	THE TYGER

William Blake

Tyger, tyger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire? 

And what shoulder and what art
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand and what dread feet? 

What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did He smile His work to see?
Did He who made the lamb make thee? 

Tyger, tyger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 


	THE DIVINE IMAGE 

William Blake

To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
   All pray in their distress,
And to these virtues of delight
   Return their thankfulness. 

For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
   Is God our Father dear;
And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
   Is man, His child and care. 

For Mercy has a human heart;
   Pity, a human face;
And Love, the human form divine:
   And Peace the human dress. 

Then every man, of every clime,
   That prays in his distress,
Prays to the human form divine:
   Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace. 

And all must love the human form,
   In heathen, Turk, or Jew.
Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell,
   There God is dwelling too. 


	EARTH'S ANSWER 

William Blake

Earth raised up her head
From the darkness dread and drear,
Her light fled,
Stony, dread,
And her locks covered with grey despair. 

'Prisoned on watery shore,
Starry jealousy does keep my den
Cold and hoar;
Weeping o'er,
I hear the father of the ancient men. 

'Selfish father of men!
Cruel, jealous, selfish fear!
Can delight,
Chained in night,
The virgins of youth and morning bear. 

'Does spring hide its joy,
When buds and blossoms grow?
Does the sower
Sow by night,
Or the ploughman in darkness plough? 

'Break this heavy chain,
That does freeze my bones around!
Selfish, vain,
Eternal bane,
That free love with bondage bound.' 


"The Preface", Edward Taylor from God's Determinations
      Infinity, when all things it beheld
In Nothing, and of Nothing all did build,
Upon what Base was fixed the Lath wherein
He turned this Globe, and riggalled it so trim?
Who blew the Bellows of His Furnace Vast?
Or held the Mold wherein the world was Cast?
Who laid its Corner Stone? Or whose Command?
Where stand the Pillars upon which it stands?
Who Laced and Filleted the earth so fine,
With Rivers like green Ribbons Smaragdine?
Who made the Sea's its Selvage, and its locks
Like a Quilt Ball within a Silvery Box?
Who Spread its Canopy? Or Curtains Spun?
Who in this Bowling Alley bowled the Sun?
Who made it always when it rises set
To go at once both down, and up to get?
Who th' Curtain rods made for this Tapestry?
Who hung the twinkling Lanthorns in the Sky?
Who? who did this? or who is He? Why, know
It's Only Might Almighty this did do.
His hand hath made this noble work which Stands
His Glorious Handiwork not made by hands,
Who spake all things from Nothing; and with ease
Can speak all things to Nothing, if He please.
Whose Little finger at His pleasure Can
Out mete ten thousand worlds with half a Span:

Whose Might Almighty can by half a looks
Root up the rocks and rock the hills by the'roots.
Can take this mighty World up in His hand,
And shake it like a Squitchen or a Wand.
Whose single Frown will make the Heavens shake
Like an aspen leaf the Wind makes quake.
Oh! what a might is this Whose single frown
Doth shake the world as it would shake it down?
Which All from Nothing get, from Nothing, All:
Hath All on Nothing set, lets Nothing fall.
Gave All to Nothing Man indeed, whereby
Through Nothing man all might HIm Glorify.
In Nothing then embossed the brightest Gem
More precious than all preciousness in them.
But Nothing man did throw down all by Sin:
And darkened that lightsome Gem in him.

That now his Brightest Diamond is grown
     Darker by far than any Coalpit Stone.

c. 1685 [1939]

FERN HILL

Dylan Thomas

     Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs

     About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green,

       The night above the dingle starry,

         Time let me hail and climb

       Golden in the heydays of his eyes,

     And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns

     And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves

         Trail with daisies and barley

       Down the rivers of the windfall light.

     And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns

     About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home,

       In the sun that is young once only,

         Time let me play and be

       Golden in the mercy of his means,

     And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves

     Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold,

         And the sabbath rang slowly

       In the pebbles of the holy streams.

     All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay

     Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air

       And playing, lovely and watery

         And fire green as grass.

       And nightly under the simple stars

     As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away,

     All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars

       Flying with the ricks, and the horses

         Flashing into the dark.

     And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white

     With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all

       Shining, it was Adam and maiden,

         The sky gathered again

       And the sun grew round that very day.

