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Songs of Innocence 13, BT d B x> Efilintck 517, HREAERIZWT 3BEBTDFHFET
Y, VENCOMOBEREESALNARBMOD A2 IZFHETDH 5, Ml & B L PROZ
BThHrFHEFLMOBECAHLICHEFEELETH D, BHLORMTHESHMICH SINIFFETDH
5, 2% b chiz, H. M. Margoliouth ¢ &5 X 512, »Hd Lyrical Ballads 2D Th %, 2L
T,

Both aim at and achieve simlicity, and not only in language. As Wordsworth
tried to show what is fundamental in human nature by poems about the unsophisticated
whether young or old, a mad mother, an old huntsman, a child of eight, so Blake
opens a window on to reality by poems about or for children, children in years in
the first place but also adult children and then children unborn. Most of the SONGS
OF INNOCENCE are sublime nursery rhymes. (William Blake, p.51)

TRANZDHENTD %2 RTEKEL 12 Blake 13, RO 5iTdk Ui,
Infant Joy

‘I have no name:

I am but two days old.’
What shall I call thee ?
‘T happy am,

Joy is my name.’

Sweet joy befall thee!

Pretty Joy!

Sweet Joy, but two days old.
Sweet Joy I call thee:

Thou dost smile,

I sing the while,

Sweet joy befall thee!
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BITBELTW3, B. D. Selincourt i3kD & 512E 5,

This joy was Blake’s inspiration, and as life opened wider aspects before him,
and he grew conscious of his inspiration and was able to reflect upon it, the same

joy became his gospel. He preached the gospel of Innocence. (William Blake, p.33)
ZUT, FHIZLPERZHD THT 2H EDORNE % 201 Blake 13,

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 laughs with the noise of it;

THi% 3 ‘Laughing Song” %5725 DTh 5, BHIE, BOHIEL, /XA IFRENTHRAT
170 MRIIBE, EYWE THEFCALTNAL I, AVEAE, IWBE-TIHERET, »
(EFRALAL T FHITE, —WOERNEDE L BICCETELBERIZALTVA L 5 iE
bz, Db VOULHZ2D HEIRXIZVIAENT, DhASLTHEL 223X 5 2 KTH
%, '

MR ZEM E LTI 1B DFEADHT, R LIUTEN D E2RD B2 51E, 825 <
LD Wordsworth TH 55, bDWEICELR ) 125128 A3ZV. 75 2D Victor Hugo
(1802—95) & X & FHOEFEEIL L EbN, ZOMBLOZRBIICE 54, FHiciwd 2B
STCVBITIFHATH S EEbLN TS, UL Wordsworth 2, Hugo t51YH, FHt»BicEE
T RIZIED D T L, ZODOHIZDITVD, A2THoTFHOSHEL S > TYESCEDTEE
ANTh %, bhvbhix Wordsworth OFfLicnA$ 25 %25 T IEdV, Hugo DIEH DL 51T,
TIERRE LU TOLNEZRENE T, St FHULAOEZ HEXLS LI B EVT 5, TODMH,
Wordworth (3D 78 255A L D 3525 Blake 1WEWEFDRITNIEL 520, UL LR
Vo, bUbhPCOIZAZWBLUTEA S L&, MEOHITIEITHYOMHESH B & 2HBD
Thb, 3T7/8bb, Wordsworth DXL icid, FHRERFROJEALS 2B & Btz FE 23 Cicd
hZ LT, bIEPWMALIZRADEZZ SSBNBTEDTH 5,

Wordsworth i3 ‘We are Seven’ T3V T, HFEDE2b X 2202 R T,

——A Simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,

And feels its life in every limb,

‘What should it know of death?
EBEAE, 17, RBIRIXSTMBDOLZ2ELT,

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray:
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And, when I crossed the wild,
I chanced to see at break of day
The solitary child.

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;
She dwelt on a wide moor,
——-The sweetest thing that ever grew

Beside a human door!

EDT25, BBV E 72572 ‘Alice Fell’ Z8teDTh 5%, ZhbidsBTFHIcHT s AA
DEBETH T, FHUUADEETIZISW, ' '
Blake O-F#t% 5 1o - 12fEfICIE, D& ST, OEENS O VRIS FIE20I3 & 8 72w,
LNOEBNSEBEIZ, TIETFHRHOBIMZ 30%, UMrCZOEERIDTH S, DIOHLF
o bid, BEOACE 2EELT, HHOKX#MIccbirh, BOCEE2RELTHETADTH
5o phiTd, BEHIZIRATY, BERBITAT 720 FT2L52C 813780, ULIthi->T, D
T, 7 ORI AGED ER & UTER LR 3 & 5 SEIRT 554 5,
Wordsworth |3 ‘The Pet-Lamb’ Dz, —ADDEHB—PLCO/NERFITDOBNT, CORE
BEHCENEEA T EHEEHNTNE, DPEROFHLAEVZRD TV E/NFER, BUOOHEH
EB2EY, PEOCEICER2EIBEMLTVAL5CIARA %,

“Drink, pretty creature, drink,” she said in such a tone

That I almost received her heart into my own.

