; that lamp is from the tomb.l

|
|
Or again, |
How could you dream they'd listen
That have an ear alone

For those new comrades they have found,

Lord Edward and Wolfe Tone,

Or meddlzs with our give and take

That converse bone to bone??
In other places it is controlled and dignified;
Violence upon the roads: violence of horses. . .

Perhaps 'Remorse for intemperate Speech! was the

reason,

I ranted to the knave and fool,

But outgrew that school.

Yeats's profoundest political outburst is in the I
memorable lines of 'The Second Coming' where his i
contemporary awareness becomes the prophetic utterance

of a man who is no longer concerned with nationalism

or patriotism in any narrow sense,

As the years went by, hls bluntness of

speech began to be more and more noticeable., The

1.'The Teaders of the Crowd'. 2 ' ixteen Lead Men'



terrible naked mess of 'The Witch' is Eﬁﬁﬁﬁiﬂﬁ%&:
seen again and again. It is seen in the Crazy Jane!
poems as well as In the later 'The First, Second
and Third Songs of the Chambermaid! in the !'New

Poems', |

We also notice the increasing vein of
pessimism, 'Coole and Ballylee' shows a complete
disregard for religion. Both 'Vacillation' with
its terrible challenge to Von Higel and 'The Tower'
concsal thls pessimism under a cover of arrogance.
Yeats's work has no unifying moral subject. The :
world of legend he has crsated, the cycles of thought
and human history, his great utterances of noble !
egotism have no moral and no religion. Could he
find no subject of moral significance in the soclal
1ife of his time? FPerhaps it was the quest for this
that turned him to Purohit Swami and the Upanishadg,
Patanjali and Bhagwan Sri Hamsa., He had explored |
and experimented with a variety of subjects. ThatI
his insatiable curlosity gave him new interests ;
at svery stage of his 1life can be seen by examininé
the titles of his last volume of poems: 'A Bronze |
Head', 'Long-legged fly', 'News for bthe Delphic Oracle!,
'The Statues', 'Politics!, 'The Circus Animals' |
Desertion', 'Man and Zcho', 'A Nativity', 'The
Apparitions'!, 'High Talk', 'John Kinsella's
Lament for Mrs. Mary Moore', 'Hound Voice'. If

we compare them with the contents of an earlier



o
volume like 'The Wind Among the Reeds', the dePelop-

ment of his 'interests' becomes pronounced:

« « » Stilted boys, that burnished chariot,

Lion and woman and the Lord knows what.

And whesther the thought is as profound as his curio?ity
and his awareness, we cannot but marvel at his techﬁi—
cal mastery, his humanity, and his integrity as an

artist.



THE_TFECHNICAL DEVELOPMFENT,

In dedlecating his 'Harly Poems and Stories!

(1925) to Ashe King, Yeats wrote:

"A couple of days ago, while correcting
the proofs of this book, I remembered a lecture you
delivered in the year 1894 to the Dublin National
Literary Soclety; a denunclation of rhstoric, and
of Irish rhetoric most of all; and that it was a
most vigorous and merry lecture and roused the anger
of the newspapers. Thereon I declded to offer
a book to you -- though I had years ago dedicated
various sections to friends, some of whom are long
dead -~ for, a distaste for rhetoric was a chief
characteristic of my generation, and gave the book
1ts defects and qualities., The Irish form of
Victorian rhetoric had declined into a patriotic
extravagance that offended all educated minds, but
Victor Hugo and Swinburne had so delighted our
schooldays that we distrusted our habitual thoughts.
I tried after the publication of 'The Wanderings of
Oisin' to write of nothing but emotion, and in the
simplest language, and now I have had to go through
1t all, cutting out or altering passages that are
sentimental from lack of thought. Are we not always
doomed to see our world as the Stolecs foretold,
consumed alternately by fire and water? TUpon the

other hand, I cannot have altogether failed in



simplicity, for these poems, written before my seven-
and-twentisth year, are still the most popular that

I have written. A giryhade pro found by the first
pride of beauty, though all but a child still,

once sald to me, 'Innocence is the highest achieve-
ment of the human intellect' and as we are encouraged
to belleve that our intellects grow with our years

I may be permitted the conviction that -- grown a
little nearer innocence -- I have found a more appro-

priate simplicity."

This dedication is a confession of faith |
which provides us with the clue to Yeats's technical
development as a poet., His hereditary passion for
refusing to regard any poem of his as quite finishedl
made him polish and repolish his =arly work a greatl
deal, even r@?et them. But there was a plan behindi
these re-writings. It was not merely an attempt to
give his poems better finish. '""If I can be sincere
and make my language natural, and without becoming
discursive like a novellst and so indiscreet and
prosaic", I said to myself, "I shell, if good
luck or bad luck make my life interesting, be a

great poet. e

That was the ffame of mind in which he set

upon a great d=al of the work of revision. The first

1l.John B, Yeats, W.B.'s father, was notorious for his
inability to regard any of his plctures as finished.
2. 'Autobiographiss'. P. 127,



revised versions of 'The Wanderings of Oisin' (1895,
1899) and The Rose poems bear testimony to that.

In the earliest version Yeats seems to be striving
for poetlcal effects and freedom of sxpression.

The use of 'ye', 'thou' for thesecond person,
inversions like 'Taller the trees grew'!, wrong
prepositions for the sake of Poetic effect (Chased
of a phantom hound' for 'Chased by a phantom hound!)
are not merely unnatural, but strained. Compare the
earliest (1882) version of the following song

from the Second Book of 'The Wanderings of Oisin':

My brothers and my slsters live and thrive,

And chase the wild bee homeward to his hive
Afar in ancient IEri,

By lakes and meadow lands and lawns afar,

Where goes to gaze the restless-footed star

Of twilight when he is weary.

They murmur like young partridse in the morn,
When theﬁéwake upspringing; with loud horn
They chase at noon the deer.

When the earliest dew-washed star from eve hath leant,
Then muse thevy on the household wool intent,

Or carve 2 dreadful spear.

Oh, sigh, awake and go you forth for me;
Flutter along the froth-lips of the sea,

And go you close to them,



From sleeper unto sleeper murmur you,

If they still slumber, touch their eyelids blue,

And shike their coverlets hem,

And tell them how I weep, untll they weep;
Then mounted on a heron, o'er the deep

Return when you are weary, ‘
And tell me how my kindred's tears are welling,
And one whom you will go to without telling,

Say how he weeps in iri,

with the final version(1933):

My brothers spring out of their beds at morn,;
A-murmur like young partridge:with loud horn |
They chase the noontide deer;

And when the dew-drowned stars hang 1in the ailr
Look to long fishing-lines, or point and pare!
An ashen hunting spear,

O sigh, 0 fluttering sigh, be kind to me;
Flutter along the froth lips of the sea,

And shores the froth lips wet: ;

And stay a 1little while,and bid them weep:

Ly

Ah, touch thsir blue-veined eyelids 1f they sleep,

And shake their coverlet.

When you have told how I weep endlessly,
Flutter along the froth lips of the sea
And home to me agailn,

And in the shadow of my hair lie hid,
And tell me that you found a man unbid,

The saddest of all men.

o
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The 1895 version differs very 1littls from the 1933
version except for the fact that it is divided up
into three stanzas1 which shows that most of the

simplification was done in the period 1890-1900,

Let us examine now the various stages in
the process of revision of a much-revised poem,
'A cradle song'. The earliest version we have access

to

The ang=sls are sending
A smile to your bed.
They weary of tending

The souls of the dead.

Of tending the Seven -
The planets' old brood:
And God smiles im heaven

To see you so good.

My darling, I kiss vyou,
With arms round my own.
Ah, how shell I miss you

When heavy and grown.

is given in a letter to Mrs, Katherine Tynan Hinkson.
The next revised version (1895) 1s considerably

different:

The angels are bending
Above your white bed;

They weary of tending

-_-_—_‘—‘——-——-—,. —
1. Appendix



The souls of the dead.

God smiles in high heaven
To see you so good;
The o0ld planets seven

Grow gay with his mood.

I kiss you and kiss you,
With arms round my own;
Ah, how shall I miss you,

When, dear, you have grown,

A still later version (1912) is again very

different:

The angels are stooping
Above your bed;
Thev weary of trooping

With the whimpering dead.

God's laughing in heaven
To see you so good;
The Shining SPeven

Are gay with his mood.

I kiss you and kiss you,
My pigeon, my own;
Ah, how I shall miss you

When you have grown.

The very final version (1933) is still different,
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though the difference is only very slicght from the
1912 version. 'The Cradle Song' is a very good
example of a word by word revision in an attempt

to achieve a precision of style. Ulost of the poems
are revised in a similar manner, though some are
completely rewritten, 350 much so that it is
impossible to recognlse the connzction between the two
but for the title. Thus the earliest version of

'The Lamsntation of the 01d Pensioner'(1892):

I had a chair aqbvery hearth,

When no one turned to see,

With "look at that old fellow there,
And who may he be?"

And therefore do I wander on,

And the fret lies on ms,.

The road-side trees keep murmuring,
Ah, wherefore murmur ye,

As in the old days long gone by,
Green oak and poplar tree?

The well-known faces are all gone

And the fret lies on me.

is shorter than the revised version, and 1s totally

different:-

Although I shelter from the rain
Under a brokesn tres,

My chair was nearest to the fire

In every company,



in their different ways.

precision, for economy.

occupations with revisions is over.

That talked of love or politics

Ere time transfigured me.

Though lads are making pikes again
For some conspiracy,

And crazy rascals rage thelr fill
At human tyranny;

My contemplations are of time

That has transfigured me.

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

And yet the beauties that I loved
Are in my memory;

I spit into the face of Time

That has transfigured me.

Here the difference between the two pasmx is that

between two entirely different poems, both pleasant

revisions as a whole is a quest for style, for

is the fact that they show us how serious and

conscious a craftsman Veats was.

By 1900, the first period of pre-

Movement, and Yeats's assoclation with the French

In the &ssay, 'The Symbolism of Poetry'(1900) he

“hat is evident in these

And their real importance

The Symbolist

pobss, Mallarm€ in particular, create a middle period.



attempts to clarify his view of symbolie diction: |
'With this return to ilmaglnation, thls understanding
that the laws of art, which are the hidden laws of the
world, can alone bind the imagination, would come a
change of style, and we would cast out of serious
Poetry those energetic rhythms, as of a man running,
which are the invention of the will with its eyes
always on something to be done or undone; and we woﬁld
seek out those wavering, meditative, organic rhythm%,
which are the embodiment of the imagination that |
neither desires nor hates, because it has done with|
time.' In 'The Wind Among the Reeds' Symbolism, Magic,
and Legend are gll interwoven in an attempt to create
a style meant to suggest rather than describe. The
symbols themselves, therefore, lose power and signif
ficance, because they are not sufficiently i

isolated. Look at such an unsatisfactory poem as

'The Cap and Bells'.

A change in interests and the nature of
the themes employed always brings about a change
in the expression of it. And with the beginning
of the last phase we notice a corresponding change
in Yeatg's diction. In the later Yeats we never

find lines like:

The love-tales wrought with silken thread
By dreaming ladies upon cloth
That has made fat the murderous moth;

The roses that of old time were



Woven by ladies in their hair,
The dew-cold lilies ladies love

Through many a sacred corridor . . .

because there are no 'dew-cold 1lilies' and dreamy
ladies in &k& his later Poetry. Nearer to
contemporary life in his themes, his diction also
develops in the same direction. It acquires the run
of every day speech, and he succeeds in finding an
idiom close enough to the world he lives in. He |
keeps it free from rhetorical ornament and works
carefully towards making it less 'poetic'. He
even uses bad rhyme, guite deliberately, afraid
that rhyme sounds artificlal and haniulling |
effect, Look atx the following lines from 'A Dialogue

of Self and Soul':

A living man is blind and drinks his drop.
WWhat matter if the ditches are impure?
What matter if I 1ﬁxve it all once more?
Endure that toll of growlng up;

The ignominy of boyhood; the distress

0f boyhood changing into man;

The unfinished man and his pain

Brought face to face with his own clumsiness.

Here 'drop' rhymes with'up'; 'impure' with 'more';
and 'men' with 'pain'. The effect of the bad rhyme |
is to create a kind of muted seriousness. Its

comparative novelty also compels attention. Certain



bad rhymes , of course, have been permitted by
convention in inglish Poetry like 'love'! and

'prove' or'happlly' and'tree!. But in the poem

of Yeats just gquoted it seems to be the rule rather
than the exception. Yeats also uszs internal rhymes|,
which is a modern device, as well as 'pararhymes!
invented and brought into modern use by Wilfred
Owen. All these give his lines something of the
quality of a carefully conceived structure, Witness

for example:

No longer in Lethean foliage caught

Begin the preparation for your death

And from the fortieth winter by that thought
Test every work of intellect or faith, ;
And everything that your own hands have wrought,
And call those works extravagance of breath

That are not suited for such men as come

Proud, open-eyed and laughing to the tomb.

Yeats has a private meaning to attach to |
everything. How far he has used the 'striking
metaphors! of the elaborate cycle explained in 'A
Vision' has been discussed in the last chapter.
Magical tsrms, spiritualistic code-words, Irish
peasant dialect, Hindu philosophical terms(echoes
of the Bhagavadgita), all come into his diction. The
difficulty (one might even say unintelligibility)

would have been greater if it hadfhot been for his



logical syntax and a recognisable metric., FHis
verse 'sounds' so convincing that we do not bother
about the exact meaning. The impression of a
mystical faith, the movement within a Cycle, the
sincerity, the passion are all conveyed to the
reader with effect. The tower in 'The Tower'! 1s

at the same time an ordinary tower in Co.Galway

s an intellectual symbol,

The language 1s always manipulated with
great skill, and the whole structure 1s so masterly

that the mere movement of the verse in a line like
'An ancient Dbankrupt master of this house ..!

smooths away the roughness of its meaning. Take the

following lines from 'The Tower!':

And certaln men-ateerms thsre were
Whose images,in the Great Memory stored,
Come with loud cry and panting bresst

To break upon a sleeper's rest |

While their great wooden dlce beat on the
board.

|
The last 1line has the intensity and suggestiveness
conveyed to us by painting, drama, the ballet. If
1t does not express directly a fact of human ex-
perience, that is because his vision end his

suthority have been acquired through varied and

sometimes #inscrutable channels.



CONCLUSTION.

In the Freface to 'The King of the Great
Crock Tower'(1935) Yests ss=id: 'A year ago I found
thaet I had written no verse for two yeers". 4nd
he zoegs on to wonder whnether it was the closing
of Coole rYark, the passing of its owner, or his
own 0ld sge (he was 69 then) that was responsible
for it. He gaethered together some of his new poems
end esked a friend for criticism. It is obvious fro
the d@étméﬁEEOﬂ.that the friend was BEzra Pound.
round rci\led at him for reading Shaekespeare and
Chaucer =nd pointed out lajor Douglas's works on
Sociasl Credit. In chsracteristic manner he gave hig

criticism of the poems in the one word, '‘putrid'.

Some of those poems have since then appear
in 'New roems'(1938) and nrove the fallibility of
meny of Mr. Found's sayings. They show no flageing
in his powers. The estonishing growth of his
Foetry from strength to strength continues.

'The Three Bushes' is a ballad related with o
simplicity and = directness which cannot be surpasse
and '"Sweet Dancer'!' has the ripeness and sureness of
touch of the master. The uncompromising way in
which he expresses himself in The Chamber Maid's
Songs, withholding nothing, has a terrible suggestiv

ness and beauty; it is the work of an =adult who

i

ed

d.
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has not forgotten youth.

'l was pgood-looking once . . . but my
unpractised verse was full of infirmity, my Muse
old as it were", he wrote in 'Bounty of Sweden';
" and now I am old =nd rheumatic and nothing to
look at, but my Muse is young. I am even persusded
that she is like those angels in Swedenborg's vision,
s 2nd move perpetuelly "towards the day-spring of

her youth®!

The Poet laureate, John Masefield,
summed up fests's achievement beautifully when he
said : 'I have thought of him ss of a Greek poet
from Byzantium who, heving attained immortslity in
Arabia, ceme, seeking wisdom to Renaissance Italy,
and then, having watched from some high tower the
spectacle of the decline of life #m-the during three
centuries, descended in the late Victorien times
to say thet Unearthly Leauty lives, and that her
Shadow, cast on the mind of some turbulent wanderer,
whom the world siays, is lovelier than those great
possessions which numb the mind, and redden the lend
with suburbs and blacken the towns with death’l.
£nd then went on to say: 'A simpler sge would heve

canonised him; of course after first burning him

at the stake.!

To the very last his mind remained cuick

|6l
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end alive, and his curiosity, stronger than ever.

Ve

is strange, but sppropriste that simultaneously

And
[

|with his death appeared two poems of his in !'The

| London Mercury' which show that he had prepared for

| his ond.l

i Man.

| ++++All that I have said and done,
Low that I am o0ld and ill,

Turns into a guestion till

L lie sweke night after night

And never get the answer right.
- . - - - . . .

snd all seems evil until I
Sleepless would lie down and die.
cho.

Lie down and die.

|9 lest will and testament.

What can I but enumerste old themes,

! First thst sea-rider Usheen led by the nose

Ihrough three enchanted islands, sllegorical dreams,

Vain gaiety, vsin battle, valn repose,

Themes of the embittered hesrt, or so it seems,
Thset might adorn old songs or courtly shows;
But what cared I that set him on to ride,

I, sterved for the bosom of his falry bride.

1. Apprendix.

'"The Circus Animgl's Basertion'l is in the nature of

I&:?



l And then a counter-truth filled out its play,

ﬂ 'The Countess Cathleen' was the name I gave it,
She, pity-crazed, had given her soul away

Eut masterful Heaven had intervened to save it.
I thought my dear mist her own soul destroy

20 did fanaticism and hate enslsve it,

And this brought forth = dream and soon enough

This dream had all my thought and love.

And when the Fool and £1ind Man stole the bread
n Cuchull=in fought the ungovernable sea,

Hdesrt mysteries there, and yet when all ig saild

It wes the dream itself enchanted me:
Cherzcter isolated by a deed

k Yo engross the present and dominate memory.
E Pleyers and painted stage took all my love
}

|

And not those things that they were emblems of.

Those masterful images becsuse complete

Grew in pure mind but out of what began?

L~ mound of refuse or the sweepings of = street,
] 0ld kettles, old bottles, and a broken can,

0ld iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut

Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder's gone

I must lie down where all the ludders start
In the foul rag snd bone shop of the heart.
He took count of his achievement ss if with a pro-

phetiv vision of the coming end.
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THE WANDERINGS OF OISIN.
PARTS: I.&.I1L.
(An edition to illustrate the development of the
diction of

William Butler Yeats.)

(With a short introductory note)




THE WANDERINGS OF OISIN

The follpwlng pages are an attempt to indi-+
cate the nature of Yeats's revisions and how far they
are an index to the advance in his diction, I have
civen the earliest version (1889) of 'The Wanderings;
of Oisin' on the left hand side and the final
version (1933) on the right hand side with footnotes
which glve the intermediate versions. I have stopped
with the first two parts as they were the ones which!
were entirely rewritten. The third part, which even
in the earliest version 1s technlcally more advanced
than the preceding ones has hardly been changed in |
later editions. The second editlion of 'The Wander-
ings of Oisin' (revised) was published in 1895, the
third in 1899, the fourth in 1901, the fifth in 1904,
the sixth in 1908 and the seventh in 1912, I have

referred to these editions in the footnotes as 2, 3,

4, 5, 6, 7.

The title in the earliest version runs —
'The Wandsrings of Oisin and How a Demon trapped
him', The laﬁ%r part is dropped in the later editions,
The sub-titles of the three books (I 'The Island of |
the Living, II 'The Island of Victories', III 'The;
Island of Forgetfulness') have also been dropped in
the later editions. The 1889 edition do=s not have

the motto from Tulka — "Give me the world 1f thou

wilt, but grant me an asylum for my affection”.

Th: general trend of the revision 1s



towards a stricter simplicity and an almost

fastidious avoldsnce of surplusage. I have indlcated

this as well as the gain in power in the later
verslons by Yeats's better understanding and

knowledge of Irish mythology in the chapter on

'The Wanderings of Oisin'. The sequence of events, |

even of lines and paragraphs is, on ths whole,

retained.

There is little doubt that Yeats hated
this work of revision and that he'g;;-compelled
to do 1t by an uncontrollable urge., In the notes
to the Prefatory Poem to 'Responsibilities! he
says — '"Free of the ten and four" (L.3) is an
error I cannot now correct without more re-writing
than I have a mind for,' Neither was he Xk always
prompted by the desire to be 'accurate'., 1In the
notes to the Collected Poems (1933) he says: "In
this edition of my poems I have adopted Lady
Gregory's spelling of Gaelic names with, I think,
two exceptions. The 'd' of 'Fdain' ran too well
in my verse for me, to adopt her perhaps more
correct 'Etain' and for some reason unknown to me

I have always preferred 'Aengus' to her 'Angus',

The substantial changes began during

the period 1890 to 1895. The difference between



the 1889 version and the 1895 version is far
greater than that between 1895 and 1932. Thus
most of the work of revision was done in the
'nineties?, a period of intensive search for
simplicity and naturalism in style in VYeats's

career,



HE EITNGS OF OISIN
ND
HOW A DENO JAPFED: HIM.
part 1
The Island of the Living.

