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An ordinary Sone or BaLrap, thatis the delight of
the common people, cannot fail to pleafe all fuch
readers, as are not unqualified for the entertainment
by their affe@ation or their ignorance ; and the reafon
is plain, becaufe the fame paintings of nature which
recommend it to the moft ordinary Reader,will appear
beautiful to the moft refined.

Appison, in SPEcTATOR, No, 70,
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SERIES Tue THIRD
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POEMS ON KING ARTHUR, &

The Third Volume being chicfly devoted to Romantic Sub-
felts, may not be improperly introduced with a few flight
Strictures on the old METR 1CAL ROMANCES: @ fubjelt the
more eworthy attention, as it feems not to have been known to

JSuch as have written on the nature and origin of Books of
. Vor. III. b Chivalry,



% ANCIENT POEMS.

Chivalry, that the forff compofstions of this kind were in Fer/e,
and q/iw’llj Jung to the Harp, 4 3 mies

On
THE ANcIENT METRICAL RoMANeEs, &c.

LTHE firft attempts at compofition among all bar-
barous nations are ever found to be Poetry and
Song. The praifes of their Gods, and the achieve-
ments of their heroes, are ufually chanted at their fef-
tival meetings. Thefe are the firft rudiments of Hil-
tory. It isin this manner that the favages of North
America preferve the memory of paft events (a) : and
the fame method is known to have prevailed among
our Saxon Anceftors, before they quitted their German
forefts (4). The ancient Britons had their BArps, and
the Gothic nations their Scarps or popular poets (c);
whofe bufinefs it was to 1ecord the viftories of their
warriors, and the genealogies of their Princes, in a2
kind of narrative fongs, which were committed to me-~
mory, and delivered down from one Reciter to another.
So long as Poetry continued a diftinét profeflicn, and
while the Bard, or Scald, was a regular and ftated of-
ficer in the Prince’s court, thefe men are thought to
have performed the fun&ions of the hiftorian pretty
faithfully ; for though their narrations would be apt to
receive a good deal of embellifiment, they are fuppofed

fa} Vid. Lafiteau Moeurs de Sauvages, T. 2. Dr. Browne’s
Hift. of thie Rife and Progrefs of Peetry.

(b) Germani celebrant carminibus antiquis (quod wmim apud illos
memorice et annalivm genus ¢ff | Tuiffonem, &e.  Tacit. Germ. c. 2.

(¢) Berth. Antiq. Dan. Lib.1. Cap. 10.~-—Wormii Literaiura
Runica, ad finci.

to



ANCIENT POEMS. xi

to have had at the bottom fo much of truth as to ferve
for the bafis of more regular annals, At leaft fucceed-
ing hiftorians have taken up with the relations of thefe
rude men, and for want of more authentic records, bave
agreed to allow them the credit of true hiftory (d).

After letters began to prevail, and hiftory aflumed
a more ftable form, by being committed to plain {imple
profe; thefe Songs of the Scalds or Bards began to be
more amufing than unfeful. And in proportion as it
became their bufinefs chiefly to entertain and delight,
they gave more and more into embellifiment, and fct
off their recitals with fuch marvellous fictiouns, as were
calculated to captivate grofs and ignorant minds.  Thus
began florics of adventures with Giants and Dragons,
and Wiiches and Eunchanters, and all the onitrous
extravagances of wild imagination, unguided by judge=~
ment, and uncorrected by art (e).

THIS feems to be the true origin of that fpecies-of
Romance, which fo long celebrated feats of Chivalry,
and which at firft in metre, and afterwards in profe, was
the entertainment of our anceftors, in cominon with
their contemporaries on the continent, till the fatire of
Cervantes, or rather the increafe of knowledge and clai-
fical literature, drove them off the ftage, to make room
for a more refined fpecies of fition, under the name of
French Romances, copied from the Greek (f).

That our old Romances of Chivalry may be derived
in a lineal defcent from the ancient hiftorical fongs of
the Gothic Bards and Scalds, will be fhown below, and
indeed appears the more evideut, as macy of thofe
Songs are ftill prefcrved in the north, which exhibit alf

(d) See * Northern Antiquities, or a Defcription of the M.«
& pers, Cuftoms, &e. of the anciert Danes and nther northern n =
¢ tions, tranflated from the Fr. of M. Mallet.” 1970, 2 vl 8req
(vol. 1. p- 49, &<.) ok

(e) Vid.infra, pp. xii, xiii, &ec.

(f) Viz. AsTRzEA, Cassanpra, CLELIA, &C.

bz the



xi ANCIENT POEMS.

the feeds of Chivalry before it became a folemn inftitu-
tion (z). “ CHiVALRY,- as a diftin&t military order,
¢¢ conferred in the way of invefliture, and accompanied
¢ with the folemnity of an oath, and other ceremonies,
was of later date, and fprung out of the feudal confti-
tution, as an elegant writer has clearly thewn (4). But
the idcas of Chivalry prevailed long before in all the
Gotbic nations, and may be difcovered as in embrio in
the cuftoms, manners, and opinions of every branch of
that people (). That fondnefs of going in quelt of
adventures, that fpirit of challenging to fingle combat,
and that refpe&tful complaifance thewn to the fair fex,
(fo different from the manners of the Greeks and Ro-
mans), all are of Gothic origin, and may be traced up
to the earlieft 1imes among all the northern nations (£).
‘T hefe exifted long before the feudal ages, though they
were called forth and firengthened in a peculiar manner
under that conftitution, and at length arrived to their
full maturity in the times of the Crufades, fo replete
with romantic adventures (1).

EvEr

(2) Mallet. vid. Northern Antiquities, vol. 1. p. 318, &c. vol. 2.
p- 234 &c.
(b) Letters concerning Chivalry. 8vo. 1763. (i) (#) Maller.
(1) The feeds of Chivalry fprung up fo naturally out of the original
manners and opinions of the northern nations, that it is not credible
they arofe folate as after theeftablithmentof the Feudal Syftem, much
Jefs the Crufades. Nor, again, that the Romanses of Chivalry were
tranfmiteed to other nations, through the Spaniards, from the Moors,
and Arabiaps. Had this been the cafe, the firft Fsench Romances
of Chivalry would have been on Moorifh, or at Jeaft Spanifh
fubjefts: wherezs the moft ancient ftories of this kind, whether
in profe or veife, whether in Italian, French, Englith, &c. are
chicfly on the fubjeéts of Charlemagne, and the Paladins; or
of our Britith Arthur, and his Knights of the Round Table, &c
beinz evidently borrowed from the fabulons Chroaicles of the
fuppafed Arciibithop Turpin, and of Jeffery of Monmouth. Not
but fcme of the oldeft and moft populir French Romances are
alfo on Norman fubjeéls, as Richard Sans-peur, Robert Le Diable,
&c. where: s I do not recollect fo much as one, in which the fcens
is
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Evew the common arbitrary fictions of Romance
were (as is hinted above) moft of them familiar to the
ancient Scalds of the North, long before the time of
the Crufades. They believed the exiftence of Giants
and Dwarfs (m) ; they entertained opinions not unlike
the more modern notion of Fairies (n), they were
firongly pofleffed with the belief of {pells, and inchant-
ment (o), and were fond of inventing combats with
Dragons and Monfers (7).

The opinion therefore feems very untenable, which
fome learned and ingenious men have entertained, that
the turn for Chivalry, and the tafte for that fpecies of
romantic fiction were caught by the Spaniards from the
Arabians or Moors after their invafion of Spain, and
from the Spaniards tranfmitted to the bards of Armo-
rica (7)), and thus diffufed through Britain, France, Italy,

‘ Germany,

is laid in Spain, much lefs among the Moors, or defcriptive of Ma~
hometan manners. Even in Amadis de Gaul, faid to have been the
firft Romance priated in Spain, the fcene is laid in Gaul and Britains
and the manners are French: which plainly fhews from what
{choel this fpecies of fabling was learnt and tranfmitted to the fouth-
era nations of Europe.

{m) Mallet, North. Antiquities, vol.I. p. 363 vol. I1. paffim,

() Olaus Verel. ad Hervarer Saga, pp. 44, 45. Hickes’s Thefaur.
vol. 1L, p. 311. Northern Antiquities, vol. [1. paffim.

(o) 1bid. vol. L pp. 69, 374, &c. vol.1L. p. 216, &c.

(#/ Rollof's Saga. Cap. 35, &c.

( ¢/ 1t is peculiarly unfortunate, that fuch as maintain this opinion
are obliged to taketheir firft ftep from the Moorifh provinces in
Spain, without one intermediate refting place, to Armorica or
Bretagne, the province in France from them moft remote, not
more in fituation, than in the manners, habits, and language of its
Welfh inhabitants, which are allowed to have been derived from
this ifland, as muft have been their traditions, fungs, and fabless
being doubilefs all of Celtic original. See p. 3 of the ¢ Differtation
4 on the Origin of Romantic Fiction in Europe,” prefixed to Mr.
Two. WarTon’s Hiftory of Enghifh Poetry, vol. I. 1774, 4to.
If any pen could have fupported this darling hypothefis of Dr,
WaARBURTON, That of this ingenions critic wonld have effeéted it.
But under the gencral term Or1enTAL, he feems to confider the

b3 ancient
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Germary, and the North. For it feems utterly incres

ancient inhabitants of the North and South of Afia, as baving all
the fame manuers, traditions, and fables; and becanfe the fecluded

_ people of Arabia teok the Jead under the religion and empire of
Mahomet, thercfore every thing muft have been derived from them
to the Nerthern Afiatics in the remoteft ages, &¢, With as much
veafun under the word Occiper 741, we might reprefent the
emly teaditions and fables of the North and South of Europe to
Luve been the fames and that the Gothic mythology of Scandinavia,
the Druidic or Celtic of Gaul and Britain, differed not from the
cluific of Greece and Rome.

There is not room here for a full examination of the minuter
argumenitsy or rather flight coincidences, by which our agreeable
Ditfertator endeavomrs to maintain and defend this fayourite opinion
of Dr.W. who has been himfelf fo coropletely confuted by Mr,
TyxkwaiTT. (See his notes on “ Love’s Labour Loft,” &c.)
But fome of his pofitions it will be fufficient to mention: fuch as
the referring the Gog and Magog, wlich our old Chriftian Bards
night Liave had bom feripture, to the Yaguiouge and Mugiouge of
the Arabians and Perfians, &c. [p.13.]—That ¢ we may ventnre
¢ to aflirm, that this [Geoffrey of Monmouth’s] Chronicle, fup-
& pofed to contain the ideas of the Welfh Bards, entirely confifts of
€« Arubian inventions” [p. 13.]—And that, “as Geoffrey’s hiftory
“ic the grand vepofitery of the Aéls of Arthur, fo a fabulous
¢ Hiftory afcriled to Turpin is the ground-work of al] the Chime-
¢ rical Legends wlich have been related concerning the conguefls
¢ of Chailemagne and his twelve jeers. Its fubjeet is the expul-
¢ fion of the Saracens from Spain, and it is filled with fiétions evi-
¢ dently congenial to thofe w hich charaéterize Geoffrey’s Hiftory.*
[ 17 ]—That is, as he after wards expreles it, ¢ lavithly decorated
by the Arabian Fablers ”” [p. §8.]—We fhou!d bardly have ex-
peeted, that the Arabian Fablers would have been lavifh in decos

“yaing a biftory of their enemy: but whet is fingular, as an
initance and proof of this Arabian origin of the Fiicns of Turpin,

a paffage is quoted from liis IVib chapter, which I fhall beg leave
1o, offer, s «ffording decifive evidence, that they conld not poffibly
be derived from a Mahometan fource, Sc. % The chriftians nnder

¢ Charlemagne are faid to have found in Spain a golden idal, or
“image of Mahomet, as high as a bird can fly —It was framed
¢ by Mahomet himfelf of the pureft meral, whe, by Lis know
¢ ledge in necremancy,. had fealed up wi hin it 2 legion of diabo-
¢ lical fpirits. It held in its hand a prodigious club; and the Sara-
¢ cers had a prophetic tradition, that this club fhould fall from the
¢ hand of the image in that year when a certain king fhould be
¢ Loin in France, &c.” .[Vid. p. 18, Note.] ]
) ¥ el dible,
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dible, that one rude people fhould adopt a peculiar tafte,
and manner of writing or thinking from another, with-
out borrowing at the fame time any of their particular
ftories and fables, without appearing to know any thing
of their heroes, hiftory, laws, and religion. When the
"Romans began to adopt and imitate the Grecian litera-
ture, they immediately naturalized alt the Gregian fa-
bles, hiftories, and religious ftories; which became as fa-
miliar to the poets of Rome, as of Greece itfelf.: Where-
as all the old writers of chivalry, and of that fpecies of
romance, whether in profe ‘or verfe, whether of the
Northern nations, or of Britain, France, and Italy; not
excepting Spain itfelf (r) ; ‘appear utterly unacquainted
with whatever relates to the Mahometan nations. Thus
with regard to their religion, they conftantly reprefent
them as worlhipping idols, as paying adoration to a
golden image of Mahomet, or elfe they confound them
with theancient pagans, &c. And iadeed in all other re-
{pects they are fo grofily ignorant of the cufioms, man-
ners, and opinions of every branch of that people, ef-
pecially of their heroes, champions, and local ftories, as
almoit amounts to a demonttration that they did not imi~
tate them in their fongs or romances: for as to dragons,
ferpents, necromancies, &c. why fhould thefe be thought
only derived from the Moors in Spain fo late as after the
eighth century? fince notions of this kind appear too
familiar to the northern Scalds, and enter too deeply

(r) The little narrative fongs on Morifco fubjets, whichthe Spa-
niards have at prefent in great abundance, and which they call pecu-~
liarly Romances, (fee vol. I. Book IIl. No. X V1. &c.) have nothing
in common with their proper Romances (or hiftories) of Chivalry
which they call Hiforias de Cavallerias: thele are evidently imitations
of the Freach, and thew a great ignorance of Moorifh mannerss
and with regard to the Morifco, or Song-Romances, they do not
feem of very great antiquity: few of them appear, from their
fubjects, much earlier than the reduction of Granada, in the fif-
teenth century: from which period, [ believe, may be plainly
traced among the Spanifh writers, a more perfe® knowledge of
Moorifh cuftoms, &c. ]

4 b4 inte
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into all the northern mythology, to have been tranf-
mitted to the unletrered Scandinavians, from fo diftant a
country, at folate a period. -If they may not be allowed
to have brought thefe opinions with them in their original
migrations from the north of Afia, they will be far more
likely to have borrowed them from the Latin poets after
the Roman conquefts in Gaul, Britain, Germany, &c.
For, 1 believe ore may challenge the maintainers of this
opinion, to produce any Arabian poem or hiftory, that
could poflibly have been then known in Spain, which
refembles the old Gothic romances of chivalry half fo
much as the Metamorphofes of Ovid.

