Lake Queen

Drifting over sedges

Hissing through the reeds

Where now goes the Lake Queen

With her pouch of seeds

Spreading hope of springtime

Along the rocky shore

Warmth in heart of beast and plant

With sudden springtime thaw

Snowdrops round her naked feet 

The land is pale and bare

Cold East wind is hissing

Through her golden hair

Invisible to mortal eye

In snow no print is made

Who may tell when she pass by

Whose spell makes winter fade
Deep bellow the lake she dwells

Till bitter weathers done

Who can pierce those liquid depths
Past wave and mirrored sun

Hidden lies that Blessed Isle 

Where Elvin music plays

Notes drift from her harping hands

To wash the shingle bays
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