Oisin, tell me the famous story
Why thou outlivest, blind and ho=ry,
The bad old days. Thou wert, men sing,

Tpapned of an amorous demon thing.

Oisin.

'Tis sed remembering, sick with yesrs,

The swift innumerable years

The long-lived warrinrs, the spread feast;
ind love, in the hours when youth has ceased
Yet will I make all plain for thee.

We rode in sorrow, with strong hounds three

Bran, Sgeolan, end Lomsair,

s

On a morning misty and mild znd falr.

The mist-drops hung on the fragrant trees,
And in the blossoms hung the bees.

We rode in sadness above Lough Laen,

For our best were dead on Gavra's green.




THR WANDFRINGS OF QOISIN,
ook T,

With 2 heavy heart and a wandesring mind,
Have known three centuries, noets sing,

0f dalliance with a demon thing.

Oisin, Sad to remember, sick with years,
The swift Innumersble spears,
The horsemen with their floating hair,
And bowls of barley, honey, and wine,
Those merry counles dencing in tune,

And the white body that lay by mine;

. Patrick. You who are bent, and bsld, and blind,

lo

But the tale, though words be lighter than sir,

Fust live to be o0ld like the wanderine moon,

2,%,4,5,6, have a motto:- 'Give me the world if Ti

but grant me an asylum for my affections!',

Spellings, 1895 has St. Patrick.
1899, 1901 S, Patrick.
1908 S. Patriec.
1912 S. Patrieck.

1885 has Usheen.
1899, 1901, 1908 Oisin.
1912 TUsgheen.

2,%,4,5,6, have "And feet of maidens dancing in

tune"



The stac we chased was nobt more sad,
And vet, of vore, wuch peace h= had

In his own leafy forest house,

I8

Sleek as any granarv mouse

Arong the fields oif wavine fern,

We thought on Oscar's pencilled urn.

Than the hornless deer we chased that morn,
A swifter creature nsver was torn,

And Bran, Sgeolan, and Lomair

Were lolling their tongues, and the silken hair
Of our strong steeds was dark with sweat,
When ambling down the vele we met

A maiden, on a slender steed,

Whose careful pastern pressed the sod

As thourh he held an =arthly mead

Scarce worthy of a hoof gold-shod.

For gold his hooves and silk his reign,
And 'tween his ears, above his mane,

A pgolden crescent 1lit the plsin,

And pearly-white his well-groomed hair,

His mistress was more mild and fair

Than doves that moaned r-und iman's hall
Among the leaves of the laurel wall,

And feared always the bow-string's twanging.



Caoilte, and Conan, and Finn were there,

When we followed a deer with our baying hounds,

With Bran, Sceolan, and Lomair,

And passing the Firboles' burisl-mounds,

Came to the cairn-heaped scrassy hill

Where passionate llaeve 1s stony-still;

And found on the dove-grey edge of the sea

A pearl-pale, high-borm lady, who rode 20

On a horse with bridle of findrinny;

L.13. 1895, 1899, 1901, 1908, 1912 have Caolte. This
holds true in almost all the places the name occurs.

L, 15. 1895, 1899, 1901, 1208, 1912 have Sgeolan. This
too is true of all places where the name occurs later.

LL,16, earlaéer editions - = =------ burial mounds,
L.18, earlier editions have:- .,..... Vaive is stony still;

L.19., earlier editlions havei- ,.... dOVE-2787 «ccoes..




Her eves were soft as dewdrops hanging
Upon the grass blades! bending tips,
And like a sunset were her lips,

A stormy sunset o'er doomed ships.

Her hair was of a citron tincturs,

And gathered in a silver cinctbure;

Uown to her feet white vesture flowed,
And with the woven crimson glowed

Of many a figsured creature strange,

And birds that on the seven seas range.
For brooch 'twas bound witha bright sea-shell,
And wgvered like a summer rill,

As her soft bosom rosz and fell.

Patrick,

Oisin, thou art half heathen still!

Oisin,
"lhy, as ye ride, droops low sach head?
hy do ye sound no horn?" she said.
"For hunting heroes should be glad.
‘'he stag ye chase is not more sad,
And yet, of yore, much peace he had,
Sleek as any granary mouse,
In his own leafy forest house,

Among the waving fields of fern."



S.

And like s sunset were her lips,

A stormy sunget on doomed ships;

A citron colour gloomed in her hair,

But down to her feet white vesture flowed,
And with the glimmering crimson clowed

0f many a figured embroidery;

And it was bound with a pearl-pale shell
That wavered like the summer streams,

As her soft bosom rose and fell, A0

Patrick. You are still wrecked among heathen dreams.

Oisin. 'WUhy do you wind no horn?' she said,

'And every hero droop his head?
The hornless deer 1s not more sad
Than meny a peaceful moment had,
llore sleek than any granary mouse,
In his own leafy forest house
Among the waving fields of fern:

The hunting of heroes should be glad.'

L. 32-39. The 1895 edition had

'The hunting heroes should be glad'
as the first line of the speech. The later editions
have the same arrangement as the 193% edition.
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"We think on Oscar's pencilled urn,
And those on Gavra lying low
Where round and round the ravens go.
Now, plesssant maiden, tell to me
Thy name, thy kin, and thy country,"
Cried PFinx; and cried she, "Men of fame,
My house is fer from where the tide
Washes the shores where ye abide,
Ye worn deed-doers, and my heme
Is Wiam, dsughter of the King
0f the Young."
"Young msiden, what may bring
Thy wandering steps ascross the sea?

Is thy companion gone from thee?"

Clezr fluted then that zoblin rare
"Wot =0, great King; for I hsve ne'er
Been spoken of with any man.
flor love of Qisin my feet ran
Across the glossy sea."

"Oh, wild ‘
Young princess, why wert thou beguiled
Of Oisin, the young man, my son?
Of princes there is meny a one."

"Good reason have I for my love,¥

She said; "for he is far above



'0 pleasant woman,' answered Finn,
'We think on Oscar's pencilled urn,
And on the heroes lving slain

On Gabhra's raven-covered plain;

But where are yournoble kith and kin,

And from what country do vou ride?!

'y father and my mother are
Aengus and rdain, my own name
Niamh, and my country far

Beyond the tumbling of this tide.!'

'What dream came with you that you came 50
Through bitter tide on foam-wet feet?

Did your companign wander away

From where the birds of Aengus wing?!

Thereon did she look haughty and sweet:

'T have not yet, war-weary king,

Eeen spoken of with any man;

Yet now I choose, for these four feet

Ran through the foam and ran to this

That I mieght have your son to kiss.'

'Were there no better than my son 60

That vou through all that foam should runf?!

Li43. 2,3 have Gavra
L.45, 2,3,4,5,6 have 'And into what country «.eceoe. !
Ls 46-49. I am Neave, a child of the mighty Shee,
And was born where the sun drops down in the tide,

0 worn deed-doer'. (1895 version).

My father and my mother are

Aengus and Adene, and my name

Is Niam, and my land where tide

And sleep drown sun and moon and star.( 53,4,5,6.)




All men, and stronger of his hands,
And droops of honey are his words,

And glorious as Asian birds

At evening in thelr rainless lands.
Mall many bowing kings besought me,
And many princes of hich name.

I neter loved gny till song brought me
To peak and pine o'er Oisin's fame.,’
There was, Oh Fatrick, by thy head,
No 1imb of me that was not fallen
In love. I cried, "Thee will I wed,
Young Niam, and thou shalt be callen
BEeloved in a thousand sonegs.

Before thy feet shall knesl down all
by cgptives, bound in leathern thongs,
And praise thee in my western hall."
"0Oisin, thou must away with me

To my own kingdom in the sea -

Away, away with me,"” she cried,

"o shores by the wash of the tremulous

tide,

Where the voice of change 1s the voice of a tune,

In the poppy-hung house of the twilicht fluted;

To shores where dying hzs nsver been known,




'TI loved no man, though kings besought,
Until the Danaan poets brought

Rhyme that rhymed upon Cisin's name,
And now I am dizzy with the thought

0f all that wisdom and the fame

0f battles broken by his hands,

Of stories builded by his words

That are like coloured Asian birds

At evening in their rainless lands.! 70

0 Patrick, by your brazen bell,

There was no limb of mine but fell

Into a desperate gulph of love!

'You only will I wed,' I cried,

'"And I will make a thousand songs,

And set wvour name all names above,

And captives bound with leathern thongs
Shall kneel and praise you, one by one,

At evening in my western dun.'

'0 Oisin, mount by me and ride 80
To shores by the wash of the tremulous tide,

“here men have heaped no burial-mounds,

L.e2, 2,3,4,5,6 have canns 1instead of kings.

Ls 67-66, The 1895 version is:-
And many a prince of lofty name,
Uintil the Dansan poets came,
Bringing me honeyed, wandering thought
Of noble Usheen and his fame,
2,4,5,6 hagethe same version except that 'man' is substituted
for 'prince' in the first of these lines.
The 1912 edition has
love, watill the BDanaan poets brought
Rhyme, that rhymed to Usheen's name
ete ete, )
L.82. no hypken for'turial-mounds8 in the earlier editions.

h—__



And the flushes of first love never have flown;
And a hundred steeds, tumiltuous-footed,
There shalt thou have, and a hundred hounds
That spring five paces in their bounds,

No mightier creatures bLay at the moon;

And a hundred robes of the softest silk,

And a hundred calves, and a hundred sheep
Whose long wool whiter than sea-froth flows;
And s hundred swords and a hundred bows;

And honey, and oil, and wine, and milk,

And always never-anxious sleep;

And a hundred maidens wise and young,

And sweeter of voice than the pleasant birds,
And swifter than the salmon herds;

And a hundred youths, whose limbs are strung
In a vigour more than mortal measure,

And floating-haired and proud in strife;

And thou shalt know the immortals' leisure,

And I be with thee as thy wife."

e rode beyond the furze and heather,
And stood beside the sea tozether;
Then sighed she softly, "Latel 'tis late!

Mount my white steed, for the fairy state
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And the days pass by like = wayward tune,
Where broken faith has never been known,

and the blushes of first love never have flown:
and there I will give you a hundred hounds;

No mightler crestures bay ot the moon;

tnd & hunderd robes of murmuring silk,

And a hunderd calves and hundred sheep

Whose lonz wool whiter than ses-froth flows, 20
and = hundeed spesrs snd s hunderd bows,

And oil and wine snd honey and milk,

And slways never-anxious sleep:

While a hundred youths, mighty of 1limb,

But knowing nor tumult nor hate nor strife,

And a hundred ladles merry as birds,

Wwho when they dance to a fitful measure

flave z speed like the speed of the selmon herds,

Shall follow your horn and obey your whim,

And you shall knoe the Danaan leisure; 100
And Niamh be with wvou for s wife.!

Then she sighed gently, 'It grows late.

Music end love and sleep awalt,

Where I would be when the white moon climbs,

The red sun falls and the world grows dim.!

L 87. 18G5 edition has the line in parenthesis.

L.90. No hyphen in sea-froth in the earlier editions.
L.96. 2,3,4,5,6,7 have 'magidens' instead of 'ladies'
L.103. 2 has 'And many = mile is the feery state!

L.105. The earlier editions have 2 comma after 'falls!
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Lies far'". I mounted, and she bound me
In triuwnph with her arms around me,
And, whispering to herself, enwound me;
And when the white steed felt my welght,
He shook himself for travelling,
And neighed three times.

When, wondering
Near by, the Fenlans saw, and knew
That I would go with her, they grew
#ournful, and gathered on the sands;
They wept, and raised lamenting hands.
When I had stooped and tenderly
Had kissed my father, long-armed Fin,
And the Fenians all had wept with me,

We rode across the olly sea,

For thes sparkling hooves they sank not in;

And far behind us, slowly round
The Fenlans on the human ground

Closed in the misty air profound.

In what far kinedom do ye go,
Ah, Fenians, with the shield and bow?

Or are ye phantoms white as snow,

A

ihose 1ips had life's most prosperous slow?

—

1




And then I mounted sand she bound me

With her triumphing arms around me,

And whisperinge to herself enwound me;

But when the horse had felt my weight,

He shook himself and neighed three times:
Caollte, Conan, and Finn came near,

And wept, and raised their lamenting hands,
And bid me stay,with many a tear;

fut we rode out from the human lands.

In what far kingdom do wyou go,
Ah, PFenians, with the shield and bow?
Or are vou phantoms white as snow,

hose lips had life's most prosperous glow?

110

L 110, , after shook himself in the earlier =ditions,

L,111. Spelt 'Caolte' in the earlier esditions.




Oh yve with whom, in sloping valleys
And down the dewy forest alleys,

I chased with hounds the flying deer,
With whom I hurled ©the hurrying spesar,
And heard the foeman's bucklers rattle,
And broke the heaving ranks of battle?
And, Eran, Segeolan, and Lomair,

Wheres are ye with your long rough hair?
Ye go not where the red deer feeds,

Nor tear the foemen from their steeds.

Patrick.
Eard Oisin, boast not of thy deeds
Noe thy companions., Let them rest,
The Fenians. Let their deer-hounds sleep.
Tell on, nor bow thy heathen crest

In brooding memory, nor weep.

Giain.
On, on, we galloped o'er the sea,
I knew not if days passed or hours,
For fairy songs continuously
Sang Niam, and their dewy showers
Of pensive laughbér - unhuman sound -
Lulled weariness; and closely round

ity human sadness fay arms wound.




0 you, with whom in sloping valleys,

Or down the dewy forest alleys, 120
I chased at morn the flying deer,

With whom I hurled the hurfying spear,

And heard the foemen's bucklers rattle,

And broke the heaving ranks of battle!

And Bran, Sceolan, and Lomair,

Where are you with your long rough hair?

You go not where the red deer feeds,

Noe tear the foemen from their steeds.

S. Patrick. FEoast not, nor mourn with drooping head

A
o

Companions long accursed and dead, 5t

And hounds for centuries dust and air.

Oisin., We galloped over the glossy sea:
I knowee not if days passed or hours,
And Niamh sang continually
Dane=sn songs, and their dewy showers
0f pensive laughter, unhuman sound,
Lulled weariness, and softly round

My human sorrow her white arms wound.

L. 125. Sgeolan 1is the spelling in the earlier editions.
L. 129, S. Patrick, See note on spelling before.

L, 124, Niamh, -do-




On, on! and now a hornless deer

Passed by us, chased of a phantom hound
All pearly white, save one red ear;

And now a maid, on a swift brown steed
hose hoofsves the tops of the surres grazed,
Hurried away, and over her raised

An apple of gold in her tossinc hand;

And following her at a headlong speed

Was a beautiful youth from an unknown land,
"Who are the riding ones?" I said.

"Fret not with speech the phantoms dread",
S3aid Niam, as she laid thes tip

Of one long finger on my lip.

Now in the sea the sun's rim sank,

The clouds arrayed them rank on rank

In silence round his crimson ball.

The floor of Eman's dancing hall

Was not more level than the sea,

Ag, full of loving phantasy,

e rode on murmuring. Ulany a shell




We galloped; now a hornless deer

Passed by us, chased by a phantom hound 140
All pearly white, save one rsd ear;

And now a lady rode like the wind

Nith an apple of gold in her tossing hand;

And a Dbeautiful young man followed tehind

With quenchless gaze and fluttering hsir.

'Were these two born in the Danaan land,

Or have they breathed the mortal air?!

'Vex them no longer,' Niamh said,
And sighing bowed her gentle head,
And sighing laid the pearly tip 150

0f one long finger on my lip.

fut now the moon like a white rose shone
In the pale west, and the sun's rim sank,
And clouds arrayed their rank on rank
Abtout his fading crimson ball:

The floor of Almhuin's hosting hall

Was not more level than the sea,

As, full of loving fantasy,

And with low murmurs we rode on,

L. 139. 'Onlon! and now a hornless deer' is the reading of
2, ?":4353 6,

L. 143, 2,3,4,5,6 have , instead of ; at the end of the line,
L.144-5, And with gquenchless eves and flutterini hair

A beautiful young man followed behind.
1s the reading of 2,3,4,5,6.
L.156. Emen's is the spelling of the carlier editions.
L, 158. There is no , after As in 2,3,4,5,6.
Ly 159, ~-do- marmurs in 2,7,4,5,6,




And pondered in a soft vein mond
On their own selves in the waters vhite,

and murmured snatches of delight;

ind on the

A

hores were many boats
iith bending sterns end bending bows,
and carven fogures on their prows

OFf bittemas and fish-esting stosts,
ind svans with their exultant throats.,
Among them 'lighting from our steed,
Meid Niem from = little trump

Blew one long note. From over reed
Aand river, fern and flowery clump,
Ere long an snswering whisper flew,

A whisper of impetuous feet

Among the woodland graesses sweet,

And ever nearer, nearer grew,

tnd from the woonds there rushed s band
Of youths and msidens hend in hand,

And singing, singine all together.




And pondered in a soft vain mood

Upon their shsdows in the tide,

And told the purple deeps their pride,

And murmured snatches of delight;

And on the shores were wmany boats

With bendingz sterns and bending bows,

Aand cgrven figures on their prows 180
Of bitterns, and fish-eating stoats,

And swans with their exultant throats :

And where the wood and waters meet

We tied the horse in a leafy clump,

And Niamh blew three merry notes

Qut of a little silver trump;

And then an answering whispering flew

Over the bare and woody land,

A whisper of impetuous feet,

And ever nearer, nearer grew; 200
And from the woods rushed out a band

Of men and lasdies, hand in hand,

And singing, singing all together;

L. 193. 2 and 3 have 'woods' instead of 'wood'.

L. 195. WNiamh. See before gbout spelling.

L. 202. The earlier editions had 'maidens'
instead of 'ladies!'.
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Thelr brows were white as fragrant milk,

Their robes were all of wvellow silk,

Trimmed round with many a crimson feathsr:

And

when they saw my earthly dress,

They fingered it and mazed at me,

And

Now

lavghed like rurmurs of the sea,
Niam,with a sad distress,

them away and hold their peace;
when they heard her voice, they ran
knelt them, every maid and man,
kissed, as they would never cease,
fingers snd her garments' hem,

in the woods away with them,

Went we to find their prince's hall -
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Their brows were white as fragrant milk,
Their cloaks made out of yellow silk,

And trimmed with gany & crimson feather;

And when they saw the cloak I wore

Vag dim with mire of a mortak shore,

They fingered it and gazed on me

And laughed like murmurs of the sea; 210
But Hiemh with a swift distress

Bid them away snd hold their peace;

And when they heard her voice they ran

And knelt there, every girl and man,

And kissed, as they would never cease,

Her pesrl-pale hand and the hem of her dress.
She bade them bring us to the hsll

fhere Aengus dreams, from sun to sun,

A Druid dream of the end of days

lhern the stars are to wane and the world be done. 220

L. 204. . . . . . ag the Tragrant milk (1895) .
L. 205. 1895 had 'brattas! instead of cloaks.
L. 206. The earlier editions had : at the end of the
line instead of ;.
1,. 207. 1895 had: '. . . . . saw thet the bratta T wore'.
L. 208. 1895 hed: '. . . . . with the mire etc.'
L. 214. 2,3,4,5,6,7 had '« . knelt them, every maid. . .
L. 218. f%he gpelling in the 1895 edition was Angus.
L. 220. 2 had ; at the end of the line.
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Or in the woods,away with them,
Where white dewdrops in millions fall;
Or in the woods, away with them,
Where tangline creepers every hour
blossom In some new crimson flower;
Or in the woods, away wilth them,
WVhere trees made sudden cavern-glooms
By roots that jolned above our plumes -
Or in the woods, away with them!
And once a sudden laughter sgrang

once
from all their 1ips,anﬂ/§hﬁy sang
Together, while the dark woods rang,
And rose from all their distant parts,
from bees among their honsyed marts,

A rumour of delighted hearts.

1....!
o

'_.'-
Q.

And while they s=sang, a singsr
A harp of silver in my hands,
And bade me sing of earthly lands;

And when I sang of human joy

They hushed them, every man and Rmeaid.

Oh, Patriek, by thy beard, they wept,

And one came close, a tearful boy.



They led us by long and shadowy ways
Where drops of dew in myriads fall,

And tangled creepers svery hour
Elossom in some new crimson flower,

And once a sudden laughter sprang

From all their lips, and once they sang
Together, while the dark woods rang,
And wade in all their distant parts,
With boom of bees in honey-marts,

A rumour of delighted hearts.

And once a lady by my side

Gave me & harp, and bade me sing,

And touch the laughing silver string;
2ut when I sang of human joy

A sorrow wrapped each merry face,

And, Patrick! by vour beard, they wept,

Untll one came, a tearful boy;

o
(@]

L.,224, 2 had a ; at the end offi the line.
L.229, honey-marts. There was no hyvhen
L

.231l. The earlier edlitions had 'maiden!

in the

sarlier

for' "1adii! o

edns .




"A sadder creature never stepnt

Than this strange bard," he cried, and caught
The harp away. A dolorous pool

Lay 'neath us; of its hollow cool

No ecreature had familiar thought

Save deer towards noon that water sought.
Therein the silver harp he hurled,

And each one said, with a long, long sigh,

"The saddest harp in all the world!"

An3<?till gdad our troop drew nigh

A fifwood house, all covered over
With antlers and the shaggy skin

Of many a slaughtered forest rover,
We passed the portals, and within,
One hand vteneath his beardless cHin,

wondrous
‘here was a,young man sitting.

N
Within his other hand were flitting
Around a sceptre of all lights,
Nild flames of red and creamy whites,
With flames of red and gold and blue;
And nigh unto him each one drew,

And kissed the sceptre with hot lips,

And touched it with his finger-tips.