But we well know that the Scythian nations fituate
in the countries about Pontus, Colchis, and the Euxine
fea, were 1n all times infamous for their magic arts:
and as Odin and his followers are faid to have come pre-
cifely from thofe parts of Afia; we can readily account
for the prevalence of fi¢tions of this fort among the
Gothic nations of the North, without fetching them from
the Moors in Spain; who for many centuries after their
irruption, lived in a flate of fuch conftant hoftility with
the unfubdued Spanifh chriftians, whom they chiefly
fent up in the mountains, as gave them no chance of

earning their mufic, poetry, or flories; and this, toge-

ther with the religious hatred of the latter for their crucl
invaders, will account for the utter ignorance of the old
Spanifh romancers in whatever relates to the Mahome-
tan nations, although fo nearly their own neighbours.

On the other hand, from the local cuftoms and fitua-
tions, from the known manners and opinions of the Go-
thic nations in the North, we can ealfily account for all
the ideas of chivalry, and its peculiar fictions (5). For,

-not to mention their peculiar refpect for the fair fex, fo
different from the manners of the Mahometan nations (¢),
their national and domeftic hiflory fo naturally affumes
all the wonders of this {pecies of fabling, that almoft all
their hiftorical narratives appear regular romances.

(s) See Noithern Astiquities, paffim. () Ibid.
: S One
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One might refer in proof of this to the old northern
SAGas 1n general: but to give a particular inftance, it
will be fufficient to produce the hiftory of King Regner
Lodbrog, a celebrated warrior and pirate, who reigned
in Denmark about the year 8co (»). This hero figna-
lized his youth by an exploit of gallantry. A Swedifh
prince had a beautiful daughter, whom he intrufted
(probably during fome expedition) to the care of one of
his officers, afligning a ftrong caftle for their defence.
The officer fell in love with his ward, and detained her
in his cattle, {pite of all the efforts of her father. Upon
this he publifhed a proclamation throngh all the neigh-
bouring countries, that whoever would conquer the ra«
vither and refcue the lady fhould have her in marriage.
Of all that undertook the adventure, Regner alone was
{o happy as to atchieve it: he delivered the fair captive,
and obtained her for his prize. It happened that the
name of this difcourteous officer was OrME, which in
the Iflandic language fignifies SErPeNT: Wherefore
the Scalds, to give the more poetical turn to the ad-
venture, reprefent the lady as detained from her father
by a dreadtul dragon, and that Regner flew the mon-
fter to fet her at liberty. This fabulous account of
the exploit is given in a poem ftill extant, which is
even afcribed to Regner himfelf, who was a celebrated
poet; and which records all the valiant achievements
of his life (x).

Wirs marvelous embellifiments of this kind the
Scalds early began to decorate their narratives: and
they were the more lavifh of thefe, in proportion as
they departed from their original inftitution, but it
was a long time before they thought of delivering a fet
of perfonages and adventures wholly feigned. Of the
great multitude of romantic tales ftill preferved in the

() Saxon Gram. p. 152, 153.——Mallet. North, Antig, val I.
p- 321,
1(:: ) Seea Tranflation of this poem, among “ Five pieccs of
¢ Runic Poetry,” printed for Dodfley, 1764, 8vo. A
libraries
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Yibraries of the North, moft of them are fuppofed to
bave had fome foundation in truth, and the more an-
cient they are, the more they are believed to be con-
neéted with true hiftory (y).

It was not probably till after the Hiftorian and the
Bard had been long difunited, that the latter ventured
at pure fiction. At lgngth when their bufinefs was no
longer to inftruét or inform, but merely to amufe, it
was no longer needful for them to adliere to truth,
“Then fucceeded fabulous and romantic.Songs, which for
a long time prevailed in France and England before
they had books of Chivalry in profe. Yet in both
thefe countries the Mnflrels itill retained fo much of
their criginal ianltitution, as fiequent'y to make true
events the fubject of their Songs (z) ; and indeed, as
during the barbarous ages, the regular Biftories were
almoft ail written in Latin by the Monke, the memory
of events was preferved and propagated =mong rhe ig-
norant laity’ by fcarce any other means than the popu-
lar Songs of the Minthiels.

11, 'Tue inhabitante of Sweden, Denmm
way, being the lateft converts to Chriltiani
their onignal mzpners and opimens losger than the
other panons ef Gothic race: and thaelode they have
preferved more of the genuine compofitious of theiwr
ancient poets, thon their fouthern neighbowns.  Hence
the progrefs, among them, from poetical hifiory 1o
poetical fidiion is very difcernible: they bave fou.e old
pieces, that ate in effett complete Romances of Cine
valry (a). They have alfo (as huth been obierved)a niul-

¢y} Vid. Mullet. Northern Antiquities, paffim.

(=} The Ehtor’s MS, contains 2 multitude of poems of thislatter
kad. It was probably frem this cuffom of the Miottrels that fome
of our ferft Hiftorians wrote their Chronicles in yerfe, as Reb, of
Gloneetter, Harding, &c.

{o) See a Specimen i1 2d Vol of Northern Antiguities, &c.
P-247, &Ke. \
3 titude
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titude of Sacas (3) or Hiftories on romantic fubjects,
containing a mixture of profe and verfe, of various dates,
fome of them written fince’ the times of the Crufades,
others long before: but their narratives in verfe only
are efteemed the more ancient.

Now as the irruption of the NormANs (¢) into France
under Rollo did not take place till towards the begin.
ning of the tenth century, at which time the Scaldic
art was arrived to the higheft perfection in Rollo’s native
country, we can eafily trace the defcent of the French
and Englith Romances of Chivalry from the Northern
Sagas. That conqueror doubtlefs carried many Scarps
with him from the North, who tran{mitted their {kill to
their children and fucceflors. ‘T'hefe adopting the re-
ligion, epinions,” and language of the new country,
fubftituted the heroes of Chrittendom inftead of thofe
of their Pagan anceftors, and began to celebrate the
feats of Charlemagne, Roland, and Oliver; whofe
true hiftory they fet off and-embellifhed with the Scaldic
figments of dwarfs, giants, dragons, and inchant-
ments. ‘The firtt mention we have in fong of thofe
heroes of chivalry is in the mouth of a Norman warrior
at the conqueft of England (4) : and this circumttance
alone would fufficiently account for the propagation of
this kind of romantic poems among the French and
Englifth. .

Bat this is not all; it is very certain, that both the
Anglo-Saxons and the Franks had brought with them,
at their firtt emigrations into Britain and Gaul, the
fame fondnefs for the ancient fongs of their anceitors,
which prevailed among the other Gothic tribes (e), and

(%) Eccardi Hift, Stud. Etym. 1711, p. 179, &c. Hickes’s The-
faur. Vol. {1, p. 314,

(c)i.e. NowTurrN MEN: being chiefly Emigrants from Nor-
way, Dznmark, &c.

(d) Seethe Account of TarwLEFER in Vol 1. Essavy, and Note.

(e) Ipfa cARMINA memoric mandabant, & praclia inituri decantas
pant; qua memoria tam fortium geflorum a majeribus patratorum ad
imitationem animas adderetur.  Jornandes de Gothis, .

that
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that all their firft annals were tranfmitted in thefe po-
pular oral poems. ~ This fondnefs they even retained long
after their converfion to Chriftianity, as we learn from
the examples of Charlemagne and Alfred (f). Now
PoerrY, being thus the tranfmitter of faéts, would as
eafily learn to blend them with fictions in France and
England, as fhe isknown to have done in the north, and
that much fooner, for the reajons before affigned (g).
This, together with the example and influence of the
Normans, will eafily account to us, why the firft Ro-
mances of Chivalry that appeared both in England and
France (%) were compofed in metre, as a rude kind of
epic fongs. In both kingdoms tales in verfe were
ufually fung by Minftrels to the harp on feftival occa-
fions: and donbtlefs both nations derived their relifh
for this fort of entertainment from their Teutonic an-
ceftorg, without either of them borrowing it from the
other, Among both people narrative Songs on true or
fictitious fubjeéts had evid};ntly obtained from the ear-
liett times. But the profefled Romances of Chivalry
feem to have been firft compofed in France, where alio
they had their name.

(f) Eginhartus de CARoL0 MaGNo. ¢ Item barbara, & anti-
guiffma CARMIN A, quibus veterum regon alus & bella canebantur,
Jeripfie?® c.29.

Afferins de JELFREDO MAGN0, * Rex inter bellay &e... .. Saxo=
nicos libros recitare, & MAX(ME CARMINA SAXONICA mumocriter
difecerey aliis imperarey, & folus affidue pro vivibus, fudiofiffime non di-
Jinebat”” Ed. 1922, 8v0. p.43.

(g) See above, pp. xi, xvii, &c.

(%) The Romances on the fubjet of Pexcxvar, San Graar,
Lanceror 1v Lac, TrisTaN, &c. were among the firft that ap-
peared in the French language in Prosz, yet thefe were originally
compofed in METrE: The Editor has in his poficilion a very old
French MS. in verfe, containing L'ancien Ruman de Prrceval,
and metrical copies of the others may be found in the libraries of the
curious. See a Note of Wanley's in Harl. Catalog. Num. 2252,
P- 43, &c. Nicholfon's Eng. Hift. Library, 3d Ed. p. g1, &c.—
See alfo a curious colletion of old French Romances, with Mr.
‘Wanley’s accoust of this fort of pieces, in Harl. MSS. Calal. 978,

106.
The
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The Latin Tongue, as is obferved by 2n ingenious
writer (i), ccafed to be fpoken in France about the
ninth century, and was fucceeded by what was called
the Romance Tongue, a mixture of the language of
the Frauks and bad Latin. As the Songs of Chivalry
became the moft popular compofitions in that language,
they were emphatically called Romaxs or RomanTs;
though this name was at firt given to any piece of poe-
try. The Romances of Chivalry can be traced as early
as the eleventh century (£). 1 knew not if the Roman de
Brut written in 1165, was fuch: But if it was, it was
by no means the firft poem of the kind; others more
anclent are {lill extant (/). And we bave already feen,
that, in the preceding century, when the Normans
* marched down to the battle of Haftings, they animated
themfelves, by finging (in fome popular romance or
ballad’ the exploits of Roraxp and the other herces
of Chivalry (m). i

So early as this I cannot trace the Songs of Chivalry
in Englifh. The moft ancient I have fcen, is that of
Hornecairp defcribed below, which feems not older
than the twelfth century. However, as this rather

(i) The Author of the Effay on the Genius of Pope, p. 282,

(*) Ibid. p.283. Hift. Lit. Tom. 6. 7.

(1) Voi Preface aux  Fabliaux & Contes des Poetes Frangois
€ des x11, x111, X1V, & xV fiecles, &c. Paris, 1756, 3 Tom. 12mo.”
(a very curious work.

(m) Vid.fupra, Note (4], Vol L Essav, &c. Et vide Rapin,
Carte, &e.—This fong of RoLanp (whatever it was) continued for
fome centuries to be ufually fung by the Freuch in their arches, if
we may belicve a2 modern French writer. % Un jour gu’on chantoit
¢ Ja cuansoN pE ROLAND, comme cetoit Pufage dans les marches.
Il y a long temps, dit il, [John K. of France, who died in 1364.3
 gu’on ne it plus de Rolands parmi les Frangois. Ony verroit encore
¢¢ des Rolandsy lui repondit un vieux Capitaine, s'ils avoient un Charle-
“magne d leur téte?’ Vid. tom. iii. p. 202, des Etfaies Hift. fuy
Paris de M. pe Sa1NTEFOIX: who gives as his authority, Boethius
in Hiff. Scotorum.  This anthor, however, fpeaks of the Complaint
and Repartee, 25 madein an Affembly of the States, (vocato fexatu)
and not upon any march, &c. Vid. Boeth. lib, xv. fol. 327. Ed.
Paris, 1574. .

' Ver. UL, by refembles
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refembles the Saxon Poetry, than the French, it is not
certain that the firit Englifi Romances were tranflated
from that language *. We have feen above, that a pro-
penfity to this kind of fiction prevailed among all the
Gothic nations (z) ; and, though after the Norman
Conqueft, this country abounded’with French Ro-
mances, or with Tranflations from the French, there
is good reafon to believe, (t){:at the Englith had origi-
nal pieces of their own.

“The ftories of King Arthur and his Round Table,
may be reafonably fuppofed of the growth of thisifland;
both the French and the Armoricans probably had
them from Britain (o). The flories of Guy and Bevis,
with fome others, were probably the invention of Englith
Minftrels (p). On the other hand, the Englifh procured
tranflations of fuch Remances as were moft current in
France ; and in the Lift given at the conclufion of thefe-
Remarks, many are doubtlefs of French original.

° The firlt prosE books of Chivalry that appeared in
our language, were thofe printed by Caxton(g); at
leaft,

* See on this fubje@, Vol. {. Note, S.2. page Ixxviii; and in
Note G g. p. ciii. &c. i

(n} The firft Romances of Chivalry among the GERMANS were
in Metre : they have fome very ancient narrative fongs, (which they
call Lieder] not only on the fabnlous heroes of their own country,
but alfo on thofe of France and Britain, as Trifiram, Arthur, Ga.
wain, and the Knights vor der Tafel-ronde. (Vid. Goldafti Not. in
Eginhart. Vit. Car. Mag. 4to. 1711, p. 207.)

(o) The Welfh have ftill fome very old Romances about K. Ar-
thur; but as thefe are in profe, they are not probably their firft
pieces that were compofed on that fubjeét.

(p) 1tis moft credible that thefe ftories were originally of Englith
invention, even if the only pieces now extant fhould be found to be
tranflations from the French. What now pafs for the French ori-
ginals were probably only amplifications, or enlargements of the old
Englith fory. That the French Romancers borrowed fome things
from the Englifh, appears from the word TERMAC ANT, which they
took up from our Minftrels, and corrupted into TERVAGAUNTE.
See Vol. 1. p. 76, and Gloff. ¢ Termagant.”

(9) Recuyel of the Hyftoryes of Troy, 147r. Godfroye of Bo-
loyne, 1481. ~Le Morte dc Arthur, 1485. The life of Charle-

magne,
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leaft, thefe are the firt T have been able to difcover,
and thefe are all tranflations from the French. Where-
as Romances of this kind had been long current in
metre, and were fo generdlly admired in the time of
Chaucer, that his Rhyme of 5ir Thopas was evidently
written to ridicule and burlefque them (7).

