The Lamb

William Blake


Little Lamb who made thee


Dost thou know who made thee

Gave thee life & bid thee feed.

By the stream & o’er the mead;

Gave thee clothing of delight,

Softest clothing wooly bright;

Gave thee such a tender voice,

Making all the vales rejoice!


Little Lamb who made thee


Dost thou know who made thee


Little Lamb I’ll tell thee,


Little Lamb I’ll tell thee!

He is called by thy name,

For he calls himself a Lamb:

He is meek & he is mild,

He became a little child:

I a child & thou a lamb,

We are called by his name.


Little Lamb God bless thee.


Little Lamb God bless thee.

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 sieze the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,

In what furnace was they brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp,

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears

And water’d 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 World is Too Much with Us

William Wordsworth

The world is too much with us; late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon*!

*dirty favor

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are upgathered* now like sleeping flowers;

*closed in

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not.—Great God!  I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea*,


*meadow

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus* rising from the sea;


*Greek sea god, could change appearances

Or hear old Triton* blow his wreathed horn.


*Greek sea god, head and upper body of

man, tail of a fish

To a Mouse on Turning Her up in Her Nest with the Plow, November, 1785

Robert Burns
Wee, sleekit*, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie, 


*sleek
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty 

Wi’ bickering brattle*! 



*with a quick prattling sound
I wad be laith* to rin an’ chase thee, 



*would be loath

Wi’ murd’ring pattle*! 



*paddle for cleaning a plow

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
Has broken Nature’s social union, 
An’ justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor, earth born companion 

An’ fellow mortal!

I doubt na, whyles*, but thou may thieve; 


*at times
What then? poor beastie, thou maun* live! 


*must
A daimen icker in a thrave*




*an occasional ear of brain in a bundle

’S a sma’ request: 
I'll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave*, 



*rest

An’ never miss’t.

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin! 
Its silly wa’s* the win’s are strewin! 



*feeble walls
An’ naething, now, to big* a new ane, 


*build

O’ foggage* green! 




*rough grass
An’ bleak December’s win’s ensuin, 

Baith snell* an’ keen! 



*sharp

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste, 
An’ weary winter comin’ fast, 
An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash! the cruel coulter* past 



*plow blade

Out thro’ thy cell.

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble! 
Now thou’s turned out, for a’ thy trouble, 

But* house or hald*, 




*Without *property
To thole* the winter’s sleety dribble, 


*withstand

An’ cranreuch* cauld.




*frost

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane*, 



*not alone
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ men 

Gang aft agley*, 




*go often awry
An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain, 

For promis’d joy!

Still thou are blest, compared wi’ me! 
The present only toucheth thee: 
But och! I backward cast my e’e, 

On prospects drear! 
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see, 

I guess an’ fear!

When I Have Fears That I May Cease to Be

John Keats

When I have fears that I may cease to be


Before my pen has gleaned* my teeming* brain
*collected bit by bit *overflowing

Before high-piled books, in charactery*,


*written in letters of the alphabet


Hold like rich garners* the full ripened grain;
*storehouses for grain

When I behold, upon the night’s starred face,


Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace


Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,


That I shall never look upon thee more,

Never have relish in the fairy power


Of unreflecting love—then on the shore

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think

Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

London, 1802

William Wordsworth

Milton! Thou shouldst be living at this hour:

England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters; alter, sword, and pen,

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,

Have forfeited their ancient English dower

Of inward happiness.  We are selfish men;

Oh! Raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.

Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:

Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,

So didst thou travel on life’s common way,

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

Written in London, September 1802

William Wordsworth

O Friend!  I know not which way I must look

For comfort, being, as I am, opprest,

To think that now our life is only drest

For show; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook,

Or Groom! – We must run glittering like a brook

In the open sunshine, or we are unblest:

The wealthiest man among us is the best:

No grandeur now in nature or in book

Delight us.  Rapine, avarice, expense,

This is idolatry; and these we adore:

Plain living and high thinking are no more:

The homely beauty of the good old cause

Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence,

And pure religion breathing household laws.

O Friend: S.T. Coleridge

Note: "This was written immediately after my return from France to London, when I could not but be struck, as here described, with the vanity and parade of our own country, especially in great towns and cities, as contrasted with the quiet, and I may say the desolation, that the Revolution had produced in France. This must be borne in mind, or else the reader may think that in this and the succeeding sonnets I have exaggerated the mischief engendered and fostered among us by undisturbed wealth" (W. W., in 1843).
London

William Blake, 1794
I wander thro’ each charter’d street,

Near where the charter’d Thames does flow.

And mark in every face I meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every Man,

In every Infant’s cry of fear,

In every voice: in every ban,

The mind-forg’d manacles I hear

How the Chimney-sweepers cry

Every black’ning Church appalls,

And the hapless Soldier’s sigh

Runs in blood down Palace walls

But most thro’ midnight streets I hear

How the youthful Harlots curse

Blasts the new-born Infants tear

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse

Lines Composed Upon Westminster Bridge, September 3, 1802

William Wordsworth
Earth has not anything to show more fair:

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear

The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie

Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.

Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;

Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

And all that mighty heart is lying still!