'A sadder creature nsver stept

Than this strange human bard,' he cried;

And caught the silver harp away 240
And, weeping over the white strings, hurled

It down in a leaf-hid, hollow place

That kept dim waters from the sky;

And each onre said, with a long, long sigh,

'0 saddest harp in all the world,

Sleep there @ill the moon and the stars diel!

And now, still sad, we came to where

A beautiful young man dreamed within

A house of wattles, clay, and skinj;

One hand upheld his beardless chin, 250
And one a sceptre flashing out

Wild flemes of red and gold and blue,
Like to a merry wandering rout

0f dancers leaping in the air:

And men and ladies knelt them there

And showed their eves with teardrops dim,
And with low murmurs prayed to him,

And kissed the sceptre with red lips,

And touched it with their finger-tips.

L.244, There was no , after said in the earlier editions.
wm/
L.24%7 ‘There were no coges in the c@&ylier editions.

L.255, 1The earlier editions had 'maidens! inst@@i—of 'ladies!




With a clear voice the young man cried,
" 'Tis joy makes swim the sappy tids,
And 'waken, courtiers of the morn!!
Cries to the sluggard seeds of corn,
And stirs the young kid's budding horn,
And makes the infant ferns unwrap,

And for the peewlit paints his cap.

For joy the little planets run

Round us, and rolls the unwieldy sun.
If joy were nowhere on the sarth

There were an end of chanece and birth;
The universe herself wood die,

And in some urn funereal lie

Foldedg like a frozen fly.

"The soul 1s a drop of joy afar.

In othzr§ years from some old star

It fell, or whken from the twlsted moon
Dripped on the earth; but soon, ah! soon,
To all things cried, 'I am a slave!l
Trickling along the earth, 1 rave;

In pinching ways I toil and turn'.

Put, warrior, here there is no flaw;



He held that flashing sceptre up,

1Joy drowns the twilicht in the dew,

And fills with stars night's purple cup,
And wekes the sluggard seeds of corn,
And stirs the young kid's budding horn,
And makes the infant ferns unwrap,

And for the peewit paints his cap,

And rolls along the unwieldy sun,

And mekes the little planets run:

And if joy were not on the earth,

There were an end of change and birth,
And Farth and Heaven and Hell would dle,
And in some g¢loomy barrow lie

Folded like a frozen fl¥:

Then mock at Death and Time with glances

And waverinc arms and wandering dances.

'Men's hearts of old were drops of flame
That from the saffron morning came,

Or drops of silver joy that fell

Out of the moon's pale twisted shell;

But now hearts cry that hearts are slaves,
And toss and turn in narrow caves;

Fut here there is nor law nor rule,

260

270

280

L.270, earth and heaven spelt without capitals
editions.
.25, 2&3 had 'waving' instead of 'wavering'.

in ths earlisr



The soul is free, and Iinds no f{law,
Nor sorrow with her osprey claw,
Then, warrior, why so sad and stern,

for joy 1s God and Uod 1s joy?

Among the ringing hells a shout
drose from every maid and boy,

And throush the doors, a rustling rout,
d4went on the dence's link®d flow,

In every brain a wizard glow.

The murmuring birds in solemn ponmp
Passed a-tiptoe up and down

In a long and shadowy row,

We hushed the singing 2nd the romp,
And, géthering on our brows a frown,
Whisper:=d to the sea whose flow

sat sway the sloping sod,

“God 1s joy and joy is God.
bverything that's sed is wicked -
verythineg that fears tomorrow

Or the wild grev osprey sorrow’ .

Then onward in ths winding thicket
e danced to where within the gloom
Hung, like meteors of red light,
Damask roses in the nirsht,

And sang we liphtly to each bloom

As we kissed each rosce's head;
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Nor have hands held 2 weary tool;

and here there 1s no Chanse nor Death,
But only kind and merry brszath,

For joy lis God and fod 1s jov.!

With on= long clance for =irl snd boy
And the pale blossom of the moon,

He fell inteo a Lruid svoon,

And in 2 wild and sudden dance 290
We mocked ab Yime and Fate and Chance

And swept out of the wattled hall

And came to whers the dsw-drops fall

Among thes foamdrops of the sea,

And there ws hushed the rev:ilry;

And, cathering on our brows a frown,

Eent all our swaying bodies down,

and to the waves that glimuer by

that sloping ereen Le Danaan sod

it

ang, 'God is Joy and joy is God, 300
And things that heave srown sad are wicked,
And things that fear ths dawn of the morrow
Ur the grev wandsring osprey Sorrow'.
in
We dancad to wherepthe winding thicket
The damask roses, bloom on bloon,

Like crimson meteors hane in the gloom,

And béndine over them softly said,

L.7?87. 2,%,4,5,6 have 'With one long glance on maid and boy!'
L.288 2 has 'And the thin cr=z=cent of ths moon'

L.2Q%, The sarlier zditions hav= = coma at the =nd of the line.
L.703, Darlier sditions have 'gray’



ang we softly, "On the dead,
all the leavss of othsr ros=s,

=saprth =sneclosss.,

]
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Naver; navsry on our graves
[ Heaved hesidz The glimmerins waves,

Shall f211 the leavess of damask roses;

For chenge and death they comes not near us,
| And we n=ver fear thz morrow

. Or the wild grey osprey soreaw’,

‘ i'hen on amonrc the windless woods,
The ever summsrad solitudes,
The many-coloured dancers rushad,
i1l on thes ec=niral hill w= hushed
Once more the danca's 1ink®d flow,
And, sathered in a panting band,
Flun® on high =ach waving hand,
And seng unto the starry broods.
In our ralsed eyes there flashed a Zlow

Of milky brishtness to and fro,




Eending over bthem in the dancs,

ith a swiit a d fri-ndly glarnce

From dewy eves: 'Upon the dead 210
Fall ths leaves oi oth=r ros=s,

On the dsad dim sarth =sncloses:

But nsver, never on our 2raves,

Heaped beside the glimmering waves,

shall fall the leaves of dama2sk roses,

For n=ither Death nor Chanege comss near us,

And all listless hours fear us,

ind we fesr no dewninz morrow,

lior the grey wandsrine osprsy sorrow'.

The dance wound throuzh ths windlsss woods: 320
The ecver-sumunzrad solitudas:
Until the tossine arms grew still

Upon th= woody cenbtral hill

s

And, cather-d in & panting bsnd,
We flung on high =ach waving hand,

And saﬁg unto the starry broods,

In our raised syes there flashsd a glow

0f milky brishtness to and fro

L.312, "There ia a comma afber 'dead' in 2 & 3.
L.319. Harlisr =dltions hava'gray'.

L,%21., 2 has the l1ine in pnaranthssis.

L.326. arlisr =dit

iona have 'i'st ths -nd of the line.



4s thus our sons srose : "Ve gtars,

Across yvour wsndering rubv cars

Shalkes the looas rains! Ve glavas of sod,
He rules with an iron rod,

Fe holis you wibth an lron bond,

~gech one woven to th= othesr,

~ach onz woven Lo his brother,

Tike bubbles in a frozen pond.

Fut we, oh rolling scars, are Iras,

R £

The ev¥-winding wakeful s=za,

That hides us from a2ll human spying,
Is not so free, so frz=, so free.

Our hands have known no weesrving tool,
Cur iives have known no law nor rule:
Afar from where the y=ars sre flying
O'er men who slssp, and wake gnd die,

And peak and pin= we do not know why,

[54] :

only know that wa are gzlad
Aforetime,and shall not zrow sad

Or tired on eny dawning morrow,

Nor ev=pr change oy Isel the clubtches
Of grievous ‘ime on his old crutchsas,

Or fear the wild grey osprey sorrow'.



As Tthus our song asros=: 'You astars,
| N andarin bW car:s {

1) )i G n Leoll o4,
E olids vou 1th an iron bon 4

ona woven to his brothsar
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Oh, Fatrick, on that woody shors

A hundred vears I chas=sd the boar,

And slew the badrer and the desrp,

And flune the joyous hunting-spear!
Oh, Ffatrick, there a hundred seasons

I loved =z2nd sang, and in lonz wassalls
I lsughed at times unnum.ersd tressgons,
ind twilece a hu dred weare the vassads
That followed my keen hunting-call =
For love they followed one and 211!
Ch, Patrick, thers a hundred years,

At evening, on ths glimmerins sands,
‘these now o'zrworn and withesred hands,
Eeside the plled-up hunting-spears,
Wrestled among the island bands!

Oh, Patrick, for a hundred y-ars

We went e2-fishing 1In long boats

With vending sterns and btendlngz bows,
And carven Tigures on thelr nrows

Of bitternds and fish~eating stoats!
Oh, Patrick, for a hundred years

The pentle Niam was my wife!

And now have fallen on my 1lifz-

Two things that 'fore all elss I hate,

Fasting and prayers.



0 catrlick! Ior a lhndred

1 chassd uson that woody shors

sands,
Beside the piled-up huhting spears,

theae now oubtworn ad withered hands

bitterns and fish-zzting stosts.

G

0 Patrick! for a hundrsd wears

1inos devour my life;
The things that most of al1ll T hate:

‘astling and pravers.

C o



Fatrick

Tsll on.

Uisin.,

For thesse wers gnelsnt Oisin's fate,
Loosed long ape from h=gaven's cate,

A

Bor his last davs to lie in walt,
Vhen once beside the shore I stood,
4 see-worm wailf csme floating byé.

I drew it forth; the staff of wood,
It was of some dead warrior's laonce.
I turned it in my hands; Chs stains
0f war were on it, and I wept,
Remembering how along the plains,
squal to 2ood or evil chance

In war, the noble Fenians sitept.
ihen softly to me Niam cams,

And caught my hands =nd spoke no word,
3gve only man# times my nsme,

In murmurs liks s frishted bird,.

e passed in silence o'sr the mead,

Bv woods of moss, by lawns of clover,
And once more saddlsd the white ste=d,
For well we knew the old was over,

And rods and stood besids the shore.
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Oisin, Yes, ves 280

For these wars ancienb QOigin's

]
i

Loosed long ago from fHeaven's pate
For his last days To lie in wailt

When one dav Ly the tide 1 stood

Of dreamv Ioam a staff of wood

from some dead warrior's broken lznce:

I turned it in my hands; bthe stains

Of war were on it, and I wspt,

Rememb zring how bthe Fenians stept 570
Along the blood-bedabvled plains,

‘gual to =ood or grievous chance:

Thereon young Uismh softlv came
And caueght my hands, but spake no word

Save only many times my name,

In marmars, like a frighted bird.

D

e passed by woods, and lawns of clover,

(

And found the horss and bridled him,

For we knew 7ell that the old was ovsar.

L.360., 2 hag'3t. fatrick!'s; 3,4,5,6 'S.Patrick
. ;] 3 3
L.360 & 361l. 2 has 'Ushesn'; 3,4,5,6 have 'Oisin'
1912 =dition has 'Usheen'.

5 i=
L.364, 2,%,4,5,6 have 'shore' for 'tids'
! »" I drew out of the numberlsss
flowears ol the foam a

a8 Il'; a fi‘ 0 i-. WO O'\i .

L.3273. rarlier oditions have 'lleave! for 'Niamh!

2y =ditions had no capital letters for 'heaven!
=



I heard one sav, "Within hiz eves

The human sadness dswns ones more’;

I saw not who: Bneath oth=r skies

refma were livine., VYow tha hoaof

=
o,

Fressgad on the sver-firembline roof
e murmaring ocean, and behind ns

The isle loomed largely in the 1licht

0f lanzuld evening thst sntwined uns.

The falrieg moved amomg the Iountains,

The rivers, snd ths wood's old nircht,

Some danced like shadows on the mountains,
And others sat them by the sea,

kach forsghead,liks sn obscurs siar,

Bent low sbove sach hoaksd knee,

And sang, =nd with a dreamy ceze

Watehed the old sun that in s=a-wavys

Half slumbsred with hls safifron blaze;

And as they sang, the paint%d birds

Beat time with their bright wings and feet.
Like drops of honey came thelr words

Thus on the waters, fer and sweet,

And fainter than a younz lamb's Eleat.




I heard one say, 'His eyes crow dim 280

1 all the ancizsnt sorrow of men';
And wrapped in drsame rode ont arai:
i1th hoofg of the nales findrinny
Over the glimmering nurple sea.

Under the =olden ecvening 11icoht

]
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balg moved amongs the fountains

[}

By rivers and the woods' old night;

]

Some danced like shadows on the mountains,

W
)
=
ol

Or gst in drasmg on thsz pale strand, 7390

ach Tforeh=sad like an obsecurs star

And, as they sang, the palnted birds
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L, 381l. ¢ had s full stop at the znd of the line,
L.%84, Farlisr editiond bhad s colon at the end of
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L. 785. Mo hvphen in 'sea-wavs'! in sarlier edibtions.




3wift are the years of a warrior'!s pride;

It passeth away, sand is heard of no lonecap,

e
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In honour soon by I .
Sits 2 younger and a stronger.
His toothless hound at his nsrveless fesst,
‘'he warrlior dreams in an agsd leisure
Of the things that his hesrt =6ill knows were swest -
Of war, and the chase, and hunting, and pleasure
And blows on his hands in the fire's warm blaze;
In the house of his friend, of his kin, of his bwi

He hath over lingered his welcome; the days

Crown desolste, whisper and sish to sach other,

"But never with us where th= wild fowl chases
: in o e
His shadow along the fire's warm blaze,
With the softness of wvouth be gone from our faces,

Or love's first tendernsss die in our gaze,

"A storm of birds in the Asian trees

Like tulips in the air z-wingineg,
And the rentle waves of the summer seas

That raise thsir heads and wander singing,
By age's weariness are glain,

And the long grey crasses, whose senderest bouch#
Stroked the young winds ss they rolled on bhe plail
The osprey of sorrow zoes after and clutches,

And they cease with a sich of 'Unjust! unjusb!’

e mOush
And 'A weariness soon ls my spesd', says the mOL
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'An 0ld man stirs the fire to o

In the house of a child, of & fr:
FHe has over-linge=red his releome

e

And be

while his heart still dresms

And the ery oi the hounds on the

In the orassy

Whare care cannot trouble the le
Or the softness oi =outh be pone

The hare grows

And gazes around her

Before the swift thinos that shs

she limps 2long in an sged 1

A storm of 1

Like tulins

And the gentle waves of ©th

That raise their heads and

MO8t murmir at

And "My speed is a weariness,
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sumer
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And the kingilsher turns to a ball of dust,

And the roof falls in of his tunnellad house,

-t nsver the vears in the isle's soft places
/111 seatter in ruin the least of our days,
the softness of vouth be sone Irom our Iaces,

Op love'ls iirst tenderness die in our caze,

i

fle
cl
~
13

0ld srows the hare as she plavs

sun,

1
[}

And gazes around her with eves of brishtness;
re half the swift thines bthat she dre=amb on were doneL
she limns along 1n an apged whiteness,
And =ven the sun, ths day c2stlets warder,
'"nat scares with his bustle the delic=te night,
And shakes o'=sr thes width of the sea-world border
T"he odoroud weicht of his ecurls of lisht,
Like a bride bendine over her mirror adorning,

£

v sleep in the end with thz whole of his fate dnf

jiy]

And the stars shall arise =2nd say in the morning,

As they maze at =ach othsr, '0Oh, where is that Zy

Put never the wvears in our isls's soft places
Shall blow into ruin our musical days,

Or the softness of vouth be sonz Irom our Iaces,

- N . —_ & . I
Or lova's firet tendernsess die in our page.

The singing melted in the nisght:
the isle was over now and fone;
The mist closed round us; pearly licht

On horse snd s:a and saddle shone.
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And the kingfisher turns bto 2 ball of dust,
And the roof falls in of his tunnelled bhoufe.
But the love-d=w diwms our =yes till the day
When Sod shzll come Ifrom the sea wibtbh a sligh
And bidg the stars drop down frow the sky,

And the moon like a pale rose wither away!,

2 has the last four lines of the 1889 edition.
411 the later editions omit Ghem.




Now, man of crosiers, phantoms drew around

Onece more - the youth and lady, deer and hound;

Ity

Half lost in vapour, shadows call=d our names,

And thsen sway, away liks splral iflames.

.

"These forms?" "Vex not with sp=zech the phantoms dresd
And now sang Niam, swaylng her bright head

And her bricht body - now of fay and man;

“hings donz :re God first was or my old line began;

re shadowy, vast, exultant; fairy kines

Yedding the ousens of =arthly lands with rings
Of sss-sprung pearl, snd queens of fairy lands
Teking the mortal warriors by the hands;

How such a warrior n=ver turn=sd his gaze

=

On the old sorrows of his human days.

Hc

They love and kiss in islands far away,
Rolled round with rmslc of the sighing spray,
thos2 warriors of a2 long-forpotten day, .
Happy &s children with un+ithering lips,
Unlansuid as the birds, in proud companionships;
"hey walk on shores unsesn of oaring galleys,
Or wrestle with th=ir peers in dewy valleys.

30 sang young Niam, swayine her bricht head,

No longer glad as on that morning, sped

Yo join his brothers in the home of years

A hundred s-asons; for a sound of t=ars
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Now, man of croziers, shadows called our names
And then away, away, like whirlineg flames;

And now fled by, mist-covered, without sound,
'he wyouth and lady =and the deer and hound:

1Gaze no more on the phantoms,' Niamh said,

And kissed my =2yes, and, swaying her bright head
And her bright body, sang of faery and man
Before God was or my old lin= kegan;

Wars shadowy, vast, exultant; faeries of old

Who wedded men wilith rings of Druid gold; 10
And how those lovers never turn th=ir syes

Upon the life that fades and flickers and dies,
Yet love znd kiss on dim shores far away

Rolled round with music of the sighing spray:
Yet ssng no more as when, like a brown bee

“hat has drunk full, she cross=d the misty sea

Mth me in her white arms a hundrad vs=ars

e

refore this day; for now the fall of tears

—i

5., “he earlier edng had '"Neave'! instead of Niamh,

L. 10. 2 has'druid'.
L., 13, sarlier =dns bhave 'Put!' instead of 'YVet!
Lu 15- - dO -

arlisr 2dns. have a comma after 'more'!.



Floated in all her sineing, Half entranced
I lay, =28 over the s=a the lishi hooves olaneced
Blashine - I know not were it hours or days,

Y |
f

Yet dimly deem I that the morning rays

Shone many times among the glimierineg flowers

Niam's phair - when rose a world of Gtowsrs

And blackness in the dark, The sea rolled round,
Crazed with 1ts own interminable sound,

And wh=n the white ste=d saw what blackness pleamed,
He shivering psused, end raised his head and screamsd,
Fut Niamh with her hands carzsssd his =ars,

And called him swsetest names and soothed his fears,

Nzgrer the castle cams we. A vast tids,

Whitening the surces afar, fan-formed and wide,

=

prang from a sateway wallad sround with black
Basaltic pillsrs marred with hew and hack

By mace and spear and sword of s-:a-zods, nalls
Of some forgcotten fiend. INow none assails

Thet old, ssa-weedy, souared, three hundred feet
Uplifted gateway. ith the ilashing beat

Cf Danaan hooves we urged our wayv between

Two walls, a roof, 2 flood: there trembling green
Of surging phosphorgpus alone gave licht.

At last the moon and stars shone, and a flight
Of many thousandg steps. 3at sither side,
Fog-dripoing, pedestalled avove the tide,

Huze forms of stone; betwesn the lids of one
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Troubled h=T song.

I do not know 1f days
Or hours passed by, vst hold the morninc ravs
Shone many bimes among th: glimmering flowers
foven into her hair, before dark towers
Rose in the darkness, =nd the white surf cleamed
About them; =rd the horse of raery screamed
and shivered, knowing the Isle of Many Fesars,
Hor c=zased until white Niamh stroked his =ars
And named him by sw=et names,

A foaming tide
ihiten=d afer with surge, fan-formed and wide,
Eurst from =2 pgreat door marred by many a blow
irom mace and sword and pole-axs, long ago
Vhen gods and giants werred., ‘e rode betws=en
The seaw=ed-covered pillars; and the green
And sursing phosphovﬁus alonz gave light
Un our dark pathway, till a countlsss Ilight
0f moonlit steps glimrered; and left and richt

Dark statues glinmersd over the pale tide

Upon dark thronzs. Between the 1lids of one

et
=

L, 22. 2,3,4 have 'Woveyd in her flower-like
L. 24, farlier =dns. have 'fasry'
L. 28 -do-~ "many!

L.26. -do- Neave

1|ar



The imaged mete=ors had shone and run,

And had disported in th: eyes still jet

eemed the watcher for a sign. The other

Stretchad his long arm to where, a misty smother,

+he streamed churned, churn-d and churned. His livs vad
rolled apart,

As though unto his never slumberings heart

He t®ld of every froth-drop hissing, flying.

e mounted on the stair, the white steed tying,
Yo one vast foot, Ifroth-splashed, with curved toes lying
Half in the unvesselled sea.

We'd mounted far;
So mach remained that on the evening star
I thought the =nd had rested, when these words
From hich above, like feathers of youns birds
ihat fan the pulsss of dslizhbted alr,

Came swimming sadly down the mishty stair.

"l brothers and my sisters live and thrive,

And chase the wild bee homsward to his hive
Afar in sncient 'ri,

Sy lakes and meadow lands and lawns afar,

here goes to gaze the restless-footed star

Of twilight when he'$f8 weary.

