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T HE

SHEPHERDS WEEK,

IN

SIX PASTORALS.

e Libeat mibi fordida rura,
Atque bumiles babitare cafas—  Virg.







PROEME

To the Courteous

READER.

REAT marvell bath it been,
(and that not snworthily to di-
verfe worthy wits,) that in this
=es0y our [fland of Britain, in all rare
e \Ka [ciences [o greatly abounding, more
efpecially in all kinds of Poefie bighly flourifb-
ing, no Poet (though otherways of notable
cunning in roundélays) bath bit on the right
fimple Eclogue after the true ancient guife of
Theocritus, before this my atiempt.

Other Poet travailing in this plain bigh-
way of Pafioral know I none. ety certes,
' Juch




The PR OE M E.

fuch it beboveth a Pafloral to ke, as nature
in the country affordeth 5 and the manmners
alfo meetly copied  from the ruftical folk there-

in. Inthis alfo my love to my native counlry

Britain much pricketh me Jorward, to deferife

aright the manners of our owwn boneft and Ig-
borious plough.men, in no Wije fure mere up-

worthy a Britith Poet’s imitation, than thofe of
Sicily or Arcadie ; albeit, not ignorant I anm,

what a rout and rabblement of critical galli-

mawfry hath been made of late days by certain

Joung men of infipid delicacy, concerning, I

wift not what, Golden Age, and other out-

ragious conceits, to which they wwould confine

Pafloral. Whereof, I avow, I aceount nought

ai all, knowing no age Jo juflly to be infliled

Golden, as 1his of our Sovereign Lady Queen

ANNE.

This idle_trumpery (ondy fit for feheols and
Seboolboys) unto that” ancient Dorick Shepberd
Theocritus, or bis mates, was never knowon s
be rightly, throughout bis Jifth 1dyll, maketh
bis lonts give foul language, and bebold their
goals at rut in all fimplicity, ,
QEAG Gun’ troen Tds unneldae olet Baazenys
Tars?) planpas d71 8 7643 G aitis iofuero. Theoe.-

Verily, as little. pleafance receiverh 4 true
bomebred tafte, from 4l the fine finical neww.
Jangled




The PR OE M E.

fangled fooleries of this gay Gothic garniture,
awberewith they o nicely bedeck their court clowns,
or clown courtiersy (for, which to call them
rightly, I wot not) as would a pruadent citizen
journeying to bis country farms, foould be find them
accupied by people of this moiley makey inftead of
plain downright bearty cleanly folk, fuch as be
“now tenants to the Burgelfes of this realme.

Furthermores it is my purpofe, gentle rea-
dery 1o fet before thee, as it were a pifiure,
or rather lively landfchape of thy own countrys
juft as thou mighteft fee it, dideft thou take a
walk into the fields at the proper [feafon :
even as maiffer Milton bath elegantly Jet
forth the fame.

As one who long in populous city pent,

Where houfes thick and fewers annoy the air,
Forth iffuing on a fummer’s morn to breathe
Among the pleafant villages and farms

Adjoin’d, from each thing met conceives delights
“The fmell of grain or tedded grafs or kine

Or dairie, each rural fight, each rural found.

Thou wilt not find my [bepberdeffes idly piping
on oaten reeds, but milking the kine, 1ying up the
Jheaves, or if the bogs are afiray driving them
10 their ftyes. My fbepherd gathereth none other
nofegays but what are the growth of our own

fields,




The PR OE M E.

fields, be fleepeth not under myrtle fhades, but
under a bedge, nor doth be vigilantly defend his
Socks from wolves, becaufe there are none, g
#aifier Spencer well obferveth,

Well is known that fince the Saxm King
Never was wolf feen, many or fome
Norin all Kent nor in chriftendom.

For as much, as I bave mentioned maifle
Spencer, Joathly I muft acknowledge bim a bard
of [weeteft memarial, Yot bath his Shepherd’s
boy at fome times raifed bis ruffick reed g
réimes more rumbling than rural, Diverfe
grave points alfo bath he handled of churchly
maiter and doybts in religion daily arifing,
to great clerks only appertaining.  What liketh
me beft are bis names, indeed right fimple and
meet for the country, fuch as ‘Lobbin; Cuddy,
Hobbinol, Diggon, and others, fome of which
I bave made bold to borrow. Moreover, as he
called hbis Eclogues, the thepherd’s calendar,
and divided the fame into 1he twelve months,
I bave chofen (peradventure nop over-rafbly)
fo name mine by the days of the wweck,
omitting Sunday er the Sabbath, o475 being
Juppofed to be chriftian Sepherds, and 1o be
doen ai church worfbip, ~ Y Jurther of many

of




The PR O E M E.

of maifter Spencet’s eclogues 1t may be ob-
Jerved s though months they be called, of the
(aid months therein, nothing is [pecified ; where-
n 1 bave alfo eficemed bim worthy mine imi=
tation.

That principally, courteots reader, whereof
Tewould bave thee to be advertifed, ( feeing I de-
part fromthe vuigar wufage) is touching the
language of my [bepberds s which is, foothly 1o
fay, [uch as 15 neither [fpoken by the country
naiden or the courtly dame s nay not only [fuch
as in the prefent times is not uttered, but was
wever uitered in times pafis and, if I judge
aright, will never be uttered in times future.
It having too much qof the country to be fit for
the court, too much of the court to be fit for the
couniry s too much of the language of old times
10 be fit for the prefent, too much of the pre-
fent to bave been fit for the old, and too much
of both to be fit for any time to come. Granted
alfo it isy that in this my language, I [eem unto.
my [elf, as a London mafon, who calculateth
bis work for a term of years, when be buildctlo
with old materials upon a ground-rent that is
not bis own, which foon turneth to rubbifb and
suins, For this point, no reafon can I alledge,
only deep learned enfamples baving led me there=
HULQ,

Bus.
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But bere again, much comfort arifeth in me,
Jrom the bopes, in that I conceive, wwhen Lhefe
words in the coirfe of tranfitory tiaings fball de.
cay, it may fo bap, in meet time ibat Jome
lover of Simplicity fpall arife, who [hall have
the bardinefs to render thefe ‘mine eclogues inty
Such more modern diale&F a5 Sball be then up.
derftood, to which end, ghyffes and explications’
of uncouth pafteral terms are annexed.

Gentle reader, turn over the leaf, and enter-
2ain 1hy felf with the profpes of thine own coun
47y, limned by the painful band of

thy loving Countryman,

JouNn Gay.

P R O-



B oroCcE

To the Right Honourable the

Lord Vifcount BOLIN G BROXK Eq

v it

egey O, I who erft beneath a tree
& Sung Bumbkinet and Bowzybee,
And Blouzelind and Marian brights

%% In apron blue or apron white,

ow it my fonnets in a book,
For my good lord of Bolingbroke,

As lads and laffes ftood around
To hear my boxen haut-boy found,
Qur Clrk came pofting o’er the green
With doleful tidings of the Queen;

That
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That Qyeen, he faid, to whom we owe
Sweet Peace that maketh riches Sow ;
That Queen who eas’d our tax of late,
Was dead, alas !em———and lay in flate.