He expreisly’ mentions feveral of them by name ia a
ftanza, which I (hall have occafion to quot'e more than
once in this volume 3

Men fpeken of Romaunces of pris
Of Horn-Child, and of Ipotis
Of Bevis, and Sire Guy
Of Sire Libeux, and Pleindamour,
- But Sire Thopas, he bereth the flour
Of real chevalrie (s).

Mott, if not all of thefe are ftill extant in MS. in
fome or other of oyr libraries, as I fhall fhew in the
coaclufion of this flight Eflay, where Ithali give a Lit
of fuch metrical Hiftories and Romances as have falica
under my obfervation.

As many of thefe contain a confiderable portion of
poetic merit, and throw great light on the manners aad
opinions of former times, it were to be wiflied that
fome of the beft of them were refcued from oblivion.
A judicious collection of them accurately publihed with
proper illuftrations, would be an hnportant acceffion to
our ftock of ancient Englith Literature. Many of them

magne, 1485, &c.  As the old Mir(trelly wore out, profe books of
Chivalry became more admired, efpecially after the Span:fh Ro-
mances began 1o be tranflated into Englith towards the end of Q.
Etizabeth’s reign : then the moft poy ctrical Romances began
to be reduced mto profe, us Sir Gur, is, &c. o

/) See Extra& frem a L=tter, written by the Editor of thefe
in Mr. Wartou's Osfervations, Vol. 1L p. 139.
wry Tales (Tyrvhit's Edit.), Vol il p. 238 In
ed.tions, which I have fsen, the name at the end of
Blandamazre,

3 exhibit

the 4th Line
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exhibit no mean attempts at Epic Poetry, and though
full of the exploded fictions of Chivalry, frequently difs
play great defcriptive and inventive powers in the Bards,
who compofed them. They are at leaft generally equal
to any other poetry of the fame age. They cannot in-
deed be put in competition with the nervous produc-
tions of fo univerfal and commanding a genius as Chau-
cer, but they have a fimplicity that makes them be
read with lefs interruption, an! be more eafily under-
ftood : and they are far more fpirited and entertaining
than the tedious allegories of Gower, or the dull and
prolix legends of Lydgate. Yet, while f6 much firefs
was laid upon the writings of thefe laft, by fuch as treat
of Englith poetry; the old metrical Romances, though
farmore popular intheir time, werehardly known to exiit.
But it has happened unluckily, that the antiquaries, who
have revived the works of our ancient wrlters, have
been for the moft part men void of rafte and genivs,
and therefore have always faflidioufly rejected the old
poetical Romances, becaufe founded on fiétitious or
popular fubje@s, while they have been careful.to grub
up every petty fragment of the moft dull and ipfipid
rhymift, whole merit it was to deform morality, or ob-
{cure true hiftory. Should the publick encourage the
revival of fome of thofe ancient Epic Songs of Chivalry,
they would frequently fee the rich ore of an Ariofto or
a Taflo, though buried it may be among the rubbith
and drofs of barbarous times.

Such 2 publication would anfwer many important
ufes: It would throw new light on the rife and progrefs
of Englifh poety, the hiflory of which can be but
impertedtly underftood, if ithefe are negleted: It would
alfo ferve to illuftrate innumerable paflages in our an-
cient claflic poets, which without their help muft be for
ever obfcure.  For, not to mention Chaucer and Spen-
cer, who abound with perpetual allufions to them, I
thall give an inftance or two from Shakelpeare, by way
of {pecimen of their ufe,

In
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In his play of Kine Joun our great Dramatic Poet
alludes to an exploit of Richard 1. which the reader
will in vain look for in any true hiftery. Faulconbridge
fays to his mother, At 1. {c. 1.

¢ Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe...

¢ Againft whofe furie and unmatched ferce,

¢ The awleffe lion could not wage the fight,

# Nor keepe his princely heart from Richard’s hand:
#¢ He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts

¢ May eafily winne a woman’s :”———

The fa& here referred to, is to be traced to its fource
only in the old Romance of Ricearp Crur bp&
Lyon (2), in which his encounter with a lion makes a
very fhining figure. 1 fhall give a large extra from
this poem, as a fpecimen of the manner of thefe old
rhapfodifts, and to fhew that they did not in their fic-
tions neglect the proper means to produce the ends, as
was afterwards fo cﬁildifhly done in the profe books
of Chivalry. .

The poet tells us, that Richard, in his return from
the Holy Land, having been difcovered in the habit of
* a palmer in Almayne,” and apprehended as a {py,
was by the king thrown into prifon. Wardrewe, the
king’s fon, hearing of Richard’s great ftrength, defires
the jailor to let him have a fight of his prifoners.
Richard being the foremoft, Wardrewe atks him, ¢ if
¢ he dare ftand a buffet from his hand ¢” and that on
the morrow he fhall return him another. Richard con-
fents, and receives a blow that ftaggers him. On the
morrow, having previoufly waxed his hands, he waits

(t) Dr. Grey has fhewn that the fame ftory is alluded to in
Raftell’s Chronicle: As it was doubtlefs originally had from the
Romance, thisis proof that the old Metrical Romances throw light
on our firit writers in profe: many of our aucient Hiftorians have
recorded the fictions of Romance.

Vou.IIl, c his
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_hie antagonift’s arrival, Wardrewe accordingly, pro-
ceeds the flory, ¢ held forth as a trewe man,” and Ri-

- chard gave him fuch a blow on the cheek, as broke his
Jaw-bone, and killed him on the fpot. The king, to
revenge the death of his fon, orders, by the advice of
ore Eldrede, that a lion, kept purpofely from food,
fhall be turned loofe upon Richard. But the king’s
daughter having fallen n love with him, tells him of
her father’s refolution, and at his requeft procures him
forty ells of white filk ¢ kerchers;” and here the de-
feription of the Combat begins:

The kever-clefes («) he toke on honde,
And aboute his arme he wonde;

And thought in that ylke while,

To flee the lyos with fome gyle.

And fyngle ina Kystyll he ftede,

And abods the lyon fyers and wede,
With that came the jaylere,

And other men that wyth him were,
And the lyon them amonge;

His pawes were ftiffe and ftronge.

‘The chambre dore they undone,

And the lyon to them is gone,
Rycharde fayd, Helpe, lorde Jeful
‘The lyon made to hym venu,

And wolde hym have all to rente:
Kynge Rycharde befyde hym glente (v }.
The lyon on the brefte hym fpurned,
That aboute he tourned.

The lyon was hongry and megre,

And bette his tayle to be egre;

(%) i.e Han’dkerchiefs. Here we have the etymology of the
word, viz. ¢ Couvre le Chef.”*

{¥) i e. flipt afide,
He
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He loked aboute as he were madde;
Abrode he all his pawes fpradde.
He cryed lowde, and yaned (w) wyde,
Kynge Rycharde bethought hym that tyde
What hym was befte, and to hym fterte,
In at thethrote his honde he gerte,
And hente out the herte with his honde,
Lounge and all that he there fonde.
The Iyon fell deed to the grounde:
Rycharde felte no wem (x ), ne wounde.
He fell on his knces on that place,
And thanked Jefu of his grace.

* % 0k ¥ ¥

What follows is not fo well, and therefore I fhall ex-
tract no more of this poem.—For the above feat the
author tells us, the king was defervedly called

Stronge Rycharde Cure de Lyowne,

Tuar diftich which Shakefpeare puts in the mouth
of his madman in K. LEar, Aé 3, {c. 4

Mice and Rats and fuch fmall deere
Have been Tom’s food for feven long yeare,

has excited the attention.of the critics. Inftead of
deere, one of them would fubflitute geer ; and another
cheer (y). But the ancient reading is eftablifhed by the
old Romance of Sir Bevis, which Shakefpeare had
doubtlefs often heard fung to the harp.  ‘T'his diftich is
part of a defcription there given of the hardfhips fuf-
fered by Bevis, when confined for feven years in a
dungeon:

Rattes and myfe and fuch fmall dere
‘Was his meate that feven yere, Sigo. F. iii,

{w) i e. yawned. (x) i. e hart. 3
(») Dr. Warburton~Dr. Grey.
(3 IIL In
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IIT. Is different parts of this work, the Reader will
find various extraéts from thefe old poetical legends;
to which I refer him for farther examples of their ftyle
and metre. To complete this fubjeét, it will be proper
at leaft to give one fpecimen of their fkill in diftribu-
ting and conduéting their fable, by which it will be
feen that nature and common fenfe had fupplied to thefe
old fimple bards the want of critical art, and taught them
fome of the moft effential rules of Epic Poetry. 1
fhall felect the Romance of Lisius DiscoNius (@), as
being one of thofe mentioned by Chaucer, and either
ﬂmrteg or more intelligible than the others he has

uoted.

5 If an Epic Poem may be defined, « (5) A fable re-
“lated by a poet, to excite admiration, and infpire
¢ virtue, by reprefenting the aétion of fome one hero,
*¢ favoured by heaven, who executes a great defign, in
¢ {pite of all the obftacles that oppofe him:” 1 know
not why we fhould withhold the name of Eric PoEm
from the piece which I am about to analyfe.

My copy is divided into IX ParTs or Cantos, the
feveral arguments of which are as follows.

Parr I

Opens with a fhort exordium to befpeak attention:
the Hero is defcribed ; a natural fon of Sir Gawain a
celebrated knight of king Arthur’s court, who being
brought up in a foreft by his mother, is kept ignorant
of his name and defcent, He early exhibits. marks of
his courage, by killing a knight in fingle combat, who
encountered him as he was hunting.  “This infpires him
with a defire of feeking adventures : therefore cloath-
ing himfelf in his enemy’s armour, he goes to K. Ar-

{a) Soit isintitled in the Editor’s MS, But the truelitle is Le
beaux defeonus, Or THE FAIR UNKNoWN. See a Note om the Can-
terbury Tales, Vol IV. p. 333.

(%) Vid. “Difcours fur 1a Poefic Epique,” prefixed to TELz=
T MAQVE.

thur’s
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thur’s court, to requeft the order of knighthood. His
requeft granted, he obtains a promife of having the firft
adventure affigned him that thall offer A damfel
named Elles, attended by a dwarf, comes to implore
K. Arthur’s affiftance, to refcuc a young princefs, ¢¢ the
¢ Lady of Sinadone” their miftrefs, who is detained
from her rights, and confined in prifon. The adven-
ture is claimed by the young knight Sir Lybius: the
king affents; the meflengers are diffatisfied, and objeét
to his youth; but are forced to acquiefce. And here
the firft book clofes with a defcription of the ceremony
of equipping him forth.

Part II

Sir Lybius fets out on the adventure: he is derided
by the dwarf and the damfel on account of his youth:
they come to the bridge of Perill, which none can pafs
without encountering a knight called William de la
Braunch. Sir Lybius is challenged: they juft with their
fpears: DelaBraunch is difmounted: the battle is renew-
ed on foot: Sir William’s fword breaks: he yields. Sir
Lybius makes him {wear to go and prefent himfelf to
K. Arthur, as the firft-fruits of his valour. The con-
quered knight fets out for K. Arthur’s court: is met by
three knights, his kinfmen; who, informed of his dif-
grace, vow revenge, and purfue the conqueror, The
next day they overtake him: the eldeft of the three at-
tacks Sir Lybius; but is overthrown to the ground. The
two other brothers affault him : Sir Lybius is wounded ;
yet cuts off the fecond brother’s arm: the third yields;
Sir Lybius fends them all to K. Arthur. In the third
evening he is awaked by the dwarf, who has difcovered
a fire in the wood. .

Parr IL
Sir Lybius arms himfelf, and leaps on horfeback: he
finds two Giants roafting a2 wild boar, who have a fair
Lady their captive. Sir Lybius, by favour of the night,
runs one of them through with his fpear: is affaulted
by the other; a fierce battle enfues: he cuts off the
c3 giant’s
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giant’s arm, and at length his head, The relcued Lady
(an Earl’s daughter) tells him her flory; and leads him
to her father’s caftle ; who entertains him with a great
feaft; and prefents him at parting with a fuit of armour
and a fteed. He fends the giant’s head to K. Arthur.

Parry 1V.

Sir Lybius, maid Ellen, and the dwarf, renew their
journey: they fee a caftle fluck round with human
heads; and are informed it belongs to a knight called
Sir Gefferon, who, in honour of his lemman or mifirefs,
challenges all comers: He that can produce a fairer
lady, is to be rewarded with a milk-white faulcon, but
if overcome, to lofe his head. Sir Lybius {pends the
night in the adjoining town: In the morning goes to
challenge the faulcon. The knights exchange 'theif
gloves: they agree to juft in the market place: the lady
and maid Ellen are placed aloft in chairs: their drefles:
the fuperior beauty of Sir Gefferon’s miftrefs defcribed:
the ceremonies previous to the combat. ‘They engage:
the combat defcribed at large : Sir Gefferon is incura-
bly hurt; and carried home on his fhield.  Sir Lybius
fends the faulcon to K. Arthur; and receives back a
large prefeat in florins. He flays 4o days to be' cured
of his wounds, which he fpends in feafting with the
neighbouring lords.

Parr V.

Sir Lybius proceeds for Sinadone: in a foreft he
meets a knight hunting, called Sir Otes de Lifle: maid
Ellen charmed with a very beautiful dog, ‘begs Sir Ly-
bius to beftow him upon her : Sir Otes meets them, and
claims bis dog: is refufed: being unarmed he rides to
his caftle, and fummons his followers: they go in
queft of Sir Lybius: a battle enfues: he is full vifto-
rious, and forces Sir Otes 1o follow the other conquered
knights to K. Arthur,

h Parr VL

Sir Lybius comes to a fair city and caftle by a river-
fide, befct round with pavilions or tentsz he is in-

& ‘ formed,
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formed, in the caftle is a beautiful lady befieged by a
giant named Maugys, who keeps the bridge, and will.
let none pafs without doing him homage: this Lybius
refufes: a battle enfues: the giant defcribed: the fe-
veral incidents of the battle ; which lafts a whole fum-
mer’s day: the giant is wounded ; put to flight; flain.’
The citizens come out in proceffion to meet their deli-
verer: the lady invites him into her caftle: falls in
leve with him; and feduces him to her embraces. He’
forgets the princefs of Sinadone, and ftays with this
bewitching lady a twelvemonth. “This fair forcerefs,
like another Alcina, intoxicates him with all kinds of
fenfual pleafure; and detains him from the purfuit of
honour,

Part VIL
Maid Ellen by chance gets an opportunity of fpeak-
ing to him ; and upbraids him with his vice and follys
he is filled with remorfe, and efcapes the fame evening,
At length he arrives at the city and caftle of Sinadone:
Is given to underfiand that he muft challenge the con-
ftable of the caftle to fingle combat, before he can be
received as a gueft. They juft: the conftable is worft-
ed: Sir Lybius is feafted in the caftle: he declares.his
intention of delivering their lady; and inquires the
particulars of her hiftory, ¢ Two Necromancers
have built a fine palace by forcery, and there keep her,
inchanted, till fhe will furrender her duchy to them,
and yield to fuch bafe conditions as they ‘would im-

pofe.” 3 -

Part VIIL .