"They murmur like young vartridee in the morn,
When they awake upsoringing; with loud horn
‘they chas=2 gt noon the deer.

. : : T, Lo
vhen the earliest dsw-washsd star from asve nath lenv

e e viiee e v A Lvmne A Flae mmiacahald wnnl Inbent. I



‘he imepged meteors had flashed and run
And had disported in the stilly jet,

And the fixed stars had dayned and shone and set, 40
Since God made Uime and Ueath and Zleep: the other

Stretched his long arm to where, a mlsty smother,

Ihe stream churned, churnesd, snd churned - his lips apart,

Yying the horse to his vast foot that lay

Half in the unvesselled gea, we c¢limb=d the stair
And climbed so lonz, I thourht the last stepd§ were
fang from the mo¥hing star; when thess mild words

Fannad the delipghted air like wineosg of birds: 50
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Look to long fishing lines, or point and pare

An ashen hunting spear,
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O sigh, O Iluttering sish, be kind Lo me;

Ah, touch their blue-veine=d svelids if thev alsep,
And shake thelr coverlet.

When you have told how I weep endlessly,

Flutter alone btha froth lios of the s=a
i s i de . - g 2 o

ANCG 0ome GO m AFE LN,

And in the shadow of mv hailr lie hid

And tell me thst vou found a man unbid,

“he saddest of all men.!

A lady with sof't syes like funeral tapers,

And face that seemed wrouzht oubt of moonlit wapours,
And a2 sad mouth, that fear made tremulous

As any ruddy moth, looked down on us;

And she with a wave-rusted chain was tied

lo twd cagles, full of ancient pride,

‘hat with dim syeballs stood on sither side.

Few festhers were on their dishsvelled wings,

For their dim minds were with the ancisnt things.

i. 5q 1r11 r ans had a commne after !'shores!'.
L itlons had no hyvphen in 'blus-vaeinad',.
L h) -do- 'mailden! instead od 'lady!
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'I bring deliverance,'! pear
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'Neither the living, nor the unlebouringe dead,
Nor the high gods who never lived, may fight 30

Doe T crcem JOUTG am 3 clhie 1 v
‘or he 1s strong and crafty a¢ the seas

That sprang under the Seven
And T st needs endure and hate and weep,
Until the gods and demons drop asledp,

Hearing Aed touch the mournful strings of gold.!

'Be not over-bold,
But fly while you still may.'

And thereon 1t

=

'This demon shall be battered till he die, g0

And his loose bulk be thrown in the loud tide.!

'Plee from him,' pearl-pale Niamh weeping ecried,

'For all men flee the demons;' but moved not

My sngry king-remembering soul one jot.

8. Barlier editions had 'Neave' for '"Niamh'.
81. and % had & colon after 'hone'!.
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. 88. Esrlier edns. had no hyphen in 'over-bold!'.
. 89. 2 hed 'But flee while you still may.'

Then I
35;4,5 had 'But flee while you may flee from him'
Then I
1912 edn. same es '33, but has 'then' for 'there
L. 90. Tarlier edns. had 'This demon shall be pilerced
and drop snd diet,
L. 93. Earlier edns. hed & comms =t the end of the line
L. 94. Earlier edns. hsd 'Nor shook my firm and
Spesclous soul one jot'.
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There was no mightier soul skem of Heber's line;
Now it 1s old =nd mouse-like., For & sizn

I burst the chein: still earless, nerveless, blind,
irapped In the things of the unhumen mind,

In some dim memory or ancient mood,

Still €

o

rless, nerveless, blind, the eagles stood.

And then we climbed the stsir to z high door;

£ hundred horsemen on the bassslt floor

Peneath had paced content: we held our way

snd stood within: clothed in g misty ray

L saw & foam-white sealBgull drift and float
Under the roof, snd with a straining throat
Shouted, and hsiled him: he hung there a star,
tor no man's cry shall ever mount so far;

Kot even your Cod could have thrown down that hall;
Stabling His unloosed lightnings in their stall,
He hed sat down and sighed with cumbered heart,

As though His hour were come.

we sought the part
fhat was most distant from the door; green slime

liade the way slippery, and time on btime

showed prints of sea-born scaeles, while down through it

The ceptive's journeys to and fro were wrilt

100

110

L.96 Harlier edns. had a colon =after mouse-like.
L.99. -do- no comma at the end of the

gty

line.
L.,101. 2,3,4,5,6 had a comma at the end of the line.
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And where our footfall '"lishts  loast there cams
A momentary slimmer of pnhoaphorous Iflame,
pe=bler and fesbler shoane th= misty zlare.

o brought us found a torch, and, with its flare

ting a world about her, psssed from sioht

w

Awhile, and came asgin, a second licht

“urning betwesn ner Tingers, and In mine

Laid it and sighed —— a sword whose wigzard shine
Not loaded cenburies might vapour., Ran

Deep sunken on the blade's length, "lananan!”

3

Sea~zod, that once, to zive h

L

8 slaves content,
Sprang drivping, and, with canstlve d nons sent

From the whole seven geas, those towers set

=]
0
ot

Rooted in foam and clowds. Their mightier masters
To rule more mightier m=n, and to the world
Shouted.

With fire of halr about her swirled,
The stranger watched the sword; but Niam far,
Scared of its zlittering like g metsor star,
Stood timidlv. Lest thev should s=e some sight

ohi

.

Of fear, I bade them ro; and for the f




Like = small river, and where feet touched came

= momentery gleam of phosphorus flame,

Under the deepest shadows of the hs=ll

That women found = ring hung on the wall, 120
=nd in the ring a torch, snd with its flare

Making a world about her in the air,

ressed under the dim doorway, out of sight,

snd came again, holding a second light

Burning between her fingers, and in mine

Laid it and sighed: I held & sword whose shine

No centuries could dim, and a word ran

Thereon in Ogham letters, 'Mansnnan';

That sea~-god's neme, who in a deep content

Sprang dripping, and, with captive demons sent 130
Out of the seven-fold seas, built the dark hall

Rooted in foam and clouds, end cried to all

The‘mightier masters of a mightier race;

And at his cry there ceme no milk-pale face

under = crown of thorns and dark with blood,

But only exultant faces.

Niamh stood
With bowed head, trembling when the white blade shone,
ZSut she whose hours of tenderness were gone

Hed neither hope nor fear. I bade them hide

L.117. The punctuatiion in the earlier editions was:
ILie s small river, and, where feet touched, came
L.120. Earlier edns. had 'maiden' instead of 'woman'

w128 -do- 'a Aim doorway' instaed ofi'the dim --!
e 127 ~-do- a colon after!'dim'.

L.128. -do- spelt 'Mananan'

T 156 -do- had fleave! instesd of 'Niamh'




Anointing, torch jammmed down the 11
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aited. Above, in endless carven jaco,
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i_‘v

fted the dome, where face in carven face

~ b
o

3

llelted and fMowed: and in the ssli'-same place

¢

Hour after hour I waited, and ths dome
lindowless, plllarless, multitudinous home
Of faces, watched me, and the leisured paze
as lozda=d with the memorv oi davs

Furied and mighty. hence 1 journsyed not

B

e

he Tar doorway crew a burning blot

o

Of misty dawn; when, circling round the hall,

=
b

found a door desp-sunken in the wall,

Lhe least of doors; beyoncd the door a plain,
[nusky and hertless, where 2 bubbling strain
Rose from a lithle runnel on whosz esdge

A dusk demon, dry a2s a withered sedee,

Swaved, crooning to hims=1l1 an unknown btonszue.
In a sad revelry he sane and swung,
Jacchant.and mourniul, vassine to and fro

Hdis hand along the runnel's side, as though

- o R g L 1
the flowers still ecrew theres., loved bevond him the sea’s
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Under the shesdows till the tumults died 140
uf the loud-crashing end earth-sheking fight,

Lest they should look upon some drezdful sight;

snd thrust the torch between the slimy flses.

A dome made out of endless carven jags,

Where shadowy face flowed into shadowy face,

Looked down on me; =znd in the self-same place

I waited hour by hour, and the high dome,

Windowless, pillarless, multitudinous home

Of faces, waited; and the leisured gaze

Was losded with the memory of days 150
Buried snd mighty. +hen through the great door

ihe dewn came in, and glimmered on the floor

With s pale light, I journeyed round the hall

And found a door deep sunken in the well,

The least of doors; beyond on =z dim plain

A little runnel msde = bubbling strain,

and on the runnel's stony and bare edge

A dusky demon dry as = withered sedge

Swayed, crooning to himself an unknown tongue:

Q

In g sad revelry he sang and swung 16
Bacchant and mournful, passing to =nd fro
His hand slong the rumncl's side, as though

The flowers still grew there: far on the sea's waste:

L.141. Egrlier edns. had 'loud crashing' and earth shaking'.
L.14%7. 2,3,4,5,6 had no comma at the end of the line.

L.151. -do- a colon =fter mighty.

Le 163 -do semi~colon st the end of the line.
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vanours vepours chased;

with a faint green lizht,

immovatle and bricht

lets, ''"urned he slow —-

white as snow,

nd -axe,

and noon to &vsa gsave

2

onece I hew =nd hew

leafless top,

1liv

d ch

my arms, with op

a nine-days' corpse sea-dashed —

Yhen the live wegt flashed

1th surge of plumy fire, lounging I drove
Through heart and demon spine, and in the wave
Cast the loose bulk, lest Niam fear Wim dead:

And they who to a far-o

Hoping

and fearing

i

fled,

L..I

if place hac

brourht me wine and bread.




Shaking and waving, vapour vapour chased,

hile high frail cloulets, fed with 2 green light,

Like drifts of leaves, immovable and bright,

Hung in the passionate dswn. FHe slowly turned:

A demon's leisure: eyes, first white, now burned

Like wings of kingfishers; and he srose

Barking. We trampled up snd down with blows 1706
Of sword and brazen battle-axe, while day

Gave to high noon and noon to night gave way;

And when he knew the sword of lisnannen

And the shades of night, he changzed snd ren

Through meny shapes: I lunged st the smooth throat

Of o grest eel; it chenged, and I but smote

A fir-tree roaring in its leafless top;

And thereupon I drew the livid chop

Of 2 drowned Aripping body to my breesst;

Horror from horror grew; but when the west 180
Had surged up in a2 columy fire, I drave

Through heart snd gpine; and cest him in the weave

ILest Niamh shudder.

Full of hope and dread

Those two came carrying wine and mest snd bresad,

Li 173-1%5+ 2,3,4,;5,6 had
But when at withering of the sun he knew
The Druid sword of Mansnan, he grew
to many shepes: « « « « o & &
1912 edn. hed 'And' instead of 'But' at the
beginning of L. 173.
L. 178-181. 2 had -
I held = dripping corpse, with livid chop
And sunken shape, sggsinst my face snd breast,
When I had torn it down; but when the west
Surged up in plumy fire, I lunged and drave
(3,4,5,6 had 'tnd I tore down the tree;)but when et
L. 1R80.



The sems-shine on our fsces, we our way
Held to the towers with boasting songs and gay.
¥ith witchery asnd unguents from the [lowers

Thet lackey the worn moon in midnight hou

=
ta

|5

Feeding some white moths sround some East

5=

n shrine

[43]
"S

‘hey hegled my wounds; and on the skin supine

Of wolves, of boreal besrs, we cuaffed the wine
Brewed of the sea-gods, f~om huge cups that lay
Upon the lips of seg-gods in thelr day,

And on the skins of wolves and bears we slept;

And when the sun ‘in all his flagrant saffron stept,
iollinglhis wheél, we sahg beside the deep

The spacious loves, the anger without sleep

Of ancient warriers, the labours of the strong.
FPatrick, before thy craft dies each old song.
Liar and flatter of the wealk, in what strange clime
Shall they turn wrath or pluck the wings of Time?
Hopeless for ever, they glone shsil seek

And never find, though ye in music speak.

Ay, Oisin knows, for he 1is of the wesl,

Blind and nigh deaf, with withered arms he lies

Upon the snvil of the world.




y

And hesled mv wounds with unsuents out of flowers

That feed white moths by some Le Danaan shrine;

11
1'%

nen in that hall, 1it by the dim seas-shine,

We lay on skins of ottzrs, and drank wine,
crewed by the sea-cods, from huze cups that lay
Upon the llps of sea-gods in btheir day;

And then on heap=d-up skins of otters slept.
And when the sun once more in saffron stept
Rolling his flaesrant wheel out of the deep,
e sang the loves a d angers without sle=ap,
And all the exultant labours of the strong.
but now the lying elerics murdser song

With barren words and flattsries of the weak.
In what land do the powerlsss turn the beak

Of ravening Sorrow, or the hand of "rath?

For all wyour croziers, they havse left the path
And wander in the storme and clinecing snows,
Hopeless for sver: ancient Olsin knows,

For he is weak and poor and blind, and lies

On the anvil of the world.

190
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L.187. ‘farli-r =dns, had 'ssa shins'.
1,.189 -do- 'aea sods!

L. 192, ~-do- '"ut ' instead of tand!
IR

« 1956. -do- a colon at the end of the line,

and a new paragraph,



Patrick.
The slkies

Darken; Heaven is asngry. Ceasel.

Unto my mind,
0ld and remembering, what avails the wind
And lightning flash for ever?
Fatrick.
Cease and hear.
God shakes ths world with restless hands. More hear
'he derkness comeés. A cloud hangs overhead -—

A ' hush. Ah, me! it hangs to strike us dead.

(4 song of monks without.)
“Hach one a horsehair shirt hath on,
And msny Paternosters said since dawn.
Trembling, on the flags we fall,
fearful of the +thundgr-bsll
Yet do with us what'er thou wilt,

For great our error, great our guilt."
Oisin.
Saint, dost thou weep? I hear amid the thunder

The horses of Fenlians —— tearing asunder

Of armour — laughter and cries — the srmies' shocks

'Tis @Ver; far with memory I swayx and rock.

Ah, cesse, thou mournful, lsughing Tenian horn!

Three days we feasted, when on the fourth morn

I found, foam-oozy on the vasty stair,

TF




S« Fatrick. Fe still: the skies
Are chok=d with thunder, lirshtning, =2nd fierce wind,
For Cod has hesrd,and speaks His angry wnind;

30 cast vour body on the stones and pray,

#or He has wrought midnisght and dawn and day.

Oisin. Saint, do you weep? I hear amid the thunder

he Fenisn horses; armour torn asunder;
Lenghter snd cries, Yhe armies clkash and shock,
And now the daylicht-darkening ravens flock.

cease, O mournful, laushing Fenian horn!

Y -
Gsﬁse,

On ths fourth morn

I found, dropping sea~foam on the wide stailr,

210

L, 210,

L«211l. Yhe punctusation in

2 had 'armour torn asunder' in parenthesis.
2 was:

Laurhter and cries: The srmizss clash and shock -
in 34 Laurhter a d cries: Th=s armiss clash and shock;
in 7 Taushtesr a'd eries; The armiecs clash and shock;
L. 21k8=213. 2 had

A1l is dons now - L see the ravens flock -

Ah, cease, vou mournful, laughing Fenian horn!

2,4,5,6,7 hz=ve the same sxcept that thsre

are semil-

colons after "now'd&! floclk!

L.215, arli=r edns, had 's:=a foam!



Hung round wibth slim

Ythat

whisnerines

e, and

in his haip,

demon dull and unsubdusble,

And we once more unto our fishting fell.
and in the eve I thraw him into the surce,

there '"H1

!

dis healedshspe; and
30 warred, so f=astce

endless war.

I stood unon
A beech bousgh to me,
Remembering how I pa
i,
Of planets watching,

Leap in the meadow.

Immediate, mournful,

11 the

languor, no fatirue; an endless f

Conen, Oscar, many more,

fourth day saw emsrge

for a hundresd vears y

"

lo dreams, no fzars,

WS,

Foo at
b=

oy

2

nc my hsart orew

ced in dsys gone o'er,

'neath the beech treses, on each side,

ths tids
watehing the race of hares
On the misty stairs,

white wibth sudden cares,

Holdingz that horse longz sesn not, Hiam stood.

I mounted, and we ro

th no returning glance, in wordless mood

de across the lone




And hung with slime, and whisparing in his hair,

That demon dull snd unsutdusble;

And once mors Lo a day-long battle fell,

And at the sundown thrsw him in the surge,

1o lie until the fourth morn saw smerge 220
His new-healed shape: and for a hundred wvears

S0 warr=d, so feasted, with nor dresms nor fears,

Nor lansuor nor iatious: an endless feast,

An endless war.

The hundrad years had ceased;
I stood upon the stair: the surecss bore
A beech~bough to me, and my heart grew sore,
Kem=mbering how I had stood by white-haired Finn

Under a beech at Almhuin and heard the thin

And then young MNiamh came
Holding that horse, and sadly called my name; 230

I mounted, and we passed over the lone

L,220., 2 had '. . . .iourth morn sun =merge'
..221. larlisr =dns. had '"sun healed'

L2022, ©,%,4;5,6 had a comma after 'drsams’
L..222, 2 had o comma after'lancuor'.

I.,226. ‘ltarlisr adns. had 'beech bough'
L.228-229, 5 345546 heds:

iihile the woodpecker made a merry din,
The hsre leaped in the orass.

1918 edn., the =eme a= '%3 except 'iman' for 'Alwhuin'

L.229, 2 had 'lNeave! instead of '"Niasmh'



urly and distant, with the winds and ske gsa:-

HAxe after ace | feel mv aoul decay

Like robted flesh, and =2tone by stone my hall

Gathers sea-azlime snd goez the seaward way,
thundering, and the wide useless waters [ray
- L

1
Ly soul, my prey, and this my hegped pile.

f=
.
?

Tiith 211 in 211l the world I battle wape.

VAN

'he strongeat of the world,

Came to myv Lower =28 are drarc d eftesr are,
Lizht is man's love and lichter 1s man's rageé -
Fp . = e - . . T — -1
His purpose drifts sway .
Tt died afar, rav alesh those towers hid

Iales of the Living and of Vietories,
Ye have no power'. "And, Viem, say, of these

Which is the Isle of Youth?" "ilonz know", she

-

And on my bosom laid her weeping head.




-1 |

And drifting greyness, while this monotone,
Surly snd distsnt, mixed insepsrably

Into the clengour of the wind =nd sesz.

'T hear my soul drop down into decay,

And Mansnnan's daerk tower, stone after stone,
Gather ses-slime and fsll the seawsrd way,
And the moon goad the waters night and day,

Thet all be overthrown.

'But till the moon has tsken 8ll, I wage

War on the mightiest men uwnder the skies,

A‘nd they heve fellen or fled, age after age.
Light i1s men's love, snd lighter is man's rage;

His purpose drifts snd dies.!

And then lost Niamh murmured, 'Love, we go
To the Island of Forgetfulness, for lo!
The Islesnds of Dancing send Victories
Are empty of =11 power.!
'ind which of these
Is the Island of Content?
'None know,' she said;

And on my bosom laid her week&ng nead.

250

L. 232. Barlier edns. had 'grayness',

Lis 2565 ~do- "Manenan'. \

Tiv ' 2589, -do- 'seaxx slime'.

L. 242. -do- a colon st the end of
L. 244. 2 had 'His purpose drifts away'.
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SOME POEMS OF YEATS UNPUELISHED
in
BOOK FORM..

In Two Farts:

Pert I - Pirst Poems.
Part 1I- Lest FPoemns.

(¥ith a short introductory note)
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SOME UNPUBLISEED POEMS OF

WILLIAM BUTLER YBATS.

All the poems in this collection have
appeared in periodicals, but none of them have yet
| been published in book form. Part I consists of esrl
poems which Yeats did not wish to nreserve, snd con-
teins all such poems excepb 'Love and Death' which
eppeared in the Dublin University Keview for May 13385
eand 'aA Bellasd Singer! which appeared in the Boston
Pilot for September 12, 1891. I have also been unable
to refer to gnoem, 'Dresm of the World's End', which
appeared in the Green Sheaf for sutumn 1903 which
Allan Wade mentions in hie bibliography. These poems
meke up Yeats's Jjuvenilia and they represent the

somewhat shy and arrested expression of his gentle

end youthful fancies.

Fart IT 1s at the opposite pole and
consists of his very latest poems which have not yet

been gathered into Look form.
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THE TISLAND OF STATUES,
An Arcadian faery Tale - In Two Acts.

Dramatis Fersonse.
Nagchina,; seesedssuvesnsss ohepherdess.
CoLdnny  Coddm e s o saiiiesssensinis s SOIOplard.,
THeYNOL ' sewvnes s s wewveass oo e SHOpherd,
BImER o £ o il ARkt siesmpds AT HET,
ANtonlo) feeswe il nesnwmees v s oo LS Pag8 .
sinchantress of the Island.

And g company of the Sleepers of the Isle,

ACT I
Scene 1.,
Before the cottage of NASCHINA, 1t is morning; and away in the

depth of heaven the moon is fading.

snter THERNOT with a lute.
Thernot. laiden, come forth: the woods keep watch for thee;
Within the drowsy blossom hangs the bee;
'Tis morn: thy sheep are wandering down the vale -
'Tis morn: like old men's eyes the stars are pale,
And thro' the odorous air love-dreams are winging -
'Tis morn, and from the dew-drench'd wood I've sped
To welcome thee, Naschina, with sweet singing.

