THE COMING OF THE PRINCESS.
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And the wild, white horses with flying manes
Wind-tost, the riderless steeds of the sea,
Neigh to her, call to her, dreadless and free,
“Fear not to follow us; these thy domains;
Welcome, welcome, our Lady and Queen!

O Princess, oh daughter of kingliest sire!
Under its frost girdle throbbing and keen,

A new realm awaits thee, loyal and true!”

And the round-cheeked Tritons, with fillets of blue
Binding their sea-green and scintillant hair,

Blow thee a welcome; their brawny arms bear

Thy keel through the waves like a bird through the ai
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Shoreward the shoal of mighty shoulders lean
Through the long swell of waves,

Reaching beyond the sunset and the hollow caves,
And the ice-girdled peaks that hold serene

Each its own star, far out at sea to mark

Thy westward way, O Princess, through the dark.
The rose-red sunset dies into the dusk,

The silver dusk of the long twilight hour,

And opal lights come out, and fiery gleams

Of flame-red beacons, like the ash-gray husk

Torn from some tropic blossom bursting into flower,
Making the sea bleom red with ruddy beams,




