
Regina Spektor 

"Blue Lips" 
 

He stumbled into faith and thought,  
God, this is all there is? 

The pictures in his mind arose 

And began to breathe 
And all the gods and all the worlds 

Began colliding on a backdrop of blue 
 

Blue lips, blue veins 
 

He took a step but then felt tired 

He said, "I'll rest a little while" 

But when he tried to walk again 
He wasn't a child 

And all the people hurried fast, real fast 
And no one ever smiled 

 
Blue lips, blue veins 

Blue, the color of our planet 
From far, far away 
Blue lips, blue veins 

Blue, the color of our planet 
From far, far away 

 

He stumbled into faith and thought, 
God, this is all there is 

The pictures in his mind arose 
And began to breathe 

And no one saw and no one heard 
They just followed the lead 

The pictures in his mind arose 

And began to breathe 
 

And no one saw 
And no one heard they just followed the lead 

The pictures in his mind awoke 
And began to breed 

 

They started off beneath the knowledge tree 
And they chopped it down to make a picket fence 

And marching along the railroad tracks 
They smiled real wide for the camera lens 

As they made it past the enemy lines 
Just to become enslaved in the assembly lines 

 
Blue lips, blue veins 

Blue, the color of our planet 
From far, far away 
Blue lips, blue veins 

Blue, the color of our planet 
From far, far away 

 
Blue, the most human color [x3] 

Blue lips, blue veins 

Blue, the color of our planet 
From far, far away 



ACCORDING TO MERRIAM-WEBSTER DICTIONARY—Poetry is defined as: 

Writing that formulates a concentrated imaginative awareness of experience in language chosen 

and arranged to create a specific emotional response through its meaning, sound, and rhythm. It 

may be distinguished from prose by its compression, frequent use of conventions of meter and 

rhyme, use of the line as a formal unit, heightened vocabulary, and freedom of syntax. Its 

emotional content is expressed through a variety of techniques, from direct description to 

symbolism, including the use of metaphor and simile.  

 

Spin Magazine 

Q&A: Regina Spektor 

One of my favorite songs is "Blue Lips," a slow building tune with lyrics about all things blue. Can you tell 

me what that song is about? 

Well, that's really hard for me. I don't really think of songs in those terms. I don't sit down with an agenda and go, "I'm 

going to write a song about..." you know? I just start playing a little bit on the piano, and then I start singing a little bit, 

and then it's over -- and there's a song. Sometimes, very rarely, I can trace the ancestry of a lyric, and I'll be like, "Oh, 

it's a combination of that person I saw in the street and that one painting I saw in a museum, and that one movie I 

saw," or something like that. But for the most part, it's not really clear even to me. People think that if you can't 

explain a linear meaning, then the song's meaningless, or that you just put words together because they sound nice. 

But it's not that either. It feels completely meaningful -- it all means very exact stuff. I even feel like it's super 

important to use "a" instead of "the" in some songs, you know? I'll be moving tiny little things around in my mouth, 

and then I'll get them just right and it sort of freezes -- and that's fate. 

http://www.spin.com/articles/qa-regina-spektor 
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One! 

(one!) 

the wisti-twisti barber 

-pole is climbing 

 

people high,up-in 

 

tenements talk.in sawdust Voices 

                                    a:whispering drunkard passes 
 
 

E. E. Cummings (1894 - 1962) 



 

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 winged 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 kinsman 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 the sepulchre there by the sea, 
In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

Edgar Allan Poe 
(1809 – 1849) 

 


