She Fainies

by Welliam Dlingham

Dosn the wohy glen,

We daren't go a-hunling
Wee folk, goo2 folk,
gwojymﬁaﬂfwﬂ/b,
gfoemj,mfwt, ed cap,
@Bmawmowfajfm)c&ml
Dosn along the rocksy, shore
Some make their fome,
Shey live on crispy pancakes
Of yollas 2 foum
Some in the reeds

Of the black mountain lake,

With froge for theia walch-dogs,

With o buidge of while misk
Columbkill he cronses,

@mwuywﬂw

@nm@%ﬂaﬂﬂiﬂz/h,
gow@i%dw@um

Of the gay Morthern Lights.

SM olole fittle Pridget

Buk she was dead with sorom.
SMMMWKMWMW
Deep within the lake,

On a bed of flag-leases,
O(Da)co%mghﬂfoh,ml&

6311 f/gw, mag% W—M&e,
Shaough the masses base,
SM hase planted thown-trees

S bis bed al night.

Dosn. the wushy glen,
We daren't go a-hunling
Wee folk, goo2 folk,
gwoijuj oMl Jiog,e/b?wb;
Sreen j,a@[éol, ned cap,
@2 white owls feather!
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