At this, in tears was Cic’ly {een,
Buxoma tore her pinners clean,
In doleful dumps ftood ev’ry clown,
The parfon rent his band and gown.

For me, when as I heard that death
Had fhatch'd Queen ANNE to Elxabeth,
I broke my reed, and fighing fivore
I'd weep for Blouzelind no more,

While thus we ftood as in a ftound,
And wet with tears, like dew, the ground,
Full foon by bonfire and by bell
We learnt our Liege was paffing well.
A skilful leach (fo God him fpeed)

"They fay had wrought this bleffed .deed,
This leach Ar2uthnot was yelept,

Who many a night not once had flept ;




PROLOGULE. 71

But watch’d our gracious Sov’reign flill :
For who could reft when fhe was ill ¢
Oh, may’ft thou henceforth fweetly fleep !
Sheer, fwains, oh fheer your fofteft {heep
To fwell.his couch ; for well I ween,

He fav’d the realm who fav’d the Queen.

Quoth I, pleafe God, I’ll hye with glee
To court, this Arbuthnot to {ee.
I fold my fheep and lambkins too,
For filver loops and garment blue.:
My boxen haut-boy fweet of found,
For lace that edg’d mine hat around ;
For Lightfoor and my ferip I got
A gorgeous fword, and 'eke a knot.

So forth I far’d to court with fpeed,
Of foldier’s drum withouten dreed ;
For Peace allays the fhepherd’s fear
Of wearing cap of Granadier.

There faw I ladies all a-row
Before their Queen in feemly fhow.
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No more I'll fing Buxoma brown,
Like goldfinch in her Sunday gown ;
Nor Clumfilis, nor Marian bright,
Nor damfel that Hebnelia hight.

But Landfdowwn frefh as flow’r of May,
And Berkely lady blithe and gay,
And Anglefey whofe fpeech exceeds
The voice of pipe, or oaten reeds ;
And blooming Hyde, with eyes {o rare,
And Montague beyond compare.

Such ladies fair wou’d I depaint

In roundelay or fonnet quaint,

There many a worthy wight I've feen
In ribbon blue and ribbon green.
As Oxford, who a wand doth bear,
Like Mofes in our Bibles fair ;
Who for our traffick forms defigns,
And gives to Britain Indian mines.
Now, fhepherds, clip your fleecy care,
Ve maids, your {pinning-wheels prepare,
Ye weavers all your fhuttles throw,
And bid broad-cloths and ferges grow,




PROLOGUE, 73

For trading free fhall thrive again,
Nor leafings leud affright the {wain.

There faw I St. Fobn, {weet of mein,
Full fedfaft both to Church and Queen.
With whofe fair name I'll deck my ftrain,
§t. Fobn right courteous to the fain ;

For thus he told me on a day,
Trim are thy fonnets, gentle Gay,
And certes, mirth it were to fee
Thy joyous madrigals twice three,
With preface meet, and notes profound,
Imprinted fair, and well y-bound.
All fuddenly then home I fped,
And did ev'n as my Lord had faid.

Lo here, thou haft mine Eclogues fair,
But let not thefe detain thine ear.
Let not affairs of States and Kings
Wait, while our Bawvzybeus fings.
Rathier than verfe of fimple fvain

Showd ftay the trade of France or Spair,

ozl E Qv
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Or for the plaint of Parfon’s maid,
Yon’ Emp’ror’s packets be delay’d ;
I"d burn baok, preface, notes and all,

In footh, I{wear by holy Paul,
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§ QUi A BB L E.

Lobbin Clout, Cuddy, Claddipale.
L£-0:BwB:EN: C.L.OULZ
i&»‘mﬁp’% HY younglings, Cuddy, are but jult awake,
Sl ;’j ‘«3’&,\ ] No thruftles fhrill the bramble bufh forfake ;

p 157 7"

: g *’E}? No chirping lark the welkin fheen invokes ;
a&fgg{gj Mo damfel yet thefwelling udder frokes ;
©’er yonder hill does fcant the dawn appear, 5
Then why does Cuddy leave his cott fo rear ?

v

Line

3. Welkin the fame as Welken, an old Saxon Word fignifying
a Cloud ; by paetical licence st is frequently taken for the
Element or Sky, as may appear by this verfein the Dreans
¢f Chaucer.

Nein all the Welkin was no cloud.

Sheen or Shine, an old Word for fhining or bright,

5. Scant, wfed in the ancient Britith authors for fcarce.

§, Rear, an expreffion in feveral counties of England, for eatly

in the morning.
E 2z CUDDY.
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CUDDY.

Ah Lobbin Clour ! T ween my plight is gueft,
For ke that loves, & franger is to reft
If fwans belye not, thou haft prov’d the {mart,
And Blouzelinda’s miftrefs of thy heart. 10
This rifing rear betokeneth well thy mind,
Thofe arms are folded for thy Bluzelind,
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree,

‘Thee Blouzelinda fmites, Buxoma me.
L0 B. B A NG L OUT.

Ah Blouzelind I'T love thee more by half, 15
Than does their fawns, or cows the new-fall’n calf:
Woe worth the tongue I may blifters fore it gall,

That names Buxoma, Blonzelind withal,
CUDDTY.

Hold, witlefs Lobkin Clourt, I thee advife,

Lefl blifters fore on thy own tongue arife. 20
Lo yonder Cloddipole, the blithfome {wain,

‘The wifeft lout of all the neighbeuring plain !

From Cla,fz.f,-‘,ﬁ&k we learnt to read the skies,

T'o know when hail will fall, or winds arife.

=, To ween, devived from the Sexon, 1o think or conceive.

He
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He taught us erft the heifer’s tail to view; 25
When ftuck aloft, that fhow'rs would ftraight enfue;
He firft that ufeful fecret did explain,

That pricking corns foretald the gath’ring rain.

&

When {wallows fleet foar high and fport in air,

He told us that the Welkin would be clear, 30
Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearfe,
And praife his fveetheart in alternate verfe.
I'll wager this fame oaken Raff with thee,
That Cloddipole fhall give the prize to me.
LOBBIN CLOUT.
See this tobacco-pouch that’s lin’d with hair, 35
Made of the skin of fleekeft fallow deer.
This pouch, that’s ty’d with tape of reddeft hue,
I'll wager, that the prize fhall be my due.
CU-D=D-Y.
" Begin thy carrols then, thou vaunting flouch,
Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch. 40
LOBBIN CLOUT. :
My Blouzelinda is the blitheft lafs,
Than primrofe {weeter, or the clover-grafs,

25, etft, & contraffion of ere this, ¢t fignifies fometime ago
or formerly,

E 3 Fair
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Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows,
Fair is the daifie that befide her grows,

Fair is r};p gily-flow’r,
Fair is the mary-gold,

Than daifie,

Cle

The witle(s lamb may
The frisking kid d

D

Sweet is my toil w

With her no fultry fammer’s heat I know 3
In winter, when fhe’s nigh, with love I glow.

of gardens fiveet,
for pottage meet,
But Blouzelind’s than gilly-flow’r more fair,
mary-gold, or king-cup rare,
CUDD 1,

My brown Buxoma is the feateft maid,
That ¢’er at Wake delightfome gambol play'd.
an as young lambkins or the goofe’s down,
£nd like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown,
fport upon the plain,
elight the gaping fwain,
‘The wanton calf may skip with many a bound,
And my cur Tray play defteft feats around ;
But neither lamb nor kid, nor calf no
ance like Buxoma on the firft of May.

