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The Chimney Sweeper  
 

William Blake  
 
When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 
 
There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved: so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 



 
And so he was quiet; and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight— 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 
 
And by came an angel who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins and set them all free; 
Then down a green plain leaping, laughing, they run, 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 



 
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind; 
And the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 
He'd have God for his father, and never want joy. 
 
And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm; 

So if all do their duty they need not fear harm. 





 

La Belle Dame Sans Merci: Ballad  
  John Keats 

 
 
O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms,   
  Alone and palely loitering?   
The sedge has wither’d from the lake,   
  And no birds sing.   
   
O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms!         5  
  So haggard and so woe-begone?   
The squirrel’s granary is full,   
  And the harvest’s done.  



 

I see a lily on thy brow   
  With anguish moist and fever dew,         10  
And on thy cheeks a fading rose   
  Fast withereth too.   
   
I met a lady in the meads,   
  Full beautiful—a faery’s child,   
Her hair was long, her foot was light,         15  
  And her eyes were wild.  



 
I made a garland for her head,   
  And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;   
She look’d at me as she did love,   
  And made sweet moan.                         20  
   
I set her on my pacing steed,   
  And nothing else saw all day long,   
For sidelong would she bend, and sing   
  A faery’s song.  



 

She found me roots of relish sweet,             25  
  And honey wild, and manna dew,   
And sure in language strange she said—   
  “I love thee true.”   
   
She took me to her elfin grot,   
  And there she wept, and sigh’d fill sore,     30  
And there I shut her wild wild eyes   
  With kisses four.  



 

And there she lulled me asleep,   
  And there I dream’d—Ah! woe betide!   
The latest dream I ever dream’d                35  
  On the cold hill’s side.   
   
I saw pale kings and princes too,   
  Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;   
They cried—“La Belle Dame sans Merci   
  Hath thee in thrall!”                              40  



 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,   
  With horrid warning gaped wide,   
And I awoke and found me here,   
  On the cold hill’s side.   
   
And this is why I sojourn here,                  45  
  Alone and palely loitering,   
Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake,   
  And no birds sing.  






















