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POETICAL SKETCHES

To Spring

O Thou with dewy locks, who lookest down
Thro' the clear windows of the morning, turn
Thine angel eyes upon our western ide,

Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring!

The hillstell each other, and the list'ning
Valeys hear; dl our longing eyes are turnéd
Up to thy bright pavilions: issue forth,

And let thy holy feet vist our dime.

Come O'er the eastern hills, and let our winds
Kissthy perfumed garments, let ustaste

Thy morn and evening breeth; scetter thy peearls
Upon our love-sick land that mourns for thee.

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers; pour

Thy soft kisses on her bosom; and put

Thy golden crown upon her languish'd head,
Whose modest tresses were bound up for thee.

To Summer

O thou who passest thro' our valeysin

Thy grength, curb thy fierce steeds, dlay the heat
That flames from ther large nogtrilsl thou, O Summer,
Oft pitched'st here thy golden tent, and oft

Beneath our oaks hast dept, while we beheld

With joy thy ruddy limbs and flourishing hair.

Benesth our thickest shades we oft have heard
Thy voice, when noon upon hisfervid car

Rode o'er the deep of heaven; besde our springs
Sit down, and in our mossy valeys, on

Some bank beside ariver clear, throw thy
Silk drgperies off, and rush into the stream:
Our vdleyslove the Summer in his pride.

Our bards are fam'd who gtrike the slver wire:
Our youth are bolder than the southern swains:
Our maidensfarrer in the prightly dance:

We lack not songs, nor instruments of joy,
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Nor echoes swest, nor waters clear as heaven,
Nor laurel wreaths againgt the sultry hest.

To Autumn

O Autumn, laden with fruit, and stained

With the blood of the grape, pass not, but St
Beneath my shady roof; there thou may'st re<t,
And tunethy jolly voice to my fresh pipe,

And al the daughters of the year shdl dance!
Sing now the lusty song of fruits and flowers.

“The narrow bud opens her beauties to

The sun, and love runsin her thrilling veins
Blossoms hang round the brows of Morning, and
Flourish down the bright cheek of modest Eve,

Till dudt'ring Summer bregks forth into singing,
And feather'd clouds strew flowers round her head.

“The oirits of the air live on the amdlls

Of fruit; and Joy, with pinions light, roves round
The gardens, or sitssinging in the trees!

Thus sang the jolly Autumn as he st

Then rose, girded himsdlf, and o'er the blesk
Hills fled from our sght; but left his golden load.

To Winter

"O Winter! bar thine adamantine doors:
The north is thine; there hast thou built thy dark
Deep-founded habitation. Shake not thy roofs,
Nor bend thy pillars with thine iron car.’

He hears me not, but o'er the yawning deep
Rides heavy; his sorms are unchain'd, sheathed
Inribbéd sted; | dare not lift mine eyes,

For he hath rear'd his sceptre o'er the world.

Lo! now the direful monster, whose skin clings

To his strong bones, strides o'er the groaning rocks:
He withersdl in slence, and in his hand

Undlothes the earth, and freezes up frall life.

He takes his seat upon the dliffs--the mariner
Criesin vain. Poor little wretch, that ded'st
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With sormd!--till heaven amiles, and the monster
Isdriv'n ydling to his caves benesth mount Hecla

To the Evening Star

Thou fair-haird angel of the evening,

Now, whilgt the sun rests on the mountains, light
Thy bright torch of love; thy radiant crown

Put on, and smile upon our evening bed!

Smile on our loves, and while thou drawest the
Blue curtains of the sky, scetter thy slver dew
On every flower that shuts its sweset eyes
Intimely deep. Let thy west wind deep on

The lake; speek slence with thy glimmering eyes,
And wash the dusk with slver. Soon, full soon,
Dost thou withdraw; then the wolf rages wide,
And the lion glares thro' the dun forest:

The fleeces of our flocks are cover'd with

Thy sacred dew: protect them with thine influence,

To Morning

O haly virgin! clad in purest white,

Unlock heav'n's golden gates, and issue forth;
Awake the dawn that degpsin heaven; et light
Rise from the chambers of the east, and bring
The honey'd dew that cometh on waking day.
O radiant morning, sdute the sun

Rousd like a huntsman to the chase, and with
Thy buskin'd feet gppear upon our hills.

Fair Elenor

The bell struck one, and shook the silent tower;
The graves give up their deed: fair Elenor
Walk'd by the castle gate, and looked in.

A hollow groan ran thro' the dreary vaullts.

She shriek'd aloud, and sunk upon the steps,

On the cold stone her pae cheeks. Sickly smdlls
Of deeth issue as from a sepulchre,

And dl isslent but the Sghing vaullts.

Chill Death withdraws his hand, and she revives;
Amazd, she finds hersdlf upon her fest,
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And, like aghog, thro' narrow passages
Walking, feding the cold walls with her hands.

Fancy returns, and now she thinks of bones

And grinning skulls, and corruptible death
Wrapp'd in his shroud; and now fancies she hears
Deep sighs, and sees pae sckly ghogs gliding.

At length, no fancy but redlity

Didracts her. A rushing sound, and the feet
Of one that fled, approaches--Ellen stood
Like adumb statue, froze to stone with fear.

The wretch approaches, crying: "The deed is done;
Takethis, and send it by whom thou wilt send;

It ismy life--send it to Elenor:--

Hée's dead, and howling after me for blood!

“Takethis," he cried; and thrugt into her arms
A wet napkin, wrapp'd about; then rush'd
Padt, howling: she receiv'd into her ams
Pale death, and follow'd on the wings of fear.

They passd swift thro' the outer gate; the wretch,
Howling, leap'd o'er the wall into the modt,
Stifling in mud. Fair Ellen passd the bridge,
And heard agloomy voice cry “Isit done?

As the deer wounded, Ellen flew over

The pathless plain; as the arrows that fly

By night, destruction flies, and strikes in darkness.
She fled from fear, till & her house arriv'd.

Her maids await her; on her bed shefdls,

That bed of joy, where erst her lord hath pressd:
"Ah, woman's fear!" she cried; “ah, cursed duke!
Ah, my dear lord! ah, wretched Elenor!

"My lord was like a flower upon the brows

Of lugty May! Ah, life asfrail asflower!

O ghastly deeth! withdraw thy cruel hand,

Seek'st thou that flow'r to deck thy horrid temples?

"My lord was like agtar in highest heav'n
Drawn down to earth by spells and wickedness,
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My lord was like the opening eyes of day
When western winds creep softly o'er the flowers,

"But he is darken'd; like the summer's noon
Clouded; fdl'n like the Satdly tree, cut down;
The breeth of heaven dwelt among his leaves.
O Elenor, weak womean, fill'd with woe!"

Thus having spoke, she raised up her head,

And saw the bloody napkin by her Sde,

Which in her arms she brought; and now, tenfold
Moreterrified, saw it unfold itsdlf.

Her eyes were fix'd; the bloody cloth unfolds,
Disclosing to her sight the murder'd heed
Of her dear lord, dl ghastly pae, clotted
With gory blood; it groan'd, and thus it spake:

"O Elenor, | am thy husband's head,

Who, degping on the stones of yonder tower,
Wes 'reft of life by the accurséd duke!

A hiréd villain turn'd my deep to death!

"O Elenor, beware the cursed duke;

O give not him thy hand, now | am deed,

He seeks thy love; who, coward, in the night,
Hiréd avillain to bereave my life!

She sat with dead cold limbs, stiffen'd to stone;
She took the gory head up in her arms,

She kissd the pale lips; she had no tears to shed;
She hugg'd it to her breast, and groan'd her last.

Song

How sweet | roam'd from field to field
And tasted dl the summer's pride,

Till I the Prince of Love behed

Who in the sunny beams did glide!

He show'd meliliesfor my hair,

And blushing roses for my brow;
Heled me through his gardens fair
Where dl his golden pleasures grow.
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With sweet May dews my wings were wet,
And Phoebus fir'd my vocd rage;

He caught mein his slken net,

And shut mein his golden cage.

Helovesto St and hear me Sing,

Then, laughing, sports and plays with me;
Then dretches out my golden wing,

And mocks my loss of liberty.

Song

My slks and fine array,

My smilesand languishd ar,

By love are driv'n away;

And mournful lean Despair
Brings me yew to deck my grave;
Such end true lovers have.

Hisfaceisfar asheavn

When springing buds unfold;

O why to him wast givin

Whose heart iswintry cold?

His breast isloves dl-worshipp'd tomb,
Where dl love's pilgrims come.

Bring me an axe and spade,
Bring me awinding-shest;

When | my grave have made
Let winds and tempests best:
Then down I'll lieas cold asclay.
True love doth pass away!

Song

Love and harmony combine,

And around our sous entwine
While thy branches mix with mine,
And our roots together join.

Joys upon our branches sit,
Chirping loud and Snging swest;
Like gentle streams benesth our feet
Innocence and virtue mest.
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Thou the golden fruit dost bear,

| andadin flowersfar;

Thy sweet boughs perfumetheair,
And the turtle buildeth there.

There she Sts and feeds her young,
Sweset | hear her mournful song;
And thy lovely leaves among,
Thereislove, | hear histongue.

There his charming nest doth lay,
There he degps the night away;
There he sports along the day,

And doth among our branches play.

Song

| love the jocund dance,

The softly breathing song,

Where innocent eyes do glance,

And where lisps the maiden's tongue.

| love thelaughing vae,

| love the echaing hill,

Where mirth does never fall,
And thejolly swain laughs hisfill.

| love the pleasant cot,

| love the innocent bow'r,

Where white and brown is our lot,
Or fruit in the mid-day hour.

| love the oaken sedt,

Beneath the oaken tree,

Where dl the old villagers mest,
And laugh our sportsto see.

| love our neighbours dll,
But, Kitty, | better love thee;
And lovethem | ever shdll;
But thou art dl to me.

Memory, hither come
And tune your merry notes:
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And, while upon thewind

Y our music floats,

I'll pore upon the stream

Where sghing lovers dream,
And fish for fancies as they pass
Within the wetery glass.

I'll drink of the clear stream,

And hear the linnet's song;

And thereI'll lie and dream

The day dong:

And when night comes, I'll go

To placesfit for woe,

Waking aong the darken'd valley
With dlent Meancholy.

Mad Song

The wild winds weep,

And the night isa-cold,;

Come hither, Seep,

And my griefs unfold:

But lo! the morning peeps
Over the eastern steeps,

And the rustling beds of dawn
The earth do scorn.

Lo! to the vault

Of paved heaven,

With sorrow fraught

My notes are driven:

They drike the ear of night,

Make weep the eyes of day;

They make made the roaring winds,
And with tempests play.

Likeafiendinacdoud,

With howling woe

After night | do crowd,

And with night will go;

| turn my back to the east

From whence comforts have increasd
For light doth seize my brain

With frantic pain.

Song
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Fresh from the dewy hill, the merry year

Smiles on my head and mounts his flaming car;
Round my young brows the laurel wresthes a shade,
And risng glories beam around my heed.

My feet are wing'd, while o'er the dewy lawn,

| meet my maiden risen like the morn:

O blessthose holy feet, like angels fest;

O bless those limbs, beaming with heav'nly light.

Like as an angd dlitt'ring in the ky

In times of innocence and haly joy;

The joyful shepherd stops his grateful song
To hear the music of an angel's tongue.

So when she speaks, the voice of Heaven | hear;
So when we walk, nothing impure comes near;
Each field seems Eden, and each calm retrest;
Each village seems the haunt of holy fest.

But that sweet village where my black-eyed maid
Closes her eyesin degp beneath night's shade,
When€eer | enter, more than mortad fire

Burnsin my soul, and does my song inspire.

Song

When early morn walks forth in sober grey,
Then to my black-eyed maid | haste away;
When evening Sits beneath her dusky bow'r,
And gently sighs away the slent hour,

The village bell darms, away | go,

And the vale darkens a my pensive woe.

To that sweet village, where my black-eyed maid
Doth drop atear benesth the silent shade,

| turn my eyes, and pensve as| go
Curse my black stars and bless my pleasing woe.

Oft when the summer degps among the trees,
Whigp'ring faint murmurs to the scanty breeze,
| walk the village round; if at her side

A youth doth walk in stolen joy and pride,

| curse my darsin bitter grief and woe,

That made my love so high and me so low.
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O should she €er provefdse, hislimbs|I'd tear
And throw al pity on the burning ar;

I'd curse bright fortune for my mixéd lat,

And then I'd die in peace and be forgot.

To the Muses

Whether on Idas shady brow,

Or in the chambers of the East,
The chambers of the sun, that now
From ancient melody have ceasd;

Whether in Heaven ye wander fair,

Or the green corners of the earth,

Or the blue regions of the air

Where the melodious winds have birth;

Whether on crystal rocks ye rove,
Benesth the bosom of the sea
Wand'ring in many acord grove,
Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry!

How have you left the ancient love
That bards of old enjoy'd in you!

The languid strings do scarcely move!
The sound isforc'd, the notes are few

Gwin King of Norway

Come, kings, and listen to my song:
When Gwin, the son of Nore,
Over the nations of the North

His crud sceptre bore;

The nobles of the land did feed

Upon the hungry poor;
They tear the poor man's lamb, and drive

The needy from their door.

“Theland is desolate; our wives
And children cry for bread;
Arise, and pull the tyrant down!
Let Gwin be humbled!'

Gordred the giant rousd himsdlf
From deeping in his cave;
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He shook the hills, and in the clouds
The troubl'd banners wave.

Beneath them roll'd, like tempests black,
The num'rous sons of blood,

Like lions whelps, roaring abroad,
Secking their nightly food.

Down Bleron's hills they dreadful rush,
Their cry ascends the clouds;

The trampling horse and danging ams
Like rushing mighty floodd

Their wives and children, weeping loud,
Follow in wild array,

Howling like ghogts, furious as wolves
In the bleak wintry day.

"Pull down the tyrant to the dust,
Let Gwin be humbled,’

They cry, "and let ten thousand lives
Pay for the tyrant's head.'

From tow'r to tow'r the watchmen cry,
O Gwin, the son of Nore,

Arouse thysdlf! the nations, black
Like clouds, comeralling o'er!’

Gwin rear'd his shield, his palace shakes,
His chiefs come rushing round;

Each, like an awful thunder cloud,

With voice of solemn sound:

Like reared stones around a grave
They stand around the King;

Then suddenly each seiZd his spear,
And clashing sted doesring.

The husbhandman does leave his plough
To wade thro' fields of gore;

The merchant binds his browsin sed,
And leaves the trading shore;

The shepherd leaves his mellow pipe,
And sounds the trumpet hrill;
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The workman throws his hammer down
To heave the bloody hill.

Likethetal ghost of Barraton

Who sportsin stormy sky,

Gwin leads his hogt, as black as night
When pestilence doesfly,

With horses and with chariots--

And dl his spearmen bold

March to the sound of mournful song,
Like clouds around him roll'd.

Gwin lifts his hand--the nations hdlt;
"Prepare for war!" he cries--

Gordred appears! - - his frowning brow
Troubles our northern skies.

The armies stand, like balances

Held in th' Almighty's hand;- -

"Gwin, thou hadt fill'd thy measure up:
Thou'rt swept from out the land.’

And now the raging armies rush'd

Like warring mighty sees,
The heav'ns are shook with roaring war,

The dust ascends the skied!

Earth smokes with blood, and groans and shakes
To drink her children's gore,

A seaof blood; nor can the eye

See to the trembling shore!

And on the verge of thiswild sea
Famine and degth doth cry;

The cries of women and of babes
Over thefidd doth fly.

The King is seen raging afar,

With dl his men of might;

Like blazing comets scattering degth
Thro' the red fev'rous night.

Beneath hisarm like sheep they die,
And groan upon the plain;
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The battle faints, and bloody men
Fght upon hills of dain.

Now death is sick, and riven men
Labour and tail for life;

Steed rolls on steed, and shidd on shidld,
Sunk in this sea of drifel

The god of war is drunk with blood;

The earth doth faint and fail;

The stench of blood makes sick the heav'ns;
Ghogs glut the throat of hell!

O what have kingsto answer for

Before that awful throne;

When thousand desths for vengeance cry,
And ghosts accusing groan!

Like blazing cometsin the sky
That shake the stars of light,

Which drop like fruit unto the earth
Thro' the fierce burning night;

Like these did Gwin and Gordred me<t,
And thefirst blow decides;

Down from the brow unto the breast
Gordred his head divides!

Gwin fdl: the sons of Norway fled,
All that remaind dive;

The rest did fill the vae of death,
For them the eagles strive.

Theriver Dorman roll'd their blood

Into the northern seg;

Who mourn'd his sons, and overwhelm'd
The pleasant south country.

An Imitation of Spenser

Golden Apollo, thet thro' heaven wide
Scatter'st the rays of light, and truth's beams,
In lucent words my darkling verses dight,

And wash my earthy mind in thy clear streams,
That wisdom may descend in fairy dreams,

All while the jocund hoursin thy train
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Scatter their fancies at thy poet's fet;
And when thou yidds to night thy wide domain,
Let rays of truth enlight his desping brain.

For brutish Pan in vain might thee assay

With tinkling sounds to dash thy nervous verse,
Sound without sense; yet in his rude effray,

(For ignorance is Fally's leasing nurse

And love of Folly needs none other's curse)
Midas the praise hath gain'd of lengthen'd ears,
For which himsdf might deem him neler the worse
To st in council with his modern peers,

And judge of tinkling rimes and eegancesterse.

And thou, Mercurius, that with wingéd brow
Dost mount doft into the yieding sky,

And thro' Heav'n's hdlsthy airy flight dost throw,
Entering with holy feet to where on high

Jove weighs the counsd of futurity;

Then, laden with eternd fate, dost go

Down, like afdling gar, from autumn sky,

And O'er the surface of the Sllent degp dost fly:

If thou arrivest at the sandy shore

Where nought but envious hissng adders dwell,
Thy golden rod, thrown on the dusty floor,

Can charm to harmony with potent spell.

Such is sweet Elogquence, that does dispel
Envy and Hate that thirgt for human gore;

And cause in sweet society to dwell

Vile savage mindsthat lurk in londy cdl

O Mercury, assst my labring sense

That round the circle of the world would fly,

Asthe wingd eagle scorns the tow'ry fence

Of Alpine hillsround his high aéry,

And searches thro' the corners of the sky,

Sportsin the clouds to hear the thunder's sound,
And see the winged lightnings as they fly;

Then, bosom'd in an amber cloud, around

Plumes his wide wings, and seeks Sol's pdace high.

And thou, O warrior maid invincible,

Arm'd with the terrors of Almighty Jove,
Pdllas, Minerva, maiden terrible,

Lov'st thou to walk the peaceful solemn grove,
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In solemn gloom of branches interwove?

Or bear'st thy AEgis o'er the burning field,

Where, like the sea, the waves of battle move?

Or have thy soft piteous eyes beheld

The weary wanderer thro' the desert rove?

Or does th' afflicted man thy heav'nly bosom move?

Blind Man's Buff

When silver snow decks Susan's clothes,
And jewel hangs at th' shepherd's nose,
The blushing bank isdl my care,

With hearth so red, and walls so fair;
"Heap the sea-cod, come, hegp it higher,
The oaken log lay on thefire!
Thewdl-wash'd goals, acircling row,
With lad and lass, how fair the show!
The merry can of nut-brown ae,
Thelaughing jed, the love-sick tale,

Till, tird of chat, the game begins.

The lasses prick the lads with pins;

Roger from Dolly twitch'd the stool,

She, fdling, kissd the ground, poor fool!
She blush'd so red, with sdelong glance
At hob-nail Dick, who griev'd the chance.
But now for Blind man's Buff they cdl;
Of each encumbrance clear the hdll--
Jenny her slken 'kerchief folds,

And blear-eyed Will the black lot holds.
Now laughing stops, with “Silence! hush!’
And Peggy Pout gives Sam a push.

The Blind man's arms, extended wide,
Sam dips between:-- O woe betide
Thee, dumsy Will!'--but tittring Kate

Is penn'd up in the corner straight!

And now Will's eyes beheld the play;

He thought his face was t'other way.
"Now, Kitty, now! what chance hast thou,
Roger so near thee!--Trips, | vow!"

She catches him--then Roger ties

His own head up--but not his eyes,

For thro' the dender cloth he sees,

And runs at Sam, who dips with ease
His clumsy hold; and, dodging round,
Sukey is tumbled on the ground!--
"Seewhat it isto play unfair!
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Where cheeting is, thereé's mischief there.!
But Roger il pursues the chase --

"He sees! he seed!’ cries, softly, Grace;
"O Roger, thou, unskill'd in art,

Must, surer bound, go thro' thy part!’
Now Kitty, pert, repests the rimes,

And Roger turns him round three times,
Then pauses ere he starts--but Dick
Was mischief bent upon atrick;

Down on his hands and knees he lay
Directly in the Blind man's way,

Then cries out "Hem!" Hodge heard, and ran
With hood-wink'd chance--sure of hisman;
But down he came. -- Alas, how frall
Our best of hopes, how soon they fail!
With crimson drops he stains the ground;
Confusion gartles al around.

Poor piteous Dick supports his head,
And fain would cure the hurt he made.
But Kitty hasted with akey,

And down his back they straight convey
The cold rdief; the blood is stay'd,

And Hodge again holds up his head.
Such are the fortunes of the game,

And those who play should stop the same
By wholesome laws, such asdl those
Who on the blinded man impose

Stand in his steed; as, long a-gone,
When men were firg a nation grown,
Lawlessthey livid, till wantonness

And liberty began t' increase,

And one man lay in another's way;

Then laws were made to keep fair play.

King Edward the Third

PERSONS
King Edward The Black Prince  Queen Philippa
Duke of Clarence Sir John Chandos Sir Thomas Dagworth
Sir Wadter Manny Lord Audley Lord Percy
Bishop William, Peter Blunt,
Dagworth's man a common soldier
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Scene: The Coast of France. King Edward and Nobles before it. The Army.

King. O thou, to whose fury the nations are
But as dust, maintain thy servant'sright!
Without thine aid, the twisted mail, and spesr,
And forged helm, and shidld of seven-times beaten brass,
Areidle trophies of the vanquisher.
When confusion rages, when the fidd isin aflame,
When the cries of blood tear horror from heav'n,
And yelling Death runs up and down the ranks,
Let Liberty, the charter'd right of Englishmen,
Won by our fathersin many agloriousfield,
Enerve my soldiers, let Liberty
Blaze in each countenance, and fire the battle.
The enemy fight in chains, invisble chains, but heavy;
Their minds are fetter'd, then how can they be free?
Whilg, like the mounting flame,
We spring to béttle o'er the floods of death!
And these fair youths, the flow'r of England,
Venturing ther livesin my mogt righteous cause,
O sheathe their hearts with triple sted, that they
May emulate their fethers virtues.
And thou, my son, be strong; thou fightest for a crown
That death can never ravish from thy brow,
A crown of glory -- but from thy very dust
Shdl beam aradiance, to fire the breasts
Of youth unborn! Our names are written equa
In fame's wide-trophied hdl; 'tis oursto gild
The letters, and to make them shine with gold
That never tarnishes: whether Third Edward,
Or the Prince of Wales, or Montacute, or Mortimer,
Or ev'nthe least by birth, shdl gain the brightest fame,
Isin His hand to whom dl men are equd.
Theworld of men are like the num'rous stars
That beam and twinkle in the depth of night,
Each clad in glory according to his sphere;
But we, that wander from our native seats
And beam forth lustre on adarkling world,
Grow larger as we advance: and some, perhaps
The most obscure at home, that scarce were seen
To twinkle in their sphere, may so advance
That the astonish'd world, with upturn'd eyes,
Regardless of the moon, and those that once were bright,
Stand only for to gaze upon their splendour.
[He here knights the Prince, and other young Nobles.
Now let ustake ajust revenge for those
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Brave Lords, who fdl beneath the bloody axe

At Paris. Thanks, noble Harcourt, for 'twas

By your advice we landed here in Brittany,

A country not yet sown with destruction,

And where the fiery whirlwind of swift war

Has not yet swept its desolating wing.--

Into three parties we divide by day,

And separate march, but join again a night;

Each knows hisrank, and Heav'n marshd al. [Exeunt.

Scene: English Court. Lionel, Duke of Clarence; Queen Philippa; Lords;
Bishop, &c

Clarence. My Lords, | have by the advice of her
Whom | am doubly bound to obey, my Parent
And my Sovereign, cdl'd you together.

My task is great, my burden heavier than

My unfledg'd years,

Y et, with your kind assistance, Lords, | hope

England shdl dwell in peace; that, while my father
Toilsin hiswars, and turns his eyes on this

His native shore, and sees commerce fly round

With his white wings, and sees his golden London

And her slver Thames, throng'd with shining spires

And corded ships, her merchants buzzing round

Like summer bees, and dl the golden cities

In hisland overflowing with honey,

Glory may not be dimm'd with clouds of care.

Say, Lords, should not our thoughts be first to commerce?
My Lord Bishop, you would recommend us agriculture?

Bishop. Sweet Prince, the arts of peace are gredt,
And no less glorious than those of war,

Perhgps more gloriousin the philosophic mind.
When | it a my home, a private man,

My thoughts are on my gardens and my fidds,
How to employ the hand that lacketh bread.

If Industry isin my diocese,

Rdigion will flourish; each man's heart

Is cultivated and will bring forth fruit:

Thisismy private duty and my plessure.

But, as | St in council with my Prince,

My thoughts take in the gen'rdl good of the whole,
And England is the land favour'd by Commerce;
For Commerce, tho' the child of Agriculture,
Fosters his parent, who ese must sweet and tail,
And gain but scanty fare. Then, my dear Lord,
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Be England's trade our care; and we, as tradesmen,
Looking to the gain of this our native land.
Clar. O my good Lord, true wisdom drops like honey
From your tongue, as from a worshipp'd oak.
Forgive, my Lords, my takative youth, that speaks
Not merely what my narrow observation has
Pick'd up, but what | have concluded from your lessons.
Now, by the Queen's advice, | ask your leave
To dine to-morrow with the Mayor of London:
If | obtain your leave, | have another boon
To ak, which isthe favour of your company.
| fear Lord Percy will not give me leave.
Percy. Dear Sir, aprince should aways keep his Sate,
And grant his favours with a sparing hand,
Or they are never rightly vaued.
These are my thoughts; yet it were best to go
But keep a proper dignity, for now
Y ou represent the sacred person of
Y our father; 'tis with princes as tiswith the sun;
If not sometimes o'er-clouded, we grow weary
Of hisofficious glory.
Clar. Then you will give me leave to shine Sometimes,
My Lord?
Lord. Thou hest agdlant spirit, which | fear
Will be imposéd on by the closer sort. [Aside
Clar. Wdll, I'll endeavour to take
Lord Percy's advice; | have been used so much
To dignity that I'm sck on 't.
Queen Phil. Fig, fie, Lord Clarence! you proceed not to business,
But speak of your own pleasures.
| hope their Lordships will excuse your giddiness.
Clar. My Lords, the French have fitted out many
Smadl ships of war, that, like to ravening wolves,
Infest our English seas, devouring al
Our burden'd vessdls, spoiling our naval flocks.
The merchants do complain and beg our ad.
Percy. The merchants are rich enough,
Can they not help themsdlves?
Bish. They can, and may; but how to gain their will
Requires our countenance and help.
Percy. When tha they find they mugt, my Lord, they will:
Let them but suffer awhile, and you shdl see
They will bedtir themselves.
Bish. Lord Percy cannot mean that we should suffer
This disgrace: if 0, we are not sovereigns
Of the sea-- our right, that Heaven gave
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To England, when at the birth of nature
She was seated in the deep; the Ocean ceasd
His mighty roar, and fawning play'd around
Her snowy feet, and own'd his awful Queen.
Lord Percy, if the heart issick, the head
Must be aggriev'd; if but one member suffer,
The heart doth fail. Y ou say, my Lord, the merchants
Can, if they will, defend themsdlves againg
Theserovers: thisis anoble scheme,
Worthy the brave Lord Percy, and as worthy
His generous aid to put it into practice.
Percy. Lord Bishop, what wasrashin meiswise
Inyou; | dare not own the plan. 'Tis not

Mine. Yet will I, if you please,
Quickly to the Lord Mayor, and work him onward
To this mogt glorious voyage; onwhich cast
I'll set my whole edtate,
But we will bring these Gdlic rovers under.
Queen Phil. Thanks, brave Lord Percy; you have the thanks
Of England's Queen, and will, ere long, of England. [Exeunt

Scene. At Cressy. Sr Thomas Dagworth and Lord Audley meeting.

Audley. Good morrow, brave Sr Thomas; the bright morn
Smiles on our amy, and the gdllant sun
Sorings from the hillslike ayoung hero
Into the battle, shaking his golden locks
Exultingly: thisisa promisng day.
Dagworth. Why, my Lord Audley, | don't know.
Give me your hand, and now I'll tdl you what
| think you do not know. Edward's afraid of Philip.
Audley. Hal Hal Sir Thomas! you but joke;
Did you €er see him fear? At Blanchetague,
When amogt singly he drove six thousand
French from the ford, did he fear then?
Dagw. Yes, fear -- tha made him fight so.
Aud. By the same reason | might say tisfear
That makes you fight.
Dagw. Mayhap you may: ook upon Edward's face,
No one can say he fears, but when he turns
His back, then | will say it to hisface;
Heisafrad: he makesusdl afraid.
| cannot bear the enemy a my back.
Now here we are at Cressy; where to-morrow,
To-morrow we shdl know. | say, Lord Audley,
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That Edward runs away from Philip.
Aud. Perhaps you think the Prince too is afraid?
Dagw. No; God forbid! I'm sure heis not.
Heisayoung lion. O! | have seen him fight
And give command, and lightning has flashed
From hiseyes acrossthefidd: | have seen him
Shake hands with death, and strike abargain for
The enemy; he has danc'd in the fidd
Of battle, like the youth a morris-play.
I'm sure he's not afraid, nor Warwick, nor none--
None of us but me, and | am very much afraid.
Aud. Areyou afraid too, Sr Thomas?
| believe that as much as | bdieve
The King's afraid: but what are you afraid of ?
Dagw. Of having my back laid open; weturn
Our backsto thefire, till we shdl burn our skirts.
Aud. And this, Sir Thomeas, you call fear? Y our fear
Is of adifferent kind then from the King's;
Hefearsto tun hisface, and you to turn your back.
| do not think, Sir Thomas, you know what feer is.

Enter Sr John Chandos.

Chand. Good morrow, Generds; | give you joy:
Welcometo the fields of Cressy. Here we stop,
And wait for Philip.

Dagw. | hope so.

Aud. There, Sr Thomas, do you cdl that fear?

Dagw. | don't know; perhaps he takes it by fits.
Why, noble Chandos, ook you here--

One rotten sheep spoils the whole flock;
And if the bell-wether istainted, | wish
The Prince may not catch the distemper too.

Chand. Digemper, Sir Thomas! what distemper?
| have not heard.

Dagw. Why, Chandos, you are awise man,
| know you understand me; a distemper
The King caught here in France of running away.

Aud. Sir Thomas, you say you have caught it too.

Dagw. And so will the whole army; 'tis very catching,
For, when the coward runs, the brave man totters.
Perhaps the air of the country is the cause.
| fed it coming upon me, S0 | drive againd it;

You yet are whole; but, after afew more
Retreats, we all shal know how to retreat
Better than fight. -- To be plain, | think retresting
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Too often takes away a soldier's courage.

Chand. Here comes the King himsdf: tell him your thoughts
Hainly, Sr Thomeas.

Dagw. I'vetold him before, but his disorder
Makes him desf.

Enter King Edward and Black Prince.

King. Good morrow, Generds, when English courage fails
Down goes our right to France.
But we are conquerors everywhere; nothing
Can stand our soldiers; each man isworthy
Of atriumph. Such an army of heroes
Ne'er shouted to the Heav'ns, nor shook the field.
Edward, my son, thou art
Most happy, having such command: the man
Were base who were not fir'd to deeds
Above heroic, having such examples.
Prince. Sire, with respect and deference | ook
Upon such noble souls, and wish mysdif
Worthy the high command that Heaven and you
Have given me. When | have seen the field glow,
And in each countenance the soul of war
Curb'd by the manliest reason, | have been wing'd
With certain victory; and 'tis my boast,
And shdl be ill my glory, | wasinspir'd
By these brave troops.
Dagw. Your Grace had better make
Them dl generds.
King. Sir Thomas Dagworth, you must have your joke,
And shdl, while you can fight as you did at
The Ford.
Dagw. | have asmall petition to your Mgesty.
King. What can Sir Thomas Dagworth ask that Edward
Can refuse?
Dagw. | hope your Mgesty cannot refuse so grest
A trifle I've gilt your cause with my best blood,
And would again, were | not forbid
By him whom | am bound to obey: my hands
Aretied up, my courage shrunk and wither'd,
My sinews dacken'd, and my voice scarce heard;
Therefore | beg | may return to England.
King. I know not what you could have ask'd, Sir Thomeas,
That | would not have sooner parted with
Than such asoldier as you have been, and such afriend:
Nay, | will know the most remote particulars
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Of this your strange petition: that, if | can,
| still may keep you here.

Dagw. Here on the fields of Cressy we are settled
Till Philip sorings the tim'rous covey again.

The walf is hunted down by causdessfear;

The lion flees, and fear usurps his heart,
Startled, astonish'd at the clam'rous cock;

The eagle, that doth gaze upon the sun,
Fearsthe small fire that plays about the fen.

If, & this moment of their idle fear,

The dog doth seize the wolf, the forester the lion,
The negro in the crevice of the rock

Doth saize the soaring eagle; undone by flight,
They tame submit: such the effect flight has

On noble souls. Now hear its opposite:

The tim'rous stag starts from the thicket wild,
The fearful crane sorings from the splashy fen,
The shining snake glides o'er the bending grass,
The stag turns head and bays the crying hounds,
The crane O'ertaken fighteth with the hawk,

The snake doth turn, and bite the padding foot.
And if your Mgesty's afraid of Philip,

Y ou are more like alion than a crane;
Therefore | beg | may return to England.

King. Sir Thomas, now | understand your mirth,
Which often plays with Wisdom for its pastime,
And brings good counsd from the breast of laughter.
| hope you'l stay, and see usfight this battle,

And regp rich harvest in the fidds of Cressy;
Then go to England, tell them how we fight,
And st dl hearts on fire to be with us.
Philip is plum'd, and thinks we flee from him,
Else he would never dare to attack us. Now,
Now the quarry's set! and Death doth sport
In the bright sunshine of thisfatd day.

Dagw. Now my heart dances, and | am aslight
As the young bridegroom going to be married.
Now must | to my soldiers, get them ready,
Furbish our armours bright, new-plume our hdms;
And we will sing like the young housawives bused
In the dairy: my feet are wing'd, but not
For flight, an please your grace.

King. If dl my soldiers are as pleasd as you,
Twill beagdlant thing to fight or dig;

Then | can never be afraid of Philip.
Dagw. A raw-bon'd fellow t'other day passd by me;
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| told him to put off his hungry looks --
He answer'd me, "I hunger for another battle.'
| saw alittle Welshman with afiery face;
| told him helook'd like a candle half
Burn'd out; he answer'd, he was "pig enough
To light another pattle’ Last night, beneeth
The moon | walk'd abroad, when all had pitch'd
Their tents, and al were dlill;
| heard a blooming youth sSinging a song
He had composd, and at each pause hewip'd
His dropping eyes. The ditty was 'If he
Return'd victorious, he should wed amaiden
Fairer than snow, and rich as midsummer.’
Another wept, and wish'd hedlth to his father.
| chid them both, but gave them noble hopes
These are the minds that glory in the battle,
And leap and dance to hear the trumpet sound.
King. Sr Thomas Dagworth, be thou near our person;
Thy heart isricher than the vales of France:
| will not part with such aman as thee.
If Philip came armd in the ribs of desth,
And shook hismortal dart against my heed,
Thou'dst laugh his fury into nerveless shame!
Go now, for thou art suited to the work,
Throughout the camp; inflame the timorous,
Blow up the duggish into ardour, and
Confirm the strong with strength, the weak inspire,
And wing their brows with hope and expectation:
Then to our tent return, and meet to council. [Exit Dagworth
Chand. That man'saheroin his closst, and more
A hero to the servants of his house
Than to the gaping world; he carries windows
In that enlarged breast of his, thet al
May see what's done within.
Prince. He is a genuine Englishman, my Chandos,
And hath the spirit of Liberty within him.
Forgive my prgudice, Sir John; | think
My Englishmen the bravest people on
The face of the earth.
Chand. Courage, my Lord, proceeds from sdlf-dependence.
Teach man to think he's a free agent,
Give but adave hisliberty, hell shake
Off doth, and build himsdf ahut, and hedge
A spot of ground; this hell defend; 'tis his
By right of Nature: thus set in action,
He will till move onward to plan conveniences,
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Till glory fires his breadt to enlarge his castle;
While the poor dave drudges dl day, in hope
Tored a night.
King. O Liberty, how glorious art thou!
| see thee hov'ring o'er my army, with
Thy wide-stretch'd plumes; | see thee
Lead them on to battle;
| see thee blow thy golden trumpet, while
Thy sons shout the strong shout of victory!
O noble Chandos, think thysdf a gardener,
My son avine, which | commit unto
Thy care: prune dl extravagant shoots, and guide
Th' ambitious tendrils in the paths of wisdom;
Water him with thy advice; and Heav'n
Rain fresh'ning dew upon his branches! And,
O Edward, my dear son! learn to think lowly of
Thysdf, aswe may dl each prefer other--
"Tisthe best policy, and 'tis our duty. [Exit King Edward.
Prince. And may our duty, Chandos, be our pleasure.
Now we are done, Sir John, | will unburden,
And breathe my hopes into the burning air,
Where thousand Desaths are posting up and down,
Commissond to thisfatd fidd of Cressy.
Methinks | see them arm my gdlant soldiers,
And gird the sword upon each thigh, and fit
Each shining hdm, and string each stubborn bow,
And dance to the neighing of our steeds.
Methinks the shout begins, the battle burns;
Methinks | see them perch on English credts,
And roar the wild flame of fierce war upon
The throngéd enemy! In truth | am too full
Itismy snto love the noise of war.
Chandos, thou seest my weakness, strong Nature
Will bend or break us: my blood, like a springtide
Doesrise s0 high to overflow al bounds
Of moderation; while Reason, in her
Frail bark, can see no shore or bound for vast
Ambition. Come, take the hem, my Chandos,
That my full-blown sails overset me not
In the wild tempest: condemn my venturous youth,
That plays with danger, as the innocent child
Unthinking plays upon the viper's den:
| am acoward in my reason, Chandos.
Chand. You are aman, my Prince, and a brave man,
If 1 can judge of actions; but your heat
Is the effect of youth, and want of use:
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Use makes the armed field and noisy war
Pass over as a summer cloud, unregarded,
Or but expected as athing of course.
Ageis contemplative; each rolling year
Brings forth fruit to the mind's treasure-house:
While vacant youth doth crave and seek about
Within itsdlf, and findeth discontent,
Then, tir'd of thought, impatient takes the wing,
Saizesthe fruits of time, attacks experience,
Roams round vast Nature's forest, where no bounds
Are s, the swiftest may have room, the strongest
Find prey; till tired at length, sated and tired
With the changing sameness, old variety,
We st us down, and view our former joys
With distaste and didike.

Prince. Then, if we must tug for experience,
Let us not fear to beat round Natureswilds,
And rouse the srongest prey: then, if wefal,
Wefdl with glory. | know the wolf
Is dangerous to fight, not good for food,
Nor isthe hide acomedy vestment; so
We have our battle for our pains. | know
That youth has need of age to point fit prey,
And oft the stander-by shal sed the fruit
Of th' other's labour. Thisis philosophy;
These are the tricks of the world; but the pure soul
Shdl mount on netive wings, disdaining
Little sport, and cut a path into the heaven of glory,
Leaving atrack of light for men to worder at.
I'm glad my father does not hear me talk;
Y ou can find friendly excuses for me, Chandos.
But do you nat think, Sir John, that if it please
Th' Almighty to sretch out my span of life,
| shal with pleasure view a glorious action
Which my youth megter'd?

Chand. Consderate age, my Lord, views motives,
And not acts, when neither warbling voice
Nor trilling pipe is heard, nor pleasure Sits
With trembling age, the voice of Conscience then,
Sweseter than music in asummer's eve,
Shdl warble round the snowy head, and keep
Sweet symphony to feather'd angels, Sitting
As guardians round your chair; then shdl the pulse
Beat dow, and taste and touch and sight and sound and smell,
That sng and dance round Reason's fine-wrought throne
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Shdl flee away, and leave them dl forlorn;
Yet not forlorn if Conscienceis hisfriend. [Exeunt.

Scene. In Thomas Dagworth's Tent. Dagworth, and William his Man.

Dagw. Bring hither my armour, William.

Ambition isthe growth of ev'ry clime.

Will. Doesit grow in England, Sir?

Dagw. Aye, it grows most in lands most cultivated.

WIll. Then it grows most in France; the vines here are finer than

any we have in England.

Dagw. Aye, but the oaks are not.

Wll. Whét is the tree you mentioned? | don't think | ever saw it.

Dagw. Amhition.

WII. Isit alittle cregping root that grows in ditches?

Dagw. Thou dost not understand me, William.

It isaroot that growsin every breadt;

Ambition is the desire or passon that one man

Has to get before another, in any pursuit after glory;

But | don' think you have any of it.

WIll. Yes, | have; | have agreat ambition to know every thing, Sir.

