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• “the supreme theme of the imagination”

• The Tragic Generation

• The Celtic Twilight

• “Eternal Beauty” & “poor foolish things”:

an enduring dualism.

• The lyrical impulse vs the dramatic voice

• “The Last Romantic”: Yeats and  Modernism

• “The making of the Self”



• “The lyric poet’s life should be known, that 

we should understand that his poetry is no 

rootless flower but the speech of a man.”

• The Platonic Rose (the image that defines 
the early poetry)

• the “great memory”

• the figure of Cuchulain

• Maud Gonne / Helen of Troy



‘To The Rose Upon The Rood Of Time’

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

Come near me, while I sing the ancient ways: 

Cuchulain battling with the bitter tide; 

The Druid, grey, wood-nurtured, quiet-eyed, 

Who cast round Fergus dreams, and ruin untold; 

And thine own sadness, whereof stars, grown old 

In dancing silver-sandalled on the sea, 

Sing in their high and lonely melody. 

Come near, that no more 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. 



Come near, come near, come near—Ah, leave me still 

A little space for the rose-breath to fill! 

Lest I no more hear common things that crave; 

The weak worm hiding down in its small cave, 

The field-mouse running by me in the grass, 

And heavy mortal hopes that toil and pass; 

But seek alone to hear the strange things said 

By God to the bright hearts of those long dead, 

And learn to chaunt a tongue men do not know. 

Come near; I would, before my time to go, 

Sing of old Eire and the ancient ways: 

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



‘The Rose of the World’

[first stanza]

Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream?

For those red lips, with all their mournful pride,

Mournful that no new wonder may betide,

Troy passed away in one funereal gleam,

And Usna’s children died.



‘The White Birds’

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 awaked in our hearts, my beloved,

a sadness that may not die.



‘He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven’

Had I the heaven’s 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.



No Second Troy



Why should I blame her that she filled my days

With misery, or that she would of late

Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways.

Or hurled the little streets upon the great

Had they but courage equal to desire?

What could have made her peaceful with a mind

That nobleness made simple as a fire?

With beauty like a tightened bow, a kind

That is not natural I an age like this,

Being high and solitary and most stern?

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

Was there a second Troy for her to burn?



‘The Folly of Being Comforted’
One that is ever kind said yesterday:

“Your well-beloved’s hair has threads of grey,

And little shadows come about her eyes;

Time can but make it easier to be wise

Though now it seems impossible, and so

All that you need is patience.”
Heart cries, “No,

I have not a crumb of patience, not a grain,

Time can but make her beauty over again:

Because of that great nobleness of hers

The fire that stirs about her, when she stirs,

Burns but more clearly. O she had not these ways

When all the wild summer was in her gaze.

O heart! O heart! If she’d but turn her head,

You’d know the folly of being comforted.”


