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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
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Lament,




10 Fifb PASTOR 4 I
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,
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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
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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-
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