TheOrigin of the Fairies

By the Ettrick Shepherd

| have heard awondrous old relation,
How the Fairiesfirst came to our netion;
A tae of glamour, and yet of glee,

Of fervour, of love, and of mysery.

| do not vouch for its certain truth,

But | know | bdieved it in my youth;
And envied much the enchanted Knight,
Who enjoy’ d such beauty and pure ddlight.
| will tell it now, and interlard it

With thoughts with which | il regard it,
And fedings with which firgt | heard it.

The Knight of Dumblaneis ahunting gone,
With hishey! and hisho! and hallo!
And he met amerry maid aone,
In the light green and the yellow.
That maiden’s eyes were the pearls of dew,
And her cheek the moss-rose opening new;
Her amile was the sun-blink on the brag,
When the shower is past, and the cloud away.
And then her form was S0 light and fair,
That it seem’d to lean on the ambient air;
So very blithesome and so boon,
That the Knight was afraid it would fade too soon;
Mount on the ether from human ken,
Or mdt away in the breeze of the glen.

Hisframe thrill’ d to the very core
When he saw that beauty stand him before,
With the gleam of joy on her brow so meek,
And the dimple on her damask cheek.
And then o ripe was her honey lip,
That the wild-bee, lingering, long'd to Sip;
And the merl came by with an eye of guile,
For he hover' d and lighted down awhile
On the snowy veil in which shewas dress d,
To pick the strawberries from her breast.
O was there aught below the heaven
| would not have done, or would not have given,
To have been the Knight of Dumblane thet day!
But ' twas better for methat | was away.

The Knight came nigh, and essay’ d to spesk,



But the glamour of love was on his cheek;
And asingle word he could not say,
For histonguein thirsty slence lay.
But he doffd his cgp from his manly brow,
And he bow’ d aslow as a knight could bow,
Then stood with his velvet cap in hand,
Aswaiting for the maiden’s command.
Sure this was witless as could have been,
| cannot concelve what the Knight could mean;
For had | been there, in right or wrong,
Assaureas| sng you this song,
| would, as the most due respect,
Have twined my arms around her neck;
And sureas man € er woo'd amaid,
Have row’d her in my shepherd plaid,
And in token of my high regard,
Have set her down on the flowery sward;
And if some discourse had not begun,
Either in quarrd or in fun,
Take never a shepherd’ sword again,
And count my skill in wooing van;
All this | would have done with speed
But for ever would have rued the deed.
Oh, never was knight so far 0’ ercome
As he who now stood blushing and dumb
Before this maid of the moorland brake,
With the cherub eye and the angel make.
At firgt no higher his glance was thrown
Than the flowery hegth that her foot stood on
When by degrees it embraced her toe,
But over the ankle durst not go;
Till a length he sammer’ d out modestly,
“ Pray—madam—have you—any commands for me?’
Shamefa the Knight! | do declare
| have no patience with him to bear;
For | would have look’ d, as a man should do,
From the shoe-tie to the glancing brow;
Nay, from the toe' s bewitching station
Even to the organ of venerdtion.
For what availsthe loveliest face,
Or form of the most bewitching grace,
Which on earth are made for man alone,
If they are not to be look’d upon?
Yes, | would have look’d till my sight had rack’ d.
And the very organs of vison crack’d,
And | would have sworn, as aman should swear,



That | never saw virgin haf so fair:
This| had done, despite al pain,
But, ah! | never had doneit again!

But the maid was delighted beyond expression
To mark the young Knight' s prepossession,
And with asmile that might have given
Some pangs even to athing of heaven,
She took so moving a position
That sat hissoul in full ignition:

One limb aone scarce press d the ground,
The other twined her ankle round,

Her lovely face was upward cast;

Her sunny locks waved in the blat;

And really she appear’ d to be

A bang divine—about to flee

Away from thisworld of sdf and sn,

A lovdier, holier dimeto win.

No posture with thet can ever compare
What amercy that | was not therel

But he raised his eyes as hers withdrew,

And of her form got one full view:

The taper limb, and the dender wais,

The modest mould of her virgin brees,
Thelipsjust opening with agmile,

And that eye upraised to heaven the while;
The purple tides were seen to entwine

In athousand vensdl crysaline!

Enough! The sequenceistoo true:

For though the Knight got but one view,
Onefull intoxicating look,

It was more than his fond heart could brook;
For on the ground he fell as dead

As he had been shot out through the head.