LOBBIN CIL OUT

en Blogzelind is near,
Of her bereft *tis winter all the year,

56, Deft, anold ward fgnifying biisk or nimble,

)
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Come, Blouzelinda, €afe thy fwain’s defire,
My fummer’s fhadow and my winter’s fire !
cUDDYT.

As with Buxoma once 1 work’d at hay,
E’en noon-tide labour feem’d an holiday ;
And holidays, if haply fhe were gone,

Like worky-days I wifh would foon be done.
.Eftfoon, O fweet-heart kind, my love repay,
And all the year fhall then be holiday.
LOBBIN CLOUT.

As Blouwelinda in a gamefome mood,

Behind 2 haycock londly laughing ftood,

1 flily ran, and fnatch’d 2 hatty kifs,

She wip’'d her lips, nor took it much amifs.

Believe me, Cuddy, while T’m bold to fay,

Her Breath was fweeter than the ripen’d hay.
cUDDY.

As my Buxoma in 2 morning fair,

With gentle finger froak’d her milky care,

79

65

70

69. Efcfoons from oft an ancient Britith word fignifying foom,
Sa that eftfoons is a dowbling of the word foon, which if

as 1bwere, to [ay twice foon, or VEIy foon,

E 4




8o Fz"iﬂPASTORdL.

I queintly flole a kifs ; at firft,
She frown'd, yet

’tis true
after granted one or two, %o
Lobbin, I fwear, believe who will my vows,

Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows,

LOBBIN CLOUGT,
Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter’s dear,
Of Irif% fwains potatoe is the chear;
Oats for their feafls, the Scotz/b fhepherds grind, 83
Sweet turnips are the food of Blouzelind,
While fhe loves turnips, butter I'll defpife,
Nor leeks nor oatmeal, nor potatoe prize,

CUDDY.
In good roaft-beef my landlord flicks his knife,

The capon fat delights his dainty wife,
Pudding our Parfon eats, the Squire loves

But white-pot thick is my Buxoma’s fare,

2]
hare,

79. Queint has waripus fignifications in the ancient Englith
anthors, I have ufed it in this Place in the fame [enfe as

fil | Chaucer harh done in his Miller’s Tale, As Clerkes
J been full fubtle and queint, (by which he means arch op
i waggifh) and ot 1n thay obfcene (enfe wherein bhe ufeth i

in the line immediatel following,
iy J 4

83. Populus Alide gratiflima, wvitis Laccho,
Formefe Myrtus Veners, (ua Lay
Phillis amat €orylos,
Nec Myrtas vincer Cor.

rea Pheslo,
{llas dum Philliy amabit,
ries nee Laurea Phabiy &re. Virg. !

While
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While the loves white-pot, capon ne’er fhall be,
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me.
LOBBIN CLOUT
Asonce I play’d at Blindman’s-Bujf, ithapt
About my eyes the towel thick was wrapt.
I mifi’d the fivains, and feiz’d on Blouzelind.
True fpeaks that ancient proverb, Love is blind.
CUDDY
As at Hoz-cockles once I laid me down,
And felt the weighty hand of many a Clown;
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and I
Quick rofe, and read {oft mifchiefin her eye.
LOBBIN CLOUTY,
On two near Elms, the flacken’d cord T hung;,
Now high, now low my Blouzelinda fwung,.
With the rude wind her rumpled garment rofe,
And fhow’d her taper leg, and fcarlet hofe,
CeU=D D L.
Acrofs the fallen cak the plank I laid,
And my felf pois'd againt the tott’ring maid,
High leapt the plank ; adown Buxoma fell ;
I fpy'd ---- but faithful fweethearts never tell.

81

1CO

I.US
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LOBBIN €LOUT.
This riddle, Cauddy, if thou canft, explain,
This wily riddle puzzles ev’ry fwain.,

T What Flonver is that which bears the Virgin's same,
The zicheft metal joined auith the Jame ?
CUDDY
Anfwer, thou Carle, and judge this riddle right, 115
T'll frankly own thee for a cunning: Wight,
¥ What Flower ;5 2h
Adjo

a2t which royal bomour: craves 2

int the Virgin, and 't Srown on graves.
CLODDIPO L.

Forbear contending Iouts

s give o’er your flrains,
An o

aken ftaff each merits for his pains, 120
But fee the fun-beams bright ta labour warn,

And gild'the thatch of goodman Hodges’ barn,

Your herds for want of water fland adry,

They’re weary of your fongs---.- and foam 1.
T Marygold
V7. Dic quibus in teyyis infe
Nafcantnr floyes,

Et withla 14 digntss & bic,

* Rofemary,
7ipti momina Regum
Virg.

Virg,

120.

POl
ETR

TUESDAY,
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reed ;

At ev’ry wake his nimble feats were fhown.
When in the ring the ruftick routs he threw,
The damfels pleafures with his.conquefts grew s
Or when aflant the cudgel threats his head,
His danger fmites the breaft of ev’ry maid,
But chief of Marian. .- Marian lov’d the fwai

The Parfon’s maid, and neatelt of the plain,
Marian that foft could ftroke the udder’d cow,

Ot leffen with her fieve the barley mow ;

R OUNG Colin Clout, 2 lad of peerlefs meed,
Full well could dance, and deftly tune the

10

Marbled




84 S::ondeSTORJZ.

Marbled with fage the hard’ning cheefe fhe prefs’d,
And yellow butter Marian’s skill confefs’d;
But Marian now devoid of countr ¥y

cares,
Nor yellow butter nor fage cheefe Prepares,

For yearning love the witlefs maid employs,
And Lo, fay fwains, a// bufy heed deflrays,
Colin makes mock

at all her piteous {mart,
A lafs that G

"ly hight, had won his heart,
Cic'ly the weftern lafs thae tends the kee,
The rival of the Parfon’s maid was fhe.

In dreary fhade now Marian lies

20

along,

And mixt with fighs thus wails in Plaining fong.
Ah wofil day ! ah woful noon and morn !

When firft by thee my younglings white were fhorn,

Then firft, 1 ween, I caft a lover’s eye,

My fheep were filly, but more filly I.

Beneath the fhears they felt no lafling fmart,

They loft but fleeces while I loft a heart,

25

30

Ah Colin I cantt thou leave thy Sweetheart trye ! |
What I have done for thee will Gic'Jy do ? f
21 Kee, 4 HPeft-Conmtry Word for K

ine sr Cows,

Will
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Wil the thy linen wath or hofen darn,

And knit thee gloves made of her own-fpun yarn ?
Will the with hufwife’s hand provide thy meat,
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckloth plait 2
Which o’er thy kerfey doublet {preading wide, |
Infervice time drew Gic’ly's eyes afide.

