








After a year had gone by the King took another wife, a beautiful woman, but proud and 
overbearing, and she could not bear to be surpassed in beauty by any one. She had a magic 
looking-glass, and she used to stand before it, and look in it, and say, “Lookingglass upon the 
wall, Who is fairest of us all?“

And the looking-glass would answer, “You are fairest of them all.”

And she was contented, for she knew that the looking-glass spoke the truth.

Now, Snow-white was growing prettier and prettier, and when she was seven years old she was 
as beautiful as day, far more so than the Queen herself. So one day when the Queen went to 
her mirror and said, “Looking-glass upon the wall, Who is fairest of us all?"

It answered, “Queen, you are full fair, ‘tis true, But Snow-white fairer is than you."



This gave the Queen a great shock, and she became yellow and green with envy, and from that 
hour her heart turned against Snow-white, and she hated her. Envy and pride grew higher in her 
heart every day like ill weeds, until she had no peace day or night. 



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.



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.



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 from Camelot:
And from his blazon'd baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

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 from Camelot.
As often thro' the purple night,
Below the starry clusters bright,
Some bearded meteor, trailing light,

Moves over green 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 from Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
'Tirra lirra, tirra lirra:'

Sang Sir Lancelot.

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 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.



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;
Outside the isle a shallow boat
Beneath a willow lay afloat,
Below the carven stern she wrote,

The Lady of Shalott.

A cloudwhite crown of pearl she dight,
All raimented in snowy white
That loosely flew (her zone in sight
Clasp'd with one blinding diamond bright)

Her wide eyes fix'd on Camelot,
Though the squally east-wind keenly
Blew, with folded arms serenely
By the water stood the queenly

Lady of Shalott.

With a steady stony glance—
Like some bold seer in a trance,
Beholding all his own mischance,
Mute, with a glassy countenance—

She look'd down to Camelot.
It was the closing of the day:
She loos'd the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,

The Lady of Shalott.

As when to sailors while they roam,
By creeks and outfalls far from home,
Rising and dropping with the foam,
From dying swans wild warblings come,

Blown shoreward; so to Camelot
Still as the boathead wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her chanting her deathsong,

The Lady of Shalott.



A longdrawn carol, mournful, holy,
She chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her eyes were darken'd wholly,
And her smooth face sharpen'd slowly,

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 pale, pale corpse she floated by,
Deadcold, between the houses high,

Dead into tower'd Camelot.
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,
To the planked wharfage came:
Below the stern they read her name,

The Lady of Shalott.

They cross'd themselves, their stars they 
blest,
Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and 
guest.
There lay a parchment on her breast,
That puzzled more than all the rest,

The wellfed wits at Camelot.
'The web was woven curiously,
The charm is broken utterly,
Draw near and fear not,—this is I,

The Lady of Shalott.'



It looked like an unused classroom. The dark shapes of desks and chairs were piled against the 
walls, and there was an upturned wastepaper basket -- but propped against the wall facing 
him was something that didn't look as if it belonged there, something that looked as if someone 
had just put it there to keep it out of the way.

It was a magnificent mirror, as high as the ceiling, with an ornate gold frame, standing on two 
clawed feet. There was an inscription carved around the top: Erised stra ehru oyt ube cafru oyt
on wohsi. His panic fading now that there was no sound of Filch and Snape, Harry moved nearer 
to the mirror, wanting to look at himself but see no reflection again. He stepped in front of it.

He had to clap his hands to his mouth to stop himself from screaming. He whirled around. His 
heart was pounding far more furiously than when the book had screamed -- for he had seen not 
only himself in the mirror, but a whole crowd of people standing right behind him.



But the room was empty. Breathing very fast, he turned slowly back to the mirror.

There he was, reflected in it, white and scared-looking, and there, reflected behind him, were at 
least ten others. Harry looked over his shoulder -- but still, no one was there. Or were they all 
invisible, too? Was he in fact in a room full of invisible people and this mirror's trick was that it 
reflected them, invisible or not?

