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 “The Lady of Shalott” is based on an Italian telling of the legend about Elaine of Astolat. It is contemporaneous with “Morte 
d’Arthur” (1842), his longer poem on the same historic era which approximates to a national epic for the Victorian age. Tennyson 
is accredited with starting the taste for chivalric encounters among a quasi-magical nobility which characterised the pre-
Raphaelite movement in art. The lady in the poem is under an obscure ‘curse’ which will strike her if she looks out the window of 
her tower-prison. When Sir Lancelot passes, she does so—by-passing the mirror to which her view of the world outside has 
previously been confined. She then embarks on a journey to find him in a little boat and arrives dead but beauteous at Camelot, 
to the wonderment of King Arthur’s knights. Psychoanalytical interpretations are not difficult to conjecture.  

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;  

The yellow-leaved waterlily  

The green-sheathed daffodilly  

Tremble in the water chilly  

       Round about Shalott.  

 

Willows whiten, aspens shiver.  

The sunbeam showers break and quiver  

In the stream that runneth 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.  

 

Underneath the bearded barley,  

The reaper, reaping late and early,  

Hears her ever chanting cheerly,  

Like an angel, singing clearly,  

       O’er the stream of Camelot.  

Piling the sheaves in furrows airy,  

Beneath the moon, the reaper weary  

Listening whispers, ‘’Tis the fairy,  

       Lady of Shalott.’  

 

The little isle is all inrail’d  

With a rose-fence, and overtrail’d  

With roses: by the marge unhail’d  

The shallop flitteth silken sail’d,  

       Skimming down to Camelot.  

A pearl garland winds her head:  

She leaneth on a velvet bed,  

Full royally apparelled,  

       The Lady of Shalott.  

 

Part II  

No time hath she to sport and play:  

A charmed web she weaves alway.  

A curse is on her, if she stay  

Her weaving, either night or day,  

       To look down to Camelot.  

She knows not what the curse may be;  

Therefore she weaveth steadily,  

Therefore no other care hath she,  

       The Lady of Shalott.  

She lives with little joy or fear.  

Over the water, running near,  

The sheepbell tinkles in her ear.  

Before her hangs a mirror clear,  

      Reflecting tower’d Camelot.  

And as the mazy web she whirls,  

She sees 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.  

 

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, came from 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 flam’d 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.  

[…] 

She left the web, she left the loom  

She made three paces thro’ the room  

She saw the water-flower bloom,  

She saw the helmet and the plume,  

       She look’d 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.  

 


