
Whenweareyoung
Welongtotreadawaynonetrodbefore,
But�nd theexcellentoldwaythroughlove
Andthroughthecareofchildrentothehour
Forbiddingfateandtimeandchangegood-bye.

WilliamButlerYeats(1865-1939),TheLandofHeart'sDesire(1894)
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With years, aricherlifebegins,
thespirit mellows:

Ripeagegivestonetoviolins,
wine,andgoodfellows.

JohnTownsendTrowbridge(1827-?),ThreeWorlds
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TheChamberedNautilus
Thisistheshipofpearl,which,poetsfeign,

Sailstheunshadowedmain,–
Theventurousbarkthat�ings

On the sweetsummerwind its purpled
wings

In gulfsenchanted,wheretheSirensings,
Andcoralreefsliebare,

Wherethecoldsea-maidsriseto suntheir
streaminghair.

Its websof livinggauzenomoreunfurl;
Wreckedistheshipofpearl!
Andeverychamberedcell,

Whereits dimdreaminglifewaswontto
dwell,

As the frail tenantshapedhis growing
shell,
Beforetheeliesrevealed,–

Its irisedceilingrent,itssunlesscryptun-
sealed!

Yearafteryearbeheldthesilenttoil
Thatspreadhislustrouscoil;
Still,asthespiralgrew,

He left thepastyear's dwellingfor the
new,

Stolewith soft stepits shiningarchway
through,
Built upits idledoor,

Stretchedinhislast-foundhome,andknew
theoldnomore.

Thanksfor theheavenlymessagebrought
bythee,
Childofthewanderingsea,
Castfromherlap, forlorn!

Fromthydeadlipsaclearernoteisborn
ThaneverTritonblewfromwreath�edhorn!

Whileonmineearit rings,
ThroughthedeepcavesofthoughtI heara

voicethatsings:–

Build theemorestatelymansions, O my
soul,
Astheswiftseasonsroll!
Leavethylow-vaultedpast!

Leteachnewtemple,noblerthanthelast,
Shuttheefromheavenwith a domemore

vast,
Till thouat lengthart free,

Leavingthineoutgrownshellbylife'sun-
restingsea!

OliverWendellHolmes(1809-1894),TheAutocratof theBreakfastTable(1858)

I awokeearly,asI oftendid,justbeforesunrisetowalkbytheocean'sedgeandgreetthe
newday.AsI movedthroughthemistydawn,I focusedona faint,farawaymotion.I saw
ayouth,bendingandreachingand�ailing arms, dancingonthebeach,nodoubtin celebration
of theperfectdaysoontobegin.

AsI approached,I sadlyrealizedthat theyouthwasnotdancingto thebay,butrather
bendingtosift throughthedebrisleftbythenight'stide,stoppingnowandthentopick upa
star�shandthenstanding, toheaveit back intothesea.I askedtheyouththepurposeof the
effort. “Thetidehaswashedthestar�shontothebeachandthey cannotreturnto theseaby
themselves,” theyouthreplied.“Whenthesunrises, theywill die,unlessI throwthemback to
thesea.”

Astheyouthexplained,I surveyedthevastexpanseofbeach,stretchingin bothdirections
beyondmysight.Star�shlitteredtheshoreinnumbersbeyondcalculation.Thehopelessnessof
theyouth'splanbecamecleartomeandI countered,“Buttherearemorestar�shonthisbeach
thanyoucaneversavebeforethesunisup. Surelyyoucannotexpecttomakeadifference.”

Theyouthpausedbrie�y toconsidermy words, benttopick upastar�shandthrewit as
faraspossible.Turningtomehesimplysaid,“I madeadifferencetothatone.”

I left theboyandwenthome,deepin thoughtofwhattheboyhadsaid.I returnedto the
beachandspenttherestof thedayhelpingtheboythrowstar�shin tothesea.

LorenEiseley(1907-1977),fromTheStarThrower(1949)


