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The Tiger

William Blake

TIGER, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

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

What the hand dare seize the fire?

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

And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and what dread feet?
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What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? What dread grasp

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And water'd heaven with their tears,
Did He smile His work 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?
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Thanks Giving

Rabindranath Tagore

Those who walk on the path of pride crushing the lowly life under
their tread ,covering the tender green of the earth with their footprints in

blood:
Let them rejoice, and thank thee, lord, for the day is theirs.

But I am thankful that my lot lies with the humble who suffer the

burden of power, and hide their faces and strifle their sobs in the dark .

For every throb of their pain has pushed in the secret depth of thy

night, and every insult has been gathered into thy great silence.
And the marrow is theirs.

O Sun, rise upon the bleeding hearts blossoming in flowers of the

morning, and the torchlight revelry of pride shrunken to ashes.
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