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PRELUDE.

B Y hittle men and women
Who sit with your eyes dowoeast,
Turning the leaves of the Spow-Lierries
Olver and over so fast,

I know as I hear them flutter
Like the leaves on a sammer boogh,
You are looking ot fur the story ahount
The fairiea, — are o't you, now ¥

And =0 it iz wiza lo tell you
That you need not tarn 2o fast,

For there is n't 4 single fairy-tale
In the book frem first to laat,

My Muse ia plain aml homespun, —
Uuite given to wark-day ways, — -
And she never spent an hour in the tent

OFf a fairy, in all ber daye

She is strongest on her native aoil ;
And you will see she pings

Little in praize of elfs and faye,
And less of queens and kings.
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™ PHRELUDE,

& Be aare, the beautiful vialet
In the grass no longer glows,

But we may get a-burning vet,
Some little lamp of a roze [ ™

So ont we tan to the meadows,
Though the time of Jowers was done,
And after us ran our shadaws, —
Three and three, and one.

All up and down the rivaleta
That ehaved so close to the sand,
And all aerosa the lowland mags,
And neross the siobble Jand ;

And deep, and desper into the wood,
And under the hedge-row wall;

To the Callamus Fond, and oo beyond,
And never a flower at all |

Footsore, weary, and heart-aick,
We bad tramped for threo long hours,
When a voice =0 proud cried aut aloud,
“The flowers [ 1 've found the flowors ! ™

Fast we flew to the top of the hill,
And fast and faster down,

And full in sight limbs shone 20 white
From the thicket dull and brown.



FRELTIDE

- The turf elides back, and farther back,
We are there, we are onder the treeal
And our eager hands are breaking the wands
OFf the milk-white snovw-herries |

We had had a teamp, through cold and damp,
Of three right weary Lours,

But we did not grieve, if you believe,
That eur berrios were not flowers |

But each with & sheaf on his shoulder,
Az white as the whitast foam,

We struck acrosa the lawland moss,
And into the lighls of home.

5o, my littlo men and women,
Wha sit with your cyes dowacast,
Turning the leaves of the Snow-Burries,
So eagerly and so fask,

When that you fail to find the tale
Of airy tancy bred,

Yoo may even get some plessure yet
From the stories in their stead,
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