
      


My Lady Sits and Spins

A narrow brook flows past the house where my lady sits and spins,

Down the hill and through the field she kept her garden in.

The waters join with larger ways with which they mingle in,

And hurry on to meet the sea while my lady sits and spins.

The garden lies in disarray while my lady sits and spins,

And now there is no flower there, nor any growing thing.

It seems as if the winter never passed the way to spring,

And all around is barren while my lady sits and spins.

The room is dark and empty where my lady sits and spins,

And there is no lamp nor candle, nor any light within.

And now the fire is dying, and a chill is setting in,

And there is no wheel nor treadle where my lady sits and spins.


*  *  *  *  *  *  

Her eyes remain unopened while my lady sits and spins,

And she gives no outward sign of the wars that rage within.

And I would gladly give my life, her rescue for to win,

And yet I cannot reach her while my lady sits and spins.
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