THE FAY.

Beautiful infant (said the Fay),
In the region of the sun
I dwell, where in a rich array
The clouds encircle the king of day,
His radiant journey done.
My wings, pure golden, of radiant sheen
(Painted as amorous poet's strain),
Glimmer at night, when meadows green
Sparkle with the perfumed rain
While the sun's gone to come again.
And clear my hand, as stream that flows;
And sweet my breath as air of May;
And o'er my ivory shoulders stray
Locks of sunshine;--tunes still play

From my odorous lips of rose.

Follow, follow! I have caves

Of pearl beneath the azure waves,

And tents all woven pleasantly

In verdant glades of Faéry.

Come, belovéd child, with me,

And I will bear thee to the bowers

Where clouds are painted o'er like flowers,
And pour into thy charmed ear
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Songs a mortal may not hear;
Harmonies so sweet and ripe
As no inspired shepherd's pipe

E'er breathed into Arcadian glen,

Far from the busy haunts of men.
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