Where e’er I gad I cannot hide my care,
My new difafters in my look appear.
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown,
So thin my features that I'm hardly known ;
Qur neighbours tell me oft in joking tallke
Of afhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk ;
Unwittingly of Marian they devine,
And wift not that with thoughtful love I pine,
Yet Colin Clout, untoward thepherd fwain,
Walks whiftling blithe, while pitiful I plain,

Whilom with thee twas Marian’s dear delight
"To moil all day, and merry-make at night,
If in the foil you guide the crooked fhare,
Your early breakfaft is my conftant care.
And when with even hand you ftrow the grain,
I fright the thievifh rooks from off the plain,

85

35

40

45

In




86 SecoﬂdeSTORAL,

In mifling days when I'my threfher heard,
With nappy beer I to the barn repair'd ;
Loftin the mufick of the whirling: flail,
To gaze on thee I left the {moking pail :
In harveft when the Sun was mounted high,
My leathern bottle did thy drought fupply ; 6o
Whene’er you mow’d I follow'd with the rake,
And have full oft been fun-burnt for thy fake 3
When in the welkin gath’ring fhow'rs were feen,
Ilagg’d the laft with Colinon the green ;
And when at eve returning with thy carr, 63
Awaiting heard the jingling bells from far ;
Straight on the fire the footy pot I plac’t,
To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for hafte.
When hungry thou ftood’ft Saring, like an Oaf,
T flic’d the luncheon 'from the barley Joaf, 70
With crumbled bread I thicken’d well thy mefs.

Ah, love me more, or love thy pottage lefs ?

Lalt Friday's eve, when as the fin was fet,
I, near yon flile, three fallow gypfies met,
Upon my hard they caft a poring look, 75
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they fhook ;

They
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They fid that many croffes I muft prove,

Some in my worldly gain, but moft in love.

Next morn I mifs’d three hens and our old cock,
And off the hedge two pinners and a fmock,

1 bore thefe loffes with a chriftian mind,

And no mifhap could feel, while thou wert kind. °
But fince, alas! I grew my CGolin’s {corn,

I've known no pleafure, night, or noon, or morn.
Help me, ye gypfies, bring him home again,

And to a conftant lafs give back her fwain,

Have I not fate with thee full many a night,
When dying embers were our only light,
When ev’ry creature did in {lumbers lie,
Befides our cat, my Coliz Clout, and 12
No troublous thoughts the cat or Co/iz move,
While I alone am kept awake by love,

' Remember, Cofin, when at laft year’s wake,
I bought the coftly prefent for thy fake,
Couldft thou fpell o’er the pofy on thy knife,
And with another change thy ftate of life?

If thou forget’ft, I wot, I can repeat,

My memory can tell the verfe {o fiveet.

7

([ /s]
i

95
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As this is graz’d upon this Knife of thine,

So is thy image on this Heart of mine. 100
But woe is me! Such prefents Iucklefs prove,

For Kuives, they tell me, always fover Love,

Thus Mariar wail’d, her eyes with tears brimfull,
When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull,
With apron blue to dry her tears fhe fought, 10§
Then faw the cow well {erv'd, and took a groat.
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SpPARABELLA
"2‘%@#\ H E wailings of a maiden I recite,
7 ER A maiden fair that Sparabella hight.
%g%&,? Such fains ne'er warble in the linnet's
throat, z
Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts fo fweet a note.

% Dumps, or Dumbs, made ufe of to exprefsa fit of the Sullens.
Some have pretended thar it is derived from Dumops, & King of
Egypr, that built a Pyramidand dy’d of Melancholy. So Mopes
after the [ame manner is thought to have come frem Merops,
another. Egyptian King that dy’d of the [ame diftemper 5 but
enr Englith Antiquaries have conjetFured that Dumps, which
is, a grievous heavinefs of fpirits, comes from the word
Dumplin, the heavieft kind of pudding that is eaten in this
cenniry; much ufed in Notfolk, and other sounties of England,

No
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No mag-pye chatter’d, nor the painted jay,
No ox was heard to low, nor afs’to bray.
No rufling breezes play’d the leaves among,
While thus her madrigal the damfel fung.

A while, O Durfey, lend an ear or twain,
Nor, though in homely guife, my verfe difdain ; I
Whether thou feek’ft new kingdoms ig the fun, f
Whether thy mufe does at Newwmarfet run,
Or does with goflips at a feaft regale,
4#ind heighten her conceits with fack and ale,
Or elfe at wakes with Foaz and Hodge rejoice, 1t
Where D'Urfiy’s lyricks {well in ev'ry voice;
Yet fuffer me, thou bard of wond’rous meed,

Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed,

Line 5. Immemor Herbarum quas eft mivasa juvenca
Certantes, quorum flupefatfa carmine Lynces;
E: muiata [uos requierumt fluming curfis. Vieg, |
9+ Tw mihi [ens magns Superas jam faxa Timavi, |
Sive oram Illyrici legis AJUOTiS =mmmmmm ]
I1. An Opera written by this Aushor, called the Woill
in the Sun, or 1h¢ Kingdom of Birds ; hes alfo famwm
for his Song on the Newmarket Horfe-Race, and fen
val others that are fung by the Britith Swains,
7. Meed, an old Word for Fame ér Renown.
18, -=----- Hanc fine tempora circum
dnter vidrices edsram 1ibi Jerpere laniros,
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Now the Sun drove adown the weftern road,
And oxen laid at reft forget the goad, 20
The clown fatig’d trudg’d homeward with his {pade,
Acrofs the meadows ftretch’d the lengthen’d fhade:
When Sparabella penfive and forlorn,
Alike with yearning love and labour worn,
Lean'd on her rake, and ftraight with doleful guife z5
Did this fad plaint in moanful notes devife.

Come night as dark as pitch, furround my head,
From Sparabella Bumbinet 1s fled 5
TThe ribbon that his val’rous cudgel won,
Latt Sunday happier Clumfilis put on, $0
Sure if he'd eyes (but Love, they Jay, has none )
T whilom by that ribbon had been known.
Ah, well-a-day ! I'm fhent with baneful fmart,
For with the ribbon he beftow’d his heart.

My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 35
"Tisihard fo true a damfel dies a maid,

25, Incumbens teveti Damon fic capit Oliva.
33. Shent, an old word fignifying hutt or harmed.

Shall
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Shall heavy Clumfilis with me compare ?

View this, ye lovers, and like me delpair,
Her blubber’d lip by {mutty pipes is worn,
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are born 3 &
The cleanly cheefe-prefs fhe could never turn,

Her aukward fift did ne’er employ the charn ;

If e’er the brew’d, the drink would fir: ight go four,
Before it ever felt the thunder’s Pow'r : 1
No hufwifry the do‘.v;l;,‘ creature knew 3 4

To fum up all, her tongue confefs’d the fhrew :

My plaint, ye laffes, aith this burthen aid,
Tis bard Jo true a damfel dies a maid.

