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Cairne a-running fo the fountain-
'-; Came fo ftTch some 5Purkling waler
25 f —Ebapﬁn the new-born daughler.
were all quife oul of brea

Tor the child was rear To death.
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A nce, when Nalure luy a-sunming

”Neara chirch upon the mountain,

Seven brothers came u—running |

';-

And the third began fo mouw,
While the fourth one threw the lance;
And the fifth J:neguri fo dream
Withthe sixtk beside a .E.Treumi
While The lasf one rar so ﬂeeﬂ\{
That he lost himself cumpmeixj.

While The second wenl fo dance;



l1 whal woe then lell upon ﬂlam |
from Their fathers mouth ucumz 7 7
Ay anJ an evil spell upon them,

T" they shrlwlecl——ummmndwnrae——
Ard as ravens flew afar- - -
"Woe-- ah woe!” cried every shar.
f'\ngnl the sun flamed |'u
~ The moon stood frozen in ﬂ:e SK\’

".:
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u’fht:r fell rne, have J brothers?
“Husll‘TFt hm all flown nwuy
Wil they nof r:'[urn as others¢’
Few ullblud( al _l:areuk. of C[n‘,

]:-’ELIJ as ravens, l:ﬂ‘l" und IA.HGI'E

Ask of sun ﬂnd moon and. fide,
Ask of w_indlﬂf clovd and sfar!-

None can fell you where They are.”
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iqh upon his sky-blue Tthrone

f ' Sat the sun, in blﬂtzinq wonder.
G\ / On ske went inlo The duulrtinq—~ ii How his qreu’f eyes flashed and shone
f - On, beyond fhe last green land. ff\nd his [larnes made mighﬁ thunder!
~ Sun! Have you seen anywhere ‘Ouwick be off! No living morlal

Ky -IIIT of doors she cr!PT one murninq,
| 523 Bread and pilcher in herhand.
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i - Seven ravens Bov‘s ﬂwy were; Dare fo cross my burning PurTul,
~ Hew o'er hill and dale alar. Leave ry Pulute. in The sKies,

Cﬂﬂ \lﬂll TE" me LU]’IEH “‘lE\, EI.I‘E? f LE&T ] .I:JUI"]"I ﬂllt.']ﬂ“’l \*ﬂlﬂ‘ EYES!H
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i | D WOV Uﬂn,u" Silver, c&ldly gleuming of The moon, In icy 5|1irnrnﬂ?
j. :% the durl(,unbnundecl d“Pr { with a face fil’tupecl like @ af'np,
', f_.;‘ " Where your chilly lighT 15 Sfrmming, 1 Sat with frozen hair a-g’imm‘er,
4 oF Have \ou Seen ﬂ’zem, faust ualtep? }auughed wilh cold and cruel ||p.
P ~ Once, as morlals they were born Swiff,away! Here everylhing

~ And were lost one Fateful morn, Refurns clquinl as in a swing,
Liost forever — ah— unless All unchanged. So leave my Throne.
| "] can erd their |-::.~n3 diclress!’ Lest J wither you fo bone.”
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. Till there qathered, as she pondered,

.Sevm stars with sparkling faces.

;;" Witk your bread and pilcher, follows

S To our quiel, shining hollow—

~ Tothe Pluce where, clear and J:righT,
Every answer sheds ils lighf.“

\: A "

a

o they bade her come inside.

rnugh the qrtntblntl boundless Spaces, S/ Ah—how heavens Pﬂlﬂfﬂ SIIOIHE,

(Where in peace the slars resiclel
Each upona cluud—brith throne!

Ard the Grealesl, smilingly,
Handed her a qulclen Key.

"To the cr»isTul mounlain — hurry | :
A\sK the dwarf - and do nol wurr\;.'
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18 W ]!'" f_ / hen she reached the icy Purtu‘ ;
T\ ) /A el ey was ot
el Ard the dwarl criecl-.nﬁvenl morlal

ol a Sinqlf breath was sTirring;
d Slarry blessing lilled the nighl,
When there came a mithyuhirrinq!-

f}. e g mu'af o T e ﬁnul coﬁt | Swen ravens swnnped n ﬂigH,
P Jf he is o rescue others. Seltled 5|uw|\l round the Table,
v for a Key fo find your brothers, There af midnight told Their fable,
Cof your ringer nfh-'Tmill do!” While the clever dwarl sfood fj'UﬂI'Cl
So she did il = and went Through. Mid the cryslals sharp and hard.,
v
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er were “‘O.L S{IJ'IIE!'

Y
ho wasil there had found them

~ Ak- who wasil, come To dire,

 Tilled each cup with heavens wine,

_Gr.we nbrijﬁ loaf 1o each one?--
.Bl'oﬂ'lera! an\‘nur woe IS clune.'.“

nd o last their scrawny fmTher.s
A Tell in some dark Plute or of her...

/ I-Like the sun ﬂ'trnm_:]k stormy weahers

Each sfood forth a human brother
And embraced her j“’i fu"y-
Her, whose love had sef them free.
Oisler-- yes.vuu've healed our woe.
Lead us home! Come- lef us gn!'
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