Early on the morrow Sir Lybius fets out for the in-
chanted palace. He alights in the court: enters the
hall: the wonders of which are deferibed in ftrong
Gothic painting. He fits down at the high table: on
a fudden all the lights are quenched : it thunders, and
lightens; the palace fhakes; the walls fall in pieces
about his ears. He is difmayed and confounded s but.
prefently hears horfes neigh, and is challenged to
c4 fingle
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fingle combat by the forcerers. He gets to his fteed: a
battle enfues, with various turns of fortune: he lofes
his weapon ; but gets a fword from one of the Necro-
mancers, aod wounds the other with it: the edge of
the fword being fecretly poifoned, the wound proves
mortal.
Part IX.

“He goes up to the fu:viving forcerer, who is carried
away from him by inchantment: at Jength he finds
him, and curs off his head ; He returns to the palace
to deliver the lady ; but canpot find her: as he is la-
merting, a window opens, through which enters a
horrible ferpent with wings and a woman’s face: it
coils round his neck and kifles him; then is fuddenly
converted into a very beautiful lady. She tells him
fhe is the Lady of Sinadone, and was fo inchanted, till
fhe might kifs Sir Gawain, or iome one of his blood :
that he has diffolved the charm, and that herfelf and
her dominions may be his reward. The KN1cuT (whofe
defcent is by this meauns difcovered) joyfully accepts
the offer ; makes her his bride, and then fets out with
her for King Arthur’s court,

Sucn is the fable of this ancient piece: which the
reader may obferve, is as regular in its condudt, as any
of the finelt poems of claffical antiquity. If the execu-
tion, particularly as to the di¢tion and fentiments, were
but equal to the plan, it would be a capital performance;
but this is fuch zs might be expe&ed in rude and igno-
rant times, and in a barbarous unpolifhed language.

‘IV. 1 suair conclude this prolix account, with a
List of fuch old MeTrIcAL RomaNcEs as are flill ex~
tant ; beginning with thofe mentioned by Chaucer.

1. ‘The Romance of Horne Childe is preferved in the
Britifli Mufeum, where it is intitled pe zefte of kyng
Horne, Sce Catalog. Harl, MSS. 2253, p. 0. The

FASNARY lans

«
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language is almoft Saxou, yet from the mention in it of
Sarazens, it appears to have been written after fome of
the Crufades. It begins thus:

All heo ben blyPe

Pat to my fong ylype:

A fong ychulle ou fing

Of Allof Pe gode kynge (), &c.

Another copy of this poem, but greatly altered, and
fomewhat modernized, 1s preferved in the Advocates
Library at Edinburgh, in a MS. quarto volume of old
Englih poetry [W. 4.1.] Num. XXXIV. in feven
leaves or folios (4), intitled, Horn-child and DMaiden
Rinivel, and beginning thus :

Mi leve frende dere,
Herken and ye may here.

2. The Poem of Zpotis (or Ypotis) is preferved in the
Cotton Library, Calig. A. 2, fo. 77, but is rather a re=
ligious Legend, than a Romance. Its beginning is,

He Pat wyll of wyfdome here
Herkeneth nowe ze may here

Of a tale of holy wryte

Seynt Jon the Evangelyfte wytneffeth hyt,

3. The Romance of Sir Guy was written before that
of Bevis, beingbquoted in it (¢). An account of this old
poem is given below, p. 102. To which it may be added,

{a) i.e. Mayall they be blithe, that to my fong liten: A fong
1 fhall you fing, Of Allof the good king, &c.
(5) Ineach full page of this Vol. are 44 lines, when the peem is

inlong metre: and 88, when the metre 1s fhort, and the page in
two columas.

{c) Sign. K. 2. b.
that
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that two complete copies in MS. are preferved at Cam-
bridge, the one in the public library (4), the otherin
that of Caius College, Clafs A, 8. In Ames’s
"Fypog. p. 153, may be feen the firft lines of the printed
copy.~— [he 1ft MS. begins, -

Sythe the tyme that God was borne.

4. Guy and Colbronde, an old Romance in three parts,
i3 preferved in the Editor’s folio MS. (p. 349.) Itis
i ftanzas of {ix lines, the firft of which may be feen
m vob, IL p. 1735, beginning thus:

When meate and drinke is great plentye.

In the Edinburgh MS. (meutioned above) are two
ancient poems on the {ubjet of Guy of Warwick : viz.
Num. XVIII. containing 26 leaves, and XX. 59 leaves.
Both thefe have unfortunately the beginnings wanting,
otherwife they would perhays be found to be different
copies of one or both the preceding articles.

g. From the fame MS. I can add another article to
this liff, viz. The Romance of Rembrun fon of Sir
Guy; being Num XXI. in g leaves : this is properly
a Continuation of the Hiftory of Guy: and in Art. 3,
the Hift. of Rembrun follows that of Guy as a necef-
fary Part of it, * This Edinburgh Romance of Rembrun
begins thus:

<

Jefu that erft of mighte moft
- Fader and fone and Holy Gloft.

() For this and moft of the following, which are mentioned as
prederved in the Public Library, 1 refer the reader to the Oxon Ca-
t-Jogue of MSS. 167, vol. 11. p. 394; in Appendix to Bp. More’s
MSS. No. 650, 33, fince given to the Univerficy of Cambridge.

iy Before
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Before I quit the fubject of Sir Guv, I muft obferve,
that if we may believe Dugdalein his Baronage, [vol. L.
p- 243, col. 2.] the fame of our Englith Champion
had in the time of Henry IV. travelled as far as the
Eaft, and was no lefs popular among the Sarazens,
than here in the Weft among the Nations of Chriften-
dom. In that reign a Lord Beauchamp travelling to
Jerufalem, was kindly received by a noble perion,
the Soldan’s Lieutenant, who hearing he was defcended
from the famous Guy of Warwick, “ whofe flory
¢ they had in books of their own language,” invited
him to his palace; and royally feafting him, prefented
him with three precious flones of greatr value; ber
fides divers cloaths of filk and gold given to his
fervants,

6. The Romance of Syr Bewis is defcribed in pag.
217 of this vol. - Two manufcript copies of this poem
are extant at Cambridge; viz. in the Public Library (e,
and in that of Caius Coll. Clafs A. 9. (5.)—The firt
of thefe begins,

Lordyngs lyftenyth grete and fmale.
There is alfo a copy of this Romance of Sir Bevis
of Hamptoun, in the Edinburgh MS, Numb. XXII. con-
fifting of 25 leaves, and beginning thus:

Lordinges herkneth to mi tale,
1s merier than the nightengale.

The printed copies begin different from both: viz.

* Lyfien, Lordinges, and hold you ftyl.
{e) No.6go, §. 31. Vid. Catalog. MSS. p. 394

7o Libeatx
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7+ Libeanx (Libeaus, or, Lybius) Difconius is pre-
ferved in the Editor’s folio MS. (pag. 317.) where the
firft ftanza is,

Jefus Chrift chriften kinge,
And his mother that fweete thinge,
Helpe them at their neede,
That will liften to my tale,
Of a Knight I will you tell,
A doughtye man of deede.

An older copy is _preferved in the Cotton Library
[Calig. A. 2. fol. 40.] but containing fich innumerable
variations, that it is apparently a different tranflation of
fome old French original, which will account for the
title of Le Beaux Defconus, or The Fair Unknown,
The firtt line is,

Jefu Chrift our Savyour.

As for Pleindamour, or Blandamoure, mo Romance
with this title has been difcovered ; but as the word
Bianndemere occurs in the Romance of Libivs Difconins,
in the Editor’s folio MS. p. 319, he thought the name
of Blandamoure (which was in all the editions of Chau-
cer he had then feen) might have fome reference to this.
But Pleindamonr, the name rettorcd by Mr. Tyrwhitt,
is more remote.

8. Le Morte Arthure is among the Harl. MSS. 2252,
§ 49.. This is judged to be a tranflation from the
¥rench; Mr. Wanley thiuks it no older than the time
of Hen, vii. but it feems to be quoted in Syr Bevis,
(Sign. K. ij. b.) It begins,

v Lordinges, that are leffe and deare,

In
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In the Library of Bennet Coll. Cambridge, No. 251,
is a MS, intitled in the Catalogue 4Za Arthuris Metrico
Anglicano, but I know not its contents,

9. In the Editor’s folio MS. are many Songs and
Romances about King Arthur and his Kaights, fome
of which are very imperfe&, as K. drthur and the king
of Cornwall, (pag. 24.) in ftanzas of 4 lines, beginning,

¢ Come here,” my cozen Gawaine fo gay.

The Turke and Gawain (p. 38.), in flanzas of 6 lines,
beginning thus:

Liften lords great amd fmall *,

but thefe are fo imperfe@ that I do not make diftiné
articles of them. Sece alfo in this Volame, Book I,
No. L IL. IV. V.

In the fame MS. p. 203, is the Greere Knight, in 2z
Parts, relating a curious adventure of Sir Gawain, in
ftanzas of 6 lines, beginning thus:

Lift: wen Arthur he wask ¢

10. The Carle of Cerlifle is another romantic tale
about Sir Gawain, in the fame MS. p. 448, in diftichs:

Liften: tomea li.nle ftond.

In all thefe old poems the fame fet of knights are al-
ways reprefented with the fame manners and characters
which.feem to have been as well known, and as diftin‘Hy
marked among onr anceftors, as Homer’s Heroes were
among the Greeks: for, as Uljes is always reprefeuted

‘craf.y, Ackilles iraicible, aud sdjax rTough; fo Sir

* In the former editions, after the above, followed mention of
a fragment iu the fame MS. iut tled, Sir Lione/, in diftichs (p. 32.) 3
but this being only a fhort bailad, and not 1elatng to X, Arthur, is
here omitted.

Vou, III, cg Gazuain
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Gawain is "ever courteous and gentle, Sir Xay rugged
and difobliging, &c. ¢ Sir Gawain with his olde curiefie”
is mentioned by Chaucer as noted to a proverb, in his
Squire’s Tale. Canterb. Tales, Vol.II. p. 104.

11. Syr Launfal, an excellent old Romance concern-
ing another of K. Arthur’s Knights, is preferved in
the Cotton Library, Calig. A. 2. f. 33. Thisis a tranf-
lation from the French (£), made by one T 4omas Chefre,
who is fuppofed to have lived in the reign of Hen. vi.
[See Tanner's Biblioth.] It is in ftanzas of 6 lines,
and begins,

Be douzty Artours dawes.

‘The above was afterwards altered by fome Minftrel
into the Romance of Sir Lambewell, in 3 Parts, under
which title it was more generally known (g). Thisis
in the Editor’s folio MS. p. 60, beginning thus:

Doughty in king Arthures dayes.

12. Eger and Grime, in 6 Parts (in the Editor’s folio
MS. p. 124.), is a well invented tale of chivalry, fcarce
inferior to any of Ariofto’s. This which was inad-
vertently omitted in the former editions of this lift, is
in diftichs, and begins thus:

It fell fometimes in the Land of Beame,

13. The Romance of Merline, in g Parts (preferved
in the fame folio MS. p. 145.), gives a curious account
of the birth, parentage, and juvenile adventures of
this famous Britifh Prophet. In this poem the Saxons
are called Sarazens; and the thrufting the rebel angels

(f) The French Original is preferved among the Harl, MSS.,
No. 978, § 112, Lamval.

(g) See Lancham’s Letter concern, Q. Elizs entertainment at
Killingworth, 1575, 12mo, p. 34.

out
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out of Heaven is attributed to ¢ ozre Lady” Ttis in
diftichs, and begins thus:

He that made with his hand,

‘There is an old Romance Of Arthour and of Meriin,
in the Edinburgh MS. of old Englith Poems: I know
pot whether it has any thing in common with this laft
mentioned. It is in the volume numbered XXI11, and
extends through 535 leaves. The two firft lines are,

Jefu Crift, heven king
Al ous graont gode ending.

14. Sir Ifenbras, (or as it is in the MS. copics, Sir
Ifumbras) is quoted in Chaucer’s R. of Thop, v. 6.
Among Mr. Garrick’s old plays is a printed copy; of
which an account has been already given in Vol. L.
Book I11. No. VIIL. Itis preferved in MS. in the Library
of Caius Coll. Camb. Clafs A. g. (2.) and alfo in the
Cotron Library, Calig. A. 12.(f. 128.) This is ex-
tremely different from the printed copy, E.g.

God Pat made both erPe and hevene.

15. Emar?, a very curious and ancient Romance, is
preferved in the fame Vol. of the Cotton Library, fa
69. Itisin ftanzas of 6 lines, and begins thus;

Jefu Pat ys kyng in trone.

16. Chevelere affigne, or, The Knight of the Swan,
preferved in the Cotton Library, has been already de-
feribed in Vols I, Essay on P. Plowman’s Metre, &c.
as hath alfo '

17. The Sege of Férlam, (or Jerufalem) which feems
to have been written afier the other, and may not im-
properly
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properly be claffed among the Romances; as may alfo
the following, which is preferved in the fame volume:
viz,

18. Oavaine Myles, (fol. go.) giving an account of
the wonders of St. Patrick’s Purgatory. This is a
tranflation into verfe of the ftory related in Mat. Paris’s
Hift. (fub Ann. 1153.)—1It is in diftichs beginning thus:

God Pat ys fo full of myght.

In the fame Manufeript are three or four other nar-
rative poems, which might be reckoned among the
Romances, but being rather religious Legends, I fhall
barely mention them ; as, Tundale, f. 17. Trentale Sci
Gregoriiy £, 84.  Ferome, f. 133. Euflache, f. 136.

19. Odéavian imperator, an ancient Romance of
Chivalry, is in the fame vol. of the Cotton Library, f.
20.—Notwithftanding the name, this old poem bas no-
thing in common with the hiftory of the Roman Em-
perors. It is in a very peculiar kind of Stanza,
whereof 1, 2, 3, & 5, rhyme together, as do the 4 and 6.
It begins thus:

Thefu Pat was with fpere yftonge.

In the public Library at Cambridge (4), is a poem
with the fame title, that begins very differently:

Lyttyll and mykyll, olde and yonge.

