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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
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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
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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
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TUESDAY,
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