He looked in the mirror again. A woman standing right behind his reflection was smiling at him 
and waving. He reached out a hand and felt the air behind him. If she was really there, he'd 
touch her, their reflections were so close together, but he felt only air - she and the others 
existed only in the mirror.

She was a very pretty woman. She had dark red hair and her eyes -- her eyes are just like mine, 
Harry thought, edging a little closer to the glass. Bright green -- exactly the same shape, but 
then he noticed that she was crying; smiling, but crying at the same time. The tall, thin, black-
haired man standing next to her put his arm around her. He wore glasses, and his hair was very 
untidy. It stuck up at the back, just as Harry's did.

Harry was so close to the mirror now that his nose was nearly touching that of his reflection.

"Mom?" he whispered. "Dad?"

They just looked at him, smiling. And slowly, Harry looked into the faces of the other people in



the mirror, and saw other pairs of green eyes like his, other noses like his, even a little old man 
who looked as though he had Harry's knobbly knees -- Harry was looking at his family, for the 
first time in his life.

The Potters smiled and waved at Harry and he stared hungrily back at them, his hands pressed 
flat against the glass as though he was hoping to fall right through it and reach them. He had a 
powerful kind of ache inside him, half joy, half terrible sadness.

How long he stood there, he didn't know. The reflections did not fade and he looked and looked 
until a distant noise brought him back to his senses. He couldn't stay here, he had to find his way 
back to bed. He tore his eyes away from his mother's face, whispered, "I'll come back," and 
hurried from the room.

"You could have woken me up," said Ron, crossly.

"You can come tonight, I'm going back, I want to show you the mirror.

"I'd like to see your mom and dad," Ron said eagerly.

"And I want to see all your family, all the Weasleys, you'll be able to show me your other 
brothers and everyone."

"You can see them any old time," said Ron. "Just come round my house this summer. Anyway, 



maybe it only shows dead people. Shame about not finding Flamel, though. Have some bacon or 
something, why aren't you eating anything?"

Harry couldn't eat. He had seen his parents and would be seeing them again tonight. He had 
almost forgotten about Flamel. It didn't seem very important anymore. Who cared what the three 
headed dog was guarding? What did it matter if Snape stole it, really?

"Are you all right?" said Ron. "You look odd."

What Harry feared most was that he might not be able to find the mirror room again. With Ron 
covered in the cloak, too, they had to walk much more slowly the next night. They tried 
retracing Harry's route from the library, wandering around the dark passageways for nearly an 
hour.

"I'm freezing," said Ron. "Let's forget it and go back."

"No!" Harry hissed. I know it's here somewhere."

They passed the ghost of a tall witch gliding in the opposite direction, but saw no one else. just 
as Ron started moaning that his feet were dead with cold, Harry spotted the suit of armor.

"It's here -- just here -- yes!"



They pushed the door open. Harry dropped the cloak from around his shoulders and ran to the 
mirror.

There they were. His mother and father beamed at the sight of him.

"See?" Harry whispered.

"I can't see anything."

"Look! Look at them all... there are loads of them..."

"I can only see you."

"Look in it properly, go on, stand where I am."

Harry stepped aside, but with Ron in front of the mirror, he couldn't see his family anymore, just 
Ron in his paisley pajamas.

Ron, though, was staring transfixed at his image.

"Look at me!" he said.

"Can you see all your family standing around you?"



"No -- I'm alone -- but I'm different -- I look older -- and I'm head boy!"

"What?"

"I am -- I'm wearing the badge like Bill used to -- and I'm holding the house cup and the 
Quidditch cup -- I'm Quidditch captain, too."

Ron tore his eyes away from this splendid sight to look excitedly at Harry.

"Do you think this mirror shows the future?"

"How can it? All my family are dead -- let me have another look--"

"You had it to yourself all last night, give me a bit more time."

"You're only holding the Quidditch cup, what's interesting about that? I want to see my parents."

"Don't push me--"

A sudden noise outside in the corridor put an end to their discussion. They hadn't realized how 
loudly they had been talking.

