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BOI‘I/Z}"BEUS.
A UBLIMER g

7

?-ﬂ prepare ;
; Forget a-while the barn and dairy’s care;
5%% Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife,

The drunkard’s flights require fonorons
lays,

ains, O ruflic Mufe,

With Bloavzybens’ fongs exalt thy verfe,
While rocks and woods the various notes rehearfe.

*Twas in the feafon when the reapers toil

Of the ripe harveft *gan to rid the foil ;
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Wide through the field was {een a goodly rout,

Clean damfels bound the gather’d fheaves about, 10
The lads with fharpen’d hooks and fveating brow

Cut down the labours of the winter plow.

To the near hedge young Sufan {teps afide,

.S'n'e feign'd her coat or garter was unty’d,

What-¢'er fhe did, fhe ftoop’d adown unfeen, 15
And merry reapers, what they lift, will ween,

Soon fhe rdfe up, 2nd cry’d with voice fo fhrill

That echo anfwer’d from the diftant hill ;

The youths and damfels ran to Sufan’'s aid,

Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmay’d. 20

When faft afleep they Bowzybeus {py’d,
His hat and oaken ftaff lay clofe befide.
That Bowwzybeus who could fweetly fing,

Or with the rozin’d bow torment the firing:

That Boawszybeus who with finger’s {peed

20

Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed; 3

That Bowwzybens who with jocond tongue,

Ballads and roundelays and catches fung,

They loudly laugh to fee the damfel’s fright,

And in difport furround the drunken wight. 30
22, Serta procul tantum capiti delapfa jacebant, Virg.

Ah
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Ah Bowsybee, why did®t thon ftay fo long 2
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ﬁl’ong;
Thou fhouldit have left the Fair before ’twas night,
But thou fat’ft toping ’till the morning light.

Cic'y, bri::l; maid, fteps forth before the rout, 3
And kifs’d with fmack ing lip the fnoring lout.
For cuftom fays, Whoe'er this wenture proves,
For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves.
By her example Dorcasbolder grows,
And plays a tickling firaw within his nofe. i
He rubs his noltril, and in wonted joke
The fneering {wains with ftamm’ring {peech befpoke,
To you, my lads, I'll fing my carols o’er,
As for the maids, ----- I've fomething elfe in ftore.

No fooner *gan he raife his tuneful fong, 4
But lads and lafles round about him throng.
Not ballad-finger plac’d above the croud
Sings with a note fo fhrilling fweet and loud
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40. Sanguineis fromtem moris & tempora pingit. Virg,

43. Carmina que wiltis, cognofeite; carinina vobis.

Huic aliud mercedis erit.

47. Nec tantum Phabo gan
Nec tanioum Rho

Virg,

et Parnaffia rapes;
pemiranipr & Ifmarns Orphea,  Virg,

Nor
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Nor pm'iﬂrclcrk who calls the pfalm fo clear,
Like Bowsybeus fooths th' attentive air. 5@

OF nature’s laws his carols firt begun,
Why the grave owle can never face the fun,
For owles, as {wains obferve, deteft the light, :
And only fing and feek their prey by night.
How turnips hide their {welling hgads below, 55
And how the clofing colworts upwards grow s
How Will-a-Wifp mil leads night-faring clowns,
Qe hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs.
Offtars he told that fhoot with fhining trail,
And of the glow-worm’s light that gilds his tail. 6o
He fung where wood-cocks in the fummer feed,
And in what climates they renew their breed ;
Some think to northern coafts their flight they tend,
Or to the moon in midnight hours afcend.
Where fivallows in the winter feafon keep, 63
And how the drowfy bat and dormoufe flecp.
How nature does the puppy’s eyelid clofe,

Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe.

§1, Osir fwain had poffibly read Tufler, from wience he might
have callecled thefe pht
Namque cancbat wie mag

lafophical obfervations.
un per inane coatla &res

For
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For huntfmen by their long experience find,
That puppys ftill nine rolling funs are blind, %

Now he goes on, and fings of Fairs and {hows,

For flili new fairs before his eyes arofe,
How pedlars ftalls with glitt'ring toys are laid,
The various fairings of the country maid.

Long filken laces hung upon the twine,

~1
o

And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine 5

How the tight lafz, knives, combs, and fcifiars {pys,
And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes.

Of lottries next with tuneful note he told,

Where filver fpoons are won, and rings of gold. %
The lads and laffes trudge the flreet along,

And all the fair is crouded in his fong.

The mountebank now treads the ftage, and fells

His pills, his balfams, and his ague-fpells ;

Now o’er and o’er the nimble tumbler {prings, 85
And on the rope the ventrous maiden {wings ;
Fack-Pudding in his parti-colour’d jacket
Toffes the glove, and jokes at ev'ry packet,
Of Rareefbozes he fung, and Punch’s feats,

Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheats. go

Then
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Then fad he fung the children in the Wood,
Ah barb’rous uncle, ftain’d with infant blood !
How blackberries they pluck’d in defarts wild,
And fearlefs at the glittering fauchion fmil’d ;
Their little corps the robin-red-breafts found, 05
And firow’d with pious bill the leaves around.
Ah gentle birds ! if this ver{e lafts {o long,
Your names fhall live for ever in my fong.

For buxom Fsan he fung the doubtful ftrife,
How the {ly failor made the maid a wife, o 100

To louder ftrains he rais’d his voice, to tell
What woeful wars in Chewy-chafe befell,
When Piercy drove the deer awith bound and hors,
Wars to be avept by children yet unborn!
Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown’d, 10§
If thou hadft never heard the horn or hound !
Yet fhall the Squire, who fought on bloody ftumps,
By future bards be wail’d in doleful dumps.

97. Fortunati amba, fi quid mea carmina poffunt,
Nulla dies unquam memors vos eximet 4vod. Virg,
99, A Song in the Comedy of Love for Love, beginning
A Soldier and a Sailor, &,
L]

Vor. L - G - All
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Al in the land of E [fex next he chaunts,

How to fleek mares ftarch quakers turn gallants: 119 |
How the grave brother ftood on bank fo green.
Happy for him if mares had never been !

Then he was feiz’d with a religious quahﬁ,
And on a fudden, fung the hundredth pfalm.

He fung of Taffy Welch,-and Sawney Scot, 113 :
Lilly-bullero and the Lrifb Trot.
Why fhould I tell of Batemar or of Skers, |
Or Wantley'’s Dragon {lain by. valiant Moore,
The bow'r of Rofamand, or Robin Hood, 119
And how the grafs now grows wbere Troy town flood?

His carols ceas’d : the lift’ning maids and {wains
Seem ftill to hear fome foft imperfeét firains.
Sudden he rofe ; and as he reels along
Swears kiffes fweet fhould well reward his fong.

109, oA Song of Sir J. Denham?’s. See his Poems,

112, Et fortunatam fi nunquam Armente fuiffent
Pafiphaen.

117. Quid loguar aut Scyllam Nifi, &¢. Virg,

11740l Englifh Ballads,
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The damfels laughing fly : the giddy clown 12§
Again upon a wheat-fheaf, drops adown ;

The pow'r that guards the drunk, his fleep attends,

*Till ruddy, like his face, the fun defcends.

Gz A
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