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KEATS 

"La Belle Dame sans Merci: A Ballad" (1819) 

 

O, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

       Alone and palely loitering? 

The sedge is wither'd from the lake, 

       And no birds sing. 

O, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

       So haggard and so woe-begone? 

The squirrel's granary is full, 

       And the harvest's done. 

I see a lilly on thy brow, 

       With anguish moist and fever dew; 

And on thy cheek 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, 

       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. 

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. 
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She found me roots of relish sweet, 

       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 full sore, 

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 

       On the cold hill 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!" 

 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 

       With horrid warning gaped wide, 

And I awoke and found me here 

       On the cold hill side. 

And this is why I sojourn here 

       Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake, 

       And no birds sing. 
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TENNYSON 

"The Lady of Shalott" (1842) 

 

 

 

  PART I 

On either side the river lie 

Long fields of barley and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 

And thro' the field the road runs by 

       To many-tower'd Camelot; 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 

Round an island there below, 

       The island of Shalott. 
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Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 

Thro' the wave that runs for ever 

By the island in the river 

       Flowing down to Camelot. 

Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 

Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imbowers 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

By the margin, willow veil'd, 

Slide the heavy barges trail'd 

By slow horses; and unhail'd 

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd 

       Skimming down to Camelot: 

But who hath seen her wave her hand? 

Or at the casement seen her stand? 

Or is she known in all the land, 

       The Lady of Shalott? 

 

Only reapers, reaping early 

In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 

From the river winding clearly, 

       Down to tower'd Camelot: 

And by the moon the reaper weary, 

Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 

Listening, whispers " 'Tis the fairy 

       Lady of Shalott." 
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  PART II 

 

There she weaves by night and day 

A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

       To look down to Camelot. 

She knows not what the curse may be, 

And so she weaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

And moving thro' a mirror clear 

That hangs before her all the year, 

Shadows of the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 

       Winding down to Camelot: 

There the river eddy whirls, 

And there the surly village-churls, 

And the red cloaks of market girls, 

       Pass onward from Shalott. 

 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad, 

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 

Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad, 

       Goes by to tower'd Camelot; 

And sometimes thro' the mirror blue 

The knights come riding two and two: 

She hath no loyal knight and true, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 
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But in her web she still delights 

To weave the mirror's magic sights, 

For often thro' the silent nights 

A funeral, with plumes and lights 

       And music, went to Camelot: 

Or when the moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed: 

"I am half sick of shadows," said 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

  PART III 

 

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley-sheaves, 

The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves, 

And flamed upon the brazen greaves 

       Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd 

To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field, 

       Beside remote Shalott. 

 

The gemmy bridle glitter'd free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 

Hung in the golden Galaxy. 

The bridle bells rang merrily 

       As he rode down to Camelot: 

And from his blazon'd baldric slung 

A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armour rung, 

       Beside remote Shalott. 
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All in the blue unclouded weather 

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather, 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 

Burn'd like one burning flame together, 

       As he rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro' the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 

       Moves over still Shalott. 

 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 

On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 

From underneath his helmet flow'd 

His coal-black curls as on he rode, 

       As he rode down to Camelot. 

From the bank and from the river 

He flash'd into the crystal mirror, 

"Tirra lirra," by the river 

       Sang Sir Lancelot. 

 

She left the web, she left the loom, 

She made three paces thro' the room, 

She saw the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 

       She look'd down to Camelot. 

Out flew the web and floated wide; 

The mirror crack'd from side to side; 

"The curse is come upon me," cried 

       The Lady of Shalott. 
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  PART IV 

 

In the stormy east-wind straining, 

The pale yellow woods were waning, 

The broad stream in his banks complaining, 

Heavily the low sky raining 

       Over tower'd Camelot; 

Down she came and found a boat 

Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round about the prow she wrote 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

And down the river's dim expanse 

Like some bold seër in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance— 

With a glassy countenance 

       Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the day 

She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 

The broad stream bore her far away, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

Lying, robed in snowy white 

That loosely flew to left and right— 

The leaves upon her falling light— 

Thro' the noises of the night 

       She floated down to Camelot: 

And as the boat-head wound along 

The willowy hills and fields among, 

They heard her singing her last song, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 
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Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 

And her eyes were darken'd wholly, 

       Turn'd to tower'd Camelot. 

