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Poems by William Butler Yeats

I A POET TO HIS BELOVED (1899)

I bring you with reverent hands

The books of my numberless dreams,
White woman that passion has worn

As the tide wears the dove-grey sands,
And with heart more old than the horn
That is brimmed from the pale fire of time:
White woman with numberless dreams,

I bring you my passionate rhyme.

I A CRADLE SONG (1890)

The angels are stooping
Above your bed;

They weary of trooping
With the whimpering dead.

God's laughing in Heaven
To see you so good,

The Sailing Seven

Are gay with his mood.

I sigh that kiss you,
For I must own

That I shall miss you
When you have grown.



III THE MUSICIANS (1919) [from the play, The Dreaming of the Bones]

At the grey round of the hill
Music of a lost kingdom

Runs, runs and is suddenly still.
The winds out of Clare-Galway
Carry it: suddenly it is still.

I have heard in the night air

A wandering airy music;

And moidered in that snare

A man is lost of a sudden,

In that sweet wandering snare.

What finger first began

Music of a lost kingdom.

They dreamed that laughed in the sun.
Dry bones that dream are bitter,

They dream and darken our sun.

Those crazy fingers play

A wandering airy music;

Our luck is withered away,

And wheat in the wheat-ear withered,
And the wind blows it away.

IV TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND (1916)

Dance there upon the shore;
What need have you to care
For wind or water's roar?

And tumble out your hair

That the salt drops have wet;
Being young you have not known
The fool's triumph, nor yet
Love lost as soon as won,

Nor the best labourer dead
And all the sheaves to bind.
What need have you to dread
The monstrous crying of wind?



V AEDH WISHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN (1899)

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths

Of night and light and the half-light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:

But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

VI THE WHITE BIRDS (1921)

I would that we were, my beloved, white birds on the foam of the sea!
We tire of the flame of the meteor, before it can fade and flee;

And the flame of the blue star of twilight, hung low on the rim of the sky,
Has awakened in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness that may not die.

A weariness comes from those dreamers, dew-dabbled, the lily and rose;

Ah, dream not of them, my beloved, the flame of the meteor that goes,

Or the flame of the blue star that lingers hung low in the fall of the dew:

For I would we were changed to white birds on the wandering foam: I and you!

I am haunted by numberless islands, and many a Danaan shore,

Where Time would surely forget us, and Sorrow come near us no more;
Soon far from the rose and the lily, and fret of the flames would we be,
Were we only white birds, my beloved, buoyed out on the foam of the sea!