VB TARIZCDFE 2 bES, LIS LTHEARIDESE, NEIMZE XFELDOH & 2ES
5LLTWVW3, COBFREPRIZDLZDOLZTI:EE LEROBELICILADTH 3, 2L TDDLDE
wHBbh 3 EE 2/ T, Wordsworth 13ZRD L 51251295,

What ails thee, young One? Why pull so at thy cord?
Is it not well with thee? well both for bed and board?
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be;

Rest, little young One, rest; what is’'t that aileth thee?

WIIE, BHLAI, CONERILLT, ZOELNEEZHBL, ZOBELINEE L IOM,
A2 LD RIFPHA o MATHEEDOEL I L, BLROEATREL 2YFE-T, OT oM
DEHEZISETEDTHBH, DNEOEUAZEZGTET L 7500,

DIINE OV CDINERRIETTIRADTH 255, WROMAIZERT 2 8 DI, COAML/NE
PELDIEELE, 20RO ZLHREE ThH %, Wordsworth 12 C DDLDEZWD T, TDL D
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TH 20 EelT %,

And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line by line,

That but half of it was hers, and one half of it was mine.

Again, once again, did I repeat the song;
“Nay,”said I, “more than half to the damsel must belong,
For she looked with such a look, and she spake with such a tone,

That I almost received her heart into my own.”

Wordsworth D859 2172, ¢ X dic, bhbhBHERBRTI2EBOHATHY, LED
HEHCHEbNBROMATH %, Blake 0BT 2HFIL, ok > 2RECHFIENH TKLL,
FEIDHBREBEL, KEZ2EZZA2THIOIEBETAIAREZOHAZ L AL ATV,

The Lamb

Little Lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed,
By the stream and o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?

Little Lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee:

He is called by thy name,

For He calls Himself a Lamb.

He is meek, and He is mild;

He became a little child.

I a child, and thou a lamb,

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



24 Tv 4y 20 EE (L)

FHE2REM E LT 5 72572 Wordsworth DFF3, BMiZENTHE N E S, Th%* Blake itk
NBE, ik, BHEOEERNTV, ZLUT, HEOHTY, HUTnadhnsd, sk, HA—Tid%x
Vo Wordsworth OF4)iZ, X #MFRDES & 51, MW THHZL D TiZd 523, Blake 1tE 5
TRIGITHMIZEFTAL S, PR TFELOEMEZEL VN EERHOIZE» Y TS, FA—0FEA
REELEOLALT, dichd, FEIDEZDOIDODLHIRENVTV S, UL, »IHEBORF
RO ZILIRICREIEL TWVBDTH %, Blake i3 FHEE/NERHDILH E L TB U OEFELI,
Ui - T, BO/NER, »hice >Tid, BE22HKR250NEE, WIHOELTHEELLE
ABNE o, TELDDLEZOE U Blake Offid FHtid, Wik BMEFE oL LR
TINEREL»T, BRIz, ZREBHIEFAEDOZ2ARZRE LIch 5 MREICEHA
H5DTHb, HERFHEBULOBELIFARZVY, »LOL S ICERCFHDOLCEY S -TF
DT EIEREEY A T2 DRIV,

RDNEICEEL 2T TS T EIFIRBMEMN 2 EbY, RO L ST, FE D EEZDEE
WHEECH 5, L d 20 EIF3BMMiIc LTI, FRIMCUTEIRRETH 5, CZDFFIE Songs
of Innocence Hi, 3 & 3 T LNINVERD—DOTHAIEHH TR, BITCOHEDEME LT,
Songs of Experience #{{#& 3 % ‘The Tiger’ &¢F L WWELVWVHRBEZRZLUTNWADTH S, iz
Blake i3, DX 5L, »F HEMETHELT, &ITIEIAFER LTV LEDNA LS
s d-T, wmHEIK—2KRE, XEELUTREES DS d %, Songs of Innocence 1% Blake
DRI LI b DTH B, SE»D, ZOLISHEBY DB ETE, di0IE, THIEE
DWETIZSW»E SA-DN S, S¥35, REBZFAOMNTIE, FEbDOFEEMHRT 5L
RFERTHEIHLTH 3,