I've often feen my vifage in yon lake,
Nor are my features of the homelieft niake. 50
Though Clumfilis may boaft a whiter dye,
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye ;
And faireft blofloms drop with every blaft,
But the brown beauty will like hollies Jaft.

37. Mopfo Nifa datur, quid non [peremus Amantes ? Vig,
49. Nec [um adeo informis, nuper me in Litrare vidi, Virg,
§$3+ Alba liguftra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur,
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Her wan complexion’s like the wither'd leek, 55
While Katharine-pears adorn my ruddy cheek.

Vet fhe, alas ! the witlefs lout hath won,

And by her gain, poor Sparabell’s undone !

Tet hares and hounds in coupling-firaps unite,
The clocking hen make friendfhip with the kite, Go
Let the fox fimply wear the nuptial noofe,

And join in we dlock with the wadling goofe ;

For love hath broughta firanger thing to pafs,
The fairelt fhepherd weds the fouleft lafs.

My plaints, ye laffes, awith this burthen aid, 65
"Tis bard fo true a damfel dies a maid,

Sooﬁer fhall cats difport in waters clear,
And fpeckled mackrels graze the meadows fair,
Sooner fhall fcriech-owls bask in funny day,

Q

-‘And the flow afs on trees, like {quirrels, play,
Sooner fhall fnails on infect pinions rove,

Than I forget my fhepherd’s wonted love.

§0. Fungenturjam Gryphes equis 5 avogue [equents
Cwn canibus timidi venient ad pocula Dama,
67, Ante leves erge pafcenisy in sthere Cervi,
Et frera deffituent nudos in littore pifies-=rane
Qwan nefive tllius labater pelfore valtns. Virg.

My

Virg.
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My plaint; ye laffes, with this burthen aid,
Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid,

Ah! didfk thou know what proffers T withflood

Bl7
When late I met the Squire in yonder wood ! :
T'o me he fped, regardlefs of his game,

While all my cheele was glowing red with fhame ;
My lip he kifs’d, and prais'd my healthful look,
Then from his purfe of filk a Guirea took, L}

Into my hand he forc’d the tempting gold,

While I with modeft firuggling broke his hold.

He {wore that Dic# in liv'ry ftrip’d with lace,

Should wed me foon to keep me from Difgrace ;

But I nor footman priz'd, nor golden fee, ¥
For what is lace or gold compar’d to thee ?

My plaint, ye lafles, avith thic buriben aid,
"Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid,

Now plain I ken whence Zowe his rife begun.
Sure he was born fome bloody hutcher’s fon. 92

Bred

89. To ken. Scire Chaucero, to ke, and Kende notus A. 5,
cunnan Garh, Kuonan, Germani; Kennen, Danis Kiende, |
: Ifiandit |
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95
Bred up in fhambles, where our younglings flain,
Faft taught him mifchief gnd to fport with pain,
The father only filly fheep annoys,
The fon the fillier fhepherdefs deftroys,
Does f{on or father greater mifchief do? 93

The fire is cruel, fo the fon is too.

My plaint, ye lafles, awith this burthen aid,
*Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid.

Farewel, ye woods, ye meads, ye ftreams that flow;
A fudden death fhall rid me of my woe. 100
This penknife keen my windpipe fhall divide,

What, fhall I fall as {queaking pigs have dy’d1
No-----To fome tree this carcale I'll fufpend.

But worrying curs find fuch untimely end !

Iflandis Kunna, Belgis Kennen, This wordisof general

nft, but not very common, though not unkpown to thev 4!-

gar. Ken for profptccrc is well known and #ufedtodil

cover by the eye. Ray. F. R, S.

Nunc [cio quid fit Amor, 8c.

Crudelis mater magis an puer improbus ille ?

Imprabus ille puer, cradelisin quoguwe mater
§9, mrEmormcacnaan vivite Sylve.

Praceps aerii [pecnla de montisin undas

Deferar, virg,

Visg

I
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I’ll fpeed me to the pond, where the high ftool
On the long plank hangs o’er the muddy pool,

10}

"That ftool, the dread of ev’ry feolding quean
Yet, {fure a lover thould not die {fo mean !

There plac’d aloft, I'll.rave and rail by fits ;

Though all the parifh fay I’ve loft my wits ; 11
#And thence, if courage holds, my felf I'll throw,
And quench my paflion in the lake below.

22 laflés, ceafe your burthen, ceafe to moan
) =) ) iy

And, by my cafe forewarn'd, go mind your ows.

The fin was fet; the night came on apace, 11
And falling dews bewet around the place,
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings,
And the hoarfe owl his woful dirges fings ;
The prudent maiden deems it now too late,

And till to-morrow comes defers her fate.

THURSDAY; |
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HOBNELTIA,

O BNE L 14, {eated in a dreary vale,
In penfive mood rehears’d her piteous tale,
; Her piteous tale the winds in fighs bemoan,

= aesy And pining Echo anfwers groan for groan,

I rue the Day, a rueful day I trow, 5

The woful day, a day indeed of woe !

VoL, L F When
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When Lubberkix to town his cattle drove,

A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love ;

The maiden fine bedight his love retains,

And forthe village he forfakes the plains, it
Return, my Lubberkin, thefe ditties hear ;

Spells will I try, and fpells thall eafe my care.

With my foarp beel Iithree times mark the ground,

And turn me thrice around, around, around.

When firft the year, I'heard the cuckow fing, i
And call with welcome note the budding fpring,
I firaightway {et a running with fuch hafte,
Deb'rak that won the fmock fearce ran fo faft.
>Till fpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown,
Upon a rifing bank 1 fat adown, %
Then doff’d my thoe, and by my troth, I {wear,
Therein I {py’d this yellow frizled hair,
As like to Lubberiin’s in curl and hue,
As if upon his comely pate it grew.

Line

8. Dight o» bedight, from the Saxon word dightan, whi
ignifics to [et 1n order.

21. Doff and doa, contraited from the words do off wid|
do on,

Wik
n
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With my fharp beel I three times mark the ground, 2

And turn me thrice around, around, araund.

At eve laft Midfummer no fleep I fought,
But to the field a bag of hempfeed brought,
I f{catter’d round the feed on ev’ry fide,
And three times in a trembling accent cry’d, 3e
This hemp-feed with my wirgin hand I foww,.
Wiho fball my true-love be, the crop fhall mow.
I firaight look’d back, and if my eyes {peak truth,

With his keen fcythe behind me came the youth.

With my fbarp beel I thiee times mark the ground,
And turn me thrice arownd, around, arournd.

(5
(%5 §

Laft Palentine, the day when birds of kind
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find ;
I rearly rofe, juf} at the break of day,
Before the fun had chas’d the flars away; 4G
A-field I went, amid the morning dew,
T'o milk my kine (for fo thould hufwives do)
Thee firft I {py’d, and the firlt fvain we {ee,
In fpite of fortune fhall our true-love be ;

F 2 See,
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See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take, 45
And canft thou then thy fweetheart dear forfake ?