Now thiswas rather a sad o’ erthrow;

| don't think | would have falen so;

For though alovdy virgin face

Has sometimes put mein piteous case,

Has made me shed sdlt tears outright,

And s0b like the wind on awinter night,

Nay, thrown me into a burning fever,

Yet | never just went off dtogether;

But | have reason, without aflam,

Thankful to be-and so | am—

That | was gpared theillusve sght

That was seen by that enchanted Knight.
Now it seems that the maiden to fear began



For the life of that young and comdy man;
And every art essay’d to try
To make him uplift his amorous eye.
But in redlity, or in mime,
The swoon continued aweary time.
And better had it been if he had never
Re-open'd his eyes, but dept for ever;
For when next they awoke on the light of day,
His cheek on the maiden’s bosom lay.
He fdt its warmth new life impart,
And the gentle throbs of her besting heart;
He fdt, beneeth his aching head,
The enchanting mould that had laid him deed,;
He fdt her hand his temples chafing,
And every tenderness vouchsafing;
He lifted his head he hid hisface
And gole his cheek from that witching place;
Yet il he cast, though disinclined,
A longing, lingering glance behind,
Where he saw but | dare not describe the view,
For if you are aman it will kill you too;
If you are awoman, and lovely beside,
Y ou will turn up your nosein disdain and pride.
If you are not, without afrown,
Y ou will laugh a the Knight till you fall down;
For trueit is, when the Knight had seen
The beauteous bed where his cheek had been,
The blush, and the smile, and the lucid vein,
He gave one shriek, with might and main,
Then shiver'd aspace and died again!

From thet timeforth, if | durst tell,
Unto that Knight such hap befel,
As never was own’d by mortal man,
And never was told since tales began.
He got hiswish—It proved a dear one,
It isan old story, and a queer one;
But free of fear, and free of fetter,
I’ll tell it out even to the letter
Thewilder 'tis| love it the better.

We dl have heard the maxim old,
That atde of truth should aye betold;
For nothing in nature happen can,
That may not alesson prove to man:
Now thisistrue: Y et things, we ken,
Oft happen between the women and men,
So wild, romantic, and precarious,



So complicated, and contrarious,
So full of passon and of pain,
They scarcely can bear to be told again.
Then think of love 'twixt amortd cresture,
And abeing of another nature!
The Knight was los—that very morn
Rung the lagt ped of his hunting horn;
His comrades range the mountain reign,
And cdl hisname, but cdl invan;
From his hawks and his hounds he is borne away,
And logt for atwelvemonth and a day;
And dl that time, he lived but to prove
The new ddights and the joys of love—
His midtress, a pattern of sweetness and duty,
And her home a palace of splendour and beauty.
But whether it was in the sinful dime
That bounds mortaity and time,
In aland below, or aland above,
In abower of the moon, or the star of love,
He never could fathom or invent,
Or theway that he came, or the way that he went;
But he ween'd, from hislove s aerid nature,
That she barely could be amorta cresture.
And every night in his ears there rung
The accents sweet of the femade tongue;
Light sounds of joy through the dome were ringing—
There was laughing, dancing, harping, Snging;
But foot of man in the hdls was none,
Nor sound of voice but his own aone:
While every night his beloved dame
In new array to his chamber came-
And, save hersdf, by day or night,
No other form ever met hissight.
So ween' d the Knight; but his mind was shaken,
And, das how far he was mistaken!
For love sfull overwheming tide
O'er the mind of man is hard to bide.
Yet thisfull fraught of deliriousjoy,
Without reverse and without dloy,
| would once have liked to have essay’ d,
But at las—how | had been dismay’ d!
The times soon changed, for by dow decay,
The sounds of joy were melted away
To atremulous gtrain of tender wailing
Of aufferings for aformer faling;
While something was sung, in aplaintive key,



Of amost mysterious tendency,

Of beings, who were not of the earth,
To human creatures giving birth;

Of saven pure beings of purity shorn,

Of saven babies that might be born

The nurdings of another clime,

By crestures of immortd prime,

Of the mother’ s thrilling fears, and more
Of the dark uncertainty before!

The Knight then dreaded, as well might he,
That things were not as things should be,
And ahearty wish rosein hismind,

That he were at the home he lft behind.

To wish, and to have, in the charmed ring

Of that sweet dome, was the sdlf-same thing;
For the Knight awaken'd, as from adream,
And he stood by the wild and mossy stream,
Where firg he fdt the bewitching power

Of the beauteous maid at the morning hour,
Where hefdl avictim to beauty’s charms,
And died of loveinavirgin'samd

He sought his hdls and his stately bower,
But a solemn Hillness seem’d to lour
Around his towers and turrets high:

His favourite hound would not come nigh,
But kept doof with amurmuring growl,

And aterror his heart could not contral;

For he prick’d up his ears, and snuff d thewind,
Though he heard his master’ s voice behind,
Then fled with his bristles of dread unfurl’d,
As from athing of another world.