Wordsworth (ZEHE/SVVIMEC UADYEET S A, IRUTZ DL 5 ICAR—SBREZHWS C &
s, Z20L, bhbhdFE s ORRICERT 2R TI A, BESQEHTHBEL THRXTWVS
DTh 3%, /55, Worasworth DHiNTZDLLIZMA L TZ A DE 2 Tdh 525, Blake D 124>
Zix, ATHORERT I LOTESVBERER2IIIBREERT A0 TH-T, BEZBRET
e, MRTEbORNIZTLE LBV DTH %, Wordsworth 137 & 3 DR SICEE TS
BREREE 2, —EEHSOEEBEOHICE Y WL, B» N Z2HEO § DL UTEBT 5 129D1T,
WEBWEMERE 2D, DRHEDW 5 5OV 2H0TL %, LEBbh3DThH%, C. H. Herford
BIRD & 5 ICBRNT 3538, bbbt Coleridge #Blake 1T X » A TH B L EMNTE B,

As a poet of childhood, Wordsworth, as we have seen, owed something to
Coleridge——after Blake the the first great poet of child-life. Yet his work here is
in a kind altogether his own. His children are rarely touched with the exguisite
tenderness of Coleridge, but with a kind of solemn” joy, passing often into mystic
awe. Their beauty makes him glad, but he never rests in that simple mood. (The
Age of Wordsworth, p.160)
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ChIZR LT, Blake 137 & § OFMBEME S I B I U oA %2, KAOHEERZMNAT, 2
DFEFICHE, ZNREI->TFELOBRODEREHEVICT S, 2hW@A, Wordsworth Ol F
£, 20Dt UABENT, bhbhyEEEABECR»I2FERIETHE, Z2LT,
Blake OF & $ 13, Db BBLOMATHEI RBEOFESDI > 2RV T EDTH 3,

FEVETHAT S Blake DE A, TE b 2E - RBROLOLNEZOEBI» S HTIIC L
ARO®EY Th B, 2L T,

This joy was Blake’s inspiration, and as life opened wider aspects before him,
and he grew conscious of his inspiration and was able to reflect upon it, the same

joy became his gospel. He preached the gospel of Innocence. (Selincourt, p.33)

UL, PNRBEDOFESDWANAEMSHE 2 L CELIBBLATLDTIRZL, ZOWHED
HOB L RRBREL I 2IBATLL S TH B, TELOREMRITIZ, EEDOHT 2L, bTbhEYNARE
L >TITEHT 28D TH 5, Z2DOEMHIAREEC 2, Blake iI2& 5T, KEDHE LRATZDOTH
53,

bbN OB E § 2 4KEDHADS, 2L TCOMHITERL S 32 &3hid, 2hidbhbhoT
DRI BV TIT 2V, —YIDFRERH S s FHEFROTLELER/Z2 I 1126 DELT,
S 3T ‘Infant Joy’ & ‘Laughing Song’ & %25 UTcHS, BOEFRKE W0 5 NEHESELK D
BEZ51c-51280D& LT, ‘Nurse’s Song’ ZH[H LTz,

When the voices of children are heard on the green,
And laughing is heard on the hill,
My heart is at rest within my breast,

And everything else is still.

‘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 appears in the skies.’

‘No, no, let us play, for it is yet day,
And we cannot go to sleep;

Besides, in the sky the little birds fly,
And the hills are all cover’d with sheep.’

‘Well, well, go and play till the light fades away,
And then go home to bed.’
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The little ones leaped and shouted and laugh’d
And all the hills echoed.

CDFHTIE, TNTAREDOE FITEIL, WPULL bEHZHET 2L 5 s HigicEdLl 203
T, BALDEANZL > THLIELNB T LD, BHOKMM I b T3, Zhds, &b
EIT, EESH»5EN2ZEOMFICE, Blake iCiZBHLNIcDTH b, L R3ETOLTHI
MEPEXCEZHINTERTE LR, ChEEAC LTI DITIZEZEAIZ Blake 281 T%
5%HBEN,

i ‘Holy Thursday’ OfIT, X5 ICHMEERKOBE2572-TW5%, U X MNAEKEIOD
H, 22 b« &= VERICAEFRICT WO S RERBRZ S 2 1ETH 5, ZOHITIE, ER
DE S EFBOEEELGRL 5N 5,

*Twas on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,
The children walking 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 what a multide they seem’d, these flowers of London town!
Seated in companies they sit with radiance all their own.
The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,

Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.