With my fbarp beel I three times mark the ground,

3
And turn me thrice arcund, around, around,

Laft May-day fair I fearch’d to find a fail
That might.ny fecret lover’s name reveal ; 50
Upon a goofeberry-bufh a fhail I found,
For always fnails near fweeteft fruit abound.
I feiz’d the vermine, Lome I quickly fped,
And on the hearth the milk-white embers {pread.
Slow crawl’d the fnail, and if I right can fpell, 55
In the foft afes mark’d a curious Z :
Oh, may this wond’rous omen lucky prove !

For L is found in Lubberkin and Lowve.

With my fbarp beel I three times mark the ground,

Hnd turn me thrice around, around, around,

Two hazel-nuts I threw into the flame,

And to each nut I gave a fiveet-heart’s name.
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This with the loudeft bounce me fore amaz'd,

Thatin a flame of brighteft colour blaz'd.

lion grow,

As blaz'd the nut {fo may thy

For 'twas thy nut that did fo brightly glow.

With my
And turn

Jparp beel I three times mark the ground,

ne thrice around, around, around.

As peafcods once I pluck’d, T chanc’d to fee
One that was clofely fill’d with three times three,
Which when I crop’d I fafely home convey’d,
And o'er the door the fpell in fecret laid,

My wheel I turn’d, and fung a ballad new,
While from the {pindle I the flecces drew;
The latch mov’d up, when who {hould firft come in,
But in his proper perfon, ------ Lubberkin.
I broke my yarn furpriz’d the fight to fee,
Sure fign that he would break his word with me.
Eftfoons I join’d it with my wonted flight,
So may again his love with mine unite !

64, ~———— 130 & izl Abpuds ddesay

AiSa. ' 65 duTd aanba piye wavTuglTacs,
66, Daphnis me mals writ, ego hanc in Daphnide,

()

W

!

a3
o

8o

F 3 With
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With my foarp beel I three time

¢ mark the ground,
And turn me thrice around, around, aroupd.

This Lady-fiy I take from off the grafs,
Whofe fpotted back might fearlet red furpafs.
Fh, Lad)'-B_;rd, Nowth, South, o Eaft, o e, &
Fly where the Man is found that I love beft.
He leaves my hand, fee to the Weft he's

e’s flown,

To call my true-love from the faithlefs town.

With my fBarp beel I three times mark

the gronnd,
And turn me thrice around,

‘aronnd, around. 90

I pare this pippin round and round again, -
My thepherd’s name to flourifh on the plain,
I fling th’ unbroken Paring o’er my head
Upon the grafs a perfect L is read ;

Yet on my heart a fairer Z is feen

95
‘Than what the paring makes upon the gtreen,

With my fbarp beel 1three times mark the ground,
And turn me thrice aroupd, around, around,

83 Tranfgue Capus jace 5 ne refpexerss,
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"This pippin fhall another tryal make,
See from the core tWO kernels brown I take ; 100
This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn,
And Boobyclod o1 t’other fide is barn,
But Bookyclod foon drops.upon the ground,
A certain token that his Love’s unfound,
While Lubberkin fticks firmly to the laft ; 108
Oh were his Lips to mine but join’d fo faft!

With my fearp beel T three times mark the ground,

And turn me thrice around, around, around.

As Lubberkin once flept beneath a tree,
I twitch’d his dangling garter from his knee ; Xo
He wilt not when the hempen firing T drew,_
Now mine I quickly doff of inkle blue ;
Together faft I tye the garters twain,
And while T knit the knot repeat this ftrain.
Three times a true-lowe’s knok I tye fecures 11§

Firm be the kuot, firm may bis love endure.

109. NeiFe tribus nodis texnos Amarylli, colores ? i
Neite, Amarylli, mods 3 & Veneris dic vincula nefo.  ViIge

F 4 : With
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With

o ny fharp beel T thy,

ee times mark the Lround,
And turn

e thrice around, around, around.

As I was wont, I trudg’d [aft market-day

, With new-laid €ggs preferv’d in hay, 1zo0
I made my m

To town

arket long before

"twas' night,
grew heavy and my basket ligh, :

to the pothecary’s fhop I went,

ve-powder all my money {pent;

Behap what will, next Sunday after prayers,

When to the alehoufe Lubberkin rep.

R

airs,
Thefe golden

Hies into his mug I’ll throw,
And foon the fwain with fervent love fhal glow.
Hith my Sharp

heel 1 three times mart the ground,
And tury

me thrice around, around, around.

130

But hold ---.- our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his ears,

OQ’r yonder ftile fee Lubberkin appears.

123, Has Herbas, atque hec Ponto mihi leita venena

Apfe dedit Meyis, Vil‘g.
127, == [ToTiy xaxiy dugtoy oo Theoe,
131, Neftio quid ceyre eft;

G Hylax in limine larrat

He
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he comes, Hobnelia’s not bewray’d,

He comes,
llow die a maid.

Nor fhall fhe crown’d with wi

He vows, he fwears, he’ll give me a green gOWD,

Ohdear!I fall adown, adown, adown !

FRE

Py




BUMK[NET.

Y HY, Grubbinol, doft thoufo wiftfy] feem? |
Al There’s forrow in thy look,
@

j "Tistrue, yon oak

% And chilly bl

ifright T deem,
swithyellow topsappear,
afts begin to nip the year;
a thow’r of leaves s born,

And their loft beauty riven b

N

From the tall elm

eeches mourn,

* Dirge, or Dyrge, 4 moxrnful Ditty or Song of Eamz.ura:fm‘
over the dead ; not a contraltion of the Latin Dirige in e
Pobifh Hymn Dirige Greflys meos, as fome pretend 3 byp

“from the Teutonick Dyrke, Laudare, 7o Praife and expol,
Fhence it is Polfible theiy Dyrke, and our Dirge, was 4 Jaye
datery Song 10 commemorare and applaud the Deqq,

Cowell’s Interpreter,

Yet
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Yet ¢'en this feafon pleafance blithe affords,

Now the fqueez’d prefs foams with our apple hoards.

Come, let us hie, and quaft a cheary bowl,

Let cider new aafh Jorrow from thy foul.
GRUBBINOL

Ah Bumkinet! fince thou from hence wert gone,

10

From thefe fad plains 211 merriment is flown ;
Should I reveal my grief *twould fpoil thy chear,

And make thineeye o’erflow with many a tear.
BUMKINET
Hang forrow ! Let's to yonder hutt repair, 5

And with trim fonnets caft away our care.
Gillian of Croyden well thy pipe can play,
- Thou fing’{t moft fweet, o er bills and far aways
OF Patient Griffél 1 devife to fing,
And catches quaint (hall make the valleys ring. 29
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this fhelter come,
From hence we view our flocks fecurely roam.
GRUBBINOL
Yes, blithfome lad, a tale I mean to fing,
But with my woe fhall diftant valleys ring.

