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William Butler Yeats 
 

 

‘I Am of Ireland’ 
 

X 

 

‘I am of Ireland, 

And the Holy Land of Ireland, 

And time runs on,’ cried she. 

‘Come out of charity, 

Come dance with me in Ireland.’ 
 

One man, one man alone 

In that outlandish gear, 

One solitary man 

Of all that rambled there 

Had turned his stately head. 

‘That is a long way off, 

And time runs on,’ he said, 

‘And the night grows rough.’ 

 

‘I am of Ireland, 

And the Holy Land of Ireland, 

And time runs on,’ cried she. 

‘Come out of charity, 

Come dance with me in Ireland.’ 
 

‘The fiddlers are all thumgs, 

Or the fiddle-string accursed, 

The drums and the kettledrums 

And the trumpets all are burst, 

And the trombone,’ cried he, 

‘The trumpet and trombone,’ 

And cocked a malicious eye, 

‘But time runs on, runs on.’ 

 

‘I am of Ireland, 

And the Holy Land of Ireland, 

And time runs on,’ cried she. 

‘Come out of charity, 

Come dance with me in Ireland.’ 
 

from Words for Music Perhaps, 1932 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree 
 

from The Rose 

 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made: 

Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee, 

And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow, 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings; 

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 

And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 

 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey, 

I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 

 

 

 

To a Friend Whose Work Has Come to Nothing 
 

Now all the truth is out, 

Be secret and take defeat 

From any brazen throat, 

For how can you compete, 

Being honour bred, with one 

Who, were it proved he lies, 

Were neither shamed in his own 

Nor in his neighbours’ eyes? 

Bred to a harder thing 

Than Triumph, turn away 

And like a laughing string 

Whereon mad fingers play 

Amid a place of stone, 

Be secret and exult, 

Because of all things know 

That is the most difficult. 