DX IR SHERBE» S DA, XU TIEAL ) OREOEFRIXEEIN S, AEEDEFR, T
b5, HROEETH S, ZUT, TOEFERZFERCITI 2dicid, BUL BRICEL, ChitK
JEU 2T L% 5750, Songs of Innocence iz HARiZ, Wb iE Blake OMAIDOHATH -
T, ZOHINET 5 TXTHHMOICBIBDN, Innocence d symbol %7sL T3, ZL T
Z @ Innocence ITIZHBHERMSERZNSE L, d1zh b Raphael Z2ooigicR 3 L 51, £LLOK
BESESTET, BOARRAZFELDOEMEZE VTS, BLOWERZHBILDE2DTH 3, T2, O
EDREEEIH»H T2, MRULASESTET, RFELLD, HB0IZTOBEEDEFICIA LN
FNIDEREBHEL, LOMOUEZHMOLODBDTH 2, dbAAHIE, BEICELzbILbAK
ADHED b R, B 3Z=EoMAE UrEbAZNTHA5, UL, FEBILBITE 5T,
Jo UTERTRZL,ESNBRETHVEERZDTH 5, kEOMFICESTELFEL LI,
R, KEOWMAD 2, COKBOMABWEAKELNHED, RRY, FEEELRIERBEOS
3%, ZOEDEZELTHA ),

Blake i3z ‘The Little Boy Found’ TBNT, MBIKIAFEIDOREELTHODN, 2D
F2O0NT, ZEURPHED L EANFENTOL IE2HNTV B, LULOMODEL L O IN#EICIoNT
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BIEIND D AA B,

The little boy lost in the lonely fen,
Led by the wand’ring light,

Began to cry; but God, ever nigh,
Appear’d like his father, in white.

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

Her little boy weeping sought.

Zhid Blake OIFLBEMTH 25, MOFHIBNT S, MBFHROBLARNBOEZZHY 3F
R2fNTVW3, o Eid, £hdas3xd, REDHNZ BRLIZDICHED ST, ZL
T, B TCOEDEEIIHEAED, BEVIHNADTH 3,

He doth give His joy to all;
He becomes an infant small;
He becomes a man of woe;

He doth feel the sorrow too.

O! He gives to us His joy
That our grief He may destroy;
Till our grief is fled and gone
He doth sit by us and moan.

(On Another’s Sorrow)

[ER7:2EA%2HL, HCHEORELELAMIRL TFRE2RBTE L3720, KA IhZN
bbb, BLFET 2D TH%, ZERTHIHETHA20ED, »pubsTh2 LS OTH
%, Zhd Blake OEZTH - 12,

‘The Chimney Sweeper’ D F A/NTdh 3 FHOBEERRFKY, BLUWHESZ LS, chicsE
BRRHTODIZ, 3 E5MOBDITLZ3DTH2, CDiHid ‘The Little Black Boy’ Z& & 3
T, TOFFRIEES VDVREHN SO VBRI SIERTH 3, 4iE, EEEDOMHE, £ 0DEY
BEBHIZE NS, L UTRIRIEIGIN, ERELSRICE TH: SN TEIERBRAIC IS - 7o T4,
FEOHFZ—HFAHETICCESEDRTO AR HENT S LW, Pt X QAKO% A8 5 niE
ROPTERZT LMD o120 D, COFIMAKT, HBD Tom Dacre H3EFEDTH%HI 5
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NTHEHLIZOT, dphidZ2h 2D T 5%, Tom 1ZZ20EB/ALWEZRIZ, UL, RFI
WMbhT, BNOOEDALLRIHL, MAIZY, FAlh, Koth LTROFZ0UTED, R
NTHEEHED, KRB THRE, F->HORKRTRICED, BRORTEF DN S, ZUT,
IIRICHDTFIENE LV HEZBTLNRE23ET, 2O o5 »nOTTIAVDE—H?IIU
LB, ZITEd IRF ARG S /2o 1ICHD 2AIRICRL S ATNE, 255 THOIMESRE S
NBEDThHb, COLIBEMEFRITHOLDOTHY, ZHIBROMAICOAFETZIDOTH

%, Tom %EMHORHICHIT 2Dk, W EEZFIKUILRETH > T, »hOFLdHobhd%
SOFHICER2EAC D Z2RNDDE, LAAEBEDOODETIRLEL, dhbd 2NN UE
Rz FEIC U4 2 —FBED coffin LT NEXTHA 5,

Blake 1% The Book of Thel (1789) itk TW 3% X 51T, bhbhOEEIEHL N DNOH % IE
TLHDOFTTEBNEZA TN, TOT L3ADICE T, ‘The Little Black Boy’ i2d 5
NAMRABEE, LV IEITIOEAT, »hEB O BT 2bhbhDEFED FH 2 HBRL
T, DX IITH 25T 5B,

‘And we are put on earth a little space,
That we may learn to bear the beams of love;
And these black bodies and this sunburnt face

Is but a cloud, and like a shady grove.