25, Incipe Mspfe priors fi quos ast Phyllidis ignes,
Ante Alconis habes Landes, ant jurgia Codria

The
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The tale fhal] make our kj
For woe isme |

dlings droop their head,
== 0Ur Blouzelind is dead. |
BUMKJINE T '

Is Bhuzelinda dead 3 farewel my gl
No happinefs is now refery

As the wood- p

28

ee !

'd for me,

igeon cooes without his mate,
So thall my dolefu] dirge bewail het fate,
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell,

The peerlefs maid that did all maids

30

excell,
Henceforth the morn fhall dewy forrow thed,
And ev’ning tears upon the grafs be
The rowling ftreams wic
And winds fhaj] moan
Hencefor

fpread ;
h watry grief fhall flow,
aloud ----.

35
when loud they blow,

th, as oft as autumn fhall ret
The dropping trees,
This feafon quite fh

urn, i

whene’er it rains thall mourn ;
]

all frip the country’s pride,

For *twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy'd, 40
Where-¢’er T gad, I B
Woods, dairy, barn
W

louzelind fhall view,
and mows our
hen I direqt my eyes to yonder
Frefh rifing forrow curdles in my bl

paffion knew.
wood,
ood.

|
27, Glee, oy 5 from the Dutch, Glooren, t, 1ecreate,

Thither
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Thither I've often been the damfel’s guide,
When rotten fticks our fuel have fupply’d ;
There I remember how her faggots large,

Were frequently thefe happy fhoulders charge.
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown,
And ftoff'd her apron wide with nuts fo brown ;
Or when her feeding hogs had mifs’d their way,
Or wallowing *mid a feaft of acorns lay ;

Th’ untoward creatures to the ftye 1 drove,

And whiftled all the way ------ or told my love.

If by the dairy’s hatch I chance to hie,
I fhall her goodly countenance efpie,
For there her goodly countenance I've feen,
Set off with kerchief flarch’d and pinners clean.
Sometimes, like wax, fhe rolls the butter round,
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound.
Whilome I’ve {een her skim the clouted cream,
And prefs from fpongy curds the milky ftream.
But now, alas! thefe ears thall hear no more
The whining fwine furround the dairy door,
No more her care fhall fill the hallow tray,

To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey.

109

=5

5@

55

6o

65

Lament,
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Lament, ye fwine, in gruntings fpend your grief,

For you, like me, have loft your fole relief,

When in the barn the founding flail T ply,
Where from her fieve the chaff was wont to fly,

70
The poultry there will feem around to ftand,
Waiting upon her charitable hand.
No fuccour meet the poultry now can find,
For they, like me, have loft their Bluzelind.,
Whenever by yon barley mow I paf, 75

Before my eyes will trip the tidy lafs.

I pitch’d the fheaves (oh could I do fo now)

Which the in rows pil'd on the growing mow.

There ev’ry deale my heart by love was gain’d,
‘There the {weet kifs my courtthip has explain’d, 8o
Ah Bluzelind! that mow I neer {hall fee,

But thy memorial will revive in me.

Lament, ye fields, and rueful fymptoms fhow,

Henceforth let not the fmelling primrofe grow;

84. Pro molli viold, pro purpureo Nurciffo
Carduusy & [pinis [irgit Palinrss acutis,
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Lt weeds inftead of butter-flow’rs appear, 85

And meads, inftead of daifies, hemlock bear ;

For cowdlips fiveet let dandelions fpread,

For Blouzelinda, blithfome maid, is dead !

Lament ye fwains, and o’er her grave bemoan,

And fpell ye right this verfe upon her ftone. gt

Here Blouzelinda Zes Alas, alas !

Weep Soepherds ==+ and remember flefb is grafs.
GRUBBINOL.

Albeit thy fongs are fweeter to mine ear,

Than to the thirfty cattle rivers clear ;

Or winter porridge to the lab’ring youth, 95
Or bunns and fugar to the damfel’s tooth ;

Vet Blounelindz’s name fhall tune my lay,

Of her I'll fing for ever and for aye.

When Blouzelind expir'd, the weather’s bell
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 100

go. Et Tumulum facite; & tumulo [uperaddite Carmens
93 Tale tnum carmeén nobis, Divine Poeta,
Quale [apor feffis in gramine quale\per aftum
Dulcis aquas faliente fitim reffinguere vivos
Nos tamen hxc quocmque moda tibi noffra wvici[fim
Dicemus, Daphningise tusm tollemus ad aftra. Visg,

96, Kpioooy pormopene Tev axsiuy G minl At
Theoc.

The
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The folemn death-watch click’d the hour {}
And fhrilling erickets in

e dy’d,
the chimney cry'd ;
The boding raven on her cottage fate,

And with hoarfe croaking warn’d us of our fate ;
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred,
Drop’d on the plains that fata] inftant dead ;
Swarm’d on a rotten fick the bees I fpy’d,

105

Which erft I faw when goody Dolfiy dy’d.

How fhall I, void of tears, her death relate,

When on her dearling’s bed her mother fate
Thefe words the dying Blouzelindy §; poke,
And of the dead let none the wifl revoke,

110

Mother, quoth'fhe, let not the poultry need,
And give the goofe wherewith to raife her breed,
Be thefe my fifter’s care --..: and ev’ry morn 11§
Amid the ducklings let her featter corn 3
The fickly calf that’s housd, be fure to tend,
Feed him with milk, ahd from bleak colds defend,
Yet ere I die ---- fee, mother, yonder fhelf,
There fecretly I've hid my worldly pelf,

Twenty good fhillings in 2 rag I laid,

120

Be ten the Parfon’s, for my {ermon paid,




qhe D I R G E. r13

3
The reft is yours ----- my {pinning-wheel and rake,

Let Sufan keep for her dear fifter’s fake;

My new fraw-hat that's trimly lin’d with green, 125

Let Peggy wear, for fhe’s a damlel clean.

Be Grubbinol’s
" Three filver pennies, and a nine-pence bent,

A token kind, to Bumkinet is {ent. 130

Thus {poke the maiden, while the mother cry’d,

And peaceful, like the harmlefs lambs, the dy’d.

To thow their love, the neighbours far and near,
Follow'd with wiftful look the damfel’s bier.
Sprigg’'d rofemary the lads and laffes bore, 135
While difmally the Parfon walk’d before.
Upon her grave the rofemary they threw,
The daify, butter-flow’r and endive blue.

After the good man warn'd us from his text,
That none could tell whofe turn would be the next;
He faid, that heaven would take her foul, no doubt, 141

And fpoke the hour-glafs in her praife ---- quite out.

To
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To her fweet mem’ry flow’ry garlands firung,
aloft were hung,
With wicker rods we fenc

O’er her now empty feat

’d her tomb around,

45
To ward from man and beaft the h

allow’d ground,
Left her new grave the Parfon’s cattle raze,

For both his horfe and cow the church-yard graze,

Now we trudg’d homeward to her mother’s farm,
To drink new cider mull'd, with ginger warm, 150
For gafter Tr¢ad-avell told us by the by,

Exeefive forrow is exceeding dry.

