
Loreena McKennit  - The Lady of Shalott - whole song



sovo - ™ grid - in fours - modals etc - make big ™ grid - narrative 
poem - music goes with it

1) SoVo - general discussion
2) Split into fours - People - Places - Story - Time
3) Jigsaw - ‘People’ sit together etc - Sovo 2
4) Film clip - add to predictions
5) Slide show - add to predictions
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Write up your prediction 
including the use of modal 
verbs and relative clauses/



Expected 2017



Relative 
Clauses who which where why whos

e

that

Modal 
verbs might must should could who

will can may might shall



Modal 
verbs might must should could who

will can may might shall













split into four parts 
allocate page between two 
Vocab’ - green = certain - Orange = fairly 

confident = red - use context / look up 

Dictionaries 
Read aloud in parts to each other - to practise - 

then perform with kindle slides in b/g 

Vocabulary Activity 







The following slides contain the 
whole poem. 

Use the edited version - 13 slides 
for the vocab’ work and 
organising into paragraphs



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.

1.1



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 grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 

1.2



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? 

1.3



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."

1.4



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. 

2.1



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. 

2.2



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. 

2.3



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.

2.4



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. 

3.1



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. 

3.2



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.

3.3



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. 

3.4



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. 

3.5



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. 

4.1



And down the river's dim expanse - 
Like some bold seer 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. 

4.2



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. 

4.3



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. 

4.4



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. 

4.5



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."

4.6



background knowledge











http://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/poets/
alfred_lord_tennyson.shtml?pty_vid=2

https://www.shmoop.com/lady-of-shalott/analysis.html

http://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/poets/alfred_lord_tennyson.shtml?pty_vid=2
http://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/poets/alfred_lord_tennyson.shtml?pty_vid=2
http://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/poets/alfred_lord_tennyson.shtml?pty_vid=2


What’s Happening?

What happens in my part of the poem… 

My part of the poem…



3:2:1
Three things I 
am sure 
about

Two things I 
am not so 
sure about

One question 
I would like to 
ask



Part 1: The poem opens with a description of a field by a river. There's a road running through the 
field that apparently leads to Camelot, the legendary castle of King Arthur. From the road you can 
see an island in the middle of the river called the Island of Shalott. On that island there is a little 
castle, which is the home of the mysterious Lady of Shalott. People pass by the island all the time, 
on boats and barges and on foot, but they never see the Lady. Occasionally, people working in the 
fields around the island will hear her singing an eerie song.

Part 2: Now we actually move inside the castle on the island, and Tennyson describes the Lady 
herself. First we learn that she spends her days weaving a magic web, and that she has been 
cursed, forbidden to look outside. So instead she watches the world go by in a magic mirror. She 
sees shadows of the men and women who pass on the road, and she weaves the things she sees 
into her web. We also learn that she is "half sick" of this life of watching and weaving.

Part 3: Now the big event: One day the attractive Sir Lancelot rides by the island, covered in jewels 
and shining armour. Most of this chunk of the poem is spent describing Lancelot. When his image 
appears in the mirror, the Lady is so completely captivated that she breaks the rule and looks out 
her window on the real world. When she does this and catches a glimpse of Lancelot and Camelot, 
the magic mirror cracks, and she knows she's in trouble.

Part 4: The Lady finds a boat by the side of the river and writes her name on it. After looking at 
Camelot for a while she lies down in the boat and lets it slip downstream. She drifts down the river, 
singing her final song, and dies before she gets to Camelot. The people of Camelot come out to see 
the body of the Lady and her boat, and are afraid. Lancelot also trots out, decides that she's pretty, 
and says a little prayer for her.



Top 3
What are the top 3 most important parts of this text?

What? Why?

1
2
3





The path slowly disappears as we descend deeper into the woods.  The gnarled and twisted trees 
groan as an icy wind tears away the last of autumn’s golden leaves. As night falls, the forest comes 
to life. All around us a chorus of creatures awaken. Chittering in the trees; rustling in the bracken; 
inky black eyes glisten in the shadows. 

The night air is heavy; dank with the stagnant odour of decomposing leaves. We stumble through 
razor sharp brambles snagging on the vicious thorns, fighting our way towards the glow of a small 
flickering light.  The smell of an open fire entices us with the promise of warmth.  In the clearing a 
whisper of smoke is coming from the chimney of an old ramshackle cabin. 



The path slowly disappears as we descend deeper into the woods.  The gnarled and twisted trees 

groan as an icy wind tears away the last of autumn’s golden leaves. As night falls, the forest comes 

to life. All around us a chorus of creatures awaken. Chittering in the trees; rustling in the bracken; 

inky black eyes glisten in the shadows. 