For ere she reach'd upon the tide 

The first house by the water-side, 

Singing in her song she died, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 

Dead-pale between the houses high, 

       Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 

And round the prow they read her name, 

       The Lady of Shalott. 

 

Who is this? and what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 

Died the sound of royal cheer; 

And they cross'd themselves for fear, 

       All the knights at Camelot: 

But Lancelot mused a little space; 

He said, "She has a lovely face; 

God in his mercy lend her grace, 

       The Lady of Shalott." 
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POE 

"Annabel Lee" (1849) 

 

It was many and many a year ago, 

       In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

       By the name of Annabel Lee; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

       Than to love and be loved by me. 

 

I was a child and she was a child, 

       In this kingdom by the sea, 

But we loved with a love that was more than love— 

       I and my Annabel Lee— 

With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven 

       Coveted her and me. 

 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

       In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

       My beautiful Annabel Lee; 

So that her highborn kinsmen came 

       And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

       In this kingdom by the sea. 

 

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven, 

       Went envying her and me— 

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know, 

       In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 

       Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 
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But our love it was stronger by far than the love 

       Of those who were older than we— 

       Of many far wiser than we— 

And neither the angels in Heaven above 

       Nor the demons down under the sea 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 

       Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

 

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams 

        Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

       Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

       Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride, 

       In her sepulchre there by the sea— 

       In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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CARROLL 

"The Walrus and the Carpenter" (1871) 

 

The sun was shining on the sea, 

      Shining with all his might: 

He did his very best to make 

      The billows smooth and bright— 

And this was odd, because it was 

      The middle of the night. 

 

The moon was shining sulkily, 

      Because she thought the sun 

Had got no business to be there 

      After the day was done— 

"It's very rude of him," she said, 

      "To come and spoil the fun." 

 

The sea was wet as wet could be, 

      The sands were dry as dry. 

You could not see a cloud, because 

      No cloud was in the sky: 

No birds were flying overhead— 

      There were no birds to fly. 

 

The Walrus and the Carpenter 

      Were walking close at hand: 

They wept like anything to see 

      Such quantities of sand: 

"If this were only cleared away," 

      They said, "it would be grand!" 

 

"If seven maids with seven mops 
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      Swept it for half a year, 

Do you suppose," the Walrus said, 

      "That they could get it clear?" 

"I doubt it," said the Carpenter, 

      And shed a bitter tear. 

 

"O Oysters, come and walk with us!" 

      The Walrus did beseech. 

"A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk, 

      Along the briny beach: 

We cannot do with more than four, 

      To give a hand to each." 

 

The eldest Oyster looked at him, 

      But never a word he said: 

The eldest Oyster winked his eye, 

      And shook his heavy head— 

Meaning to say he did not choose 

      To leave the oyster-bed. 

 

But four young Oysters hurried up, 

      All eager for the treat: 

Their coats were brushed, their faces washed, 

      Their shoes were clean and neat— 

And this was odd, because, you know, 

      They hadn't any feet. 

 

Four other Oysters followed them, 

      And yet another four; 

And thick and fast they came at last, 

      And more, and more, and more— 

All hopping through the frothy waves, 
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      And scrambling to the shore. 

 

The Walrus and the Carpenter 

      Walked on a mile or so, 

And then they rested on a rock 

      Conveniently low: 

And all the little Oysters stood 

      And waited in a row. 

 

"The time has come," the Walrus said, 

      "To talk of many things: 

Of shoes—and ships—and sealing-wax— 

      Of cabbages—and kings— 

And why the sea is boiling hot— 

      And whether pigs have wings." 

 

"But wait a bit," the Oysters cried, 

      "Before we have our chat; 

For some of us are out of breath, 

      And all of us are fat!" 

"No hurry!" said the Carpenter. 

      They thanked him much for that. 

 

"A loaf of bread," the Walrus said, 

      "Is what we chiefly need: 

Pepper and vinegar besides 

      Are very good indeed— 

Now if you're ready, Oysters dear, 

      We can begin to feed." 

 

"But not on us!" the Oysters cried, 

      Turning a little blue. 



 15 

"After such kindness, that would be 

      A dismal thing to do!" 

"The night is fine," the Walrus said. 

      "Do you admire the view?" 

 

"It was so kind of you to come! 

      And you are very nice!" 