While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow,
Or lafles with foft ﬁroakings milk the cow ;
While padling ducks the fianding lake defire,

155
Or batt’ning hogs roll in the finking mire ; _
While moles the crumbling Earth in hillocks raife,
So long thall {wains tell Blouzelinda’s praife,
Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy firain,
Till bonny Sufan fped a-crofs the plain ; 160

153. Dum juga montis Aper, fiuvios dum Pifeis amabst,
Dumque Thymo pafecentur apesydum rore cicada,
Semper honos normengue tuum, landefque manebunt.

They




qre D IR G E. 115

They feiz'd the lafs in apron clean aray'd,
And to the ale-houfe forc’d the willing maid 3
In aleand kiffes they forget their cares,

And Sufan Blouzelinda’s 1ofs repairs.

SATUR-




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

(=) £=} L4

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




AN

ArruaBeTICAL CATALOGUER
OF
Names, Plantsy, Flowers, Fruits, Birds,

Beafls, Infeils, and other malerial things
mentioned 1 thefe. Paftorals.

A Bran 2, 44
Blackberry 6, 93
CORNS Paft. 5,v.52 | Blind-man’s-buff 1, 95
Adder 6, 20 | Bramble 1z
Ale-Houle 5, 8 |Blouzelind 1, 10. 5, 26
Apple 4, 126 | Breakfaft 2, 52
Apron 2, 105. §, 50 Bull 2, 104
Afs 12, 6. 3, 79 | Bumkinet S e
Autumn £s 3. v, 37ifBun 5, 96
{ Boskyclod 4, 102
B | Butter I, 33
} BO':'.'Z»)‘[’{H.Y
Barley 2, 79. 5, 78 ! Buicher 3, 90
Ballad-finger 6, 47 | Butterflower 5, 85
Bat 3, 117 | Fukoma 1, 14
Bateman 61
Bays 3 18% s C
Barn 1, 122, -? f:()‘»
Becch ESCRA SRS SN Sy,
Bee 5, 1oy Capol 1, 90




LENCDEEYX, ;
Carr 2, 65| Doe 1, 16

Cat 2, 9o. 3, 67| Dorcas 6, 39
Cicily 2, 20. 0, 35| Dragon 6, 118
Clover-grafs 1, 42| Drink 3, 43
" Cloddipole 1 Goody Dobjon 5, 108
Churn 3, 42| Duck L5 i
Colworts 6, 56| Duckling 5, 116
Clumfilis 3> 39| Ducking-ftool 3, 10§
Cock 2, 79
Comb 6, 77 E
Cow 1, 16. 1, 82.2,104
Colin Clout 2, 1|Eggs 45 120
Clouted Cream 5, 61| Elm £ Frels
Cowilips , 5, 87| Endive 5, 138
Chalk 2, 44| Epitaph 5, 9o
Cricket 5, 102
Curd 5, 62 F
Cuddy 1
Church-yard 5, 148| Fair 6, 71
Cuckow 4, 15| Fawn 1, 16
Cur 1, 56]|Fox 3, 61
Cyder 5, 150 | Fuel 5y 46
Corns 1, 28 3
G
D
Gilly-flower I, 45
Dairy 5, 42| Gloves 6, 38
Daify : 1, 44 | Glow-worm 6, 6o
Dandelion 5, 87| Garter 4, 110
Deborah 4, 18} Goldfinch 1552
Death-watch 5, 101 | Ginger By i B50
D'Urfey 3, 9| Goofe 5, 114
Goody Dobbins 2, 104 |Gillian of Cropdon "5, 17
Deer 1, 36 |Gooleberry 4 51
Dick 2, 83 Green Gown S N
G 3 Grafs




Grafs
Grubbinol

Gyply

Hare
Holy-day
Haycock
Hazel Nut
Harvelt
Hemlock
Hempfeed
Heifer

Hen
Hour-glafs
Holly
Hofen
Hobnelia
Hot-cockles
Hog

Hodge
Horle
Goodman Hodges
Hound

Jack-Pudding

Foan
Irifh Trott

K
Katharine-Pear

LN DR X0

4 94
5.

2 74

I, 25
3, 60
5; 142
3s 54
25 33
4.
1, 99
5, 51
3, 15
5, 148
| B

3> 59

6, 87
35

6, 99
6, 166

3, 56

Kid

Kerchief
Kidling

Kifs

Kite

Kerfey Doublet
Knife

Kingcup

Lady-Bird
Leather
Lamb

Lobin Clut
Love Powder
Lambkin
Lottery
Lark
Leathern Bottle
Lubberkin
Lilly

Leek
Lily-bullero
Linnet

M

Mackerell
May-Day
Mag:pye
Milk-pail
Mare
Mug
Marian

Moore

5 127

5> 60
3s 5§
6, 116

33

3, 68
I, §8
35
2, 58
6, 110
6, 42
2, 9




Marygold
Midfummer-Eve
Mole
Mountebank
Mow

Neckecloth,
Nuts
Ninepence

Oak
Oatmeal
Owl
Ozxen

Ploughing
Peafe-cod
Penny
Peggy
Penknife
Pidgeon
Pedlar
Pig
Pinner
Pippin
Pottage
Potatoe
Pudding
Primrofe

EN-D- X

1, 46
4, 27
Sa=k5
6, 83

52 75

2, 36
5s 5°
55 129

5 3
2, 44
6, 52

25 20

Patient G?'f[]sl
Poultry
Parith Clerk

Puppy
R

Rake
Raven
Robin-kbeod
Robin-re -breaft
Ring
Rook
Rofamond
Roaft Beef
Ribben
Rofemary
Riddle

Swinging
Spring ~
Saawiey
Sage
Sciflars
Sheep
Straw-Hat
Sloe
Smock
Snail
Spinning Wheel
Squirrel
Sugar
Sufan

§s 19
55 113
6, 49
6, 67

T, 123
5, 103
6, 119
6, 95

" 6, 80

2, 54
6, 119
1, 89
3s 29
55137
o i U




Squire 35 76
Sowing 2, 53
Swallow 1, 29
Shore 6, 11 7
Swine 5, 64
Summer 1, 61
Silver Spoon 6, 8o
Sparabella 2

See-fawing 1, 107

T
Thimble 65 79
Throflle T
'"Tobacco 3, 40

Gafter- Treadwelf 5151

Troy Town 6y 120
Tuinip 1, 86
Thrething. 25

True-love’s Krot 4, 115

IeN-DE-X

v
Valentine's Day
Udder
Wake
Weather
Winter

Weed
U/}'f[ﬂ-lf’{fp
Wheat-fheaf
Whey
Whitepot
Woaod
Woarky Day
Woodcock
VVJliIHing

Y

Yarn

Youngling

TRIVIA;

45 37
1, 4

2, 4
5, 99
1, 6o

5, 8

6,57
6, 126

55 66

55 43
I, 63

5 54

4 77
z, 26
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