Dagw. But when our firgt idess are wrong, what follows must al be wrong, of course; 'tis best to
know alittle, and to know that little aright.

WIll. Then, Sir, | should be glad to know if it was not ambition that brought over our King to
France to fight for hisright?

Dagw. Tho' the knowledge of that will not profit thee much, yet | will tell you that it was
ambition.

WIll. Then, if ambitionisadn, we are dl guilty in coming with him, and in fighting for him.
Dagw. Now, William, thou dost thrust the question home; but | must tell you that, guilt being an
act of the mind, none are guilty but those whose minds are prompted by that same ambition.
Will. Now, | dways thought that a man might be guilty of doing wrong without knowing it was
wrong.

Dagw. Thou art anaturd philosopher, and knowest truth by instinct, while reason runs aground,
as we have run our argument. Only remember, William, al have it in their power to know the
motives of their own actions, and 'tisa 9in to act without some reason.

Will. And whoever acts without reason may do a greet ded of harm without knowing it.

Dagw. Thou art an endless mordidt.

Will. Now theres astory come into my heed, that 1 will tell your honour if youll give me leave.
Dagw. No, William, saveit till another time; thisis no time for story-telling. But here comes one
who is as entertaining as a good story!

Enter Peter Blunt
Peter. Yonder'samusician going to play before the King; it's anew song about the French and

English; and the Prince has made the minstrd a squire, and given him | don't know what, and |
can't tel whether he don't mention us dl one by one; and he is to write another about al us that
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areto die, that we may be remembered in Old England, for dl our blood and bones are in France;
and agreat ded more that we shdl al hear by and by; and | came to tell your honour, because
you love to hear war-songs.

Dagw. And who isthis mingtrdl, Peter, dost know?

Peter. O aye, | forgot to tdl that; he has got the same name as Sir John Chandos, that the
Princeisadwayswith -- the wise man that knows us al aswell as your honour, only aint so
good- natured.

Dagw. | thank you, Peter, for your information; but not for your compliment, which is not true.
Theré's as much difference between him and me as between glittering sand and fruitful mould; or
shining glass and awrought diamond, set in rich gold, and fitted to the finger of an Emperor;
such isthat worthy Chandos.

Peter. | know your honour does not think anything of yourself, but everybody e se does.

Dagw. Go, Peter, get you gone; flattery is ddicious, even from the lips of ababbler. [Exit
Peter.

WIII. | never flatter your honour.

Dagw. | don't know that.

Will. Why, you know, Sir, when we were in England, at the tournament at Windsor, and the
Earl of Warwick was tumbled over, you ask'd meif he did not look well when hefdl; and | said
no, helook'd very foolish; and you was very angry with me for not flattering you.

Dagw. Y ou mean that | was angry with you for not flattering the Earl of Warwick. [Exeunt.

Scene. Sr Thomas Dagworth's Tent. Sr Thomas Dagworth -- to him enter Sr Walter Manny.

Sr Walter. Sir Thomas Dagworth, | have been weeping
Over the men that are to die to-day.
Dagw. Why, brave Sr Walter, you or | may fall.
Sr Walter. | know this breething flesh mugt lie and rot,
Cover'd with sllence and forgetfulness. --
Death wonsin cities smoke, and in il night,
When men deep in their beds, walketh about!
How many in walléd cities lie and groan,
Turning themsalves upon their beds,
Taking with Desth, answering his hard demanddl
How many walk in darkness, terrors are round
The curtains of their beds, destruction is
Ready at the door! How many deep
In earth, cover'd with stones and deathy dust,
Redting in quietness, whose spirits walk
Upon the clouds of heaven, to die no more!
Y et degth is terrible, tho' borne on angels wings.
How terrible then isthe field of Desth,
Where he doth rend the vault of heaven,
And shake the gates of hdll!
O Dagworth, Franceissick! the very sky,
Tho' sunshine light it, seemsto me as pde
Asthe pae fanting man on his death-bed,
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Whose face is shown by light of sickly taper
It makes me sad and Sick at very heart,
Thousands must fal to-day.

Dagw. Thousands of souls must leave this prisor+house,
To be exalted to those heavenly fidds,

Where songs of triumph, pams of victory,

Where peace and joy and love and cam content
Sit anging in the azure clouds, and strew

Flowers of heaven's growth over the banquet-table.
Bind ardent Hope upon your feet like shoes,

Put on the robe of preparation,

Thetableis prepar'd in shining heaven,

The flowers of immortdity are blown;

Let those that fight fight in good steadfastness,

And those that fdl shdl risein victory.

Sr Walter. I've often seen the burning field of war,

And often heard the dismd clang of ams;

But never, till thisfatd day of Cressy,

Has my soul fainted with these views of degth.

| seem to bein one great charnd-house,

And seem to scent the rotten carcases,

| seem to hear the dismd ydlls of Desth,

While the black gore drops from his horrid jaws,
Yet | not fear the mongter in his pride --

But O! the soulsthat are to die to-day!

Dagw. Stop, brave Sir Walter; let me drop atesr,

Then let the clarion of war begin;

I'll fight and weep, ‘tisin my country's cause;

I'll weep and shout for glorious liberty.

Grim War shdl laugh and shout, deckéd in tears,

And blood shal flow like streams across the meadows,
That murmur down their pebbly channds, and

Spend their sweet lives to do their country service;
Then shdl England's verdure shoat, her fields shdl amiile,
Her ships shdl sing across the foaming seq,

Her mariners shdll use theflute and viadl,

And rattling guns, and black and dreary war,

Shall be no more.

Sr Walter. Well, let the trumpet sound, and the drum best;
Let war stain the blue heavens with bloody banners,
I'll draw my sword, nor ever sheathe it up
Till England blow the trump of victory,

Or | lay stretch'd upon the field of death. [Exeunt.

Scene. In the Camp. Several of the Warriors meet at the King's Tent with a
Minstrel, who sings the following Song:
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O sons of Trojan Brutus, cloth'd inwar,

Whose voices are the thunder of thefield,
Roalling dark clouds o'er France, muffling the sun
In Sckly darkness like adim eclipse,
Threstening as the red brow of storms, asfire
Burning up nations in your wrath and fury!

Y our ancestors came from the fires of Troy,
(Likelionsrousd by light'ning from their dens,
Whose eyes do glare againg the stormy fires),
Hested with war, fill'd with the blood of Greeks,
With helmets hewn, and shields covered with gore,
In navies black, broken with wind and tide:

They landed in firm array upon the rocks

Of Albion; they kissd the rocky shore;

"Be thou our mother and our nurse,' they said;

“Our children's mother, and thou shat be our grave,

The sepulchre of ancient Troy, from whence

Shdl rise cities, and thrones, and arms, and awful pow'rs.

Our fathers swarm from the ships. Giant voices
Are heard from the hills, the enormous sons

Of Ocean run from rocks and caves, wild men,
Naked and roaring like lions, hurling rocks,
And widding knotty clubs, like oaks entangled
Thick as aforest, ready for the axe.

Our fathers movein firm array to battle;

The savage mongters rush like roaring fire,

Like as aforest roars with crackling flames,

When the red lightning, borne by furious storms,
Lights on some woody shore; the parched heavens
Rain fire into the molten raging sea.

The smoking trees are strewn upon the shore,
Spoil'd of their verdure. O how oft have they

Defy'd the storm that howled o'er their heads!

Our fathers, swesting, lean on their spears, and view
The mighty dead: giant bodies streaming blood.
Dread visages frowning in slent deeth.

Then Brutus spoke, inspir'd; our fathers St
Attentive on the mdancholy shore:

Hear ye the voice of Brutus-- “The flowing waves
Of time come ralling o'er my breast,’ he said;
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"And my heart labours with futurity:
Our sons shd| rule the empire of the sea.

“Their mighty wings shdl stretch from east to west.
Thelr nest isin the seg, but they shdl roam

Like eaglesfor the prey; nor shdl the young

Crave or be heard; for plenty shal bring forth,
Citiesshdl ang, and vaesin rich array

Shdl laugh, whose fruitful laps bend down with fulness.

"Our sons shdl rise from thronesin joy,
Each one buckling on his armour; Morning
Shall be prevented by their swords gleaming,
And Evening hear their song of victory:

Their towers shdl be built upon the rocks,

Their daughters shdl sing, surrounded with shining spears.
“Liberty shdl stand upon the dliffs of Albion,

Casting her blue eyes over the green ocean,

Or, tow'ring, stand upon the roaring waves,

Stretching her mighty spear O'er distant lands;

While, with her eagle wings, she covereth

Fair Albion's shore, and dl her families’

Prologue, intended for a Dramatic Piece of King Edward the Fourth

O for avoice like thunder, and atongue

To drown the throat of war! When the senses

Are shaken, and the soul is driven to madness,
Who can stand? When the souls of the oppressed
Fight in the troubled air that rages, who can stand?
When the whirlwind of fury comes from the
Throne of God, when the frowns of his countenance
Drive the nations together, who can stand?

When Sin claps his broad wings over the battle,
And sailsrgjoicing in the flood of Degth;

When souls are torn to everlagting fire,

And fiends of Hell rgjoice uponthe dain,

O who can stand? O who hath caused this?

O who can answer a the throne of God?

The Kings and Nobles of the Land have doneit!
Hear it not, Heaven, thy Minigters have done it!

Prologue to King John
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Justice hath heaved a sword to plunge in Albion's breast; for Albion's Sins are crimson dy'd, and
the red scourge follows her desolate sons. Then Petriot rose; full oft did Petriot rise, when
Tyranny hath stain'd fair Albion's breast with her own children's gore. Round his majestic feet
deep thundersroll; each heart does tremble, and each knee grows dack. The stars of heaven
tremble; the roaring voice of war, the trumpet, cals to battle. Brother in brother's blood must
bathe -- rivers of deeth. O land most hapless! O beauteous idand, how forsaken! Weep from thy
slver fountains, weep from thy gentle rivers The angel of the idand weeps. Thy widowed
virgins weep beneath thy shades. Thy aged fathers gird themsalves for war. The sucking infant
livesto diein battle; the weeping mother feeds him for the daughter. The husbandman doth

leave his bending harvest. Blood cries afar! The land doth sow itself! The glittering youth of
courts must gleam in arms. The aged senators their ancient swords assume. The trembling Snews
of old age must work the work of deeth againgt their progeny; for Tyranny hath stretch'd his
purple arm, and "Blood!" he cries; "the chariots and the horses, the noise of shout, and dreadful
thunder of the beattle heard afar!’ Beware, O proud! thou shat be humbled; thy cruel brow, thine
iron heart, is smitten, though lingering Fate isdow. O yet may Albion smile again, and Stretch

her peaceful arms, and raise her golden head exultingly! Her citizens shdl throng about her

gates, her mariners shal sing upon the sea, and myriads shal to her temples crowd! Her sons
shdl joy asin the morning! Her daughters sing as to the risng year!

A War Song to Englishmen

Prepare, prepare the iron helm of war,

Bring forth the lots, cast in the spacious orb;

Th' Angd of Fate turns them with mighty hands,

And casts them out upon the darken'd earth!
Prepare, prepare!

Prepare your hearts for Death's cold hand! prepare
Y our souls for flight, your bodies for the earth;
Prepare your arms for glorious victory;
Prepare your eyes to meet a holy God!

Prepare, prepare!

Whose fatd scroll isthat? Methinks 'tis ming!

Why snks my heart, why fatereth my tongue?

Had | threelives, I'd diein such a cause,

And rise, with ghogts, over the well-fought fied.
Prepare, prepare!

The arrows of Almighty God are drawn!

Angds of Degth stand in the louring heavend

Thousands of souls must seek the realms of light,

And wak together on the clouds of heaven!
Prepare, prepare!
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Soldiers, prepare! Our cause is Heaven's cause,

Soldiers, prepare! Be worthy of our cause:

Prepare to meet our fathersin the sky:

Prepare, O troops, that are to fall to-day!
Prepare, prepare!

Alfred shdl smile, and make his harp rgjoice;

The Norman William, and the learned Clerk,

And Lion Heart, and black-brow'd Edward, with

Hisloya queen, shal rise, and welcome ud
Prepare, prepare!

The Couch of Death

The velled Evening waked solitary down the western hills, and Silence reposed in the valley; the
birds of day were heard in their nests, rustling in brakes and thickets; and the owl and bat flew
round the darkening trees: dl is silent when Nature takes her repose. -- In former times, on such
an evening, when the cold clay bresthed with life, and our ancestors, who now deep in their
graves, waked on the steadfast globe, the remains of afamily of the tribes of Earth, amother and
agder, were gathered to the sick bed of ayouth. Sorrow linked them together; leaning on one
another's necks dternately -- like lilies dropping tears in each other's bosom -- they stood by the
bed like reeds bending over alake, when the evening drops trickle down. His voice was low as
the whisperings of the woods when the wind is adeegp, and the visions of Heaven unfold their
vigtation. "Parting is hard and death isterrible; | seem to walk through a deegp valley, far from
the light of day, done and comfortlessl The damps of degth fdl thick upon me! Horrors stare me
inthefacel | look behind, there is no returning; Deeth follows after me; | walk in regions of
Degth, where no tree is, without alantern to direct my steps, without a staff to support me.' Thus
he laments through the sill evening, till the curtains of darkness were drawn. Like the sound of a
broken pipe, the aged woman raised her voice. 'O my son, my son, | know buit little of the path
thou goest! But |o! there is a God, who made the world; stretch out thy hand to Him." The youth
replied, like avoice heard from a sepulchre, "My hand is feeble, how should | stretch it out? My
ways are Sinful, how should | raise mine eyes? My voice hath used deceit, how should | call on
Him who is Truth? My bresath is loathsome, how should He not be offended? If | lay my facein
the dugt, the grave opensits mouth for me; if 1 lift up my head, Sn covers me asacloak. O my
dear friends, pray ye for me! Stretch forth your hands that my Helper may come! Through the
void space | walk, between the sinful world and eternity! Beneath me burns eternd fire! O for a
hand to pluck meforth!" Asthe voice of an omen heard in the slent valley, when the few
inhabitants cling trembling together; as the voice of the Angd of Degth, when the thin beams of
the moon give afaint light, such was this young man's voice to hisfriends. Like the bubbling
waters of the brook in the dead of night, the aged woman raised her cry, and said, "O Voice, that
dwellest in my bresst, can | not cry, and lift my eyesto Heaven? Thinking of this, my spirit is
turned within me into confuson! O my child, my child, isthy bregth infected? soismine. Asthe
deer wounded, by the brooks of water, so the arrows of sin gtick in my flesh; the poison hath
entered into my marrow.’ Like rolling waves upon a desert shore, Sighs succeeded sighs; they
covered their faces and wept. The youth lay silent, his mother's arm was under his head; he was
like a cloud tossed by the winds, till the sun shine, and the drops of rain glisten, the yellow
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harvest breathes, and the thankful eyes of the villagers are turned up in smiles. The traveller, that
hath taken shelter under an oak, eyes the distant country with joy. Such smiles were seen upon
the face of the youth: avisonary hand wiped away histears, and aray of light beamed around
his head. All was till. The moon hung not out her lamp, and the stars faintly glimmered in the
summer sky; the breath of night dept among the leaves of the forest; the basom of the lofty hill
drank in the Slent dew, while on his mgestic brow the voice of Angelsis heard, and stringed
sounds ride upon the wings of night. The sorrowful pair lift up their heads, hovering Angels are
around them, voices of comfort are heard over the Couch of Degth, and the youth breathes out
his soul with joy into eternity.

Contemplation

Who isthis, that with unerring step dares tempt the wilds, where only Nature's foot hath trod?
'Tis Contemplation, daughter of the grey Morning! Mgesticd she steppeth, and with her pure
quill on every flower writeth Wisdom's name; now lowly bending, whispersin mine ear, O man,
how gresat, how little, thou! O man, dave of each moment, lord of eternity! seest thou where
Mirth sits on the painted cheek? doth it not seem ashamed of such a place, and grow immoderate
to brave it out? O what an humble garb true Joy puts on! Those who want Happiness must stoop
tofind it; it isaflower that growsin every vae. Vain foolish man, that roams on lofty rocks,
where, 'cause his garments are sivoln with wind, he fancies heis grown into agiant! Lo, then,
Humility, teke it, and weer it in thine heart; lord of thysdlf, thou then art lord of al. Clamour
brawls dong the streets, and destruction hoversin the city's smoke; but on these plains, and in
these dlent woods, true joys descend: here build thy net; here fix thy staff; ddights blossom
around; numberless beauties blow; the green grass springsin joy, and the nimble air kisses the
leaves, the brook gtretchesits arms aong the velvet meadow, its Silver inhabitants sport and play;
the youthful sun joys like a hunter roused to the chase, he rushes up the sky, and lays hold on the
immorta coursers of day; the sky glitters with the jingling trgppings. Like atriumph, season
follows season, while the airy music fills the world with joyful sounds." | answered, "Heavenly
goddess | am wrapped in mortdity, my flesh isaprison, my bones the bars of degth; Misery
builds over our cottage roofs, and Discontent runs like a brook. Even in childhood, Sorrow dept
with mein my cradle; he followed me up and down in the house when | grew up; he was my
schoolfdlow: thus hewasin my steps and in my play till he became to me as my brother. |
walked through dreary places with him, and in church-yards, and | oft found mysdf gtting by
Sorrow on atomb-stone.'

Samson

Samson, the strongest of the children of men, | sing; how he was foiled by woman's arts, by a
fase wife brought to the gates of deeth! O Truth! that shinest with propitious beams, turning our
earthly night to heavenly day, from presence of the Almighty Father, thou visitest our darkling
world with blessed feet, bringing good news of Sin and Degth destroyed! O whiterobed Angd,
guide my timorous hand to write as on alofty rock with iron pen the words of truth, that al who
pass may read. -- Now Night, noontide of damned spirits, over the sllent earth spreads her
pavilion, while in dark council sat Philigtas lords; and, where sirength failed, black thoughtsin
ambush lay. Their hdmed youth and aged warriorsin dust together lie, and Desolation spreads
hiswings over the land of Paegtine: from sde to Sde the land groans, her prowess logt, and
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seeks to hide her bruised head under the migts of night, breeding dark plots. For Ddilas fair arts
have long been tried in vain; in vain she wept in many atreacherous tear. "Go on, fair traitress,
do thy guileful work; ere once again the changing moon her circuit hath performed, thou shalt
overcome, and conquer him by force unconquerable, and wrest his secret from him. Call thine
dluring arts and honest- seeming brow, the holy kiss of love, and the transparent tear; put on fair
linen that with the lily vies, purple and siver; neglect thy hair, to seem more lovely in thy loose
attire; put on thy country's pride, deceit, and eyes of love decked in mild sorrow; and sl thy lord
for gold." For now, upon her sumptuous couch reclined in gorgeous pride, she still entreets, and
dill she gragps his vigorous knees with her fair ams. "Thou lov'st me not! thou'rt war, thou art
not love! O foolish Ddlilal O wesk woman! it is death clothed in flesh thou lovest, and thou hast
been encircled in hisarmd Alas, my lord, what am | caling thee? Thouart my God! To thee
pour my tears for sacrifice morning and evening. My days are covered with sorrow, shut up,
darkened! By night | am decelved! Who says that thou wast born of morta kind? Destruction
was thy father, alioness suckled thee, thy young hands tore human limbs, and gorged human
flesh. Come hither, Degth; art thou not Samson's servant? 'Tis Ddilathat cdls, thy magter's wife;
no, stay, and let thy master do the deed: one blow of that strong arm would ease my pain; then
should | lay a quiet and have rest. Pity forsook thee at thy birth! O Dagon furious, and dl ye
gods of Pdestine, withdraw your hand! | am but aweak woman. Alas, | am wedded to your
enemy! | will go mad, and tear my crisped hair; I'll run about, and pierce the ears o' th' gods! O
Samson, hold me not; thou lovest me not! Look not upon me with those deathful eyes! Thou
wouldst my desth, and death approaches fast.' Thus, in fase tears, she bath'd his feet, and thus
she day by day oppressed his soul: he seemed a mountain; his brow among the clouds; she
seemed a slver stream, his feet embracing. Dark thoughts rolled to and fro in hismind, like
thunder clouds troubling the sky; his visage was troubled; his soul was distressed. "Though |
should tell her dl my heart, what can | fear? Though | should tell this secret of my birth, the
utmost may be warded off as well when told as now." She saw him moved, and thus resumes her
wiles. “Samson, I'm thine; do with me what thou wilt: my friends are enemies, my lifeis degth; |
am atrator to my nation, and despised; my joy is given into the hands of him who hates me,
using deceit to the wife of his bosom. Thrice hast thou mocked me and grieved my soul. Didst
thou not tell me with green withs to bind thy nervous arms; and, after that, when | had found thy
fasehood, with new ropesto bind thee fast? | knew thou didst but mock me. Alas, whenin thy
deep | bound thee with them to try thy truth, | cried, "The Philistines be upon thee, Samson!”
Then did suspicion wake thee; how didst thou rend the feeble ties! Thou fearest nought, what
shouldst thou fear? Thy power is more than mortal, none can hurt thee; thy bones are brass, thy
gnews are iron. Ten thousand spears are like the summer grass, an army of mighty men are as
flocksin the valeys what cangt thou fear? | drink my tears like water; | live upon sorrow! O
worse than wolves and tigers, what cangt thou give when such atrifle is denied me? But O! a
last thou mockest me, to shame my over-fond inquiry. Thou toldest me to weave thee to the
beam by thy strong hair; | did even that to try thy truth; but, when | cried "The Philigtines be
upon thee!" then didst thou leave me to bewall that Samson loved me not.' He sat, and inward
griev'd; he saw and lov'd the beauteous suppliant, nor could conced aught that might appease
her; then, leaning on her bosom, thus he spoke: "Hear, O Ddilal doubt no more of Samson's
love; for that fair breast was made the ivory paace of my inmost heart, whereit shdl lie a rest:
for sorrow isthelot of al of woman born: for care was | brought forth, and labour ismy lot: nor
matchless might, nor wisdom, nor every gift enjoyed, can from the heart of man hide sorrow.
Twice was my birth foretold from heaven, and twice a sacred vow enjoined methat | should
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drink no wine, nor eat of any unclean thing; for holy unto Israd’'s God | am, a Nazarite even from
my mother's womb. Twice wasit told, that it might not be broken. " Grant me a son, kind
Heaven," Manoa cried; but Heaven refused. Childless he mourned, but thought his God knew
best. In solitude, though not obscure, in Isradl he lived, till venerable age came on: his flocks
increased, and plenty crowned his board, beloved, revered of man. But God hath other joysin
dore. Isburdened Isradl hisgrief? The son of hisold age shall st it freel The venerable
sweetener of hislife receives the promise first from Heaven. She saw the maidens play, and
blessed their innocent mirth; she blessed each new-joined pair; but from her the long-wished
deliverer shdl spring. Pensve, aone she sat within the house, when busy day was fading, and
cam evening, time for contemplation, rose from the forsaken east, and drew the curtains of
heaven: pensive she sat, and thought on Isradl’s grief, and sllent prayed to |sradl’'s God; when [o!
an angd from the fields of light entered the house. His form was manhood in the prime, and from
his spacious brow shot terrors through the evening shade. But mild he hailed her, "Hail, highly
favoured!" said he; "for 10! thou shat conceive, and bear a son, and Isradl’'s Strength shall be
upon his shoulders, and he shdl be called Isradl's Ddliverer. Now, therefore, drink no wine, and
egt not any unclean thing, for he shdl be a Nazarite to God." Then, as a neighbour, when his
evening tale istold, departs, his blessing leaving, so seemed he to depart: she wondered with
exceeding joy, nor knew he was an angd. Manoalleft hisfiddsto st in the house, and take his
evening's rest from labour -- the sweetest time that God has alotted mortal man. He sat, and
heard with joy, and praised God, who Isradl till doth keep. Thetimerolled on, and Isradl
groaned oppressed. The sword was bright, while the ploughshare rusted, till hope grew feeble,
and was ready to give place to doubting. Then prayed Manoa: "O Lord, thy flock is scattered on
the hills The wolf teareth them, Oppression siretches hisrod over our land, our country is
ploughed with swords, and regped in blood. The echoes of daughter reach from hill to hill.
Instead of peaceful pipe the shepherd bears a sword, the ox-goad is turned into a spear. O when
shdl our Deliverer come? The Philistine riots on our flocks, our vintage is gethered by bands of
enemies. Stretch forth thy hand, and savel™ Thus prayed Manoa. The aged woman waked into
thefidd, and lo! again the angd came, clad as atraveller fresh risen on hisjourney. She ran and
called her husband, who came and talked with him. "O man of God," said he, "thou comest from
far! Let us detain thee while | make ready akid, that thou mayest St and eat, and tell us of thy
name and warfare; that, when thy sayings come to pass, we may honour thee." The Angdl
answered, "My name is Wonderful; inquire not after it, seeing it is a secret; but, if thou wilt,

offer an offering unto the Lord.™
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APPENDIX TO POETICAL SKETCHES
Song by a Shepherd

Welcome, strange, to this place,
Where joy doth St on every bough,
Pdeness flies from every face;

We reap not what we do not sow.

Innocence doth like arose
Bloom on every maiden's cheek;
Honour twines around her brows,
The jewd hedth adorns her neck.

Song by an Old Shepherd

When silver snow decks Sylvio's clothes,

And jewel hangs at shepherd's nose,

We can abide lifé's pelting storm,

That makes our limbs quake, if our hearts be warm.

Whilgt Virtue is our waking-gteff,

And Truth alantern to our path,

We can abide lifés peting storm,

That makes our limbs quake, if our hearts be warm.

Blow, boigterous wind, stern winter frown,
Innocence is awinter's gown.

So dad, well abide life's peting storm,

That makes our limbs quake, if our hearts be warm.
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SONGSFROM AN ISLAND IN THE MOON
|

Little Phoebus came drutting in,
With hisfat bely and his round chin.
What isit you would please to have?
Ho! Ho!

| won't let it go at only so and so!

Honour and Geniusisadl | ask,

And | ask the Gods no more!

No more! No more!

No more! No morel} The Three Philosophers bear chorus.

When Old Corruption first begun,
Adorn'd in ydlow vest,

He committed on Fesh awhoredom --
O, what awicked beast!

From then a callow babe did spring,
And Old Corruption smil'd

To think his race should never end,
For now he had a child.

He cdl'd him Surgery and fed

The babe with his own milk;

For Flesh and he could ne'er agree:
She would not let him suck.

And this he aways kept in mind,
And form'd a crooked knife,
And ran about with bloody hands
To seek his mother'slife.

And as he ran to seek his mother
He met with a dead woman.
Hefdl inlove and married her --
A deed which is not common!
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She soon grew pregnant, and brought forth
Scurvy and Spotted Fever,

The father grinn'd and skipt about,

And sad I'm made for ever!

“For now | have procur'd these imps
I'll try experiments.’

With that he tied poor Scurvy down,
And stopt up al its vents,

And when the child began to swell
He shouted out doud --

“I've found the dropsy out, and soon
Shall do the world more good.'

He took up Fever by the neck,

And cut out dl its spots,

And, thro' the holes which he had made,
Hefirst discover'd guts.

A%

Hear then the pride and knowledge of a sailor!
His sorit sail, fore sail, main sail, and his mizen.

A poor frall man -- God wot! | know none frailer,
| know no greater Snner than John Taylor.

\
The Song of Phoebe and Jellicoe

Phoebe drest like beauty's queen,
Jdlicoein fant pea-green,

Sitting al beneeth agrot,

Where thelittle lambkins trot.

Maidens dancing, loves asporting,
All the country folks a courting,
Susan, Johnny, Bob, and Joe,
Lightly tripping on arow.

Happy people, who can be

In happiness compar'd with ye?
The pilgrim with his crook and hat
Sees your happiness complete.
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Vi

Lo! the Bat with lesthern wing,
Winking and blinking,
Winking and blinking,
Winking and blinking,

Like Dr Johnson.

Quid. 'O ho!" said Dr. Johnson
To Scipio Africanus,

Suction. "A ha!" to Dr. Johnson
Said Scipio Africanus,

And the Cdlar goes down with agtep. (Grand Chorus.)

VII

1st Vo. Want Matches?
2nd Vo. Yes Yes! Yed
1st Vo. Want Matches?
2nd Vo. No!

1st Vo. Want Matches?
2nd Vo. Yes Yed Yed
1st Vo Want Matches?

2nd Vo. No!

VIII

As| wak'd forth one May morning

To see thefidlds so pleasant and s gay,
O! there did | spy ayoung maiden swest,
Among the violets that smdll so swest,
smell so swest,

smell so swest,

Among the violets that smell so swest.

Hail Matrimony, made of Love!

To thy wide gates how greet adrove
On purpose to be yok'd do come;
Widows and Maids and Y ouths also,
Thét lightly trip on beauty's toe,

Or gt on beauty's bum.
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Hall fingerfooted lovely Creatures
The femaes of our human natures,
Forméd to suckle al Mankind.

Tis you that come in time of need,
Without you we should never breed,
Or any comfort find.

For if aDamsd's blind or lame,

Or Nature's hand has crook'd her frame,
Or if she's deef, or iswadl-eyed;

Ye, if her heart iswdl indin'd,

Some tender lover she ddl find

That panteth for aBride.

The universa Poultice this,

To cure whatever isamiss

In Damse or in Widow gay!

It makes them amile, it makes them kip;
Like birds, just curéd of the pip,

They chirp and hop away.

Then come, ye maidens! come, ye swaind
Come and be cur'd of dl your pains
In Matrimony's Golden Cage --

To be or not to be

Of great capacity,

Like Sir Isaac Newton,

Or Locke, or Doctor South,
Or Sherlock upon Degth --
I'd rather be Sutton!

For he did build a house

For aged men and youth,
With walls of brick and stone;
He furnish'd it within

With whatever he could win,
And dl hisown.

He drew out of the Stocks
His money in abox,

And sent his servant

To Green the Bricklayer,
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And to the Carpenter;
He was so fervent.

The chimneys were threescore,
The windows many more;
And, for convenience,

He sinks and gutters made,
And dl theway he pav'd

To hinder pestilence.

Was not thisa good man --
Whose life was but a span,
Whose name was Sutton --
As Locke, or Doctor South,
Or Sherlock upon Degth,
Or Sir Isaac Newton?

Xl

This city and this country has brought forth many mayors

To gt in Sate, and give forth laws out’ of their old oak chairs,
With face as brown as any nut with drinking of strong de --
Good English hospitdity, O then it did not fail!

With scarlet gowns and broad gold lace, would make a yeoman swest;
With stockings roll'd above their knees and shoes as black asjet

With eating beef and drinking beer, O they were stout and hae --
Good English hogpitdity, O then it did not fall!

Thus sitting at the table wide the mayor and adermen
Werefit to give law to the city; each ate as much asten:
The hungry poor enter'd the hall to est good beef and ae --
Good English hospitdity, O then it did not fail!

Xl

O, | say, you Joe,

Throw usthe ball!

I've agood mind to go

And leaveyou dl.

| never saw such a bowler

To bowl the bal in atansy,

And to dean it with my hankercher
Without saying aword.
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That Bill'safoolish fellow;

He has given me ablack eye.

He does not know how to handle a bat
Any more than adog or a cat:

He has knock'd down the wicket,

And broke the stumps,

And runs without shoes to save his pumps.

X1l

Leave, O leave meto my sorrows,
Here I'll St and fade away,

Till I'm nothing but a spirit,

And | lose thisform of clay.

Then if chance dong this forest

Any wak in pathless ways,

Thro' the gloom hell see my shadow
Hear my voice upon the breeze.

XV

There's Doctor Clash,
And Signor Faldasole,

O they sweep in the cash
Into their purse holée!
Famelasol, Lamefasol!

Great A, little A,
Bouncing B!

Play away, play away,
You're out of the key!
Famelasol, Lamefasol!

Musicians should have

A pair of very good ears,
And long fingers and thumbs,
And not like clumsy bears.
Famelasol, Lamefasol!

Gentlemen! Gentlemen!
Rap! Rap! Rap!

Fiddiel Fiddie! Fiddle!
Clap! Clap! Clap!
Famelasol, Lamefasol!
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SONGS OF INNOCENCE
I ntroduction

Fiping down the valeyswild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
Onacloud | saw achild,
And he laughing said to me:

"Pipe a song about a Lamb!'
So | piped with merry cheer.
"Piper, pipethat song again;'
So | piped: he wept to hear.

“Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of hagppy cheer:’
So | sang the same again,
While he wept with joy to hear.

“Piper, sit thee down and write
In abook, that al may read.’
S0 hevanish'd from my sght,
And | pluck'd ahollow reed,

And | made arura pen,
And | stain'd the water clear,

And | wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.

The Echoing Green

The Sun does arise,

And make happy the skies,
The merry bdlsring

To welcome the Spring;

The skylark and thrush,

The birds of the bush,

Sing louder around

To the bells cheerful sound,
While our sports shall be seen
On the Echoing Green.

Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the o0&k,
Among the old folk.
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They laugh at our play,
And soon they dl say:

“Such, such were thejoys
When wedl, girlsand boys,
In our youth time were seen
On the Echoing Green.’

Till the little ones, weary,

No more can be merry;

The sun does descend,

And our sports have an end.
Round the |gps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,
Likebirdsin their nes,
Areready for rest,

And sport no more seen

On the darkening Green.

The Lamb

Little Lamb, who made theeg?
Dost thou know who made thee?
Gave theelife, and bid thee feed,
By the stream and O'er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, wooally, bright;
Gave thee such atender voice,
Making dl the vales rgjoice?
Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who mede thee?
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee:
Heiscaléd by thy name,

For He cdls Himsdf aLamb.
Heismeek, and Heis mild;

He became allittle child.

| achild, and thou alamb,

We are cdled by His name.
Little Lamb, God bless thee!
Little Lamb, God bless thed!

The Shepherd

How sweet is the Shepherd's sweet [ot!
From the morn to the evening he Strays,
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He shdl fallow his sheep dl the day,
And histongue shdl be filléd with praise.

For he hears the lamb's innocent call,

And he hears the ewe's tender reply;

He iswatchful while they are in peace,

For they know when their Shepherd is nigh.

Infant Joy

“| have no name:

| am but two days old.’
What shdl | cdl thee?
I happy am,

Joy ismy name.’
Swest joy befall thee!

Pretty Joy!

Sweet Joy, but two days old.
Sweset Joy | cdl thee

Thou dogt amile,

| Sng the while,

Sweset joy befdl thee!

The Little Black Boy

My mother bore mein the southern wild,
And | am black, but O my soul iswhite;
White as an angel isthe English child,
But | am black, asif bereav'd of light.

My mother taught me undernegth atree,
And, stting down before the hest of day,
She took me on her lap and kissed me,
And, pointing to the east, began to say:

"Look on therising sun, -- there God doeslive,
And gives His light, and gives His heat away;

And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive
Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday.

"And we are put on earth alittle space,

That we may learn to bear the beams of love;

And these black bodies and this sunburnt face

Isbut a cloud, and like a shady grove, "For when our souls have learn'd the heat to
bear,
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The doud will vanish; we shdl hear His voice,
Saying: "Come out from the grove, My love and care,
And round My golden tent like lambs rgjoice.™

Thus did my nother say, and kissed me;

And thus | say to little English boy.

When | from black and he from white cloud free,
And round the tent of God like lambs we joy,

I'll shade him from the het, till he can bear
To lean injoy upon our Father's kneg;

And then I'l gand and stroke his slver hair,
And be like him, and he will then love me.

Laughing Song

When the green woods laugh with the voice of joy,
And the dimpling stream runs laughing by;

When the air does laugh with our merry wit,

And the green hill laughswith the noise of it;

When the meadows laugh with lively green,

And the grasshopper laughsin the merry scene,
When Mary and Susan and Emily

With their sweet round mouths sing "Ha, Ha, He!'

When the painted birds laugh in the shade,
Where our table with cherries and nuts is spread,
Come live, and be merry, and join with me,

To sing the sweet chorus of "Ha, Ha, He!'

Spring

Sound the flute!
Now it's mute.
Birds ddight
Day and night;
Nightingde
Inthedae,
Lark in sky,
Merrily,

Merrily, merrily, to welcome in the year.

Little boy,
Full of joy;
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Littlegirl,

Sweet and smdl;
Cock does crow,
So do you;
Merry voice,
Infant noise,

Merrily, merrily, to welcome in the year.

Little lamb,
Herel am;
Come and lick
My white neck;
Let me pul

Y our soft wooal;
Let me kiss

Y our soft face:

Merrily, merrily, we welcome in the year.
A Cradle Song

Sweet dreams, form a shade

O'er my lovely infant's heed,
Sweet dreams of pleasant streams
By happy, silent, moony beams.

Sweet deep, with soft down
Weave thy brows an infant crown.
Sweet deep, Anged mild,

Hover o'er my happy child.

Sweet amiles, in the night
Hover over my ddight;

Sweset amiles, mother's smiles,
All the livdlong night beguiles

Sweet moans, dovelike Sghs,
Chase not dumber from thy eyes.
Sweet moans, sweeter smiles,
All the dovelike moans beguiles.

Sleep, deep, happy child,
All creation dept and smil'd;

Sleep, sleep, happy Seep,
While o'er thee thy mother weep.
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Sweet babe, in thy face

Holy image | can trace.

Swest babe, once like thee,
Thy Maker lay and wept for me,

Wept for me, for thee, for dl,
When He was an infant samdl.
Thou Hisimage ever see,
Heavenly face that smiles on thee

Smileson theg, on me, on dl;

Who became an infant small.

Infant smiles are His own amiles;
Heaven and earth to peace beguiles.

Nurse's Song

When the voices of children are heard on the green,
And laughing is heard on the hill,

My heart is at rest within my bresst,

And everything dseis ill.

“Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down,
And the dews of night arise;

Come, come leave off play, and let us away

Till the morning appearsin the skies!’

"No, no, let usplay, for it is yet day,
And we cannot go to deep;

Beddes, in the ky thelittle birds fly,
And the hillsare dl cover'd with sheep.’

"Wl, wdl, go and play till the light fades away,
And then go home to bed.'

The little ones legpéd and shouted and laugh'd
And dl the hills echoéd.

Holy Thursday

"Twas on aHoly Thursday, their innocent faces clean,

The children waking two and two, in red and blue and green,
Grey-headed beadles walk'd before, with wands as white as snow,
Till into the high dome of Paul's they like Thames waters flow.

O wha amultitude they seem'd, these flowers of London town!
Seated in companies they St with radiance al their own.
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The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,
Thousands of little boys and girlsraising their innocent hands.

Now like amighty wind they raise to Heaven the voice of song,
Or like harmonious thunderings the seets of Heaven among.
Beneath them st the aged men, wise guardians of the poor;
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.

The Blossom

Merry, merry sparrow!
Under leaves so green,

A happy blossom

Sees you, swift as arrow,
Seek your cradle narrow
Near my bosom.

Pretty, pretty robin!

Under leaves so green,

A happy blossom

Hears you sobbing, sobbing,
Pretty, pretty robin,

Near my bosom.
The Chimney Sweeper

When my mother died | was very young,

And my father sold me while yet my tongue
Could scarcely cry “'weep! ‘weep! ‘weep! 'weep!’
So your chimneys | sweep, and in soot | deep.

Theréslittle Tom Dacre, who cried when his heed,
That curl'd like alamb's back, was shav'd: so | said
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare
Y ou know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.'

And s0 he was quiet, and that very night,

As Tom was a-deeping, he had such asght!--

That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack,
Were dl of them lock'd up in coffins of black.

And by came an Angd who had a bright key,

And he open'd the coffins and set them all free;
Then down agreen plain legping, laughing, they run,
And wash in ariver, and shine in the sun.
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Then naked and white, dl their bags left behind,
They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind,

And the Angd told Tom, if hed be a good boy,
Hed have God for his father, and never want joy.

And so Tom awoke; and we rosein the dark,

And got with our bags and our brushes to work.

Tho' the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm;
Soif dl do ther duty they need not fear harm.

The Divine Image

To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
All pray in thar digtress,

And to these virtues of ddlight
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 ahuman heart,
Pty a human face,

And Love, the human form divine,
And Peace, the human dress.

Then every man, of every clime,
That praysin hisdistress,

Prays to the human form divine,
Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.

And dl mugt love the human form,
In heathen, Turk, or Jew;

Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell
There God is dwelling too.

Night

The sun descending in the west,
The evening dar does shing
The birds are dlent in their nest,
And | must seek for mine.

The moon, like aflower,

In heaven's high bower,
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With dlent ddlight
Stsand smiles on the night.

Farewell, green fields and happy groves,
Where flocks have took delight.

Where lambs have nibbled, slent moves
The feet of angds bright;

Unseen they pour blessing,

And joy without ceasing,

On each bud and blossom,

And each deeping bosom.

They look in every thoughtless nes,
Where birds are cover'd warm;
They vist caves of every beast,

To keep them dl from harm.

If they see any weeping

That should have been degping,
They pour deep on their head,

And st down by their bed.

When wolves and tigers howl for prey,
They pitying stand and weep;

Seeking to drive their thirst away,

And keep them from the sheep.

But if they rush dreadful,

The angels, most heedful,

Receive each mild spirit,

New worlds to inherit.

And there the lion's ruddy eyes
Shdl flow with tears of gold,
And pitying the tender cries,

And waking round the fold,
Saying "Wrath, by His meekness,
And, by His hedlth, sckness

Is driven away

From our immorta day.

"And now beside thee, bleating lamb,
| can lie down and deep;

Or think on Him who bore thy name,
Graze after thee and weep.

