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William Blake

The sun descending in che Wesc,
The evenin q scar d%cs shine;

The birds are silenc in dheir nesc,
And I musc seck for mine.

The moon, like a flower

In beaven's bigh bower,

Widh silenc dé 'Sbc,

Sics and smiles on dhe nighr:.

Farewell, green fields and ba py groves,
Where flocks bave ook deligbc,

Where lambs bave nibbled, silenc moves
The feecof angc[s brighr:;

Unseen, they pour b[cssing,

And joy withouc ceasin

On cacb bud and blossom,

And each s[t‘cping bosom.

They look in every tbougbdcss nesc
Where birds are covered warm;
Tbcy visit caves of every beast,

To kocp them all from barm:

If chey see any wi ing

Thac should bavzfccn s[ccpin q,
They pour slccE on their bead;

And sic down by dheir bed.

When wolves and agers bowl for prey.
They picyin stand and weep;
Sccking o drive their thirsc away,
And keep dhem from dhe sheep.

Buc, 1 cf:ﬁcy rusb dreadful,

The angc[s, mosc beedful,

Receive each mild spiric,

New worlds to inberic.

And dhere e lion's ruddy eyes
Shall flow widh tears of go[d:
And picying the tender cries,
And walking round e fold:
Saying: “V‘gacb by bis meckness,
]\nd,%y bis bealdh, sickness,

Is driven away

From our immorcal day.

“And now beside thee, b[cacing lamb,
1 can lie down and sleep,

Or think on him who bore thy name,
gmzc afcer thee, and weep.

or, wasbed in life's river,

My bri[isbc mane for ever

Shall sbine like the gold,
Asl Suard o'erthe %)[d."



