The Fairy Kingdom

Where do Fairies make a Ring?--

On England's green they dance and sing.

Where lived Jack the Killer bold?--

With Giants in Cornwall, so I'm told.

Where did Merlin hide his head?--

In the mists of Wales, 'tis said.

Where did Witches' caldrons bubble?--

In Scotland fair, with toil and trouble.

Where hid Leprechaun red-capped?--

In Ireland, fairy shoes he tapped.

Live Fairies in the Isle of Man?--

They do! I've told you all I can!

-- Olcott, Wonder Tales from Fairy Isles,
page vi.

from A Midsummer Night’s Dream
by Shakespeare.

I do wander everywhere,

Swifter than the moone's sphere;

And I serve the fairy queen,

To dew her orbs upon the green.

The Fairies

"Elves, urchins, goblins all, and little fairies."

Mad Prankes.

By the moon we sport and play;

With the night begins our day;

As we dance the dew doth fall-

Trip it little urchins all;

Lightly as the little bee,

Two by two, and three by three,

And about go we, and about go we.

--LYLIE, Maydes' Metamorphoses

Rushen Glen

The pale moon wanes,

The morn is cold,

Each Fairy, Elf and Fay

Snug in a flower

Enwraps herself

To wait the broad bright day.

From our flow'ry beds

We rise again

And bathe in the pearly dew'

Then take the air

With a butterfly pair

Linked to a petal blue.

The evening comes,

Adown the Streams,

We sail to the Rushen Glen

On a lily leaf--

And meet once more

In song and dance again.

-- Olcott, Wonder Tales from Fairy Isles, 
page 58.

from A Midsummer Night’s Dream
by Shakespeare

"On hill, in dale, forest, or mead,

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook,

Or on the beached margent of the sea,

To dance their ringlets to the whistling wind."

"The fairies

Were of the old profession;

Their songs were Ave Marias,

Their dances were procession.

But now, alas! they all are dead,

Or gone beyond the seas,

Or, further, for religion fled,

Or else they take their ease."

-- Bishop Corbet

And when any Child reads this book and closes his eyes,

may Peas-Blossom, Cobweb, Moth, and Mustard-Seed

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes,

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees,

And for night tapers crop their waxen thighs,

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes,

To have my Love to bed, and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies,

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes;

Nod to him, Elves, and do him courtesies!

-- Frances Jenkins Olcott

Wonder Tales from Fairy Isles, pages vii-xiv.

The Bee Boy's Song

Bees! Bees! Hark to your bees!

'Hide from your neighbours as much as you please,

But all that has happened, to us you must tell.

Or else we will give you no honey to sell!'

A maiden in her glory,

Upon her wedding-day,

Must tell her Bees the story,

Or else they'll fly away.

Fly away--die-away--

Dwindle down and leave you!

But if you don't deceive your Bees,

Your Bees will not deceive you.

Marriage, birth or buryin',

News across the seas,

All you're sad or merry in,

You must tell the Bees.

Tell 'em coming in an' out,

Where the Fanners fan,

'Cause the Bees are justabout

As curious as a man!

Don't you wait where trees are,

When the lightnings play;

Nor don't you hate where Bees are,

Or e1se they'll pine away.

Pine away--dwine away--

Anything to leave you!

But if you never grieve your Bees,

Your Bees 'll never grieve you.

-- Kipling, Puck of Pook's Hill,
page 181
THE MAD MERRY PRANKS OF ROBIN GOODFELLOW (aka Puck)

The First Part

From Oberon in fairyland,

the king of ghosts and shadows there,

Mad Robbin I, at his command,

am sent to view the night sports here:

What revell rout

Is kept about,

In every corner where I goe,

I will o'er see,

And merry be,

And make good sport with ho, ho, ho!

More swift than lightening can I flye,

and round about this airy welkin soone,

And, in a minute's space, descry

each thing that's done beneath the moone;

There's not a hag

Nor ghost shall wag,

Nor cry "goblin!" where I doe goe,

But Robin I

Their feats will spye,

And feare them home with ho, ho, ho!

If any wanderers I meet

that from their night-sports doe trudge home,

With counterfeiting voyce I greet

and cause them on with me to roame,

Through woods, through lakes,

Through bogs, through brakes, --

Ore bush and brier with them I goe;

I call upon

Them to come on,

And wend me, laughing ho, ho, ho!