For, wash'd in lifésriver.

My bright mane for ever
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Shdl shine like the gold
As| guard o'er thefold.'

A Dream

Once adream did weave a shade
O'er my Angd-guarded bed,
That an emmet logt itsway
Where on grass methought | lay.

Troubled, ‘wilder'd, and forlorn,
Dark, benighted, travel-worn,
Over many atangled spray,

All heart-broke | heard her say:

"O, my children! do they cry?
Do they hear ther father Sgh?
Now they look abroad to see:
Now return and weep for me.'

Pitying, | dropp'd a tear;

But | saw a glow-worm near,
Who replied: "What wailing wight
Cdls the watchman of the night?

'l am s to light the ground,
While the beetle goes his round:
Follow now the beetles hum;
Little wanderer, hie thee home.'

On Another's Sorrow

Can | see another's woe,
And not be in sorrow too?
Can | see another's grief,
And not seek for kind relief?

Can | seeafdling tear,

And not fed my sorrow's share?
Can afaher see hischild

Weep, nor be with sorrow fill'd?

Can amother st and hear

An infant groan, an infant fear?
No, no! never can it bel
Never, never can it be!
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And can Hewho smileson al

Hear the wren with sorrows small,
Hear the smdl bird's grief and care,
Hear the woes that infants bear,

And not st beside the nett,
Pouring pity in their breadt;
And not st the cradle near,
Weeping tear on infant's tear;

And not gt both night and day,
Wiping dl our tears away?

O, no! never can it be!

Never, never can it bel

He doth give Hisjoy to dl;
He becomes an infant small;
He becomes aman of woe;
He doth fed the sorrow too.

Think not thou cangt Sgh adgh,
And thy Maker is not by;

Think not thou canst weep atear,
And thy Maker is not near.

O! Hegivesto usHisjoy
That our grief He may destroy;
Till our grief isfled and gone
He doth sit by us and moan.

The Little Boy Lost

“Father! father! where are you going?
O do not walk so fast.

Speak, father, speak to your little boy,
Or dsel shdl belost.

The night was dark, no father was there;
The child was wet with dew;
The mire was deep, and the child did weep,
And away the vapour flew.
The Little Boy Found

The little boy logt in the londly fen,
Led by the wand'ring light,
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Began to cry; but God, ever nigh,
Appear'd like hisfather, in white.

He kissed the child, and by the hand led,
And to his mother brought,
Who in sorrow pale, thro' the londly dale,

Her little boy weeping sought.
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SONGS OF EXPERIENCE
I ntroduction

Hear the voice of the Bard!

Who present, past, and future, sees;
Whose ears have heard

The Holy Word

That walk'd among the ancient trees,

Cdling the lgpsad soul,

And weeping in the evening dew;
That might control

The starry pole,

And fdlen, fdlenlight renew!

"O Earth, O Earth, return!

Arise from out the dewy grass,
Night isworn,

And the morn

Rises from the dumberous mass.

“Turn avay no more;

Why wilt thou turn away.

The garry floor,

The wat'ry shore,

Isgiv'n theetill the bresk of day.’

Earth's Answer

Earth raisd up her head

From the darkness dread and drear.

Her light fled,

Stony dread!

And her locks cover'd with grey despair.

"Prison'd on wat'ry shore,

Starry Jedlousy does keep my den:
Cold and hoar,

Weeping O'er,

| hear the Father of the Ancient Men.

"Sdfish Father of Menl

Crud, jedous, sdfish Fear!
Can ddight,
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Chaind 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?

"Breek this heavy chain

That does freeze my bones around.
Hfish! van!

Eternal bane!

That free Love with bondage bound.'

Nurse's Song

When the voices of children are heard on the green
And whigprings arein the dae,

The days of my youth rise fresh in my mind,

My face turns green and pae.

Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down,
And the dews of night arise;

Y our spring and your day are wasted in play,

And your winter and night in disguise.

TheFly

Little Ry,

Thy summer's play
My thoughtless hand
Has brush'd away.

Amnot |

A fly like thee?
Or art not thou
A man like me?

For | dance,

And drink, and sing,
Till some blind hand
Shdl brush my wing.

If thought islife
And strength and bregth,
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And the want
Of thought is degth;

Thenam |
A heppy fly,
If 1 live
Orif | die.

The Tiger

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immorta 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 saize the fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to best,
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
Dareits deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And water'd heaven with their tears,

Did he smile hiswork to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

The Little Girl Lost

In futurity

| prophetic see

Thet the earth from deep
(Grave the sentence deep)
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Shdl arise and seek
For her Maker meek;
And the desart wild
Become a garden mild.

In the southern clime,
Where the summer’'s prime
Never fades awvay,

Lovdy Lycalay.

Seven summers old
Lovey Lycatold;

She had wander'd long
Hearing wild birds song.

"Sweet deegp, come to me
Undernegath thistree.

Do father, mother, weep?
Where can Lyca deep?

"Logt in desert wild
Isyour little child.
How can Lycadeep
If her mother weep?

“If her heart does ache
Then let Lycaweake;

If my mother deep,
Lyca shall not weep.

“Frowning, frowning night,
O'er this desert bright,

Let thy moon arise
Whilel cdlose my eyes!

Seeping Lycalay

While the beasts of prey,
Come from caverns deep,
View'd the maid adeep.

Thekingly lion stood,
And the virgin view'd,
Then he gamboll'd round
O'er the hallow'd ground.
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Leopards, tigers, play
Round her as she lay,
Whilethelion old
Bow'd his mane of gold

And her bosom lick,
And upon her neck
From hiseyes of flame
Ruby tearsthere came;

Whilethe lioness
Loosd her dender dress,
And naked they convey'd

To cavesthe deeping maid.

All the night in woe
Lycas parents go

Over vdleys deep,
While the deserts weep.

Tired and woe-begone,
Hoarse with making moan,
Armin arm seven days

They trac'd the desert ways.

Seven nightsthey deep
Among shadows deep,

The Little Girl Found

And dream they seetheir child

Starv'd in desert wild.

Pdle, thro' pathless ways
The fancied image Strays
Famish'd, weeping, wesk,

With hollow piteous shriek.

Risng from unres,

The trembling woman prest

With feet of weary woe:
She could no further go.

In hisarms he bore

Her, arm'd with sorrow sore;

Till before their way
A couching lion lay.
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Turning back was vain:
Soon his heavy mane
Bore them to the ground.
Then he stalk'd around,

Smdling to his prey;
But their fears dlay
When he licks their hands,
And slent by them stands.

They look upon his eyes
Fill'd with deep surprise;
And wondering behold
A spiritarm'd in gold.

On hishead a crown;
On his shoulders down
How'd hisgolden hair.
Gonewasdl ther care.

“Follow me,' he said;
"Weep not for the maid;

In my palace deep
Lycaliesadeep.’

Then they followed

Where the vison led,

And saw their degping child
Among tigerswild.

To thisday they dwell
Inalondy del;

Nor fear the wolfish howl
Nor the lions growl.

The Cold and the Pebble

"Love seeketh hot itsdlf to please,

Nor for itsdlf hathany care,

But for another givesits ease,

And builds aHeaven in Hdll's despair.’

So sung alittle Clod of Clay,
Trodden with the cattle's feet,
But a Pebble of the brook
Warbled out these metres mest:
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"Love seeketh only SIf to please,

To bind another to its ddight,

Joys in another's loss of ease,

And builds aHell in Heaven's despite.’

The Little Vagabond

But the Ale-house is hedthy and pleasant and warm,
Besdes| cantell where | am used well,
Such usage in Heaven will never do well.

But if a the Church they would give us some de,
And a pleasant fire our soulsto regae,

Wed sng and wed pray dl the livelong day,
Nor ever once wish from the Church to stray.

Then the Parson might preach, and drink, and sing,
And wed be as happy as birds in the spring;

And modest Dame Lurch, who isdways a church,
Would not have bandy children, nor fagting, nor birch.

And God, like afather, rgoicing to see

His children as pleasant and happy as He,

Would have no more quarrd with the Devil or the barrd,
But kiss him, and give him both drink and appardl.

Holy Thursday

Isthisaholy thing to see
In arich and fruitful land,
Babes reduc'd to misery,
Fed with cold and usurous hand?

Isthat trembling cry asong?
Can it beasong of joy?
And so many children poor?
Itisaland of poverty!

And their sun does never shine,
And their fidds are bleak and bare,
And ther ways are fill'd with thorns:
It is eternd winter there.

For where'er the sun does shine,
And wher€er therain doesfal,
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Babe can never hunger there,
Nor poverty the mind appdl.

A Poison Tree

| was angry with my friend:

| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | water'd it in fears,

Night and morning with my tears,
And | sunnéd it with amiles,

And with soft decatful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright;

And my foe behdd it shine,
And he knew that it was mine,

And into my garden sole

When the night had vell'd the pole:

In the morning glad | see

My foe outstretch'd benesth the tree.

The Angel

| dreamt a dream! what can it mean?
And that | was a maiden Queen,
Guarded by an Angd mild:

Witless woe was neer beguil'd!

And | wept both night and day,
And hewip'd my tears avay,

And | wept both day and night,
And hid from him my heart's ddight.

So hetook hiswings and fled;

Then the morn blush'd rosy red;

| dried my tears, and arm'd my fears
With ten thousand shields and spears.

Soon my Angd came again:

| was arm'd, he camein vain;
For the time of youth was fled,
And grey hairswere on my head
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The Sick Rose

O Rosg, thou art sick!
Theinvigble worm,
That fliesin the night,
In the howling storm,

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy;

And hisdark secret love
Doesthy life destroy.

To Tirzah

What€'er is born of mortd birth
Must be consumed with the earth,
To rise from generation free:

Then what have | to do with thee?

The saxes sprung from shame and pride,
Blowd in the morn; in evening died;

But Mercy chang'd deeth into deep;
The sexes rose to work and weep.

Thou, Mother of my morta part,
With crudty didst mould my heart,
And with fase sdlf-deceiving tears
Didst bind my nostrils, eyes, and ears,

Didgt close my tongue in sensdess clay,
And meto mortd life betray:

The death of Jesus set me free:

Then what have | to do with thee?

The Voice of the Ancient Bard

Y outh of delight, come hither,

And see the opening morn,

Image of truth new-born.

Doubt isfled, and clouds of reason,

Dark disputes and artful teasing.

Fally is an endless maze,

Tangled roots perplex her ways.

How many have fdlen therel

They sumble dl night over bones of the dead,
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And fed they know not what but care,
And wish to lead others, when they should be led.

My Pretty Rose-Tree

A flower was offer'd to me,

Such aflower as May never bore;
But | said "I've a pretty Rose-tree,’
And | passed the sweet flower O'er.

Then | went to my pretty Rose-tree,
To tend her by day and by night,

But my Rose turn'd away with jedousy,
And her thorns were my only ddlight.

Ah! Sun-Flower

Ah, Sun-flower! weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the sun;
Seeking after that sweet golden clime,
Where the travdler'sjourney is done;

Where the Y outh pined away with desire,
And the pde Virgin shrouded in snow,
Arise from their graves, and aspire
Where my Sun-flower wishes to go.

The Lily

The modest Rose puts forth athorn,

The humble Sheep athreat'ning horn;

While the Lily white shdl in love ddight,

Nor athorn, nor athreat, stain her beauty bright.

The Garden of Love

| went to the Garden of Love,
And saw what | never had seen:

A Chapel was built in the midg,
Where | used to play on the green.

And the gates of this Chapd were shut,
And "Thou shalt not ‘writ over the door;
So | turn'd to the Garden of Love
That so many sweet flowers bore;
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And | saw it wasfilled with graves,

And tomb- stones where flowers should be;

And priestsin black gowns were walking their rounds,
And binding with briars my joys and desires.

A Little Boy Lost

“Nought loves another as itsdf,
Nor venerates another so,

Nor isit possble to Thought
A greater than itsdlf to know:

"And, Father, how can | love you

Or any of my brothers more?

| loveyou likethelittle bird

That picks up crumbs around the door.’

The Priest sat by and heard the child,
In trembling zed he seizd his hair:
Heled him by hislittle coat,

And al admir'd the priestly care.

And gtanding on the dtar high,

Lol what afiend is here,' said he,
"One who sets reason up for judge
Of our most holy Mygtery.'

The weeping child could not be heard,
The weeping parents wept in vain;
They dripp'd him to hislittle shirt,
And bound himin an iron chan;

And burn'd him in aholy place,

Where many had been burn'd before:
The weeping parents wept in vain.

Are such things done on Albion's shore?

Infant Sorrow
My mother groan'd, my father wept,
Into the dangerous world | leapt;
Hepless, naked, piping loud,
Likeafiend hidin acloud.
Struggling in my father's hands,
Striving againg my swaddling-bands,
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Bound and weary, | thought best
To sulk upon my mother's breest.

The Schoolboy

| loveto risein asummer morn
When the birds Sing on every tree;
The digant huntsman winds his horn,
And the kylark sngswith me.

O! what sweet company.

But to go to school in asummer morn,
O! it drivesdl joy away;

Under acrue eye outworn,

The little ones spend the day

In sghing and dismay.

Ah! then at times | drooping sit,
And spend many an anxious hour,
Nor in my book can | take ddight,
Nor st in learning's bower,

Worn thro' with the dreary shower.

How can the bird that is born for joy
Stinacage and Sng?

How can a child, when fears annoy,
But droop his tender wing,

And forget his youthful oring?

O! father and mother, if buds are nipp'd
And blossoms blown away,

And if the tender plants are stripp'd

Of their joy in the springing day,

By sorrow and care's dismay,

How shdl the summer arisein joy,

Or the summer fruits appear?

Or how shall we gather whet griefs destroy,
Or bless the mellowing yeer,

When the blasts of winter appear?

London

| wander thro' each charter'd street,
Near where the charter'd Thames does flow,
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And mark in every face | mest
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,
Themind-forg'd manacles| hear.

How the chimney-sweeper's cry
Every black'ning church appds;
And the hapless soldier'ssigh
Runsin blood down palace walls.

But most thro' midnight streets | hear

How the youthful harlot's curse

Blasts the new-born infant's tear,

And blights with plagues the marriage hearse.

A Little Girl Lost

Children of the future age,

Reading thisindignant page,

Know that in a former time,

Love, sweet Love, was thought a crime!

Inthe Age of Gald,

Free from winter's cold,

Y outh and maiden bright

To the haly light,

Naked in the sunny beams deight.

Once ayouthful pair,

Fill'd with softest care,

Met in garden bright

Where the haly light

Had just remov'd the curtains of the night.

There, inrisng day,

On the grassthey play;

Parents were afar,

Strangers came not near,

And the maiden soon forgot her fear.

Tired with kisses swest,

They agree to meet
When the sllent deep

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

69



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE

Waves o'er heaven's deep,
And the weary tired wanderers weep.

To her father white

Came the maiden bright;

But hisloving look,

Like the holy book,

All her tender limbswith terror shook.

"Onal pale and wesak!

To thy father spesk:

O! the trembling fear.

O! the dismal care,

That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair!"

The Chimney-sweeper

A little black thing among the snow,

Crying “‘weep! 'weep!" in notes of woe!
"Where are thy father and mother, say?--
“They are both gone up to the Church to pray

"Because | was happy upon the heath,
And smil'd among the winter's snow,
They clothéd me in the clothes of deeth,
And taught me to sing the notes of woe.

"And because | am happy and dance and sing,

They think they have done me no injury,

And are gone to praise God and His Priest and King,
Who make up a Heaven of our misery.'

The Human Abstract

Pity would be no more

If we did not make somebody poor;
And Mercy no more could be

If al were as happy aswe.

And mutua fear brings peace,
Till the sdifish lovesincrease;
Then Crudty knitsasnare,
And spreads his baits with care.

He sts down with holy fears,
And waters the ground with tears,
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Then Humility takes its root
Underneath hisfoot.

Soon spreads the dismal shade
Of Mystery over his head,
And the caterpillar and fly
Feed on the Mydtery.

And it bearsthe fruit of Decait,
Ruddy and swest to edt;

And the raven his nest has made
In itsthickest shade.

The Gods of the earth and sea
Sought thro" Nature to find this tree;
But tharr search was dl invan:
There grows one in the Human brain.
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APPENDIX TO THE SONGS OF
INNOCENCE AND OF EXPERIENCE

A Divine Image

Crudty has ahuman heart,

And Jedlousy a human face;
Terror the human form divine,
And Secrecy the human dress.
The human dress is forged iron,
The human form afiery forge,
The human face a furnace sed'd,
The human heart its hungry gorge.
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POEMSFROM THE ROSSETTI MANUSCRIPT
PART |

Written circa 1793
Never seek to tell thy Love

Never seek to tell thy love,
Love that never told can be;
For the gentle wind does move
Slently, invisbly.

| told my love, | told my love,

| told her dl my heart;
Trembling, cold, in gheslly fears,
Ah! she doth depart.

Soon as she was gone from me,
A traveller came by,

Slently, invighbly:

Hetook her with asigh.

| laid me down upon a Bank

| laid me down upon a bank,
Where Love lay deeping;

| heard among the rushes dank
Weeping, weeping.

Then | went to the heath and the wild,

To the thistles and thorns of the waste;
And they told me how they were beguil'd,
Driven out, and compell'd to be chaste.

| saw a Chapel all of Gold

| saw aChapd dl of gold

That none did dare to enter in,
And many weeping stood without,
Weeping, mourning, worshipping.

| saw a Serpent rise between
Thewhite pillars of the door,
And heforc'd and forc'd and forc'd;
Down the golden hingestore,
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And aong the pavement swest,
Set with pearls and rubies bright,
All his shining length he drew,
Till upon the dtar white

Vomiting his poison out

On the Bread and on the Wine.

So | turn'd into a Ky,

And laid me down among the swine.

| asked a Thief

| asked athief to stedl me a peach:
He turnéd up his eyes.

| ask'd alithe lady to lie her down:
Holy and meek, she cries.

Assoon as | went

An Angel came:
Hewink'd a the thief,
And amil'd a the dame;

And without one word sad
Had a peach from the tree,
And dill asamad

Enjoy'd the lady.

| heard an Angel singing

| heerd an Angd singing
When the day was springing:
"Mercy, Pity, Peace

Isthe world'srelease.’

Thus he sang dl day

Over the new-mown hay,

Till the sun went down,

And haycocks looked brown.

| heard aDevil curse

Over the heath and the furze:
"Mercy could be no more

If there was nobody poor,

"And Pity no more could be,
If al were as happy aswe.'
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At his curse the sun went down,
And the heavens gave a frown.

Down pour'd the heavy rain
Over the new regp'd grain;
And Misery'sincresse

Is Mercy, Pity, Peace.

A Cradle Song

Sleep! deep! beauty bright,
Dreaming o'er the joys of night;
Seep! deep! inthy deep
Little sorrows St and weep.

Sweet Babe, in thy face
Soft desires | can trace,
Secret joys and secret smiles,
Little pretty infant wiles.

Asthy softest limbs | fed,
Smiles as of the morning stedl

O'er thy cheek, and o'er thy breast
Where thy little heart does rest.

O! the cunning wilesthat creep

In thy little heart adeep.

When thy little heart does wake
Then the dreadful lightnings bresak,

From thy cheek and from thy eye,
O'er the youthful harvests nigh.
Infant wiles and infant smiles
Heaven and Earth of peace beguiles.

Silent, silent Night
Silent, slent Night,
Quench the haly light
Of thy torches bright;
For possessd of Day,

Thousand spirits stray
That swest joys betray.
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Why should joys be sweset
Usad with deceit,
Nor with sorrows meet?

But an honest joy
Doesitself destroy
For aharlot coy.

| fear'd the fury of my wind

| fear'd the fury of my wind

Would blight &l blossoms fair and true;
And my sun it shin'd and shin'd,

And my wind it never blew.

But ablossom fair or true

Was not found on any tree;

For dl blossoms grew and grew
Fruitless, fdse, tho' fair to see.

I nfant Sorrow
i

My mother groan'd, my father wept;
Into the dangerous world | leapt,
Helpless, naked, piping loud,
Likeafiend hid in acloud.

Struggling in my father's hands,
Striving againg my swaddling-bands,
Bound and weary, | thought best

To sulk upon my mother's breest.

i
When | saw that rage was vain,
And to sulk would nothing gain,

Turning many atrick and wile
| began to soothe and amile.
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And | sooth'd day after day,
Till upon the ground | dtray;
And | amil'd night after night,
Seeking only for ddlight.

And | saw before me shine
Cludgters of the wand'ring vine;
And, beyond, aMyrtle-tree
Stretchid its blossoms out to me.

But a Priest with holy look,

In his hands a holy book,
Pronounced curses on his head
Who the fruits or blossoms shed.

Vi

| bendld the Priest by night;

He embracd my Myrtle bright:

| beheld the Priest by day,
Where beneath my vines he lay.

Viii

Like a serpent in the day
Undernesth my vines he lay:
Like aserpent in the night

He embracd my Myrtle bright.

So | smote him, and hisgore
Stain'd the roots my Myrtle bore;
But the time of youth isfled,

And grey hairsare on my head.

Why should | care for the men of Thames
Why should | care for the men of Thames,

Or the cheating waves of charter'd Streams;
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Or dhrink at the little blasts of fear
That the hirding blowsinto my ear?

Tho' born on the cheating banks of Thames,
Tho' hiswaters bathed my infant limbs,

The Ohio shdl wash his stains from me:

| was born adave, but | go to be free!

Thou has a lap full of seed

Thou hast alap full of seed,

And thisis afine country.

Why dost thou not cast thy seed,
And liveinit merrily.

Shdl | cadt it on the sand
And turn it into fruitful land?
For on no other ground
Can | sow my seed,
Without tearing up

Some stinking weed.

In a Myrtle Shade

Why should | be bound to thee,
O my lovely Myrtle-tree?

Love, free Love, cannot be bound
To any tree that grows on ground.

O! how sick and weary |
Underneath my Myrtlelie;
Like to dung upon the ground,
Underneath my Myrtle bound.

Oft my Myrtlesgh'd invain
To behold my heavy chan:
Oft my Father saw us sigh,
And laugh'd a our smplicity.

So | smote him, and his gore
Stain'd the roots my Myrtle bore.
But the time of youth isfled,

And grey hairs are on my head.
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To my Myrtle

To alovely Myrtle bound,
Blossoms show'ring dl around,
O how sick and weary |
Underneath my Myrtlelie!
Why should | be bound to thee,
O my lovely Myrtle-tree?

To Nobodaddy

Why art thou silent and invisible,
Father of Jedlousy?

Why dogt thou hide thysdlf in clouds
From every searching eye?

Why darkness and obscurity

Indl thy words and laws,

That none dare eat the fruit but from

The wily Serpent's jaws?

Or isit because secrecy gains femaes loud applause?

Are not the joys of morning sweeter

Are not the joys of morning sweeter
Than the joys of night?

And are the vigorous joys of youth
Ashamed of thelight?

Let age and sckness silent rob

The vineyardsin the night;

But those who burn with vigorous youth
Pluck fruits before the light.

The Wild Flower's Song

As| wander'd the forest,
The green leaves among,
| heard aWild Hower

Singing a song.

‘| dept inthe earth
In the Slent night,

| murmur'd my fears
And | fet ddight.
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“In the morning | went,
Asrosy asmorn,

To seek for new joy;
But | met with scorn.”

Day

The sun arisesin the Eadt,

Cloth'd in robes of blood and gold;

Swords and spears and wrath increasd

All around his bosom roll'd,

Crown'd with warlike fires and raging desires.

The Fairy

“Come hither, my Sparrows,
My little arrows.

If atear or agmile

Will aman beguile,

If an amorous delay

Clouds a sunshiny day,

If the step of afoot

Smites the heart to its root,
‘Tisthe marriage-ring --
Makes each fairy aking.

So aFairy sung.

From the leaves | sprung;
He legp'd from the spray
To flee avay;

But in my hat caught,

He soon shdl be taught.
Let him laugh, let him cry,
Hes my Butterfly;

For I've pull'd out the ging
Of the marriage-ring.

Motto to the Songs of I nnocence and of Experience
The Good are attracted by men's perceptions,
And think not for themsalves,
Till Experience teaches them to caich
And to cage the fairies and elves.
And then the Knave begins to snarl,
And the Hypocrite to howl;
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And al hisgood friends show their private ends,
And the eagle is known from the owl.

Lafayette

“Let the brothels of Paris be opened
With many an adluring dance,

To awake the physicians thro' the city!”
Said the beautiful Queen of France.

The King awoke on his couch of gold,

As soon as he heard these tidings told:

"Arise and come, both fife and drum,

And the famine shdll eat both crust and crumb.’

The Queen of France just touch'd this globe,
And the pestilence darted from her robe;

But our good Queen quite grows to the ground,
And agrest many suckers grow al around.

v

Fayette beside King Lewis stood;
He saw him sgn hishand;

And soon he saw the famine rage
About the fruitful land.

Fayette behdd the Queen to amile
And wink her lovely eye;

And soon he saw the pestilence
From street to street to fly.
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Vi

Fayette beheld the King and Queen
In curses and iron bound;

But mute Fayette wept tear for tear,
And guarded them around.

VII

Fayette, Fayette, thou'rt bought and sold
And sold isthy happy morrow;

Thou gavest the tears of pity away

In exchange for the tears of sorrow.

VIII

Who will exchange his own firesde
For the stone of another's door?
Who will exchange his wheaten loaf
For thelinks of a dungeon-floor?

O who would smile on the wintry sees
And pity the sormy roar?

Or who will exchange his new-born child
For the dog at the wintry door?

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

82



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE

APPENDIX TO THE EARLIER POEMSIN THE
ROSSETTI MANUSCRIPT

A Fairy legpt upon my knee

Singing and dancing merrily;

| said, "Thou thing of patches, rings,
Pins, necklaces, and such-like things,
Diggracer of the femde form,

Thou paltry, gilded, poisonous worm!'
Wesping, hefdl upon my thigh,

And thusin tears did soft reply:
"Knowest thou not, O Fairies lord!
How much by us contemn'd, abhorr'd,
Whatever hides the femade form

That cannot bear the mortal storm?
Thereforein pity il we give

Our livesto make the femde live;
And what would turn into disease
We turn to what will joy and please!’
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POEMSFROM THE ROSSETTI MANUSCRIPT
PART 11

Written circa 1800-1810
My Spectre around me night and day

My spectre around me night and day
Like awild beast guards my way;
My Emeanation far within

Weeps incessantly for my sin.

"A fathomless and boundless deep,
There we wander, there we weep;
On the hungry craving wind

My Spectre follows thee behind.

"He scents thy footsteps in the snow,
Wheresoever thou dost go,

Thro' the wintry hail and rain.

When wilt thou return again?

"Dogt thou not in pride and scorn
Fll with tempests al my morn,
And with jedlousies and fears
Fill my pleasant nights with tears?

"Seven of my sweet loves thy knife
Has bereaved of their life.
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Their marbletombs | built with tears,
And with cold and shuddering fears.

Vi

“Seven more loves weep night and day
Round the tombs where my loves lay,
And seven more loves attend each night
Around my couch with torches bright.

Vi

"And seven more lovesin my bed
Crown with wine my mournful heed,
Fitying and forgiving dl

Thy transgressons great and small.

viii

“When wilt thou return and view
My loves, and them to life renew?
When wilt thou return and live?
When wilt thou pity as | forgive?

"O'er my snsthou sit and moan:
Hast thou no sins of thy own?
O'er my sinsthou st and weep,
And lull thy own sinsfast adeep.

"What transgressons | commit
Arefor thy transgressionsfit.
They thy harlots, thou their dave;
And my bed becomestheir grave.
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“"Never, never, | return:

Stll for victory | burn.

Living, theedone I'll have;

And when deed I'll be thy grave.

“Thro' the Heaven and Earth and Hell
Thou shdt never, never qudll:

I will fly and thou pursue:

Night and morn the flight renew.’

"Poor, pde, pitigble form
Thet | follow in astorm;

Iron tears and groans of lead
Bind around my aching head.

Xi

“Till I turn from Femde love
And root up the Inferna Grove,
| shdl never worthy be

To gep into Eternity.

Xii

"And, to end thy cruel mocks,
Annihilate thee on the rocks,
And another form create

To be subserviert to my fae.

Xii
"Let usagreeto give up love,
And root up the Infernd Grove;

Then shall we return and see
Theworlds of happy Eternity.
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Xiv

"And throughout al Eternity

| forgive you, you forgive me.

As our dear Redeemer said:
"Thisthe Wine, and thisthe Bread.™

When Klopstock England defied

When Klopstock England defied,

Uprose William Blake in his pride;

For old Nobodaddy doft

... and belch'd and cough'd;

Then swore a great oath that made Heaven quake,
And cdl'd doud to English Blake.

Blake was giving his body ease,

At Lambeth benegth the poplar trees.
From his segt then started he

And turn'd him round three times three.
The moon at that sight blush'd scarlet red,
The gtars threw down their cups and fled,
And dl the devilsthet werein hell,

Answered with aninefold yell.

Klopstock felt theintripled turn,

And dl his bowels began to churn,

And his bowels turn'd round three times three,
And lock'd in his soul with aninefold key; . . .
Then again old Nobodaddy swore

He neler had seen such athing before,

Since Noah was shut in the ark,

Since Evefirg chose her hdlfire spark,

Since 'twas the fashion to go naked,

Since the old Anything was crested . . .

Mock on, mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau
Mock on, mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau;
Mock on, mock on; tisdl in van!
Y ou throw the sand againgt the wind,
And thewind blowsit back again.

And every sand becomes agem
Reflected in the beams divine;
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Blown back they blind the mocking eye,
But ill in Israd's paths they shine.

The Atoms of Democritus

And Newton's Particles of Light

Are sands upon the Red Sea shore,
Where Isradl's tents do shine so bright.

| saw a Monk of Charlemaine

| saw aMonk of Charlemaine

Arise before my sght:

| talk'd to the Grey Monk where he stood
In beams of infernd light.

Gibbon arose with alash of ged,

And Voltarre with awracking whed:
The Schools, in clouds of learning roll'd,
Arose with War in iron and gold.

ii
“Thou lazy Monk,' they said efar,
“In vain condemning glorious War,
And inthy cdl thou shal ever dwell.
Rise, War, and bind him in hiscdl!'
\Y
The blood red ran from the Grey Monk's Side,
His hands and feet were wounded wide,

His body bent, his arms and knees
Like to the roots of ancient trees.

*| see, | see,' the Mother said,
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"My children will diefor lack of bread.
What more has the merciless tyrant said?
The Monk sat down on her stony bed.

Vi

His eye was dry, no tear could flow;

A hollow groan first spoke hiswoe.

He trembled and shudder'd upon the bed;
At length with afeeble cry he said:

Vi

"When God commanded this hand to write
In the studious hours of degp midnight,
Hetold methat dl | wrote should prove
The bane of dl that on Earth | love.

viii

"My brother starv'd between two walls;

Thy children's cry my soul gppas:
| mock'd at the wrack and griding chain;
My bent body mocks at their torturing pain.

IX
“Thy father drew his sword in the North;
With his thousands strong he is marchéd forth;
Thy brother has arméd himsdlf in stedl
To revenge the wrongs thy children fed.
X
"But vain the sword and vain the bow,
They never can work War's overthrow;
The hermit's prayer and the widow's tear

Alone can free the world from fear.

Xi
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“The hand of Vengeance sought the bed
To which the purple tyrant fled;

The iron hand crush'd the tyrant's head,
And became atyrant in his stead.

Xii

“Until the tyrant himsdlf relent,
The tyrant who firg the black bow bent,

Saughter shdl hegp the bloody plain:
Resstance and War isthe tyrant's gain.

Xiii

"But the tear of love -- and forgiveness swest,
And submission to death benegth hisfeet --
The tear shdl mdt the sword of sted,

And every wound it has made shdl hedl.

Xiv

“For the teer is an intellectud thing,

And asgh isthe sword of an Angdl King,
And the bitter groan of the martyr's woe
Is an arrow from the Almighty's bow.’

Morning

To find the Western path,
Right thro' the Gates of Wrath
| urge my way;

Sweet Mercy leads me on
With soft repentant moan:

| seethe break of day.

The war of swords and spears,
Melted by dewy tears,
Exhales on high;

The Sun isfreed from fears,
And with soft grateful tears
Ascends the sky.
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The Birds

He. Where thou dwellet, in what grove,
Tell meFar One, tdl meLove

Where thou thy charming nest dost build,
O thou pride of every fidd!

She. Yonder stands alondly tree,
There | live and mourn for thee;
Morning drinks my slent teer,

And evening winds my sorrow besr.

He. O thou summer's harmony,

| have livid and mourn'd for thee;

Each day | mourn aong the wood,
And night hath heard my sorrows loud.

She. Dogt thou truly long for me?
And am | thus swest to thee?
Sorrow now isat an end,

O my Lover and my Friend!

He. Come, on wings of joy well fly

To where my bower hangs on high;
Come, and make thy calm retrest
Among green leaves and blossoms swest.

You don't believe

You don't believe -- | won't attempt to make ye:
You are adeep -- | won't attempt to wake ye.
Seep on! deegp on! while in your pleasant dreams
Of Reason you may drink of Life's clear streams.
Reason and Newton, they are quite two things;
For so the swallow and the sparrow sings.

Reason says "Miracle': Newton says "Doubt.'

Aye! that's the way to make al Nature out.

"Doubt, doubt, and don't believe without experiment':
That isthe very thing that Jesus meant,

When He said "Only believe! beieve and try!

Try, try, and never mind the reason why!"

If it istrue what the Prophets write
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If it istrue, what the Prophets write,

That the heathen gods are al stocks and stones,
Shall we, for the sake of being polite,

Feed them with the juice of our marrow-bones?

And if Bezdled and Aholiab drew

What the finger of God pointed to their view,
Shall we suffer the Roman and Grecian rods
To compe us to worship them as gods?

They stole them from the temple of the Lord
And worshipp'd them that they might make inspiréd art abhorr'd;

The wood and stone were call'd the haly things,
And ther sublime intent given to ther kings.

All the atonements of Jehovah spurn'd,

And criminas to sacrifices turn'd.

I will tell you what Joseph of Arimathea

| will tell you what Joseph of Arimathea
Said to my Fairy: was not it very queer?
“"Pliny and Trgian! What! are you here?
Come before Joseph of Arimathea
Listen patient, and when Joseph has done
“Twill make afoal laugh, and afairy fun.'

Why was Cupid a boy

Why was Cupid a boy,
And why aboy was he?
He should have been agirl,
For aught that | can see.

For he shoots with his bow,

And the girl shoots with her eye,
And they both are merry and glad,
And laugh when we do cry.

And to make Cupid a boy

Was the Cupid girl's mocking plan;
For aboy can't interpret the thing
Till heis become aman.

And then he's so pierc'd with cares,
And wounded with arrowy smarts,
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That the whole busness of hislife
Isto pick out the heads of the darts.

"Twas the Greeks love of war
Turnd Love into aboy,

And woman into a satue of stone--
And away fled every joy.

Now Art has lost its mental charms

"Now Art haslost its mentd charms
France shdl subdue the world in ams!’
So spoke an Angd a my birth;

Then said "Descend thou upon earth,
Renew the Arts on Britain's shore,
And France shdl fdl down and adore.
With works of art their armies meet
And War shdl sink beneeth thy feet.
But if thy nation Arts refuse,

And if they scorn the immortal Muse,
France shdl the arts of peace restore
And save thee from the ungrateful shore.'

Spirit who lov'st Britannids Ide
Round which the fiends of commerce smile --

Cetera desunt
| rose up at the dawn of day

| rose up at the dawn of day--

"Get thee away! get thee away!
Pray'st thou for riches? Away! away!
Thisisthe Throne of Mammon grey.’

Sad |: This, sure, isvery odd;

| took it to be the Throne of God.
For everything besides | have:
Itisonly for richesthat | can crave.

| have menta joy, and mentd hedth,
And mentd friends, and menta wedth;
I've awifel love, and that loves me;
I've dl but riches bodily.
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| am in God's presence night and day,
And He never turns His face away;

The accuser of sinsby my side doth stand,
And he holds my money-bag in his hand.

For my worldly things God mekes him pay,
And hed pay for moreif to him | would pray;
And s0 you may do the worst you can do;
Beassur'd, Mr. Devil, | won't pray to you.

Then if for riches | must not pray,

God knows, | little of prayers need say;
So, asachurch isknown by its steeple,
If | pray it must be for other people.

He says, if | do not worship him for aGod,

| shall eat coarser food, and go worse shod;
S0, as| don't value such things as these,

Y ou must do, Mr. Devil, just as God please.

The Caverns of the Grave |'ve seen

The Caverns of the Grave I've seen,
And these | show'd to England's Queen.
But now the Caves of Hell | view,
Who shdl | dare to show them to?
What mighty soul in Beauty's form
Shdl dauntless view the inferna sorm?
Egremont’'s Countess can control

The flames of Hell that round merall;

If sherefuse, | ill go on

Till the Heavens and Earth are gone,
Still admir'd by noble minds,

Follow'd by Envy on thewinds,
Re-engrav'd time &fter time,

Ever in their youthful prime,

My designs unchang'd remain.
Timemay rage, but ragein vain.

For above Time's troubled fountains,
On the great Atlantic Mountains,

In my Golden House on high,
Therethey shine eterndly.
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ADDENDUM TO THE LATER POEMSIN THE
ROSSETTI MANUSCRIPT

To the Queen

The Door of Degth is made of gold,
That morta eyes cannot behold;

But when the mortal eyesare closd,
And cold and pale the limbs reposd,
The soul awakes, and, wond'ring, sees
In her mild hand the golden Keys.

The Grave is Heaven's Golden Gate,
And rich and poor around it wait;

O Shepherdess of England'sfold,
Behold this Gate of Pearl and Gold!

To dedicate to England's Queen

The visonsthat my soul has seen,

And, by her kind permission, bring

What | have borne on solemn wing,

From the vast regions of the Grave,

Before her throne my wings | wave;
Bowing before my Sov'reign's fest,

“The Grave produc'd these blossoms sweet
In mild repose from earthly drife;

The blossoms of Eternd Life!’

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 96

POEMSFROM THE ROSSETTI MANUSCRIPT PART I11

Written circa 1810
The Everlasting Gospel
a

The Vigon of Chrigt that thou dost see
Ismy vison's greatest enemy.

Thine has agreat hook nose like thine,
Mine has asnub nose liketo mine.
Thineisthe Friend of dl Mankind;

Mine speaks in parables to the blind.
Thine loves the same world that mine hates;
Thy heaven doors are my hell gates.
Socrates taught what Meletus

Loath'd as anation's bitterest curse,

And Caigphas was in hisown mind

A benefactor to mankind.

Both read the Bible day and night,

But thou read'st black where | read white.

A

Was Jesus gentle, or did He

Give any marks of gentility?

When twelve years old He ran away,
And left His parentsin dismay.
When after three days sorrow found,
Loud as Sinai's trumpet-sound:

"No earthly parents | confess--

My Heavenly Father's busness!

Y e understand not what | say,

And, angry, force Me to obey.
Obedienceis aduty then,

And favour gains with God and men.
John from the wilderness loud cried;
Satan gloried in his pride.

"Come, said Satan, “come away,

I'll soon seeif you'll obey!

John for disobedience bled,

But you can turn the stones to bread.
God's high king and God's high priest
Shdl plant their gloriesin your breest,
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If Caigphas you will obey,

If Herod you with bloody prey

Feed with the sacrifice, and be
Obedient, fal down, worship me.'
Thunders and lightnings broke around,
And Jesus voice in thunders sound:
"Thus | saize the piritud prey.

Y e smiters with disease, make way.

| come your King and God to seize,

Is God a smiter with disease?

The God of thisworld ragd in vain:

He bound old Satan in Hischain,

And, burgting forth, Hisfuriousire
Became a chariot of fire.

Throughout the land He took His course,
And trac'd diseases to their source.

He cursd the Scribe and Pharisee,
Trampling down hypocrisy.

Whereer His chariot took its way,

There Gates of Desth et in the Day,
Broke down from every chain and bar;
And Satan in His spiritud war

Dragg'd at His chariot-wheds: loud howl'd
The God of thisworld: louder roll'd

The chariot-wheds, and louder il

His voice was heard from Zions Hill,
And in His hand the scourge shone bright;
He scourg'd the merchant Canaanite
From out the Temple of His Mind,

And in his body tight does bind

Satan and dl his hdlish crew;

And thus with wrath He did subdue

The serpent bulk of Nature's dross,

Till He had nail'd it to the Cross.

Hetook on dnin the Virgin's womb
And put it off on the Cross and tomb

To be worshipp'd by the Church of Rome.

&gama;

Was Jesus humble? or did He

Give any proofs of humility?

Boadt of high things with humble tone,
And give with charity a stone?

When but a child He ran away,

And left His parentsin dismay.
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When they had wander'd three days long
These were the words upon His tongue:

"No earthly parents | confess:

| am doing My Father's business.’

When the rich learnéd Pharisee

Came to consult Him secretly,

Upon his heart with iron pen

Hewrote Y e must be born again.’

He was too proud to take a bribe;

He spoke with authority, not like a Scribe.
He says with most consummete art

"Follow Me, | am meek and lowly of heart,
Asthat isthe only way to escape

The miser's net and the glutton's trap.”

What can be done with such desperate fools
Who follow after the hesthen schools?

| was standing by when Jesus died;

What | cal'd humility, they cdl'd pride.

