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Butterfly Fancy

Tn {i;'s a spn- little Hy
^^'itll a biijfht, ijoMcMi oye.

And his name is ISiittcrtly Fancy;
In tlie rose of tho world
111' lies cosily curled

Wlier<' the critics, Mind owlets! can't see.

For they'd .iiohble liiiii up,

Fairy win,ij:s—coral cni>;

And idedov hiui a toast in an ink-horn.
Oh: sure 'twould be cruel,

•Tnst to tlavor their j?ruel.

To make our poor butterrty forlorn.

U't the poet, kind friend,

\Am<r his brio-ht race defend.
With pinions all purple and sheeny;

And they'll lend hini their wino-s

And they'll show liini the spring
That How from the fount ITippocrene.