"Quick!"



Ron threw the cloak back over them as the luminous eyes of Mrs. Norris came round the door. 
Ron and Harry stood quite still, both thinking the same thing -- did the cloak work on cats? After 
what seemed an age, she turned and left.

"This isn't safe -- she might have gone for Filch, I bet she heard us. Come on."

And Ron pulled Harry out of the room.

The snow still hadn't melted the next morning.

"Want to play chess, Harry?" said Ron.

"No."

"Why don't we go down and visit Hagrid?"

"No... you go..."

"I know what you're thinking about, Harry, that mirror. Don't go back tonight."

"Why not?"

"I dunno, I've just got a bad feeling about it -- and anyway, you've had too many close shaves



already. Filch, Snape, and Mrs. Norris are wandering around. So what if they can't see you? What 
if they walk into you? What if you knock something over?"

"You sound like Hermione."

"I'm serious, Harry, don't go."

But Harry only had one thought in his head, which was to get back in front of the mirror, and 
Ron wasn't going to stop him.

That third night he found his way more quickly than before. He was walking so fast he knew he 
was making more noise than was wise, but he didn't meet anyone.

And there were his mother and father smiling at him again, and one of his grandfathers 
nodding happily. Harry sank down to sit on the floor in front of the mirror. There was nothing to 
stop him from staying here all night with his family. Nothing at all.

Except --

"So -- back again, Harry?"

Harry felt as though his insides had turned to ice. He looked behind him. Sitting on one of the 
desks by the wall was none other than Albus Dumbledore. Harry must have walked straight past



him, so desperate to get to the mirror he hadn't noticed him.

"I -- I didn't see you, sir."

"Strange how nearsighted being invisible can make you," said Dumbledore, and Harry was 
relieved to see that he was smiling.

"So," said Dumbledore, slipping off the desk to sit on the floor with Harry, "you, like hundreds 
before you, have discovered the delights of the Mirror of Erised."

"I didn't know it was called that, Sir."

"But I expect you've realized by now what it does?"

"It -- well -- it shows me my family--"

"And it showed your friend Ron himself as head boy."

"How did you know -- ?"

"I don't need a cloak to become invisible," said Dumbledore gently. "Now, can you think what the 
Mirror of Erised shows us all?"



Harry shook his head.

"Let me explain. The happiest man on earth would be able to use the Mirror of Erised like a 
normal mirror, that is, he would look into it and see himself exactly as he is. Does that help?"

Harry thought. Then he said slowly, "It shows us what we want... whatever we want..."

"Yes and no," said Dumbledore quietly. "It shows us nothing more or less than the deepest, most 
desperate desire of our hearts. You, who have never known your family, see them standing 
around you. Ronald Weasley, who has always been overshadowed by his brothers, sees himself 
standing alone, the best of all of them. However, this mirror will give us neither knowledge or 
truth. Men have wasted away before it, entranced by what they have seen, or been driven mad, 
not knowing if what it shows is real or even possible.

"The Mirror will be moved to a new home tomorrow, Harry, and I ask you not to go looking for 
it again. If you ever do run across it, you will now be prepared. It does not do to dwell on 
dreams and forget to live, remember that. Now, why don't you put that admirable cloak back 
on and get off to bed?"

Harry stood up.

"Sir -- Professor Dumbledore? Can I ask you something?"



"Obviously, you've just done so," Dumbledore smiled. "You may ask me one more thing, however."

"What do you see when you look in the mirror?"

"I? I see myself holding a pair of thick, woolen socks."

Harry stared.

"One can never have enough socks," said Dumbledore. "Another Christmas has come and gone 
and I didn't get a single pair. People will insist on giving me books."

It was only when he was back in bed that it struck Harry that Dumbledore might not have been 
quite truthful. But then, he thought, as he shoved Scabbers off his pillow, it had been quite a 
personal question.