The Carpenter said nothing but 

      "Cut us another slice. 

I wish you were not quite so deaf— 

      I've had to ask you twice!" 

 

"It seems a shame," the Walrus said, 

      "To play them such a trick, 

After we've brought them out so far, 

      And made them trot so quick!" 

The Carpenter said nothing but 

      "The butter's spread too thick!" 

 

"I weep for you," the Walrus said: 

      "I deeply sympathize." 

With sobs and tears he sorted out 

      Those of the largest size, 

Holding his pocket-handkerchief 

      Before his streaming eyes. 

 

"O Oysters," said the Carpenter, 

      "You've had a pleasant run! 

Shall we be trotting home again?" 

      But answer came there none— 

And this was scarcely odd, because 

      They'd eaten every one. 
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ROBINSON 

"Richard Cory" (1897) 

 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 

We people on the pavement looked at him: 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 

Clean favored, and imperially slim. 

 

And he was always quietly arrayed, 

And he was always human when he talked; 

But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 

"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked. 

 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king— 

And admirably schooled in every grace: 

In fine, we thought that he was everything 

To make us wish that we were in his place. 

 

So on we worked, and waited for the light, 

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread; 

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 

Went home and put a bullet through his head. 
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LENNON and McCARTNEY 

"Eleanor Rigby" (1966) 

 

Aah, look at all the lonely people. 

Aah, look at all the lonely people. 

 

Eleanor Rigby picks up the rice in a church 

Where a wedding has been 

Leaves in a dream. 

Waits at the window 

Wearing the face that she keeps in a jar by the door 

Who is it for? 

 

All the lonely people, where do they all come from? 

All the lonely people, where do they all belong? 

 

Father McKenzie writing the words of a sermon 

That no-one will hear 

No-one comes near. 

Look at him working 

Darning his socks in the night when there's nobody there 

What does he care? 

 

All the lonely people, where do they all come from? 

All the lonely people, where do they all belong? 

 

Aah, look at all the lonely people. 

Aah, look at all the lonely people. 

 

Eleanor Rigby died in the church 

And was buried along with her name 

Nobody came. 
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Father McKenzie wiping the dirt from his hands 

As he walks from the grave 

No-one was saved. 

 

All the lonely people, where do they all come from? 

(Aah, look at all the lonely people. 

Aah, look at all the lonely people.) 

All the lonely people, where do they all belong? 
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CHAPIN 

"30,000 Pounds of Bananas" (1974) 

 

It was just after dark when the truck started down 

The hill that leads into Scranton, Pennsylvania, 

Carrying thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

Carrying thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

 

He was a young driver, 

Just out on his second job. 

And he was carrying the next day's pasty fruit 

For everyone in that coal-scarred city, 

Where children play without despair 

In backyard slag-piles, and folks manage to eat each day 

About thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

Yes, just about thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

 

He passed a sign that he should have seen, 

Saying, "Shift to low gear or fifty-dollar fine, my friend." 

He was thinking perhaps about the warm-breathed woman 

Who was waiting at the journey's end. 

He started down the two-mile drop, 

The curving road that wound from the top of the hill. 

He was pushing on through the shortening miles that ran down to the depot. 

Just a few more miles to go, 

Then he'd go home and have her ease his long, cramped day away 

And the smell of thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

Yes, the smell of thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

 

He was picking speed as the city spread its twinkling lights below him. 

But he paid no heed as the shivering thoughts of the night's 

Delights went through him. 
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His foot nudged the brakes to slow him down, 

But the pedal floored easy without a sound. 

He said, "Christ!" 

It was funny how he had named the only man who could save him now. 

He was trapped inside a dead-end hill slide, 

Riding on his fear-hunched back 

Was every one of those yellow-green— 

I'm telling you thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

Yes, there were thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

 

He barely made the sweeping curve that led into the steepest grade. 

And he missed the thankful passing bus at ninety miles an hour. 

And he said, "God, make it a dream!" 

As he rode his last ride down. 

He said, "God, make it a dream!" 

As he rode his last ride down. 

And he sideswiped nineteen neat-parked cars, 

Clipped off thirteen telephone poles, 

Hit two houses, bruised eight trees, 

And Blue-Crossed seven people. 

It was then he lost his head, 

Not to mention an arm or two before he stopped. 