Overwriting
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The path slowly disappears as we descend deeper into the woods.  The gnarled and twisted trees 

groan as an icy wind tears away the last of autumn’s golden leaves. As night falls, the forest comes 

to life. All around us a chorus of creatures awaken. Chittering in the trees; rustling in the bracken; 

inky black eyes glisten in the shadows. 

The river darkens as it passes the lonely castle.  The tall and straight towers stand firm and 

unforgiving. As night falls, a vertical beam of light pierces the darkness. Pointing to the stars; shining 

across the water; searching for an escape. 



The night air is heavy; dank with the stagnant odour of decomposing leaves. We stumble through 

razor sharp brambles snagging on the vicious thorns, fighting our way towards the glow of a small 

flickering light.  The smell of an open fire entices us with the promise of warmth.  In the clearing a 

whisper of smoke is coming from the chimney of an old ramshackle cabin. 

The night air is heavy; dank with the stagnant odour of decomposing leaves. We stumble through 

razor sharp brambles snagging on the vicious thorns, fighting our way towards the glow of a small 

flickering light.  The smell of an open fire entices us with the promise of warmth.  In the clearing a 

whisper of smoke is coming from the chimney of an old ramshackle cabin. 
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People Places Problem Panic Peace

The Lady of 
Shalott 
Villagers 
Sir Lancelot

The castle 
The fields 
The river

LoS is cursed – 
she cannot look 
out from the 
window and has 
to use a mirror

She looks out 
when Lancelot is 
passing

The curse comes 
upon her and 
she leaves the 
castle and dies
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This is  the edited version - 13 slides for 
the vocab’ work and organising into 
paragraphs. 

The colour slides suggest para 
organisation - they are repeated in B 
and W below for Printing and for 
children to sort



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.

1.1



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 grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 

1.2



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."

1.4



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. 

2.1



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. 

3.1



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. 

3.2



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. 

3.4



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. 

3.5



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. 

4.1



And down the river's dim expanse - 
Like some bold seer 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. 

4.2



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. 

4.3



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. 

4.4



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."

4.6



B and W versions to print



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.

1.1



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 grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 

1.2



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."

1.4



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. 

2.1



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. 

3.1



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. 

3.2



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. 

3.4



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. 

3.5



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. 

4.1



And down the river's dim expanse - 
Like some bold seer 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. 

4.2



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. 

4.3



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. 

4.4



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."

4.6
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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.

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 grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott.

On either side the river, as far as the eye can see, the 
fields of barley and rye shiver in the breeze. Through 
these fields, runs the dusty road to the many towers of 
the castle of Camelot. On a silent island, in the flowing 
river, stand four grey walls and four grey towers; a 
prison for the lady of Shalott.
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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.

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 grey walls, and four grey towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott.

On either side the river, as far as the eye could see, 
the fields of barley and rye shivered in the breeze. 
Through these fields, ran the dusty road to the many 
towers of the castle of Camelot. On a silent island, in 
the flowing river, stood four grey walls and four grey 
towers; a prison for the lady of Shalott.

Changed to past tense



• How - cautiously - speedily - suddenly - gently 

• Time - early in the morning… later that day 

• Place - standing next to … entering the forest 

• Number - secondly

then after that this finally

Cohesive devices 
including adverbials



Drafting and Editing

• Proofread independently - a chance to self correct  little 
errors


• Peer proofreading - but only writer allowed to edit



Editing Stations

• Composition and effect and grammar 

• Punctuation 

• Text cohesion 

• Spelling and handwriting



Punctuation

Y5 - Using the full range of punctuation taught correctly and 
appropriately

Y6 - use the range of punctuation taught at key stage 2 correctly 
(e.g. semi-colons, dashes, colons, hyphens) and, when 
necessary, use such punctuation precisely to enhance meaning 
and avoid ambiguity

Cap    .  !     ?    ‘’ ….’’     …    ‘     ,   (         )



Composition and Effect 
and grammar 1

Y5 - In narratives, describe settings, characters and 
atmosphere

Y5 - select precise vocabulary…

Y6 - … drawing independently on what they have read as 
models for their own writing (e.g. literary language, 
characterisation, structure)  

verbs - preposition phrases - fronted adverbials - expanded noun 
phrases - relative clauses



Composition and Effect 
and grammar - 2

… A mixture of long, medium and short sentences

… sentence of three for description

… sentence of three for action

Y5 - Integrate dialogue in narratives to convey character and 
advance the action



Text Cohesion

conjunctions - adverbials of time and 
place - pronouns - synonyms



• How - cautiously - speedily - suddenly - gently 

• Time - early in the morning… later that day 

• Place - standing next to … entering the forest 

• Number - secondly

then after that this finally

Text Cohesion
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Spelling - Y5/6 Word List

accommodate accompany
aggressive amateur
apparent appreciate
available average

Handwriting

Legible, joined handwriting



Philip Webb | Literacy 

BD5 Greater Depth Writing Workshop