He who loves his enemies betrays his friends.
Thissurely is not what Jesus intends;

But the sneaking pride of heroic schools,
And the Scribes and Pharisees virtuous rules,
For He acts with honest, triumphant pride,
And thisisthe cause that Jesus died.

He did not die with Chrigtian ease,

Asking pardon of Hisenemies:

If He had, Caigphas would forgive;
Sneeking submisson can dwayslive.

He had only to say that God was the Devil,
And the Devil was God, like a Chrigtian civil,
Mild Chrigtian regrets to the Devil confess
For afronting him thrice in the wilderness,
He had soon been bloody Caesar's if,

And a last he would have been Caesar himsdlf,
Like Dr. Priestly and Bacon and Newton--
Poor spiritua knowledge is not worth a button!
For thus the Gospd Sir Isaac confutes:
“God can only be known by His attributes;
And asfor theindwelling of the Holy Ghog,
Or of Christ and His Father, it'sal aboast
And pride, and vanity of the imagination,
That disdainsto follow this world's fashion.'
To teach doubt and experiment

Certainly was not what Christ meant.

Wha was He doing all that time,

From twelve years old to manly prime?
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Was Hethenidle, or theless

About His Father's business?

Or was Hiswisdom held in scorn

Before His wrath began to burn

In miracles throughout the land,

That quite unnerv'd the Sergph band?

If He had been Antichrist, Creeping Jesus,
Hed have done anything to please us;
Gone snesking into synagogues,

And not usd the Elders and Priests like dogs;
But humble asalamb or ass

Obey'd Himsdlf to Caigphas.

God wants not man to humble himsdf:
That isthetrick of the Ancient EIf.

Thisis the race that Jesus ran:

Humble to God, haughty to man,

Cursing the Rulers before the people
Even to the Templé's highest steeple,

And when He humbled Himsdlf to God
Then descended the cruel rod.

“If Thou humblest Thysdlf, Thou humblest Me.
Thou dso dwdl'st in Eternity.

Thou art aMan: God is no more:

Thy own Humanity learn to adore,

For thet is My spirit of life.

Aweke, arise to spiritud drife,

And Thy revenge abroad display

In terrors a the last Judgement Day.
God's mercy and long suffering

Is but the Snner to judgment to bring.
Thou on the Cross for them shat pray--
And take revenge at the Last Day.'

Jesus replied, and thunders hurl'd:

"I never will pray for the world.

Oncel did so when | pray'd in the Garden;
| wish'd to take with Me a bodily pardon.’
Can that which was of woman born,

In the absence of the morn,

When the Soul fdl into deep,

And Archangels round it weep,

Shoating out againg the light

Fibres of adeadly night,

Reasoning upon its own dark fiction,

In doubt which is sdif-contradiction?
Humility is only doulbt,

And does the sun and moon blot out,
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Rooting over with thorns and gems

The buried soul and dl its gems.

Thislifés five windows of the soul

Digtorts the Heavens from pole to pole,
And leads you to believe alie

When you see with, not thro', the eye

That was born in anight, to perish in anight,
When the soul dept in the beams of light.

3

This was spoken by my Spectre to Voltaire, Bacon, &c.
Did Jesus teach doubt? or did He

Give any lessons of philosophy,

Charge Vidonaries with decalving,

Or cdl men wisefor not bdieving?. . .

Qo

Was Jesus born of aVirgin pure
With narrow soul and looks demure?
If Heintended to takeon sin

The Mother should an harlot been,
Just such aone as Magdalen,

With seven devilsin her pen.

Or were Jew virgins still more cursd,
And more sucking devils nursd?

Or what was it which He took on
That He might bring salvation?

A body subject to be tempted,

From neither pain nor grief exempted;
Or such abody as might not fedl

The passions that with Snners ded?

Y es, but they say He never fdll.

Ask Caigphas, for he can tell.--

"He mock'd the Sabbath, and He mock'd
The Sabbath's God, and He unlock'd
The evil soirits from thair shrines,
And turn'd fishermen to divines;
O'erturn'd the tent of secret sins,
And its golden cords and pins,

In the bloody shrine of war

Pour'd around from gtar to star,--
Halls of judtice, hating vice,

Where the Devil combs hislice.
Heturn'd the devilsinto swine
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That He might tempt the Jewsto dine;
Since which, apig has got alook

That for a Jaw may be mistook.
"Obey your parents."™--What says He?
"Woman, what have | to do with thee?
No earthly parents| confess:

| am doing My Father's business.”

He scorn'd Earth's parents, scorn'd Earth's God,
And mock'd the one and the other'srod,;
His seventy Disciples sent

Agang Rdigion and Government--
They by the sword of Justice fell,

And Him their cruel murderer tell.

He left His father's trade to roam,

A wand'ring vagrant without home;
And thus He others |abour stole,

That He might live above control.

The publicans and harlots He

Sdlected for His company,

And from the adulteress turn'd away
God's righteous law, that logt its prey.'

Was Jesus chaste? or did He

Give any lessons of chadtity?

The Morning blushed fiery red:

Mary was found in adulterous bed;

Earth groan'd benegth, and Heaven above
Trembled a discovery of Love
Jesus was Sitting in Moses chair.

They brought the trembling woman there.
Maoses commands she be ston'd to desth.
What was the sound of Jesus breath?
Helad His hand on Moses law;

The ancient Heavens, in Slent awe,

Writ with curses from pole to pole,

All away begantorall.

The Earth trembling and naked lay

In secret bed of mortd clay;

On Snai fet the Hand Divine

Pulling back the bloody shrine;

And she heard the breath of God,

As she heard by Eden's flood:

"Good and Evil are no more!

Sinai's trumpets cease to roar!
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Cease, finger of God, to write!

The Heavens are not cleen in Thy Sght.
Thou art good, and Thou aone;

Nor may the sinner cast one stone.
To be good only, isto be

A God or else aPharisee.

Thou Angel of the Presence Divine,
That didst create this Body of Mine,
Wherefore hast thou writ these laws
And created Hell's dark jaws?

My Presence | will take from thee:
A cold leper thou shalt be.

Tho' thou wast so pure and bright
Tha Heaven was impure in thy sght,
Tho' thy oath turn'd Heaven pale,
Tho' thy covenant built Hell's jall,
Tho' thou didgt dl to chaosrall

With the Serpent for its soul,

Still the breeth Divine does move,
And the bregth Divineis Love.
Mary, fear not! Let me see

The seven devils that torment thee.
Hide not from My sght thy gin,

That forgiveness thou may'st win.
Has no man condemned thee?

"No man, Lord.' "Then what is he
Who shdl accuse thee? Come ye forth,
Fdlen fiends of heavenly birth,

That have forgot your ancient love,
And driven awvay my trembling Dove.
You shal bow before her fest;

You shdl lick the dust for mest;

And tho' you cannot love, but hate,
Shall be beggars a Love's gate.
What wasthy love? Let Me seeit;
Weasit love or dark deceit?
“Lovetoo long from me hasfled;
"Twas dark deceit, to earn my bread;
‘Twas covet, or 'twas custom, or
Some trifle not worth caring for;
That they may cdl ashameand sn
Lovestemple that God dwdlethin,
And bide in secret hidden shrine
The naked Human Form Divine,
And render that alawless thing

On which the Soul expandsitswing.
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But this, O Lord, thiswasmy sn,

Whenfirg | let these devilsin,

In dark pretence to chastity

Blagpheming Love, blagpheming Thee,
Thence rose secret adulteries,

And thence did covet also rise.

My sn Thou hast forgiven me;

Cang Thou forgive my blagphemy?

Cangt Thou return to this dark hell,

And in my burning basom dwell?

And cangt Thou diethat | may live?

And cangt Thou pity and forgive?

Then roll'd the shadowy Man away

From the limbs of Jesus, to make them His prey,
An ever devouring appetite,

Glittering with festering venoms bright;

Crying "Crucify this cause of distress,

Who don't keep the secrets of holiness!

The menta powers by diseases we bind;

But He hedls the dedf, the dumb, and the blind.
Whom God has &fflicted for secret ends,

He comforts and heals and cdls them friends.’
But, when Jesus was crucified,

Then was perfected His galing pride.

In three nights He devour'd His prey,

And gtill He devours the body of clay;

For dust and clay isthe Serpent's mest,
Which never was made for Man to est.

¢

Seaing this False Chrigt, in fury and passion
| made my voice heard dl over the nation.
What arethose.. . .
e
Epilogue

| am sure this Jesus will not do,
Either for Englishman or Jew.
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THE PICKERING MANUSCRIPT
The Smile

Thereisaamile of love,

And thereis a amile of deceit,
And thereisa amile of amiles
In which these two smiles me<t.

And thereisafrown of hate,
And thereisafrown of disdain,
And thereis afrown of frowns
Which you grive to forget in vain,

For it sticksin the heart's deep core
And it gicks in the deep backbone--
And no gmile that ever was smil'd,
But only one amile done,

That betwixt the cradle and grave
It only once smil'd can be;

And, when it onceis amil'd,
Therésan end to dl misery.

The Golden Net

Three Virgins a the break of day:
“Whither, young man, whither away
Alasfor woe! aasfor woe!'

They cry, and tears for ever flow.
The onewas doth'd in flames of fire,
The other cloth'd in iron wire,

The other cloth'd in tears and sighs
Dazzling bright before my eyes.
They bore aNet of golden twine
To hang upon the branchesfine.
Pitying | wept to see the woe

That Love and Beauty undergo,

To be consum'd in burning fires
And in ungratified desres,

And in tears cloth'd night and day
Méelted dl my soul away.

When they saw my tears, asmile
That did Heaven itsdlf beguile,

Bore the Golden Net doft

As on downy pinions soft,
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Over the Morning of my day.
Underneath the net | stray,

Now entresting Burning Fire
Now entreating Iron Wire,

Now entregting Tears and Sighs--
O! whenwill the morning rise?

The Mental Traveller

| travell'd thro' aland of men,

A land of men and women too;

And heard and saw such dreadful things
As cold earth-wanderers never knew.

For therethe Babe isbornin joy
That was begotten in dire woe;
Just as we regp in joy the fruit
Which wein bitter tears did sow.

And if the Babe is born a boy

Hée's given to aWoman Old,

Who nails him down upon arock,
Catches his shrieks in cups of gold.

She binds iron thorns around his head,
She pierces both his hands and fest,
She cuts hisheart out at hisside,

To make it fed both cold and hest.

Her fingers number every nerve,

Just asamiser counts his gold;

She lives upon his shrieks and cries,
And she grows young as he grows old.

Till he becomes a bleeding Y outh,
And she becomes a Virgin bright;
Then he rends up his manacles,
And binds her down for his ddight.

He plants himsdlf in dl her nerves,
Jugt as a husbandman his mould;
And she becomes his dwdling-place
And garden fruitful seventyfold.

And aged Shadow, soon he fades,
Wandering round an earthly cot,
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Full filled dl with gemsand gold
Which he by industry had got.

And these are the gems of the human soul,
The rubies and pearls of alove-sick eye,
The countless gold of the aching heart,
The martyr's groan and the lover's sigh.

They are his mest, they are hisdrink
He feeds the beggar and the poor
And the wayfaring travdler:

For ever open in his door.

His grief istheir eternd joy;

They make the roofs and walsto ring;
Till from the fire on the hearth

A little Female Babe does spring.

And sheisdl of solid fire

And gems and gold, that none his hand
Dares stretch to touch her baby form,
Or wrap her in his swaddling-band.

But she comes to the man she loves,
If young or old, or rich or poor;
They soon drive out the Aged Hogt,
A beggar at another's door.

He wanders weeping far away,

Until some other teke himin;

Oft blind and age-bent, sore distrest,
Until he can aMaiden win.

And to dlay hisfreezing age,

The poor man takes her in hisarms;
The cottage fades before his sight,
The garden and itslovely charms.

The guests are scatter'd thro' the land,
For the eye dtering dtersdl;

The sensesroll themsdlvesin fear,
And the flat earth becomes a ball;

The gtars, sun, moon, al shrink away
A desert vast without a bound,
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And nothing left to eat or drink,
And adark desert al around.

The honey of her infant lips,

The bread and wine of her sweet smile,
Thewild game of her roving eye,

Does him to infancy beguile;

For as he eats and drinks he grows
Y ounger and younger every day;
And on the desert wild they both
Wander in terror and dismay.

Like the wild stage she flees away,
Her fear plants many athicket wild;
While he pursues her night and day,
By various arts of love beguil'd;

By various arts of love and hate,

Till the wide desert planted O'er
With [abyrinths of wayward love,
Where roam the lion, wolf, and boar.

Till he becomes awayward Babe,
And she aweeping Woman Old.
Then many alover wanders here;
The sun and Stars are nearer rall'd;

The trees bring forth sweet ecstasy

To dl who in the desert roam;

Till many acdty thereishbuilt,

And many a pleasant shepherd's home.

But when they find the Frowning Babe,
Terror drikes thro' the region wide:
They cry "The Babe! the Babeisborn!’
And flee avay on every sde.

For who dare touch the Frowning Form,
Hisarm iswither'd to its root;

Lions, boars, wolves, dl howling fleg,
And every tree does shed itsfruit.

And none can touch that Frowning Form,
Except it be aWoman Old,;
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She nails him down upon the rock,
And dl isdone as| havetold.

The Land of Dreams

Awake, avake, my little boy!

Thou wast thy mother's only joy;

Why dost thou weep in thy gentle deep?
Awake! thy father does thee keep.

"O, what land is the Land of Dreams?

What are its mountains, and what are its streams?
O father! | saw my mother there,

Among thelilies by watersfair.

"Among the lambs, clothed in white,

She walk'd with her Thomasin sweet delight.
| wept for joy, like adove | mourn;

O! when shdl | again return?

Dear child, | dso by pleasant streams

Have wander'd dl night in the Land of Dreams;
But tho' calm and warm the waters wide,

| could not get to the other side.

“Father, O father! what do we here
Inthisland of unbdlief and fear?
The Land of Dreams is better far,
Above the light of the morning dar.’

Mary

Sweet Mary, the first time she ever was there,
Came into the bal-room among thefair;

The young men and maidens around her throng,
And these are the words upon every tongue;

"An Angd is here from the heavenly dimes,
Or again does return the golden times;

Her eyes outshine every brilliant ray,

She opens her lips--'tisthe Month of May.'

Mary moves in soft beauty and conscious ddlight,

To augment with sweet amiles dl the joys of the night,
Nor once blushesto own to the rest of the fair

That sweet Love and Beauty are worthy our care.
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In the morning the villagers rose with ddight,

And repesated with pleasure the joys of the night,

And Mary arose among friends to be free,

But no friend from henceforward thou, Mary, shalt see.

Some said she was proud, some call'd her awhore,
And some, when she passed by, shut to the door;
A damp cold came o'er her, her blushes dl fled;
Her lilies and roses are blighted and shed.

"O, why was | born with a different face?
Why was | not born like this envious race?
Why did Heaven adorn me with bountiful hand,
And then set me down in an envious land?

“To beweak as alamb and smooth as a dove,
And not to raise envy, is cal'd Chrigian love;
But if you raise envy your merit'sto blame

For planting such spite in the wesk and the tame.

“1 will humble my beauty, | will not dressfine,

| will kegp from the bal, and my eyes shdl not shine;
And if any girl'slover forsakes her for me

I'll refuse him my hand, and from envy be free!

She went out in morning attir'd plain and nest;
"Proud Mary's gone mad,’ said the child in the street;
She went out in morning in plain nest atire,

And came home in evening bespatter'd with mire.

She trembled and wept, Sitting on the bedside,

She forgot it was night, and she trembled and cried,
She forgot it was night, she forgot it was morn,

Her soft memory imprinted with faces of scorn;

With faces of scorn and with eyes of disdain,
Likefoul fiends inhabiting Mary's mild brain;
She remembers no face like the Human Divine,
All faces have envy, sweet Mary, but thine;

And thineis aface of sweet lovein despair,
And thineis aface of mild sorrow and care,
And thineis aface of wild terror and fear
That shdl never be quiet till laid onitshier.

The Crystal Cabinet
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The Maiden caught mein the wild,
Where | was dancing merrily;

She put me into her Cabinet,

And lock'd me up with a golden key.

This Cabinet isform'd of gold

And pearl and crystd shining bright,
And within it opensinto aworld
And alittle lovely moony night.

Another England there | saw,
Another London with its Tower,
Another Thames and other hills,
And another pleasant Surrey bower,

Another Maiden like hersdf,
Tranducent, lovdy, shining deer,
Threefold each in the other closd--
O, what a pleasant trembling fear!

O, what aamile! athreefold amile
Fll'd me, that like aflame | burn'd;
| bent to kissthe lovely Maid,

And found athreefold kiss return'd.

| sroveto saizethe inmost form

With ardour fierce and hands of flame,
But burst the Crysta Cabinet,

And like a weeping Babe became--

A weeping Babe upon the wild,
And weeping Woman pale reclin'd,
And in the outward ar again

| fill'd with woes the passing wind.

The Grey Monk

'| die, | die!' the Mother said,

"My children diefor lack of bread.

What more has the merciless tyrant said?
The Monk sat down on the stony bed.

The blood red ran from the Grey Monk's Side,

His hands and feet were wounded wide,
His body bent, his arms and knees
Like to the roots of ancient trees.
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His eye was dry; no tear could flow:

A hollow groan first poke his woe.

He trembled and shudder'd upon the bed;
At length with afecble cry he said:

"When God commanded this hand to write
In the studious hours of degp midnight,

He told me the writing | wrote should prove
The bane of dl that on Earth | love.

"My brother starv'd between two walls,
His children's cry my soul gppdls,

| mock'd at the wrack and griding chain,
My bent body mocks their torturing pain.

“Thy father drew his sword in the North,
With his thousands strong he marched forth;
Thy brother has arm'd himsdlf in sed,

To avenge the wrongs thy children fedl.

"But vain the sword and vain the bow,
They never can work War's overthrow.
The hermit's prayer and the widow's tear
Alone can free the world from fear.

“For atear isan intellectud thing,

And asgh isthe sword of an Angd King,
And the bitter groan of the martyr'swoe
Is an arrow from the Almighty's bow.

“The hand of Vengeance found the bed
To which the purple tyrant fled;
Theiron hand crush'd the tyrant's head,
And became atyrant in his steed.’

Auguries of Innocence

ToseeaWorldinagrain of sand,

And aHeaven in awild flower,

Hold Infinity in the pam of your hand,

And Eternity in an hour.

A robin redbreast in acage

Putsdl Heaven in arage.

A dove-housefill'd with doves and pigeons
Shudders Hell thro' dll its regions.

A dog starv'd at his master's gate
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Predicts the ruin of the State.

A horse misusd upon the road
Cdlsto Heaven for human blood.
Each outcry of the hunted hare

A fibre from the brain does tear.

A skylark wounded in the wing,

A cherubim does cease to Sing.

The game-cock dipt and armid for fight
Doestherisgng sun affright.

Every wolf's and lion's howl

Raises from Hell a Human soul.

The wild deer, wandering here and there,
Keeps the Human soul from care.
The lamb misusd breeds public gtrife,
And yet forgives the butcher's knife.
The bat that flits a close of eve

Has |eft the brain that won't believe.
The owl that cdls upon the night
Spesks the unbeliever's fright.

He who shdl hurt the little wren

Shdl never be belov'd by men.

He who the ox to wrath has mov'd
Shal never be by woman lov'd.

The wanton boy thet kills the fly
Shdl fed the spider's enmity.

He who torments the chafer's sprite
Weaves a bower in endless night.
The caterpillar on the lesf

Repests to thee thy mother's grief.
Kill not the moth nor butterfly,

For the Last Judgement draweth nigh.
He who shadl train the horse to war
Shall never passthe polar bar.

The beggar's dog and widow's cat,
Feed them, and thou wilt grow fat.
The gnat that Sngs his summer's song
Poison gets from Slander's tongue.
The poison of the snake and newt

Is the swest of Envy'sfoot.

The poison of the honey-bee

Isthe artis's jedl ousy.

The prince's robes and beggar's rags
Are toadstools on the miser's bags.
A truth that's told with bad intent
Beats dl the lies you can invent.
Itisright it should be s0;
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Man was made for joy and woe;

And when thiswe rightly know,

Thro' the world we safely go.

Joy and woe are woven fine,

A dothing for the soul divine;

Under every grief and pine

Runs ajoy with slken twine.

The babe is more than swaddling-bands,
Throughout al these human lands
Tools were made, and born were hands,
Every farmer understands.

Every tear from every eye

Becomes a babe in Eternity;

Thisis caught by Femaes bright,

And return'd to its own delight.

The blest, the bark, bellow, and roar
Arewavesthat beat on Heaven's shore.
The babe that weeps the rod beneath
Writes revenge in realms of degth.

The beggar'srags, fluttering in air,
Doesto rags the heavens tear.

The soldier, arm'd with sword and gun,
Pased drikes the summer's sun.

The poor man's farthing is worth more
Than dl the gold on Afric's shore.

One mite wrung from the [abourer's hands
Shdl buy and sdll the miser's lands

Or, if protected from on high,

Does that whole nation sdl and buy.

He who mocks the infant's faith

Shdl be mock'd in Age and Degth.

He who shall teach the child to doubt
Therotting grave shdl neer get out.

He who respects the infant's faith
Triumphs over Hell and Desth.

The child's toys and the old man's reasons
Arethe fruits of the two seasons.

The questioner, who Stsso gy,

Shdl never know how to reply.

He who replies to words of Doubt

Doth put the light of knowledge out.
The strongest poison ever known

Came from Caesar's laurdl crown.
Nought can deform the human race
Like to the armour's iron brace.

When gold and gems adorn the plough
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To peaceful arts shal Envy bow.

A riddle, or the cricket's cry,

Isto Doubt afit reply.

The emmet'sinch and eagleés mile
Make lame Philosophy to smile.

He who doubts from what he sees
Will néer believe, do what you please.
If the Sun and Moon should doubt,
They'd immediately go out.

To bein apassion you good may do,
But no good if apassion isin you.

The whore and gambler, by the state
Licensed, build that nation's fate.

The harlot's cry from Street to street
Shdl weave Old England's winding-shest.
The winner's shout, the loser's curse,
Dance before dead England's hearse.
Every night and every morn

Some to misery are born.

Every morn and every night

Some are born to sweet delight.

Some are born to sweet ddlight,

Some are born to endless night.
Weareled to believe alie

When we see not thro' the eye,

Which was born in anight, to perish in anight,
When the Soul dept in beams of light.
God appears, and God is Light,

To those poor souls who dwell in Night;
But does a Human Form display

To those who dwell in redims of Day.

Long John Brown and Little Mary Bell

Little Mary Bdll had aFairy inanut,

Long John Brown had the Devil in hisgut;
Long John Brown lov'd little Mary Bdll,

And the Fairy drew the Devil into the nutshell.

Her Fairy skipp'd out and her Fairy skipp'din;
He laugh'd at the Devil, saying "Loveisasn.
The Devil heraged, and the Devil he was wroth,
And the Devil enter'd into the young man's broth.

He was soon in the gut of the loving young swain,
For John ate and drank to drive away love's pain;

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

114



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE

But dl he could do he grew thinner and thinner,
Tho' he ate and drank as much as ten men for hisdinner.

Some said he had awolf in his somach day and night,
Some said he had the Devil, and they guessd right;
The Fairy skipp'd about in hisglory, joy and pride,
And he laugh'd at the Devil till poor John Brown died.

Then the Fairy skipp'd out of the old nutshell,
And woe and dack for pretty Mary Bell!

For the Devil crept in when the Fairy skipp'd out,
And there goes Miss Bell with her fusty old nut.

William Bond

| wonder whether the girls are mad,
And | wonder whether they mean to kill,
And | wonder if William Bond will die,
For assuredly heisvery ill.

He went to church in aMay morning,

Attended by Fairies, one, two, and three,

But the Angdls of Providence drove them away,
And hereturn'd homein misary.

He went not out to the fidd nor fold,

He went not out to the village nor town,
But he came homein a black, black cloud,
And took to his bed, and there lay down.

And an Angdl of Providence a hisfedt,
And an Angel of Providence at his head,
And in the midst ablack, black cloud,
And in the midgt the Sck man on his bed.

And on his right hand was Mary Green,

And on hisleft hand was his Sster Jane,

And their tearsfell thro' the black, black cloud
To drive away the Sick man's pain.

O William, if thou dost another love,
Dost another love better than poor Mary,
Go and take that other to be thy wife,
And Mary Green shdl her servant be'’
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"Yes, Mary, | do another love,
Ancther | love far better than thee,
And another | will have for my wife;
Then what have | to do with thee?

“For thou art melancholy pale,

And on thy head isthe cold moon's shine,
But sheis ruddy and bright as day,

And the sunbeams dazzle from her eyne.’

Mary trembled and Mary chill'd,

And Mary fdll down on the right-hand floor,
That William Bond and his sster Jane
Scarce could recover Mary more.

When Mary woke and found her laid
On the right hand of her William dear,
On theright hand of hisloved bed,
And saw her William Bond o near,

The Fairiesthat fled from William Bond
Dancéd around her shining head;

They danced over the pillow white,

And the Angdls of Providence left the bed.

| thought Love lived in the hot sunshine,
But O, he lives in the moony light!

| thought to find Love in the heet of day,
But sweset Love is the comforter of night.

Seek Lovein the pity of others woe,

In the gentle relief of another's care,

In the darkness of night and the winter's snow,
In the naked and outcast, seek Love there!
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POEMSFROM LETTERS
To my dearest Friend, John Flaxman, these lines:

| bless thee, O Father of Heaven and Earth! that ever | saw Flaxman's
face:

Angds stand round my spirit in Heaven; the blessed of Heaven are my
friends upon Earth

When Haxman was teken to Itdy, Fusdi was given to me for a season;

And now FHaxman hath given me Hayley, hisfriend, to be mine --
such my lot upon Earth!

Now my lot in the Heavens is this: Milton lov'd me in childhood and
show'd me hisface;

Ezra came with Isaiah the Prophet, but Shakespeare in riper years gave
me his hand,

Paracelsus and Behmen appear'd to me; terrors appear'd in the
Heavens above;

The American War began; dl its dark horrors passd before my face

Across the Atlantic to France; then the French Revolution commenc'd
in thick douds;

And my Angds have told me that, seeing suchvisons, | could not
subsist on the Earth,

But by my conjunction with Haxman, who knows to forgive
nervous fear.

12 Sept., 1800
To my dear Friend, Mrs. Anna Flaxman

This song to the flower of Flaxman's joy,
To the blossom of hope for a sweet decoy;
Do dl that you can, or dl that you may,

To entice him to Felpham and far away.

Away to sweet Felpham, for Heaven isthere;
The Ladder of Angels descendsthro’ the air;
Ontheturret its spird does softly descend,

Thro' the village then winds, a my cot it does end.

You stand in the village and look up to Heaven;
The precious stones glitter on flights seventy-seven;
And my brother is there, and my friend and thine
Descend and ascend with the bread and the wine.

The bread of sweet thought and the wine of ddight
Feed the village of Felpham by day and by night,
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And at his own door the blessd Hermit does stand,
Dispensing unceasing to dl the wide land.

To Thomas Butts

To my friend Butts | write
My firg vison of light,

On the ydlow sands Sitting.
The sun was emitting

His glorious beams

From Heaven's high streams.
Over seq, over land,

My eyes did expand

Into regions of air,

Away from dl care;

Into regions of fire,

Remote from desire;
Thelight of the morning
Heaven's mountains adorning:
In particles bright,
Thejewdsof light

Didtinct shone and clear.
Amazd and in fear

| each particle gazed,
Agtonish'd, amazed;

For each wasaMan
Human-form'd. Swift | ran,
For they beckon'd to me,
Remote by the seq,

Saying: "Each grain of sand,
Every stone on the land,
Each rock and each hill,
Each fountain and rill,

Each herb and each tree,
Mountain, hill, earth, and ses,
Cloud, meteor, and gar,
Are men seen afar

| stood in the streams

Of Heaven's bright beams,
And saw Felpham sweet
Beneath my bright fest,

In soft Femae charms;

And in her far ams

My Shadow | knew,

And my wife's Shadow too,
And my sger, and friend.
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We like infants descend

In our Shadows on earth,
Like aweak mortd birth.
My eyes, more and more,
Like a seawithout shore,
Continue expanding,

The Heavens commanding;
Till the jewds of light,
Heavenly men beaming bright,
Appear'd as One Man,

Who complacent began

My limbsto enfold

In His beams of bright gold;
Like dross purg'd away

All my mireand my day.
Soft consum'd in ddlight,

In His bosom sun-bright

| remain'd. Soft He smil'd,
And | heard His voice mild,
Saying: ThisisMy fold,

O thou ram horn'd with gold,
Who awakest from deep
On the sides of the deep.

On the mountains around
The roarings resound

Of the lion and walf,

The loud sea, and deep gulf.
These are guards of My fold,
O thou ram horn'd with gold!
And the voice faded mild:

| remain'd asachild;

All I ever had known
Before me bright shone:

| saw you and your wife

By the fountains of life.

Such thevisonto me
Appear'd on the sea.

To Mrs. Butts

Wife of the friend of those | most revere,
Receive this tribute from a harp sincere;
Go on in virtuous seed- sowing on mould
Of human vegetation, and behold

Y our harvest springing to eternd life,
Parent of youthful minds, and happy wife!
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To Thomas Butts

With Happiness stretch'd across the hills
Inacloud that dewy sweetness didlils;
With a blue sky spread over with wings,
And amild sun that mounts and Sings,
With trees and fidds full of fary eves,
And little devils who fight for themsdves --
Rememb'ring the verses that Hayley sung
When my heart knock'd againgt the root of my tongue --
With angdls planted in hawthorn bowers,
And God Himsdlf in the passing hours;
With slver angdls across my way,

And golden demons that none can Say;
With my father hovering upon the wind,
And my brother Robert just behind,

And my brother John, the evil one,

In ablack cloud making his moan, --

Tho' dead, they appear upon my path,
Notwithgtanding my terrible wrath;

They beg, they entrest, they drop their tears,
Fill'd full of hopes, fill'd full of fears--
With a thousand angels upon the wind
Pouring disconsolate from behind

To drive them off, and before my way

A frowning thistle implores my day.

What to others atrifle appears
Fillsmefull of smilesor tears

For double the vison my eyes do see,
And adouble vision is dways with me.
With my inward eye, 'tisan Old Man grey,
With my outward, a Thistle across my way.
“If thou goest back,' the Thigtle said,
“Thou art to endless woe betray'd;

For here does Theotormon lour,

And here is Enitharmon's bower;

And Losthe Terrible thus hath sworn,
Because thou backward dost return,
Poverty, envy, old age, and fear,

Shdl bring thy wife upon abier;

And Butts shdl give what Fusdli gave,

A dark black rock and agloomy cave.'

| gruck the Thigtle with my foot,

And broke him up from his delving root.
"Must the duties of life each other cross?
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Must every joy be dung and dross?

Must my dear Butts fed cold neglect
Because | give Hayley his due respect?
Must Haxman look upon me as wild,

And dl my friends be with doubts beguil'd?
Must my wife livein my sger's bane,

Or my sgter survive on my love's pain?
The curses of Los, the terrible Shade,

And hisdismal terrors make me afraid.

So | spoke, and struck in my wrath

The Old Man wdtering upon my path.
Then Los gppear'd in dl his power:

In the sun he appear'd, descending before
My facein fierce flames; in my double Sght
"Twas outward a sun, inward Los in his might.
"My hands are labour'd day and night,
And ease comes never in my sght.

My wife has no indulgence given

Except what comes to her from Heaven.
We et little, we drink less,

This Earth breeds not our happiness.
Another sun feeds our life's streams,

We are not warméd with thy beams;

Thou mesasurest not the time to me,

Nor yet the space that | do see;

My mind is not with thy light array'd,

Thy terrors shdl not make me afraid.’

When | had my defiance given,

The sun sood trembling in heaven,

The moon, that glow'd remote below,

Became leprous and white as snow;

And every soul of men on the earth

Felt affliction, and sorrow, and sickness, and dearth.
Losflamn'd in my path, and the sun was hot

With the bows of my mind and the arrows of thought.
My bowstring fierce with ardour breathes,

My arrows glow in their golden sheaves,

My brothers and father march before;

The heavens drop with human gore.

Now | afourfold vison see,

And afourfold vison is given to me;
Tisfourfold in my supreme ddlight,
And thregfold in soft Beulah's night,
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And twofold aways. -- May God us keep
From single vison, and Newton's deep!

To Thomas Butts

O! why was | born with a different face?

Why was | not born like the rest of my race?

When | look, each one starts, when | spesk, | offend;
Then I'm slent and passive, and lose every friend.

Then my verse | dishonour, my pictures despise,
My person degrade, and my temper chastise;
And the pen is my terror, the pencil my shame;
All my taents| bury, and dead ismy fame.

| am ether too low, or too highly prizd;
When date I'm envied; when meek I'm despisd.
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THE MARRIAGE OF HEAVEN AND HELL
Engraved circa 1790

The Argument

Rintrah roars, and shakes hisfiresin the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep.

Once meek, and in a perilous path,
The just man kept his course dong
The vae of degth.

Roses are planted where thorns grow,
And on the barren hegth

Sing the honey bees.

Then the perilous path was planted,
And ariver and aspring

On every diff and tomb,

And on the bleachéd bones

Red clay brought forth;

Till the villain eft the paths of ease,
Towak in perilous paths, and drive
The just man into barren climes.

Now the sneaking serpent walks
In mild humility,

And the just man ragesin the wilds
Where lions roam.

Rintrah roars, and shakes hisfiresin the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep.

Asanew heaven isbegun, and it is now thirty-three years since its advent, the Eterna Hell
revives. And lo! Swedenborg isthe Angel Stting at the tomb: his writings are the linen clothes
folded up. Now is the dominion of Edom, and the return of Adam into Paradise. See Isaiah xxxiv
and xxxv chap.

Without Contrariesis no progression. Attraction and Repulsion, Reason and Energy, Love and
Hate, are necessary to Human existence.

From these contraries spring what the rdigious cal Good and Evil. Good isthe passive that
obeys Reason. Evil isthe active springing from Energy.

Good is Heaven. Evil isHéll.
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The Voice of the Devil
All Bibles or sacred codes have been the causes of the following Errors--
1. That Man hastwo red exiging principles, viz. aBody and a Soul.

2. That Energy, cdl'd Evil, isdone from the Body; and that Reason, call'd Good, is done from
the Soul.

3. That God will torment Man in Eternity for following his Energies.
But the following Contraries to these are True--

1. Man has no Body distinct from his Soul; for that call'd Body is a portion of Soul discern'd by
the five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age.

2. Energy isthe only life, and is from the Body; and Reason is the bound or outward
circumference of Energy.

3. Energy is Eternd Ddlight.

Those who restrain Desire, do so because theirsis weak enough to be restrained; and the
restrainer or Reason Usurps its place and governs the unwilling.

And being restrained, it by degrees becomes passive, till it is only the shadow of Desire,
The higtory of thisiswritten in Paradise Lost, and the Governor or Reason is cdl'd Messiah.

And the origina Archangdl, or possessor of the command of the Heavenly Hogt, is cdl'd the
Devil or Satan, and his children are cal'd Sin and Desth.

But in the Book of Job, Milton's Messiah is called Satan.

For this history has been adopted by both parties.

It indeed appear'd to Reason as if Desire was cast out; but the

Devil's account is, that the Messiah fell, and formed a Heaven of what he stole from the Abyss.
Thisis shown in the Gospel, where he prays to the Father to send the Comforter, or Desire, that
Reason may have Ideas to build on; the Jehovah of the Bible being no other than he who dwells

in flaming fire.

Know that after Christ's death, he became Jehovah.
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But in Milton, the Father is Destiny, the Son a Retio of the five senses, and the Holy-ghost
Vacuum!

Note. The reason Milton wrote in fetters when he wrote of Angels and God, and &t liberty when
of Devilsand Hell, is because he was a true Poet, and of the Devil's party without knowing it.

A Memorable Fancy

As| waswaking among the fires of Hell, ddighted with the enjoyments of Genius, which to
Angds ook like torment and insanity, | collected some of their Proverbs; thinking that asthe
sayings used in anation mark its character, o the Proverbs of Hell show the nature of Infernal
wisdom better than any description of buildings or garments.

When | came home, on the abyss of the five senses, where a flatsided steep frowns over the
present world, | saw amighty Devil, folded in black clouds, hovering on the sides of the rock;
with corroding fires he wrote the following sentence now perceived by the minds of men, and
reed by them on earth:--

How do you know but ev'ry Bird that cuts the airy way,
Is an immense World of Delight, closd by your senses five?

Proverbs of Hell

In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter enjoy.

Drive your cart and your plough over the bones of the dead.
The road of excess |leads to the palace of wisdom.
Prudenceisarich, ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.

He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.

The cut worm forgives the plough.

Dip himin the river who loves water.

A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees.

He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star.
Eternity isin love with the productions of time

The busy bee has no time for sorrow.

The hours of folly are measur'd by the clock; but of wisdom, no clock can
measure.

All wholesome food is caught without a net or a trap.

Bring out number, weight, and measure in a year of dearth.
No bird soarstoo high, if he soars with his own wings.

A dead body revenges not injuries.

The most sublime act is to set another before you.

If the fool would persist in its folly he would become wise.
Folly is the cloak of knavery.

Shameis Pride's cloak.

Prisons are built with stones of law, brothers with bricks of Religion.
The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.
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The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.

The nakedness of woman is the work of God.

Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea, and the
destructive sword are portions of eternity too great for the eye of man.

The fox condemns the trap, not himself.

Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.

Let man wear the fell of the lion, woman the fleece of the sheep.

The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.

The selfish, smiling fool, and the sullen, frowning fool shall be both thought wise,
that they may be a rod.

What is now proved was once only imagin'd.

Therat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit watch the roots; the lion, the tiger, the
horse, the elephant watch the fruits.

The cistern contains: the fountain overflows

One thought fills immensity.

Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will avoid you.
Everything possible to be believ'd is an image of truth.

The eagle never lost so much time as when he submitted to learn of the crow.
The fox provides for himself; but God provides for thelion.

Think in the morning. Act in the noon. Eat in the evening. Seep in the night.
He who has suffer'd you to impose on him, knows you.

As the plough follows words, so God rewards prayers.

The tigers of wrath are wiser than the hor ses of instruction.

Expect poison from the standing water.

You never know what is enough unless you know what is more than enough.
Listen to the fools reproach! it isa kingly title!

The eyes of fire, the nostrils of air, the mouth of water, the beard of earth.
The weak in courage is strong in cunning.

The apple tree never asks the beech how he shall grow; nor the lion, the horse,
how he shall take his prey.

The thankful receiver bears a plentiful harvest.

If others had not been foolish, we should be so.

The soul of sweet delight can never be defil'd.

When thou seest an eagle, thou seest a portion of Genius; lift up thy head!
As the caterpillar chooses the fairest leavesto lay her eggs on, so the priest lays
his curse on the fairest joys.

To create a little flower isthe labour of ages.

Damn braces. Bless relaxes.

The best wine isthe oldest, the best water the newest.

Prayers plough not! Praises reap not!

Joys laugh not! Sorrows weep not!

The head Sublime, the heart Pathos, the genitals Beauty, the hands and feet
Proportion.
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Asthe air to a bird or the sea to a fish, so is contempt to the contemptible.

The crow wish'd everything was black, the owl that everything was white
Exuberance is Beauty.

If the lion was advised by the fox, he would be cunning.

Improvement makes straight roads; but the crooked roads without improvement
areroads of Genius.

Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted desires.
Where man's not, nature is barren.

Truth can never be told so as to be understood, and not be believ'd.
Enough! or Too much.

The ancient Poets animated dl sengble objects with Gods or Geniuses, caling them by the
names and adorning them with the properties of woods, rivers, mountains, lakes, cities, nations,
and whatever their enlarged and numerous senses could perceive.

And particularly they studied the Genius of each city and country, placing it under its Menta
Deity;

Till a System was formed, which some took advantage of, and endav'd the vulgar by atempting
to redlise or abstract the Menta Deities from their objects--thus began Priesthood,;

Choosing forms of worship from postic tables.

And at length they pronounc'd that the Gods had order'd such things. Thus men forgot that All
Detiesresde in the Human breast.

A Memorable Fancy

The Prophets Isaiah and Ezekid dined with me, and | asked them how they dared so roundly to
assert that God spoke to them; and whether they did not think at the time that they would be
misunderstood, and so be the cause of impaosition.

Isaiah answer'd: "I saw no God, nor heard any, in afinite organicd perception; but my senses
discover'd theinfinite in everything, and as | was then persuaded, and remain confirm'd, thet the
voice of honest indignation isthe voice of God, | cared not for consequences, but wrote.'

Then | asked: "Does afirm persuason that athing is so, make it so?

He replied: "All Poets believe that it does, and in ages of imagination this firm persuasion
removed mountains, but many are not capable of afirm persuason of anything.’

Then Ezekid said: “The philosophy of the East taught the firgt principles of human perception.
Some nations held one principle for the origin, and some another: we of Isradl taught that the
Poetic Genius (as you now cdl it) wasthefirg principle and dl the others merdly derivative,
which was the cause of our despising the Priests and Philosophers of other countries, and
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prophesying that al Gods would at last be proved to originate in ours and to be the tributaries of
the Poetic Genius. It was thisthat our great poet, King David, desired so fervently and invokes so
patheticaly, saying by this he conquers enemies and governs kingdoms; and we so loved our
God, that we cursed in his name dl the Deities of surrounding nations, and asserted that they had
rebelled. From these opinions the vulgar came to think that al nations would at last be subject to
the Jaws.’