And he smeared for four hundred yards 

Along the hill that leads into Scranton, Pennsylvania. 

All those thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 

 

You know, the man who told me about it on the bus, 

As it went up the hill out of Scranton, Pennsylvania, 

He shrugged his shoulders, he shook his head, 

And he said (and this is exactly what he said): 

"Boy, it sure must've been something. 

Just imagine thirty thousand pounds of bananas. 
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Yes, there were thirty thousand pounds of mashed bananas. 

Of bananas.  Bananas.  Just bananas.  Thirty thousand pounds. 

Of bananas.  Not no driver now.  Just bananas!" 
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VEGA 

"Tom’s Diner" (written 1982; single 1987) 

 

I am sitting in the morning 

At the diner on the corner 

 

I am waiting at the counter 

For the man to pour the coffee 

 

And he fills it only halfway 

And before I even argue 

 

He is looking out the window 

At somebody coming in 

 

"It is always nice to see you," 

Says the man behind the counter 

 

To the woman who has come in 

She is shaking her umbrella 

 

And I look the other way 

As they are kissing their hellos 

 

And I'm pretending not to see them 

And instead I pour the milk 

 

I open up the paper 

There's a story of an actor 

 

Who had died while he was drinking 

It was no one I had heard of 
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And I'm turning to the horoscope 

And looking for the funnies 

 

When I'm feeling someone watching me 

And so I raise my head 

 

There's a woman on the outside 

Looking inside—does she see me? 

 

No, she does not really see me 

'Cause she sees her own reflection 

 

And I'm trying not to notice 

That she's hitching up her skirt 

 

And while she's straightening her stockings 

Her hair has gotten wet 

 

Oh, this rain it will continue 

Through the morning as I'm listening 

 

To the bells of the cathedral 

I am thinking of your voice 

 

And of the midnight picnic once upon a time 

Before the rain began 

 

And I finish up my coffee 

And it's time to catch the train 
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CHAPMAN 

"Fast Car" (1988) 

 

You got a fast car 

I want a ticket to anywhere 

Maybe we make a deal 

Maybe together we can get somewhere 

Any place is better 

Starting from zero, got nothing to lose 

Maybe we'll make something 

Me, myself, I got nothing to prove 

 

You got a fast car 

I got a plan to get us out of here 

Been working at a convenience store 

Managed to save just a little bit of money 

Won't have to drive too far 

Just cross the border and into the city 

You and I can both get jobs 

And finally see what it means to be living 

 

See, my old man's got a problem 

He live with the bottle, that's the way it is 

He says his body's too old for working 

His body's too young to look like his 

My mama went off and left him 

She wanted more from life than he could give 

I said somebody's got to take care of him 

I quit school and that's what I did 

 

You got a fast car 

Is it fast enough so we can fly away? 
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We gotta make a decision 

Leave tonight or live and die this way 

 

So I remember when we were driving, driving in your car 

Speed so fast, I felt like I was drunk 

City lights lay out before us 

And your arm felt nice wrapped round my shoulder 

And I—I had a feeling that I belonged 

I—I had a feeling I could be someone, be someone, be someone 

 

You got a fast car 

We go cruising, entertain ourselves 

You still ain't got a job 

And I work in a market as a checkout girl 

I know things will get better 

You'll find work and I'll get promoted 

We'll move out of the shelter 

Buy a bigger house and live in the suburbs 

 

So I remember when we were driving, driving in your car 

Speed so fast, I felt like I was drunk 

City lights lay out before us 

And your arm felt nice wrapped round my shoulder 

And I—I had a feeling that I belonged 

I—I had a feeling I could be someone, be someone, be someone 

 

You got a fast car 

I got a job that pays all our bills 

You stay out drinking late at the bar 

See more of your friends than you do of your kids 

I'd always hoped for better 

Thought maybe together you and me'd find it 
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I got no plans, I ain't going nowhere 

So take your fast car and keep on driving 

 

So I remember when we were driving, driving in your car 

Speed so fast, I felt like I was drunk 

City lights lay out before us 

And your arm felt nice wrapped round my shoulder 

And I—I had a feeling that I belonged 

I—I had a feeling I could be someone, be someone, be someone 

 

You got a fast car 

Is it fast enough so you can fly away? 

You gotta make a decision 

Leave tonight or live and die this way 