(Sitting on a tree-stem, he begins to tune his lute.



snter COLIN, abstractedly.
Colin, Come forth: the morn is fair; as from
of sad Cueen Dido shone the lapping fire
Unto the wanderers' ships, or as day fills
The brazen sky, so blaze the daffodils;
As Argive Clytemnestra saw out=-turn
The flacsrant signal of her lord's return,
Afar clean-shining on the herald hills,
In vale and dell so blaze the daffoddls;
As when upon her cloud-o'er-muffled steep
OEnone saw the fires of Troia leap,
And laugh'd, so, so along the bubbling rills
In lemon-tinted lines, so tlaze the daffodils.
Come forth, come forth, my music flows for thee,

A quenchless g¢rieving of love melody.

( Rajses his lute.

the pvre

Thernot. (sings) Now her sheep all browsing meet

tfy the singing water's edge,
Tread and tread their cloven feet
On the ruddy river edge,
For the dawn the foliage fingereth,
And the waves are leaping white,
She alone, my lady, lingereth

While the world is roll'd in light,.

Colin, Shepherd, to mar the morning hast thou come?

Hear me, and, shepherd, hearing me, orow dumb.
(sings) Where is the owl that lately flew
Flickering under the white moonshine?
She slecps with owlets two and two,

Sleepily close her round bright eyne;



. O'er her nest the lishts are blending;
Come thou, come, and to this string -
Though my love-sick heart is rending,
Not a sad note will I sing.
Thernot, I am not dumb: I'd sooner silent wait
Within the fold to hear the creaking cate -
(sings) The wood and the valley and sea
Awaken, swaken to new-born lustire;
A new day's troop of wasp and tee
Hang on the side of the round grape-cluster;
Elenching on hich the dull stars sicken
Morn-bewildered, and the cup
Of the tarn where young waves quicken
Hurls their swooning lustee up.
Colin, 1I'11l silence this dull singer -
(sings) Oh, more dark thy gleaming hair is
Than the p-epink pansy's face,
And thine eves more bright than faery's,
Dancing in some moony place,
And thy neck's a poised lily;
See, I tell thy beauties o'er,
As within a cellar chilly
Some 0ld miser tells his store;
And thy memory I keep,
Ti11 all else is empty chaff,
7111 I laugh when others weep,
Weeping when all othsers laugh,

Thernot. I'll quench his singing with loud song -



(sings wildly) Come forth, for in a thousand bowers
Blossoms open dewy lips;
Over the lake the water-flowers
Drift and float 1like silver ships;

Ever ringing, ringin

Q

s Pinging,

With unfeltering persistence,
Fundred-throated morn is singing,
Joy and love are one existence.
Colin. (sings) Lone, and wanting thee, I weep;
Love and sorrow, one existence,
Sdaness, soul oi joy most deep,
Is the burthen and persistence
0Of the songs that never sleep.,
Love from heaven came of vore
As a token and & sign,
Singing o'er and o'er and o'er
Of his death and change malion.
Thernot. With fiery somg I'll drown yon puny volce.
( Leaping to his feet,.
(sings) Passeth the moon with heré sickle of lioht,
Slowly, slowly fad=th she,
Weary of reaping the barren night
And the desolate shuddering sea.
Colin. (sings) Loud for thee the mornine crieth,
And my soul in walting dieth,
kver dieth, dieth, dieth.
Thernot. (sinegs) Far the morning vapours shatter,

As the leaves in sutumn scatser.

I



Colin, (sings) In the heart of the dawn the rivers are singing,
Over them crimson vapours are winsing.

Thernot. (sings) All the world is ringing, ringing;
All the world is singing, singing.

Colin. (sings) Lift my soul from ravless nisht -

oo

Thzrnot (sings) 3tricken all the nicht is past -
Colin (sings) Iusic of my soul and light -
Thernot (sings) Fack the shadows creep aghast -

(They approach one anothsr, while singing, with angry sestures)
Enter NASCHINA,

Naschina. Oh, cease your singing! wild and shrill and loud,
On my poor brain vour busy tumults crowd.

Colin., I fain had been the first of singing things
To welcome thee, when o'er the owlet's wings
And troubled eves came morning's first-born glow;
But wonder thing4§, yon idle noise, yon crow,
Yon shepherd -

Thernot. Came your spirit to beguile
With singing sweet as e'er round lake-lulled isle
Sing summer waves. But yonder shepherd vile,
A1l clamour-clothed --

Colin. Was't clamour when I sung,
fhom men have named Arcadia's sweetest tonpue.

( A horn sounds.

A horn! some troop of robbers winding ecoes



Along the wood with subtle tresd and bzs=nded bows.
( An arrow passes above.
Fly.
Thernot. Fly.
(Colin and ‘'hernot go.
Naschina. ©So these brave shepherds both ars gone;

Courageous miracles!

inter ALMINTOR and ANTONIO, talking tocether.
Almintor. The sunlicht shone
Upon his wings. Thro' yonder creen abyss
I sent an arrow,.
Antonio. And I saw you miss;
And far away the heron sails, I wis,
Almintor. DNay, nay, I miss'd him not; his davs

0f flight ars done,

(Sezing Naschina, and bowing low.

liost falr of all who graze

Their shesp in Arcady, Naschina, haill
Naschina, heail!

Antonio. (mimicking him) Most fair of all who eraze
Their sheep in Arcady, Naschina, hail!
Naschina, hail!

Almintor. I'd drive thy woolly sheep,
If so I might, along a dewy vale,
here all night long the h-avens weep and weep,
Dresming in their soft odour-laden sleep;
here all night lone the lonsly moon, the white

Sad Lady of the deep, pours down her licht;



And 'mong the stunted ash-tress' drooping rings,
All flsme-like pushing from the hollow stones,
By day and night a lonely fountain sings, -
And there to its own hesrt for ever moans.
Naschina. TI'd be alone.
Almintor. We two, by that pale fount,
Unmindful of its woes, would twine a wresth
As falr as any that on Ida's mount
Long ere an arrow whizzed or sword left sheath
The shepherd Paris for Oenone made,
Singing of arms and battles some old stave,
As lies dark water in a murmurous glade,
Dreaming the live-long summer in the shade,
Dreaming of flashine flight and of the plumed wave.
Antonio. Naschina, wherefors are vour ey=s so bright
Vith tears?
Naschina. I weary of ve, There is none
0f all on whom Arcadian suns have shone
Sustains his soul in courage or dn might,
Poor race of leafy Arcady, vour love
To brove what can ye do? ‘'hat things above
Sheep-guiding, or the bringing some strange bird,
Or some small beast most wonderfully furr'd,
Or sad sea-shells whsre little echoes sit?
Suech guests as these, Ttrow, need little wit.
Antonio. And the gsreat crey lynx's skinl

Ngschina. In sooth, methinks



That I myszlf could shoot a great grey lynx,

Almintor.

(Naschina turns to go.

O stay, Naschina, stay!

Naschina. Here,where men know the gracious woodland

Joy's boother, Fear, dwells ever in sach breast -

Joy's brother, Fear, lurks in sach leafy way.

I weary of your songs and hunter's toys.
To prove his love a knight with lance in

11l circle round the world upon a quest,

rest

Until afar appear the gleamine dracon - scales:

From morn the twain until the evening pales

Will struggle. Or he'll seek enchanter old,

Who sits in lonely splendour, mail'd in eold,

And they will war, 'mid wondrous =1fin-sights:

Such may I love, The shuddering forest lights

0f ereen Arcadia do not hide, I trow,

Such men, such hearts. ©Dut, uncouth hunter, thou

Kknowest mmk naucht of this,

(

Antonio. And, uncouth hunter, now =--

Almintor. Ay, boy.

gshe goes,

joys,

Antonio. Tet!'s see if that same heron's dead.

(The boy runs out, followed by Almintor.




Scene 1ii.

Sundown - A remote forest valley.

Inter ALWINTOR, followed by ANTONIO,

Antonio. And whither, uncouth hunter? "Vhy so fast?
So! 'mid the willow glade you pause at last.
Almintor. Here is the place, the cliff-encircled wood;

Here grow that shy, retiring sisterhood,

The pale anemones. We've sought all day,
And found,
Antonio, '7is well ! - another mile of way

I could not go.
(They sit down.
Almintor. Let's talk, and let's be sad,
Here in the shade.
Antonlo. Why? why?
Almintor. For what is glad?
For, look vou, sad's the murmur of the bees,
Yon wind poes sadly, and the pgrass and trees
Reply like moaning of imprisonsd elf:
The whole world's sadly talking to itself.
The waves in vonder lake wh=2re points my hand
Feat out kXk¥m their lives lamenting o'er the sand:
The birds that nestle in the leaves are sad,
Poor sad wood-rhapsodists,
Antonio, Not so: they're glad.

Almintor. All rhapsody hath sorrow for its soul.



Antonio. Yon eager lark, that fills with song the whole

Of this wide vale, embosomed in the air,

Is sorrow in his song, or any care?

Doth not yon bird, yon aquiverine bird, rejoice?
Almdntor. I hear the whole skv's sorrow in ons voice,
Antonio. Nay, nay, Almbntor, vonder song is glad.
Almintor. 'Tis beautiful, and thesrefore it is sad.
Antonio. Have don=z this phrasing, and say why, in sooth,

Almintor, thou hast grown so full of ruth,

And wherefore have we come?

Almintor. A song to hear.
Antonio. Fut whence, and when?
Almintor. Over the willows sere

Out of the agir.

Antonio. And when?
Almintor. When the sun coes down

Over the crown of the willows brown.

Oh, boy, I'm bound on a most fearful quest;

For so she willed - thou heard'st? TUpon the breast

Of yonder lake, from whose green banks alway

The poplars gaze across the waters grey,

And nod to one another, lies a g¢reen,

Small island, where the full soft sheen

Of evening and glad silence dwelleth aye,

For there the great Bnchantress lives.

Antonio, End there

Groweth the goblin flower of joy, her care,

By many sought, and 'tis a forest tale,



How they who scek are ever doomed to fail.
Some say that all who touch the Xzimaxd island lone
Are changed for ever into moon-white stone,
Almintor. ''hat flower I seeck.
Antonio,. Thou never wilt return.
Almintor. I'll bring that flower to her, and so may =arn
Her love: to her who wears that bloom comes truth,
And elvish wisdom, and long years of youth
Beyond a mortal's years, I wait the song
That calls.
Antonio. O evil starred!
Almintor. It comes glong
The wind at ~vening when the sun goes down
Over the crown of the willows brown.,
See, vonder sinks the sun, yonder a shade
Goes flickering in reverbemated light.
There! There! Dost thou not see?
Antonio. I see the night,
Deep-2yed, slow-footing down the empty glade.
A Voice. (sings) From thelshadowy hollow
Arise thou and follow!
Almintor. =ad faery tones.
Antonio. '""is thus thevy ever geem,
As some dead maiden's singing inas dream.

Voice.
hen the tree was o'er-appled

For mother hve's winning

I was at her sinning.



O'er the grass light-=ndappled
I wandered and trod,
O'er the green FEden-sod;
And I sang round the tree
As T sing now to thee:
Arise from the hollow,

And follow, and follow!

Away in the green paradise,
As I wandered unseen,
(How glad was her mien!),
I saw her as you now arise:
Before her I trod
O'er the creen Fden-sod,
And I sang round the tree,
As T sing now to thee:
From the shadowy hollow
Come follow! Come follow!
( Almintor goes.
(The ¥oice sings, dyine away.)
And I sang round the tree,
As T sing now to thee:
From the green shaded hollow
Arise, worm, and follow!
Antonio., I, too, will follow for this evil-starred one's sake

Unto the dolorous border of the fairy lake,




THE BIW['H{I‘FE NIGHT --THW TISLAND -- Far swaxx into

reach shadowy ways, burden=d with the fasry flowers.

the distance

knee-deep

amongst them stand the immovable fipsures of those who have failed

in their quest.

First Volce. See! oh, see! the dew-drowned bunches
Of the monk's-hood how they shake,
Nodding by the flickering lake,
There where yonder squirrel crunches
Acorns preen, with =sves aswake,
Second voice. I followed him from my green lair,
But awake his two esyes were.
First Voice. Oh, learned is sach monk's-hood's mind,
And full of wisdom is each bloom,
As, clothed in eeremonial gloom,
They fear the story of the wind,
"That dieth slow with unsick doom,
Second Voice. The South breeze now in dying fears
Tells all his =sinning in their ears,
First Voice. He says 'twas he, and 'twas no other,
Blew my crimson cap away
O'er the lak= this very day,
Hark! he's dead -- my drowsy brother,
And has not heard Absolvo te.

( A pause,

First Voice. Feace, peace, the earth's a-quake. I hear

Some barbarous, un-fasry thing draw near.



fnter ALMINTOR,

Almintor. The svenlng oleams are oreen and sold and red

Along the lake., "The crane has homeward fled.
And flowers around in clustering thousands are,
Each shining clear as some unbaffled star;
The skies more dim, though burning like a shizlad
Above those men whose mouths were sealesd
Long years ago, and unto stone congsaled.,
And, oh! the wonder of th=s thing! esach came
When low the sun sank down in clotted flame
‘eyond the lske, whose smallest wave was burdened
With rolling fires, teyond the high trees turbaned
With clinging mist, each star-foucht wandersr came
As I, to choose beneath day's dying flame;
N
And they are allhstone, ags I shall be,
Unless some pitying God shall succour me
In this my cholce.
(Stoops over a flower, then pauses,

Some God mieht help; if@o
tlavhap 'twere bet er that aside I throw
All choice, and to give to chance for guiding chance
Some cast of die, or let some arrow glance
For zulding of the gods. The sacred bloom
To seek not hopeless have I crossed the gloom,
With that song leading where harmonic woods
Nourish the panthers in dim solitudes;
Vast greenness, where ~ternal Rumour dwells,

And hath her home v manv-foldedé dells,



T passed by many caves of dripping stone,

And hesard =ach unssen Bcho on her throne,

Lone regent of the woods, desp muttering,

And then new murmurs came new utbering

In séng, from goblin waters swayine white,

Wocking with patient laushtar 211 the nisht

Of those vast woods: and then I saw the boat,

Living, wide wing%d, on the waters flost.

Strange draperies did all ths sides adorn,

And the waves bowed before it like mown corn,

The winged wonder of all Faery Land.

It bore me softly where the shallow sand

Einds, as within a rirdle or a ring,

The lake-embosomed isle. Nay, this my quest

Shall not so hopeless prove: some god may rast

Upon the wind, and puide mine arrow's course.

From yonder pinnacle above the lake
I'1ll send mine arrow, now my own resource;
The nighest blossom where it falls 1I'11l take.
(Goes out, fitting an arrow to his bow.

A Voice., Fickle the guiding his arrow shall find!

Some goblin, my servant, on wings that are fle=t,

That nestles alone in the whistline wind,

Go pilot the course of his arrow's deceit!

(The arrow falls. Rz2-enter Almintor.

Almintor, 'Tis here the arrow fell: the breezes laughed

Around the feathery tip. Unto the shaft

This blossom is most near., 3tatue! Oh, thou



Whose beard a2 moonlicht river is, whose brow

Ta stone: old sleeper! this same aft=rnoon

Oter much I've talked: I ghall be silent soon,

If wrong my choice, as silent as thon art.

On! eracious

Pan, take now thy s=2rvant's part.

He was our ancient God. If I sp=ak low,

And not too clear, how will the new cod know

But that I

A Voice.

called on him?%

(Pulls the flower and becomes stone. From

flowers a sound as of a multitude
Sleeping lord of archery,
No more a-roving shall thou see
The panther with her yellow hide,
Of the forest's all the pride,
Or her ever burning eyes,
When she in a cavern lies,
Wateching o'er her awful youns,
Where thelr sinewy might is strung
In the nsver-lifting dark.
No! Thou standest still and stark,
That of old wert moving =sver,
But a mother panther never
O'er her voung so eazerly
Did her lonely watching take
As I my watching lest you wake,

Sleeping lord of Archery.

among the

of horns,



Act I
Scene 1.
The wood in the egrly morning.
Entsr ANTONIO and MASCHINA,

Naschina, I, as a shepherd dressed, will seek and seek
Until I find him. VYhat a weary week,
My pretty child, since he has gone, oh say
Once more how on that miserable day
He passed across the lake,
Antonlo. When we two came
From the wood's ways, then, like a silver flame,
WWe saw the dolorous lake; and then thy name
He carved on trees, and with a sun-dry weed
He wrote on the sands (the owls may resad
And ponder it if they will); then near at hand
The boat's prow crated on the shallow sand,
And loudly twice the living wings faapt wide,
And, leaping to their feet, far Echoes cried,
Each other answering. Then between each wing
He sat and then I heard the whits lake sing,
Curving beneath the prow; as some wild drake
Half 1it; so flapt the im wings across the lake -~
Alag! I make you sadder, shephsrd=ss.
Naschina., Nay, grief in feeding on old csrief srows less.
Antonio. Grief needs much feedine them. Of him I swear

We've talked and talked, and not a whit more rare



Your weeping fits!

Naschina. Look you, so vsry strait
The varred woodpecker's mansion is and deep,
No other btird may enter in.

Antonio. Well?

Naschina. Late -
Aye, very lately, sorrow cams to weep
Within my heart; and noucht but sorrow now
Can enter there.

s

Antonio. Sael

(73]

ee! above yon brow
Of hill two shepherds come.
Naschina. Farewell! I'1l don
My shepherd ~arments, and rebturn anon,
( Goes.
Enter COLIN and THERNOT.
Thernot. Two men who love one mald have ample cause
Of war. Of yore, two shepherds, where we pause,
Fought once for self-sams reason on the hem
Of the wide woods.
Colin, And the deep earth cathered them,
Thernot. We must cet swords.
Colin, Is't the only way? Oh, see,
Yon is the hunter's, Sir Almintor's, page;
Let him between us judge, for he can gauge

And measurs out the ways of chivalry.

D

Thernot. Sir Page, Almintor's friend, and therefore learned

L

€



In all such things, pray let thine ears bs turned,
And hear, and judge.

Antonio. My popinjay, what now?

Colin. This thing we ask: must we two fight? Judee thou.

Each came one morn, with welcoming of song,
Unto her door; for this, where nod the long
Anqshoreward waves, we nigh have fought; waves bring
The brown wesd burden, so the sword brings fear
Toins.

Thernot. Oh wise art thou in such a thing,
Being Almintor's page., Now judge you here,
We love Naschina Dboth.

Antonio. Whom loves she best?

Colin. She cares no whit for either, but has blest

Almintor with her love,

Enter NASCHINA, disguised as a shepherd boy.

Colin, WWho art thou? - speak,

As the sea's furrows on a sea-tost shell,

Sad histories are lettered on thy cheek.
Antonio, It i1s the shepherd Guarimond, who loveth well

In the deep centres of the secrst woods.

01d miser hoards of grief to tell and tell:

Young Guarimond he tells them o'er and o'er,

To see them drwned by those vast solitudes,

With their unhuman sorrows.

Nasechina . Cease! no more!



Antonio. DMNo, noj; when that shsll be, then men may call
Down to their feet the stars that shine alone,
Each one at eaze for ave upon his whirline throne.

(They go.

I Scene 11,

A remote part of the forest - Through black and twisted trees the

lake 1s shining under the red svening sky.

inter NASCHINA, as a shepherd boy and ANTONIO,

|

Antonio. Behold, how like a swarm of fi=ry bees
The liesht is dancing o'er the knottzd trses,
In busy flakes; re-shining from the lake,
Throursh this nicht-vested place the red beams break.
Naschina. From the deep earth unto the lurid sky
All things are guist in the eve's wide eye.
Antonio., The air is still above, and still each leaf,
But loud the grasshopper that sits beneath.
Naschina. And, boy, saw you, when through the forest we
Two came, his name and mine on X many a tree
Carved; here beyond the lake's ® slow-muffled tread,
In sand his name and mine I've also read,
Antonio. Yonder's the isle in s=arch whereof we came;
The white waves wrap it in a sheet of flame,
And yonder huddling blackness draweth nigh -

The faery ship that swims athwart the sky.

Naschina. Antonio, if I return no more,



Then bid them raise my statue on the shore;

Here where the round waves come, here let them builld,

Here, facing to the lake, and no name gild;
A white, dumb, thing of tears, here let it stand,

Between the lonely forest and the sand.

Antonio. The boat draws near and near, You heed me not!

Naschina. And when the summer's deep, then to this spot

The Arcadians bring, and bid the stone be raised
As I am standing now - as though I sazed,
One hand brow-shading, far across the night,
And one arm pointing thus, in marble white.
And once a-year let the Arcadians come,
And 'neath sit, and of the woven sum
Of human sorrow let them moralize;
And let them tell sad histories, till their eyes
All swim with tears.
Antonio. The faery boat's at hand;
You must be gone; the rolling pgrains of sand

Are 'neath its prow, and crushing shells.

Naschina.(turnine to go) And let the tahe be mournful each one

(Antonio and HNaschins

Reenter Antonio.
Antonio. I would have gone also; but far away
The faery thing flew with her o'er the gray
Slow waters, and the boat and malden sink
Away from me where mists of evening drink
To ease their world-old thirst along the brink

Of sword-blue waves of czlm; while o'er head Llink

co out,

tel



The mobs of stars in gold and grsen and blue,
Fiercing the quivering waters through and through,
The ageless sentinels who hold their watch
Oter grief. The world drinks sorrow from the beams
And penetration offtheir ayes.
(starting forward.
Wher= yonder blotch
Of lilsc o'er the pulsing water gleams,
Once more those shepherds come. Mayhap some mirth
I'1]l have. Oh, absent one, 'tis not for dearth
Of grief. And if they say, 'Antonio lauched!',
Say then, - 'A popin jay before grief's shaft
Pierced through, chattering from habit in the sun,
1111 bhis last wretchedness was o'er and done'.
A Voice from the trees, Antonio!
Inter Colin and Thernot.
Thernot. We have resolved to fight.
Antonio. To vonder isle, where never sail was furled,
From whose pgreen banks no living thing may rove,
And see apain the happy woodland lisht,
Naschina's pone, drawn by a thirst of love,
And that was strange; but this is many a world
More wonderful!
Thernot. And we have swords,
Antonio. 0 nicht
Of wonders! eve of prodigies!

