Yeats (1916 & 1928)

THE MAGI

Now as at all times I can see in the mind's eye,
In their stiff, painted clothes, the pale unsatisfied ones
Appear and disappear in the blue depth of the sky
With all their ancient faces like rain-beaten stones,
And all their helms of Silver hovering side by side,
And all their eyes still fixed, hoping to find once more,
Being by Calvary's turbulence unsatisfied,
The uncontrollable mystery on the bestial floor.

SAILING TO BYZANTIUM

That is no country for old men. The young
In one another's arms, birds in the trees
- Those dying generations - at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.

An aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,
Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

O sages standing in God's holy fire
As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal
It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;
Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come
HD - imagism 

SEA ROSE

    Rose, harsh rose,

    marred and with stint of petals,

    meagre flower, thin,

    sparse of leaf,

    more precious

    than a wet rose

    single on a stem--

    you are caught in the drift.

    Stunted, with small leaf,

    you are flung on the sand,

    you are lifted

    in the crisp sand

    that drives in the wind.

    Can the spice-rose

    drip such acrid fragrance

    hardened in a leaf?

SHELTERED GARDEN

    I have had enough.

    I gasp for breath.

    Every way ends, every road,

    every foot-path leads at last

    to the hill-crest--

    then you retrace your steps,

    or find the same slope on the other side,

    precipitate.

    I have had enough--

    border-pinks, clove-pinks, wax-lilies,

    herbs, sweet-cress.

    O for some sharp swish of a branch--

    there is no scent of resin

    in this place,

    no taste of bark, of coarse weeds,

    aromatic, astringent--

   only border on border of scented pinks.

    Have you seen fruit under cover

    that wanted light--

    pears wadded in cloth,

    protected from the frost,

    melons, almost ripe,

    smothered in straw?

    Why not let the pears cling

    to the empty branch?

    All your coaxing will only make

    a bitter fruit--

    let them cling, ripen of themselves,

    test their own worth,

    nipped, shrivelled by the frost,

    to fall at last but fair

    with a russet coat.

    Or the melon--

    let it bleach yellow

    in the winter light,

    even tart to the taste--

    it is better to taste of frost--

    the exquisite frost--

    than of wadding and of dead grass.

    For this beauty,

    beauty without strength,

    chokes out life.

    I want wind to break,

    scatter these pink-stalks,

    snap off their spiced heads,

    fling them about with dead leaves--

    spread the paths with twigs,

    limbs broken off,

    trail great pine branches,

    hurled from some far wood

    right across the melon-patch,

    break pear and quince--

    leave half-trees, torn, twisted

    but showing the fight was valiant.

    O to blot out this garden

    to forget, to find a new beauty

    in some terrible

    wind-tortured place.
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