"This, said he, “like dl firm persuasions, is come to pass, for dl nations believe the Jews code
and worship the Jews god, and what grester subjection can be?

| heard this with some wonder, and must confess my own conviction. After dinner | ask'd Isaiah
to favour the world with his lost works; he said none of equal vaue was lost. Ezekid said the
same of his.

| ds0 asked Isaiah what made him go naked and barefoot three years. He answer'd: "The same
that made our friend Diogenes, the Grecian.'

| then asked Ezekid why he ate dung, and lay so long on hisright and |eft Sde. He answer'd,
“The desire of raising other men into a perception of the infinite; this the North American tribes
practise, and is he honest who resists his genius or conscience only for the sake of present ease or
gratification?

The ancient tradition that the world will be consumed in fire a the end of six thousand yearsis
true, as| have heard from Hdll.

For the cherub with his flaming sword is hereby commanded to leave his guard &t tree of life;
and when he does, the whole creation will be consumed and appear infinite and holy, wheress it
now appears finite and corrupt.
Thiswill come to pass by an improvement of sensua enjoymern.
But firgt the notion that man has abody distinct from his soul isto be expunged; this| shdl do
by printing in the infernd method, by corrosives, which in Hell are salutary and medicind,
melting gpparent surfaces avay, and displaying the infinite which was hid.
If the doors of perception were cleansed everything would gppear to man asit is, infinite.
For man has closed himsdf up till he sees dl things thro' narrow chinks of his cavern.

A Memorable Fancy

| wasin aPrinting-house in Hell, and saw the method in which knowledge is transmitted from
generation to generation.

In the first chamber was a DragonMan, clearing away the rubbish from a cave's mouth; within, a
number of Dragons were hollowing the cave.
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In the second chamber was a Viper folding round the rock and the cave, and others adorning it
with gold, slver, and precious stones.

In the third chamber was an Eagle with wings and feathers of air: he caused the ingde of the

cave to be infinite. Around were numbers of Eagle-like men who built palacesin the immense
diffs

In the fourth chamber were Lions of flaming fire, raging around and mdting the metds into
living fluds.

In the fifth chamber were Unnamed forms, which cast the metdsinto the expanse.

There they were received by Men who occupied the sixth chamber, and took the forms of books
and were arranged in libraries.

The Giants who formed thisworld into its sensud existence, and now seemto liveinitin chans,
are in truth the causes of its life and the sources of dl activity; but the chains are the cunning of
week and tame minds which have power to resist energy. According to the proverb, the weak in
courageis strong in cunning.

Thus one portion of being is the Prolific, the other the Devouring. To the Devourer it ssems asif
the producer wasin his chains, but it is not so, he only takes portions of existence and fancies
that the whole.

But the Pralific would cease to be Prolific unless the Devourer, as a sea, received the existence
of hisddights.

Some will say: “Is not God done the Prolific? | answer: "God only Actsand Is, in exigting
beings or Men.'

These two classes of men are adways upon earth, and they should be enemies. whoever triesto
reconcile them seeks to destroy existence.

Rdigion is an endeavour to reconcile the two.

Note. Jesus Chrigt did not wish to unite, but to separate them, asin the Parable of sheep and
goats And He says. '| came not to send Peace, but a Sword.'

Messiah or Satan or Tempter was formerly thought to be one of the Antediluvians who are our
Energies.

A Memorable Fancy
An Ange cameto me and said: “O pitiable, foolish young man! O horrible! O dreedful sate!

Congder the hat, burning dungeon thou art preparing for thyself to dl Eternity, to which thou art
going in such career.’
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| said, "Perhaps you will be willing to show me my eternd lot, and we will contempl ate together
upon it, and see whether your lot or mineis most desirable.’

So hetook me thro' a stable, and thro' a church, and down into the church vault, at the end of
which was amill. Thro' the mill we went, and came to a cave. Down the winding cavern we
groped our tedious way, till avoid boundless as a nether sky appear'd beneath us, and we held by
the roots of trees, and hung over thisimmensty. But | said: "If you please, we will commit
oursaves to this void, and see whether Providence is here dso. If you will nat, | will.' But he
answer'd: “Do not presume, O young man, but as we here remain, behold thy lot which will soon
appear when the darkness passes away.’

So | remain'd with him, gtting in the twisted root of an oak. He was suspended in afungus,
which hung with the head downward into the deep.

By degrees we beheld the infinite Abyss, fiery as the smoke of a burning city; benesth us, a an
immense distance, was the sun, black but shining; but round it were fiery tracks on which revol'd
vast spiders, crawling after their prey, which flew, or rather svum, in the infinite deep, in the
mogt terrific shgpes of animals sprung from corruption; and the air was full of them, and seem'd
composed of them--these are Devils, and are called Powers of the Air. | now asked my
companion which was my eternal lot? He said: "Between the black and white spiders.’

But now, from between the black and white spiders, a cloud and fire burst and rolled thro' the
deep, blackening dl benesth; so that the nether deep grew black as a sea, and rolled with a
terrible noise. Beneath us was nothing now to be seen but a black tempest, till looking East
between the clouds and the waves we saw a cataract of blood mixed with fire, and not many
stones throw from us appear'd and sunk again the scaly fold of a monstrous serpent. At lagt, to
the Eagt, distant about three degrees, appear'd afiery crest above the waves. Sowly it reared like
aridge of golden rocks, till we discover'd two globes of crimson fire, from which the sea fled
away in clouds of smoke; and now we saw it was the head of Leviathan. His forehead was
divided into streaks of green and purple like those on atiger's forehead. Soon we saw his mouth
and red gills hang just above the raging foam, tinging the black deep with beams of blood,
advancing toward us with al the fury of a Spiritud Existence.

My friend the Angd dimb'd up from his gtaion into the mill: | remain'd done, and then this
appearance was no more; but | found myself stting on a pleasant bank beside ariver, by
moonlight, hearing a harper, who sung to the harp; and his theme was. “The man who never
dters hisopinion islike standing water, and breeds reptiles of the mind.'

But | arose and sought for the mill, and there | found my Angdl, who, surprised, asked me how |
escaped.

| answer'd: "All that we saw was owing to your metaphysics; for when you ran away, | found
mysdf on abank by moonlight hearing a harper. But now we have seen my eternd lot, shdl |
show you yours? He laugh'd a my proposd; but I, by force, suddenly caught himin my arns,
and flew westerly thro' the night, till we were eevated above the earth's shadow; then | flung
mysdf with him directly into the body of the sun. Here | clothed mysdlf in white, and taking in
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my hand Swedenborg's volumes, sunk from the glorious clime, and passed dl the planetstill we
came to Saturn. Here | stay'd to rest, and then legp'd into the void between Saturn and the fixed
sars.

"Here' sad I, “isyour laot, in this space--if space it may be cdl'd." Soon we saw the stable and the
church, and | took him to the altar and open'd the Bible, and 10! it was a deep pit, into which |
descended, driving the Angel before me. Soon we saw seven houses of brick. One we enter'd; in
it were a number of monkeys, baboons, and dl of that species, chain'd by the middle, grinning
and snatching at one another, but withheld by the shortness of their chains. However, | saw that
they sometimes grew numerous, and then the weak were caught by the strong, and with a
grinning aspect, first coupled with, and then devour'd, by plucking off first one limb and then
another, till the body was |eft a hdplesstrunk. This, after grinning and kissing it with seeming
fondness, they devour'd too; and here and there | saw one savourily picking the flesh off of his
own tall. Asthe stench terribly annoy'd us both, we went into the mill, and | in my hand brought
the skeleton of abody, which in the mill was Arigtotles Andytics.

So the Angd said: "Thy phantasy has imposed upon me, and thou oughest to be ashamed.’

| answer'd: “We impose on one another, and it is but lost time to converse with you whose works
areonly Anaytics'

| have aways found that Angels have the vanity to spesk of themsdves asthe Only Wise. This
they do with a confident insolence sprouting from systematic reasoning.

Thus Swedenborg boasts that what he writes is new; tho' it is only the Contents or Index of
aready publish'd books.

A man carried a monkey about for a show, and because he was alittle wiser than the monkey,
grew vain, and conceiv'd himsalf as much wiser than seven men. It is so with Swedenborg: he
shows the folly of churches, and exposes hypocrites, till he imaginesthat dl are rdigious, and
himsdf the single one on earth that ever broke a net.

Now hear a plain fact: Swedenborg has not written one new truth. Now hear another: he has
written dl the old fasehoods.

And now hear the reason. He conversed with Angelswho are dl religious, and conversed not
with Devilswho al hate religion, for he was incapable thro' his conceited notions.

Thus Swedenborg's writings are a recapitulation of al superficid opinions, and an analysis of the
more sublime--but no further.

Have now another plain fact. Any man of mechanica talents may, from the writings of

Paracel sus or Jacob Behmen, produce ten thousand volumes of equa value with Swedenborg's,
and from those of Dante or Shakespear an infinite number.
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But when he has done this, let him not say that he knows better than his master, for he only holds
acandlein sunshine.

A Memorable Fancy

Once | saw aDevil in aflame of fire, who arose before an Angd that sat on acloud, and the
Devil utter'd these words--

“Theworship of God is. Honouring his giftsin other men, each according to his genius, and
loving the greatest men best: those who envy or clumniate greet men hate God, for thereis no
other God.'

The Angd hearing this became dmost blue; but magtering himself he grew yelow, and at last
white, pink, and smiling, and then replied:--

“Thou ldolater! is not God One? and is nat he visble in Jesus Christ? and has not Jesus Christ
given his sanction to the law of ten commandments? and are not dl other men fools, snners, and

nothings?

The Devil answer'd: "Bray afool in amortar with wheet, yet shdl not hisfolly be beaten out of
him. If Jesus Chrigt is the grestest man, you ought to love Him in the greetest degree. Now hear
how He has given His sanction to the law of ten commandments. Did He not mock at the
sabbath, and so mock the sabbath's God; murder those who were murder'd because of Him; turn
away the law from the woman taken in adultery; sted the labour of others to support Him; bear
false witness when he omitted making a defence before Pilate; covet when he pray'd for his
disciples, and when He bid them shake off the dust of their feet againgt such as refused to lodge
them? 1 tell you, no virtue can exist without bresking these ten commandments. Jesuswas al
virtue, and acted from impulse, not from rules!

When he had so spoken, | beheld the Angel, who stretched out his arms, embracing the flame of
fire, and he was consumed, and arose as Elijah.

Note.-- This Angel, who is now become a Devil, ismy particular friend. We often read the Bible
together initsinferna or diabolica sense, which the world shdl have if they behave well.

| have dso the Bible of Hell, which the world shdl have whether they will or no.

One Law for the Lion and Ox is Oppression.
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VISIONS OF THE DAUGHTERS OF ALBION
Engraved 1793
The Argument

| loved Theotormon,

And | was not ashamed;

| trembled in my virgin fears
And | hidin Leuthasvae

| plucked Leuthas flower,
And | rose up from the vale;
But the terrible thunders tore
My virgin mantle in twain.

Visions

Endav'd, the Daughters of Albion weep; atrembling lamentation
Upon their mountains, in their valeys, sghs toward America

For the soft soul of America, Oothoon, wander'd in woe
Along the vaes of Leutha, seeking flowers to comfort her;
And thus she spoke to the bright Marigold of Leutha's vale:-

Art thou aflower? art thou anymph? | see thee now aflower,
Now anymph! | dare not pluck thee from thy dewy bed!

The Golden nymph replied: "Pluck thou my flower, Oothoon the mild!
Another flower shal soring, because the soul of sweet delight
Can never pass away.' She ceasd, and closd her golden shrine.

Then Oothoon pluck'd the flower, saying: "I pluck thee from thy bed,
Swest flower, and put thee here to glow between my breasts;
And thus | turn my face to where my whole soul seeks'!

Over the waves she went in wing'd exulting swift delight,
And over Theotormon's reign took her impetuous course.

Bromion rent her with his thunders; on his sormy bed
Lay the faint maid, and soon her woes gppall'd his thunders hoarse.

Bromion spoke: "Behold this harlot here on Bromion's bed,

And let the jealous dolphins sport around the lovely maid!
Thy soft American plains are mine, and mine thy north and south:
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Stamp'd with my signet are the swarthy children of the sun;

They are obedient, they resst not, they obey the scourge;z

Their daughters worship terrors and obey the violent.

Now thou may'st marry Bromion's harlot, and protect the child

Of Bromion's rage, that Oothoon shal put forth in nine moons time!'

Then storms rent Theotormon's limbs. he roll'd his waves around,
And folded his black jealous waters round the adulterate pair.
Bound back to back in Bromion's caves, terror and meekness dwell:

At entrance Theotormon sts, wearing the threshold hard

With secret tears; beneath him sound like waves on a desert shore
The voice of daves benesth the sun, and children bought with money,
That shiver in rdigious caves beneath the burning fires

Of lugt, that belch incessant from the summits of the earth.

Oothoon weeps not; she cannot weep, her tears are locked up;
But she can howl incessant, writhing her soft snowy limbs,
And cdling Theotormon's Eagles to prey upon her flesh.

"I cdl with holy voicel Kings of the sounding air,
Rend away this defiled bosom thet | may reflect
The image of Theotormon on my pure transparent breast.’

The Eagles at her cal descend and rend their bleeding prey:
Theotormon severely smiles; her soul reflectsthe amile,
Asthe clear spring, muddied with feet of beasts, grows pure and smiles.

The Daughters of Albion hear her woes, and echo back her sghs.

"Why does my Theotormon sit weeping upon the threshold,
And Octhoon hovers by his Sde, persuading himin vain?

| cry: Arise, O Theotormon! for the village dog

Barks a the bresking day; the nightingae has done lamenting;

The lark doesrudtle in the ripe corn, and the eagle returns
From nightly prey, and lifts his golden beak to the pure eas,
Shaking the dust from hisimmorta pinionsto awake

The sun that degpstoo long. Arise, my Theotormon! | am pure,
Because the night is gone that closd mein its deadly black.
They told methat the night and day were al that | could see;
They told methat | had five senses to enclose me up;

And they enclosd my infinite brain into a narrow circle,

And sunk my heart into the Abyss, ared, round globe, hot burning,
Till dl from life | was obliterated and eraséd.

Instead of morn arises a bright shadow, like an eye
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In the eastern cloud; instead of night asickly charnd-house,
That Theotormon hears me not. To him the night and morn
Are both dike; anight of Sghs, amorning of fresh tears;
And none but Bromion can hear my lamentations.

"With what senseisit that the chicken shuns the ravenous hawk?
With what sense does the tame pigeon measure out the expanse?
With what sense does the bee form cdlls? Have not the mouse and frog
Eyes and ears and sense of touch? Y et are their habitations

And their pursuits as different as their forms and astheir joys.

Ask the wild ass why he refuses burdens, and the meek camel
Why he loves man. Isit because of eye, ear, mouth, or skin,

Or breathing nogtrils? Nol! for these the wolf and tiger have.

Ask the blind worm the secrets of the grave, and why her spires
Love to curl round the bones of death; and ask the rav'nous snake
Where she gets poison, and the wing'd eagle why he loves the sun;
And then tell me the thoughts of man, that have been hid of old.

"Silent | hover dl the night, and dl day could be Slent,

If Theotormon once would turn his lovéd eyes upon me.

How can | be defil'd when | reflect thy image pure?

Sweetest the fruit that the worm feeds on, and the soul prey'd on by woe,
The new-wash'd lamb ting'd with the village smoke, and the bright swan
By the red earth of our immortad river. | bathe my wings,

And | am white and pure to hover round Theotormon's breast.’

Then Theotormon broke his silence, and he answered:-- "Tell mewhat isthe night
or day to one o'erflow'd with woe?

Tdl mewhat is athought, and of what substance isit made?

Tel mewhat isajoy, and in what gardens do joys grow?

And in what rivers swim the sorrows? And upon what mountains
Wave shadows of discontent? And in what houses dwell the wretched,
Drunken with woe, forgotten, and shut up from cold despair?

“Tell me where dwell the thoughts, forgotten till thou cdl them forth?
Tdl me where dwell the joys of old, and where the ancient loves,

And when will they renew again, and the night of oblivion pas,

That | might traverse times and spaces far remote, and bring
Comfortsinto a present sorrow and a night of pain?

Where goest thou, O thought? to what remote land is thy flight?

If thou returnest to the present moment of affliction,

Wilt thou bring comforts on thy wings, and dews and honey and bam,
Or poison from the desert wilds, from the eyes of the envier?

Then Bromion said, and shook the cavern with his lamentation:--
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“Thou knowest that the ancient trees seen by thine eyes have fruit;
But knowest thou that trees and fruits flourish upon the earth
To gratify senses unknown -- trees, beasts, and birds unknown;
Unknown, not unperceiv'd, Soread in the infinite microscope,

In places yet unvisted by the voyager, and in worlds

Over another kind of seas, and in atmospheres unknown?

Ah! are there other wars, beside the wars of sword and fire?
And are there other sorrows beside the sorrows of poverty?
And are there other joys beside the joys of riches and ease?
And is there not one law for both the lion and the ox?

And isthere not eternd fire, and eternd chains

To bind the phantoms of existence from eternd life?

Then Oothoon waited slent dl the day and dl the night;
But when the morn arose, her lamentation renew'd;
The Daughters of Albion hear her woes, and echo back her sghs.

"O Urizen! Crestor of men! mistaken Demon of heaven!

Thy joys are tears, thy labour vain to form men to thine image.
How can onejoy absorb another? Are not different joys
Haly, eternd, infinite? and each joy isaLove.

"Does not the great mouth laugh at a gift, and the narrow eyelids mock
At the labour that is above payment? And wilt thou take the gpe

For thy counsdllor, or the dog for a schoolmaster to thy children?
Does he who contemns poverty, and he who turns with abhorrence
From usury fed the same passion, or are they moved dike?

How can the giver of gifts experience the ddights of the merchant?
How the industrious citizen the pains of the husbandmen?

How different far the fat fed hirding with hollow drum,

Who buys whole corn-fidds into wastes, and sings upon the hegth!
How different their eye and ear! How different the world to them!
With what sense does the parson claim the labour of the farmer?
What are his nets and gins and traps; and how does he surround him
With cold floods of abstraction, and with forests of solitude,

To build him castles and high spires, where kings and priests may dwdll;
Till she who burns with youth, and knows no fixed lot, is bound

In spdlls of law to one she loathes? And must she drag the chain

Of life in weary lust? Mugt chilling, murderous thoughts obscure
The clear heaven of her eterna spring; to bear the wintry rage

Of aharsh terror, driv'n to madness, bound to hold arod

Over her dhrinking shoulders dl the day, and dl the night

To turn the whed of false desire, and longings that wake her womb
To the abhorred birth of cherubsin the human form,

That live a pestilence and die a meteor, and are no more;

Till the child dwell with one he hates, and do the deed he loathes,
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And the impure scourge force his seed into its unripe birth,
Ere yet his eydids can behold the arrows of the day?

"Does the whae worship at thy footsteps as the hungry dog;

Or does he scent the mountain prey because his nostrils wide

Draw in the ocean? Does his eye discern the flying cloud
Astheraven's eye; or does he measure the expanse like the vulture?
Doesthe gl spider view the diffs where eagles hide thelr young;

Or does the fly rejoice because the harvest is brought in?

Does not the eagle scorn the earth, and despise the treasures beneath?
But the mole knoweth what is there, and the worm shdl tdll it thee.
Does not the worm erect a pillar in the mouldering churchyard

And a paace of eternity in the jaws of the hungry grave?

Over his porch these words are written: "Take thy bliss, O Man!
And sweet shdl bethy taste, and sweet thy infant joys renew!"

“Infancy! fearless, lustful, happy, nestling for ddight

In laps of pleasure: Innocence! honest, open, seeking

The vigorous joys of morning light, open to virgin bliss,

Who taught thee modesty, subtil modesty, child of night and deep?
When thou awakest wilt thou dissemble dl thy secret joys,

Or wert thou not awake when dl this mystery was disclosd?
Then com'st thou forth amodest virgin knowing to dissemble,
With nets found under thy night pillow, to catch virgin joy

And brand it with the name of whore, and sl it in the night

In slence, ev'n without awhisper, and in seeming deep.

Religious dreams and holy vespers light thy smoky fires:

Once werethy fireslighted by the eyes of honest morn.

And does my Theotormon seek this hypocrite modesty,

This knowing, artful, secret, fearful, cautious, trembling hypocrite?
Then is Oothoon awhore indeed! and dl the virgin joys

Of life are harlots, and Theotormon is asick man's dream;

And Oothoon is the crafty dave of sefish holiness.

"But Octhoon is not so, avirgin fill'd with virgin fancies,
Open to joy and to delight wherever beauty appears.

If inthe morning sun | find it, there my eyes are fixd

In happy copulation; if in evening mild, wearied with work,
Sit on abank and draw the pleasures of this free-born joy.

“The moment of desire! the moment of desire! Thevirgin

That pines for man shdl awaken her womb to enormous joys

In the secret shadows of her chamber: the youth shut up from

The lugtful joy shall forget to generate, and create an amorous image
In the shadows of his curtains and in the folds of his slent pillow
Are not these the places of rdigion, the rewards of continence,
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The Hf-enjoyings of sdf-denid? Why dost thou seek religion?
Isit because acts are not lovely that thou seekest solitude,
Where the horrible darkness isimpresséd with reflections of desire?

“Father of Jedlousy, be thou accursed from the earth!

Why hast thou taught my Theotormon this accursed thing,

Till beauty fades from off my shoulders, darken'd and cast out,
A solitary shadow wailing on the margin of nonentity?

‘| cry: Lovel Lovel Love! happy happy Love! free as the mountain wind!

Can that be Love, that drinks another as a ponge drinks water,
That douds with jedlousy his nights, with weepings dl the day,
To spin aweb of age around him, grey and hoary, dark;

Till hiseyes dcken a the fruit that hengs before his sght?

Such isHf-love that envies dl, a creeping skeleton,

With lamplike eyes watching around the frozen marriage bed!

"But silken nets and traps of adamant will Oothoon spread,

And catch for thee girls of mild slver, or of furious gold.

I'll lie beside thee on abank, and view their wanton play

In lovely copulation, bliss on bliss, with Theotormon:

Red as the rosy morning, lustful asthe first-born beam,

Oothoon shdll view his dear ddight; nor €er with jedous cloud
Come in the heaven of generous love, nor sifish blightings bring.

"Does the sun walk, in glorious raiment, on the secret floor

Where the cold miser spreads his gold; or does the bright cloud drop
On his stone threshold? Does his eye behold the beam that brings
Expansionto the eye of pity; or will he bind himsdlf

Besde the ox to thy hard furrow? Does not that mild beam blot
The bat, the owl, the glowing tiger, and the king of night?

The sea-fowl takes the wintry blast for acov'ring to her limbs,

And the wild snake the pegtilence to adorn him with gems and gold,;
And trees, and birds, and beasts, and men behold their eternd joy.
Arisg, you little glancing wings, and Sing your infant joy!

Arise, and drink your bliss, for everything that livesis holy!'

Thus every morning wails Oothoon; but Theotormon Sits
Upon the margin'd ocean conversing with shadows dire.

The Daughters of Albion hear her woes, and echo back her sghs.
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AMERICA: A PROPHECY
Engraved 1793

Preludium

The shadowy Daughter of Urthona stood before red Orc,

When fourteen suns had faintly journey'd o'er his dark abode:
Hisfood she brought in iron baskets, hisdrink in cups of iron.
Crown'd with ahelmet and dark hair the nameless Female stood,;
A quiver with its burning stores, abow like that of night,

When pestilence is shot from heaven -- no other arms she need!
Invulnerable tho' naked, save where cloudsroll round her loins
Their awful foldsin the dark air: dlent she stood as night;

For never from her iron tongue could voice or sound arise,

But dumb till thet dread day when Orc assay'd his fierce embrace.

"Dark Virgin,' said the hairy Y outh, "thy father stern, abhorr'd,
Rivets my tenfold chains, while till on high my soirit soars,
Sometimes an eagle screaming in the sky, sometimes alion
Staking upon the mountains, and sometimes awhae, | lash

The raging fathomless abyss, anon a serpent folding

Around the pillars of Urthona, and round thy dark limbs

On the Canadian wilds | fold; fegble my spirit folds;

For chain'd beneath | rend these caverns. when thou bringest food
| howl my joy, and my red eyes seek to behold thy face --
Invain! these cloudsrall to and fro, and hide thee from my sight.

Silent as despairing love, and strong as jedousy,

The hairy shoulders rend the links; free are the wrigts of fire;
Round the terrific loins he seizd the panting, struggling womb;

It joy'd: she put aside her clouds and smiléd her firgt-born amile,
Aswhen ablack cloud shows its lightnings to the silent deep.

Soon as she saw the Terrible Boy, then burst the virgin cry:--

"1 know thee, | have found thee, and | will not let thee go:
Thou art theimage of God who dwells in darkness of Africa,
And thou art fall'n to give me life in regions of dark degth.

Onmy American plains | fed the struggling afflictions
Endur'd by roots that writhe their armsinto the nether deep.
| see a Serpent in Canada who courts meto hislove,

In Mexico an Eagle, and aLion in Peru;

| see aWhde in the South Seg, drinking my soul away.

O what limb-rending pains | fed! thy fire and my frost
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Minglein howling pains, in furrows by thy lightnings rent.
Thisis Eternd Degth, and this the torment long foretold!’

A Prophecy

The Guardian Prince of Albion burnsin his nightly tent:

Sullen fires across the Atlantic glow to Americas shore,

Fercing the souls of warlike men who risein slent night.

Washington, Franklin, Paine, and Warren, Gates, Hancock, and Green
Meset on the coast glowing with blood from Albion's fiery Prince.

Washington spoke: “Friends of Americal look over the Atlantic seg;
A bended bow islifted in Heaven, and a heavy iron chain

Descends, link by link, from Albion's cliffs across the seg, to bind
Brothers and sons of America; till our faces pale and yellow,

Heads depressd, voices weak, eyes downcast, hands work-bruisd,
Feet bleeding on the sultry sands, and the furrows of the whip
Descend to generations, that in future times forget.’

The strong voice ceasd; for aterrible blast swept over the heaving sea:
The eagtern cloud rent: on his diffs stood Albion's wrathful Prince,

A dragon form, clashing his scales: a midnight he arose,

And flam'd red meteors round the land of Albion beneeth;

Hisvoice, hislocks, hisawful shoulders, and his glowing eyes

Appear to the Americans upon the cloudy night.

Solemn heave the Atlantic waves between the gloomy nations,
Swelling, belching from its degps red clouds and raging fires.
Albionissck! Americafaintd Enrag'd the Zenith grew.

As human blood shooting its veins dl round the orbed heaven,
Red rose the clouds from the Atlantic in vast wheds of blood,
And in the red clouds rose a Wonder o'er the Atlantic sea --
Intense! naked! a Human fire, fierce glowing, as the wedge

Of iron heated in the furnace; histerrible limbs werefire,

With myriads of cloudy terrors, banners dark, and towers
Surrounded: heat but not light went thro' the murky atmosphere.

The King of England looking westward trembles at the vision.

Albion's Angel stood beside the Stone of Night, and saw

The Terror like acomet, or more like the planet red,

That once enclosd the terrible wandering comets in its sphere.

Then, Mars, thou wast our centre, and the planets three flew round

Thy crimson disk; s0, ere the Sun was rent from thy red sphere,

The Spectre glow'd, his horrid length staining the temple long

With beams of blood; and thus a voice came forth, and shook the temple:--
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“The morning comes, the night decays, the watchmen leave their gations;
The grave is burst, the spices shed, the linen wrapped up;

The bones of deeth, the cov'ring clay, the snews shrunk and dry'd
Reviving shake, ingpiring move, breathing, awakening,

Spring like redeemed captives, when their bonds and bars are burst

Let the dave grinding at the mill run out into the fidd,

Let him look up into the heavens and laugh in the bright air;

Let the enchained soul, shut up in darkness and in Sighing,

Whose face has never seen asmilein thirty weary years,

Rise and look out; his chains are loose, his dungeon doors are open,
And let hiswife and children return from the oppressor's scourge.

They look behind at every step, and believe it isadream,

Singing: "The Sun has lft his blackness, and has found a fresher morning,
And the fair Moon rejoices in the clear and cloudless night;

For Empire is no more, and now the Lion and Wolf shall cease '

In thunders ends the voice. Then Albion's Angel wrathful burnt
Bedde the Stone of Night; and, like the Eternad Lion's howl

In famine and war, reply'd: “Art thou not Orc, who serpent-form'd
Stands at the gate of Enitharmon to devour her children?
Blagphemous Demon, Antichrigt, hater of Dignities,

Lover of wild rebellion, and transgressor of God's Law,

Why dost thou come to Angel's eyesin this terrific form?

The Terror answer'd: "1 am Orc, wreath'd round the accurséd tree:
The times are ended; shadows pass, the morning ‘gins to breek;

The fiery joy, that Urizen perverted to ten commands,

What night he led the starry hogts thro' the wide wilderness,

That stony Law | stamp to dust; and scatter Religion abroad

To the four winds as atorn book, and none shdl gather the leaves,
But they shdl rot on desert sands, and consume in bottomless deegps,
To make the deserts blossom, and the deeps shrink to their fountains,
And to renew the fiery joy, and burst the stony roof;

That pae rdigious lechery, seeking Virginity,

May find it in aharlot, and in coarse-clad honesty

The undefil'd, tho' ravish'd in her cradle night and morn;

For everything that livesis haly, life ddightsin life

Because the soul of sweet ddlight can never be defil'd.

Fires enwrap the earthly globe, yet Manis not consum'd;

Amidst the lustful fires he walks; his feet become like brass,

His knees and thighs like silver, and his breast and head like gold.

“Sound! sound! my loud war-trumpets, and darm my Thirteen Angeld
Loud howls the Eternd Woalf! the Eterrd Lion lashes histall!
Americais dark'ned; and my punishing Demons, terrified,

Crouch howling before their caverns deep, like skins dry'd in the wind.
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They cannot amite the whest, nor quench the fatness of the earth;
They cannot smite with sorrows, nor subdue the plough and spade;
They cannot wall the city, nor moat round the castle of princes;

They cannot bring the stubbéd oak to overgrow the hills;

For terrible men stand on the shores, and in their robes | see
Children take shelter from the lightnings: there stands Washington,
And Paine, and Warren, with their foreheads rear'd toward the East--
But clouds obscure my aged sight. A vison from afar!

Sound! sound! my loud war-trumpets, and darm my Thirteen Angeld
Ah, vison from afar! Ah, rebd form thet rent the ancient

Heavend Eternd Viper sdf-renew'd, rolling in clouds,

| see thee in thick clouds and darkness on Americas shore,

Writhing in pangs of abhorred birth; red flames the crest rebdllious
And eyes of death; the harlot womb, oft openéd in vain,

Heaves in enormous circles: now the times are return'd upon thee,
Devourer of thy parent, now thy unutterable torment renews.

Sound! sound! my loud war-trumpets, and darm my Thirteen Angeld
Ah, terrible birth! ayoung one burgting! Where is the weeping mouth,
And where the mother's milk? Instead, those ever-hissng jaws

And parched lips drop with fresh gore: now roll thou in the clouds;
Thy mother lays her length outstretch'd upon the shore benesath.
Sound! sound! my loud war-trumpets, and darm my Thirteen Angeld
Loud howls the Eternd Wolf! the Eternd Lion lashes histail!’

Thus wept the Angel voice, and as he wept the terrible blasts
Of trumpets blew aloud darm across the Atlantic deep.

No trumpets answer; no reply of clarions or of fifes:

Slent the Colonies remain and refuse the loud darm.

On those vast shady hills between America and Albion's shore,

Now barr'd out by the Atlantic seq, cal'd Atlantean hills,

Because from thar bright summits you may pass to the Golden World,
An ancient palace, archetype of mighty Emperies,

Rearsitsimmortd pinnacles, built in the forest of God

By Ariston, the King of Beauty, for his stolen bride.

Here on their magic seats the Thirteen Angels sat perturb'd,
For clouds from the Atlantic hover o'er the solemn roof.

Fery the Angels rose, and as they rose deep thunder roll'd
Around their shores, indignant burning with the fires of Orc;
And Bogton's Angdl cried doud asthey flew thro' the dark night.

He cried: "Why trembles honesty; and, like a murderer,

Why seeks he refuge from the frowns of hisimmortd gation?
Must the generous tremble, and leave hisjoy to the idle, to the pestilence
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That mock him? Who commanded this? What God? What Angd?
To keep the gen'rous from experiencettill the ungenerous

Are unrestrain'd performers of the energies of nature;

Till pity is become atrade, and generosity a science

That men get rich by; and the sandy desert is giv'n to the strong?
What God is he writes laws of peace, and clothes him in atempest?
What pitying Angel lugts for tears, and fans himsdlf with sghs?
What crawling villain preaches abstinence and wraps himself

Infat of lambs? No more | follow, no more obedience pay!’

So cried he, rending off his robe and throwing down his sceptre

In Sght of Albion's Guardian; and al the Thirteen Angdls

Rent off their robes to the hungry wind, and threw their golden sceptres
Down on the land of America; indignant they descended

Headlong from out their heav'nly heights, descending swift asfires
Over the land; naked and flaming are their lineaments seen

In the deep gloom; by Washington and Paine and Warren they stood;
And the flame folded, roaring fierce within the pitchy night,

Before the Demon red, who burnt towards America,

In black smoke, thunders, and loud winds, rgoicing in itsterror,
Breaking in smoky wreaths from the wild deep, and gath'ring thick

In flames as of afurnace on the land from North to South,

Wheat time the Thirteen Governors, that England sent, convene

In Bernard's house. The flames cover'd the land; they rouse; they cry;
Shaking their mental chains, they rush in fury to the sea

To quench their anguish; a the feet of Washington down fdl'n

They grovd on the sand and writhing lie, while dl

The British soldiersthro’ the Thirteen States sent up a howl

Of anguish, threw their swords and muskets to the earth, and run
From their encampments and dark castles, seeking where to hide
From the grim flames, and from the visons of Orc, in Sght

Of Albion's Angd; who, enrag'd, his secret clouds open'd

From North to South, and burnt outstretch'd on wings of wrath, cov'ring
The eagtern sky, spreading his awful wings across the heavens.
Beneeth him roll'd his num'rous hogts, dl Albion's Angels camp'd
Darken'd the Atlantic mountains, and their trumpets shook the valeys,
Arm'd with diseases of the earth to cast upon the Abyss --

Their numbers forty millions, must'ring in the eastern sky.

In the flames stood and view'd the armies drawn out in the sky,
Washington, Franklin, Paine, and Warren, Allen, Gates, and Lee,
And heard the voice of Albion's Angel give the thunderous command,;
His plagues, obedient to hisvoice, flew forth out of their clouds,
Faling upon America, as a storm to cut them off,

Asablight cuts the tender corn when it begins to gppesr.
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Dark isthe heaven above, and cold and hard the earth benesath:
And, as a plague-wind, fill'd with insects, cuts off man and beedt,
And, asaseaoerwhems aland in the day of an earthquake,
Fury, rage, madness, in awind swept through America;

And the red flames of Orc, that folded roaring, fierce, around
The angry shores; and the fierce rushing of th' inhabitants together!
The citizens of New Y ork close their books and lock their chests;
The mariners of Boston drop their anchors and unlade;

The scribe of Pennsylvania casts his pen upon the earth;

The builder of Virginiathrows his hammer down in fear.

Then had America been logt, oerwhelm'd by the Atlantic,

And Earth had logt another portion of the Infinite;

But dl rush together in the night in wrath and raging fire.

Thered firesragd! The plaguesrecail'd! Then roll'd they back with fury
On Albion's Angds. then the Pestilence began in stresks of red

Across the limbs of Albion's Guardian; the spotted plague smote Bristal's,
And the Leprosy London's Spirit, Sickening al their bands:

The millions sent up ahowl of anguish and threw off their hammer'd mall,
And cast their swords and spears to earth, and stood, a naked multitude:
Albion's Guardian writhed in torment on the eastern sky,

Pae, quiv'ring toward the brain his glimmering eyes, teeth chattering,
Howling and shuddering, his legs quivering, convulsd each muscle and sinew:
Sick'ning lay London's Guardian, and the ancient mitred Y ork,

Their heads on snowy hills, their enggns sick'ning in the sky.

The plagues creep on the burning winds, driven by flames of Orc,

And by the fierce Americans rushing together in the night,

Driven o'er the Guardians of Ireland, and Scotland and Wales.

They, spotted with plagues, forsook the frontiers; and their banners, sear'd
With fires of hell, deform their ancient Heavens with shame and woe.
Hid in his caves the Bard of Albion felt the enormous plagues,

And a cowl of flesh grew o'er his head, and scales on his back and ribs;
And, rough with black scaes, dl his Angedls fright their ancient heavens.
The doors of marriage are open, and the Priedts, in rustling scales,

Rush into reptile coverts, hiding from the fires of Orc,

That play around the golden roofs in wreeths of fierce desire,

Leaving the Females naked and glowing with the lusts of youth.

For the Femde Spirits of the dead, pining in bonds of religion,
Run from ther fetters; reddening, and in long-drawn arches sitting,
They fed the nerves of youth renew, and desires of ancient times
Over their pae limbs, as a vine when the tender grape appears.
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Over the hills, the vales, the cities rage the red flames fierce:

The Heavens melted from North to South; and Urizen, who sat
Above dl heavens, in thunders wrapp'd, emergd his leprous head
From out his holy shrine, histearsin deluge piteous

Faling into the deep sublime; flaggd with grey-brow'd snows

And thunderous visages, his jedlous wings wav'd over the deep;

Weeping in disma howling woe, he dark descended, howling

Around the smitten bands, clothed in tears and trembling, shudd'ring, cold.
His stored snows he poured forth, and hisicy magazine,

He open'd on the deep, and on the Atlantic sea, white, shiv'ring;

Leprous hislimbs, dl over white, and hoary was his visage;

Weeping in disma howlings before the sern Americans,

Hiding the Demon red with clouds and cold migts from the earth;

Till Angds and weak men twelve years should govern o'er the strong;
And then their end should come, when France receiv'd the Demon's light.

Stiff shudderings shook the heav'nly thrones! France, Spain, and Itay

In terror view'd the bands of Albion, and the ancient Guardians,

Fainting upon the eements, smitten with their own plagues

They dow advance to shut the five gates of their law-built Heaven,

Filléd with blagting fancies and with mildews of despair,

With fierce disease and lust, unable to stem the fires of Orc,

But the five gates were consum'd, and their bolts and hinges melted;

And the fierce flames burnt round the heavens, and round the abodes of men.
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EUROPE: A PROPHECY

Engraved 1794

"Five windows light the cavern'd Man: thro' one he bregthes the air;
Thro' one hears music of the spheres; thro' one the Eternd Vine
Flourishes, that he may receive the grapes;, thro' one can look

And see smdl portions of the Eternal World that ever groweth;
Thro" one himsdlf pass out what time he please, but he will not;

For stolen joys are sweet, and bread eaten in secret pleasant.’

So sang a Fairy, mocking, as he sat on a streak'd tulip,

Thinking none saw him: when he ceasd | sarted from the trees,

And caught him in my hat, as boys knock down a butterfly.

"How know you this said I, “smal Sir? where did you learn this song?
Seeing himsdlf in my possession, thus he answer'd me:

"My Magter, | am yours! command me, for | must obey.’

“Then tel me, what isthe Materia World, and isit dead?

He, laughing, answer'd: "1 will write abook on leaves of flowers,
If you will feed me on love-thoughts, and give me now and then
A cup of sparkling postic fancies, so, when | am tipsy,

I'll ang to you to this soft lute, and show you dl dive

The World, when every particle of dust bresthesforth itsjoy.’

| took him home in my warm bosom: as we went adong

Wild flowers | gathered; and he show'd me each Eternd Flower:
He laugh'd doud to see them whimper because they were pluck'd.
They hover'd round me like acloud of incense. When | came

Into my parlour and sat down, and took my pen to write,

My Fairy sat upon the table, and dictated EUROPE.

Preludium

The namédess Shadowy Femd e rose from out the breast of Orc,
Her snaky hair brandishing in the winds of Enitharmon;
And thus her voice arose--

"O mother Enitharmon, wilt thou bring forth other sons,

To cause my name to vanish, that my place may not be found?
For | am faint with trave,

Like the dark cloud disburden'd in the day of dismd thunder.

"My roots are brandish'd in the heavens, my fruitsin earth beneath
Surge, foam, and labour into life, first born and first consum'd!
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Consumeéd and consuming!
Then why shouldst thou, Accursed Mather, bring meinto life?

" wrap my turban of thick clouds around my lab'ring heed,
And fold the sheety waters as amantle round my limbs;

Y et the red sun and moon

And dl the overflowing stars rain down pralific pains.

“Unwilling | look up to heaven, unwilling count the gars:
Sitting in fathomless abyss of my immortd shrine

| saize their burning power,

And bring forth howling terrors, dl-devouring fiery kings,

"Devouring and devoured, roaming on dark and desolate mountains,
In forests of Eternd Degth, shrieking in hollow trees.

Ah, mather Enitharmon!

Stamp not with solid form this vig'rous progeny of fires.

"I bring forth from my teeming bosom myriads of flames,

And thou dost stlamp them with a Sgnet; then they roam abroad,
And leave me void as degth.

Ah! | am drown'd in shady woe and visonary joy.