Sometimes I meet them like a man;

sometimes an oxe, sometimes a hound;

And to a horse I turne me can,

to trip and trot about them round.

But if to ride

My back they stride,

More swift than winde away I goe;

Ore hedge and lands,

Through pooles and ponds,

I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

When ladds and lasses merry be

With possets and with junkets fine,

Unseene of all the company,

I eate their cakes and sip their wine;

And to make sport,

I fart and snort,

And out the candles I doe blow;

The maides I kisse,

They shrieke, "Who's this?"

I answer nought, but ho, ho, ho!

Yet now and then, the maids to please,

I card at midnight up their wooll:

And while they sleep, snort, fart and fease,

with wheel to threds their flax I pull:

I grind at mill

Their malt [up] still,

I dresse their hemp, I spin their towe;

If any wake,

And would me take,

I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

The Second Part

When house or harth doth sluttish lie,

I pinch the maids there blacke and blew;

And, from the bed, the bed-clothes I

pull off, and lay them naked to view:

twixt sleepe and wake

I doe them take,

And on the key-colde floore them throw;

If out they cry,

Then forth flye I,

And loudly laugh I, ho, ho, ho!

When any need to borrow ought,

we lend them what they do require;

And for the use demaund we nought,

our owne is all we doe desire:

If to repay

They doe delay,

Abroad amongst them then I goe,

And night by night

I them affright,

With pinching, dreames, and ho, ho, ho!

When lazie queanes have nought to doe

but study how to cogge and lie,

To make debate, and mischiefe too,

twixt one another secretly:

I marke their glosse,

And doe disclose

To them that they had wronged so;

When I have done,

I get me gone,

And leave them scolding, ho, ho, ho!

When men doe traps and engins set

in loope-holes, where the vermine creepe,

That from their foulds and houses fet

their ducks and geese, their lambs and sheepe:

I spy the gin,

And enter in,

And seemes a vermine taken so,

But when they there

Approach me neare,

I leape out, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

By wels and gils1 in medowes greene,

we nightly dance our hey-day guise,2

And to our fairy King and Queene

wee chant our moone-light harmonies.

When larkes 'gin sing,

Away we fling;

And babes new borne steale as we goe;

An elfe in bed

We leave in stead,

And wend us, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

From hag-bred Merlin's time have I

thus nightly reveld to and fro:

And, for my pranks, men call me by

the name of Robin Good-fellow:

Fiends, ghosts, and sprites

That haunt the nights,

The hags and goblins doe me know,

And beldames old,

My feats have told,

So Vale, Vale, ho, ho, ho!

ROBIN GOODFELLOW

Chapter I.

Shewing his Birth, and whose Sonne he was.

Here doe begin the merry iests

Of Robin Good-fellow;

I'de wish you for to reade this booke,

If you his pranks would know.

But first I will declare his birth,

And what his mother was,

And then how Robin merrily

Did bring his knacks to passe.

In time of old, when fayries us'd,

To wander in the night,

And through key-holes swiftly glide,

Now marke my story right,

Among these pretty fairy elves

Was Oberon, their king,

Who us'd to keepe them company

Still at their revelling.

And sundry houses they did use,

But one, above the rest,

Wherein a comely lasse did dwell,

That pleas'd King Oberon best.

This lovely damsell, neat and faire,

So courteous, meek, and mild,

As sayes my booke, by Oberon

She was begot with child.

She knew not who the father was

But thus to all would say --

In night-time he to her still came,

And went away ere day,

The midwife having better skill

Than had this new-made mother,

Quoth she, 'Surely some fairy 'twas

For it can be no other.'

And so the old wife rightly judg'd.

For it was so indeed.

This fairy shew'd himself most kind,

And helpt his love at need;

For store of linnen he provides,

And brings her for her babies;

With dainty cates and choised fare,

He serv'd her like a lady.

The Christening time then being [come,

Most merry they [did pass;

The gossips dra[ined a cheerful cup

As then provided was.

And Robin was [the infant call'd,

So named the [gossips by;

What pranks [he played both day and night,

I'll tell you cer[tainly.

Chapter II.

Shewing how Robin Good-fellow carried himselfe, and how he run

away from his Mother.

[While yet he was a little la]d

[And of a tender age,]

He us'd much waggish tricks to men,

As they at him would rage.