Colin, Draw! draw!



Antonio. (aside). HE'11l snap his sword.

Thernot. Raised &8 the lion's paw.

(Colin and Thernot fight,

Antonio. Cease! Thernot's woundsd, cease! They will not heed.

Fierce thrust! A tardy blossom had the seed,
But heavy fruit. How swift the arcument
Of those steel tonguss! Crash, swords! Well thrust! Well bent
Aside!l --
(A far-off multitudinous sound of horns.
The wild horns told Almintor’s end,
And of Naschina's now they tell - rend! rend!
Oh, heart! Her dirge! With rushing arms the waves
Cast on the sound, on, on., This night of graves,
The soinning stars - the toiling sea - whirl round
My sinking brain! - Cease! - Cease! Heard ye yon sound?

The dirge of her ye love., Cease! - Czsase!

( An echo in a e¢liff in the heart of the

forest sends mournfully

back the blast of the horns., ANTONIO rushes away, and the scene

closes on COLIN and THERNOT still fighting.)



THE TWO TITANS,

A political poem,

The vision of a rock where lichtnings whirled
Bruising the darkness with their crackling light;
The waves, enormous wanderers of the world,
Feat on 1t with their hammers day and night.
Two firures crouching on the black rock, bound
To one another with a coiling chain;
A crey-haired vouth, whose cheeks had never found,
Or long ere this had lost thelr ruddy stain;
A sybil, with fierce face as of a hound
That dreams. ©She moveth, feeling in her brain
The lightnings pulse - behold her, aye behold -
Ienoble joy, and more icnoble pain
Cramm'd a1l her youth; and hates have bousght and sold
Her spirit. As she moves, the foam-globes burst
Over her spottsd flesh and flying hair
And her glpsantic limbs. The weary thirst
Unquenchable still grows in her dull stare,
As round her, slow on fset that have no blood,
The phantoms of her faded pleasures walk;
And trailing crimson vans, a mumbling brood,
Ghosts of her vanished clories, muse and stalk
About the sea. Before her lies that youth,
florn with long strucgles; and the waves have sung
Their passion and their restlessness and ruth
Through his sad soul for ever old and young,
Till their fierce miseries within his eyes

Have 1it lone tapers.



Now the night was cast,

Making all one o'er rock and s=sa and sklss;
And when once more the lightning Genli passed,

Strewing upon the rocks their steel-blue hair,
I saw him stegger with ths clanking chain,

Trailing and shining 'neath the flickering glare.
With little cries of joy he kissed the rain

In creviced rocks, and lauched to the old sea,
And, nodding to and fro, sang songs of love,

And flowers and little children. Suddenly
Dropt down the velvet darkness from above,

Hiding awav the ocean's yelping flocks.
When flash on flash once more the lightning came,

The yvouth had fluneg his arms around the rocks,
And in the sibyl's eves a languid flame

Was moving. Bleeding now, his grasp unlocks,
And he is dracged again before her feet,.

hy not? He is her own; and crouching nigh
Bending her face o'er his, she watches meat

And part his foaming mouth with eager eye --

To place a kiss of fire on th=z dim brow

Of Failure, and to crown her crownless head,
That all men evermore may humbly bow

Down to the mothsr of the foiled end dead.
For this did the %ternal Darkness bring

Thither by dust, and knead it with a cry,
Gathered on her own lips, Oh youth, and fling

Failure for glory down on thee and mould

A



Thy withered foe, and with the purple wing
0f ocean ran thee into life, and fold
For ever round thy waking and thy slesep

The darkness of the whirlwind shattersd deep.




REMENMBRANCE,

Remembering thee, I ssarch out these faint flowers
Of rhyme; remembering thee, thils crescent night,
While o'er the buds, and o'er the grass-blades, bright
And clinging with the dew of odorous showers,
With purple sandals sweep the grave-eyed hours -
Remembering thee, I muse, while fades in flicht
The honey-hearted leisure of the light,

And hanging o'er the hush of willow bowers,

0f ceaseless loneliness and high recret
Singe the young wistful spirit of a star
Enfolden in the shadows of the Efast,
And silence holding revelry and feast;
Just now my soul rose up ard touched it, far

In space, made equal with a sicgh, we met.




A DVUN-50NG

From ths waves the sun hath reeled,
Proudly in his saffron walking;
8leep in some Ffar other fisld

foes his poppiles now a-hawking;

From the hills of egrth have pegled -
Purmurs of her children talking --
My companions, two and t',rvro',

(tathering mushrooms in the dew.

Trembles as a bell of glass

A1l hesven's floor, with vapours bedded -~--

And along the mountains pass,

Wit
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their mushrooms lightly threadsd

(]

On their

@

waying blades of grass,

¢

Lads and lasses, two and two,

Gatherine mashrooms 1n the dew.

Wake! the heron, rising, hath
Showered away the keen dew drops;
Weasel warms him on the path,
Half aslesp the old cow crons,
In the fairy-haunted rath,

Dewy-tongued, the dalsy tops --




‘e will wander, T and you,

Gatherine mushrooms in thes d=w,.

For your feet the morning prayeth:
We will find her favourite lair,

Straving as the heron strayeth,

As the moorfowl and the hare,

[
]
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mornine star decayeth
In the bosom of the air --
Gayest wanderers, I and vou,

Gatherine rashrooms in the dew,




In The rFirelicht.

o

Come and dream of kings and kingdoms,
Cooking chesgtmits on the bars -
Round us the white roads are endless,

Mournful under mournful stars.

Whisper lest we too mey sadden,
Round us herds of shadows steal -
Care not 1f beyond the shadows
Flieth Fortune's furious wheel,
Kingdoms rising, kingdoms falling,
Bowing nations, plumed wars -
leigh them in an hour of dreaming,

Cookinez chestnubs on the bars.




MOTURN -- AND THEN OQNWARD

Ye on the broad hish mountains of old Eri,
lourn all the nipght znd day,
he man 1ls gone who suidsd ve, unweary,

Through the lonz bitter way.

Ye by the waves who close in our sad nation,

:;'1
1]

full of sudden fears,
The man is gone who from his lonelv station

Has mouldsd the hard vy=ars.

Nourn ve on grass-green plaing of Eri fated,
For closed in darkness now
Is he who laboured on, derided, hated,

4nd m=de the tyrant bow.

Mourn -- and then onward, there is no refturning

He ocuides ye from ths tomb;
His memory now 1s a tall pillar, burning

Fefore us in the gloom!




THE DANAAN OQUICKEN TRER

teloved, hear myv bitter tale!l-

Now making busy with the oar,

Now flingine loose the slanting sail,

1 hurried from the woody shore,

And plucked small fruits on Innisfree,

(Ah, mournful Lanasn quicken tree!l)

A murrmring faery multitude,
"hen flying to ths heart of light

From playing hurley in the wood

ith creatures of our heavy night,

A berry threw for me - or thee.

(Ah, mournful Dansan quicken tree!)

And thereon grew g tender root,
And thereon grew a tender stern,
And thereon grew the ruddy fruit
That are a poison to all men
And meat to the Aslauga Shee,

(Ah, mournful Danaasn quicken tree!)

It is said that an enchanted tree orew once on the little
leke-island of Innisfree, and that its herries were, according to
one legend, polsonous to mortals, and according to another, able to
endow them with more than mortal powers.
berries were the food of the 'fuatha de Dansan', or faeries,
Quicken is the old Irish name for the mountain ash.
mentionsd in the last verse is a famous faery who often goes about
the roads disguised es a cluteh of chickens.
eand beautiful faery who carried Oisin into Fasrvland.

- Shee' means fsery host.

Both lerends say that the

The Bark Joan

Niam is the famous

'Aslauge



If when the battle is half won,
I fling away my sword, blood dim,
Or leave some service all undone,
Feloved, blame the Danaan whim,
And blame the snare thev set for me.

(Ah, mournful Danasn quicksn tree!)

Cast out all hope, cast ouvut all fear,
And taste with me the faeries' meat,
For while T blamed them I could hear
Park Joan call the berrles sweet,
Where Niam heads the revelry.

(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree!)




WISDOM AND LDREALS,

I pray that I ever be weaving
An intellectual tune,
fut weaving it out of threads

From thddistaff of the moon.

"isdom and dreams are one,
For dreams are the flowers ablow,
And Wisdom the fruit of the rarden:

God planted him long ago.




A SONG OF TEF RO2Y-CROSS

He who measures gain and loss,
Vhen he gave to th:se the Ross,
Gave to m= alone The Cross:

there th= blood-red blossom blow

i

In a wood of dew and moss,
There thy wandsering vathway woes,
Mine where webers brood and toss;
Yot one jJjoy have I, hid close,
He who messures gain snd loss,
When he gave to thee the Hose,

4

Gave to me alone ths Cross.




SPLINNING 30NG

There are seven that pull the thresad
One lives under the wavss,

And one where the winds are wove,

And one in the old gray houss

Where the dew 1z made before dawn:
One lives in the house of the sun,
And one in the the house of th= moon,
And one lives under the boughs

0f the golden apple tree;

And one spinner is lost,.

Holiest, holiesgst sSesven,

Put all your vower on the thread

I have spun in the house this night!
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HOUND _ VOICH.

FECAUSE we love bars hills and stunbted tre:
And were the last to choose the ssttled eround
Its boredom of the desk or of the spade, because
30 many years compenioned by a hound,

Our voices carry; and thoush slumber bound,

Some few half wake and half renew their choice,

¥ive tongue, proclaim their hidden name - "hound voice®.

The women that I picked spoke swest =snd low

And vet gave tongue. "Hound voices" were they all,
e picked each other from afar and knew

What hour of terror comes to test the soul,

And in that terror's name obeyed Tthe call,

And understood, what none have understood,

Those images that waken in the blood.

And find our ancient hounds befors the door,
And wide awalke know thab the hunt is on;
“fumbling upon the blood-dark track once more,
‘"hat stumbling to the kill beside the shore;
hen clzaning out 2-d bandaging of wounds,

And chants of victory amid the encircling hounds.



JOHEN EKINSFLLA'S TANENT FHOR
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VARY MOQRE.
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A PTOODY and a sudden end,
Gunshot or a noose,
for death who takes what man would keep,
Leaves what man would lose.
He misht have had my sister
.y cousins by the score,
But nothing satisfied the fool
But my dear liary Moors,
None other knows what pleasures man
At table or in bed.

Vhat shall I do for pretty girls

Now my old bawd is dead?

I

‘Though stifif to strike a bargain
Like an old Jew man,
Her barcain struck we laucghed and talked
And emptisd many a can;
And 0! but she had stories
‘hough not for the priest's ear,
To keep the soul of man alive
ranish age and care,
And being old she put & skin

On everything she sald.
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What shall T do for pretty girls

Row my old bawd is dead?

=
=
=

I
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a2 book 1
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lhe priests have halt savs
Fut for Adam's sin

iden's rcarden would be there

o expectation falils there
No pleasing habit ends

No man srows old, no girl grows cold,
Fut friends walk by Iriends.

lho guarrels over halfpenniss

4

that plucks the tress for bread?
What shall T do for pretiy clrls

Yow my oid bawd is dead?
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HIGH JALK

- o

PROCEZSIONS that lack high stilts have nothing that catches the eye. ||I§

What if my great-granddad had a palr that weere twenty foot high,
And mine were but fifteen foot, no modern stalks upon hizher,

Some rogue of the world stole them Lo patch np a fench or a fire.

Becaunse piebald ponles, led bears, caged lions, make but poor shows,

|
Because children demand Daddy-long-legs upon his timber toes, |
Because women in the upper stories demand a face at ths pans

That patching old heels they may shriek, I take to chisel and plane.

M¥alachi Stilt-Jack am 1, whatever I learnsed has run wild,

From collar to collar,from stilt to stilt, from father to child.
A1l metachor, kialachi, stilts and all. A barnacle goose

Far up inthe stretches of nightjnicht splits a-d the dawn breaks
loose;

I, through the terrible novelty of liszht, stalk on, stalk on;

Those prest sea horses bare their teeth and langh at the dawn,
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THE APPARTTIONS

b

CAUSE there 1s safzty in ddrision
I talked about an apparition,

T took no troubles to convince,

Or seem possible to 2 man of sense,
Distrustful of that popular eye
Whether it besbold or sly.

Fifteen spparitions have I s=zen;

The worst a coat upon a coat-haneer.

L have found nothing half so =zood
As my long-planced half solitude,
Where I can sit up half the nicht
A#ith some friend that has the wit
Not Lo-allow his looks to tell
dhen I am uninbelligible,

Fifteen apparitions have I seen;

The worst = coat upon a coat-hanper,

Yhen a man erows old his joy

Grows mors deep day after day,

His empty heart is full at length
‘ut he has ne=d of 21l that strencth
Hecause of the increasing Niocht

That opens her mystery and frirht.
Fifteen apparitions have I geenj;

he worst a coat upon & coat-hanger,
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hat woman huzs her infant there?

Another star has shot an ear,

hat made the drapery glisten so?

Not s man out Delacroix.

Vhat made the c=iling waterProof?

Landor's tarpaulin on the roof.

What brushess fly snd moth aside?

'I.Jl

Irving and his plume of pride.

Yhat hurries out the knave and dolt?

T'alma and his bthundervolt,

Why is a woman terror-struck?

Can there be mercy in her look?
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MAN AND THE ECHO,

MAN
In a cleft that's christened Alt
Under broken stone I halt
At The bottom of z pit
That broad noon has never 1it,
And shout a secret to the stone.
All that I have said and done,
Now that I em old and 111,
Turns into a guestion till
I lie awake night after night
And never get the answers right.
Did that play of mine send out
Certain men the English shot?
Did words of mine put too great strain
On that woman's reeling brain?
Could my spoken words have checked
That whereby a house lay wrecked?
And all seems evil until I

Sleepless would lie down and die.

ECHO

Lie down znd die.

MAN
That were to shirk
The spiritual intellect's great work

And shirk it in vain. There is no release
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In a bodkin or disease,

Nor can there be a work so great

As CThat which cleans man's dirty slate.
dhile man can still his body keep
Wine or love drug him to sleep,
waking he thenks the Lord that he

Has body and its stupidity,

But body gone he sleeps no more

And till his intellect grows sure
That ell's arranged in one clear view
Pursues the thoughts that I pursue,
Then stands in judgement on his soul,
And, all work done, dismisses all

Jut of intellect and sight

And sinks at last into the night.

ECHO

Into the night.

MAN

0 rocky voice
Shall we in that great night rejoice?
What do we know but that we face
One another in this place?
But hush, for I have lost the theme
Its joy or night seem but a dream;
Up there some hawk or owl has struck
Dropping out of sky or rock,
A stricken rabbit is crying out

And its cry distracts my thought.



THE CIRCUS AWNIMAL'S DESERTION

I
I sought s theme and sought for it in vailn,
I sought it daily for six weeks or so.
Maybe at last being but a broken man
I must be satisfied with my heart, although
dinter and summer till old age began
My circus animals were all on show,
Those stilted boys, that burnished chariot,

Lion and woman and the Lord knows what.

X
What can I but enumerate old themes,
First that sea-rider Usheen led by the nose
Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dreams,
Vain gaiety, vain battle, valn repose,
Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems,
That might adorn old songs or courtly shows;
But what cared I that set him on to ride,

I, starved for the bosom of his fairy bride.

And then s counter-truth filled out its play,
"The Countess Cathleen" was the name I gave 1t,
She, pity-crazed, had given her soul away

Put masterful Heaven had intervened to save it.
I thought my dear must her own soul destroy

So did fanaticism and hate enslave 1it,

And this brought forth a dream and sooan enough
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This dream itself had all my thought and love.

And when the Fool and Blind Man stole the bread
Cuchullain fought the ungovernable sea,

Heart mysteries there, and yet when sll is said
It was the dream itself enchanted me:

Character isolsted by a deed

To engross the present and dominate memory.
Players and painted stage took all my love

£nd not those things that they were emblems of.

TEE
Those masterful images because complete
Grew in pure mind but out of what began?
A mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street,
0ld kettles, old bottles, and a broken can,
0ld iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut
Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder!s gone
I must lie down where all the ladders start

In the foul rag snd bone shop of the heart.
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POLITICS

"In our time the destiny of man presents 1ts meanings

in political terms.” THOMAS MANN

How can I, that girl standing there,
My attention fix

On Roman or on Russian

Or on Spanish politics,

Yet here's a travelled man that knows
Vhat he talks about,

And there's a politician

That has both read and thought,

And maybe what they say is true

Of war and war's zlarms,

But O that I were young sgain

And held her in my arms.
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THE STATUES

Pythagoras planned it. VWhy did the people stare?
dis numbers, though they moved or seemed to move
In marble or in brongze, lscked character.

Eut boys and pgirls pale from the imagined love
O0f solitary beds, knew what they were,

That pession could bring character enough;

And pressed at midnight in some public place

live lips upon a plummet-measured face.

No! Greater than Fythazoras, for the men

That with a mallet or a chisel modelled these
Celculstions that look but casual flesh, put down
All Asiatic vague immensities,

And not the banks of oegrs that swem upon

The many-headed foam at Salamis.

Europe put off that foam when Fhidias

Gave women dreams and dreams their looking-glass.

One image crossed the many-headed, sat

Under the tropic shade, grew round and slow,

No Hamlet thin from eating flies, a fat

Dreamer of the Middle Ages. Empty eye-balls knew
That knowledge increases unreality, that

Mirror on mirror mirrored is all the show.

When gzonz and conch declare the hour ©o bless

Grimalkin crawls to Buddha's emptiness.

When Fearse suumoned Cuchullain to his side,



#hat stelked through the Post Office? What intellect,
What calculation, number, measurement, replied?

We Irish, born into that ancient sect

But thrown upon this filthy modern tide

And by its formless, spawning, fury wrecked,

Climb to our proper dark, that we may trace

The lineaments of a plummet-measured face.
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Inere 211 the golden codpers lay,
Ihere the silver dew,

and the great water sighed for love
And the wind sighed too.

Man-picker Niamh leant and sighed
By Oisin on the grass;

There sighed amid his choir of love
Tall Pythacoras.

rlotinus came and looked about,

I'he salt flskes on his breast,

And heving stretched and yawned awhile

Lay sighing like the rest.

IT
Straddling each a dolphin's back
And stesdied by a fin
Those Innocents re-live their death,
Their wounds open again.
The ecstatic waters laugh because
Their cries are swveet and stranze,
Through their ancestral patterns dance,
Aand the brute dolphins plunge
Until in some cliff-sheltered bay
wWwhere wades the choir of love
Proffering its sacred laurel crowns,

They pitch their burdens off.
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31lim adolescence that a nymph has stripped,
relius on Thetis stares,
Her limbs are delicate as an eyelid,
Love has blinded him with tears;
But Thetis! belly listens.
Down the mountain walls
From where Pan's cavern is
Intolerable music falls.
foul zoat-head, brutal arm apvear,
Belly, shoulder, bum,
Flash fishlike; nymphs and satyrs

Copulate in the foan.




Thet civilization may not sink
Its great battle lost,

wulet the dog, tether the pony
To a distant post.

Our master Caesar 1s in the tent
Where the maps are spread,

His eyes fixed upon nothing,

A hend under nis head.

Like & long-legged fly upon the stream

His mind =moves upon silence.

That the topless towers be burnt

All men recall that face,

Miove most gently if move you must

In this lonely place.

3he thinks, part woman, three parts =
That nobody looks: her feet

Practise a tinker shuffle

Picked uan the street.

Like a long-legged fly upon the stream

Her mind wmoves upon silence.

. That girls at puberty may find
The first Adam in their thought,
Shut the door of the Fope's Chapel,

Keep those children out.

child,
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There on that sceffolding reclines
1'-'1]'.(.‘.1‘136 l _n—.fi lO .
With no more =sound than the mice make

“is hand moves to and fro.

Like e long-legged fly upon the stream

His mind wmoves upon silence.
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A  BRONZE HEAD

fHere at right of the entrance this brongze head,
Human, super-human, a bird's round eye,
Everything else withﬁfed and mummy-4dead.

What great tomb-haunter sweeps the distant sky;
(Something may linger there though all else die;)
And finds there nothing to make its terror less

Hysterico-pessio of its own emptiness?

No dsrk tomb-hsunter once; her form all full

s though with masgnsnimity of light

Yet a2 most zentle woman: who can tell

ihich of her forms has shown her substance right,
Or may be substance can be composite,

Profound McTaggart thought so, and in a bregth

A mouthful hold the extreme of life and death.

But even at the sterting-post, all sleck and new,
I saw the wildness in her and I thought

A vision of terror that it must live through

Had shattered her soul. Propincuity had brought
Imagination to that piteh where it casts out

All that is not itself. I had grown wild

; ” ‘ -7 aE e 1
And wandered murmuring everywhere "my child, my child!’