“And who shdl bind the Infinite with an eternd band

To compass it with swaddling bands? and who shdl cherish it
With milk and honey?

| seeit amile, and | roll inward, and my voiceis past.'

She ceasd, and roll'd her shady clouds
Into the secret place.

A Prophecy

The deep of winter came,

What time the Secret Child

Descended through the orient gates of the Eternal day:

War ceasd, and al the troops like shadows fled to their abodes.

Then Enitharmon saw her sons and daughters rise around;

Like pearly clouds they meet together in the crystal house;

And Los, possessor of the Moon, joy'd in the peaceful night,

Thus speaking, while his num'rous sons shook their bright fiery wings--

"Again the night is come,

That strong Urthona takes his rest;
And Urizen, unloosd from chains,
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Glows like a meteor in the distant North.
Stretch forth your hands and strike the elementa strings!
Aweake the thunders of the deep!

“The shrill winds wake,

Till Al the sons of Urizen look out and envy Los.

Saized| the spirits of life, and bind

Their warbling joysto our loud stringd

Bind dl the nourishing sweets of earth

To give us bliss, that we may drink the sparkling wine of Lod
And let uslaugh a war,

Despising toil and care,

Because the days and nights of joy in lucky hours renew.

"Arise, O Orc, from thy deep den!

Firg-born of Enitharmon, rise!

And we will crown thy head with garlands of the ruddy vine;
For now thou art bound,

And | may seetheein the hour of bliss, my eldest-born.’

The horrent Demon rose, surrounded with red stars of fire,
Whirling about in furious circles round the Immortal Fend.

Then Enitharmon down descended into hisred light,
And thus her voice rose to her children: the distant heavens reply:--

"Now comes the night of Enitharmon'sjoy!

Who shdl | cal? Who shdl | send,

That Woman, lovely Woman, may have dominion?

Arise, O Rintrah! thee | call, and Paamabron, thee!

Gol! tel the Human race that Woman'sloveis Sin;

That an Eternd life awaits the worms of sixty winters,

In an dlegorica abode, where existence hath never come.
Forbid al Joy; and, from her childhood, shall the little Femae
Spread netsin every secret path.

"My weary eydids draw towards the evening; my blissisyet but new.

"Arisgl O Rintrah, eldest-born, second to none but Orc!

O lion Rintrah, raise thy fury from thy forests black!

Bring Palamabron, hornéd priest, skipping upon the mountains,
And slent Elynittria, the slver-bowed queen.

Rintrah, where hast thou hid thy bride?

Weeps she in desert shades?

Alad my Rintrah, bring the lovely jedous Ocalythron.
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"Arise, my son! bring dl thy brethren, O thou King of Fire!

Prince of the Sun! | see thee with thy innumerable race,

Thick asthe summer gars,

But each, ramping, his golden mane shakes,

And thine eyes rgjoice because of strength, O Rintrah, furious King!'

Enitharmon dept

Eighteen hundred years. Man was a dream,
The night of Nature and their harps ungtrung!
She dept in middle of her nightly song
Eighteen hundred years, a Female dream.

Shadows of men in fleeting bands upon the winds

Divide the heavens of Europe;

Till Albion's Angd, smitten with his own plagues, fled with his bands.
The cloud bears hard on Albion's shore,

Fll'd with immorta Demons of futurity:

In council gather the amitten Angdls of Albion;

The cloud bears hard upon the council-house, down rushing

On the heads of Albion's Angels.

One hour they lay buriéd benesth the ruins of that hall;
But as the stars rise from the Sdlt Lake, they arisein pain,
In troubled mists, o'erclouded by the terrors of struggling times.

In thoughts perturb'd they rose from the bright ruins, silent following
The fiery King, who sought his ancient temple, serpent-form'd,
That stretches out its shady length dong the Idand white.

Round him rall'd his clouds of war; slent the Angd went

Along the infinite shores of Thamesto golden Verulam.

There stand the venerable porches, that high-towering rear
Their oak-surrounded pillars, form'd of massy stones, uncut
With tool, stones precious! -- such eternd in the heavens,

Of colours twelve (few known on earth) give light in the opaque,
Pac'd in the order of the stars; when the five senses whelm'd

In deluge O'er the earth-born man, then turn'd the fluxile eyes
Into two dationary orbs, concentrating dl things

The ever-varying spird ascents to the Heavens of Heavens
Were bended downward, and the nogtrils golden gates shut,
Turn'd outward, barr'd, and petrify'd againgt the Infinite.

Thought changd the Infinite to a Serpent, that which pitieth
To adevouring flame; and Man fled from its face and hid

In forests of night: then al the eternd forests were divided

Into earths, rolling in circles of Space, that like an ocean rush'd
And overwhdmed dl except this finite wal of flesh.
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Then was the Serpent temple form'd, image of Infinite,
Shut up in finite revolutions, and Man became an Angd,
Heaven amighty circle turning, God a tyrant crown'd.

Now arriv'd the ancient Guardian at the southern porch,

That planted thick with trees of blackest leaf, and in avde

Obscure enclosd the Stone of Night; oblique it stood, o'erhung
With purple flowers and berries red, image of that sweet South,
Once open to the heavens, and elevated on the human neck,

Now overgrown with hair, and cover'd with a story roof
Downward 'tis sunk benesth th' attractive North, that round the fest,
A raging whirlpool, draws the dizzy enquirer to his grave.

Albion's Angd rose upon the Stone of Night.
He saw Urizen on the Atlantic;

And his brazen Book,

That Kings and Priests had copied on Earth,
Expanded from North to South.

And the dlouds and fires paeroll'd round in the night of Enitharmon,
Round Albion's diffs and London'swalls: ill Enitharmon dept.

Ralling volumes of grey mist involve Churches, Pdaces Towers,

For Urizen unclagp'd his Book, feeding his soul with pity.

The youth of England, hid in gloom, curse the pain'd heavens, compdl'd
Into the deadly night to see the form of Albion's Angdl.

Their parents brought them forth, and Agéd Ignorance preaches, canting,
On avast rock, perceiv'd by those senses that are closd from thought--
Bleak, dark, abrupt it stands, and overshadows London city.

They saw his bony feet on the rock, the flesh consum'd in flames,

They saw the Serpent temple lifted above, shadowing the Idand white;
They heard the voice of Albion's Angdl, howling in flames of Orc,
Seeking the trump of the Last Doom.

Above the rest the howl was heard from Westmingter, louder and louder:
The Guardian of the secret codes forsook his ancient mansion,

Driven out by the flames of Orc; his furr'd robes and false locks

Adhered and grew one with his flesh and nerves, and veins shot thro' them.
With dismd torment sick, hanging upon thewind, hefled

Groveling, aong Great George Street, thro' the Park gate: al the soldiers
Fled from his sght: he dragg'd his torments to the wilderness.

Thus was the howl thro" Europe!

For Orc regjoic'd to hear the howling shadows;

But Pdamabron shot his lightnings, trenching down his wide back;
And Rintrah hung with dl hislegionsin the nether deep.
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Enitharmon laugh'd in her deep to see (O woman's triumph!)

Every house a den, every man bound: the shadows arefill'd

With spectres, and the windows wove over with curses of iron:

Over the doors "Thou shdt not', and over the chimneys "Fear' is written:
With bands of iron round their necks fasten'd into the walls

The citizens, in leaden gyves the inhabitants of suburbs

Wak heavy; soft and bent are the bones of villagers.

Between the clouds of Urizen the flames of Orc roll heavy
Around the limbs of Albion's Guardian, his flesh consuming:
Howlings and hissings, shrieks and groans, and voices of despair
Arise around him in the cloudy heavens of Albion. Furious,

The red-limb'd Angel saiZd in horror and torment

The trump of the Last Doom; but he could not blow the iron tube!
Thrice he assay'd presumptuous to awake the dead to Judgment.
A mighty Spirit legp'd from the land of Albion,

Nam'd Newton: he seiz'd the trump, and blow'd the enormous blast!
Ydlow asleaves of autumn, the myriads of Angdic hosts

Fdl thro' the wintry skies, seeking their graves,

Rattling their hollow bones in howling and lamentation.

Then Enitharmon woke, nor knew that she had dept;
And eighteen hundred years were fled

Asif they had not been.

She call'd her sons and daughters

To the ports of night

Within her crystd house,

And thus her song proceeds:--

"Arisg, Ethinthud tho' the earthrworm cdll,
Le himcdl invan,

Till the night of holy shadows

And human solitude is padt!

“Ethinthus, Queen of Waters, how thou shinest in the sky!

My daughter, how do | rgjoice! for thy children flock around,

Like the gay fishes on the wave, when the cold moon drinks the dew.
Ethinthud thou art sweet as comforts to my fainting soul,

For now thy waters warble round the feet of Enitharmon

"Manatha-Varcyon! | behold thee flaming in my hdls.
Light of thy mother's soul! | seethy lovely eagles round;
Thy golden wings are my delight, and thy flames of soft delusion.

"Whereis my luring bird of Eden? Leutha, Slent love!
Leutha, the many-colour'd bow delights upon thy wingd
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Soft soul of flowers, Leuthal
Swedt amiling Pestilence! | see thy blushing light;

Thy daughters, many changing,
Revolve like sweet perfumes ascending, O Leutha, Silken Queen!

"Whereis the youthful Antamon, Prince of the Pearly Dew?
O Antamon! why wilt thou leave thy mother Enitharmon?
Alonel seetheg, crydtd form,

Floating upon the bosom'd air,

With lineaments of gratified desire.

My Antamon! the seven churches of Leutha seek thy love,

"I hear the soft Oothoon in Enitharmon's tents;

Why wilt thou give up woman's secrecy, my meancholy child?
Between two moments Blissisripe.

O Theotormon! robb'd of joy, | see thy sdlt tears flow

Down the steps of my crysta house.

"Sothaand Thirdathal secret dwellers of dresmful caves,

Arise and please the horrent Fiend with your melodious songs;
Still dl your thunders, goldenhoof'd, and bind your horses black.
Orc! amile upon my children,

Smile, son of my &flictiond

Arise, O Orc, and give our mountains joy of thy red light!'

She ceasd; for al wereforth at sport beneath the solemn moon
Waking the stars of Urizen with their immorta songs,

That Nature fdt thro' al her pores the enormous revelry,

Till Morning opened the eastern gate;

Then every onefled to his gation, and Enitharmon wegpt.

But terrible Orc, when he beheld the morning in the Eadt,
Shot from the heights of Enitharmon,
And in the vineyards of red France appear'd the light of hisfury.

The Sun glow'd fiery red!

The furious Terrors flew around

On golden chariots, raging with red whedls, dropping with blood
The Lions lash their wrathful taild

The Tigers couch upon the prey and suck the ruddy tide;

And Enitharmon groans and cries in anguish and dismay.

Then Los arose: his head he rear'd, in snaky thunders clad;

And with acry that shook al Nature to the utmost pole,
Cdl'd dl his sonsto the strife of blood.
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THE BOOK OF URIZEN
Engraved 1794
THE FIRST BOOK OF URIZEN
Preludium to the First Book of Urizen

Of the primeva Priest's assum'd power,
When Eternals spurn'd back his Religion,
And gave him aplacein the North,
Obscure, shadowy, void, solitary.

Eterndd | hear your cdl gladly.
Dictate swift winged words, and fear not
To unfold your dark visons of torment.

CHAPTER |

1. Lo, aShadow of horror isrisen

In Eternity! unknown, unpralific,
Sdf-closd, dl-repdling. What Demon
Hath form'd this @bominable VVoid,

This soul-shuddring Vacuum? Some said
It is Urizen. But unknown, abstracted,
Brooding, secret, the dark Power hid.

2. Times on times he divided, and measur'd
Space by space in his ninefold darkness,
Unseen, unknown; changes appear'd

Like desolate mountains, rifted furious

By the black winds of perturbation.

3. For he strove in battles dire,

In unseen conflictions with Shapes,

Bred from his forsaken wilderness,

Of beadt, bird, fish, serpent, and element,
Combustion, blast, vapour, and cloud.

4. Dark, revolving in Slent activity,
Unseen in tormenting passions,
An Activity unknown and horrible,
A sdf-contemplating Shadow,

In enormous labours occupiéed.
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5. But Eternads behdld his vast forests;
Ages on ages he lay, dosd, unknown,
Brooding, shut in the deep; dl avoid
The petrific, abominable Chaos.

6. His cold horrors, silent, dark Urizen
Prepar'd; his ten thousands of thunders,
Rang'd in gloom'd array, stretch out across
The dread world; and the rolling of whedls,
As of swelling seas, sound in his clouds,

In his hills of gor'd shows, in his mountains
Of hail and ice; voices of terror

Are heard, like thunders of autumn,

When the cloud blazes over the harvests.

CHAPTER I

1. Earth was not, nor globes of attraction;
The will of the Immorta expanded

Or contracted his al-flexible senses;
Degth was not, but Eternd life sprung.

2. The sound of atrumpet the heavens
Awoke, and vast clouds of blood roll'd
Round the dim rocks of Urizen, so nam'd
That solitary one in Immensity.

3. Shrill the trumpet! and myriads of Eternity
Muster around the bleak deserts,

Now fill'd with clouds, darkness, and waters,
That roll'd perplex'd, labring; and utter'd
Words articulate, burgting in thunders,

That roll'd on the tops of his mountains--

4. "From the depths of dark solitude, from
The Eternd abode in my Holiness,
Hidden, set gpart, in my stern counsdls,
Reserv'd for the days of futurity,

| have sought for ajoy without pain,

For asolid without fluctuation.

Why will you die, O Eternds?

Why live in unquenchable burnings?

5. "Frgt | fought with the fire, consum'd
Inwards into a degp world within,
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A Void immense, wild, dark and deep,
Where nothing was--Nature's wide womb;
And sf-baanc'd, stretch'd o'er the void,

| done, even I! the winds merciless
Bound; but condensing in torrents

They fdl and fdl; srong | repdl'd

The vast waves, and arose on the waters
A wide World of solid obstruction.

6. Heredonel, in booksform'd of metds,
Have written the secrets of Wisdom,

The secrets of dark Contemplation,

By fightings and conflicts dire

With terrible mongters sin-bred,

Which the bosoms of dl inhabit--

Seven deadly Sins of the Soul.

7. °Lo! | unfold my darkness, and on
Thisrock place, with strong hand, the Book
Of Eternd brass, written in my solitude:

8. "Laws of peace, of love, of unity,
Of pity, compassion, forgiveness,

Let each choose one habitation,

His ancient infinite mangon,

One command, one joy, one desire,
One curse, one weight, one measure,
One King, one God, one Law.'

CHAPTER 11

1. The voice ended: they saw his pae visage
Emerge from the darkness, his hand

On therock of Eternity unclagping

The Book of brass. Rage seiz'd the strong--

2. Rage, fury, intenseindignation,
In cataracts of fire, blood, and gall,
In whirlwinds of sulphurous smoke,
And enormous forms of energy,

In living cregtions appear'd,

In the flames of eternd fury.

3. Sund'ring, dark'ning, thund'ring,
Rent away with aterrible crash,
Eternity roll'd wide apart,
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Wide asunder ralling;

Mountainous, dl around

Departing, departing, departing,

Leaving ruinous fragments of life,
Hanging, frowning dliffs, and, dl between,
An Ocean of voidness unfathomable.

4. Theroaring firesran o'er the heav'ns
In whirlwinds and cataracts of blood,
And o'er the dark deserts of Urizen
Fires pour thro' the void, on dl sides,
On Urizen's sdf-begotten armies.

5. But no light from the fired dl was darkness
In the flames of Eternd fury.

6. In fierce anguish and quenchless flames
To the deserts and rocks he ran raging,

To hide; but he could not. Combining,

He dug mountains and hillsin vast srength,
He piléd them in incessant |abour,

In howlings and pangs and fierce madness,
Long periods in burning fires labouring;
Till hoary, and age-broke, and agéd,

In despair and the shadows of degath

7. And aroof vast, petrific, around

On dl sdes he framn'd, like awomb,
Where thousands of rivers, in veins

Of blood, pour down the mountains to cool
The eternd fires, beating without

From Eterndls, and like a black Globe,
View'd by sons of Eternity, standing

On the shore of the infinite ocean,

Like a human heart, sruggling and begting,
The vast world of Urizen appear'd.

8. And Los, round the dark globe of Urizen,
Kept watch for Eternasto confine

The obscure separation aone;

For Eternity stood wide apart,

Asthe stars are apart from the earth,

9. Los wept, howling around the dark Demon,

And curang hislat; for in anguish
Urizen was rent from his Sde,

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 157

And afathomless VVoid for his fest,
And intense fires for his dwelling.

10. But Urizen, laid in astory deep,
Unorganizd, rent from Eternity.

11. The Eternds said: "What is this? Death?
Urizenisaclod of clay!"

12. Los howl'd in adisma stupor,
Groaning, gnashing, groaning,
Till the wrenching agpart was healed.

13. But the wrenching of Urizen hed'd not.
Cold, featureless, flesh or clay,

Rifted with direful changes,
Helay in adreamless night,

14. Till Losrousd hisfires, affrighted
At the formless, unmeasurable Death.

CHAPTER IV

1. Los, smitten with astonishment,
Frighten'd at the hurtling bones

2. And a the surging, sulphureous,
Perturbéd, immorta, mad raging

3. Inwhirlwinds, and pitch, and nitre
Round the furious limbs of Los.

4. And Losforméd nets and gins,
And threw the nets round about.

5. Hewatch'd in shudd'ring fear
The dark changes, and bound every change
With rivets of iron and brass.

6. And these were the changes of Urizen:--
CHAPTER IV A
1. Ages on agesroll'd over him;

In stony deep agesroll'd over him,
Like a dark waste stretching, changeable,
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By earthquakesriv'n, belching sullen fires:
On agesroll'd agesin ghastlly

Sick torment; around him in whirlwinds
Of darkness the Eternal Prophet howl'd,
Bedting ill on hisrivets of iron,

Pouring solder of iron; dividing

The horrible night into watches.

2. And Urizen (so his eternd name)

His prolific ddight obscur'd more and more,
In dark secrecy hiding in surging

Sulphureous fluid his phantasies.

The Eterna Prophet heav'd the dark bellows,
And turn'd restless the tongs, and the hammer
Incessant begt, forging chains new and new,
Numb'ring with links hours, days, and years.

3. The Eternd mind, bounded, began to rall
Eddies of wrath, ceasdless, round and round,
And the sulphureous foam, surging thick,
Settled, alake, bright and shining clear,
White as the snow on the mountains cold.

4. Forgetfulness, dumbness, necessity,
In chains of the mind lockéd up,

Like fetters of ice shrinking together,
Disorganizd, rent from Eternity,

Los best on hisfetters of iron;

And heated his furnaces, and pour'd
Iron solder and solder of brass.

5. Redtless turn'd the Immortal, enchain'd,
Heaving dolorous, anguish'd, unbearable;
Till aroof, shaggy, wild, enclosd
In an orb hisfountain of thought.

6. In ahorrible, dreamful dumber,
Likethelinked infernd chain,

A vagt Spine writh'd in torment
Upon the winds, shooting pain'd
Ribs, like abending cavern;

And bones of solidness froze
Over dl his nerves of joy--

And afirst Age passed over,
And adate of dismal woe.
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7. From the caverns of his jointed Spine
Down sunk with fright ared

Round Globe, hot, burning, deep,

Deep down into the Abyss,

Panting, conglobing, trembling,
Shooting out ten thousand branches
Around his solid bones--

And a second Age passed over,

And adtate of dismal woe.

8. In harrowing fear rolling round,
His nervous Brain shot branches
Round the branches of his Heart,
On high, into two little orbs,

And fixed in two little caves,
Hiding carefully from the wind,
His Eyes behdld the deep--

And athird Age passed over,
And a gtate of disma woe.

9. The pangs of hope began.

In heavy pain, griving, struggling,

Two Ears, in close volutions,

From benegath his orbs of vision

Shot spiring out, and petrified

Asthey grew--And afourth Age passed,
And a gtate of disma woe.

10. In ghastly torment Sick,

Hanging upon the wind,

Two Nogtrils bent down to the deep--
And afifth Age passed over,

And agate of dismal woe.

11. In ghastly torment Sick,

Within hisribs bloated round

A craving, hungry Cavern;

Thence arose his channell'd Throat,
And, like ared flame, a Tongue

Of thirgt and of hunger appear'd--
And a sixth Age passed over,

And adtate of dismal woe.

12. Enraged and gtifled with torment,

He threw hisright Arm to the North,
Hisleft Arm to the South,
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Shooting out in anguish deep,

And his Feet samp'd the nether Abyss
In trembling and howling and dismay--
And a seventh Age passed over,

And a gtate of disma woe.

CHAPTER YV

1. Interrors Los shrunk from his task:
His great hammer fell from his hand;
Hisfires beheld, and sckening

Hid their strong limbs in smoke;

For with noises, ruinous, loud,

With hurtlings and dashings and groans,
The Immortal endur'd his chains,

Tho' bound in adeadly deep.

2. All the myriads of Eternity,
All thewisdom and joy of life
Rall likeaseaaround him;
Except what hislittle orbs
Of sght by degrees unfold.

3. And now his Eternd life,
Like adream, was obliterated.

4. Shudd'ring, the Eterna Prophet smote
With astroke from his North to South region.
The bellows and hammer are sllent now;

A nerveless slence his prophetic voice
Seizd; acold Solitude and dark Void

The Eterna Prophet and Urizen closd.

5. Ageson agesroll'd over them,

Cut off from life and light, frozen

Into horrible forms of deformity.

Los suffer'd hisfiresto decay;

Then helook'd back with anxious desire,
But the Space, undivided by existence,
Struck horror into his soul.

6. Los wept, obscur'd with mourning,
His bosom earthquak'd with sighs;
He saw Urizen, deadly, black,

In his chains bound; and Pity began,

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 161

7. In anguish dividing and dividing--

For Pity divides the soul--

In pangs, Eternity on Eternity,

Life in cataracts pour'd down his dliffs.
The Void shrunk the lymph into Nerves,
Wand'ring wide on the bosom of night,
And left around globe of blood
Trembling upon the Void.

Thus the Eternd Prophet was divided
Before the degth image of Urizen,

For in changeable clouds and darkness,
In awinterly night benesth,

The Abyss of Los stretch'd immense;
And now seen, now obscur'd, to the eyes
Of Eternds the visons remote

Of the dark separation appear'd:

As glasses discover Worlds

In the endless Abyss of space,

So the expanding eyes of Immortals
Beheld the dark visions of Los,

And the globe of life-blood trembling.

8. The globe of life-blood trembled,
Branching out into roots,

Fibrous, writhing upon the winds,
Fibres of blood, milk, and tears,

In pangs, Eternity on Eternity.

At length in tears and cries embodied,
A Femdeform, trembling and pae,
Waves before his deathy face.

9. All Eternity shudder'd at sight
Of the first Female, now separate,
Pde asacloud of snow,

Waving before the face of Los.

10. Wonder, awe, fear, astonishment
Petrify the Eternd myriads

At thefirst Femade form now separate.
They cdl'd her Rity, and fled.

11. "Spread a Tent with strong curtains around them!

Let cords and stakes bind in the Void,
That Eternd's may no more behold them.’
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12. They began to weave curtains of darkness,
They erected large pillars round the Void,
With golden hooks fasten'd in the pillars;

With infinite labour the Eternds

A woof wove, and caléd it Science.

CHAPTER VI

1. But Los saw the Female, and pitied;

He embrac'd her; she wept, she refusd,
In perverse and crud delight

She fled from hisarms, yet he follow'd.

2. Eternity shudder'd when they saw
Man begetting his likeness
On hisown Divided Image!

3. A time passed over: the Eternds
Began to erect the tent,

When Enitharmon, sick,

Felt aWorm within her womb.

4. Yet heplessit lay, likeaWorm
In the trembling womb,
To be moulded into existence.

5. All day the Worm lay on her bosom;
All night within her womb

The Worm lay till it grew to a Serpent,
With dolorous hissngs and poisons
Round Enitharmon'sloins folding.

6. Cail'd within Enitharmon's womb
The Serpent grew, casting its scaes,
With sharp pangs the hissings began

To changeto agrating cry --

Many sorrows and disma throes,
Many forms of fish, bird, and beast
Brought forth an Infant form
Where was aWorm before.

7. The Eternds ther tent finished,
Alarm'd with these gloomy visons,
When Enitharmon, groaning,
Produc'd aMan-Child to the light.
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8. A driek ran thro' Eternity,
And a paraytic stroke,
At the birth of the Human Shadow.

9. Delving earth in his resistless way,
Howling, the Child with fierce flames
|ssu'd from Enitharmon.

10. The Eternals closed the tent;
They beat down the stakes, the cords
Stretch'd for awork of Eternity --

No more Los beheld Eternity!

11. In his hands he seizd the Infant,
He bathéd him in springs of sorrow,
He gave him to Enitharmon.

CHAPTER VII

1. They named the child Orc; he grew,
Fed with milk of Enitharmon.

2. Los awoke her. O sorrow and pain!
A tightning girdie grew

Around his bosom. In sobbings

He burst the girdle in twain;

But dill another girdle

Oppressd his bosom. In sobbings

Agan heburg it. Again
Another girdle succeeds.

The girdle was form'd by day;
By night was burgt in twain.

3. Thesefdling down on the Rock
Into an iron Chain,
In each other link by link lock'd.

4. They took Orc to the top of amountain.
O how Enitharmon wegpt!

They chain'd his young limbs to the Rock
With the Chain of Jedlousy,

Benegth Urizen's deathful Shadow.

5. The Dead heard the voice of the Child,
And began to awake from deep;

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE

All things heard the voice of the Child,
And began to awaketo life.

6. And Urizen, craving with hunger,
Stung with the odours of Nature,
Explor'd his dens around.

7. Heform'd aline and a plummet
To divide the Abyss benegth;
Heform'd adividing rule;

8. Heformed scales to weigh,

He formed massy weights;

He forméd a brazen quadrant;
He forméd golden compasses,
And began to explore the Abyss,
And he planted a garden of fruits.

9. But Los encircled Enitharmon
With fires of Prophecy
From the sight of Urizen and Orc.

10. And she bore an enormous race.
CHAPTER VIII

1. Urizen explor'd his dens,

Mountain, moor, and wilderness,

With aglobe of fire lighting his journey --
A fearful journey, annoy'd

By crud enormities, forms

Of life on his forsaken mountains.

2. And hisWorld teem'd vast enormiities,
Fright'ning, faithless, fawvning,

Portions of life, amilitudes

Of afoot, or ahand, or a head,

Or aheart, or an eye; they swam mischievous,
Dread terrors, ddighting in blood!

3. Most Urizen sicken'd to see

His eternal creations appesr,

Sons and daughters of sorrow, on mountains,
Weeping, waliling. First Thiriel appear'd,
Agtonish'd at his own existence,

Like aman from acloud born; and Utha,
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From the waters emerging, laments;

Grodna rent the deep earth, howling,

Amazd; his heavensimmense crack

Like the ground parch'd with heet; then Fuzon
Ham'd out, first begotten, last born,

All his Eternd sonsin like manner;

His daughters, from green herbs and cattle,
From mongters and worms of the pit.

4, Hein darkness closd view'd dl hisrace,
And his soul sicken'd! He cursd

Both sons and daughters; for he saw

That no flesh nor spirit could keep

Hisiron laws one moment.

5. For he saw that Lifeliv'd upon Desth:
The Ox in the daughter- house moans;
The Dog at the wintry door;

And he wept, and he calléd it Pity,

And histears flowéd down on the winds.

6. Cold he wander'd on high, over their Cities,
In weeping and pain and woe;

And wherever he wander'd, in sorrows

Upon the agéd Heavens,

A cold Shadow follow'd behind him

Like a spider's web, moist, cold, and dim,
Drawing out from his sorrowing soul,

The dungeontlike heaven dividing,

Wherever the footsteps of Urizen

Wakeéd over the cities in sorrow;

7. Till aWeb, dark and cold, throughout all
The tormented element stretch'd

From the sorrows of Urizen's soul.

And the Web is aFemde in embryo;

None could bresk the Web, no wings of fire,

8. So twisted the cords, and so knotted
The meshes, twisted like to the human brain.

9. And dl cdl'd it the Net of Religion.
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CHAPTER IX

1. Then the Inhabitants of those Cities
Fdt their Nerves change into Marrow,
And hardening Bones began

In swift diseases and torments,

In throbbings and shootings and grindings,
Thro' dl the coasts; till weaken'd

The Sensesinward rush'd, shrinking
Beneath the dark Net of infection;

2. Till the shrunken eyes, clouded over,
Discern'd not the woven Hypocrisy;

But the streaky dime in their heavens,
Brought together by narrowing perceptions,
Appear'd trangparent air; for their eyes
Grew smdl like the eyes of aman,

And, in reptile forms shrinking together,

Of seven feet dature they remain'd.

3. Six days they shrunk up from existence,
And on the seventh day they rested,

And they blessd the seventh day, in sick hope,
And forgot their Eternd life.

4. And their Thirty Cities divided

In form of a Human Heart.

No more could they rise at will

In the infinite Void, but bound down

To earth by their narrowing perceptions,
They livéd aperiod of years,

Then |eft anoisome body

To thejaws of devouring darkness.

5. And their children wept, and built

Tombs in the desolate places,

And form'd Laws of Prudence, and cdl'd them
The Eternd Laws of God.

6. And the Thirty Citiesremaind,
Surrounded by sdt floods, now call'd
Africa its name was then Egypt.

7. The remaining sons of Urizen

Beheld their brethren shrink together
Beneath the Net of Urizen.
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Persuason wasin van;

For the ears of the inhabitants

Were wither'd and deafen'd and cold,
And their eyes could not discern
Their brethren of other cities.

8. So Fuzon cadl'd al together
The remaining children of Urizen,
And they left the pendulous earth.
They cdled it Egypt, and |eft it.

9. And the sat Ocean rolleéd englob'd.
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THE SONG OF LOS
Engraved 1795
Africa

| Will sing you a song of Los, the Eternal Prophet:
He sung it to four harps, at the tables of Eternity,
In heart-formed Africa.
Urizen faded! Ariston shudder'd!
And thus the Song began;--

Adam stood in the garden of Eden,

And Noah on the mountains of Ararat;

They saw Urizen give his Laws to the Nations
By the hands of the children of Los.

Adam shudder'd! Noah faded! Black grew the sunny African

When Rintrah gave Abstract Philosophy to Brahmain the East.

(Night spoke to the Cloud:

"Lo! these Human-form'd spirits, in smiling hypocrisy, war

Agang one another; so et them war on, daves to the eternal elements.)
Noah shrunk beneath the waters,

Abram fled in fires from Chaldaeg;

Moses beheld upon Mount Sinai forms of dark deluson.

To Trismegistus, Pdamabron gave an abstract Law;
To Pythagoras, Socrates, and Plato.

Timesrolled on oer dl the sons of Har: time after time

Orc on Mount Atlas howl'd, chain'd down with the Chain of Jealousy;
Then Oothoon hover'd over Judah and Jerusalem,

And Jesus heard her voice -- aMan of Sorrows! -- He receiv'd

A Gospd from wretched Theotormon.

The human race began to wither; for the hedthy built
Secluded places, fearing the joys of Love,

And the diseaséd only propagated.

So Antamon cdl'd up Leutha from her valeys of ddight,
And to Mahomet aloose Bible gave;

But in the North, to Odin, Sotha gave a Code of War,
Because of Diraada, thinking to reclam hisjoy.

These were the Churches, Hospitals, Castles, Paaces,
Like nets and gins and traps, to catch the joys of Eternity,
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And dl therest adesert;
Till, like adream, Eternity was obliterated and erased,

Since that dread day when Har and Hevafled,

Because ther brethren and ssterslivid in War and Lust;
And, asthey fled, they shrunk

Into two narrow doleful forms,

Creeping in reptile flesh upon

The bosom of the ground;

And dl the vast of Nature shrunk

Before their shrunken eyes.

Thus the terrible race of Los and Enitharmon gave

Laws and Rdigions to the sons of Har, binding them more
And more to Earth, closng and restraining;

Till aPhilosophy of Five Senses was complete:

Urizen wept, and gave it into the hands of Newton and Locke.

Cloudsroll heavy upon the Alps round Rousseau and Voltaire,
And on the mountains of Lebanon round the deceased Gods
Of Ada, and on the deserts of Africaround the Fallen Angels.
The Guardian Prince of Albion burnsin his nightly tent.

Asia

The Kings of Asiaheard

The howl rise up from Europe,

And each ran out from his Web,

From his ancient woven Den;

For the darkness of Asiawas startled

At the thick-flaming, thought- creating fires of Orc.

And the Kings of Asastood
And cried in bitterness of soul:--

"Shdl not the King cdl for Famine from the hegth,
Nor the Priest for Pestilence from the fen,

To redrain, to dismay, to thin

The inhabitants of mountain and plain,

In the day of full-feeding prosperity

And the night of delicious songs?

Shdl not the Counsdllor throw his curb
Of Poverty on the laborious,

Tofix the price of |abour,

To invent dlegoric riches?
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And the privy admonishers of men

Cdl for Fresin the City,

For hegps of smoking ruins,

In the night of prosperity and wantonness,

To turn man from his path,

To restrain the child from the womb,
To cut off the bread from the city;
That the remnant may learn to obey,

That the pride of the heart may fall,

That the lust of the eyes may be quench'd,
That the delicate ear in itsinfancy

May be dull'd, and the nogtrils closd up,
To teach Morta Worms the path

That leads from the gates of the Grave?

Urizen heard them cry,

And his shudd'ring, waving wings

Went enormous above the red flames,
Drawing clouds of despair thro' the Heavens
Of Europe as he went.

And his Books of brass, iron, and gold
Méted over theland as he flew,

Heavy-waving, howling, weeping.

And he stood over Judaea,
And gtay'd in hisancient place,
And stretch'd his clouds over Jerusdem;

For Adam, amouldering skeleton,
Lay bleach'd on the garden of Eden;
And Noah, as white as snow,

On the mountains of Ararat.

Then the thunders of Urizen bdlow'd doud
From his woven darkness above.

Orc, raging in European darkness,
Arose like apillar of fire above the Alps,
Like aserpent of fiery flame!

The sullen Earth

Shrunk!

Forth from the dead dust, rattling bones to bones
Join. Shaking, convulsd, the shiv'ring Clay bregthes,
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And al Flesh naked stands. Fathers and Friends,
Mothers and Infants, Kings and Warriors.

The Grave shrieks with ddlight, and shakes
Her hollow womb, and clasps the solid stem:
Her bosom swells with wild desire;

And milk and blood and glandous wine

In rivers rush, and shout and dance,

On mountain, dale, and plain.

The Song of Losisended
Urizen Wegt.
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SELECTIONSFROM THE FOUR ZOAS

sometimes called "Vala'
Manuscript circa 1797-1804

I ntroduction to Night the First

The song of the Agéd Mother, which shook the heavens with wrath,
Hearing the march of long-resounding, strong, heroic Verse,
Marshdl'd in order for the day of Intellectud Baitle.

Four Mighty Ones are in every Man: a perfect Unity

Cannot exist but from the Universal Brotherhood of Eden,

The Universd Man, to Whom be glory evermore. Amen.

Wheét are the Natures of those Living Crestures the Heavenly Father only
Knoweth: no Individua knoweth, nor can know in al Eternity.

The Wanderer

Enion brooded o'er the rocks: the rough rocks groaning vegetate --

Such power was given to the solitary Wanderer --

The barkéd Oak, the long-limb'd Beech, the Chestnut-tree, the Pine,

The Pear-tree mild, the frowning Wanut, the sharp Crab, and Apple sweet
The rough bark opens, twittering peep forth little besks and wings,

The Nightingde, the Goldfinch, Robin, Lark, Linnet and Thrush;

The Goat legp'd from the craggy diff, the Sheep awoke from the mould,;
Upon its green gak rose the Corn, waving innumerable,

Enfolding the bright infants from the desolating winds.

A Vision of Eternity

Eternity appear'd above them as One Man, enfolded

In Luvah'srobes of blood, and bearing dl his &fflictions

Asthe sun shines down on the misty earth, such was the Vison.

But purple Night, and crimson Morning, and golden Day, descending

Thro' the clear changing atmosphere, display'd green fields among

The varying clouds, like Paradises stretch'd in the expanse,

With towns, and villages, and temples, tents, sheep-folds and pastures,
Where dwell the children of the Elementa worldsin harmony.

The Song sung at the Feast of Los and Enitharmon
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The Mountain calléd out to the Mountain: “Awake, O Brother Mountain!
Let us refuse the Plough and Spade, the heavy Roller and spiked
Harrow; burn al these corn-fidds; throw down dl these fences

Fatten'd on human blood, and drunk with wine of lifeis better far
Than dl these [abours of the harvest and the vintage. Seetheriver,
Red with the blood of Men, swdls lustful round my rocky knees:
My clouds are not the clouds of verdant fields and groves of fruit,
But Clouds of Human Souls my nogtrils drink the Lives of Men.

“The Villages lament, they faint, outstretch'd upon the plain:
Wailing runs round the Valeys from the mill and from the barn:
But most the polish'd Palaces, dark, silent, bow with dread,
Hiding their books and pictures underneath the dens of Earth.

“The Cities send to one another saying: "My sons are mad
With wine of crudty! Let us plait ascourge, O Siger City!
Children are nourish'd for the daughter. Once the child was fed
With milk; but wherefore now are children fed with blood?"

The Song of Enitharmon over Los
| seize the sphery harp, drike the stringd!

At thefirst sound the golden Sun arises from the deep,

And shakes his awful hair;

The Echo wakes the moon to unbind her slver locks:

The golden Sun bears on my song,

And nine bright Spheres of harmony rise round the fiery king.

Thejoy of Woman is the death of her most best-beloved,
Who diesfor love of her

In torments of fierce jealousy and pangs of adoration:

The Lovers night bears on my song,

And the nine Spheres rgjoice beneath my powerful control.

They Sng unceasing to the notes of my immorta hand.
The solemn, slent Moon

Reverberates the living harmony upon my limbs;

The birds and beasts rgoice and play,

And every one seeksfor his mate to prove hisinmost joy.

Furious and terrible they sport and rend the nether Deep;

The Deep lifts up his rugged heed,
And, log in infinite humming wings, vanisheswith acry.
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Thefading cry isever dying:
Theliving voiceis ever living initsinmogt joy.

Arise, you little glancing wings and Sng your infant joy!
Arise and drink your bliss!

For everything thet livesin holy; for the Source of Life
Descends to be a Weeping Babe;

For the Earthworm renews the moisture of the sandy plain.

Now my left hand | stretch to Earth benesath,

And drike the terrible string.

| wake sweet joy in dens of sorrow, and | plant asmile
Inforests of afliction,

And wake the bubbling springs of lifein regions of dark desth.

O, I an weary! Lay thine hand upon me, or | faint.

| faint beneeth these beams of thine;

For thou hast touched my five Senses, and they answer'd thee.
Now | am nothing, and | sink,

And on the bed of slence deep, till thou awakest me.

The Wail of Enion

| am made to sow the thistle for whest, the nettle for a nourishing dainty:

| have planted afase oath in the earth, it has brought forth a Poison Tree:
| have chosen the serpent for a counsdllor, and the dog

For a schoolmaster to my children:

| have blotted out from light and living the dove and nightingale,

And | have caused the earthworm to beg from door to door:

| have taught the thief a secret path into the house of the judt:

| have taught pae Artifice to spread his nets upon the morning

My heavens are brass, my earth isiron, my moon aclod of clay,

My sun a pestilence burning at noon, and a vapour of degth in night.

Wheat isthe price of Experience? Do men buy it for a song,

Or Wisdom for adance in the street? No! it is bought with the price
Of dl that aman hath -- his house, hiswife, his children.

Wisdom is sold in the desolate market where none come to buy,
And in the wither'd field where the farmer ploughs for bread in vain.

It isan easy thing to triumph in the summer's sun,

And in the vintage, and to sing on the waggon loaded with corn:
It isan easy thing to talk of patience to the afflicted,

To spesk the laws of prudence to the houseless wanderer,

To ligen to the hungry raven's cry in wintry season,
When the red blood is fill'd with wine and with the marrow of lambs:
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It is an easy thing to laugh at wrathful dements;

To hear the dog how! at the wintry door, the ox in the daughter-house moan;
To see a God on every wind and ablessing on every blast;

To hear sounds of Love in the thunderstorm that destroys our enemy's house;
Torgoicein the blight that covers hisfield, and the sckness that cuts off his
children,

While our olive and vine sing and laugh round our door, and our children bring
fruits and flowers.

Then the groan and the dolour are quite forgotten, and the dave grinding at the
mill,

And the captive in chains, and the poor in the prison, and the soldier in the field
When the shatter'd bone hath laid him groaning among the happier dead:

It isan easy thing to rgoice in the tents of prosperity --

Thuswould | sng and thus rgoice; but it is not so with me.

Winter

Still the faint harps and slver voices cdm the weary couch,

But from the caves of degpest Night, ascending in clouds of migt,
The Winter spread his wide black wings across from pole to pole;
Grim Frost beneath and terrible Snow, link'd in amarriage chain,
Began adisma dance. The Winds around on pointed rocks
Settled like bats innumerable, ready to fly abroad.

The Woes of Urizen in the Dens of Urthona

Ah! how shdl Urizen the King submit to this dark manson?

Ah! how isthis? Once on the heights | stretch'd my throne sublime.

The mountains of Urizen, once of slver, where the sons of wisdom dwelt,
And on whose tops the virgins sang, are rocks of Desolation.

