The Tyger – William Blake

Tyger Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies. 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat.
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was 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?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,
In the forests of the night:
What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?


Panthera Tigris

Tyger Tyger, Tiger, Tiger, burning dim, 
In the dark lands of the Grimm; 
What full and tearful eye or look, 
Could contain thee in a book?

In what nearby zoo or cage,
Will your unheard cries of rage
Be heard by poets, bards or child
Whilst your heart still yearns the wild?

And what pen, & what art,
Could frame thy slowing of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to pause,
Who will notice pared back claws?

Where the hammer? Where the tongs,
Where the anger at such wrongs?
Man’s desire to encapture all:
Nature hides from our Appal.

When the stars are measured fast
With instruments made not to last :
Can anyone be proud or thanked,
Of wishes lost to numbers ranked?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,
In the forests of the night:
What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
