La Belle Dame sans Merci: A Ballad 
(bear in mind that in Celtic mythology, fairies, or fae folk were not helpful of friendly; at best they were considered mischievous and at worst, dangerous. People groups in Ireland still leave gifts for the faeries, not in hopes of friendship but in hopes of being left alone)
By John Keats 
O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: This is our first speaker, who comes across the ill-looking knight (the question is a bit odd, because the speaker implies there’s little reason for the knight to be there during such a bleak time of year…but there’s also little reason for the speaker to be there ;)
       Alone and palely loitering? 
The sedge has withered from the lake, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Suggests death/absence of life
       And no birds sing. 

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
       So haggard and so woe-begone? 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The knight appears to be in poor condition both physically (haggard) and emotionally (woe-begone = full of sorrow)
The squirrel’s granary is full, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The season is winter and animals are in their burrows hibernating…it’s almost as f our knight has forgotten to go home
       And the harvest’s done. 

I see a lily on thy brow, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Figurative, not literal; it means he’s pale like a lily, but the lily traditionally is a flower of death and is placed on graves
       With anguish moist and fever-dew, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He appears sweaty and feverish, as if recovering from an illness or addiction
And on thy cheeks a fading rose 
       Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Second speaker—this is our knight responding, answering the question about why he’s here at such a time
       Full beautiful—a faery’s child, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: If she’s a child of the faerie, she’s faerie herself…thus a danger
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The first two ideas are suggestive of traditional feminine beauty: long hair, a light, graceful step—the third suggests wildness, which may connote either a free sexuality and/or a less civilized nature
       And her eyes were wild. 

I made a garland for her head, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He takes flowers and makes her gifts…
       And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She looked at me as she did love, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The knight is convinced her looks toward him were loving—but he’s not a reliable narrator---perhaps he misunderstood her intentions. The making “sweet moan” is an obvious sexual suggestion…perhaps this is why he assumes she loves him, as it was commonly believed women were only interested in sex if they were in love—but she’s a faerie, not human, and can’t be assessed based on human expectations
       And made sweet moan 

I set her on my pacing steed, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The suggestion here is that they rode for a LONG time….all day is an intense ride that would have covered quite a distance
       And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sidelong would she bend, and sing 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: She sings to him…but he calls it a faerie’s song….and look at the next stanza
       A faery’s song. 

She found me roots of relish sweet, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: She feeds him things both sweet and magical (“manna” was a substance from the Bible that God used to feed the Israelites while they were wandering in the desert for 40 years…it would magically appear in the morning to be collected, but could not be saved as it spoiled the next day…so the people had to trust God for every day’s supply of food
       And honey wild, and manna-dew, 
And sure in language strange she said— 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He says he was sure that she said “I love thee”…but he can’t be sure because it’s a “language strange,” i.e. he doesn’t speak her language—so he assumes what she said is she loves him, but it may have meant something much different
       ‘I love thee true’. 

She took me to her Elfin grot, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: She takes him to her cave…and suddenly things change; she went from carefree singing to sorrow—but we have no idea why she’s suddenly so sad—perhaps she’s sorry for what’s about to happen?
       And there she wept and sighed full sore, 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He kisses away her tears…aawwww
       With kisses four. 

And there she lullèd me asleep, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: This is an interesting term...”she lulled” implies she did something to encourage him to sleep…and this is where it all goes to hell
       And there I dreamed—Ah! woe betide!— 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He has one terrible last dream..and awakes on the cold hillside, no longer in her cave with her
The latest dream I ever dreamt 
       On the cold hill side. 

I saw pale kings and princes too, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He sees a large number of young, upper-class men (kings/princes/knights)—all pale as he is now, all warning him he’s “in thrall” (a slave)
       Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
They cried—‘La Belle Dame sans Merci 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: They call her a beautiful woman without merci—it appears they blame her for their endless, hopeless longing
       Thee hath in thrall!’ 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He awakes alone after seeing the mens’ mouths gaping as if starving
       With horrid warning gapèd wide, 
And I awoke and found me here, 
       On the cold hill’s side. 

And this is why I sojourn here, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: And this story is his answer…he cannot leave because of a shred of hope she’ll return, and is now unfit for human existence but can’t return to the faerie realm. The overall themes: beware temptation, don’t judge by appearances, women are dangerous to men
       Alone and palely loitering, 
Though the sedge is withered from the lake, 
       And no birds sing.


