TESTO: THE POISON TREE BY WILLIAM BLAKE


I WAS ANGRY WITH MY FRIEND;

I TOLD MY WRATH,  MY WRATH DID END.
I Was Angry With My Foe:

I TOLD IT NOT, MY WRATH DID GROW.

AND I WATERED IT IN FEARS, 

NIGHT AND MORNING WITH MY TEARS:

And I Sunned It With Smiles, 

AND WITH SOFT DECEITFUL WILES

AND IT GREW BOTH DAY AND NIGHT. 

TILL IT BORE AN APPLE BRIGHT.


AND IT GREW BOTH DAY AND NIGHT. 

TILL IT BORE AN APPLE BRIGHT.

AND MY FOE BEHELD IT SHINE,

AND HE KNEW THAT IT WAS MINE

AND MY FOE BEHELD IT SHINE,

AND HE KNEW THAT IT WAS MINE

AND MY FOE BEHELD IT SHINE,

AND HE KNEW THAT IT WAS MINE

AND MY FOE BEHELD IT SHINE,

AND HE KNEW THAT IT WAS MINE
I WAS ANGRY WITH MY FRIEND

I Was Angry With My Friend

I WAS ANGRY WITH MY FOE:

I Was Angry With My Foe:

AND INTO MY GARDEN STOLE,

WHEN THE NIGHT HAD VEILD THE POLE;

IN THE MORNING GLAD I SEE;

MY FOE OUTSTRETCHED BENEATH THE TREE.