20. Eglamour of Artas (or Arieys) is preferved in the
fame Vol. with the foregoing, both in the Cotton Li-
brary, and public Library at Cambridge. It isalfo in
the Editor’s folio MS. p. 295, where it is divided into

{5} No. 6g0. (30.) Vid. Oxon. Catalog. MSS.p. 394.
5 6 Parts,
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6 Parts.—A printed copy is in the Bodleian Library,
C. 3. Art. Seld. and alfo among Mr. Garrick’s old
plays, K. vol. X. 1t is in diftichs, and begins thus:

Ihefu Crift of heven kyng.

21, Syr Triamore (in ftanzas of 6 lines) is preferved
jn MS. in the Editor’s’ volume, p. 210, and in the

ublic Library at Cambridge, (690, § 29. Vid. Cat.
gISS. P 394.)—L'wo printed copies are extant in the
Bedleian Library, and among Mr. Garrick’s plays in
the fame volumes with the laft article. Both the Edi-
tor’s MS. and the printed copies begin,

Nowe Jefu Chryfte our heven kynge.
The Cambridge copy thus:
Heven blys that all fhall wynne.

22. 8ir Degree (Degare, or Degore, which laft feems
the true title) in g Parts, in diftichs, is preferved in the
Editor’s folio MS. p. 371, and in the public Library at
Cambridge, (ubi fupra.)—A printed copy is in the Bod.
Library, C. 39. Art. Seld. and among Mr. Garrick’s
plays K. vol. IX.—The Editor’s MS, and the printed
copies begin,

Lordinge, and you wyl holde you ftyl,
The Cambridge MS. has it,

Lyftenyth, lordyngis, gente and fre.

23. Ipomydon, (or Clylde Ipomydon) is preferved
among the Harl. MSS. 2252, (44.) It is in diftichs,
and begins,

Mckely, lordyngis, gentylle and fre, ~
Yor. IIL d - In
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In the Library of Lincoln Cathedral, K k. 3. 10. i3

an old imperfect priated copy, wanting the whole firft
fheet A.

24. The Squyr of Lowe degre, is one of thofe bur-
lefqued by Chaucer in his Rhyme of Thopas (i).—Mr.
Garrick hzs a printed copy of this, amcng his old
plays, K. Vol. IX. It begins,

It was a [quyer of lowe degre,
That loved the kings daughter of Hungre.

25. Hifloye of K. Richard Crre [Canr) de Lyon.
[Impr. V.. de Worde, 1528, 4t10.] is preferved in the
Bodleran Library, C. 39.” Art. Selden. A fragment of
it is alfo remaining in the Edinburgh Ms. of old Engs
lith Poems; Num, XXXVI.in 2 Jeaves. A large Ex-
traét from this Romance has been given already above,
p-xxvi. Richard was the peculiar patron of Chivalry,
arcd favourite of the old Minftrels, and Troubadoars,
Sze Warton’s Obferv. Vol. L. p. 293 Vol. 1L p. 40.

26. Of the following I have only feen No. 27, but I be-
licve they may all be referred to the Clafs of Romances.

‘The Kuight of Couricly and the Lady of Faguel (Bodl,
Lib. C. 39. Art. Sheld. a printed copy.) ‘This Mr.
Wirton thinks is the Story of Coucy’s Heait, related in
Fauchet, and in Howel’s Letters.” [V.I. 8, 6. L. 20,
See Wart. Obf. V. IL. p. 40.] Tke Editor has fecn 2
very beautiful old ballad on this {ubject in French.

2%, The four following are all preferved in the MS,
fo often referred to in the public Library at Canibridge,

(i) This is alluded to by Shakefeare in his Hen. V. (A& 5.)
where Fluellvn tells Piftol, he will make him a Squire of Low Dea
gree, when be meaans to knock Lim down.

P (6go. Ap-
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(6gc. Appendix to Bp. More’s MSS. in Cat. MSS.
Tom. 1. p. 394.) viz. The Lay of Erl of Tholoufe.
(N° 24.) of which the Editor hath alfo a copy from
¢ Cod. MSS. Muf. Afimol. Oxon.” The firt line of
both is,

Jefu Chryfte in Trynyte.

28. Roderd Kynge of Cyfyll (or Sicily) fhewing the
fall of Pride. Of this there is alfo a copy among the
Harl. MSS. 1703. (3.) The Cambridge MS. begins,

Princis that be prowde in prefe.

29. Le bone Florence of Rome, beginning thus:

As ferre as men ride or gone.

30. Dioclefian the Emperour, beginning,

Sum tyme ther was a noble man.

31. The two knightly brothers Amys and Amelion
{among the Harl. MSS, 2386, § 42.) is on old Romance
of Chivalry; as is alfo, I believe, the fragment of
the Lady Belefant, the duke of Lombardy’s fair daughter,
mentioned in the fame article.  See the Catalog. Vol. 1I.

32. In the Edinburgh MS. fo often referred to (pre-
ferved in the Advocates Library, W. 4. 1.) might pro-
bably be found fome other articles to add to this lift, as
well as other copies of fome of the pieces mentioned
in ity for the whole Volume contains not fewer than
xxxviy Poems or Romances, fome of them very long.
But as many of them have loft the beginnings, which
have been cut out for the fake of the illuminations;
aud as I have not had ar& opportunity of examining

2 the
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the MS. myfelf, I fhall be content to mention only the
articles that follow (£) : viz.

An old Romance about Rouland (not I believe the fa-
mous Paladine, but a champion named Rouland Louth 3
query) being in the Volume, Numb. xxvi1.in § leaves,
and wants the beginning.

33. Another Romance, that feems to be a kind of
continuation of this laft, intitled, Ol a Knight,
(Numb. xxvrir. in 11 leaves and a half) The two
firtt lines are,

Herkneth both zinge and old,
That willen heren of battailes bold.

4o The King of Tars (Numb. 1v, in g leaves and a
half; it is alfo in the Bodleyan Library, MS. Vernon,
£, 304.) beginning thus s

Herkneth to me bothe eld and zing,
For Marics love that {fwete thing.

35. A Tale or Romance, (Numb. 1. 2 leaves), that
wants both beginning and end. The firft lines now re-
maining are,

Th Erl him graunted his will y-wis, that the knicht him haden

d ¥ told.

‘The Baronnis that were of mikle pris. befor him thay weren
y-cald, .

{}) Some of thefe I give, though mutilated and divefted of their
fitles, becaufe they may enable a curious inquirer to complete or
improve other copies,

36. Another
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36. Another mutilated Tale or Romance (Num. 111.
4 leaves). The firil lines at prefent are,
To Mr, Steward wil y gon, and telien him the fothe of the
Refeyved beftow fone anon.  gif Zou will fe:ve and with hirbe,

37. A mutilated Tale or Romance .(Numb. x1.in 13
leaves). 'The two firft lines that occur are,

That riche Dooke his feft gan hold
With Erls 4nd with Buronns bold.

T cannot conclude my account of this curions Mani-
feript, without acknowledging, that I was indebted to the
friendthip of the Rev. Dr. BLA1r, the ingenious Profeflor
of Belles Lettres, in the Univerfity of Edinburgh, for
whatever I learned of itscontents, and for the important
additions it enabled me to make to the foregoing lift.

To the preceding articles, two ancient MetricalRoman-
ces in the Scoutifh dialect may now be added, which are
publifhed in PrnkerTON's ¢ Scottifh Poems, reprinted
¢ from fcarce Editions,” Lond. 1792, in 3 Vols. 8vo. viz.

38. Gawan and Gilogras, a Metrical Romance; from
“ an edition printed at Edirburgh, 1508, 8vo. beginning,
Inthe tyme of Arthur, as trew men me tald.

1t is in ftanzas of 13 lines,

39. Sir Gawan and Sir Galaron of Gallrway, a Me-
trical Romance, in the {fame itanzas as No, 37, from an
ancient MS. beginning thus:

In the tyme of Arthur an aunter (/) betydde
By the Turnwathelan, as the boke Iells;
‘Whan he to Carlele was comen, and conqueror kyd, &c.

(1) i.e. Adventure,
Both
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Both thefe (which exhibit the union of theold Allite-
rative Metre, with rhime, &c. and in the termination
of each ftanza the fhort triplets of the Turnament of -
Totenham,) are judged to be as old as the time of our
K. Henry VI. being apparently the produétion of an
old Poet," thus mentioned by Dunbar, in his ¢¢ Lanient
for the Deth of the Makkaris :”

# Clerk of Trinent eik he hes take,
4 That made the aventers of Sir Gawane.”

It will {carce be neceffary to remind the Reader, that
Turnewathelan is evidently Tearne-Wadling, celebrated
in the old Eallad of the MARRIAGE OF SiR GAWAINEs
See pp. 12, and 351, of this Volume.

Many new references, and perhaps fome additional
articles might be added to the foregoing lift from Mr.
WarTon’s ¢ Hilfory of Englifh Poetry,” 3 vols. 4to.
and from the Notes to Mr. TYRWHITT's improved
Edition of ¢ Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales,” &c. in §
Vols, 8vo. which have been publifhed fince this Essav,
&c. was firft compofed; but it will be fufficient once
for all to refer the curious Reader to thofe popular
Works.

The Reader will alfo fee many interefling particulars
on the fubjedt of thefe volumes, as well as on moft
points of gencral literature, in Sir Joun Hawkins’s
curious ‘ Hiftory of Mufic,” &c. in 5 volumes, 4to.
as alfo in Dr. BurNEY’s Hifts &c. in 4 vols. 4to.

THE END OF THE E S5AY.
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I

THE BOY AND THE MANTLE

—— Is printed verbatim from the old MS. deferibed in
the Preface. The Editor believes it more ancicnt than it
will appear to be at firff fight ; the tranfiriber of that ma-
nufeript having reduced tie orthegraphy and fiyle in many
inflances to the flandard of his own times.

The incidents of the MANTLE and the KN1FE have not, ,
that I can recollelt, been borrowed from any other awriter.
The former of thefe evidently fuggefled to Spenfer his conceit

Frorimer’s GirpLE, civ. Coo5. St 3.

That girdle gave the wirtue of chafte love

And wivebood true to all that did it beare;
But awhofoever contrarie doth prove,

Might not the fame abous ber middle weare,
But it would loofe or elfe afunder teare.

8o it bappened to the falfe Florimel, f. 16, when
~—— Being brought, about her middle fuall
They thought to gird, as beft it ber became,
But by no means they could it thereto frame,

For ever as they faftned it,” it loos’d

And fell away, as feeling fecret blame, e,
That all menwondred at the uncouth fight

And each one thought as to their fancies came.

But fbe herfelf did think it done for [pight,

And touched was with fecret wrath and [hame

Therewith, as thing deviz'd ber to defame :

Then many other ladres likewife tride

About their tender loynes to knit the fame,

But it would not on none of them abide, i
But when they thought it fafs, eftfoones it was untide.
Thereat all knights gan laugh and ladies lowre,

Till that at laft the gentle Amoret

B

Vou. L1, Like-
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Likewife affayed to prove that girdle’s pewre.

And baving it about ber widdle fet

Did find it fit withouten breach or Jet,

Whercat the reft gan greatly to envie.

But Florimel cxceedingly did fret

dnd fuctching from ber band, &c.
As for the trial of the HorNE. it Is net peculiar fo our Poet }
It occurs in the old romance, intitled ** Merte drthur,” which
awas tranflated out of French in the time of K. Edw. 1V . and
firf printed anno 1484, From that romance Aricfto is thought
0 have borrvved bis tale of the Enchanted Cup, C. 42. &c.
Ser Mr. Warton's Qbfervations on the Faerie Queen, &¢.

The flory of the Born in Morte Arthur waries a good
déal from this of car Poet, as the reader will judge from
the fellowing extrafl. “ By the way they met with a
&< kuight that was fent from Morgan la Faye to king Ar-
¢ thur, and this knight had a fair boinz all garnifbed with
¢ gold, and the borne bad fuch a virtue, thut there might
< ato lndye or gentlewoman drinke of that berne, but if fre
< were e to her buftand: and if free were falfe fbe
¢ frould [pill all the drinke, and if fbee wwere true unto ber
¢ Jorde, fhee riight drink peaceably: and becaufé of -queene
¢ Guencver and in defpite of Sir Launcelot du Lale, this
¢ borne was fent unta king Arthur.”’ Tbis born is in-
tercepted and brought unto another king named Marie wcho
is not a whit move firtunate than the Britifh bero, for be
makes ¢ bis geene drinke thereof and an bundred ladies
¢ mee, and there were but feure ladies of all thefe that
¢ drank cleane” of which number the jaid queen proies
#ot 10 be pric {Book I1. chap. 22. Ed, 1632.]

In otber refpelts the two flories are fo different, that we
bave juff reafon to fuppefe this Ballod was written bofire
that romance was iranflated into Englifh.

As for queen GuENEVER, fbe is ft"t reprefented no dther-
wife than in the old Hiffories and Romances. Hlinfhed
cbferves, that *¢ fbe was evil reported of, as moted of incontis
** wence and breach of feish to bir hufbend.” Fel. I p. g3.

65" Svce READzRS, ASHAVE NORELISH FOR PURE
ANTIQUITY, WILL FIND A MORE MODERN COPY OF
341S BALLAD AT THE END OF TiE VOLUME,

IN
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N the third day of may,
To Carleile did come
A kind curteous child,
That cold much of wifdome,

A kirtle and a mantle A
‘This child had uppom,

With * brouches’ and ringes

Full richelye bedone.

He had a fute of filke

About his middle drawne 3 30
Without he cold of curtefye

He thought itt much thame.

God fpeed thee, king Arthur,

Sitting at thy meate:

And the goodly queene Guénever, 15
J cannott her forgett.

I tell you, lords, in this hall;

I hett you all to ¢ heede’;

Except you be the more furer

Is you for to dread, 29

He plucked out of his ¢ poterner,’
And longer wold not dwell,

He pulled forth a pretty mantle,
Betweene two nut-fhells.

¥2r. 9. Branches, MS, Per. 18. heate, MS. Ver, 21. pofén’er, MS.
B2 Have
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Have thou here, king Arthur ;
Have thou heere of mee:
Give itt to thy comely queene
Shapen as itt is alrcadye.

Itt fhall never become that wiffe,
"That hath once done amiffe.

Then every knight in the kings court
Began to care for ¢ his.’

Forth came dame Guénever;
To the mantle fhee her ¢ hied’ ;
‘The ladye fhee was newfangle,
But yett thee was affrayd.

When fhee had taken the mantle;
She ftoode as fhee had beene madd :
It was from the top to the toe

As fheeres had itt fhread.

One while was itt ¢ gule’; Y
Another while was itt greene 3
Another while was itt wadded :
111 itt did her befeeme.
- other while was it blacke
~"And bore the worft hue:
By my troth, quoth king Arthur,
1 thinke thou be not true.

