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      A CELEBRATION OF EDGAR ALLAN POE 
Laken Brooks & Erika Rothberg, readers 

 
 
      

     Annabel Lee (as sung by Joan Baez)       Daniel Steven Crafts (b. 1949), arr. Ellis 
LAURA ELLIS, CARILLON       

  
     Second Suite: The Bells After Poe Robert B. Kleinschmidt (1910-1959) 
          I. “Hear the sledges with their bells—silver bells” 
          II. “Hear the mellow wedding bells—golden bells” 
          III. “Hear the wild alarum bells—brazen bells” 
          IV. “Hear the tolling of the bells—iron bells” 
 

RYAN CHILDRESS, CARILLON       
 

   ++++++ 
 

THE POETRY OF EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849) 
 

   Annabel Lee 
 
It was many and many a year ago, 

   In a kingdom by the sea, 
That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
   By the name of Annabel Lee; 
And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
   Than to love and be loved by me. 
 
I was a child and she was a child, 
   In this kingdom by the sea, 
But we loved with a love that was more than love— 
   I and my Annabel Lee— 
With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven 
   Coveted her and me. 
 



And this was the reason that, long ago, 
   In this kingdom by the sea, 
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
   My beautiful Annabel Lee; 
So that her highborn kinsmen came 
   And bore her away from me, 
To shut her up in a sepulchre 
   In this kingdom by the sea. 
 
The angels, not half so happy in Heaven, 
   Went envying her and me— 
Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know, 
   In this kingdom by the sea) 
That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 
   Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 
 
But our love it was stronger by far than the love 
   Of those who were older than we— 
   Of many far wiser than we— 
And neither the angels in Heaven above 
   Nor the demons down under the sea 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 
 
For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams 
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 
   Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride, 
   In her sepulchre there by the sea— 
   In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

 
 
 

++++++ 
 
   The Bells 

                                       I. 
 
        Hear the sledges with the bells— 
                 Silver bells! 
What a world of merriment their melody foretells! 
        How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
           In the icy air of night! 
        While the stars that oversprinkle 
        All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
           With a crystalline delight; 
         Keeping time, time, time, 
         In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the tintinabulation that so musically wells 
       From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
               Bells, bells, bells— 
  From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 

 



                                       II. 

        Hear the mellow wedding bells, 
                 Golden bells! 
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells! 
        Through the balmy air of night 
        How they ring out their delight! 
           From the molten-golden notes, 
               And all in tune, 
           What a liquid ditty floats 
    To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 
               On the moon! 
         Oh, from out the sounding cells, 
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells! 
               How it swells! 
               How it dwells 
           On the Future! how it tells 
           Of the rapture that impels 
         To the swinging and the ringing 
           Of the bells, bells, bells, 
         Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
               Bells, bells, bells— 
  To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells! 
 

                                        III. 

         Hear the loud alarum bells— 
                 Brazen bells! 
What tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells! 
       In the startled ear of night 
       How they scream out their affright! 
         Too much horrified to speak, 
         They can only shriek, shriek, 
                  Out of tune, 
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire, 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire, 
            Leaping higher, higher, higher, 
            With a desperate desire, 
         And a resolute endeavor 
         Now—now to sit or never, 
       By the side of the pale-faced moon. 
            Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 
            What a tale their terror tells 
                  Of Despair! 
       How they clang, and clash, and roar! 
       What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the palpitating air! 
       Yet the ear it fully knows, 
            By the twanging, 
            And the clanging, 
         How the danger ebbs and flows; 
       Yet the ear distinctly tells, 
            In the jangling, 
            And the wrangling. 
       How the danger sinks and swells, 



By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells— 
             Of the bells— 
     Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
            Bells, bells, bells— 
 In the clamor and the clangor of the bells! 
 

                                              IV. 

