SONGS OF | NNOCENCE
--WIIliam Bl ake

Pi pi ng down the valleys wild,
Pi pi ng songs of pleasant gl ee,
Oh a cloud | saw a child,

And he | aughing said to ne:

‘Pi pe a song about a Lanb!’
So | piped with nmerry cheer.
‘Pi per, pipe that song again.’

So | piped: he wept to hear.

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!’

So | sung the sane again,

Wiile he wept with joy to hear

‘Piper, sit thee down and wite
In a book, that all may read.’
So he vani shed from ny sight;
And | plucked a hol |l ow reed,

And | made a rural pen,
And | stained the water clear
And | wote ny happy songs

Every child may joy to hear.



THE TI GER

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What imortal hand or eye

Could frane thy fearful symetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wi ngs dare he aspire?

What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoul der and what art

Coul d 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 wat ered heaven with their tears,
Dd He smle Hs wrk to see?

D d He who nade the | anb nmake t hee?

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What i mortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symretry?