30

35

40

45

Fer, 32, his wisfe, MS, Ver. 34. bided. MS,  Ver. 4. gaule. Ilg.i'.
: - Shee;



ANCIENT POEMS. 3§

Shee threw downe the mantle,

That bright was of blee; §0
Faft with a rudd redd,

To her chamber can fhee flee,

She curft the weaver, and the walker,

That clothe that had wrought 3

And bade a vengeance on his crowne, 53
That hither hath itt brought.

1 had rather be in a wood,

Under a greene tree;

Then in king Arthurs court

Shamed for to bee. 60

Kay called forth his ladye,
And bade her come neerej
Saies, Madam, and thou be guiltye,
1 pray thee hold thee there.

Forth came his ladye 65
Shortlye and anon; ,

Boldlye to the mantle

Then is fhee gone.

When fhe had tane the mantle,

And caft it her about; " g0
‘Then was fhee bare

¢ Before all the rout.” _ ‘
B3 Then
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‘Then every knight,

‘That was in the kings court,

Talked, laughed, and fhowted 75
Full oft att that fport. :

Shee threw downe the mantle,

- That bright was of blec;

Faft, with a red rudd,

‘To her chamber can fhee flee. 8a

Forth came an old knight
Pattering ore a creede,

And he proferred to this litle boy
‘Twenty markes to his meede ;

And all the time of the Chriftmafle 85
Willinglye to ffeede ;

For why this mantle might

Doce his wiffe fome need.

When flie had tane the mantle,

Of cloth that was made, 9a
Shee had no more left on her,

But a taflell and a threed :

Then every knight in the kings court

Bade evill might fhee fpeed.

Shee threw downe the mantle, 11
That bright was of blee ;

Per, 754 lauged, MS,
2 And
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And faft, with a redd rudd,
To her chamber can fhee flee,

Craddocke called forth his ladye,

And bade her come in; . 100
Saith, Winne this mantle, ladye,

With 4 litle diune. R

Winuge this mantle, ladye,

And it fhal be thine,

If thou never did amiffe 10§
Since thou walt mine.

Forth came Craddockes ladye

Shortlye and anon 3 [

But boldlye to the mantle

Then is fhee gone. 110

When fliee had tane the mantlc,

And cattitt her about,

Upp att her great toe

It began to crinkle and crowt:

Shee faid, bowe downe, mantle, 115
And thame me not for nought,

Once I did amiffe,

Itell you certainlye, *

When I kift Craddockes mouth

Under a greene tree; 120
By When
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When 1 kift €raddockes mouth’
Before he marryed mee.

When {lzec had her (hreeven,

And her fines fhee had tolde;

The mantle floode about her 12§
Right as fhee wold:

Seemelye of coulour

Glittering like gold:

Then every knight in Arthurs court

Did her behold. 39
Then fpake dame Guénever
To Arthur our king;

She hath tane yonder mantle
Not with right, but with wronge.

o

See you not yonder woman, 135
That maketh her felf ¢ cleane’?

1 have feene tane out of her bedd

Of men fiveteene;

Priefts, clarkes, and wedded men

From her bedeene: 140
Yett thee taketh the mantle,

And maketh her felf cleane,

Vor. 134. Wright, MS, Ver. 136 cleare, MS. Var. 140. by deene, MS.
 Then
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Then fpake the litle boy,

That kept the mantle in hold;

Sayes, king, chaften thy wiffe, 145
Of her words fhee is_to_bold :

Sheeis a bitch and 3 witch,

And a whore bold:

King, in thine owne hall

Thou art a cuckold. 150

The litle boy ftoode

Looking out a dore;

¢ And there as he was lookinge
¢ He was ware of a wyld bores’

He was ware of a wyld bore, 185
‘Wold have werryed a man:

He pulld forth a wood kniffe,

Faft thither that heran:

He brought in the bores head,

And quitted him like a man. 160

He brought in the bores head,

And was wonderous bold :

He faid there was never a cuckolds kniffe
Carve itt that cold.

Some rubbed their knives 163
Uppon a whetftone:
RN : Some
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Some threw them under the table,
And faid they had none.

King Arthur, and the child
Stood looking upon them,
All their knives edges
Turned backe againe.

Craddocke had a litle knive

Of iron and of fleele;

He britled the bores head
WVondcrous weele s 5 i

That every knight in the kings court
Had 2 morflell,

The litle boy had a horne,

Of red gold that ronge :

He faid, there was noe cuckolde
Shall drinke of my horne;

But he fhold it fheede

Elther behind or beforne.

Some ﬂxgdd on their fhoulder,
And fome on their knee ;

He that cold not hitt his mouthe,
Put it in his eye: ’
And he that was a cuckold

Every man might him'feé

175 or birtled. MS. !
Craddocke

139

175

18q

185

190



ANCIENT POEMS. 1x

Craddocke wan the horne,

And the bores head:

His ladie wan the mantle

Unto her meede.

Everye fuch lovely ladye 195
God fend her well to fpeede.

II.
THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE

— Is chiefly taken from the fragment of an old ballad in
the Editor’s MS. awbich be bas reafon to believe more ancient
thaa the time of CHAUCER, and awbat furnifbed that bard
with his Wife of Bath's Tale. The original was fo ex-
tremely mutilated, balf of every leaf being torn away, that
awithout large fupplements, &c. it awas at firff deemed im-
proper for this collection : thefe it has therefore received, fuch
as they are. They are not bere particularly pointed out,
becaife the FRAGMENT itfelf awill now be found printed at
the end of this volume.

ParTt tHE FIRsT.
ING Arthur lives in merry Carleile,
And feemely is to fee;
And there with him queene Guenever,
That bride foe bright of blee.

And there with him queene Guencver, s
That bride fo bright in bowre :
And all his barons about him ftoode,

That were both ftiffe and ftowre.

Theking a royale Chriftmafle kept,
With mirth and priocelye cheare ; 10
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To him repaired many a knighte,
That came both farre and neare.

And when they were to dinner fette,
And cops went freely round 3 -

Before them came a faire damfile, 13
And knelt upon the ground.

A boone, a boone, O kinge Arthare,
T beg a boone cf thee;
Avenge me of a carlifh knighte,
Who hath fhent my love and mee. ze

At Tearne-Wadling * his caftle fiands,
Near to that lake {0 fair,

Aund proudlye rife the battlements,
And fireamers deck the air, -

Noe gentle knighte, nor ladye gay, 25
May pafs that cafile-walle :

But from that foule difcurteous knigfutc,
Mifhappe will them befalle.

Hee’s twyce the fize of common men,
Wi thewes, and fincwes ftronge, 30
And on his backe he bears a clubbe,
That is both thicke and longe.
* Tearne-AVodling is the naome of a fmall lake near Hefketh in Cume
Berland, on'tle road from Penrith to Carlifle. Thkere is a tradition, that
& old t},ﬁ[‘ once flood near the lake, the remains of awbich wwerenet long

Snce vifible. Team, in the dicledt ef that eormit) ifies a finalk
Lake and is fillin e, ¢ .
"This
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This grimme bardne *twas our harde happe,
But yefter morne to fee;

" - When to his bowre he bare my lave, 35

And fore mifufed mec.

Aud when I told him, king Arthire
As lyttle thold him fpare;

‘Goe telly fayd hee, that cuckold kinge,
To meete mee if he dare. 40

Upp then fterted king’ Arthire,
And fware by hille and dale,

He ne’er wolde quitt that grimme baréne,
Till ke had made him quail.

Goe fetch my fword Excalibar’s 45
Goe {addle mee my fleede;

Nowe, by my faye, that grimme bardne
Shall rue this ruthfulle deede.

And when he came to Tearne Wadlinge

Benethe the caflle walle : 50
¢ Come forth ; come forth; thou proude barone,
" Or yielde thyfelf my thralle.”

On magicke'grounde that cafile ftoode,
And fenc’d with many a fpelle:
Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, g5
But firaite his courage felle, :
. Forth
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Forth then rufh’d that carlifh knight,
King Arthur felte the charme :
His fturdy finewes loft their ftrengthe,

Downe funke his feeble arme.

Nowe yield thee; yield thee, kinge Arthiire,
Now yieid thee, unto mee3

Or fighte with mee, or lofe thy lande;
Noe better termes maye bee,

Unleffe thou fweare upon the rood;
And promife on thy faye,

Here to returae to Tearne-Wadling,
Upon the new-yeare’s daye ;

And bringe me worde what thing it is
All women mofte defyre ;

This is thy ranfoine, Arthur, he fayes,
Ile have noe other hyre.

King Arthur then helde up his hande,
And fware upon his faye,

Then tooke his leave of the grimme barone
And fafte hee rode awaye.

And he rode eaft, and he rode weft,
And did of all inquyre,

What thing it is all women crave,
And what they moft defyre,

6o

65

50

75

8o
Some
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Some told him riches, pompe, or flate;
Some rayment fine and brighte;

Some told him mirthe ; fome flatterye 3
And fome a jollye knighte,

In letters all king Arthur wrote, 85
And feal’d thein with his ringe :

Bt flill his minde was helde in doubte,
Each tolde a different thinge.

As ruthfulle he rode over a more,

He faw a ladye fette 9
Betweene an oke, and a greene holléye,

All clad in red * {carlette.

Her nofe was crookt and turnd outwirde,
Iier chin floode all awrye ;

And where as fholde have been her mouthe, g5
Lo! there was fet her eye:

Her haires, like ferpents, clung aboute
Her cheekes of deadlye hewe:
A worfe-form’d ladye than fhe was,
No man mote ever viewe, 100

To hail the king in feemelye forte
This ladye was fulle faine ;

But king Arthare all fore amaz’d,
No aunfivere made againe.

% This was a common phrafe in our old writers; [o Chaxver, in bis
Prelogue tv the Cant, Talesy fays of the wife of Bath:
Her bofea were of fyne fcailet red.

What
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What wight art thou, the ladye fayd,
That wilt not fpeake to mee;

Sir, I may chance to eafe thy painey
Though I bee foule to fee.

If thou wilt cafe my paine, he fayd,
And helpe me in my neede;

Afk what thou wilt, thou grimme ladye,
And it fhall bee thy meede.

O fveare mee this upon the roode,
And promife on thy faye;

And here the fecrette I will telle,
‘That fhall thy ranfome paye.

King Arthur promis’d on his faye,
And fware upon the roode;

The fecrette then the ladye told,
Aslightlye well thee cou’de.

Now this fhall be my paye, fir king,
And this my guerdon bee,

That fome yong fair and courtlye knight,
Thou bringe to marrye mee.

Faft then pricked king Arthare
Ore hille, and dale, and downe:

And foone he founde the barone’s bowre ;
And foone the grimme barodne.

10§

116

11§

125

He
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He bare his clubbe upon his backe,

Hee ftoode bothe ftiffe and {tronge; 130
And, when he had the letters reade,

Awaye the lettres flunge,

Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lands,
All forfeit unto mee;

For this is not thy paye, fir king, 135
Nor may thy ranfome bee.

Yet hold thy hand, thou proud bardne,
1 praye thee hold thy hand;
And give mee leave to fpeake once more
In refkewe of my land. 140

This morne, as I came over a more,
I faw a ladye fette

Betwene an oke, and a greene holléye,
All clad in red fearlétte.

Shee fayes, all women will have their wille, 145
This is their chief defyre;

Now yield, as thou art a barone true,
That I have payd mine hyre.

An earlye vengeaunce light on her! )
The carlifh baron fwore: . 150
Shee was my fifter tolde thee this,
And fhee’s 2 mithapen whore,
Vou, IIL. ) C But
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But here I will make mine avowe,
To do her as ill a turne:

For an ever I may that foule theefe gette,
In a fyre I will her burne.

ParT THE SECONDE,

Omewarde pricked king Arthire,
And a wearye man was hee ;
And foone he mette queene Guenever,
That bride fo bright of blec.

What newes! what newes! thou nobje king,
Howe, Arthur, haft thou fped?

Where haft thou hung the carlifh knighte?
And where beftow’d his head?

The carlifh knight is fafe for mee,
And free fro mortal harme :

On magicke grounde his caftle ftands,
And fenc’d with many a charme.

"To bowe to him [ was fulle faine,
And yielde mee to his hand :
And but for a lothly ladye, there

1 fholde have loft my land.

155

19

rs
And
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And nowe this fills my hearte with woe,
And forrowe of my life;
I fwore a yonge and courtlye knight,
Sholde marry her to his wife. 20

Then befpake him fir Gawaine,
That was ever a gentle knighte:

That lothly ladye I will wed;
Therefore be merrye and lighte,

Nowe naye, nowe naye, good fir Gawaine; 25
My fifter’s fonne yee bee;

‘This lothlye ladye’s all too grimme,
And all too foule for yee.

Her nofe is crookt and turn’d outwirde;

Her chin ftands all awrye; 30
A worfe form’d ladye than fhee is

Was never feen with eye.

What though her chin ftand all awrye,
And fhee be foule to fee: ‘
T’ll marry her, unkle, for thy fake, 35
And Ul thy ranfome bee.

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good fir Gawiine ;
And a blefing thee betyde!
To-morrow wee’ll have knights and fquires,
And wee'll goe fetch thy bride, 40
Ca And
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And wee’ll have hawkes and wee’ll have houndes,

To cover our intent 3
And wee’llawey to the greene forft,
As wze a hunting weat., .

Sir Lancelot, fir Stephen bolde,
They rode with them that daye;

And foremofle of the companye
‘There rode the ftewarde Kaye:

Soe did fir Banier and fir Bore,
And eke fir Garratte keene;

Sir Triftram too, that geatle knight,
“To the foreft frefhe and greenc.

And wheno they came to the greene forrif,
Beneathe a faire holley tree

‘There fate that ladye in red fcarlétte
‘Fhat unfeemelye was to fee.

Sir Kay beheld that 1zdy’s face,
And looked upon her fweere 3
Whoever kifles that ladye, he fayes,
Of his kiffe he ftands in feare.

Sir Kay beheld that ladye againe,
And looked upon her faout;

Whoever kifes that fadye, he fayes,
Of his Iifle he fands in doubt.

45

so

55

6o

Peace,
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Peace, brother Kay, fayde fir Gawaine, 63
And amend thee of thy life:

For there is a knight amongft us all,
Muft marry her to his wife.

What marry this foule queane, quoth Kay,

T’the devil’s name anone; 70
Gett mee a wife wherever I 1 aye,

In footh fhee fhall be none.

Then fome tooke up their hawkes in hafle,
Aud fome took up their houndes;

Ard fayd they ~olde not marry her, forg
For cities, nor for'townes.

Then befpake him king Arthire,
And fware there by this daye ;

For a litile foule fighte and miflikinge, |
Yee thall not fay her naye. §o

Peace, lordings, peace; fir Gawaine fayd;
Nor make debate and ftrife;

This lothlye ladye I will take,
And marry her to' my wife.