Unto his mother they complain'd,

Which grieved her to heare,

And for these pranks she threatened him,

He should have whipping cheare,

If that he did not leave his tricks,

His jeerring mocks and mowes;

Quoth she, 'Thou vile untutor'd youth,

These prankes no breeding shewes:

I cannot to the market goe,

But ere I backe returne,

Thou scofst my neighbours in such sort,

Which makes my heart to mourne.

But I will make you to repent

These things, ere I have done:

I will no favour have on thee,

Although thou beest my sonne.'

Robin was griev'd to hear these words,

Which she to him did say,

But to prevent his punishment,

From her he run way.

And travelling long upon the way,

His hunger being great,

Unto a taylor's house he came,

And did entreat some meat:

The taylor tooke compassion then

Upon this pretty youth,

And tooke him for his prentice straight,

As I have heard in truth.

Chapter III.

How Robin Good-fellow left his Master, and also how Oberon told him he should

be turned into what shape he could wish or desire.

Now Robin Good-fellow, being plac't

With a taylor, as you heare,

He grew a workman in short space,

So well he ply'd his geare.

He had a gowne which must be made,

Even with all haste and speed,

The maid must have't against next day

To be her wedding weed.

The taylor he did labour hard

Till twelve a clock at night;

Betweene him and his servant then

They finished aright

The gowne, but putting on the sleeves:

Quoth he unto his man,

'He goe to bed; whip on the sleeve

As fast as ere you can.'

So Robin straightway takes the gowne

And hangs it on a pin,

Then takes the sleeves and whips the gowne,

Till day he nere did lin.

His master rising in the morne,

As seeing what he did,

Begun to chide; quoth Robin then,

'I doe as I was bid.'

His Master then the gowne did take,

And to his worke did fall:

By that time he had done the same,

The maid for it did call.

Quoth he to Robin, 'Goe thy wayes

And fetch the remnants hither,

That yesterday we left,' said he,

'Wee'l breake our fasts together.'

Then Robin hies him up the staires

And brings the remnants downe,

Which he did know his master sav'd

Out of the woman's gowne.

The taylor he was vext at this;

He meant remnants of meat,

That this good woman, ere she went,

Might there her breakfast eate.

Quote she, 'This is a breakfast good,

I tell you, friend, indeed;

And to requite your love, I will

Send for some drinke with speed.'

And Robin he must goe for it

With all the speed he may:

He takes the pot and money too,

And runnes from thence away.

When he had wandred all the day,

A good way from the towne,

Unto a foreste then he came;

To sleepe he laid him downe.

Then Oberon came, with all his elves,

And danc'd about his sonne,

With musick pleasing to the eare;

And, when that it was done,

King Oberon layes a scroule by him,

That he might understand

Whose sonne he was, and how hee'd grant

Whate'er he did demand:

To any forme that he did please

Himselfe he would translate;

And how one day hee'd send for him

To see his fairy state.

Then Robin longs to know the truth

Of this mysterious skill,

And turnes himselfe into what shape

He thinks upon or will.

Sometimes a neighing horse was he,

Sometimes a gruntling hog,

Sometimes a bird, sometimes a crow,

Sometimes a snarling dog.

Chapter IV.

How Robin Good-fellow was merry at the Bridehouse.

Now Robin having got this art,

He oft would make a good sport,

And hearing of a wedding day,

He makes him ready for't.

Most like a joviall fidler then

He drest himselfe most gay,

And goes to the wedding house,

There on his crowd to play.

He welcome was unto this feast,

And merry they were all;

He play'd and sung sweet songs all day,

At night to sports did fall.

He first did put the candles out,

And being in the dark,

Some would he strike, and some would pinch,

And then sing like a lark.

The candles being light againe,

And things well and quiet,

A goodly posset was brought in

To med their former diet.

Then Robin for to have the same

Did turn him to a beare;

Straight at that sight the people all

Did run away for feare.

Then Robin did the posset eate,

And having serv'd them so,

Away goes Robin with all haste,

Then laughing hoe, hoe, hoe!

Chapter V.

Declaring how Robin Good-fellow served an old lecherous Man.

There was am old man had a neece,

A very beauteous maid;

To wicked lust her unkle sought

This faire one to perswade.

But she a young man lov'd too deare

To give consent thereto;

'Twas Robin's chance upon a time

To heare their grievous woe.

'Content yourselfe,' then Robin saies,

'And I will ease your griefe,

I have found out an excellent way

That will yeeld you reliefe.'

He sends them to be married straight,

And he, in her disguise,

Hies home with all the speed he may

To blind her uncle's eyes:

And there he plyes his work amaine.