And every maden, and every man,

Away from their master in terror ran;

While his aged mother, in weeds of wo,
Conjured him solemnly to go

Back to hisgrave, and his place of redt!

For her mind with terror was sore oppress d.
But there he remain’ d, and once again

Was hall’ d as the true Knight of Dumblane.

But, oh! how changed in every fegture,
And dl the vehemencies of his nature,

Asif an eagle from diffs above
Had been changed into a plaintive dove;
From aknight of courage and of glee,
He was grown athing of perplexity,
Absent and moping, puling, panting,



A vacant gaze, and the heart awanting:
Earth had no pleasures for his eye,
IvA4Then he thought of the joys that were gone by.
Thisto some natures may be genid,
Or, as afaling, counted venid,;
For me, | judge the prudent way,
Let past time have been what it may,
Is to make the mogt, with thankful mind,
Of that which Hill remains behind.
The Knight lived on as scarce aware,
How long | neither know nor care,
Till & the lagt, one lovely morn,
The fairest lady that ever was born
Came into his bower with courtesy bland,
And alovdy boy wasin ether hand,
Two tiny eves dike, not less
Than twin flowers of the wilderness
“Thou art my lord, my own true knight,
Whose love was once my sole ddlight.
Oh, | recal—how can | not?—
That morning never to be forgoat,
When | met thee firgt with horn and hound
Upon the moor to the hunting bound,
When thy seed like lightning fled away,
And thy staghound how!’ d and would not Say;
Thou stolest the heart that never had birth,
The heart of abeing not of this earth:
And what is more, that heart to wring,
The virtue of animmortd thing.
Dost thou own these babes in the gold and green,
Theloveiest twins that the world has seen;
Wilt thou here acknowledge us as thine own,
Or bear the brunt of our maison?’
Then the Knight shed tears of joy apace
At seeing again that lovely face;
And his heart with love was sore oppress d
As hefolded the fair dameto his breast:
“Thou at my lady love,” said he,
“And | never loved another but thee!”
“Alas, how blind are earthly eyes
To those that are lighted by other skies,
By other breezes, untainted by sin,
And by other spiritsthat dwel within!
Wel might thy raptures of pleasures be
Sublimed by creatures such aswe”
The lady said with an eye of shame,



When enter’ d another most comely dame,
Asliketo thefirst as she could be,
Aslike as cherries on the same tree;
While hanging on ether hand were seen
Two lovely babiesin gold and green.

“Thou art my own true lord and love,”
The second said, “and thou wilt approve
This dear love-token, | changed with thee,
When sitting in the bower upon thy knee.”
The Knight acknowledged the token rare,
And flew to embrace hislady fair;
But remembrance came with athrilling pain,
That ingead of alady he now had twain,
And instead of two babies of beauty and grace,
There were four dl looking him in the face.
He stood like a statue, of sense bereft,—
He look’ d to the right and then to the left,
But one from the other he could not know,
They were both the same, and yet there were two.
While thus he stood prepared for shrift,
In came a third—a fourth—a fifth—
A sxth—aseventh! All round they stand,
And each had a baby in either hand—
And each had her love-tokens to display,
Which the Knight acknowledged without delay.
But how that maid he met on the hill,
And loved so dearly, and loved her dill,
Had thus the powers of nature outdone,
And multiplied into twenty and one—
Why, that was more than he could believe,
Than his head could frame, or his heart conceive;
And gill he cast his eye to the door,
Didrustful thet there were not more.

Hislady mother at length attended,
And her courtesies were with wonder blended,
To see such beauty in such array,
Seven dames dl lovely as moms of May,
With fourteen babiesin aring,
And dl like the children of aking;
And she laid on her son her quick behests,
To tdl her the qudity of their guedts.

“Why, mother, 'tis Strange as strange can be,
Andyetitistruh| tell to thee,
That dl these dames of beauty so bright,
Clam mefor their own true lord and knight;
Nay, and | may not deny it neither,