8 May. — I began to fear as I wrote in this book that I was getting too
diffuse; but now I am glad that I went into detail from the first, for there is
something so strange about this place and all in it that I cannot but feel uneasy.
I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. It may be that this
strange night-existence is telling on me; but would that that were all! If there
were any one to talk to I could bear it, but there is no one. I have only the
Count to speak with, and he!—I fear I am myself the only living soul within
the place. Let me be prosaic so far as facts can be; it will help me to bear up,
and imagination must not run riot with me. If it does I am lost. Let me say at
once how I stand—or seem to.

I only slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feeling that I could not
sleep any more, got up. I had hung my shaving glass by the window, and was
just beginning to shave. Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder, and heard the



Count’s voice saying to me, “Good-morning.” I started, for it amazed me that I
had not seen him, since the reflection of the glass covered the whole room
behind me. In starting I had cut myself slightly, but did not notice it at the
moment. Having answered the Count’s salutation, I turned to the glass again to
see how I had been mistaken. This time there could be no error, for the man
was close to me, and I could see him over my shoulder. But there was no
reflection of him in the mirror! The whole room behind me was displayed; but
there was no sign of a man in it, except myself. This was startling, and,
coming on the top of so many strange things, was beginning to increase that
vague feeling of uneasiness which I always have when the Count is near; but
at the instant I saw that the cut had bled a little, and the blood was trickling
over my chin. I laid down the razor, turning as I did so half round to look for
some sticking plaster. When the Count saw my face, his eyes blazed with a
sort of demoniac fury, and he suddenly made a grab at my throat. I drew away,
and his hand touched the string of beads which held the crucifix. It made an
instant change in him, for the fury passed so quickly that I could hardly
believe that it was ever there.

“Take care,” he said, “take care how you cut yourself. It is more dangerous
than you think in this country.” Then seizing the shaving glass, he went on:
“And this is the wretched thing that has done the mischief. It is a foul bauble
of man’s vanity. Away with it!” and opening the heavy window with one
wrench of his terrible hand, he flung out the glass, which was shattered into a



thousand pieces on the stones of the courtyard far below. Then he withdrew
without a word. It is very annoying, for I do not see how I am to shave, unless
in my watch-case or the bottom of the shaving-pot, which is fortunately of
metal.



I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.
Whatever I see I swallow immediately
Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.
I am not cruel, only truthful ‚
The eye of a little god, four-cornered.
Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long
I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers.
Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,
Searching my reaches for what she really is.
Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.
I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.



She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.
I am important to her. She comes and goes.
Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman
Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.



Meanwhile Narcissus hunted in the woods, tending only to himself, until one day he
discovered a hidden pool of water. The pool had a silvery-smooth surface. No
shepherds ever disturbed its waters - no goats or cattle, no birds or fallen leaves.
Only the sun danced upon the still pond.

Tired from hunting and eager to quench his thirst, Narcissus lay on his stomach and
leaned over the water. But when he looked at the glassy surface, he saw someone
staring back at him.

Narcissus was spellbound. Gazing up at him from the pool were eyes like twin stars,
framed by hair as golden as Apollo’s and cheeks as smooth as ivory. But when he
leaned down and tried to kiss the perfect lips, he kissed only spring water. When he
reached out and tried to embrace this vision of beauty, he found no one there.
“What love could be more cruel than this?” he cried. “When my lips kiss the beloved,



they touch only water! When I reach for my beloved, I hold only water!”
Narcissus began to weep. When he wiped away his tears, the person in the water also
wiped away tears. “Oh, no,” sobbed Narcissus. “I see the truth now; It is myself I
weep for! I yearn for my own reflection!”

As Narcissus cried harder, the tears broke the glassy surface of the pool and caused
his reflection to disappear. “Come back! Where did you go?” the youth cried. “I love
you so much! At least stay and let me look upon you!”

Day after day, Narcissus stared at the water, in love with his own reflection. He
began to waste away from grief, until one sad morning, he felt himself dying. “Goodbye, my 
love!” he shouted to his reflection.

“Good-bye, my love!” Echo cried to Narcissus from her cave deep in the woods.
Then Narcissus took his last breath.