Doing more in one houre,

Such was his skill and workmanship,

Than she could doe in foure.

The old man wondred for to see

The worke goe on so fast,

And there withall more worke doth he

Unto good Robin cast.

Then Robin said to his old man,

'Good uncle, if you please

To grant me but one ten pound,

I'll yeeld your love-suit ease.'

'Ten pounds,' quoth he, 'I will give thee,

Sweet neece, with all my heart,

So thou wilt grant to me thy love,

To ease my troubled heart.'

'Then let me a writing have,' quoth he,

'From your owne hand with speed,

That I may marry my sweet-heart

When I have done this deed.'

The old man he did give consent

That he these things should have,

Thinking that it had bin his neece,

That did this bargain crave;

And unto Robin then quoth he,

'My gentle n[eece, behold,

Goe thou into [thy chamber soone,

And I'le goe [bring the gold,

When he into [the chamber came,

Thinking in[deed to play,

Straight Robin [upon him doth fall,

And carries h[im away

Into the chamb[er where the two

Faire lovers [did abide,

And gives to th[em their unkle old,

I, and the g[old beside.

The old man [vainly Robin sought,

So man[y shapes he tries;

Someti]mes he was a hare or hound,

Som[etimes like a bird he flies.

The [more he strove the less he sped,

Th[e lovers all did see;

And [thus did Robin favour them

Full [kind and merrilie.

[Thus Robin lived a merry life

As any could enjoy,

'Mongst country farms he did resort,

And oft would folks annoy:]

But if the maids doe call to him,

He still away will goe

In knavish sort, and to himselfe

He'd laugh out hoe, hoe, hoe!

He oft would beg and crave an almes,

But take nought that they'd give:

In severall shapes he'd gull the world

Thus madly did he live.

Sometimes a cripple he would seeme,

Sometimes a souldier brave:

Sometimes a fox, sometimes a hare;

Brave pastimes would he have.

Sometimes an owle he'd seeme to be,

Sometimes a skipping frog;

Sometimes a kirne, in Irish shape,

To leape ore mire or bog:

Sometimes he'd counterfeit a voyce,

And travellers call astray,

Sometimes a walking fire he'd be,

And lead them from their way.

Some call him Robin Good-fellow,

Hob-goblin or mad Crisp,

And some againe doe tearme him oft,

By name of Will the Wispe;

But call him by what name you list,

I have studied on my pillow,

I think the best name he deserves

Is Robin the Good Fellow.

At last upon a summer's night

King Oberon found him out,

And with his elves in dancing wise

Straight circled him about.

The fairies danc't, and little Tom Thumb

On his bag-pipe did play,

And thus they danc't their fairy round

Till almost break of day.

Then Phebus he most gloriously

Begins to grace the aire,

When Oberon with his fairy traine

Begins to make repaire,

With speed unto the fairy land,

They swiftly tooke their way,

And I out of my dreams awak't,

And so 'twas perfect day.

Thus having told my dreame at full,

I'le bid you all farewell.

If you applaud mad Robin's prankes,

May be ere long I'le tell

Some other stories to your eares,

Which shall contentment give:

To gaine your favours I will seeke

The longest day I live.

[The following is the 'additional stanza' mentioned in the Introductory Note, p. 360.

When as my fellow elves and I

In circled ring do trip around,

If that our sports by any eye

Do happen to be seen or found:

If that they

No words do say,

But mum continue as they go,

Each night I do

Put groat in shoe,

And wind out laughing, ho, ho, ho!]

The Changeling 

James Russell Lowell

I had a little daughter,
And she was given to me 
To lead me gently backward 
To the Heavenly Father's knee, 
That I, by the force of nature, 
Might in some dim wise divine 
The depth of his infinite patience 
To this wayward soul of mine. 

I know not how others saw her, 
But to me she was wholly fair, 
And the light of the heaven she came from 
Still lingered and gleamed in her hair; 
For it was as wavy and golden, 
And as many changes took, 
As the shadows of the sun-gilt ripples 
On the yellow bed of a brook. 

To what can I liken her smiling 
Upon me, her kneeling lover, 
How it leaped from her lips to her eyelids, 
And dimpled her wholly over, 
Till her outstretched hands smiled also, 
And I almost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 
Sending sun through her veins to me! 

She had been with us scarce a twelvemonth, 
And it hardly seemed a day, 
When a troop of wandering angels 
Stole my little daughter away; 
Or perhaps those heavenly Zingari 
But loosed the hampering strings, 
And when they had opened her cage-door, 
My little bird used her wings. 

