The Chimney Sweeper: A little black thing among the snow 

By William Blake 

A little black thing among the snow, 	Comment by SchoolUser: The weeps are black, covered with soot, making them appear dirty in the cold snow (temperatures which people cannot always survive, but the sweeps are expected to simply deal with the cold and work in it)
Crying "weep! 'weep!" in notes of woe! 	Comment by SchoolUser: The sweeps are miserable, but…
"Where are thy father and mother? say?" 	Comment by SchoolUser: When someone asks where their parents are (as in: why aren’t your parents taking care of you?)…
"They are both gone up to the church to pray. 	Comment by SchoolUser: We learn this sweeper isn’t an orphan…his parents are warm in church while he’s working in the freezing temperatures

Because I was happy upon the heath, 	Comment by SchoolUser: This is one of the harsher suggestions in Blake’s work…he implies that because the child was happy and playing (as children should be) that jealous adults put him to work. Such poems of Blake’s helped to create the world’s first child labor laws.
And smil'd among the winter's snow, 
They clothed me in the clothes of death, 
And taught me to sing the notes of woe. 

And because I am happy and dance and sing, 	Comment by SchoolUser: Here, the sweeper says that because he still sometimes plays and sings as all children will, that the adult world looks on and falsely tells itself it hasn’t hurt him at all…
They think they have done me no injury, 
And are gone to praise God and his Priest and King, 	Comment by SchoolUser: And that these adults hide behind the law of the King which protects them and the religious law of the priests which protects them…what is less clear is the reference to god in the second to last line. Without an understanding of Blake’s beliefs, the poem sounds like God is taking advantage of the children; but what Blake means is that misguided people (both government and church employees) take advantage of the children…but that God, who may have put the king and priest in place, may take those positions away if those adults don’t change and do better for the children of London.
Who make up a heaven of our misery." 




























The Chimney Sweeper: When my mother died I was very young 

By William Blake 

When my mother died I was very young, 	Comment by SchoolUser: An overwhelmed father sells his child into labor when his wife passes away.
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry " 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep!" 	Comment by SchoolUser: The child is trying to say “sweep” to offer his services around town, but is too young to pronounce the “s” so the sound he makes is like crying. Blake uses his knowledge of language acquisition to make a point that children forced into such labor are miserable
So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep. 	Comment by SchoolUser: The child is condemned to sleep in dirt

There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head 	Comment by SchoolUser: Sweepers hair was shaved off to prevent lice, which were a constant problem in the close quarters in which sweepers were kept when off work hours.
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved, so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare, 	Comment by SchoolUser: The older boy tries to cheer to younger one up…his white  hair(associated with purity and innocence) will not be damaged this way.
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 

And so he was quiet, & that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping he had such a sight! 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, & Jack, 	Comment by SchoolUser: The same child dreams all his sweeper friends were in coffins (consider how small child would feel in a chimney…trapped on all sides, mush like as in a coffin)
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black; 

And by came an Angel who had a bright key, 	Comment by SchoolUser: But an angel comes ad releases them to play in a  clean, green meadow, with a river to bathe in and the bright sunshine to warm them…but does the poem hint the sweeps’ only release will come in death?
And he opened the coffins & 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 & white, all their bags left behind, 	Comment by SchoolUser: Free of all their work bags, free of the sooty, lice infested clothing
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind. 
And the Angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 	Comment by SchoolUser: The angel promises something better if Tom is “good”
He'd have God for his father & never want joy. 

And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark 	Comment by SchoolUser: This stanza has confused many critics, since on the surface it seems as though Blake is advocating hard work as an answer to the problem. But given Blake’s other poem on the same subject, about how the adults saw them playing and decided to make them work over jealousy, and given the tone of the poem about death and dirt, this doesn’t fit with what else we know of Blake. What does fit is this; the innocent children are trying to do their best for God in hope of heaven--butit;s adults responsibility to see the hypocrisy of the adult world in this and make things better for these deserving children.
And got with our bags & our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy & warm; 
So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 
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