My fountains, once the haunt of swans, now breed the scaly tortoise,
The houses of my harpers are become a haunt of crows,

The gardens of Wisdom are become afield of horrid graves,

And on the bones | drop my tears, and water them in vain.

Once how | walked from my Pdace in gardens of delight!

The sons of wisdom stood around, the harpers follow'd with harps,
Nine virgins, cloth'd in light, composd the song to their immorta voices,
And a my banquets of new wine my head was crown'd with joy.

Thenin my ivory pavilions | dumber'd in the noon,
And walked in the slent night among sweet-smdling flowers,
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Till on my silver bed | dept, and sweet dreams round me hover'd;
But now my land is darken'd and my wise men are departed.

My songs are turned to cries of lamentation

Heard on my mountains, and degp sghs under my pal ace roof;
Because the steeds of Urizen, once swifter than the light,

Were kept back from my Lord and from his chariot of mercies.

O! did | keep the horses of the Day in Slver pastures!
O! | refusd the Lord of Day the horses of his Prince!
O! did I close my treasuries with roofs of solid stone,
And darken dl my palace walls with envyings and hetel

Ofodl! to think that | could hide from hisdl-piercing eyes
The gold and slver and costly stones, his holy workmanship.
Ofool! could | forget the light that filled my bright spheres
Was areflection of hisface who cal'd me from the deep!

| well remember, for | heard the mild and holy voice

Saying: “O Light, spring up and shine," and | sprang up from the deep.
He gave to me aslver sceptre, and crown'd me with a golden crown,
And said: "Go forth and guide my Son who wanders on the ocean.’

| went not forth: | hid mysdlf in black clouds of my wrath:

| call'd the stars around my feet in the night of councils dark;
The stars threw down their spears, and fled naked away.
Wefdl: | saZd thee, dark Urthona, in my left hand, faling,

| seiz'd thee, beauteous Luvah; thou art faded like a flower,

And like alily thy wife Vda, wither'd by winds.

When thou didst bear the golden cup at the immorta tables,

Thy children smote their fiery wings, crown'd with the gold of Heaven.

Thy pure feet stept on the steps divine, too pure for other feet,

And thy fair locks shadow'd thine eyes from the divine effulgence.
Then thou didst keegp with strong Urthona the living gates of Heaven;
But now thou art bow'd down with him, even to the gates of Hell.

Because thou gavest Urizen the wine of the Almighty

For steeds of Light, that they might run in thy golden chariot of pride,
| gave to thee the steeds. | pour'd the stolen wine,

And, drunken with the immorta draught, fell from my throne sublime.

| will arise, explore these dens, and find that deep pulsation
That shakes my caverns with strong shudders. Perhaps this is the Night
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Of Prophecy, and Luvah hath burgt his way from Enitharmon.
When Thought is closd in Caves, then Love shal show itsroot in degpest Hell.

Losin hisWrath

Losrear'd his mighty stature: on Earth stood his feet; above

The Moon his furious forehead, cricled with black bursting thunders;
His naked limbs glitt'ring upon the dark blue sky, his knees

Bathed in bloody clouds; hisloinsin fires of War, where spears
And swords rage, where the Eagles cry and Vultures laugh, saying:

"Now comes the night of carnage, now the flesh of Kings and Princes
Pamper'd in palaces for our food, the blood of Captains nurtur'd

With lust and murder for our drink. The drunken Raven shal wander
All night among the dain, and mock the wounded thet groan in the field.'

The War-Song of Orc

L oud sounds the war-song round red Orc in hisfury,

And round the nameless Shadowy Female in her howling terror,
When dl the Elemental Gods join'd in the wondrous song: --
“Sound the war-trumpet terrific, souls dlad in attractive sted!
Sound the ghrill fife, Serpents of War! | hear the northern drum
Awake! | hear the flappings of the folding bannerd

The Dragons of the North put on their armour;

Upon the eastern sea direct they take their course;

The glittring of their horses trappings sains the vault of night.

"Stop we the rising of the glorious King! spur, spur your clouds
Of death! O northern drum, awake! O hand of iron, sound
The northern drum! Now give the charge! bravely obscur'd

With darts of wintry hail! Again the black bow draw;
Again the dementd gringsto your right breasts draw;
eAnd let the thund'ring drum speed on the arrows black!

Vala's Going Forth

And she went forth and saw the forms of Life and of Delight
Waking on mountains, or flying in the open expanse of heaven.
She heard swest voicesin the winds, and in the voices of birds
That rose from waters, for the waters were as the voice of Luvah,
Not seen to her like waters, or like this dark world of degth;

Tho' dl those fair perfections, which men known only by name.
In beautiful substantia forms gppear'd, and served her

Asfood or drink or ornament, or in delightful works
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To build her bowers. For the e ements brought forth abundantly

The living Soul in glorious forms, and every one came forth,

Waking before her Shadowy face and bowing at her feet.

But, in vain, ddights were poured forth on the howling Meancholy!

For her ddlight the Horse his proud neck bow'd, and his white mane;
And the strong Lion deign'd in his mouth to wear the golden bit;

While the far-beaming Peacock waited on the fragrant wind

To bring her fruits of sweet ddight from trees of richest wonders;

And the strong-pinion'd Eagle bore the fire of Heaven in the night-season.

Urizen's Words of Wisdom

And Urizen reed in his Book of Brassin sounding tones. --
“Listen, O Daughters, to my voice! listen to the words of wisdom!
Compel the Poor to live upon acrust of bread by soft mild arts:
So shdl you govern over dl. Let Mord Duty tune your tongue,
But be your hearts harder than the nether millstone;

To bring the Shadow of Enitharmon beneath our wondrous Tree,
That Los may evaporate like smoke, and be no more.

Draw down Enitharmon to the Spectre of Urthona,

And let him have dominion over Los, the terrible Shade.

Smile when they frown, frown when they smile; and when aman looks pae
With labour and abstinence, say he looks hedthy and happy;

And when his children sicken, let them die: there are enough

Born, even too many, and our earth will soon be overrun

Without these arts. If you would make the Poor live with temper,

With pomp give every crugt of bread you give; with gracious cunning
Magnify smdl gifts; reduce the man to want a gift, and then give with pomp.
Say he amiles, if you hear him sgh; if pde, say heisruddy

Preach temperance: say he is overgorgd, and drowns his wit

In strong drink, tho' you know thet bread and water are dl

He can afford. Hatter hiswife, pity his children, till we can

Reduce dl to our will, as spaniels are taught with art.

The Shade of Enitharmon

Her Shadow went forth and return'd. Now she was pale as snow,

When the mountains and hills are cover'd over, and the paths of men shut up;
But, when her Spirit return'd, as ruddy as amorning when

Theripe fruit blushesinto joy in Heaven's eternd hdlls.

The Serpent Orc

He saw Orc, a Serpent form, augmenting times on times
In the fierce battle; and he saw the Lamb of God, and the world of Los
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Surrounded by his dark machines; for Orc augmented swift

In fury, a Serpent wondrous, among the congtellations of Urizen.
A crest of firerose on his forehead, red as the carbuncle;
Beneath, down to his eydlids, scales of pearl; then gold and silver,
Immingled with the ruby, overspread his visage; down

His furious neck, writhing contortive in dire budding pains,

The scay armour shot out. Stubborn, down his back and bosom,
The emerad, onyx, sapphire, jasper, beryl, amethy,

Strovein terrific emulation which should gain aplace

Upon the mighty fiend -- the fruit of the Mysterious. Tree
Kneaded in Uvith's kneading-trough.

The Last Judgment
Terrified a Non-Exigtence--

For such they deem'd the death of the body -- Los his vegetable hands
Outdtretch'd; hisright hand, branching out in fibrous strength,

Saizd the Sun; hisleft hand, like dark roots, cover'd the Moon,

And tore them down, cracking the heavens across from immense to immense.
Thenfdl thefires of Eternity, with loud and ghill

Sound of loud Trumpet, thundering dong from heaven to heaven,

A mighty sound articulate: "Awake! ye Dead, and come

To Judgment from the four windsl awake, and come away!'

Folding like scralls of the enormous volume of Heaven and Earth,

With thunderous noise and dreadful shakings, rocking to and fro,

The Heavens are shaken, and the Earth removed from its place;

The foundations of the eternd hills discover'd.

The thrones of Kings are shaken, they have lost their robes and crowns;
The Poor smite their oppressors, they awake up to the harvest;

The naked warriors rush together down to the seashore,

Trembling before the multitudes of daves now s at liberty:

They are become like wintry flocks, like forests stripp'd of leaves.

The Oppressed pursue like the wind; there is no room for escape. . . .
The Books of Urizen unroll with dreadful noise! The folding Serpent

Of Orc began to consume in fierce raving fire; hisfierce flames

Issu'd on dl gdes, gathering strength in animating volumes,

Roaring abroad on dl the winds, raging intense, reddening

Into resstless pillars of fire, rolling round and round, gathering

Strength from the earths consum'd, and heavens, and dl hidden abysses,
Whereer the Eagle has explor'd, or Lion or Tiger trod,

Or where the comets of the night, or stars of day

Have shot their arrows or long-beameéd spears in wrath and fury.

And dl the while the Trumpet sounds.
From the clotted gore, and from the hollow den
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Sart forth the trembling millions into flames of mentd fire,
Bathing their limbs in the bright visons of Eternity.

Then, like the doves from pillars of smoke, the trembling families
Of women and children throughout every nation under heaven
Cling round the men in bands of twenties and of fifties, pae

As snow that fals round aleafless tree upon the green.

Their oppressors are fal'n; they have stricken them; they awaketo life.
Y et, pae, the Just man stands erect, and looking up to Heav'n.
Trembling and strucken by the universa stroke, the trees unroct;
The rocks groan horrible and run about; the mountains and

Their rivers cry with adisma cry; the cattle gather together,

Lowing they kned before the heavens; the wild beadts of the forests
Tremble. The Lion, shuddering, asks the Leopard: "Fedest thou
The dread | fed, unknown before? My voice refusesto roar,

And inweak moans | speak to thee. This night,

Before the morning's dawn, the Eagle cdl'd the Vulture,

The Raven cdll'd the Hawk. | heard them from my forests,

Saying: "L et usgo up far, for soon | smel upon the wind

A terror coming from the South." The Eagle and Hawk fled away
At dawn, and ere the sun arose, the Raven and Vulture follow'd.
Let usflee dso to the North.' They fled. The Sons of Men

Saw them depart in disma droves. The trumpets sounded loud,
And dl the Sons of Eternity descended into Beulah.

The Lament of Albion

O weskness and O wearinessl O war within my memberd!

My sons, exiléd from my breast, pass to and fro before me.

My birds are dlent in my hills; flocks die beneath my branches,
My tents are fdlen; my trumpets and the sweet sounds of my harp
Isslent on my clouded hillsthat belch forth sorms and fires;

My milk of cows, and honey of bees, and fruit of golden harvest
Are gather'd in the scorching heat and in the driving rain.

My robeis turned to confusion, and my bright gold to stone.
Where once | s, | weary walk in misery and pain;

For from within my wither'd breast, grown narrow with my woes,
The cornisturnd to thistles, and the apples into poison;

The birds of song to murderous crows, my joys to bitter groans,
The voices of children in my tentsto cries of helplessinfants.

And dl exiled from the face of light and shine of morning,

In this dark World, a narrow house! | wander up and down:

| hear Mystery howling in these flames of Consummation.

When shdl the Man of future times become asin days of old?

O weary lifel why st | here and give up dl my powers
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To indolence, to the night of death, when indolence and mourning
Sit hovering over my dark threshold? Tho' | arise, look out

And scorn the war within my members, yet my heart is wesk

And my head faint. -- Yet will | look again into the morning!
Whence is this sound of rage of men drinking each other's blood,
Drunk with the smoking gore, and red, but not with nourishing wine.

Accuser and Accused

They see him whom they have pierc'd; they wall because of him;

They magnify themsalves no more againgt Jerusalem, nor

Againg her little ones. The Innocent, accused before the judges,
Shines with immorta glory: trembling, the Judge springs from histhrone,
Hiding hisface in the dust benegth the prisoner's feet, and saying:
“Brother of Jesus, what have | done? Entreat thy Lord for me!
Perhaps | may be forgiven.'

The Tillage of Urizen

Then seizd the sons of Urizen the plough: they polish'd it

From rugt of ages: dl its ornament of gold and slver and ivory
Re-shone across the field immense, where dl the nations

Darken'd like mould in the divided falows, where the weed
Triumphsin its own destruction. They took down the harness

From the blue wals of Heaven, sarry, jingling, ornamented

With beautiful art, the sudy of Angels, the workmanship of Demons,
When Heaven and Hell in emulation strove in sports of glory.

The noise of rural work resounded thro' the heavens of heavens:
The horses neigh from the bettle, the wild bulls from the sultry waste,
The tigers from the forests, and the lions from the sandy deserts.
They sing; they saize the ingruments of harmony; they throw away
The spear, the bow, the gun, the mortar; they leve the fortifications,
They best the iron engines of destruction into wedges,

They give them to Urthona's sons. Ringing, the hammers sound

In dens of death, to forge the spade, the mattock, and the axe,

The heavy roller to bresk the clods, to pass over the nations.

Song of the Sinless Soul

“Comeforth, O Vdal from the grass and from the silent dew;
Rise from the dews of deeth, for the Eternal Man isrisen!’

She rises among flowers and |ooks toward the eastern clearness;
She walks, yearuns -- her feet are wing'd -- on the tops of the bending grass,
Her garments rgoice in the vocd wind, and her hair glistens with dew.
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She answer'd thus. "Whose voice isthisin the voice of the nourishing air,
In the spirit of the morning, awaking the Soul from its grassy bed?
Where dost thou dwdll? for it isthee | seek, and but for thee

| must have dept eterndly, nor have fdt the dew of thy morning.

Look how the opening dawn advances with voca harmony!

Look how the beams foreshow the rising of some glorious power!

The Sun isthine; he goeth forth in his mgegtic brightness.

O thou creating voice that calest! and who shdl answer thee?

"Where dost thou flee, O Fair One! where dost thou seek thy happy place?
To yonder brightness? There | haste, for sure | came from thence;
Or | must have dept eterndly, nor have felt the dew of morning.'

“Eterndly thou must have dept, nor have felt the morning dew,
But for yon nourishing Sun: 'tis that by which thou art arisen.

The birds adore the Sun; the beasts rise up and play in his beams,
And every flower and every leef rgoicesin hislight.

Then, O thou Fair One, St thee down, for thou art as the grass,
Thou risest in the dew of morning, and at night art folded up.'

"Alasl am | but as aflower? Then will | St me down;
Then will | weep; then I'll complain, and Sgh for immortality,
And chide my maker, thee O Sun, that raisedst meto fal.'

S0 saying she sat down and wept benegath the gpple-trees.

"O! be thou blotted out, thou Sun, that raisedst me to trouble,
That gavest me a heart to crave, and raisedst me, thy phantom,
To fed thy heart, and see thy light, and wander here alone,
Hopdess, if | am like the grass, and so shall pass away.'

"Rise, duggish Soul! Why gtt'st thou here? why dost thou sit and weep?
Yon Sun shal wax old and decay, but thou shdt ever flourish.

The fruit shdl ripen and fadl down, and the flowers consume away,

But thou shdt gill survive. Arise! O dry thy dewy tears'

"Hal shdl | ill survive? Whence came that sweet and comforting voice,
And whence that voice of sorrow? O Sun! thou art nothing now to me:
Go on thy course rgjoicing, and let us both rejoice together!

| walk among His flocks and hear the bleating of His lambs.

O! that | could behold His face and follow His pure feet!

| walk by the footsteps of His flocks. Come hither, tender flocks!

Can you converse with a pure Soul that seeketh for her Maker?

Y ou answer not: then am | set your midressin this garden.

I'll watch you and attend your footsteps. Y ou are not like the birds

That ang and fly in the bright ar; but you do lick my fest,
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And let me touch your wooly backs: follow meas| sng;
For in my bosom anew Song arisesto my Lord:

"Rise up, O Sun! most glorious minister and light of day!

Flow on, ye gentle airs, and bear the voice of my rejoicing!

Wave freshly, clear waters, flowing around the tender grass,

And thou, sweet-amdling ground, put forth thy life in fruit and flowerd
Follow me, O my flocks, and hear me sing my rapturous song!

| will cause my voice to be heard on the clouds that glitter in the sun.

| will cdl, and who shdl answer me? | shdl sng; who shal reply?

For, from my pleasant hills, behold the living, living springs,

Running among my green pasiures, delighting among my treed

| am not here done: my flocks, you are my brethren;

And you birds, that sing and adorn the sky, you are my sgers.

| sng, and you reply to my song; | rgoice, and you are glad.

Follow me, O my flocks we will now descend into the valley.

O, how ddlicious are the grapes, flourishing in the sun!

How clear the spring of the rock, running among the golden sand!
How cool the breezes of the valey! And the arms of the branching trees
Cover usfrom the sun: come and let us St in the shede.

My Luvah here hath plac'd me in a sweet and pleasant land,

And given me fruits and pleasant waters, and warm hills and cool valleys.
Herewill | build mysdf ahouse, and here I'll cdl on His name;

Here I'll return, when | am weary, and take my pleasant rest.’

Valain Lower Paradise

So saying, she arose and walkéd round her beautiful house;
And then from her white door she look'd to see her bleating lambs,
But her flocks were gone up from benegth the trees into the hills.

'l see the hand that leadeth me doth aso lead my flocks!'

She went up to her flocks, and turned oft to see her shining house.
She stopp'd to drink of the clear spring, and egt the grapes and apples,
She bore the fruitsin her Igp; she gather'd flowers for her bosom.

She cdlled to her flocks, saying: “Follow me, O my flocks!'

They follow'd her to the sllent valey beneath the spreading trees,

And on theriver's margin she ungirded her golden girdle;

She stood in the river and view'd hersdf within the wat'ry glass,

And her bright hair was wet with the waters. She rose up from theriver,
And as she rose her eyes were open'd to the world of waters;

She saw Tharmas Sitting upon the rocks beside the wavy sea.
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SELECTIONSFROM MILTON
Engraved 1804-1809
Preface

The stolen and perverted writings of Homer and Ovid, of Plato and Cicero, which al men ought
to contemn, are set up by artifice againgt the Sublime of the Bible; but when the New Ageisa
leisure to pronounce, dl will be set right, and those grand works of the more ancient, and
conscioudy and professedly Inspired men will hold their proper rank, and the Daughters of
Memory shall become the Daughters of Ingpiration. Shakespeare and Milton were both curb'd by
the genera maady and infection from the slly Greek and Latin daves of the sword.

Rouse up, O Young Men of the New Age! Set your foreheads againgt the ignorant hirelings! For
we have hirelings in the Camp, the Court, and the University, who would, if they could, for ever
depress mental, and prolong corporeal war. Painters! on you | cal. Sculptors! Architects! suffer
not the fashionable fools to depress your powers by the prices they pretend to give for
contemptible works, or the expendve advertising boasts that they make of such works: believe
Christ and His Apostles that there is a class of men whose whole ddight isin destroying. We do
not want either Greek or Roman models if we are but just and true to our own Imaginations,
those Worlds of Eternity in which we shdl live for ever, in Jesus our Lord.

And did those feet in ancient time
Wak upon England's mountains green?
And was the holy Lamb of God

On England's pleasant pastures seen?

And did the Countenance Divine
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark Satanic Mills?

Bring me my bow of burning gold!
Bring me my arrows of desire!

Bring me my spear! O douds, unfold!
Bring me my chariot of firel

| will not cease from mentd fight,

Nor shal my sword deegp in my hand,
Till we have built Jerusdem

In England's green and pleasant land.

Would to God that all the Lord's people were Prophets

Numbers xi: 29
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The Invocation

Daughters of Beulah! Muses who ingpire the Poet's Song,

Record the journey of immortal Milton thro" your relms

Of terror and mild moony lustre, in soft Sexud delusions

Of variéd beauty, to delight the wanderer, and repose

His burning thirgt and freezing hunger! Come into my hand,

By your mild power descending down the nerves of my right arm
From out the portas of my Brain, where by your ministry

The Eternd Great Humanity Divine planted His Paradise,

And in it causd the Spectres of the Dead to take sweet form

In likeness of Himsdlf. Tell dso of the FAse Tongue, vegetated
Beneath your land of Shadows, of its sacrifices and

Its offerings, even till Jesus, the image of the Invisble God,
Became its prey; acurse, an offering, and an atonement

For Death Eternd, in the Heavens of Albion, and before the Gates
Of Jerusdem his Emanétion, in the Heavens beneath Beulah!

The Mills of Satan

And the Mills of Satan were separated into amoony Space

Among the rocks of Albion's Temples, and Satan's Druid Sons
Offer the Human Victims throughout al the Earth; and Albion's
Dread Tomb, immorta on his Rock, overshadow'd the whole Earth,
Where Satan, making to himsdf Laws from his own identity,
Compedl'd othersto serve him in mord gratitude and submission,
Being cdl'd God, setting himsdlf above dl that is caléd God.

And al the Spectres of the Dead, calling themselves Sons of God,
In his Synagogues worship Satan under the Unutterable Name.

The Sin of Leutha

The Sin was begun in Eternity, and will not rest to Eternity,
Till two Eternities meet together. Ah! logt! lodt! logt for ever!

Milton's Journey to Eternal Death

Then Milton rose up from the Heavens of Albion ardorous:

The whole Assembly wept prophetic, seeing in Milton's face

And in his lineaments divine the shades of Deeth and Ulro;

He took off the robe of the Promise, and ungirded himsdf from the oath of God.

And Milton said: "I go to Eternd Death! The Nations ill
Follow &fter the detestable Gods of Priam, in pomp

Of warlike Sdlfhood, contradicting and blaspheming.

When will the Resurrection come to ddliver the deegping body
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From corruptibility? O when, Lord Jesud! wilt Thou come?

Tarry no longer, for my soul lies a the gates of desth.

| will arise and look forth for the morning of the grave;

| will go down to the sepulchre to seeif morning breaks;

| will go down to sdf-annihilation and Eternd Desth;

Legt the Lagt Judgement come and find me unannihilate,

And | be seiZd and giv'n into the hands of my own Selfhood.

The Lamb of God is seen thro' mists and shadows, hov'ring

Over the sepulchres, in clouds of Jehovah and winds of Elohim,

A disk of blood, distant; and Heav'ns and Earths roll dark between.
What do | here before the Judgement without my Emanation,

With the Daughters of Memory, and not with the Daughters of Inspiration?
[, in my Sdfhood, am that Satan! | am that Evil Onel

Heismy Spectre! In my obedience to loose him from my Hells,

To clam the Hells, my Furnaces, | go to Eternd Desth.'

And Milton said: I go to Eternd Death!" Eternity shudder'd;
For he took the outside course, among the graves of the dead,
A mournful Shade. Eternity shudder'd at the image of Eterna Degth.

Then on the verge of Beulah he behdd his own Shadow,

A mournful form, double, hermaphroditic, mae and femde

In one wonderful body, and he enter'd into it

In direful pain; for the dread Shadow, twenty-seven-fold,
Reach'd to the depths of direst Hell, and thence to Albion'sland,
Which isthis Earth of Vegetation on which now | write.

The Nature of Infinity

The nature of Infinity isthis That every thing hasits

Own Vortex; and when once atraveller thro' Eternity

Has passd that Vortex, he perceivesit roll backward behind
His peth, into a Globe itsdf enfolding, like asun,

Or like amoon, or like auniverse of starry maesty,

While he keeps onwards in his wondrous journey on the Earth,
Or like a human form, a friend with whom he liv'd benevolent.
Asthe eye of man views both the East and West, encompassing
Its vortex, and the North and South with al their starry hog,
Also the rising sun and setting moon he views, surrounding

His corn-fidds and his vdleys of five hundred acres square.
Thus is the Earth one infinite plane, and not as apparent

To the wesk traveller confin'd beneeth the moony shade.
Thusis the Heaven aVortex passd dready, and the Earth

A Vortex not yet passd by the traveller thro' Eternity.

The Sea of Time and Space
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Firg Milton saw Albion upon the Rock of Ages,

Deadly pae, outstretch'd, and snowy cold, storm-cover'd --

A Giant form of perfect beauty, outstretch'd on the Rock

In solemn deeth: the Sea of Time and Space thunder'd aoud
Againg the Rock, which was enwrappéd with the weeds of Degth.
Hovering over the cold bosom inits vortex, Milton bent down

To the bosom of Death: what was underneath soon seem'd above,
A cloudy heaven mingled with stormy seasin loudest ruin;

But as awintry globe descends precipitant, thro' Beulah bursting,
With thunders loud and terrible, so Milton's Shadow fdl
Precipitant, loud thund'ring, into the Sea of Time and Space.

The Mundane Shell

The Mundane Shdll isavast Concave Earth, an immense
Harden'd Shadow of dl things upon our Vegetated Earth,
Enlarg'd into Dimension and deform'd into indefinite Space,
In Twenty-seven Heavens and dl their Hells, with Chaos
And Ancient Night and Purgatory. It is a cavernous Earth
Of labyrinthine intricacy, twenty-seven folds of Opagueness,
And finishes where the lark mounts.

A River in Eden

Thereisin Eden asweet River of milk and liquid peerl

Nam'd Ololon, on whose mild banks dwelt those who Milton drove

Down into Ulro; and they wept in long-resounding song

For seven days of Eternity, and the River's living banks,

The mountainswall'd, and every plant that grew, in solemn sghs, lamented.

Los

| am that Shadowy Prophet, who, six thousand years ago,

Fdl from my dtation in the Eterna bosom. Six thousand years
Arefinighd. | return! Both Time and Space obey my will.

| in Sx thousand years walk up and down; for not one moment
Of Timeislogt, nor one event of Space unpermanent;

But dl remain; every fabric of 9x thousand years

Remains permanent: tho' on the Earth, where Satan

Fell and was cut off, al things vanish and are seen no more,
They vanish not from me and mine; we guard them first and lagt.
The Generations of Men run on in thetide of Time,

But leave their destin'd lineaments permanent for ever and ever.

Swedenborg
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O Swedenborg! strongest of men, the Samson shorn by the Churches,
Showing the Transgressorsin Hell, the proud Warriors in Heaven,
Heaven as a Punisher, and Hell as One under Punishment;

With Laws from Plato and his Greeks to renew the Trojan Gods

In Albion, and to deny the vaue of the Saviour's blood.

Whitefield and Wesley

He sent histwo Servants, Whitefield and Wedey: were they Prophets,
Or were they Idiots or Madmen? -- Show us Miracles!

Can you have greater Miracles than these? Men who devote

Their lifés whole comfort to entire scorn and injury and desth?
Awake! thou deeper on the Rock of Eternity, Albion, awake!

The trumpet of Judgement hath twice sounded: dl Nations are awake,
But thou art till heavy and dull. Awake, Albion, awake!

The Forge of Los

In Bowlahoola Loss Anvils stand and his Furnaces rage;

Thundering the Hammers best, and the Bellows blow loud,

Living, sdf-moving, mourning, lamenting, and howling incessantly
Bowlahoolathro' dl its porches fedss, tho' too fast founded,

Its pillars and porticoes to tremble at the force

Of mortd or immorta arm; and softly lilling flutes,

Accordant with the horrid labours, make sweet melody

The Bellows are the Animd Lungs, the Hammers the Anima Heart,

The Furnaces the Stomach for digestion; terrible thair fury!

Thousands and thousands labour, thousands play on instruments,

Stringed or fluted, to ameliorate the sorrows of davery.

Loud sport the dancers in the Dance of Desgth, rgoicing in carnage.

The hard dentant Hammers are [ull'd by the flutes lulalula,

The bellowing Furnaces blare by the long-sounding darion,

The double drum drowns howls and groans, the shrill fife shrieks and cries,
The crooked horn mellows the hoarse raving serpent -- terrible but harmonious.

The Wine-Press of Los

But the Wine-press of Los is eastward of Golgonooza, before the Seat
Of Satan: Luvah laid the foundation, and Urizen finishd it in howling woe.
How red the Sons and Daughters of Luvah! here they tread the grapes,
Laughing and shouting, drunk with odours, many fdl, o'erwearied;
Drown'd in the wine is many a youth and maiden: those around

Lay them on skins of tigers and of the spotted leopard and the wild ass,
Till they revive; or bury them in coal grots, making lamentation.
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ThisWine-pressis cdl'd War on Earth: it is the Printing- Press
Of Los, and here he lays hiswords in order above the mortd brain,
As cogs are form'd in awhed to turn the cogs of the adverse whedl.

Timbrels and violins sport round the Wine-presses; the little Seed,
The sportive Root, the Earth-worm, the Gold-bestle, the wise Emmet
Dance round the Wine-presses of Luvah; the Centipede isthere,

The Ground-spider with many eyes, the Mole clothed in velve,

The ambitious Spider in his sullen web, the lucky Golden-spinner,
The Earwig arm'd, the tender Maggot, emblem of immortdity,

The Flea, Louse, Bug, the Tape-worm; dl the Armies of Disease,
Vighble or invishle to the dothful, Vegetating Man;

The dow Sug, the Grasshopper, that sings and laughs and drinks --
Winter comes: he folds his dender bones without a murmur.

The crud Scorpion isthere, the Gnat, Wasp, Hornet, and the Honey-bee,
The Toad and venomous Newt, the Serpent cloth'd in gems and gold:
They throw off their gorgeous rament: they rgjoice with loud jubilee,
Around the Wine-presses of Luvah, naked and drunk with wine.

There isthe Nettle that sings with soft down, and there
Theindignant Thistle, whose bitternessis bred in his milk,

Who feeds on contempt of his neighbour; there dl the idle Weeds,
That creep around the obscure places, show their various limbs
Naked in dl their beauty, dancing round the Wine-presses.

But in the Wine- presses the Human grapes sing not nor dance!
They howl and writhe in shods of torment, in fierce flames consuming,
In chains of iron and in dungeons, circled with ceasdessfires,

In pits and dens and shades of death, in shapes of torment and woe --

The plates, and screws, and racks, and saws, and cords, and fires and cisterns,
The crud joys of Luvah's Daughters, lacerating with knives

And whips their Victims, and the deadly sport of Luvah's Sons.

They dance around the dying, and they drink the howl and groan;

They catch the shrieks in cups of gold, they hand them to one another:
These are the sports of love, and these the sweet ddights of amorous play,
Tears of the grape, the death-swest of the cludter, thelast Sgh

Of the mild youth who ligtens to the luring songs of Luvah.

The Building of Time

But others of the Sons of Los build Moments and Minutes and Hours,
And Days and Months and Y ears, and Ages and Periods. wondrous buildingd!
And every Moment has a Couch of gold for soft repose --
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A Moment equas a pulsation of the artery --

And between every two Moments stands a Daughter of Beulah,

To feed the Slegpers on their Couches with materna care.

And every Minute has an azure Tent with slken Vils,

And every Hour has a bright golden Gate carved with skill;

And every Day and Night has Walls of brass and Gates of adamant,
Shining like precious stones, and ornamented with appropriate Sgns;
And every Month asilver-pavéd Terrace, builded high;

And every Year invulnerable Barriers with high Towers,

And every Age is moated deep with Bridges of silver and gold;

And every Seven Agesis encircled with aFHaming Fire.

Now Seven Agesis amounting to Two Hundred Y ears.

Each has its Guard, each Moment, Minute, Hour, Day, Month and Y ear;
All arethework of Fairy hands of the Four Elements.

The Guard are Angels of Providence on duty evermore.

Every Time less than a pulsation of the artery

Isequa inits period and vaue to Six Thousand Years,

For in this Period the Poet's Work is done; and dl the great

Events of Time start forth and are conceiv'd in such a Period,
Within aMoment, a Pulsation of the Artery.

The Birds and the Flowers

Thou hearest the Nightingale begin the Song of Spring:

The Lark, Sitting upon his earthy bed, just as the morn

Appeas, ligens slent; then, springing from the waving corn-field, loud
He leadsthe Choir of Day -- trill! trill! trill! trill!

Mounting upon the wings of light into the great Expanse,
Re-echoing againg the lovely blue and shining heavenly Shell;

His little throat labours with inspiration; every festher

On throat and breast and wings vibrates with the effluence Divine
All Nature ligens sllent to him, and the awful Sun

Stands il upon the mountain looking on thislittle Bird

With eyes of soft humility and wonder, love and awe.

Then loud from their green covert dl the Birds begin their song:
The Thrush, the Linnet and the Goldfinch, Robin and the Wren
Awake the Sun from his sweet revery upon the mountain:

The Nightingale again assays his song, and thro' the day

And thro' the night warbles luxuriant; every Bird of song
Attending his loud harmony with admiration and love.
ThisisaVison of the lamentation of Beulah over Ololon.

Thou perceivest the Flowers put forth their precious Odours;
And none can tell how from so small a centre comes such swest,
Forgetting that within that centre Eternity expands

Its ever-during doors, that Og and Anak fiercely guard.
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Firdt, ere the morning breaks, joy opensin the flowery bosoms,
Joy even to tears, which the Sun rising dries: first the Wild Thyme
And Meadow-sweet, downy and soft, waving among the reeds,
Light springing on the air, lead the sweet dance; they wake

The Honeysuckle degping on the oak; the flaunting beauty
Revds dong upon the wind; the White-thorn, lovely May,

Opens her many lovely eyes; listening the Rose still degps--
None dare to wake her; soon she bursts her crimson-curtain'd bed
And comes forth in the mgesty of beauty. Every Hower,

The RFink, the Jessamine, the Wallflower, the Carnation.

The Jonquil, the mild Lily opes her heavens, every Tree

And Hower and Herb soon fill the air with an innumerable dance,
Yet dl in order sweet and lovely. Men are sick with love!
SuchisaVigon of the lamentation of Beulah over Ololon.

Love and Jealousy

And the Divine Voice was heard in the Songs of Beulah, saying:
"When | first married you, | gave you al my whole soul;

| thought that you would love my loves and joy in my ddights,
Seeking for pleasuresin my pleasures, O Daughter of Babylon!
Then thou wast lovely, mild, and gentle; now thou art terrible
In Jedlousy and unlovely in my sight, because thou hast crudly
Cut off my lovesin fury, till I have no Love left for thee.

Thy Love depends on him thou lovest, and on his dear loves
Depend thy pleasures, which thou hast cut off by Jedousy:
Therefore | show my Jedlousy, and set before you Desath.
Behold Milton, descended to redeem the Female Shade

From Degth Eternd! such your lot to be continudly redeem'd
By Desath and misery of those you love, and by Annihilation.
When the Sixfold Femde percelves that Milton annihilates
Himsdf, that seeing dl hisloves by her cut off, he leaves

Her dso, entirdy abstracting himself from Femde loves,

She shdl rlent in fear of deeth; she shdl begin to give

Her maidensto her hushand, ddlighting in his ddlight.

And then, and then aone, begins the happy Femade joy,

Asit isdone in Beulah; and thou, O Virgin Babylon! Mother of Whoredoms,
Shdt bring Jerusdlem in thine arms in the night wetches; and
No longer turning her awandering Harlot in the Streets,

Shdt give her into the arms of God, your Lord and Husband.'
Such are the Songs of Beulah, in the Lamentations of Ololon.

Reason and I magination

The Negation is the Spectre, the Reasoning Power in Man:
Thisisafdse Body, an Incrustation over my Immorta
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Spirit, a Sefhood which must be put off and annihilated dway.

To cleanse the Face of my Spirit by self-examination,

To bathe in the waters of Life, to wash off the Not Human,

| come in Sdf-annihilation and the grandeur of Inspiration;

To cast off Rationd Demondration by Faith in the Saviour,

To cadt off the rotten rags of Memory by Ingpiration,

To cast off Bacon, Locke, and Newton from Albion's covering,
To take off hisfilthy garments and dothe him with Imagination;

To cast aside from Poetry dl that is not Inspiration,

That it no longer shal dare to mock with the aspersion of Madness
Cast on the Inspired by the tame high finisher of pdtry Blots
Indefinite or patry Rhymes, or patry Harmonies,

Who creeps into State Government like a caterpillar to destroy;

To cast off the idiot Questioner, who is dways questioning,

But never cgpable of answering; who stswith ady grin

Silent plotting when to question, like athief in acave;

Who publishes Doubt and cdlls it Knowledge; whose Science is Despair,
Whose pretence to knowledge is Envy, whose whole Science is
To destroy the wisdom of ages, to gratify ravenous Envy

That rages round him like aWolf, day and night, without re<t.

He smiles with condescension; he talks of Benevolence and Virtue,
And those who act with Benevolence and Virtue they murder time on time.
These are the destroyers of Jerusalem! these are the murderers

Of Jesus! who deny the Faith and mock at Eternd Life,

Who pretend to Poetry that they may destroy Imagination

By imitation of Nature's Images drawn from Remembrance.

These are the Sexua Garments, the Abomination of Desolation,
Hiding the Human Lineaments, aswith an Ark and Curtains
Which Jesus rent, and now shall wholly purge away with Fire,

Till Generation is swalow'd up in Regeneration.

The Song of the Shadowy Female

My Garments shdl be woven of sghs and heart-broken lamentations:
The misery of unhappy Families shall be drawn out into its border,
Wrought with the needle, with dire sufferings, poverty, pain, and woe,
Along the rocky Idand and thence throughout the whole Earth.

There shdl be the sck Father and his starving Family; there

The Prisoner in the stone Dungeon, and the Save a the Mill.

| will have writings written dl over it in Humanwords,

Theat every Infant that is born upon the Earth shall read

And get by rote, as ahard task of alife of Sixty years.

| will have Kingsinwoven upon it, and Counsdlors and Mighty Men:
The Famine shdl clasp it together with buckles and clasps,

And the Pegtilence shdl beitsfringe, and the War its girdle;

To divide into Rahab and Tirzah, that Milton may come to our tents.
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For | will put on the Human Form, and take the Image of God,

Even Fity and Humanity; but my dothing shdl be Crudty.

And | will put on Holiness as a breastplate and as a helmet.

And al my ornaments shal be of the gold of broken hearts,

And the precious stones of anxiety and care, and desperation and death,
And repentance for sin, and sorrow, and punishment and fear;

To defend me from thy terrors, O Orc! my only beloved!
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SELECTIONS FROM JERUSALEM

Engraved 1804-(?)1820
SHEEP
To the Public
GOATS

After my three years dumber on the banks of the Ocean, | again disolay my Giant formsto the
Public. My former Giants and Fairies having receiv'd the highest reward possible, the. . .and . . .
of those with whom to be connected isto be. . ., | cannot doubt that this more consolidated and
extended Work will be askindly received. The Enthusiasm of the following Poem, the Author
hopes. . . | dso hope the Reader will be with me wholly one in Jesus our Lord, Who is the God .
..andLord. .. toWhom the Ancients look'd, and saw His day afar off, with trembling and
amazemen.

The Spirit of Jesusis continuad Forgiveness of Sin: he who waits to be righteous before he enters
into the Saviour's Kingdom, the Divine Body, will never enter there. | am perhaps the most Sinful
of men: | pretend not to holiness; yet | pretend to love, to see, to converse with daily, as man
with man, and the more to have an interest in the Friend of Sinners. Therefore .. . . Reader . . .
what you do not gpprove, and . . me for this energetic exertion of my taent.

Reader! . .. of books. . . of Heaven,

And of that God from whom. . .

Who in mysterious Sinai's awful cave

To Man the wondrous art of writing gave;

Agan He spesks in thunder and in fire,

Thunder of Thought and flames of fierce Desire.

Even from the depths of Hell Hisvoicel hear

Within the unfathom'd caverns of my Ear.

Therefore | print: nor vain my types shal be.

Heaven, Earth, and Hdll, henceforth shdl live in harmony

Of the Measure in which
the following Poemis written.

We who dwell on Earth can do nothing of ourselves; everything, is conducted by Spirits, no less
than Digestion or Sleep. . .

When this Verse wasfirst dictated to me, | consider'd a monotonous cadence like that used by
Milton and Shakspeare, and dl writers of English Blank Verse, derived from the modern

bondage of Riming, to be a necessary and indispensable part of Verse. But | soon found that in
the mouth of atrue Orator such monotony was not only awkward, but as much a bondage asrime
itsdlf. | therefore have produced avariety in every line, both of cadences and number of
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gyllables. Every word and every letter is studied and put into itsfit place; the terrific numbers are
reserved for the terrific parts, the mild and gentle for the mild and gentle parts, and the prosaic
for inferior parts, all are necessary to each other. Poetry fetter'd fetters the Human Race. Nations
are destroy'd or flourish, in proportion as their Poetry, Painting, and Music are destroy'd or
flourish. The Primevd State of Man was Wisdom, Art, and Science.

I ntroduction

Thistheme cals mein deep night after night, and ev'ry morn

Awakes me a sunrise; then | see the Saviour over me

Spreading His beams of love, and dictating the words of this mild song:
"Awake! Awake! O deeper of the Land of Shadows, wake! expand!

| aninyou, and you in Me, mutud in Love Divine,

Fibres of love from man to man thro' Albion's pleasant land.’

The Reasoning Power

And thisis the manner of the Sons of Albion in their strength:

They take the Two Contraries which are cadll'd Qudlities, with which
Every Subgtance is clothed; they name them Good and Evil.

From them they make an Abstract, which isa Negation

Not only of the Substance from which it is derived,

A murderer of its own Body, but dso a murderer

Of every Divine Member. It is the Reasoning Power,

An Abgtract objecting power, that negatives everything.

Thisis the Spectre of Man, the Holy Reasoning Power,

And inits Holinessis closéd the Abomination of Desolation!