     So it must have been after the birth of the simple light

     In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm

       Out of the whinnying green stable

         On to the fields of praise.

     And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house

     Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long,

       In the sun born over and over,

         I ran my heedless ways,

       My wishes raced through the house high hay

     And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows

     In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs

       Before the children green and golden

         Follow him out of grace.

     Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would take me

     Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand,

       In the moon that is always rising,

         Nor that riding to sleep

       I should hear him fly with the high fields

     And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land.

     Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means,

         Time held me green and dying

       Though I sang in my chains like the sea.

A Poison Tree

Poem lyrics of A Poison Tree by William Blake. 

I was angry with my friend: 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 
I was angry with my foe; 
I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

And I water'd it in fears, 
Night & morning with my tears; 
And I sunned it with my smiles 
And with soft deceitful wiles. 

And it grew both day and night, 
Till it bore an apple bright; 
And my foe beheld it shine, 
And he knew that it was mine, 

And into my garden stole 
When the night had veil'd the pole: 
In the morning glad I see 
My foe outstretch'd beneath the tree 

The Broken Dike, The Levee Washed Away

Edna St. Vincent Millay

THE broken dike, the levee washed away,

The good fields flooded and the cattle drowned,

Estranged and treacherous all the faithful ground,

And nothing left but floating disarray

Of tree and home uprooted,--was this the day

Man dropped upon his shadow without a sound

And died, having laboured well and having found

His burden heavier than a quilt of clay?

No, no. I saw him when the sun had set

In water, leaning on his single oar

Above his garden faintly glimmering yet . . .

There bulked the plough, here washed the updrifted

  weeds . . .

And scull across his roof and make for shore,

With twisted face and pocket full of seeds.

ADAM

Anthony Hecht                    

“Adam, my child, my son.

These very words you hear

Compose the fish and starlight

Of your untroubled dream.

When you awake, my child.

It shall all come true.

Know that it was for you

That all things were begun.”

Adam, my child, my son.

Thus spoke Our Father in heaven

To his first, fabled child.

The father of us all.

And I, your father, tell

The words over again

As innumerable men

From ancient times have done.

Tell them again in pain,

And to the empty air.

Where you are men speak

A different mother tongue.

Will you forget our games,

Our hide-and-seek and song?

Child, it will be long

Before I see you again.

Adam, there will be

Many hard hours,

As an old poem says,

Hours of loneliness.

I cannot ease them for you;

They are our common lot.

During them, like as not,

You will dream of me.

When you are crouched away

In a strange clothes closet

Hiding from one who’s “It”

And the dark crowds in,

Do not be afraid-

O, if you can, believe

In a father’s love

That shall know some day.

Think of the summer rain 

Or seed pearls of the mist;

Seeing the beaded leaf,

Try to remember me.

From far away

I send my blessing out

To circle the great globe.

It shall reach you yet.
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The Bull Calf

The thing could barely stand. Yet taken

From his mother and the barn smells

He still impressed with his pride,

With the promise of sovereignty in the way

His head moved to take us in.

The fierce sunlight tugging the maize from the ground

Licked at his shapely flanks.

He was too young for all that pride

I thought of the deposed Richard II.

“No money in bull claves,” Freeman had said.

The visiting clergy rubbed the nostrils

Now snuffing pathetically at the windless day.

“A pity,” he sighed.

My gazed slipped off his hat toward the empty sky

That circled over the black knot of men

Over us and the calf waiting for the first blow.

Struck,

The bull calf drew in his thin forelegs

As if gathering strength for a mad rush…

Tottered…raised his darkening eyes to us,

And I saw we were at the far end

Of his frightened look, growing smaller and smaller

Till we were only the ponderous mallet

The flicked his bleeding ear

And pushed him over on his side, stiffly, 

Like a block of wood.

Below the hill’s crest

The river snuffled on the improvised beach.

We dug a deep pit and threw the dead calf into it.

It made a wet sound,  a sepulchral  gurgle,

As the warm sides bulged and flattened.

Settled, the bull calf lay as if asleep,

One foreleg over the other,

Bereft of pride and so beautiful now,

Without movement, perfectly still in the cool pit,

I turned away and wept.




     IRVING LAYTON 
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