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good fr Giwaine, 85
And a bleflinge be thy meede?
For as I am thine owne ladyg,
‘Thou ncver fhalt rue this deede,
C3 Ther
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Then up they took that lothly dame,
And home anone they bringe:
And there fir Gawaine he her wed,
And married her with a ringe.

And when they were in wed-bed laid,
And all were done awaye:

¢ Come turne to mee, mine owne wed-lord
Come turne to mee I praye.”

Sir Gawaine {cant could lift his head,
For forrowe and for care;

When, lo! inftead of that lothelye dame,
Hee fawc a young ladye faire,

Sweet blufhes ftayn’d her rud-red cheeke,
Her eyen were blacke as floe:

The ripening cherrye fwellde her lippe,
And all her necke was fnowe.

Sir Gawaine kifs’d that lady faire,
Lying upon the fhecte:

And fwore, as he was a true knighte,
The fpice was never foe fweete. °

Sir Gawaine kifs’d that lady brlghte,
. Lying there by his fide:

¢ The faireft flower is not foe faire:
Thou never can’ft bee my bride.”

9o

95

100

105

110

Iam
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1 am thy bride, mine owne deare lorde,
The fame whiche thou didit knowe,

That was foe lothlye, and was wont
Upon the wild more to goe.

Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chufe, quoth fhee,
And make thy choice with care;
Whether by night, or elfe by daye,
Shall I be foule or faire?

¢ To have thee foule ftill in the night,
When I with thee fhould playe!

I had rather farre, my lady deare,
To have thee foule by daye.”

What when gaye ladyes goe with their lordes
‘To drinke the ale and wine ;

Alas! then I muft hide myfelf,
1 muft not goe with mine ?

“ My faire ladye, fir Gawaine fayd,
1 yield me to thy fkille;

Becaufe thou art mine owne ladyé
Thou fhalt have all thy wille.,”

Nowe blefled be thou, fweete Gawiine,
And the daye that T thee fee;
For as thou feeft mee at this time,
Soe fhall I ever bee.
Cy4

2

113

120
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My
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My father was an aged knighte,
And yer it.chanced foe,
He tooke to wife a falfe ladyé,
Whiche broughte me to this woe. 140

Shee'witch’d mee, being a faire yonge maide,
In the greene foredt to dwelle;

And there to abide in lothlye fhape,
Mot like a fiend of helle.

Mid& mores and mofles; woods, and wilds; 143
To lead a lonefome life:

Till fome yong faire and court'ye knighte
Wolde mariye me to his wife:

Nor fully to gaine mine owne trewe fhape,

Such was her devilith fkille ; 150
Until he wolde yielde to be rul'd by mee,

And let mee have all my wille,

She witchd my brother to a carlith boore,
And made him fliffe and fironge ;

And built him a bowre on magicke grounde, 153
To live by rapine and wronge.

But now the fpelle is broken throughe,
And wronge is turnde to righte ;
Henceforth I fhall bee a faire ladye,
And hee be a gentle knighte. - 160
e I,
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1.
KING RYENCE’s CHALLENGE.

This fong is riore modern than many of thefe wokich fil-
fow it, but is placed here for the fake of the fubjet.” It
was fung before queene Elizaberh at the grand entertois-
ment at Kenelworth-caffle in 1375, and awas probably
compofed for that occafion. In a letter deferibing thofe fof i~

vities, it is thus mentioned: *“ 4 Minf-al came forth =

wirh
“a follem fang, warranted for flory out of K. Arthir's
 alfs, whereof I gat a copy, and is this:
¢ So it fell out on a Penteco?, e’ )
dfter the fong the narrative proceeds: ¢ At this tle
& Minflre!l made a paufe and a curtexy for Primus Paflus.
“ More of the fong is thear, but I gatt it not.”
The flory in Morte Arthur, whence it is taken, rans as
Jollows: ¢ Came a meffenger haflely from king Ryence of
“¢ North-Wales,—/aping, that king Ryence had difcomfired
 and overcomen eleaven kings, and everiche of them Jid
“ bim homage, and that was this: they gave him their
$ beards cleane flayne offi—awhercfore the meffenger came
¢ for king Arthur’s beard, for king Ryence had purfeled a
S mantell with kings beards, and i{ere lacked for onec a
¢ place of the mantell, wherefore le fent for his beard, ar
“elfe he would enter intg his lands, and breun and floy,
¢ and never leave till ke have thy head and thy board.
“ Well, faid king Arthur, thou haft faid thy meffage,
¢ avhich is the moft villainous and lewdeff meffage tfa'f
¢ ever man heard fent to a king. Alfo thou mayeft fee my
& beard is full young yet for to make a purfell of, but tell
¢ thou the king that—or it be long he fhail db to sae homage
“ on both his knees, or elfe ke fhall lecfe his head.” [B. [,
¢. 21, See alfo the fame Romance, B. 1. c.9z.] Y
The thought feems to be originally taken from Feff. Mon-
mouth's Hiff. B. X. c. 3. ‘w/u':{ is alluded to by Dray-
ton in his Poly-Olb, Song 4. and by Spenfer iu Faer. Qu. 6a
Y130 150 Sce the Ofervations on Spenfer, val. I1, p. zgz%:
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The following text is compofed of the beff readings fe-
lefted from three different copies. The firft in Enderbie’s
Cambria Triumphans, p. 197. The fecond in the Letser
abovementioned.  And the third inferted in MS. in a copy
of Morte Arthur, 1632, in the Bodl. Library.

Stow tells ws, that king Arthur kept his round table
ot “ diverfe places, but j ecially at Carlion, Wincheftery
“ and Camalet in Samerfz;/i’re.” This CAMALET, jome-
¢ times a famous towne or caffle, is fituate on a very high
“ tor or hill, &5¢.” [See an exalt defcription in Stowe’s
Annals, Ed. 1631, p. 55.]

AS it fell out on a Pentecoft day,
King Arthur at Camelot kept his court royall,
With his faire queene dame Guenever the gay;
And many bold barons fitting in hall; ;
With ladies attired in purple and pall;
And heraults in hewkes, hooting on high,
Cryed, Largeffe, Largefe, Chevaliers tres-hardie *.

A doughty dwarfe to the uppermoft deas
Right pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee;

With fteven fulle ftoute amids all the preas,
Sayd, Nowe fir king Arthur, God fave thec, and fee!
Sir Ryence of North-gales gieeteth well thee,

And bids thee thy beard anon to him fend,

©O1 ¢lfe from thy jaws he will it off rend.

For his robe of ftate is a rich fearlet mantle,
With eleven kings beards bordered t about,

# Lagefle, Largefle, The beralds refounded thefe words as oft as they
received of the bounty of the knights. Sce ¢ Memoires de la Chevalerie™
tom. L. p. 99.—The expreffion is fiill ufed in the form of inflalling knights

the garter. /

+ ioe. fet vound the border, as furs are mow round the gowons of Ma-

iffrares,
¢ And
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And there is room lefte yet in a kantle,
For thine to {tande, to make the twelfth out:
This muft be done, be thou never fo fiout ;
This muft be done, I tell thee no fable,
Maugre the teethe of all thy round table,

When this mortal meflage from his mouthe paft,
Great was the noylfe bothe in hall and in bower:
Theking fum’d ; the queene fcreecht ; ladies were aghaft;
Princes puffd ; barons bluftred ; lords began lower;
Knights ftormed; fquires ftartled, like fteeds in a ftower;
Pages and yeomen yell'd out in the hall,
‘Thea in came fir Kay, the ¢ king’s’ fenefchal.

Silence, my foveraignes, quoth this courteous knight,
And in that ftound the ftowre began flill: ‘

¢ Then’ the dwarfe’s dinner full deerely was dight;
Of wine and waffel he had his wille: i
And, when he had eaten and drunken his fill,

An hundred picces of fine coyned gold

Were given this dwarf for his meffage bold,

But fay to fir Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth the king,

That for his bold meffage I do him defye;
And fhortlye with bafins and pans will him ring

Out of North-gales; where he and I

With {words, and not razors, quickly fhall trye,
Whether he, or king Arthur will prove the beft barbor «
And therewith he fhook his good fword Excalibor.

44+ Strada, in his Prolufions, has ridiculed the Sory of
the Giant’s Mantle, made of the Beards of Kings.

7 1I¥. KING
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1v,
KING ARTHUR’s DEATIL.
A FrAGMENT.

Tlie fubject of this ballad is. evidently taken from the old
romance Morie drilur, Sur with fome variations, ¢fpecially
in the concluding flanzas; in whick' the author feems ra-
#her to follow the traditions of the old Welfp Bards, who
% helieved that King Arthur was not dead, but conveied
% gwaie by the Fairies into fome pleafant place, where ke
¢ flould remaine for a time, and thex returne againe and
“reign in. as great authority as ever.)’  Hobingfied.
B. 5. C. 14. or as it is expreffed in an old Chronicle printed
at Autwerp'r 493, by Ger. de Leew, * The Bretons fuppofen,
“ that he [ K. Arthur} fiall come yet and conquere’ all
“ Bretaigne, for certes this is the prophicye of Merlyn: He
¢ fayd," that his deth flall be doubteous ;s and fayd fork, for
“men theregf yet have doubte, and fhullen for ever more,
4 —— for men wyt not wwhether that ke lyveth or iy dede.”
See more ancient teflimonies in Selden's Notes on Poljolbion,
Sang 111. 2

This fragment being-very incorrel? and imperfelt in the
.riginal MS. hatk received fome conjeétural emendations, and
even a fupplemen: of 3 or 4 flauzas compofed from the res
mance of MorTE ARTHUR,

#® #* ¥ * *
N Trinitye'Mondaye in the morne,
"Fhis fore battayle was doom’d to bee ;
WWhere manye a knighte cry’d, Well-awaye!
Alacke, it was the more pittie,
¢ Ere
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Ere the firft crowinge of the cocke, 3
When as the kinge in his bed laye,

fle thoughte fir Gawnire to him came ¥, ° j
And there to him thefe wordes did faye.

Nowe, as you are mine unkle deare,

And as you prize your life, this daye 10
O meet not with your foe in fighte;

Putt off the battayle, if yee maye.

For fir Launcelot is nowe in Fraunce,
And with him many an hardye knighte :

Who will within this moneth be backe, 15
And will affiite yee in the fighte.

The kinge then call’d his nobles all,
Before the breakinge of the daye;
And tolde them howe fir Gawaine came,
And there to him thefe wordes did faye. 20

His nobles all this counfayle gave,
That earlye in the morning, hee
Shold fend awaye an herauld at armes,

To afke 2 parley faire and free.

Then twelve good knightes king Arthure chofe, 2z
The beft of all that with him were:
To pa:l:y with the foe in field,
And make with him agreement faire,
* Sir Gawaine had been killed at Arthur's landing an bis vetsern from
abroad, See the next Ballad, ver. 73.
The
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The king he charged all his hofte,

In readinefle there for to bee: 3®
But noe man fholde noe weapon fturre,

Unlefle a fword drawne they fhold fee.

And Mordred on the other parte,
Twelve of his knights did likewife bringe ;

The befte of all his companye, 35
To hold the parley with the kinge.

Sir Moidred alfoe charged his hofte,
In readisefle there for to bee;
But noe man tholde noe weapon fturre,
But if a fworde drawne they fhold fee, 40

For he durfte not his unkle trufie,
Nor he his nephewe, fothe to tell:
Alacke! it was a woefulle cafe,
As ere in Chriftentye befelle,

But when they were together mette, 48
And both to faire accordance broughte;

And a month’s league betweene them fette,
Before the battayle tholde be foughte ;

An addere crept forth of a bufhe,
Stunge one o’ th’ king’s knightes on the knee: 50
Alacke! it was a woefulle chance,
As cver was in Chriftentie.
When
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When the knighte found him wounded fore,

And fawe the wild-worme hanginge there ;

His fworde he from his fcabberde drewes
A piteous cafe as ye fhall heare,

For when the two hoftes fawe the fworde,
They joyned battayle inftantlye;

Till of foe manye ncble knightes,
On one fide there were left but three.

For all were flain that durft abide,

And but fome fewe that fled awaye:
Ay mee! it was a bloodye fielde,

Asere was foughte on fummer’s daye.

Upon king Arthur’s own partyg,
Onlye himfelfe efcaped there,
And Lukyn duke of Glofter free,

And the king’s butler Bedevere.

And when the king beheld his knightes,
All dead and fcattered on the molde;

The teares faft trickled downe his face;
That manlye face in fight fo bolde,

Nowe refte yee all, brave knights, he faid,
Soe true and faithful to your truft:
And muft yee then, ye valiant hearts,
Be lefte to moulder into duft!

31
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BMoft loyal have,yee been to mee,

Moft true and faithful unto deathe:
And, oh! to rayfe yee up againe,

How freelye could I yield my breathe!

Eut fee the traitor’s yet alive,

Lo where hee ftalkes among the deade!
Kowe bitterlye he fhall abye :

And vengeance fall upon his head.

O ftaye, my liege, then fayd the duke;
O ftaye for love and charitie ;
Remember what the vifion {pake,
Nor meete your foe, if it may bee.

O, ftaye mee not, thou worthye wight,
This debt my loyal knights I owe:
Betide me life, betide me deatb,
I will avenge them of their foe.

Then ftraite he grafp’d his truftye fpeare,
And on his horfe then mounted hee:
As his budler holpe him to his horfe,
His bowels gufhed to his knee.

Alas! then fayd the noble king,
That T fhould live this fight to fee!
To fee this good knight here be flaine,
All for his love in helping mee!

8o
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100
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He put his fpeare into his refte,
And to fir Mordred loud gan crye;
Nowe fette thyfelf upon thy guarde,
For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye.

Sir Mordred lifted up his fworde,
And fierce to mect the king ran hees
The king his fpeare he through him thruft;
A fathom thorow his bodie.

When Mordered felt the ftroke of death,
And found that he was wounded foe ;

He thrufte himfelfe upon the fpeare,
And ftrucke the king a deadlye blowe.

Then grimmlye dyed fir Mordered,
Prefentlye upon that tree:

And bloody ftreames ranne from the kmge
Ere to the duke returned hee.

Sir Lukyn then he thus befpake,

Sir knighte, thou baft beene faithfulle tryde,

Nowe take my fword Excalibar ¥,
That hangs fo freelye by my fyde:

O take my {fword Excalibar,
And there into the river throwe:

For here, henceforth, benethe this tree,
All ufe of weapons I foregoe.

105
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120

® More commynly called, Caliburn. In the folio MS. Efcaliberd.