          Hear the tolling of the bells— 
                 Iron bells! 
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels! 
        In the silence of the night, 
        How we shiver with affright 
  At the melancholy menace of their tone! 
        For every sound that floats 
        From the rust within their throats 
                 Is a groan. 
        And the people—ah, the people— 
       They that dwell up in the steeple, 
                 All alone, 
        And who tolling, tolling, tolling, 
          In that muffled monotone, 
         Feel a glory in so rolling 
          On the human heart a stone— 
     They are neither man nor woman— 
     They are neither brute nor human— 
              They are Ghouls: 
        And their king it is who tolls; 
        And he rolls, rolls, rolls, 
                    Rolls 
             A pæan from the bells! 
          And his merry bosom swells 
             With the pæan of the bells! 
          And he dances, and he yells; 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
             To the pæan of the bells— 
               Of the bells: 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
            To the throbbing of the bells— 
          Of the bells, bells, bells— 
            To the sobbing of the bells; 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
            As he knells, knells, knells, 
          In a happy Runic rhyme, 
            To the rolling of the bells— 
          Of the bells, bells, bells— 
            To the tolling of the bells, 
      Of the bells, bells, bells, bells— 
              Bells, bells, bells— 
  To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

++++++ 



About the Carillon 
 

Century Tower, a monument constructed in 1953 in memory of students killed in World War I and World War 
II, houses a cast-bell carillon. By definition, a carillon must have at least 23 fixed, finely tuned bells.  The Century 
Tower Carillon has 61 bells, encompassing a range of 5 octaves, and is one of the largest university carillons in 
the United States. There are fewer than 200 traditional carillons in all of North America, and only three can be 
found in the state of Florida. 
 
The carillon is played by hand from a clavier or keyboard, with 61 keys (called “batons”) for the hands as well 
as 25 pedals for the feet, in a small room just below the bell chamber. The carillonneur moves the clappers of 
the bells with the batons and pedals while the bells remain stationary. 
 
Through the efforts of Professor Emeritus Willis Bodine, the world-class carillon housed in Century Tower was 
purchased for approximately $200,000 with funds accumulated from student fees over several generations of 
students. These funds were earmarked by the Board of Regents and the Legislature for campus improvements 
in the performing arts. The carillon purchase was endorsed unanimously by the Student Senate in 1976. 
 
The original 49 bells housed on the top floor of the tower were cast in 1978 by the firm of Koninklijke Eijsbouts 
(Royal Dutch Bell Foundry) of Asten, The Netherlands. The bronze bells were tuned at the foundry by carefully 
shaving metal from the interior of the bells and will never need re-tuning. The bells are hung individually from 
stainless steel bolts on a massive steel frame. The largest bell, the “bourdon,” stands five feet tall, is five feet in 
diameter and weighs about 7,000 pounds.   
 
A $450,000 gift from the estate of Larry A. Webb of St. Augustine, FL, made possible major upgrading of the 
carillon in 2002. The renovation, carried out by Eijsbouts, included the installation of 12 additional bells (for a 
total of 61), improvements in the playing action, and new performance and practice claviers. 
 
 
 

++++++ 
 

Please join us for the remaining programs in our spring concert series 
 

Saturday, February 11, 6:15PM: Florida Carillon Festival, Lisa Lonie, Guest Artist 
Tuesday, February 14, 6:15PM: UF Carillon Studio Valentine’s Day Recital 

Saturday, March 18, 6:15PM: Florida Carillon Festival, John Widmann, Guest Artist 
Sunday, March 26, 1:55PM: UF Carillon Studio 

Sunday, April 16, 1:55PM: Guest Artist, Alex Johnson 
 
 

++++++ 
 
 

The carillon is performed Monday thru Friday from 12:35-12:50 & 4:55-5:10  
when classes are in session.  

 
 

++++++ 
 

 

 
 

 

 

Visit us at: www.arts.ufl.edu/carillon 
or “like” us on Facebook 

(search University of Florida Carillon Studio) 
 

Now on Instagram 
@ufcarillon 

 


