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Songs of Solitude 

Texts by William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) 
 

[1] I. Prologue (A Meditation in Time of War) 

For one throb of the artery, 

While on that old grey stone I sat 

Under the old wind-broken tree, 

I knew that One is animate, 

Mankind inanimate phantasy. 

 

[2] II. Blood and the Moon 

Blessed be this place, 

More blessed still this tower; 

A bloody, arrogant power 

Rose out of the race 

Uttering, mastering it, 

Rose like these walls from these 

Storm-beaten cottages – 

In mockery I have set 

A powerful emblem up, 

And sing it rhyme upon rhyme in mockery or a time 

Half dead at the top. 

 

[3] III. Drinking Song 

The purity of the unclouded moon 

Has flung its arrowy shaft upon the floor. 

Seven centuries have passed and it is pure; 

The blood of innocence has left no stain. 

There, on blood-saturated ground, have stood 

Soldier, assassin, executioner, 

Whether for daily pittance or in blind fear 

Or out of abstract hatred, and shed blood, 

But could not cast a single jet thereon. 

Odour of blood on the ancestral stair! 

And we that have shed none must gather there 

And clamour in drunken frenzy for the moon. 

 

Upon the dusty, glittering windows cling, 

And seem to cling upon the moonlit skies, 

Tortoiseshell butterflies, peacock butterflies. 

A couple of night-moths are on the wing. 

Is every modern nation like the tower, 

Half dead at the top? No matter what I said, 

For wisdom is the property of the dead, 

A something incompatible with life; and power, 

Like everything that has the stain of blood, 

A property of the living; but no stain 

Can come upon the visage of the moon 

When it has looked in glory from a cloud. 

 

[4] IV. These are the Clouds 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun, 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye: 

The weak lay hand on what the strong has done, 

Till that be tumbled that was lifted high 

And discord follow upon unison, 

And all things at one common level lie. 

And therefore, friend, if your great race were run 

And these things came, so much the more thereby 

Have you made greatness your companion, 

Although it be for children that you sigh: 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun, 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye. 

 

[5] V. The Second Coming 

Turning and turning in the widening gyre 

The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 

The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 

The best lack all conviction, while the worst 

Are full of passionate intensity. 

 

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 desert 

A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 

The darkness drops 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? 

 

[6] VI. Epilogue (Vacillation) 

Between extremities 

Man runs his course; 

A brand, or flaming breath, 

Comes to destroy 

All those antinomies 

Of day and night; 

The body calls it death, 

The heart remorse. 

But if these be right 

What is joy? 

 

War Songs 

Texts by Walt Whitman (1819-92) 
 

[7] 1. Hush’d be the Camps To-day 

Hush’d be the camps to-day, 

And soldiers, let us drape our war-worn weapons; 

And each, with musing soul retire, to celebrate, 

Our dear commander’s death. 

 

No more for him life’s stormy conflicts; 

Nor victory, nor defeat — No more time’s dark events, 

Charging like ceaseless clouds across the sky. 

 

But Sing, poet, in our name; 

Sing of the love we bore him — because you, dweller in camps, know 

it truly 

 

Sing, to the lower’d coffin there; 

Sing with the shovel’d clods that fill the grave — a verse, 

For the heavy hearts of soldiers. 

 

[8] 2. Look Down, Fair Moon 

Look down, fair moon, and bathe this scene; 

Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods, on faces ghastly, swollen, 

purple; 

On the dead, on their backs, with their arms toss’d wide, 

Pour down your unstinted nimbus, sacred moon. 

 

[9] 3. Reconciliation 

Word over all, beautiful as the sky, 

Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage must in time be utterly 

lost, 

That the hands of the sisters Death and Night incessantly softly wash 

again, and ever again, this soil’d world; 

For my enemy is dead, a man divine as myself is dead, 

I look where he lies white-faced and still in the coffin — I draw near, 

Bend down and touch lightly with my lips the white face in the coffin. 
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[10] 4. Year that Trembled and Reel’d Beneath Me 

Year that trembled and reel’d beneath me! 

Your summer wind was warm enough — yet the air I breathed froze 

me; 

A thick gloom fell through the sunshine and darken’d me; 

Must I change my triumphant songs? Said I to myself; 

Must I indeed learn to chant the cold dirges of the baffled? 

And sullen hymns of defeat? 

 

[11] 5. Come Up From the Fields Father 

Come up from the fields father, here’s a letter from our Pete, 

And come to the front door mother, here’s a letter from thy dear son. 

 

Down in the fields all prospers well, 

But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter’s call, 

And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away. 

 

Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling, 

She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap. 

 

Open the envelope quickly, 

O this is not our son’s writing, yet his name is sign’d, 

O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother’s soul! 

All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main 

words only, 

Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, 
taken to hospital, 
At present low, but will soon be better. 
Grieve not so, dear mother, (the just-grown daughter speaks through 
her sobs) 
See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will soon be better. 
 

Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be better, 

that brave and simple soul,) 

While they stand at home at the door he is dead already, 

The only son is dead. 

 

But the mother needs to be better, 

She with thin form presently drest in black, 

By day her meals untouch’d, then at night fitfully sleeping, often 

waking, 

In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing, 

O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and 

withdraw, 

To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son. 
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