St. Paul’s

William Wordsworth

Pressed with conflicting thoughts of love and


fear
I parted from thee, Friend, and took my way
Through the great City, pacing with an eye
Downcast, ear sleeping, and feet masterless
That were sufficient guide unto themselves,
And step by step went pensively. Now, mark!
Not how my trouble was entirely hushed,
(That might not be) but how, by sudden gift,
Gift of Imagination's holy power,
My Soul in her uneasiness received
An anchor of stability.—It chanced
That while I thus was pacing, I raised up
My heavy eyes and instantly beheld,
Saw at a glance in that familiar spot
A visionary scene—a length of street
Laid open in its morning quietness,
Deep, hollow, unobstructed, vacant, smooth,
And white with winter's purest white, as fair,
As fresh and spotless as he ever sheds
On field or mountain. Moving Form was none
Save here and there a shadowy Passenger
Slow, shadowy, silent, dusky, and beyond
And high above this winding length of street,
This moveless and unpeopled avenue,
Pure, silent, solemn, beautiful, was seen
The huge majestic Temple of St Paul
In awful sequestration, through a veil,
Through its own sacred veil of falling snow.

London

Joanna Baillie

IT is a goodly sight through the clear air,
From Hampstead's heathy height, to see at once
England's vast capital in fair expanse,
Towers, belfries, lengthened streets and structures fair.
St. Paul's high dome amidst the vassal bands
Of neighb'ring spires, a regal chieftain stands,
And over fields of ridgy roofs appear,
With distance softly tinted, side by side,
In kindred grace, like twain of sisters dear,
The Towers of Westminster, her Abbey's pride;
While, far beyond, the hills of Surrey shine
Through thin soft haze, and shew their wavy line.
View'd thus, a goodly sight! but when survey'd
Through denser air when moisten'd winds prevail,
In her grand panoply of smoke arrayed,
While clouds aloft in heavy volumes sail,
She is sublime.--She seems a curtained gloom
Connecting heaven and earth,--a threat'ning sign of doom.
With more than natural height, reared in the sky
'Tis then St. Paul's arrests the wondering eye;
The lower parts in swathing mist concealed,
The higher through some half-spent shower revealed,
So far from earth removed, that well, I trow,
Did not its form man's artful structure shew,
It might some lofty alpine peak be deemed,
The eagle's haunt with cave and crevice seamed.
Stretched wide on either hand, a rugged skreen,
In lurid dimness, nearer streets are seen
Like shore-ward billows of a troubled main,
Arrested in their rage. Through drizly rain,
Cataracts of tawny sheen pour from the skies,
Black furnace-smoke in curling columns rise,
And many-tinted vapours, slowly pass
O'er the wide draping of that pictured mass. 
So shews by day this grand imperial town,
And, when o'er all the night's black stole is thrown,
The distant traveller doth with wonder mark
Her luminous canopy athwart the dark,
Cast up, from myriads of lamps that shine
Along her streets in many a starry line:--
He wondering looks from his yet distant road,
And thinks the northern streamers are abroad.
'What hollow sound is that?' approaching near,
The roar of many wheels breaks on his ear.
It is the flood of human life in motion!
It is the voice of a tempestuous ocean!
With sad but pleasing awe his soul is filled,
Scarce heaves his breast, and all within is stilled,
As many thoughts and feelings cross his mind,--
Thoughts, mingled, melancholy, undefined,
Of restless, reckless man, and years gone by,
And Time fast wending to Eternity.

London’s Summer Morning

Mary Robinson
Who has not waked to list the busy sounds 

Of summer’s morning, in the sultry smoke 

Of noisy London? On the pavement hot 

The sooty chimney-boy, with dingy face 

And tattered covering, shrilly bawls his trade, 

Rousing the sleepy housemaid. At the door 

The milk-pail rattles, and the tinkling bell 

Proclaims the dustman’s office; while the street 

Is lost in clouds impervious. Now begins 

The din of hackney-coaches, waggons, carts; 

While tinmen’s shops, and noisy trunk-makers, 

Knife-grinders, coopers, squeaking cork-cutters, 

Fruit-barrows, and the hunger-giving cries 

Of vegetable-vendors, fill the air. 

Now every shop displays its varied trade, 

And the fresh-sprinkled pavement cools the feet 

Of early walkers. At the private door 

The ruddy housemaid twirls the busy mop, 

Annoying the smart ’prentice, or neat girl, 

Tripping with band-box lightly. Now the sun 

Darts burning splendor on the glittering pane, 

Save where the canvas awning throws a shade 

On the gay merchandise. Now, spruce and trim, 

In shops (where beauty smiles with industry) 

Sits the smart damsel; while the passenger 

Peeps through the window, watching every charm. 

Now pastry dainties catch the eye minute 

Of humming insects, while the limy snare 

Waits to enthrall them. Now the lamp-lighter 

Mounts the tall ladder, nimbly venturous, 

To trim the half-filled lamps, while at his feet 

The pot-boy yells discordant! All along 

The sultry pavement, the old-clothes-man cries 

In tone monotonous, while sidelong views 

The area for his traffic: now the bag 

Is slyly opened, and the half-worn suit 

(Sometimes the pilfered treasure of the base 

Domestic spoiler), for one half its worth, 

Sinks in the green abyss. The porter now 

Bears his huge load along the burning way; 

And the poor poet wakes from busy dreams, 

To paint the summer morning.

