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INTRODUCTIOMN.

Good taled wmay fench na to e kind:
Our actionk and our words 1o maid ;
They like the parables may be,

Arnd foom moth evil seb s free.

With bcet wishes,

B sTANDRING.
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HISTORY OF FAIRIES.

wi# mot born 1o a mean cot,
A noblor fortunn wae my lot ;
My birthplace was & mansion grand,
Which did a gorgeous seene command.

I had brothere thres-and-ten,
Stalwart, beave, illnetrions men,

The emallest of them eight feet high,
Yot a little dwarf waa 1.

At my hirth T weighsd fonr ponnds,
That goon was known the country round,
And ladies came from far to sce

A Little wealthy thing like me.

When grown, two foet wae just my height,
Thirty pounds and ten my weight;

But I was lithe, and strong, and gay,

In dark November or in May.
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Life I commenced in thirteen-fifty-five,
And vory slowly did I thrive,

When | matnrity had geined

Thirty years I had atimined.

My namo was Healey, known to fame
Connected with an ancient name ;

To my ancestors a Norman gave
Healey lande for being hrave.

My home surroundings well 1 knew,

The hilla ground oft did T view ;

I elimbed their heights and looked around,
And on their summits raptore found.

Rooley Moor and Roshy Hill—
When absent 1 can gee them etill ;
And Brown Wardie's noble top
To gaze has often made me stop.

Bunt the valleys gay and green

{ Were suoch valleys ever seent)

With sbingle glopes frittering awsy,

And rocks which searce together stay ;
With sondulations here and there,

And music oating on the air;

With trees full of the joy of life,

Filled with the songsters’ censeless strife ;
Where the cuckoo often charmed my ear,
And the throsatles’ song so clear. |
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Tall knowls and flats and slopes were seen,
And the winding Hpod between,

Where dashing rills flew down the rooks
Battered to foam by fieroest shocks,

And smiling plote of beauteous green
FPeeping the lofty hills between,

And winding paths whers lovers stray,
SBhortening to honrs the Aeeting day.

But above all the Friry Dell,

Enown by the name of Thrutch so well,
That rogped glen, of wonders full,
HakEEmalﬂﬁgitsfurm to tell ;
Narrow, rocky, wild, and weird,
Through ages having wender stirred,
The rocks plonghed down o dosen fest,
The marks above our wonder greet,

On high wea onee the river's bass,

At water's power we stand aod gaze,

Brt not content to have swept away
Four yards of rock g0 hard and gray,
Water has piarced the rock below
Seven foet, 88 I attest and know.

But these greedy waters vot dlone
Furrowed downward flinty sbono ;
They put their fingers ander gronnd,
And stealing rock away were found.



