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THE FAY AND THE PERI. 

 

("Où vas-tu donc, jeune âme.") 

 

[XV.] 

 

 

THE PERI. 

 

Beautiful spirit, come with me 

Over the blue enchanted sea: 

  Morn and evening thou canst play 

In my garden, where the breeze 

Warbles through the fruity trees; 

  No shadow falls upon the day: 

There thy mother's arms await 

Her cherished infant at the gate. 

Of Peris I the loveliest far-- 

My sisters, near the morning star, 

In ever youthful bloom abide; 

But pale their lustre by my side-- 

A silken turban wreathes my head, 

Rubies on my arms are spread, 

While sailing slowly through the sky, 

By the uplooker's dazzled eye 

Are seen my wings of purple hue, 
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Glittering with Elysian dew. 

  Whiter than a far-off sail 

    My form of beauty glows, 

  Fair as on a summer night 

  Dawns the sleep star's gentle light; 

    And fragrant as the early rose 

  That scents the green Arabian vale, 

    Soothing the pilgrim as he goes. 

 


