


Richard Cory – Paul Simon
They say that Richard Cory owns one half of this whole town,
With political connections to spread his wealth around.
Born into society, a banker's only child,
He had everything a man could want: power, grace, and style.

But I work in his factory
And I curse the life I'm living
And I curse my poverty
And I wish that I could be Richard Cory.

The papers print his picture almost everywhere he goes:
Richard Cory at the opera, Richard Cory at a show.
And the rumor of his parties and the orgies on his yacht!
Oh, he surely must be happy with everything he's got.

But I work in his factory
And I curse the life I'm living
And I curse my poverty
And I wish that I could be, Richard Cory


He freely gave to charity, he had the common touch,
And they were grateful for his patronage and thanked him very much,
So my mind was filled with wonder when the evening headlines read:
"Richard Cory went home last night and put a bullet through his head."

But I work in his factory
And I curse the life I'm living
And I curse my poverty
And I wish that I could be Richard Cory
Reasons good: rewards multiple readings, reveals further meaning after reading the surprise ending / is linked to the universal feeling of wanting more material possessions, has deeper meaning, uses rhyme effectively, provokes thought and an emotional response

MacArthur Park – Jim Webb
Spring was never waiting for us, girl
It ran one step ahead
As we followed in the dance
Between the parted pages and were pressed,
In love's hot, fevered iron
Like a striped pair of pants

MacArthur's Park is melting in the dark
All the sweet, green icing flowing down...
Someone left the cake out in the rain
I don't think that I can take it
'cause it took so long to bake it
And I'll never have that recipe again
Oh, no!

I recall the yellow cotton dress
Foaming like a wave
On the ground around your knees
The birds, like tender babies in your hands
And the old men playing checkers by the trees

There will be another song for me
For I will sing it
There will be another dream for me
Someone will bring it
I will drink the wine while it is warm
And never let you catch me looking at the sun
And after all the loves of my life
After all the loves of my life
You'll still be the one.


Reasons bad: oozing with love-song clichés (rain, tender baby birds) / is sappy and not authentic (I’ll drink the wine while it’s warm, You’ll still be the one) / lame metaphors – a dress foaming like a wave? equates fading love with a melting cake / provokes negative emotions because of the sappiness of the words / use of rhyme is forced - rhymes “dance” with “pressed pants” / love’s hot, fevered iron? - gag 

