The Harpist and the Duke

The tavern rang out with bright music and laughter,

The harpist came late, and wearing disguise.

She sat near the front and listened in wonder

To braver performers compete for the prize.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

Behind all performers,  knelt one bodhran player

Assisting each song with precise skill and beat.

The harpist first noticed the skill and the drum;

Her glance caught the drummer; her heart sang defeat.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

She left in confusion; her heart was not armed

Against what she'd seen shining there on the stage.

But once she was home, ashamed of her fear,

She returned as herself and resolved to stay late.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

The drummer was gracious, yea, even flirtatious;

At the end of the evening, she hugged him, quite charmed.

O'er several days passing, she met him quite often;

But each night, a lady was there in his arms.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

The harpist resolved to treat drummer as "brother",

Her unruly heart she bid sharp rebuke.

She calmly played harp for his House's revel,

And, horrified, heard that his title was "Duke."

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

Her apology was never to reach slighted royalty,

His duties were strict, and her courage was slight.

Outside waited evil that wanted to hurt her; so

She hid in her harp and played through the night.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

A night filled with music became morning inspired;

She wrote a new song, forgetting all else.

When next they both showed to play at the tavern

She stared at her harp and kept to herself.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams

Her churlish behavior at final encounter

Upsets her still, with many weeks past.

From harpist to Duke:  Forget the shy rudeness

And remember the music while memory lasts.

Nothing in Faerie is quite what it seems

The players play on with the music of dreams
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