‘For when our souls have learn’d the heat to bear,
The cloud will vanish; we shall hear His voice,
Saying: “Come out from the grove, My love and care,

And round My golden tent like lambs rejoice.”’

FURAPOHNCBOHAV DT WEbIzh, AENRRDSL 22 HEOMA2HKT 5 &
ZRADFHICFEL THRXIZE DT, BYSWABBOHINIZFTH 5,

LRFEIFERICE 2o v D F VR MEET, 77V HDOEAR BEHT S EBTORTVI,
Wilberforce DRI TZ DRI D, BIDOIEIT S 12517205, BEIERIZ DOV L2 -
7. Blake 75 C DIEABIITHZIEADPOE S TCDIIURTH %, BB DOMDMHEIL, 17855E/MT
iz Cowper The Task H =%, 7z L Wordsworth @ To Thomas Clarkson (1807) &
Lo ZOBBREBFHICELVWED 2542, DIZ2HHZRODENELNVANSEEHL B, KEDW
EBBEDONZBORENE, BBOHFIICHLEE 2EATN S, FHIZCOKRBOEHICIZAES X5
K25 % T, MOKRET, dOVEGRET D5, BEHOHA % 5T UL’ 5 720, Swinburne
2 DR,

a poem especially exquisite for its noble forbearance from vulgar pathcs and



E & 5 L] (WF7ERtEE 515%) 29

achievement of the highest and most poignant sweetness of speech and sense; in
which the poet’s mysticism is baptized with pure water and taught to speak as
from faultless lips of children, to such effect as this. (William Blake, p.115)

RN, e A ‘Night' & & dig,

the two poems of softiest loveliness among all the ‘Songs of Innocence’ (ibid.)

ERMBL TV 3,

ZUT, ¢ ‘Night’” dAUBEOHDbLIIZIEEDbN %, Biika, BidBicox, HizRo
R2REIAAEBOEMCEO LTS, EOFKS, BOMEDL, FOBNY, WIREOUEZ
5> TW3, REVELITENBHT, PHNSEERZTRTOLOD LITEL 2D TDRETH %,
P THITFIRS ZOHNT 230,

And there the Lion’s ruddy eyes
Shall flow with tears of gold,
And pitying the tender cries,
And walking round the fold,
Saying ‘Wrath’ by His meekness,
And, by His health, sickness

Is driven away

From our immortal day.

And now beside thee, bleating lamb,
I can lie down and sleep;

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

For, wash’'d in life’s river,

My bright mane for ever

Shall shine like the gold

As I guard o’er the fold.’

LOE i, MREIOMOEIRL L RO RICE TROFEZE D, HE2obolf, ©MBT
C Ot BB A A & EROHFUALT &0 5 HNDEMNEDNI D TH 5,

| L TAT, XXICEHELLIE~N, 7z ‘The Little Black Boy’ 0T by - Efiintz & 51z,
Blake &, b bNOREKZELZHORH DBEIRTENREZL TV, bhvbhwscothicks» )
T30, RUTKEOMALCLA T, BUHOER2 ST 31200/ ELTOKZLTVS
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DI, EEATDTHB, bNObMAMBEEDOICL >THEEBL S 3 b Did, KEOHAD—LTH -
T, Z0RHWTIIIEV, UL, Db &z DR D OREE2 K ZNIE, T, TOKE
OHFITIIA D, WORNZLEFITIBRIZCENTRIDTHS, T72bb, bhbhad ‘shady
grove’ TIZA -2, BUDT, BOMIKERERINS L2, TXRT2RIZ2ZENTEIDTH
%, CDEAEIZ, Blake OEFIZHNL SBEHIZ DT, LORIXBNTIE, TTRHLNIIFEHRK

DERITIIAD DDOH 5720 DL THRDOBEIEIZUIDVTHEIOBZED TO X, B THPOITES
OHAZHPIL TITL DTH B, A121708 Swinburne O 12D X 5,

There are two points in the work of Blake which first claim notice and
explanation; two points connected, but not inseparable: his mysticism and his

mythology. (p.104)