And dl these children cal me father.
But | swear by my vows of morn and even,
And | swear before the throne of Heaven,
That | never knew of daughter nor son,
Nor of alove save only one;
There is glamour droad in moor and glen,
And enchantment in al the walks of men.”
“Why, son, it has often been told to me,
That you never could learn to multiply.
Y our bold advancement now | greet;
It is practice that makes the man complete.”
This said the dame with a sullen amile,
And a gloom upon her brow the while;
For she soon perceived by dint of lore,
That the seven weird sisters stood her before,
Who had dwelt in enchanted bower sublime,
From the ages of an early time,
Condemn’d for an unhalow’' d love
Endless virginity to prove,
And endless longings for blissto be,
Intheir paace of painful luxury,
Unlessamortd knight should fdll
In their love-snares, and wed them dl.
And for dl this numerous comdly hirth,
She knew that her son was logt to earth,
And perchance would be caught in enchantment’ s thrall,
And lost to heaven—the worst of dl.
“My son,” shesaid, “sinceso it be
That dl this comely progeny
Are here acknowledged to be thine,
Before they can be received as mine,
| have lock’ d the doors, the gates, and dll,
And here within this satdly hal
They shdl kned before a sacred sign,
And be chrisen’d by aname divine.”
Then aghriek arose from the lovely train,
Was never heard such ayel of pain,
Till the gorgeous ciding that glow’d o' erhead
Was shiver'd like an autumn reed,
And theimages dl prodrate lay,
And the casements of the tower gave way,
And the lovely train, dl three by three,
Wak'd forth in beauty and in gleg;
While many a glance they cast behind,
Asthey trode the billows of the wind,
For they danced aslightly through the air



Asif heaved on the gilded gossamer,

That play’d, with asoft and silent motion,
Like the gentlest swdll that woos the ocean;
The Origin of the Fairies

And many an eye behed them fly,

And heard this plaintive melody:

“Now we are free, now we are free,
We saven ssters now are free,
To fly where we long have wish'd to be;
And here we leave these babies of ours,
To dwell within our shady bowers,
And play their pranksin the moonlight deli,
With the human beings they love so well;
For O, they are babies of marvelous birth,
They are neither of heaven nor yet of earth;
And whether they will livetill time be done,
Or fade away in abeam of the sun,
Or mount on the polar heights sublime,
And to worlds of unknown splendour climb,
Isamystery which no eye can pierce
But His, the Lord of the universe:
But this we know, that above or below,
By the doors of death they shdl never go.

“Adieu, our sweet little babies, for ever!
Blithe be your lives, and Snful never;
Y ou may play your pranks on the wicked and wild,
But wrong not virtue' s sacred child,
So ghdl your frolics be lightsome and boon
On the bridge of the rainbow or beam of the moon;
And s0 shdl your lovesin the brida bowers
Be sweeter ill than your father’s and ours,
And the breezes shall rock you to soft repose
Inthelgp of thelily or breast of the rose,
And your beauty every eve renew
Asyou bathe your forms in the fragrant dew,
That stands a heavenly crystd bell
In the little dew-cup’'s lovdy well;
Y our drink be the haze on the moonlight mill,
And your food the odour which flowers didlil,
And never let robes your forms adorn
That are not from the web of the rainbow shorn,
Or the purple and green that shines afar
In the breast of the eastern harvest dar;
And then shal you ride 0'er land and O'er tide,
O'er cloud, and o' er foam of the firmament wide,



O'er treeand O'er torrent, 0’ er flood and o' er flame,
And THE FAIRIES shdl be your earthly name:
Injoy and in glee your revels shal be,
Till aday shdl arrive that we darkly foresee;
But note you well when these times commence,
And prepare for your departure hence.

“When the psalms and the prayers are nightly heard
From the mossy cave or the londy sward;
When the hunters of men rise with the sun,
And pursue their game till the day be done;
And the mountain burns have a purple stain
With the blood of men in the moorland dain;
And the raven croaks in the darksome cloud,
And the eagle ydlsin the heavens doud,
We you command, with heart and hand,
To leave the links of fair Scotland.
Away! dismissl and seek for bliss
In ahappier, holier sphere than thid!

“Sweet babies, adieu! and may you never rue
The mingled existence we leave to you.
Thereis part of virtue and part of blame,
Part of spirit and part of flame,
Part of body and passion fell,
Part of heaven and part of hell.
Y ou are babies of beauty and babies of wonder,
But fly from the cloud of the lightning and thunder,
And keep by the moonbeam or twilight grey,
For you never were made for the light of day.
Long may you amid your offspring dwell,--
Babies of beauty, kiss and farewd| !*

The Knight of Dumblane from that day forth
Never utter’ d word upon the earth;
But moved about like aspirit in pain
For certain days, then vanish'd again,
And was chosen, as my old legend says,
The patriarch King of the Scottish Fays,
With full command o' er these beings strange;
But his human nature never would change,
Till, at the end of athousand moons,
All deck’ d with garlands and gay festoons,
He was borne away with lament and yell,
And paid as kane to the Prince of Hell!

From such unhdiow’d love asthis,
With dl its splendour and dl its bliss,



Its end of terror and its bane,
The Lord preserve us dl!—Amen.