The Words of Los

| must Create a System, or be endav'd by another Man's;
| will not Reason and Compare: my businessisto Creste.

The Builders of Golgonooza

What are those Golden Builders doing? Where was the burying-place
Of soft Ethinthus? near Tyburn's fatdl Tree? Isthat

Mild Zion's hill's most ancient promontory, near mournful
Ever-weeping Paddington? Is that Cavary and Golgotha
Becoming a building of Pity and Compassion? Lo!

The stones are Rity, and the bricks well-wrought Affections
Enamd|'d with Love and Kindness, and the tiles engraven gold,
Labour of merciful hands, the beams and rafters are Forgiveness,
The mortar and cement of the work, tears of Honesty, the nails
And the screws and iron braces are well-wrought Blandishments
And well-contrived words, firm fixing, never forgotten,
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Always comforting the remembrance; the floors Humility,

The cellings Devotion, the hearths Thanksgiving.

Prepare the furniture, O Lambeth, in thy pitying loomd

The curtains, woven tears and sighs, wrought into lovely forms
For Comfort; there the secret furniture of Jeruslem'’s chamber
Iswrought. Lambeth! the Bride, the Lamb's Wife loveth thee;
Thou art one with her, and knowest not of Sdf in thy supreme joy.
Go on, Buildersin hope! tho' Jerusdlem wanders far avay
Without the Gate of Los, among the dark Satanic whesdls.

A Vision of Albion

| see the Fourfold Man; the Humanity in deadly deep,

And itsfdlen Emanation, the Spectre and its crud Shadow.

| see the Past, Present, and Future existing dl a once

Before me. O Divine Spirit! sustain me on thy wings,

That | may awake Albion from hislong and cold repose;

For Bacon and Newton, sheath'd in dismal sted, their terrors hang
Like iron scourges over Albion. Reasonings like vast Serpents
Enfold around my limbs, bruisng my minute articulations.

| turn my eyesto the Schools and Universities of Europe,

And there behold the Loom of Locke, whose Woof rages dire,
Wash'd by the Water-whedls of Newton: black the cloth

In heavy wreaths folds over every Nation: cruel Works

Of many Wheds| view, whed without whed, with cogs tyrannic,
Moving by compulsion each other; not as those in Eden, which,
Whed within whed, in freedom revolve, in harmony and peace.

Punishment and Forgiveness

Why should Punishment weave the vell with Iron Wheds of War,
When Forgiveness might it weave with Wings of Cherubim?

The Lament of Albion

O what isLifeand what isMan? O what is Death? Wherefore
Areyou, my Children, nativesin the Grave to where | go?

Or are you born to feed the hungry ravenings of Destruction,

To be the sport of Accident, to waste in Wrath and Love aweary
Life, in brooding cares and anxious labours, that prove but chaff?
O Jerusalem! Jerusdlem! | have forsaken thy courts,

Thy pillars of ivory and gold, thy curtains of slk and fine

Linen, thy pavements of precious stones, thy walls of peerl

And gold, thy gates of Thanksgiving, they windows of Praise,

Thy clouds of Blessing, thy Cherubims of Tender Mercy,
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Stretching their Wings sublime over the Little Ones of Albion.

O Human Imagination! O Divine Body, | have crucified!

| have turned my back upon thee into the Wastes of Mora Law:
There Babylon is builded in the Waste, founded in Human desolation.
O Babylon! thy Watchman stands over thee in the night;

Thy savere Judge dl the day long proves thee, O Babylon,

With provings of Degtruction, with giving thee thy heart's desire.

But Albion is cast forth to the Potter, his Children to the Builders

To build Babylon, because they have forsaken Jerusdem.

The wdls of Babylon are Souls of Men; her gates the Groans

Of Nations, her towers are the Miseries of once happy Families,

Her dtreets are paved with Destruction; her houses built with Degth;
Her Pdaces with Hell and the Grave; her Synagogues with Torments
Of ever-hardening Despair, squar'd and polish'd with crud skill.

Jerusalem

Such Visions have appear'd to me,
As| my order'd course have run:
Jerusdlem is nam'd Liberty
Among the Sons of Albion.

TO THE JEWS

Jerusdem, the Emanation of the Giant Albion! Can it be? Isit atruth that the learned have
explored? Was Britain the primitive seet of the Patriarchd Religion? If it istrue, my title pageis
aso true, that Jerusalem was, and is, the Emanation of the Giant Albion. It istrue, and cannot be
controverted. Y e are united, O ye inhabitants of Earth, in One Religion -- the Religion of Jesus,
the most ancient, the Eternd, and the Everlasting Gospd. The Wicked will turn it to Wickedness,
the Righteous to Righteousness. Amen! Huzzal Sdah!

"All things begin and end in Albion's ancient Druid rocky shore.”
Y our Ancestors derived their origin from Abraham, Heber, Shem, and Noah, who were Druids,
as the Druid Temples (which are the patriarcha pillars and oak groves) over the whole Earth

witness to this day.

Y ou have atradition that Man anciently contain'd in his mighty limbs al thingsin Heaven and
Earth: thisyou received from the Druids.

"But now the starry Heavens are fled from the mighty limbs of Albion.’

Albion was the Parent of the Druids, and, in his Chaotic State of Seep, Satan and Adam and the
whole World was created by the Elohim.
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The fidds from Idington to Marybone,
To Primrose Hill and Saint John's Wood,
Were builded over with pillars of gold;
And there Jerusdlem's pillars stood.

Her Little Onesran on the fields,

The Lamb of God among them seen,
And far Jerusdem, His Bride,

Among the little meadows green.

Pancras and Kentish Town repose
Among her golden pillars high,

Among her golden arches which
Shine upon the starry sky.

The Jew's-harp House and the Green Man,
The Ponds where boys to bathe ddlight,

Thefidds of cows by William's farm,
Shinein Jerusalem’s pleasant Sght.

She walks upon our meadows green;
The Lamb of God waks by her sde;

And every English child is seen,
Children of Jesus and His Bride;

Forgiving trespasses and Sins,
Lest Babylon, with cruel Og,

With Mord and Sdf-righteous Law,
Should crucify in Satan's Synagogue.

What are those Golden Builders doing
Near mournful ever-weeping Paddington,
Standing above that mighty ruin,
Where Satan the firgt victory won;

Where Albion dept benegath the fatal Tree,
And the Druid's golden knife

Rioted in human gore,
In offerings of Human Life?

They groan'd aloud on London Stone,
They groan'd doud on tyburn's Brook:
Albion gave his deedly groan,
And dl the Atlantic mountains shook.
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Albion's Spectre, from hisloins,
Toreforth in al the pomp of War;
Saan hisname; in flames of fire
He stretch'd his Druid pillarsfar.

Jerusdlem fel from Lambeth's vae,
Down thro' Poplar and Old Bow,
Thro' Malden, and across the seg,
In war and howling, desth and woe.

The Rhine was red with human blood,;
The Danube roll'd a purple tide;

On the Euphrates Satan stood,
And over Asa gretch'd his pride.

He wither'd up sweet Zion's hill
From every nation of the Earth;

He wither'd up Jerusalem's Gates,
And in adark land gave her birth.

He wither'd up the Human Form
By laws of sacrifice for Sin,

Till it became aMortd Worm,
But O! tranducent dl within.

The Divine Vison sill was seen,
Still was the Human Form Divine,

Weeping, in weak and mortd clay,
O Jesud il the Formwas Thine!

And Thine the Human Face; and Thine
The Human Hands, and Fe<t, and Bresth,
Entering thro' the Gates of Birth,
And passing thro' the Gates of Desth.

And O Thou Lamb of God! whom |
Sew in my dark sef-righteous pride,

Art Thou return'd to Albion's land,
And is Jerusdlem Thy Bride?

Cometo my arms, and nevermore
Depart; but dwell for ever here;

Cregte my spirit to Thy love;
Subdue my Spectreto Thy fear.
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Spectre of Albion! warlike Fiend!
In clouds of blood and ruin roll'd,
| here reclaim thee as my own,
My Sdfhood -- Satan aam'd in gold!

Isthisthy soft Family-love,
Thy crud patriarchd pride;
Fanting thy Family done,
Destroying al the World besde?

A man'sworst Enemies are those
Of his own House and Family;

And he who makes his Law acurse,
By hisown Law shdl surdly diel

In my Exchanges every land

Shdl wak; and minein every land,
Mutud shdl build Jerusdlem,

Both heart in heart and hand in hand.

If Humility is Chrigtianity, you, O Jewd arethe true Chrigtians. If your tradition that Man
contained in hislimbs al animasistrue, and they were separated from him by crud sacrifices,
and when compulsory crud sacrifices had brought Humanity into a Feminine Tabernacle in the
loins of Abraham and David, the Lamb of God, the Saviour, became apparent on Earth asthe
Prophets had foretold! The return of Isradl isareturn to menta sacrifice and war. Take up the
Cross, O Isradl! and follow Jesus.

A Female Will

What may Man be? who can tdl? But what may WWoman be,
To have power over Man from Cradle to corruptible Grave?
ThereisaThronein every Man: it isthe Throne of God.
This, Woman has clam'd as her own; and Man is no more:
Albion isthe Tabernacle of Vdaand her Temple,

And not the Tabernacle and Temple of the Most High.

O Albion! why wilt thou creste a Femae Will,

To hide the most evident God in a hidden covert, even

In the shadows of a Woman and a secluded Holy Place,
That we may pry after him as after a stolen treasure,

Hidden among the Dead and muréd up from the peths of Life?

The Universal Family

Our Wars are wars of life, and wounds of love,
With intelectual spears, and long winged arrows of thought.
Mutud in one another's love and wrath dl renewing,
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We live as One Man: for, contracting our Infinite senses,

We behold multitude; or, expanding, we behold as One,

As One Man dl the Universd Family; and that One Man

We cdl Jesusthe Chrigt. And He in us, and we in Him,

Livein perfect harmony in Eden, the land of Life,

Giving, recaiving, and forgiving each other's trespasses.
Heisthe Good Shepherd, Heisthe Lord and Master;
Heisthe Shepherd of Albion, Heisdl indl,

In Eden, in the garden of God, and in heavenly Jerusdem.

If we have offended, forgive ud take not vengeance againgt ud

Man's Spectre

Each Man isin his Spectre's power
Until the arriva of that hour,
When his Humanity awake,
And cast his Spectreinto the Lake.

Pretences

A pretence of Art to destroy Art; a pretence of Liberty
To destroy Liberty; a pretence of Rdigion to destroy Religion.

Fourfold and Twofold Vision

The Visons of Eternity, by reason of narrowéd perceptions,
Are become weak Visons of Time and Space, fix'd into furrows of Degth,
Till deep dissmulaion isthe only defence an honest man has left.

The Remembrance of Sin

Come, O thou Lamb of God, and take away the remembrance of Sin!
To gn, and to hide the Sinin sweet deceit, islovely:

To gninthe open face of day is crud and pitiless; but

To record the Sin for areproach, to let the Sun go down

In aremembrance of the Sin, isawoe and a horror,

A brooder of an Evil Day, and a Sun rising in blood.

Come then, O Lamb of God, and take away the remembrance of Sin!

Rahab is an Eternal Sate.
TO THE DEISTS

The Spiritual Sates of
the Soul are all Eternal.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 202

Distinguish between the
Man and his present Sate.

He never can be afriend to the Human Race who is the preacher of Natural Moradity or Natura
Reigion; heis aflatterer who meansto betray, to perpetuate tyrant Pride and the Laws of that
Babylon which, he foresees, shal shortly be destroyed with the Spiritual and not the Natura
Sword. Heisin the State named Rahab; which State must be put off before he can be the Friend
of Man.

You, O Deigtd profess yourselves the enemies of Chrigtianity, and you are so: you are dso the
enemies of the Human Race and of Universal Nature. Man is born a Spectre, or Satan, and is
atogether an Evil, and requires a new Sdfhood continualy, and must continualy be changed

into his direct Contrary. But your Greek Philosophy, which is aremnant of Druidism, teaches

that Man is righteous in his V egetated Spectre -- an opinion of fatal and accursed consequence to
Man, asthe Ancients saw plainly by Revelation, to the entire abrogation of Experimenta

Theory; and many believed what they saw, and prophesied of Jesus.

Man mugt and will have some rdigion; if he has not the rdigion of Jesus, he will have the
religion of Satan, and will erect the synagogue of Satan, calling the Prince of this World "God,
and destroying al who do not worship Satan under the name of God. Will any one say: "Where
are those who worship Satan under the name of God? Where are they? Listen! Every religion
that preaches Vengeance for Sin is the religion of the Enemy and Avenger, and not of the
Forgiver of Sin, and their God is Satan, named by the Divine Name. Y our Rdligion, O Deigd
Deam isthe worship of the God of this World by the means of what you cal Naturd Religion
and Naturd Philosophy, and of Naturd Mordlity or Sdf-Righteousness, the sdlfish virtues of the
Natural Heart. Thiswas the religion of the Pharisees who murdered Jesus. Deilsm isthe same,
and endsin the same.

Voltaire, Rousseau, Gibbon, Hume charge the spiritualy Rdigious with hypocrisy; but how a
Monk, or aMethodit either, can be ahypocrite, | cannot conceive. We are Men of like passions
with others, and pretend not to be holier than others; therefore, when a Rdligious Man fdlsinto
an, he ought not to be cdl'd a hypocrite: thistitle is more properly to be given to a player who
fdlsinto Sn, whose professon is virtue and moraity, and the making men sdf-righteous. Foote,
in caling Whitefield hypocrite, was himself one; for Whitefield pretended not to be holier than
others, but confessed his sins before dl the world. Voltaire! Rousseaul! you cannot escape my
charge that you are Pharisees and hypocrites; for you are congtantly talking of the virtues of the
human heart, and particularly of your own; that you may accuse others, and especidly the
Rdigious, whose errors you, by this digplay of pretended virtue, chiefly design to expose.
Rousseau thought Men good by nature: he found them evil, and found no friend. Friendship
cannot exist without Forgiveness of Sins continualy. The book written by Rousseau, cdl'd his
Confessions, is an gpology and cloak for his gn, and not a confession.

But you aso charge the poor Monks and Rdligious with being the causes of war, while you
acquit and flatter the Alexanders and Caesars, the Louises and Fredericks, who adone are its
causes and its actors. But the Religion of Jesus, Forgiveness of Sin, can never be the cause of a
war, nor of a single martyrdom.
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Those who martyr others, or who cause war, are Deigts, but never can be Forgivers of Sin. The
glory of Chridianity isto conquer by Forgiveness. All the destruction, therefore, in Chrigtian
Europe has arisen from Deism, which is Natural Religion.

| saw aMonk of Charlemaine

Arise before my sght:

| talk'd with the Grey Monk as we stood
In beams of infernd light.

Gibbon arose with alash of ged,

And Voltarre with aracking whed;

The Schools, in clouds of learning roll'd,
Arose with War in iron and gold.

“Thou lazy Monk!" they sound afar,
“In vain condemning glorious War;
And in your cdl you shdl ever dwdl:
Rise, War, and bind himin hiscdl!"

The blood red ran from the Grey Monk's sSide,
His hands and fegt were wounded wide,

His body bent, his arms and knees

Like to the roots of ancient trees.

When Satan firgt the black bow bent

And the Mord Law from the Gospel rent,
Heforg'd the Law into a sword,

And spill'd the blood of Mercy's Lord.

Titud Conganting! Charlemaing

O Voltaire! Rousseau! Gibbon! Vain

Y our Grecian mocks and Roman sword
Agang thisimage of hisLord;

For aTear isan Intdlectud thing;

And aSigh isthe sword of an angd king;
And the bitter groan of a Martyr's woe
Is an arrow from the Almighty's bow.

Albion's Spectre

But the Spectre, like a hoar-frost and amildew, rose over Albion,

Saying: | am God, O Sons of Men! | am your Rationa Power!

Am | not Bacon and Newton and Locke, who teach Humility to Man,

Who teach Doubt and Experiment? and my two wings, Voltaire, Rousseau?
Whereisthat Friend of Sinners, that Rebd against my Laws,
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Who teaches Belief to the Nations and an unknown Eterrd Life?
Come hither into the desert and turn these stones to bread!

Vain, foolish Man! wilt thou believe without Experiment,

And build aWorld of Phantasy upon my great Abyss,

A World of Shapesin craving lust and devouring appetite?

The Holiness of Minute Particulars

And many conversed on these things as they labour'd a the furrow,
Saying "It is better to prevent misery than to release from misary;

It is better to prevent error than to forgive the crimind.

Labour well the Minute Particulars: attend to the Little Ones,

And those who are in misery cannot remain so long,

If we do but our duty: labour well the teeming Earth. . .

He who would do good to another must do it in Minute Particulars.
Genera Good is the plea of the scoundrel, hypocrite, and flatterer;

For Art and Science cannot exist but in minutely organized Particulars,
And not in generdlizing Demongrations of the Retiona Power:

The Infinite done resdes in Definite and Determinate | dentity.
Establishment of Truth depends on destruction of Falsehood continualy,
On Circumcision, not on Virginity, O Reasoners of Albion!

A Vision of Joseph and Mary

Behold! in the Visons of Elohim Jehovah, behold Joseph and Mary!
And be comforted, O Jerusdem! in the Visons of Jehovah Elohim.

She looked and saw Joseph the Carpenter in Nazareth, and Mary,

His espoused Wife. And Mary said: "If thou put me away from thee
Dost thou not murder me? Joseph spoke in anger and fury: “Should |
Marry a harlot and an adulteress? Mary answer'd: “Art thou more pure
Than thy Maker, Who forgiveth Sins and cdls again her that islog?
Tho' she hates, He cdlls her againin love. | love my dear Joseph,

But he driveth me away from his presence; yet | hear the voice of God
In the voice of my husband: tho" heis angry for amoment he will not
Utterly cast me away: if | were pure, never could | taste the sweets

Of the Forgiveness of Sins; if | were holy, | never could behold the tears
Of love, of him who loves mein the midgt of his anger in furnace of fire!
"Ah, my Mary," said Joseph, weeping over and embracing her closdy in
His arms, “doth He forgive Jerusdem and not exact Purity from her who is
Polluted? | heard His voice in my deep and His Angd in my dream,
Saying: "Doth Jehovah forgive a Debt only on condition that it shall

Be payed? Doth He forgive Pollution only on conditions of Purity?

That Debt is not forgiven! That Pollution is not forgiven!
Such isthe Forgiveness of the Gods, the Mord Virtues of the
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Heathen, whose tender Mercies are Cruelty. But Jehovah's Savation

Is without Money and without Price, in the Continual Forgiveness of Sins,
In the Perpetud Mutua Secrifice in Gregt Eternity. For behold!

Thereis none that liveth and sinneth not! And thisis the Covenant

Of Jehovah: "If you forgive one another, so shal Jehovah forgive you;
That He Himsdalf may dwell among you.' Fear not then to take

To thee Mary, thy Wife, for she iswith Child by the Holy Ghogt.™

Then Mary burgt forth into asong! she flowéd like ariver of

Many sreams in the arms of Joseph, and gave forth her tears of joy
Like many waters, and emanating into gardens and palaces upon
Euphrates, and to forests and floods and animals, wild and tame, from
Gihon to Hiddeke, and to corn-fields and villages, and inhabitants
Upon Pison and Arnon and Jordan. And | heard the voice among

The Regpers, saying: "Am | Jerusdem, the lost Adulteress? or am |
Babylon come up to Jerusalem? And another voice answer'd, saying:
"Doesthe voice of my Lord cal meagain?am | pure thro” his Mercy
And Pity? Am | become lovely asaVirgin in hissght, who am

Indeed a Harlot drunken with the Sacrifice of 1dols? Does He

Cal her pure, as he did in the days of her Infancy, when she

Was cast out to the loathing of her person? The Chaldean took

Me from my cradle; the Amaekite stole me away upon his camels
Before | had ever beheld with love the face of Jehovah, or known

That there was a God of Mercy. O Mercy! O Divine Humanity!

O Forgiveness and Pity and Compassion! If | were pure | should never
Have known Thee: if | were unpolluted | should never have

Glorified Thy Holiness, or rgjoiced in thy great Sdvation.’

Mary leaned her side againgt Jerusdem: Jerusdlem received

The Infant into her hands in the Visions of Jehovah. Times passed on.
Jerusalem fainted over the Cross and Sepulchre. She heard the voice:--
"Wilt thou make Rome thy Petriarch Druid, and the Kings of Europe his
Horsemen? Man in the Resurrection changes his Sexuad Garments at will:
Every Harlot was once a Virgin, every Crimina an infant Love!'

Tirzah

"O thou poor Human Form!" said she. “O thou poor child of woe!

Why wilt thou wander away from Tirzah, why me compd to bind thee?
If thou dost go away from me, | shal consume upon these Rocks.
These fibres of thine eyes, that used to beam in distant heavens

Away from me, | have bound down with a hot iron:

These nodtrils, that expanded with delight in morning skies,

| have bent downward with lead, melted in my roaring furnaces

Of &ffliction, of love, of sweet despair, of torment unendurable.

My soul is saven furnaces, incessant roars the bellows

Upon my terribly flaming heart; the molten metd runs
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In channdsthro’ my fiery limbs-- O love! O pity! O fear!
O pan! O the pangs, the bitter pangs of love forsaken!'

The Warrior and the Daughter of Albion

Look! the beautiful Daughter of Albion sits naked upon the Stone,
Her panting Victim beside her; her heart is drunk with blood,

Tho' her brain is not drunk with wine; she goes forth from Albion

In pride of beauty, in crudty of holiness, in the brightness

Of her tabernacle, and her ark and secret place. The beautiful Daughter
Of Albion ddlights the eyes of the Kings, their hearts and the

Hearts of their Warriors glow hot before Thor and Friga. O Moloch!
O Chemosh! O Bacchus! O Venus! O Double God of Generation!
The Heavens are cut like amantle around from the Cliffs of Albion,
Across Europe, across Africa, in howlings and deadly War.

A sheet and veil and curtain of blood islet down from Heaven
Acrossthe hills of Ephraim, and down Mount Olivet to

The Vdley of the Jebuste. . .

O beautiful Daughter of Albion, crudty isthy ddight!

O Virgin of terrible eyes, who dwdlest by Valeys of springs
Beneath the Mountains of Lebanon, in the City of Rehob in Hamath,
Taught to touch the harp, to dance in the circle of Warriors

Before the Kings of Canaan, to cut the flesh from the Victim,

To roadt the flesh in fire, to examine the Infant's limbs

In crudties of holiness, to refuse the joys of love, to bring

The Spies from Egypt to raise jedousy in the bosoms of the twelve

Kingsof Cannan; then to let the Spies depart to Meribah Kadesh,
To the place of the Amaekite. | am drunk with unsatiated love;

| must rush again to War, for the Virgin has frown'd and refusd.
Sometimes | curse, and sometimes bless thy fascinating beauty .

Once Man was occupied in intellectua pleasures and energies;

But now my Soul is harrow'd with grief and fear, and love and desire,
And now | hate, and now | love, and Intellect is no more:

Thereis no time for anything but the torments of love and desire:

The Feminine and Masculine Shadows, soft, mild, and ever varying
In beauty, are Shadows now no more, but Rocks in Horeb.

Men and States

Asthe Rilgrim passes while the Country permanent remains,
So Men pass on, but States remain permanent for ever.

TO THE CHRISTIANS
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Devils are False Religions.
Saul! Saul! why persecutest thou me?

| give you the end of agolden gring;
Only wind it into a ball,

It will leed you in & Heaven's gate,
Built in Jerusdlem's wall.

We are told to abstain from fleshly desires that we may lose no time from the Work of the Lord.
Every moment logt is amoment that cannot be redeemed: every pleasure tha intermingles with
the duty of our station is afolly unredeemable, and is planted like the seed of awild flower
among our whest. All the tortures of repentance are tortures of self-reproach on account of our
leaving the Divine Harvest to the Enemy, the struggles of entanglement with incoherent roots. |
know of no other Chrigtianity and of no other Gospd than the liberty both of body and mind to
exercisethe Divine Arts of Imagination -- Imagination, the redl and Eterna World of which this
Vegetable Universe is but afaint shadow, and in which we shdl livein our Eternd or

Imaginative Bodies, when these Vegetable Mortad Bodies are no more. The Apostles knew of no
other Gospd. What were dl their spiritud gifts? What is the Divine Spirit? Is the Holy Ghost

any other than an Intelectua Fountain? What is the harvest of the Gospel and its labours? Wheat
isthat talent which it isa curse to hide? What are the treasures of Heaven which we areto lay up
for oursalves? Are they any other than mental studies and performances? What are dl the gifts of
the Gospe? Are they not dl menta gifts? Is God a Spirit who must be worshipped in spirit and
in truth? And are not the gifts of the Spirit everything to Man? O ye Rdigious, discountenance
every one among you who shal pretend to despise Art and Science! | cal upon you in the name
of Jesus What isthe life of Man but Art and Science? Isit meat and drink? Is not the Body more
than raiment? What is Mortdity but the things relating to the Body, which dies? What is
Immortdity but the things rdaing to the Spirit, which lives eterndly? What is the Joy of Heaven
but improvement in the things of the Spirit? What are the Pains of Hell but Ignorance, Bodily
Lust, Idieness, and devastation of the things of the Spirit? Answer thisto yourselves, and expel
from among you those who pretend to despise the labours of Art and Science, which done are
the labours of the Gosgpel. Is not this plain and manifest to the thought? Can you think &t al, and
not pronounce heartily: that to labour in knowledge isto build up Jerusdem; and to despise
knowledge is to despise Jerusalem and her Builders. And remember: He who despises and mocks
amentd gift in another, caling it pride and selfishness and sin, mocks Jesus, the giver of every
mental gift, which dways appear to the ignorance-loving hypocrite as Sns, but thet whichisa
gninthesght of crud Man, isnot so in the sight of our kind God. Let every Christian, as much
asin him lies, engage himsdlf openly and publicly, before al the World, in some menta pursuit
for the Building up of Jerusdlem.

| sood among my valeys of the south,

And saw aflame of fire, even asaWhed

Of fire surrounding dl the heavens it went

From west to east againgt the current of

Creetion, and devour'd dl thingsinitsloud

Fury and thundering course round Heaven and Earth
By it the Sun was rall'd into an orb;
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By it the Moon faded into a globe,

Travelling thro' the night; for from its dire

And restless fury Man himsdlf shrunk up

Into alittle root afathom long.

And | asked aWatcher and aHoly One

Its name. He answer'd: "It isthe Whed of Religion.'

| wept and said: “Isthisthe law of Jesus,
Thisterrible devouring sword turning every way?
He answer'd: "Jesus died because He strove
Agang the current of thisWhed: its name

Is Caigphas, the dark Preacher of Death,

Of gn, of sorrow, and of punishment,
Opposing Nature. It isNaturd Rdigion.

But Jesusis the bright Preacher of Life,
Creating Nature from thisfiery Law

By sdf-denid and Forgiveness of Sin.

Go, therefore, cast out devilsin Christ's name,
Hed thou the sick of spiritud disease,

Pity the evil; for thou art not sent

To smite with terror and with punishments
Those that are sick, like to the Pharisees,
Crucifying, and encompassing sea and land,
For prosalytes to tyranny and wrath.

But to the Publicans and Harlots go:

Teach them true happiness, but let no curse
Go forth out of thy mouth to blight their peace.
For Hell is open'd to Heaven; thine eyes beheld
The dungeons burst, and the prisoners st free!

England! awake! awake! awake!
Jerusdem thy sgter cdld

Why wilt thou deep the deep of death,
And close her from thy ancient walls?

Thy hillsand vdleys fdt her feet
Gently upon their bosoms move:
Thy gates beheld sweet Zion'sways,
Then was atime of joy and love.

And now the time returns again:

Our souls exult, and London's towers
Receive the Lamb of God to dwell

In England's green and pleasant bowers.

A Vision of Jerusalem
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| see thy Form, O lovdy, mild Jerusdem! Wing'd with Six Wings
In the opacous Bosom of the Seeper, lovely, threefold

In Head and Heart and Reins, three Universes of love and beauty.
Thy forehead bright, Holiness to the Lord! with gates of pearl
Reflects Eternity benesth thy azure wings of festhery down,
Ribb'd, delicate, and cloth'd with festher'd gold and azure and purple,
From thy white shoulders shadowing purity in holiness,

Thence, feather'd with soft crimson of the ruby, bright asfire,
Spreading into the azure wings which, like a canopy,

Bends over thy immorta Head in which Eternity dwells,

Albion! beloved Land, | see thy mountains and thy hills

And valeys, and thy pleasant Cities, Holiness to the Lord!

| see the Spectres of thy Dead, O Emanation of Albion!

Thy Bosom white, tranducent, cover'd with immorta gems,
A sublime ornament not obscurring the outlines of beauty,
Terrible to behold, for thy extreme beauty and perfection:
Twelvefold here dl the Tribes of 1sradl | behold

Upon the Holy Land: | seethe River of Life and Tree of Life
| see the New Jerusalem descending out of Heaven
Between thy Wings of gold and silver, feether'd immortd,
Clear as the rainbow, as the cloud of the Sun's tabernacle.

Thy Reins cover'd with Wings trand ucent, sometimes covering
And sometimes spread abroad, reved the flames of holiness
Which like arobe covers, and like aVeil of Sergphim

In flaming fire unceasing burns from Eternity to Eternity.
Twelvefold | there behold Isradl in her Tents,

A PRillar of aCloud by day, aPFillar of Fire by night

Guides them; there | behold Moab and Ammon and Amalek,
There Bells of slver round thy knees, living, articulate
Comforting sounds of love and harmony; and on thy feet
Sandd's of gold and pearl; and Egypt and Assyria before me,
The Ides of Javan, Philigia, Tyre, and Lebanon.

The Worship of God
It is eager to forgive an Enemy than to forgive a Friend.

The man who permits you to injure him deserves your vengeance;
He dso will recaiveit. Go, Spectre! obey my most secret desire,

Which thou knowest without my spesking. Go to these Fiends of Righteousness,

Tdl them to obey their Humanities, and not pretend Holiness,
When they are murderers. Asfar as my Hammer and Anvil permit,
Go tdl them that the Worship of God is honouring His gifts

In other men, and loving the greatest men best, each according

To his Genius, which isthe Holy Ghost in Man: there is no other
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God than that God who isthe intellectud fountain of Humanity.

He who envies or cdumniates, which is murder and crudlty,

Murders the Holy One. Go tdll them this, and overthrow their cup,
Their bread, their dtar-table, their incense, and their oath,

Their marriage and their baptism, their burid and consecration.

| have tried to make friends by corpored gifts, but have only

Made enemies; | never made friends but by spiritud gifts,

By severe contentions of friendship, and the burning fire of thought.
He who would see the Divinity must see Him in His Children,
Onefird in friendship and love, then a Divine Family, and in the midst
Jesus will appear. So he who wishesto see aVision, a perfect Whole,
Must seeit in its Minute Particulars, organized; and not as thou,

O Fiend of Righteousness, pretendedt! thine is a disorganized

And snowy cloud, brooder of tempests and destructive War.

Y ou smile with pomp and rigour, you talk of benevolence and virtue;
| act with benevolence and virtue, and get murder'd time after time;
Y ou accumulate Particulars, and murder by analysing, that you

May take the aggregate, and you cal the aggregate Mord Law;,
And you cdl that swell'd and bloated Form a Minute Particular.

But Generd Forms have their vitdity in Particulars, and every
Particular isaMan, a Divine Member of the Divine Jesus.

The Cry of Los

| care not whether aman is Good or Evil; dl that | care

Is whether heisaWise man or aFool. Go! put off Holiness,
And put on Intelect; or my thundrous hammer shdl drive thee
To wrath, which thou condemnest, till thou obey my voice.

Albion upon the Rock

Albion cold lays on his Rock; storms and snows beat round him,

Beneath the Furnaces and the Starry Whedls and the Immortal Tomb;
Howling winds cover him; roaring seas dash furious againgt him;

In the deep darkness broad lightnings glare, long thundersrall.

The weeds of Death enwrap his hands and feet, blown incessant,

And wash'd incessant by the for-ever restless sea-waves, foaming abroad
Upon the white Rock. England, a Femae Shadow, as deadly damps

Of the Mines of Cornwall and Derbyshire, lays upon his bosom heavy,
Moved by the wind in volumes of thick cloud returning, folding round

His loins and bosom, unremovable by swelling ssorms and loud rending
Of enraged thunders. Around them the Starry Whedls of their Giant Sons
Revolve, and over them the Furnaces of Los and the Immortal Tomb, around,
Erin gtting in the Tomb, to watch them unceasing night and day:

And the Body of Albion was closed gpart from al Nations.

Over them the famish'd Eagle screams on bony wings, and around
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Them howls the Woalf of famine; degp heaves the Ocean, black, thundering
Around the wormy Garments of Albion, then pausing in deethlike slence.
Time was Finished!

The Wrath of God

The Bregth Divine went forth over the morning hills. Albion rose

In anger, the wrath of God, bresking bright, flaming on al sdes around
Hisawful limbs: into the Heavens he walked, clothed in flames,

Loud thund'ring, with broad flashes of flaming lightning and pillars

Of fire, gpeeking the Words of Eternity in Human Forms, in direful
Revolutions of Action and Passion, thro' the Four Elements on dl sides
Surrounding his awful Members. Thou seest the Sun in heavy clouds
Struggling to rise above the Mountains; in his burning hand

He takes his Bow, then chooses out his arrows of flaming gold;
Murmuring, the Bowstring breathes with ardour; clouds roll round the
Horns of the wide Bow; loud sounding winds sport on the mountain brows,
Compdling Urizen to his Furrow, and Tharmas to his Sheepfold,

And Luvah to his Loom.

The Divine Image

Jesus said: “Wouldest thou love one who never died

For thee, or ever die for one who had not died for thee?
And if God dieth not for Man, and giveth not Himself
Eterndly for Man, Man could not exist; for ManisLove,
AsGod is Love: every kindnessto another isalittle Death
In the Divine Image; nor can Man exist but by Brotherhood.'

The End of the Song of Jerusalem

All Human Forms identified, even Tree, Metd, Earth, and Stone; dll
Human Forms identifiéd, living, going forth and returning weeried

Into the Planetary lives of Y ears, Months, Days and Hours; reposing,
And then awaking into His basom in the Life of Immortdity.

And | heard the Name of their Emanations. they are naméd Jerusdem.
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versesfrom “the gates of paradise
Circa 1810
Prologue

Mutual Forgiveness of each vice,

Such are the Gates of Paradise,
Againg the Accuser's chief dedire,
Who wak'd among the stones of fire.
Jehovah's Finger wrote the Law;

Then wept; then rosein zed and awe,
And the dead corpse, from Sinai's hedt,
Buried beneath His Mercy-seat.

O Chrigiand Chrigiand tell me why
You rear it on your dtars high?

The Keys

The Caterpillar on the leaf
Reminds thee of thy Mother's grief

Of the Gates

1. My Eternd Man st in repose,
The Femde from his darkness rose;
And she found me benegth a Tree,

A Mandrake, and in her Vel hid me,
Serpent Reasonings us entice

Of good and evil, virtue and vice,

2. Doubt sdif-jedlous, Wetery fally;

3. Struggling thro' Earth's melanchaly;
4. Naked in Air, in shame and fear;

5. Blind in Fire, with shied and spesr;
Two-horn'd Reasoning, cloven fiction,
In doubt, which is sdf-contradiction,
A dark Hermaphrodite we stood --

Rationd truth, root of evil and good.
Round me flew the Haming Sword,
Round her snowy Whirlwinds roar'd,
Freezing her Ve, the Mundane Shell.
6. | rent the Vel where the Dead dwell:
When weary Man enters his Cave,

He meets his Saviour in the grave.
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Some find a Femae Garment there,
And some aMale, woven with care;
Lest the Sexud Garments sweet

Should grow a devouring Winding- sheet.
7. Onedied Aladl the Living and Dead!
Oneisdan! and Oneisfled!

8. In Van-glory hatcht and nurg,

By double Spectres, sdlf-accurst.

My Son! my Son! thou treatest me

But as | have ingtructed thee.

9. On the shadows of the Moon,
Climbing thro" Night's highest noon;

10. In Timé's Ocean faling, drown'd;
11 In Aged Ignorance profound,

Holy and cold, | clipp'd thewings

Of dl sublunary things,

12. And in depths of my dungeons
Closed the Father and the Sons.

13. But when once | did descry

The Immortal Man that cannot die,

14. Thro' evening shades | haste away
To close the labours of my day.

15. The Door of Death | open found,
And the Worm weaving in the ground:
16. Thou'rt my Mother, from the womb;
Wife, Sigter, Daughter, to the tomb;
Weaving to dreams the Sexud dtrife,
And weeping over the Web of Life.

Epilogue
To the Accuser who is The God of this World

Truly, my Satan, thou art but a dunce,

And dost not know the garment from the man;
Every harlot was avirgin once,

Nor cangt thou ever change Kate into Nan.

Tho' thou art worship'd by the names divine
Of Jesus and Jehovah, thou art till

The Son of Morn in weary Night's decline,
Thelog traveller's dream under the hill.
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THE GHOST OF ABEL
Engraved 1822

A REVELATION IN THE VISIONS OF JEHOVAH SEEN BY WILLIAM
BLAKE

To Lord Byron in the Wilderness:
What doest thou here, Elijah? Can a Poet doubt the Visions of Jehovah? Nature has no Outline,

But Imagination has. Nature has no Tune, but Imagination has. Nature has no Supernaturd, and
disolves Imagination is eternity.

SCENE -- A rocky Country. EVE, fainted, over the dead body of ABEL, which lays near a Grave.

ADAM kneels by her. JEHOVAH stands above.

Jehovah. Adam!

Adam. | will not hear Thee more, Thou Spiritud Voice Isthis Degth?

Jehovah. Adam!

Adam. Itisinvain: | will not hear Thee Henceforth. Isthis Thy Promise, that the Woman's seed
Should bruise the Serpent's head? Is this the Serpent? Ah! Seven times, O Evel thou hast fainted
over the Dead. Ah! Ah!

EVE revives.

Eve. Isthisthe Promise of Jehovah? O! itisdl avan dduson, This Death, and this Life, and
this Jehovah!

Jehovah. Woman, lift thine eyed
A Voiceisheard coming on.
Voice. O Earth, cover not thou my blood! cover not thou my blood!
Enter the Ghost of ABEL.
Eve. Thou visonary Phantasm, thou art not the real Abdl.
Abel. Among the Elohim, a Human Victim | wander: | am their House.

Prince of the Air, and our dimensions compass Zenith and Nadir.
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Vainis Thy Covenant, O Jehovah! | am the Accuser and Avenger
Of Blood. O Earth! cover not thou the blood of Abdl.

Jehovah. What Vengeance dost thou require?

Abel. Lifefor Lifel Lifefor Life

Jehovah. He who shadll take Cain'slife must dso die, O Abd! And who is he? Adam, wilt thou,
or Eve, thou do this?

Adam. Itisdl avain dduson of the dl-creative Imagination. Eve, come away, and let us not
believe these vain ddusions. Abd is deed, and Cain dew him. We shdl aso die adeath, And
then -- what then? be, as poor Abel, a Thought; or as This? O! what shdl | cdl Thee, Form
Divine, Father of Mercies,
That appearest to my Spiritud Vison? Eve, seest thou aso?
Eve. | s/e Him plainly with my Mind's Eye. | ssedso Abd living, Tho' terribly afflicted, as we
dso are; yet Jehovah sees him Alive and not dead. Were it not better to believe Vison With al
our might and strength, tho' we are fdlen and lost?
Adam. Eve, thou hast spoken truly; let us kned before His feet.

They kneel before JEHOVAH.
Abel. Are these the sacrifices of Eternity, O Jehovah -- abroken spirit

And a contrite heart? O! | cannot forgive: the Accuser hath Enter'd into me as into his house, and
| loathe Thy Tabernacles.

As Thou hagt said, soisit cometo pass. My desireisunto Cain,
And he doth rule over me; therefore my soul in fumes of blood

Cries for Vengeance, Sacrifice on Sacrifice, Blood on Blood!

Jehovah. Lo! | have given you aLamb for an Atonement, instead Of the transgressor, or no Hesh

or Spirit could ever live.

Abel.Compelléd | cry, O Earth! cover not the blood of Abdl.

ABEL. sinks down into the Grave, fromwhich arises SATAN, armed in glittering scales, with a

Crown and a Spear.

Satan. | will have Human blood, and not the blood of bulls or goats,
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And no Atonement, O Jehovah! The Elohim live on Sacrifice Of Men: hence | am God of Men!
Thou human, O Jehovah!

By therock and oak of the Druid, creeping mistletoe, and thorn,

Cain's city built with human blood, not blood of bulls and goats,

Thou shdt Thysdf be sacrificed to Me, thy God! on Calvary.

Jehovah. SuchisMy Will -- (Thunders) -- that thou thysdf go to Eternd Degth.
In Sdf-Annihilation, even till Satan, self-subdu'd, put off Satan

Into the Bottomless Abyss, whose torment arises for ever and ever.

On each side a chorus of Angels, entering, sing the following:-

The Elohim of the Heethen swore Vengeance for Sin! Then Thou stood'st

Forth, O Elohim Jehovah! in the midst of the darkness of the Oath, al clothed

In Thy Covenant of the Forgiveness of Sins. Death, O Holy! Isthis Brotherhood?
The Elohim saw their Oath Eternd Fire: they rolléd apart, trembling, over the
Mercy-sedt, each in his gation fixt in the firmament by Peace Brotherhood, and Love.

The Curtain falls.
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