
Lesson 9: Animals and Creatures  
 
 

The Tiger    -William Blake (1757–1827) 

- 

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          5 
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?   10 
And when thy heart began to beat,   
What dread hand and what dread feet?   
  

 
What the hammer? what the chain?   
In what furnace was thy brain?   
What the anvil? What dread grasp   15 
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?   20 
  

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

  
 
 
 



Fog 

BY CARL SANDBURG 
The fog comes 
on little cat feet. 

 
It sits looking 
over harbor and city 
on silent haunches 
and then moves on. 

 

  

 
 
The Kraken – Tennyson 
 
Below the thunders of the upper deep; 
Far, far beneath in the abysmal sea,  
His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep 
The Kraken sleepeth: faintest sunlights flee 
About his shadowy sides: above him swell 
Huge sponges of millennial growth and height;  
And far away into the sickly light,  
From many a wondrous grot and secret cell 
Unnumbered and enormous polypi 
Winnow with giant arms the slumbering green. 
There hath he lain for ages and will lie 
Battening upon huge sea-worms in his sleep, 
Until the latter fire shall heat the deep; 
Then once by man and angels to be seen, 
In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Owl and the Pussy-Cat – Edward Lear (1812-1888) 

 

I 
The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
   In a beautiful pea-green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
   Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
   And sang to a small guitar, 
"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love, 
    What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
         You are, 
         You are! 
What a beautiful Pussy you are!" 

 
II 
Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl! 
   How charmingly sweet you sing! 
O let us be married! too long we have tarried: 
   But what shall we do for a ring?" 
They sailed away, for a year and a day, 
   To the land where the Bong-Tree grows 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 
   With a ring at the end of his nose, 
             His nose, 
             His nose, 
   With a ring at the end of his nose. 

 
III 
"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
   Your ring?" Said the Piggy, "I will." 
So they took it away, and were married next day 
   By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 
They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
   Which they ate with a runcible spoon;    



And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
   They danced by the light of the moon, 
             The moon, 
             The moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 

 
 

A Bird, came down the Walk - Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) 

 

A Bird, came down the Walk -  
He did not know I saw - 
He bit an Angle Worm in halves 
And ate the fellow, raw,  
  
And then, he drank a Dew 
From a convenient Grass - 
And then hopped sidewise to the Wall 
To let a Beetle pass - 
  
He glanced with rapid eyes, 
That hurried all abroad - 
They looked like frightened Beads, I thought, 
He stirred his Velvet Head. -  
  
Like one in danger, Cautious, 
I offered him a Crumb, 
And he unrolled his feathers,  
And rowed him softer Home - 
  
Than Oars divide the Ocean, 
Too silver for a seam, 
Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon, 
Leap, plashless as they swim 

 
 



The Bear on the Delhi Road – Earl Birney (1904-1995) 
 
Unreal      tall as a myth 
by the road the Himalayan bear 
is beating the brilliant air 
with his crooked arms 
About him two men      bare 
spindly as locusts      leap 
 
One pulls on a ring 
in the great soft nose      His mate 
flicks      flicks with a stick 
up at the rolling eyes 
 
They have not led him here 
down from the fabulous hills 
to this bald alien plain 
and the clamorous world      to kill 
but simply to teach him to dance 
 
They are peaceful both      these spare 
men of Kashmir      and the bear 
alive is their living      too 
If      far on the Delhi way 
around him galvanic they dance 
it is merely to wear      wear 
from his shaggy body the tranced 
wish forever to stay 
only an ambling bear 
four-footed in berries 
 
It is no more joyous for them 
in this hot dust to prance 
out of reach of the praying claws 
sharpened to paw for ants 
in the shadows ofdeodars 
It is not easy to free 
myth from reality 
or rear this fellow up 



to lurch      lurch with them 
in the tranced dancing of men 
 