But they left in her stead a changeling, 
A little angel child, 
That seems like her bud in full blossom, 
And smiles as she never smiled: 
When I wake in the morning, I see it 
Where she always used to lie, 
And I feel as weak as a violet 
Alone 'neath the awful sky. 

As weak, yet as trustful also; 
For the whole year long I see 
All the wonders of faithful Nature 
Still worked for the love of me; 
Winds wander, and dews drip earthward, 
Rain falls, suns rise and set, 
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper 
A poor little violet. 

The child is not mine as the first was, 
I cannot sing it to rest, 
I cannot lift it up fatherly 
And bliss it upon my breast; 
Yet it lies in my little one's cradle 
And sits in my little one's chair, 
And the light of the heaven she's gone to 
Transfigures its golden hair. 

The Changeling

From "The Tent on the Beach" by John Greenleaf Whittier

FOR the fairest maid in Hampton
They needed not to search,
Who saw young Anna favor
Come walking into church,-- 

Or bringing from the meadows,
At set of harvest-day,
The frolic of the blackbirds,
The sweetness of the hay. 

Now the weariest of all mothers,
The saddest two years' bride,
She scowls in the face of her husband,
And spurns her child aside. 

"Rake out the red coals, goodman,--
For there the child shall lie,
Till the black witch comes to fetch her
And both up chimney fly. 

"It's never my own little daughter,
It's never my own," she said;
"The witches have stolen my Anna,
And left me an imp instead. 

"Oh, fair and sweet was my baby,
Blue eyes, and hair of gold;
But this is ugly and wrinkled,
Cross, and cunning, and old. 

"I hate the touch of her fingers,
I hate the feel of her skin;
It's not the milk from my bosom,
But my blood, that she sucks in. 

"My face grows sharp with the torment;
Look! my arms are skin and bone!
Rake open the red coals, goodman,
And the witch shall have her own. 

"She'll come when she hears it crying,
In the shape of an owl or bat,
And she'll bring us our darling Anna
In place of her screeching brat." 

Then the goodman, Ezra Dalton,
Laid his hand upon her head:
Thy sorrow is great, O woman!
I sorrow with thee," he said. 

"The paths to trouble are many
And never but one sure way
Leads out to the light beyond it:
My poor wife, let us pray." 

Then he said to the great All-Father,
"Thy daughter is weak and blind;
Let her sight come back, and clothe her
Once more in her right mind. 

"Lead her out of this evil shadow,
Out of these fancies wild;
Let the holy love of the mother
Turn again to her child. 

"Make her lips like the lips of Mary
Kissing her blessed Son;
Let her hands, like the hands of Jesus,
Rest on her little one. 

"Comfort the soul of thy handmaid,
Open her prison-door,
And thine shall be all the glory
And praise forevermore." 

Then into the face of its mother
The baby looked up and smiled;
And the cloud of her soul was lifted,
And she knew her little child. 

A beam of the slant west sunshine
Made the wan face almost fair,
Lit the blue eyes' patient wonder
And the rings of pale gold hair. 

She kissed it on lip and forehead,
She kissed it on cheek and chink
And she bared her snow-white bosom
To the lips so pale and thin. 

Oh, fair on her bridal morning
Was the maid who blushed and smiled,
But fairer to Ezra Dalton
Looked the mother of his child. 

With more than a lover's fondness
He stooped to her worn young face,
And the nursing child and the mother
He folded in one embrace. 

"Blessed be God!" he murmured.
"Blessed be God!" she said;
"For I see, who once was blinded,--
I live, who once was dead. 

"Now mount and ride, my goodman,
As thou lovest thy own soul!
Woe's me, if my wicked fancies
Be the death of Goody Cole!" 

His horse he saddled and bridled,
And into the night rode he,
Now through the great black woodland,
Now by the white-beached sea. 

He rode through the silent clearings,
He came to the ferry wide,
And thrice he called to the boatman
Asleep on the other side. 

He set his horse to the river,
He swam to Newbury town,
And he called up Justice Sewall
In his nightcap and his gown. 

And the grave and worshipful justice
(Upon whose soul be peace!)
Set his name to the jailer's warrant
For Goodwife Cole's release. 

Then through the night the hoof-beats
Went sounding like a flail;
And Goody Cole at cockcrow
Came forth from Ipswich jail. 