Or else I thought her supernatural;
As though a sterner eye looked through her eye

On this foul world in its decline and fall;
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On ganzling stocks grown great, great stocks run dry,
Ancestral pegrls all pitched into a stye,
Herolc revery mocked by clown and knave,

And wondered what was left for messacre to save.
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A PBibliography of the Writings of

o

Uillism Butler Veatbs.

I have endsavoured to inelude in this
biblioesraphy sverythline that Yeats wrote or sdited
and most of the worké he contributed to, O0f his
contributions to periodicals, T have mantionsd only
the poetry. The enormous bulk of his revisws,
sketches, letters and essays contributed to Irish,
fnglish and ﬁﬂwricaﬁﬁeriodicals,especially during

the elghteen-nineties, will fill many volumes., I

have not included the numerous antholog

"[_r-

es in which
his work has apneared except some significant early
ones like the anbhology of Gill and 8on(1888) where
he himself made his conbtributions a part of the
eral scheme of the book., I have described every
book I have had access to and merely mentioned the
others., Severszl of the first editions are limited

in number and printed privately, and are inaccessiblle

at libraries and even at the British Museum,., EFut |
|

between Veats and his sigter liiss Eligabeth Yeats,

of the Cuala Press, it is possible to see practicallly
i
all of them. : \ '

|
Poole's admirable 'Index to Periodical

in 1907. And it was 1915 before the Library Associgtbil

Literature!' came to an end with its Fifth suppls eﬁt
g
published the first volume of 'Subject Indsx to i

Periodicals'. The latter has asaln a cap between

on
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between 1922 and 1926, Both these publications men- |
tion works on authors more than by them., But I have:
made use of them a2 grest deal. If this bibliosr phy;
is incomplete, 1t is meinly due to the gaps in these
publications as weli as the difficulty of access to
several american journsls. I know definitely of at
least one omission, of a wposm which appeared first

in the excellent American magazine, 'roetry'.

The plan of dividing up the work into four
columns 1g intended to provide an index to the nature
of his creative sctivity durings 1885 -183%8. 'he

following are tThe abbreviations used in neming the

The Irish lionthly: Ir. lion.
The Irish rFireside: Iy, Fir.
''he Leisure Hour: Leis. Hr,
"he Scots Ubserver: Sc. Obs.
The National Observer: Ngt. Obs,.
United Ireland: U I,
ihe bookman: Ploman .

The SBaturday Review: Sat, Rev.
The Fortnishtly Review: fort. Rev,
"he lionthly Review: Mon, Rev.
The Dial: Disl

The London lercury: Lon, Merc.

W

I have made use of A.J,A 3ymons's Bibliography of th

lst editions of Yeats's Works(First ditions Club)'24,

|
and Allan Vade's Bibliosraphy published in 1908 in
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the eighth volume of the Collected Works (zhakespearpg
|

Head Press, Chapman and Hall) svery now and then.
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iiosada/A Dramatic Poem/Fy/

W.EB.Yeats/lith a/Frontispiece

=

Portrait of the author/Ly

J.E.Veats/Reprinted from the

Dublin University Reoview/

Dublin: /Frinted by 3S=aly,

Frysrs, and Walker,/%4,95 &

]
<
o
r}
65
i
of
.
-
o

o6 lilddle Akbey

8vo, pp ii & 12, Light brown

papsr covers.



NOHKS EDITID BY VuATS CONTRIBUTTONS Y0 PHRTIODICALS.

3one of th= Fairiss.
Volecas,
(LJ,R, HMarch)

T'he Island of Statues. (D.U.R.
April-July)

Love and Degath.(D.U.R.May)
The Seeker.(D.U.R.Zeptember)

An Epilogue.(D.U.R.October)

In a Drawing Room.(D.U.R.January).
Justrains.(D.U.R.February)
The Two Titans.(D.U.R.March)

On lr.Nettleship's Picture at the

Royal Hibsrnian Academy(D.U.R.Apr) |

kosada (D.U.R.June)

Remembrance (Ir.Mon, July)

Miservimus (D.U.R.October)

From the Eook of Kaurl the Indlan,

Section V, On the Nature of God.
(D,U.R.October)

Meditation of =2n old Filsherman.
(Ir.Mon. October)

The Stolen Child (Ir,.lMon.December)
An Indian Song (D.U.R.Dzcember)

188%7.

A Dawn Song (Ir,.Fir. Feb,5)
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1387 contd.

The }i"airy Pedant (II’..-On- _I.'ar.')
King %0ll (Lsis.Hr.Ssptember)

She who dwelt amons the
sycamores.(Ir.ion September)

The Fairy Doctor.(Ir.Fir.3ep 10)

1888

Foems =2nd Zallads/of/
Young 1reland/1888X7ﬁ'rel
one at heart if vou be
Ireland's friend,/ihough
leagues asunder our
opinions tend;/There are
but two great parties in
the =ndl/Allincham/
0'Connel Strest/1888.
Fecap .Bvo,ppviii &B80.

"Thite bueckram,

Fairy and Folk ‘“ales/of
the Irish Peasantry:/
‘dited and selected by/
W.B.Yeats/London: /Walter
Scott, 24 Varwick Lane/New
York:''homas Whittaksr/
Toronto: W.J.Gage & Co./
1888.

SM . CT«8Vo, xx&326. cloth.



The landsrinss of Clsin/and

other Poems/by/Vi.E,
London/Leran Faul, Trench
¢ Co., l,Paternoster Sq./

(8 M

1889.

Feav. 8vo, vi & 156. cloth.

U,
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1888 contd,

(Same edition repneated in

in 1892 with 12 illustrations

by James "“orrance)

Storiss from Carleton:/
With an introduction/by W.
B.Yeats./lLondon:Walter 3cott
24 larwick Lane/llsw York &%
Toronto:/W.J.Gage &Co.

Sm.er .8vo,xx&302,

18¢0.

Reprssentative/Irish Yales/
Compiled, with an intro-
duetion and lotes/by/W.H.
Yeays/First(second)series/
(ornament) /New York & Lon-
don/G.P.FPutnam's Sons/The
Knickerbocksr Press.
(entire title printed on a
yellow cround and enclosed
within a red line border)
32 mo. L,vid&k 340;I1,1ivic?56,

Decorated boards,cloth backs

fhe Fallad of the 01d Fox-
hunter (fast and Vest,Nov)

Street Dancers(Lsis.fAr.lar)

A Cradle Song (Sc.0bs.AprlQ)

Father Gillican(Sc.Obs.
July5)

he 014 Pensioner (Sc¢,0bs.
Nov.,15)

The Take Isle of Innisfres
(Nat.0bs.Dec.l&)




1891.
Ganconagh/John 3herman,
and/Dhova/London/1 . Fisher
Unwin/~aternsster Square/

DGCCCXOTL,

24 mo,iv & 196.

1892.
The/Countess Kathleen/and (An Amsrican edition published
Various Tecends and Lyrics/ by Robesrts Brothers, Foston;
By/W.B.Yeats/"He who tastes fractically idesntical with
a crust of bread/tastes all rnglish =dition =xcept for
the stars and all/the title-nace and publisher's
hesvens" /Faracelsus ab name on back of bindins.

Hohenheim/Cam=o Series/7.
tisher Unwin, Paternoster
S8q/London E.C. MDCGCXCIT.

12 mo, 144,
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1891.
In the Firelisht(Leis.Fr.leb.)
A man who dreamed of fairvland.
( E‘!at .U‘bS . Hary .I‘?)
A Fairy Song (Nat.Obs.3ep.l2)
A Fallad Sinper (The Loston
Pilot, Sep 12)
ourn - and then Onward (Un.Ir.
Oet 10)
Kathl=sen (Vat,.0bs Oct.?1)
An Epitabh. (MNat. Obs.Dec.l2)
1892.
Irish/Fairy lales/edited Rosa /undi (Nat.Obs.January 2)
with an introduction/bv/ 'he Peace of the Rose (Nat.

Ovs. Feb, 13)
W,E.Yeats/author of The
The White Pirds.(Nat.0bs.May7)
Wanderings of Oisin, ete/
Fergus and ths Druid (Nat.Obs.

I1lustrated by Jack B, lay 21)

Veats/London/T.Fisher A mystical praver to the lasters
of the "lements - Finvarra,

Unwin/1892, Feacdra, and Caolbe(iichael,
Gabriel and Raphael)

Fecap.8vo,viii & 236 cloth, The Hookman, October.

Ihe Rose in my Heart (Nat.Obs.

The Book/of the Rhymers!'
lhe Fiddler of Dooney (Ekman Dec)

Club/(Press mark)/Tondon/
The Twisting of the Rope (Nat .,
Flkin lathsws/At the sisn Obs, Dec.24)
of the Todley Head/in
Vigo Street/1892/411
rights ressrved,

Royal 16 mo,xvi & 94,

Paper boards.



1895.

The Celtiec Twilight(in red)/
ien and Yomen, Dhouls and
Faeries/IFy/" .B.Yeats/With

a frontispiece by J.E.
Veats/(Press mark of
Lawrence and Sullen)/
London:/Lawrence and
‘ullen, (in red)/16,
Henrietta 3Street, Covent
Garden./1893.

18 mo,x1i & 212, eloth.
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1882 contd.

ihe/FPoets(in red)/and the
Foztry(in red)of the/
Century(in red)/Charles
Kinesley/to/James Thomson/
tdited by(in red)Alfred
H.uWiles(in red)/Hutchinson
and Co./%5,Patsrnoster
Sguare,London.

(This and its companion
volume which deals with
the poets from Joannsa
Faillie to lMathilde

21lind have short notes

by Veats on Allingham
and Ellsn O'Leary resply,.

The Works/of/William
Flake/FPoetic,symbolic,

and eriticsl/Fdited with
Lithographs of the
Illusteeted/"Frophetic
Fooks", and a lemoir/and
Interpretation/by/tdwin
John Kllis/Author of

"fate in Arcadia'ete./and/
William ‘utler Yeats/Author
of '"The Wanderings of

Oisin','The Countess

The Danasn Quicken Tree (Blman
ay) .

The Celtig Twilisht (Nat.0Obs.

The Moods (EBkman August)
The Fairy Host (Nat.Obs.Oct.7)
The Stolen rFride( fkman Nowv.)

Wisdom and Dreams (-kman Dec)
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1894,

Thes Land/of Heart's/Desire/ The/Land of Heart's

/

isher/

by/ W,

L]

2. Yeat SI/.T_JO ndon:T . Les j_rle/ _.V-';I"‘I. - B .Yeat‘ 5/
Unwin, Paternoster/Souare, (publigbers'monou@mﬁ

MDCCCXCIV., Chicapo/Stone ad
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18892 contd.

Kathleen'ete./"Bring me

to the test/ And T the matter
will re-word, which madness/
Would gamble from"/Hamlet/

In Three Volumes/Vol I(IL,ITI)/
London/EFernard SGuaritch,15
Piccadily/189%/(A11 rishts
reserved) .

Three Volumes.

Roval 8vo. Cloth,

The Poems/of/William =lake
(in red)/“dited by/W.B.
Yeats/(Press mark of

Lawrence and Bullen) .

London T Hew York.

Lawrence & Fullen Charles Z2cribner's ZJons

(in red) . (in red)
l6Henrietta 3t,W.C.| 743 & 745 Eroasdway,
1895, ' 1893,

18 mo,1iv & 252, ¢leth.

1894.
The Sscond Book/of/The Cap and Fell (Nat.Obs.larchl?)
Rhymers' Club/London: 1The Song of the 0ld NMothser

(Bkman April)

lkin Wathews and John

Lane/New York: Dodd,

e e ————————————



(ihe left hand side of ILimball/Caxton Puilding/
tha titl= pass has an

imprint of beardsley's VDCCOXCIV.,

desien for the Avz=nue

Theatre) Feap. Bvo, 1iv 46, -oards

small guarto F.48., ovaper.

The Celtic 'Lwi

ll ht/'_':';en

and women, Lhouls and/

Faeries/ By V.,B,Yeats/

With a frontispiece by J.B.

Yeats/ New York:/ilacmillan

and Co,/and London/1894,

1895

Poems/By W.E.Yeats/London:
Published by 1 .risher
Unwin/To .XI:Paternoster
Fulldings: MDCCCXCV.

( the whole forms part of
a desion by H.G.F.)

Cr. Bvo, xii & 288. cloth

( same edition puld lsh=d
in America with the name
of Copeland and Day, oston

on th= title page.)

1896,




1894 contd.,

vead and Company/1894/A11
rishts reserved,

Royal 1l6mo xzvi & 188.,cloth

18995.

4 book of/Irish Verse/
Selected from modern
writers/with an intro-
duction/and notes/by W.E,
Yeats/llsthuen & Co./36

Essex Street, W,C./London/

Gy, Bvo, xxviii & 260 linen

1896.

"o some I have talked by
the Fire (EBkmsn May)

A song of the rosy-cross
(Bkman Octobsr)

The Twilisht of Forglveness
(Micheel Robartes asks for-
eiveness because of his
many moods)

(Sat. Rewv)

The shadowy horsz:s (He bids
his belovad be at Peace)
(Sevoy January)

(A French version appsarsd
in Vers et Prose March-
lay)
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1897 .
The Sscret Rose:(in red)/ (American edition practically
By W.B.Yests, with/I1llus- the gsame as the inglish -
trations by J.E./Yeats/ Fublishers - Dodd, lead
(Press mark of Lawrence & and Co., New York)

Fullen) /Lawrence & Bullen
Limited, (inred)/16 Henrietta
Street, Covent Garden,/Lon-

don, MDCCCXCVIL.

cr. 8vo xii & 268 cloth.




1897.

The Uravall of Fassion
(3avoy January)

(French version in Vers et
Prose larch-may 1805)

tverlastineg Voices (New Review,
January)

0'Sullivan the Red to lary
Lavell (4Aedh tells of the perfect
Beauty; A Poet to his beloved)
(Yhe Senate, March)

s concerning Peasant
- 1. A cradle song

v of the bklack pie.

He remembsrs Iforgotten Beauty!
Savoy July)

‘rench version in Vers et Prose
llarch-may 1805)

Windlestraws 1.0'3ullivan Rua

to the Curlew (Hanrshsn reproves
the curlew).il. Out oi the old
dsys (To my hesrt, bidding it
have no fear)

(Savoy, November)

The Valley of lovers.(Aedh
tells of a valley full of lovers)
(3at. Rev. Jamary ¢ )

The Blessed.(The Yellow Bk.ipril)

he Desire of man and woman
(llongan laments the ghange that
has come upon him snd his teloved)
(The Dome, Juna)

Song.(The poet pleads with his
Fpiend for old friends)
(Sat. Rev. July 24)



1887 econtd.

The Tatles of the Taw/The
Adoration of the lagli/Zy
1B Yeats/(rress mark)/

Frivately printed//DCCCACVII,

Cr. 8vo 48, ecloth.

1898 .,

Lhe Wind/Amongz the Reéds/
By/V.B.Yeats/London:klkin
Mathews/Vigo Street,i.,18909.

Cr. 8vo viii & 108 cloth.

(second edition of FPoems, 1895)

(American edition
practically the same.
fublished by John
Lezne:'"he Bodley

Head., New York & London:
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1827 contd.

1898.

A Hook of Images/drawn by
W.Y{Horton & introduced by

i.B,Yeats/London at the

Unicorn/Fress ¥IL Cecil
Court St./lartin's Lane
VMDCCCACVIII

Feap quarto.62.cloth,

1899 .

ILiterary/Ideals in/Ireland/
by John “glinton;/W.B.Yeats/
A B3 /W.Larminie/Published
by 1. Fisher Unwin, Lonﬂon/
And at the Daily Lxpress
Office, Lublin.

Long 8vo. 11 & 88.paner covars.

O'Sullivan the Red upon his
danderings (Henrahan laments
because of his wand=rings; and
in later =ditlons, liald duilet)
(The Hew Review, August)

Aodh to D=ctora Thres gongs

(Aedh hears the cry of the sedgse,

Aedh laments the loss of love,
Aedh thinks of those who have
spoken evil of his beloved)
(The Dome, lay)

Song of liongzan (longan thinks
of his psst Greatness)
(The Dome, October)

L0dh pleads with the :-lsmental
Towers .(The Dome December)

“ressel, the Ilshermen
(Lhe Cornish Mazazine, December)




The Shadowy Waters/By W.B,
Yeats/London: Hodder and/
Stourhton/27 Faternostsr

Rovr: LCM,

Cr. Quarto. 60, cloth.

»
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1899 contd.

BRLTAINE, No. 2. February.
BERLTAINE No.&. April

(The three numbers of
'Beltaine! were lssusd
later in one volume with
wrappers by the Unicorn
Fress in 1900)

A Ureasury/of/Irish
Postry/in the/ifneglish
Tongue/edited by/Stpford A.
Brooke/andsT .V ,Rolleston/

London/3mith,#1lder,% Co.,

15 Weberloo Place/1900; All

Cr. 8vo xliv 580 c¢loth.

A new revised =dition of

‘A Fook of Irish verse!'.

The Shadowy Vaters (''he
North Amerilcan Review, Hay)
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Ihird (new and revised) 'he Shadowy Wabers/By/
edition of 1885 =dition B.Yeate/(ornament )/
of Foems., New York/Dodd, Mead =nd
Ciot X ’?:-’./1 Sl 5
Cr.quarto. §2.Crey boards
1902
x o
The Celtie Twilight{in red)/ Where There ls/nothinpg/A
By W,B. Yeats/A H.Pullen,{in Drame/in Pive Acts/Ey/W,I

rad) 12 Cscll Court/St. Yeata; John Lane/MBMII

Ysrtin's Lane, London W.,0./ Cirs

83]

Vo, Viil & 100. grey
WCHMII, pDaper covar.,

Cr. Bvo., % & 236, cloth. Limited edition.

by W.E,Yeats/(ornament

in red)/Printed at the
Caradoc Fress Chiswick for
A B,Bullen 18 Cecll Court
TLon/don MDCCCCIT

Pott Bvo., vi & 34 Paper boards,

d
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Ldeals

1301

Tdeals in/lrvelend/idited
by Lady Sresory/iritten
by "A.E.", D,P,/iloran,
Georpgs Loore,/ﬁouﬁlas
Hyde, Standish/0'Grady,
and W,BE.Yeats/London: At
the Unicorn Ewess/VII
Ceclil Court MDCCCCIL,

Or. 8vo. 108 eloth.

SANHAIN edited/for the

Irigh Theatre/by W.E.,Yeats/

Fublished in October 1201

by/3ealy

Srvers

by T, Fisher Unwin.,

Feap. quarto 40, Erown psaper.

1902,

Cuclmlain of wuirthemne:/

The sbtory of the men ofy

"he Red Eranch of Ulster/

Arranced and nut into/
English by Lady Grezory/

Vith a prefsce by W.B.

e

Yeats/London/John kurray,
Albemarle 3treet/1902.
Large ¢r, 8vo. xx & 364

cloth

Walker and/

inder the loon (The Spe=aker,
Juns 15)

Spimming 3ong (Broadsheet,Jan)

The Folly of belng Comforted
(The Speaker, Jenuary 11)

"Away' (Fort. Rev. Aprtl)

et
|»

le and Aillinn (The Nonthly
Review, July)

)

Adam's Curse (lonth. Rev. Dec)

T TV R TY T
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Tdeas of Good and(in red)/
W.E.Yeats/
Jullen(in red)47 Great

Russel/Street, London,W.8.

MCMIII
cr. 8vo. vili & 342, Faper
boards with cloth beck.

Where There 1s Nothing:/

being Volume One of Plays/
for an Irish Theatre: by/

W.,B.Yeats/London: A, H,

Bullen, 47, Great/Russell

Street, W.C,1903,
Cr. Bvo. xii & 132. Paper

boards with cloth back.

&

*n

A new =dition of
There 1s Nothinpg!'(lacmillan
and Company lew Vork)

arge paper cdition

on Japan papsr limited

to 100 coples.

Revised and enlarged
edition of The Cesltic

Twilicsht.

Ideas of Good and/:vil.

By W.B.,Yeats/The liac-
millan Company/New
York MCMIITL,

(same as ingligh edition)
2 £



1908

Samhain: An occasional/
review edited by W.B,
Yeats/Fublishsd in October
1902 by/Sealy Lryefs-?
and/by ' .Fisher Unwin,
recap. auarto. 32.

PAner.

1903,

Samhain: An occasional/
Review edited by W.E.
Yeats/Fublished in Sept-
ember 1903%/by Sealy Eryers
i Walker/and by T.Fisher
Unwin,

20 .

Feap., quarto. paner,

contd.

allker

The 01d men admiring themselves
in the Water (The Pall hall
Wagazine, Jan.)

The 01d Age of Queen laeve
(Fort. Rev. April)

Cathleen, the dasughter of
Hoolihan(song of Red Hanrahan)
(A Eroadshset, April)

The Happy Townland(Rider from

the north)

(The Weeskly critical Heview,
June)

The Dream of the VYorld's Ind

(The Green S“heaf No.1l1l)




Heroic Aze/Fy William Eutler

Yeats/The Dun Emer Press/
Lundrum/MCuITT

B8vo. viii & 68, Linsn with

Yot

haper lavsl,

(725 copies only)

The Hour Glass/a Morality/
Ey/W.B.Yeats/London/lm,
Heinemann, 21 Eedford 5t.,
W.C./1903,

bemy 8vo. 16.

