
William Butler Yeats / Adam’s Curse 
 
We sat together at one summer’s end,  
That beautiful mild woman, your close friend,  
And you and I, and talked of poetry.  
I said, ‘A line will take us hours maybe;  
Yet if it does not seem a moment’s thought,  5 
Our stitching and unstitching has been naught.  
Better go down upon your marrow-bones  
And scrub a kitchen pavement, or break stones  
Like an old pauper, in all kinds of weather;  
For to articulate sweet sounds together 10  
Is to work harder than all these, and yet  
Be thought an idler by the noisy set  
Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergymen  
The martyrs call the world.’  
                                              And thereupon  
That beautiful mild woman for whose sake  15 
There’s many a one shall find out all heartache  
On finding that her voice is sweet and low  
Replied: ‘To be born woman is to know— 
Although they do not talk of it at school— 
That we must labour to be beautiful.’  20 
 
I said, ‘It’s certain there is no fine thing  
Since Adam’s fall but needs much labouring.  
There have been lovers who thought love should be  
So much compounded of high courtesy  
That they would sigh and quote with learned looks  25 
Precedents out of beautiful old books;  
Yet now it seems an idle trade enough.’  
 
We sat grown quiet at the name of love;  
We saw the last embers of daylight die,  
And in the trembling blue-green of the sky  30 
A moon, worn as if it had been a shell  
Washed by time’s waters as they rose and fell  
About the stars and broke in days and years.  
 
I had a thought for no one’s but your ears:  
That you were beautiful, and that I strove  35 
To love you in the old high way of love;  
That it had all seemed happy, and yet we’d grown  
As weary-hearted as that hollow moon. 
 
       [1902] 



William Butler Yeats / A Prayer for My Daughter 
 

 
Once more the storm is howling, and half hid 
Under this cradle-hood and coverlid 
My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle 
But Gregory's wood and one bare hill 
Whereby the haystack- and roof-levelling wind, 5 
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed; 
And for an hour I have walked and prayed 
Because of the great gloom that is in my mind. 
 
I have walked and prayed for this young child an hour 
And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower,  10 
And under the arches of the bridge, and scream 
In the elms above the flooded stream; 
Imagining in excited reverie 
That the future years had come, 
Dancing to a frenzied drum.  15 
Out of the murderous innocence of the sea. 
 
May she be granted beauty and yet not 
Beauty to make a stranger's eye distraught, 
Or hers before a looking-glass, for such, 
Being made beautiful overmuch,  20 
Consider beauty a sufficient end, 
Lose natural kindness and maybe 
The heart-revealing intimacy 
That chooses right, and never find a friend. 
 
Helen being chosen found life flat and dull 25 
And later had much trouble from a fool, 
While that great Queen, that rose out of the spray, 
Being fatherless could have her way 
Yet chose a bandy-legged smith for man. 
It's certain that fine women eat 30 
A crazy salad with their meat 
Whereby the Horn of Plenty is undone. 
 
In courtesy I'd have her chiefly learned; 
Hearts are not bad as a gift but hearts are earned 
By those that are not entirely beautiful;  35 
Yet many, that have played the fool 
For beauty's very self, has charm made wise, 
And many a poor man that has roved, 
Loved and thought himself beloved, 
From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes.  40 

 
May she become a flourishing hidden tree 
That all her thoughts may like the linnet be, 
And have no business but dispensing round 
Their magnanimities of sound, 
Nor but in merriment begin a chase,  45 
Nor but in merriment a quarrel. 
O may she live like some green laurel 
Rooted in one dear perpetual place. 
 
My mind, because the minds that I have loved, 
The sort of beauty that I have approved,  50 
Prosper but little, has dried up of late, 
Yet knows that to be choked with hate 
May well be of all evil chances chief. 
If there's no hatred in a mind 
Assault and battery of the wind 55 
Can never tear the linnet from the leaf. 
 
An intellectual hatred is the worst, 
So let her think opinions are accursed. 
Have I not seen the loveliest woman born 
Out of the mouth of Plenty's horn,  60 
Because of her opinionated mind 
Barter that horn and every good 
By quiet natures understood 
For an old bellows full of angry wind? 
 
Considering that, all hatred driven hence,  65 
The soul recovers radical innocence 
And learns at last that it is self-delighting, 
Self-appeasing, self-affrighting, 
And that its own sweet will is Heaven's will; 
She can, though every face should scowl 70 
And every windy quarter howl 
Or every bellows burst, be happy still. 
 
And may her bridegroom bring her to a house 
Where all's accustomed, ceremonious; 
For arrogance and hatred are the wares 75 
Peddled in the thoroughfares. 
How but in custom and in ceremony 
Are innocence and beauty born? 
Ceremony's a name for the rich horn, 
And custom for the spreading laurel tree.  80

 
 

 [1919] 



William Butler Yeats / The Wild Swans at Coole 
 

The trees are in their autumn beauty, 
The woodland paths are dry, 
Under the October twilight the water 
Mirrors a still sky; 
Upon the brimming water among the stones 5 
Are nine-and-fifty swans. 
 
The nineteenth autumn has come upon me 
Since I first made my count; 
I saw, before I had well finished, 
All suddenly mount 10 
And scatter wheeling in great broken rings 
Upon their clamorous wings. 
 
I have looked upon those brilliant creatures, 
And now my heart is sore. 
All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight, 15 
The first time on this shore, 
The bell-beat of their wings above my head, 
Trod with a lighter tread. 
 
Unwearied still, lover by lover, 
They paddle in the cold 20 
Companionable streams or climb the air; 
Their hearts have not grown old; 
Passion or conquest, wander where they will, 
Attend upon them still. 
 
But now they drift on the still water, 25 
Mysterious, beautiful; 
Among what rushes will they build, 
By what lake’s edge or pool 
Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day 
To find they have flown away? 30 

 
 
 

Robert Frost / Nothing Gold Can Stay 
 

Nature’s first green is gold, 
Her hardest hue to hold. 
Her early leaf’s a flower; 
But only so an hour. 
Then leaf subsides to leaf. 
So Eden sank to grief, 
So dawn goes down to day. 
Nothing gold can stay. 

 
       [1923] 



W. H. Auden / Musée des Beaux Arts 
 
About suffering they were never wrong, 
The Old Masters; how well, they understood 
Its human position; how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along; 
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 5 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 10 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer’s horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 
 
In Breughel’s Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may  15 
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 
Water; and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky,  20 
had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 
 
 
         [1938] 
 
 
 
 
Edna St. Vincent Millay /  
 Sonnet 45: “Euclid Alone Has Looked On Beauty Bare” 
 

Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare. 
Let all who prate of Beauty hold their peace, 
And lay them prone upon the earth and cease 
To ponder on themselves, the while they stare 
At nothing, intricately drawn nowhere 5 
In shapes of shifting lineage; let geese 
Gabble and hiss, but heroes seek release 
From dusty bondage into luminous air. 
O blinding hour, O holy, terrible day, 
When first the shaft into his vision shone 10 
Of light anatomized! Euclid alone 
Has looked on Beauty bare. Fortunate they 
Who, though once only and then but far away, 
Have heard her massive sandal set on stone. 
 
 [1922] 