(only 12 conies printed

for purnosss of copyrisht).

The Hour-Glzss, Cathlesn/
ni Hoolihan, The Pot of/
Broth: Being volume Two
of/ Plays for an Irish
Theatre: /By W.E.Yeats/
London:A,H,5ullen, 47,
Great/Russell Street, 7.C.
1904,

Cr.8vo.vililk84.papar boards
and cloth back.

the/Irish Heroic Ame/
by/W.E. Yeats/New York/
The daemlllsn Company/
London:iacmillan & Co.,
Ltd./1903/A11 rishts
rezerved.,

Cr.8vo vi & 90 cloth,.

The Hour-Glass/And othsr

of

o

nlays/Beingz volume
plays for/an Irish
Theatre/By/Il.E . Yeats/
lew York/The lacmillan
Company/London:lacmillan
& Coe.y Ltd./1904/all
rights reserved

Globe 8vo viii & 116 cloth.
(another =ditign of 100)




1904,

Gods and Fighting lMen:/The

atory of the Tuztha de Danaan
and of the Fianna/of Ireland,
arranged and/put into inglish
by Lady/Grecory. VWith a preface/
by W.B,Yeats/London/John Murray,
Albemarle Street,¥,/1804,

Large Cr. 8vo., xxviii & 480,




3 ne's “hreshold:and/

Led

T

e

¥

On Laile's 3trand: being/
Volume Three of Flays/for
an Irish "hestre: Ey/ﬁ.B.
Yeats/London: A H.bullen,

47, Great/Russell 3Street,

-"\".Go 1904:.
Cr. 8vo., viii & 120, paper

boards with cloth back.

4

.

tories of Red Hanrshan by/
William Butler Yeats/The Dun
Emer Press/Dundrum uCMIV,

8vo. Vviii &
bozrds with linen back.

(500 copies only)

(New and revised edition of
'Poems!, 1895)

contd.,

The Kine's Threshold/A

Play in verse/By/Wi.B.

Veats/N

€]

w York/Frinted
for private circulation/
1904 ,

medium 8vo x & 88.

grey boards.

(Printed on cream-
coloured paper, hand-

made,(Italian). Only
100 copies)




340

1904 contd,

Samhain: An occazsional/

review edited by W.d.Veats/
Published in December 1904/
2ealy Bryers & Walker/and

1 .iisher Unwin.

Feap quarto., 56. paper.

1905,

Samhain:An occasionsl/
review edited by W.B.Yeats/
Published in November 1905/
by liaunsel & Co, Ltd.,/And

A H.,Bullen,

The Well of the Saints/EBy

Prols Potmes d'Amour: Le
iravall de la Passion; Les
Chevaux de l'ombre; 0'Sullivan
Rua ¥ larie Lavell (Yranslated

by Stuart Merrill) .
(Vers st Prose, larch-kay)

Qusen kdaine (llaclure's maga-
zine, September)

Do not love too long (!'The
Acorn, VUctober)

_171




Poems, 1899-1905(in red)/
by W,B.Yeats/London: A.H,
Bullen/Dublin: launsel &
Co. Ltd/1906.

Cr. Bvo. xvi &

280, cloth

v,

1906.

The Poebical Vorks/of/
William B. Yeats/In Two
Volumes/Volume I/Lvyrical
Poems/New York/The lac-
millan GCompsany/London:
Maemillan % Co.Ltd./
1906/411 rights reserved.
Crs BVo. Xiv &

240 . cloth



J

19085 contd,

J.i.Synge. With an intro-/
duction by W,B.Yeats, Be-/
ing Volume Four of Flays/
for an Irish Theatrs
London: A.H,Pullen, 47,/
Great/Russell Street,

W.C. 1905,

Cr. B8vo. xvili & 82, Papnsr

boards with cloth back.

1906,

Foems/of/3penser/selected
and with/an Introduction
by/W. B. Yeats./7.C. & E.C.
Jack/Edinburgh.

(The whole forms psrt of a
desipgn by A. 3, Harcourt)

3m., ¢r. Bvo., xlviii & 292
cloth

Semhain: An occasional/review

edited by W.B.Yeats/Published

in December 1906/by iiaunsel
& Co. Ltd./Dublin.

Fecap. aquarto. 40. paper.

Never gilve all the heart,
(Moaclure's mapazine, December)

Arainst Witcheraft ('The

Shsnachie' Spring)

The praise of Deirdre('The
Shanachis' Spring)




1907,

The Shadowy Waters/By W.B,
Yeats/Acting version,/As
first played at the Abbey
Theatre, Decembsr 8th,1906/
A,H.bullen, /47 Grest Russell
Street, London, W.C./1907,

cr. Bvo. 28. paper cover,

Deirdre by W.E.Yeats/Being

Volume five of Plays/for an
Irish Theatre/London: A.H,

Bullen/Lublin:iaunsel & Co.
Ltd./1907.

cr, 8vo. viii & 48.Paper boards
with cloth back.

Discoveries; A volume of tssays/
By William Butler Yassts/(woodcut)/
Dun Zmer Press/Dundrum/MCMVIL,

aper bogrds with

8vo, xvi & b6, k
linen back)

(200 copies only)

1

The Poetiecal Vorks/of/
William B.,¥eats/In 'Two
Volumes,/Volume 11/
Dramatical Foems/lew
York/he Macmillan Com-
pany/London:lacmillan

Co. Ltd./1907/A11
rights reserved,

er. 8vo. X & 528,




1906 contd.
(The Arrow. Ldited by
W. B, Yeats)
1907,

The Arrow No.Z.(February

23, 1907)




Oy |
1908,

Poems Lyrical snd lNesrrative/Being the First volume
of The/Collected Works in Verse pnd/rﬂove of \1lliqm
Butler 7ezts/Imprinted at the Shakespeare/Head rres
Stratford- Oﬁ—dVOQ/“leILI/LOHdOn /Chepman & Hall/
Limited.

(The underlined portion is in red)

Demy.3vo. Vellum. ix & 244,

The King's Threshold.On/Eaile's Strand.Deirdre/Shedowy
Waters. being/lihe Second Volume of/Ihe Collected Works
in/Verse & Prose of ”ll1laﬂ/iUble reats. Lﬁprinubd/&t

the Shake S PEETE ;oadf_¥esq Stratford-on-svon/NCUVIII/

London:/Chepman & Hall/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.l). E.258.

The Countess Cathleen. The/Land of Heart's Desire.lhe/
Unicorn from the Stars. Be-/ing The Third Volume wl Tie/
Collected Works in Verse/And Prose of William Eutler/
Yeats. Imprinted st uhe/bhakesneﬂre Head Fress/Stratiord-
on nvon/nmeLLI/Lonﬂon /thumun & Hall/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.I) F.239.

The Hour-ulass. Uathleen Ni/Houlihan. The (Golden
delmet/The Irish Dramatic wovement/being the Fourth
Volume of/The Collected .orks in Verse &/Frose of
William Eutler Yests/Imprinted at The ShakesnesresHesd
rress Stratford-on-Avon/MCMVIII/London:/Chanmen &
Hall/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.Il). F.z24v.

The Celtic Twilicht and, stoiies of Red Hanrahsn/Eeins

the Pifth Volume of /The Collected Works 1n Verss =snd

Prose of Wwilliam/Butler vedts.merinhfd/ the shakespeare
Head/rress stratford- On“nJOﬂ/uCMJIll/TfﬂﬂOﬂ./CQDLian

& Hall/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.l) F.(vi) & 261.

Ideas of Good snd Mvil/bBeing the Sixth Volume of/The
Collected Worksln/Jerqc and rrose of William SZutler
Yeats. lmprinted at the Shakespeare read/Press Stretford-
on-Avon/MCMVIII/London: /Chonmen & Hell/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.I1) P(1)& 266.

The Secret Rose.loss salchems/ica.Tne Tables of the Law.
The/Adorsztion of the Mggi.Joun/Sherman snd DﬂOYﬂ-.&lﬂﬁ The/
Seventh Volume of The Col-/lected jorks in Verse & Prose/of
iilliem Butler Yeats. Im-/printed st the Shakespeare/Head
Press Stratford-on-avon/HCy VIII/London: Chapman & Hsll/Limited.
(Uniform with Vol.I) £.299.

Discoveries.Edmund Spenser/Poetry snd Uradition; & O#her/
Essays. Being the eighth volume/Of The Collected Works in
Verse/& Prose of William Butler Yests/Imprinted at the
Shakespesre/Head rress Stratiord-on-avon/MCHVIII/London:/
Chapmen & Hall/Limited.

(Uniform with Vol.I.) E. vi & 287.




Postry and Ireland: Lssays
by/W .,B.Yeats and Lionel/
(device) /Cuala Fress/
Churchtomm/Dundrum/MCMVITT ,
uarto, xvi & 64, paper bds,

(250 copies only)

er plays/Fy/William

e
=]
(=h
@]
cr
&
4]

B, Yeats/ard/Lady Gregory/
New York/The laemillan
Company/1908/411 rights
regerved.,

-

8 vo..xiv & 210, ecloth.

The Golden Hslmet/Gy/
illiam Butler Veats/
Published/Zy/John Quinn/

New York 1908.

H T P
X 4- P.536, naner bds.

i'ﬁ?’t\

(Edition, limited to 50
copies not for sale)

(An Americen ediftion of
Lend of Hear#s Desire was
publishedRY W,H.Baker,
and a limited edition
by Mosher; there were

other editions by french

and Dodd)
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1910

The Green Helmet and other/
Poems by William Butler
Yeats/(woodeut) /ihe Cualsa
Press/Churchtown/Cundrum/
MCMX .

Quarto, xvi & 48,

Faper Dboards & light canvas

back. (450 copies)

1911

Synge and the Ireland of
his/ Time by William Eutler
Veatg/Vith a note concerning
a walk/through Connemara
with him/By Jack Butler
eats/(woodcut)/The Cuala
Press/Churchtown/lDundrumn/
MCOMAT ,
auarto, xvi & 56, Ggey paper

boards & linen back.

()]

50 coples only.

1912,
The Land of/Heart's Desire/
By/W.B.Yeats/London/l ,Fisher

Unwin/Adelphi Terrace/1912.




34K

1910

1912

Gitenjali (in red)/
(Song offerings)/By/

Rebindranath Tagore/

Two Foems
1. Youth and Age

(The Coming of
Wisdom).

2. To a Certain
Country House in
Time of Change
(Upon a House Shsken
by the Land of

Agitation).

(McLure's Magazine, Dec.)
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"l 1912 contd.
i _
ol
oo
|y J 3 vo. P47, paper covers, Cuttine/of an LAgate/
o
il y/Uilliam Butler oF
| =
Il e e e ]
' Author of 'Ideas of Good
|
;‘d Poems(in red)/-v/W.B.,Yeats nd/Evil! ete,/ r Yorlk/
1 I
i
|
I\ i (in read) ondon/' ,rlsher 'he zcmillan Combpany/
wié' Unwin(in red)/Adelphil 191274811 rishts reserved.
i
Ll erracs/1912, VO . '« £Yeen paper
1
l‘ '|' Bvo. XXVL & 3 boards.
il
|
{[ |
'1.1
M
i — e e o/ e = .
At 'he Countess/Lathleen/ Ly, (Maemillan 2d an
i
1 i N Yeatbs/T, Figher Unwin/ American edition of
: Rl | g
[ Adelphi Terrace/l1812. '""he Green Helmet =nd
;
Q‘_ F,128. paper covers, other Foemsa!)
[} 1
| ]
1 |
Iwu
E
i-I ( -|P-
i {u LoLeda
I
| | I|
i Poems written in Discourage-/
P
!. Il _ _
i ment, oy W.r.Yeats/1912-1913/
(]
J. Cuala Press/LDundrum/1913,
1
1 5
RE e A O57. D.B. grey paper wrappers.
it B = =
I
| £l
| -
3
Vuseum or 'Lhe Natlional Library

of Scotland)

of
FPress

ished by The Cusala
ubscribers only. Svo.F.30)
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1912 contd.

a Lollection of Prose
Translation made/by the
suthor from the/Original
Bengali/with an Intro-
duction by/W.B. Yeats/
London/Frinted =t the
Chiswick FPress for/lhe

India Society/191%2
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‘2. haper boards
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1916 contd.

Juarto. p.24: wrappers.
(200 copies of which 8 wsre on
Duteh hand-made paper, 70 on

Japanese vellum, and 122 on
Itekian hand-made paper)

1917,

The Wild Swans at Coole,/Cther
verses and a Play/in verse, by
I.B.Yeats/lhe Cuala Fress/
Churchtown/Dundrum/MCHAVIT,
Quarto. xil & 52. paper bosrds..

400 copies.,

1918,
Wine Poems/by/V.B.V=ats/London/ (An American edition
Privately printed by Clement of '"Yer Amica Silentla
Shorter/October 1918, (all in Tunse, published by
black line border) iiaemillans. Limited
10 X 75. p.ii & 18, paper wrappers. edition)

The edition, which consisted of

25 copies, was not for sale,

Per Amica/3ilentia Lunae/By/
William Butler Yests/Macmillan
and Co, Limited/St. Martins's
Street, London/1918.

Bvo. viili & 88. cloth.



1918.

(An American =dition of
"Irish fairy and folk tales'
was published in 'ihe lodern
Library of the world's b=st

Rooks' s=ries)




1919 .

"he Cutting of/An Acate/Ey

W B Veats/aemillan and Co.

Bvo. viii & 223. cloth.

Iwo plays for Dancers/By
W.B.Yeats/(woodcut ) /The
Cuala Press/MEMXIX,
Guarto. viil & 44. paper
boards and linen back.

400 copies.

1920,

llichael Robartes and the/Lancer,

By William Butler/Yeats/(woodcut

in red)/The Cuala Fress/Churchtown/
Dundrum/MCHXX,

Jusrto., xii & 40, paper boards with
linen back.

400 copies,

1921.

tour Flays/for dancers/by/V.B.
Yeats/liaecmillan and Co.Limited/

3t. Martin's Bsneet, T.ondon/1921,

(An American edition
'i'he Wild “wans
Coole' nublished

7 lizemillans)

(An American edition
by Macmillans appear-

ed simultaneously)

(An American edition
by Maemillans appear-

ed ®aimultaneously)
&



HBVo xiv & 140, paner boards &

buckram back.

T
Nne

Vesta/(woodeut in rsd) /i

/Chusechtown/

Cnala Fr

)]

3
Dundrum/uCXXT ,
Junarto. iv & 96, paper boards

nen back,

|_J-

ard 1

400 copiles,

Street, London/1922,

L

8vo. xii & 452, eloth.

Tater Poems/by/W.F.Veats/lac-

1

millan and Co.Limit=d/St.

Nartin's 3treet, London/l19:

o

8vo. xvi & 368, cloth.

The/Player Queen/by/VW.B.Yeats/

Macmillan and Co. Limited/St.

Martin's Street, London/1922.




1921«

'All Souls' Night' (Printed ss
an epilogue to 'A Vision!)
The London Mercury. March.

'"Thoughts upon the State of
the World!
The Dial. September.

'Thoughts upon the present State
of the World' (Ninteen Hundred
and Ninteen)

London Mercury. November.,



Vo . 1i 62. paper wrappers
sVen Fof y and a prraomeaent/ o

/(woodeut

38/ Dundrum/!

Poems :

by

and the lioon and/cert

illiam/Butler Veats
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1923,

'editations in time of Ci¥il
ar!,(The Dial, January)

(The same poem appeared in
The London lisrcury)

1924.
'The Cat and the lMoon!
(The Dial, July)

(The same poem appearsed in
The Criterion' of July)
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1926,

liore songs of an 0ld Count ryman'

(London Mercury, April)

1927 .
Songs of Tnnocence/ ‘Tw? Songs from the 01d Country-
men '
%illiam Blake/Illus- - "
Four Songs from the Young Country-
trated by/Jacynth men' .
Parsons/(drawing)/With (The London WMercury, May)

a Prefatory Letter by W.B.
Yeats/London and Boston/ .

The Medici Society.

3 ) prt o s
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1627 contd.

1 l.fhe i‘ower 1
(ihe Criterion, June)

'among Schoolchildren! i
{The London Mercury, Ausmist)
(The sams poem appeared in
'The Dial' for Aupust)
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1928,

Sophocles!/King Oedipus/A
Version for the lodern Stage/
By/il.B.Yeats/Maemillan and Co.,
Limited/St. Martin's Street,
London/1928. -

raper wrapper. P.61.
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tisht Poems.

1N
("'he

1931

Bishop Berkeley/His

life, writings,

and/

Fhilosophy/By/d.li.Hone and

A sonp Ior musi
Love's loneline
Her Dream.

His bargzin.,
Yeditations upon Death,

C.
S8,

Crazy Jane & the dancersa
Crazy Jane & the bishop.

Crazy Jdane reproved.

London udercury,November)

M.M.Rossi/With an introduction/

by/W .B.Yeats/London/Faber

and Faber Limited/24

Russell Square.

8vo.

cloth.







1934,
The/Holy liountain/Eeing
the story of A/Filerimage
To the Leke Lanas/And of
Initiation/On lount Xallas
bet/By/Ehacwan Shri
Hamss/lranslated/From the
Vardthi Ey/Shri Purohit
Swimi/l'ith an introduction
Bv/l ., B.Yeats/London/Faber and
Faber Limited/24 Russell
Zquars,

8vo, k.243%, cloth.

'ZJunernatural Jongs!

Ribh at the tomb of Baile and
A1llinn,

Ribh prefers an older "heology.

Bibh considasrs Christian love

0 insufficient.

He gnd ghe,

The four ages of Man.

Conjunctions.

A needle's Eve.

Meri.

(The ‘London Mercury, December)




A Full WMoon/in-kareh/ by /

A.b.Yeats/Naemillan and Co Ltd/

1935,
8vo. viii & Y0, cloth,
(new edition of colleeted

1936.

Dramatis Fersonae/1896-190%/
Estrangement /The Desth of
Synpe/he EBounty of Sweden/
Maemillan and Co.Ltd,/1936.
8vo. viii & 130. paper

boards with linen back,.

1937

The/Eing's Whreshold/Ly/W.B,
YVeats/Maemillan and Co.,Limited/
St .artin's Street,London/1937.

Ps. 665=114. paper cov:ars.

(An American Fdition

by Maemillan)

(American sdn, of 'Yhe
Oxford Book of sodern
Varase! QOxford

University Press,Toronto.

(An Awerican edition
of the Ten Principsal
Upanishads) Published

by Macmillans.



(.,x
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1936,
Selections/from/The loems/of/
Dorothy Vellesley/%With an intro-
duetion by/W.C..¥Yects/end a Draw-
inz bﬁfiir William Rothenstein/
Tondon/laecmillan and Co.Ltd/

1936. Gvo,xviiid 126.cloth.

The Oxford Eook/of lodern Verss/
189z - 1935/Chosen by/W.C.,Yeats/

o
RLe B

8}

Oxford/At the Clsrendon Fress/1

.

B8vo. X1viii & 480, cloth.

193%.
The Ten/Frincipal Upanishads/Put
into English by/Shree Furohit Swami/
and/li.B.Yeats/Faber and Feber Limited/
24 Russell Sguare/London.

8vo. F.159. cloth.
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1937 caontd.

line One-ict Plays/by/wW.B.Yeats/Mac-
millan and Co., Ltd./St.llartin's
Street, London/1937.

8vo. vi & 217. eloth.

Fegays/Ev W.B.Yeats/1931 to 1936/

Ede%iée}/rhe Cuals Fress/Dublin,

Ireland/1937.

quart. F.1l3Z.paper bds.xlinen back.
1938.

The Herne's Zgg/A stage FPlay/

by/u.E.Yemts/London/Macmillan

and Co.Ltd/1938.

B8vo. vi & 73. cloth.

New Poems:By W.B.Yeats/(drawing)/
The Cuels rress/Dublin,lreland/
MOMXXXVIITI.

wuarto. xxxii & 39. Paper

boards with linen back.

( 'Autobiography,consisting
of 'Reveries over Child-
hood and Youth, 'The
Trembling of the Veil!,
and !'Dramatis Personse!

Meemillan).

(Herne's Egg and other
Fleys. 8vo. 136.

lleemillan)

(Herne's Ezg. Macmillen)



l'ree/llareot
Ruddock/With an intro-
duction by/?.t.?eétsf
London:J.¥, Uent and Sons
Ltd.

8vo, xlv & 29. paper boards.
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Aphorisms of Yopa/by/

Bhegswin Shree Fatanjali/
done dinto Inelish/from the
original in Samskrit/with

a commentarv/by/Shree
Purohit Swami/ and an intro-
duction/ty/ .H.”eats/ﬁabe“

ynd Faber Limited/z

I'\:J.
Ay}

Russell Square/London,

1

Qetavo. E.94. cloth
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e Three Pushes!
e London Mercury, January)

The Wild old VWicked Man.
An Acre of Grass.
Are you content?
aweet dancer.
(ILnd.Vere. April).,

1ioht Foems.
bis Lazulil.,
Those images.

ihat was lost.
The spur.
(Lon.ilerc. larch)

Poems.

eo
1lla's Lament for
Mirs, Mary loore.
Hiegh Talk.
Ihe Apparitions.
A Nativity.
(Lond.Vere. December)

'Van and the Fcho!

''"he Circus Animal's Desertion!
'PolEtcics®.,

(Lond.lerc, January)

Four Recent Poems.

ews ifor the Delphie
r=lepgoad Hlys; A [Lronze
larch)