Vo IIL

And
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And fare thee well, thou truftye {word,
A better neer had valiant knighte,

With thee full ofte, and manye a daye,
Have I withftood my foe in fighte.

With this good fauchion in my hande,

Oft have I reapd the bloody feelde :
But nowe the fatalle houre is come,

That never more I may thee weelde.

‘The duke to the river fide he went,

And there his owne {word in threwe hes
But he kept back Excalibar,

He kept it back in privitie.

For all of coleyne was the blade;
And all the hilte of precious flone:
And ever alacke! then fayd the knighte,
Mutft fuch a fword awaye be throwne ?

Then backe he came unto the kinge,
Who fayd, Sir Lukyn, what did yee fee?
Nothing, my liege, fave that the winde
Blewe oer the waters faire and free.

O goe againe, then faid the kinge,
O good fir Lukyn, goc againe:
Into the rivere throwe my fword,
Nor keepe me lingering here in paine.

12§
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145

The
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The duke then to the river went,

And the kings fcabberd in threwe hee;
But hee kept backe Excalibar,

And hid it undernethe a tree.

Then backe he came to tell the kinge,
Who fayde, Sir Lukyn fawe ye oughte?

Nothinge, my liege, fave that the winde
Nowe with the angrye waters fought.

O Lukyn, Lukyn, faid the kinge,
Twice bafte thou dealr deceytfullye:
Alacke, whom may wee ever trufte,
When fuche a knighte foe falfe can bee ?

Saye, wouldft thou have thy mafter dead; _
Al for afword, that wins thine eye:
Nowe goe againe, and throweit in,
Or here the one of us thall dye,

The duke, all fhent with this rebuke,
No aunfwere made unto the kinge:

But to the rivere tooke the fivorde,
And threwe it far as he coulde flinge.

- A hande and an arme did meete the fiworde,
And flouri{hd three times in the air;
Then funke benethe the renninge ftreme, .
And of the duke was feene noe mair.
D2
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All fore aftonied ftood the duke ;
He flood as ftill; as fill mote bee s

Then haftend backe to telle the kinge; 175
But he was gone from under the tree.

But to what place he cold not tell,
For never after hee did him fpye:

But hee fawe a barge goe from the land, 180
And hee heard ladycs howle and crye *.

And whether the kinge were there, or not,
Hee never knewe, nor ever colde : ¥

For from that fad and direfulle daye, 185
Hee never more was feene on molde.

*
‘-*

Ver, 178. fee MS.
* Not unlike that paffage in Virgil.
Summogque vlularunt vertice nymphze.
LADIES was the word our old Englifk writers ufed for
Nymeus: Asin the following lines of an old fong in the
Editor’s folio MS.
“ When feorching Phabus ke did mount, .
¢ Then Lady Penus avent to hunt ;
“ To whon Diara did refort,
Witk all the Ladyes of kills, and valleys,
% OF Jprings, and floodes, ¢,

V. THE
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V.
THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUR

We bave here a [bort fummary of K. Arthur’s Fiflory as
given by Jeff. of Monmouth and the old chronicles, ewith
" the addition of a few circumflances from the romance Morte
Arthur.——The ancient chronicle of Ger. de Leew (quoted
above in p. 28.), feems to have bzen chiefly followed s upon
the authority of which we have reflored fome of the names
which aere corrupted in the MS. and have tranfjsfed one
Ranza, which ap;eared to be mifplaced, [viz. that beginning
at v, 49. whick in the MS. followed v. 36.)
Printed from the Editor’s ancient folio Manufcript.

F Brutus’ blood, in Brittaine borne,
O King Arthur I am to pame;
Through Chriftendome, and Heathynefle,

Well knowne is my worthy fame,

In Jefus Chrift I doe beleeve;’ a
1am a chriflyan bore :

‘The Father, Sone, and Holy Goft
One God, I doe adore.

Ver. 1, Bruite his, MS,
D In
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Ver. 9. Hebegan pis reign A.D. g1, according to the Chronicles.
Ver, 23 She is named \gerna in the od Chronicles.  Ver. 24. his. MS.
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In the four hundred ninetieth yeere,
Over Brittaine I did rayne,

After my favior Chrift his byrth
What time I did maintaine

The fellowfhipp of the table round,
Soe famous in thofe dayes ;

Whereatt a hundred noble knights,
And thirty fat alwayes :

Who for their deeds and martiall feates,
As bookes done yett record,
Amongft all other nations
Wer feared throwgh the world.

Andiin the cafile off Tyntagill °
King Uther mee begate

Of Agyana a bewtyous ladye,
And come of ¢ hie’ eftate.

And when I was fifteen yeere old,
Then was I crowned kinge:

All Brittaine that. was att an uprore, .
I did to quiett bringe.

And drove the Saxons from the realme,
Who had oppreft this land;-

’

10

15

20

30

All



ANCIENT POEMS. 39

Al] Scotland then throughe manly feats
I conquered with my hand.

Ireland, Denmarke, Norway,
Thefe countryes wan I all;
Ifeland, Gotheland, and Swethland; 35
And made their kings my thrall,
1 conquered all Gallya,
That now is called France;
And flew the hardye Froll in feild
My honor to advance. 40

And the ugly gyant Dynabus
Soe terrible to vewe,

That in Saint Barnards mount did lye,
By force of armes I flew:

And Lucyus the emperour of Rome 43
I brought to deadly wracke;

And a thoufand more of noble knightes
For feare did turne their backes

Five kinges of ¢ paynims’ I did kill

Amidft that bloody ftrife; 50
Befides the Grecian emperour

Who alfoe loft his liffe.

Ver. 39. Froland field MS.  Froll according to the Chronicles was a
Raoman knight gevernor of Gauls Ver. g1, Danibus. JS.

Vere 49. of Pavye. MS.
o D4  Whofe
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Whofe carcafle I did fend to Rome
Cladd poorlye_ on a beere;

And afterward I paft Mount-Joye
"The next approaching yeere. .

Then I came to Rome, where I was mett
Right as a conquerour,

And by all the cardinalls folempnelye
I was crowned an emperour.

One winter there I made abode:
Then word to mee was brought

Howe Mordred had opprefsd the crownes
‘What treafon he had wrought

Att home in Brittaine with my queene;
Therfore I came with {peede

To Brittaine backe, with all my power,
To quitt that traiterous decde:

And foone at Sandwiche T arrivde,
Wkere Mordred me withftoode:

But vett at laft [ landed there,
With effufion of much blood.

For there my nephew fir Gawaine dyed,
Being wounded in that fore,

‘The whiche fir Lancelot in fight
Had given him before.
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‘Thence chafed T Mordered away,
Who fledd to London right,
From London to Winchefter, and
To Cornewalle tooke his fiyght, 8o

And {1 T bim purfued with fpeed
Till at the laft wee mett:

Wherby an appointed day of fight
Was theie agreed and fett,

Where we did fight, of mortal life 83
Eche other to deprive,

Till of a hundred thoufand men
Scarce one was left a live.

There all the noble chivalrye

Of Brittaine tooke their end. 90
O fee how ficklc is their ftate

That doe on feates depend!

There all the traiterous men were flaine
Not onc efcapte away ;

And there dyed all my vallyant knight:se 95
Alas! that woefull day! Y

Twoand twent)" yeere I ware the crowne
In honor and great fame
And thus by deaih was fuddenlye
Deprived of the fame. 100

Virs g2, perbaps fatess
VI. A
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VI.
A DYTTIE TO HEY DOWNE.

Copied from anold MS. in the Cotton Library, [Pefp. A. 28]
intitled, * Divers things of Hen, viif's time.”’

H O fekes to tame the bluftering winde,
* Or caufse the floods bend to his wyll,
Or els againft dame nature’s kinde
To ¢ change’ things frame by cunning fkyll:
‘That man I thinke beftoweth paine, 5
‘Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine,

Who ftrives to breake the fturdye feele,
Or goeth about to ftaye the funne;
Who thinks to caufse an oke to reele, .
Which never can by force be done: 10
" That man likewife betoweth paine,
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine.

Who thinks to ftryve againft the ftreame,
And for to fayle without a mafte;

Unlefse he thinks perhapps to faine, 15
His travell ys forelorne and waftc;

And fo in cure of all his paine,

His travell ys his cheffeft gaine,

Ver. 4. caufle. M,
Se
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So he lykewife, that goes about
To pleafe eche eye and every eare,
Had nede to have withouten donbt
A golden gyft with hym to beare;
For evyll report fhall be his gaine,
Though he beftowe both toyle and paine.

God grant eche man one to amend ;
God fend us all a happy place;;
And let us pray unto the end,
* That we may have our princes grace:
Amen, amen! fo fhall we gaine
A dewe reward for all our paine.

VL
GLASGERION.

43

20

25

30

An ingenious Friend thinks that the following old Disty

(whick 1is printed from the Editor’s folio BMS.) may
poffibly have given birth to the Tragedy of the ORPHAN,
in wbhich Polidore intercepts Menimia’s intended favours to
Caftalio.

See what is faid cincerning the hero of this fong, (who is

Lafgerion was a kings owne fonne,
And a harper he was goode s
He harped in the kinges chambere,
Where cuppe and caudle ftoode.

celebrated by Cuavucsr under the name of GLASKYRION)
in the Effay prefixed to Fol. I. Note H. Pt. IV, (2).

And
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And foe did hee in the queens chamiter, 5
Till ladies waxed ¢ glad.’

And then befpake the kinges danghter;
And thefe wordes thus thee fayd.

" Strike on, firike on, Glafgérion,

Of thy ftriking doe not blinne: : 10
Theres never a ftroke comes oer thy harpe,
Bue it glads my hart withinne.

Faire might he fa!l, ladye, quoth hee,
Who taught you nowe to fpeake!

1 have loved you, ladye, feven longe yeere 15
My minde I necre durlt breake.

But come to my bower, my Glafgeridn,
When all men are att veft:
As I am a ladie true of my promife,
Thou fhalt bee a welcome gueft. 20

Home then came Glafgerion,
A glad man, lord! was hee.

And, come thou hither, Jacke my boy;
Come hither unto mee.

For the kinges daughter of Normandye 25
Hath granted mee my boone:

And att her chambere muft I bee
Beffore the cocke have crowen.

¥er. 6. wood. MS, Ver. 16, harte. MS.
7 : O mafler,
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O mafter, mafter, then quoth hee,

Lay your head downe on this ftone: 30
For I wiil waken you, mafter deere,

Afore it be time to gone.

But np then rofe that lither ladd,
And hofe and fhocne did on:

A coller he caft upon his necke, 35
Hee feemed 4 gentleman,

And when he came to the ladies chamber,
A He thrild upon a pinn *,
The lady was true of her promife,
Rofe up and lett him in. ‘ 40

He did not take the lady gaye
To boulfter nor to bed:

¢ Nor thoughe hee had his wicked wille,
¢ A fingle word he fed

He did not kiffe that ladyes mouthe, 43
Nor when he came, nor youd:

And fore miftrufted that ladye gay,
He was of fome churls bloud.

* This is clfewbere exprefed ¢ twirled the pin’ or ¢ tirled at the pin®
{See B. IL. 8. VL v. 3.{andftem: to refer to the turning round the but-
ton on the eutfide of a doory by which the latch rifes, flill ufed in cottages.

; But
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But home then came that lither ladd, °
And did off his hofe and fhoone;
And caft the coller from off his necke:

He was but a churlts fonne.
\

Awake, awake, my deere mafler,
The cock hath well-nigh crowen.

Awake, awake, my mafler deere,
Thold it time to be gons.

For T have faddled your horfle, maftdr,
Well bridled 1 have your fieede:

And 1 have ferved you a good breakfaft:
For thereof ye have need. -

Up then rofe, good Glafgerion,
And did on hofe and fhoone;
And caft a coller about his necke:

For he was a kinge his foone.

And when he came to the ladyes chamber,
He thrild upon the pinnes:

The ladye was more than true of promife,
And refe and let him inn.

Saies, whether have you left with me
Your bracelett or your glove ?

2
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Or are you returned backe againe
‘To know more of my love?

Glafgtrion fwore a full great othe,
By oake, and afhe, and thorne;

Lady, I was never in your chambr, 73
Sith the time that I was borne.

O then it was your lither foot-page,
He hath beguiled mee.
Then fhee pulled forth a litle pen-kniffe,
That hanged by her knees %o

Sayes, there fhall never noe churlés blood
Within my bodye fpring:

No churlés blood fhall ever defile
The daughter of a kinge.

Home then went Glafgérion, - 85
And woe, good lord, was hee.

Sayes, come thou hither, Jacke my boy,
Cotne hither unto mee.

If Thad killed a man to night,

Jacke, I would tellit thee: 99
But if 1 have not killed a man to night

Jacke, thou haft killed three.

Per. 77. litle. M.
And
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And he puld out his bright browne fivord,
And dryed it on his fleeve,

And he fmote off that lither ladds Lead, 95
Who did his ladye grieve.

He fett the fwords poyat till his breft,
The pummil untill a ftone :
Throw the falfenefle of that lither ladd,
Thefe ihree lives werne all gone. 100

VIIL.
OLD ROBIN OF PORTINGALE.

From an ancient copy in the Editor's folio MS. whick
was judged to require confiderable vorrefFions.

In the former Edition the keroof this piece had been called
Sir Robin, but that title not being in the MS. is now omitteds

ET never again foe old a man
Marrye foe yonge a wife,
As did old Robin of Portingale
Who may rue all the dayes of his life.

For the mayore danghter of Lin; god wott, 5
He chofe her to his wife,

And thought with her to have lived in love,
But they fell to hate and firife. .

They
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They fcarce were in their wed-bed laid,

And fcarce was hee afleepe, 10
But upp fhee rofe, and forth thee goes,

To the fteward, and gan to weepe.

Sleepe you, wake you, faire fir Gyles?
Or be you not within ?

Sleepe you, wake you, faire fir Gyles, 15
Arife and let me inn.

O, Iam waking, {weete, he faid,
Sweete ladye, what is your will?
I have unbethought me of a wile
How my wed-lord weell {pill. 20

Twenty-four good knights, fhee fayes,
That dwell about this towne,

Even twenty-four of my next coztns,
Will helpe to dinge him downe.

All that beheard his litle footepage, 25
As he watered his mafters fteed;

And for his mafters fad perille
His verry heart did bleed.

He mourned ftill, and wept full fore;
I {fweare by the holy roode 30
The teares he for his mafter wept
Were blent water and bloude.
Ver. vq. unbethpught, [properly onbethought] this word is fiill ufed

4a.the Midland counties in the fame fenfe as bethought.
Ver. 32. blend. MS.

Vou. IIL E And
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And that beheard his deare maftér
As he ftood at his garden pale:

Sayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot-page, 35
What cacfes thee to wail? i

Hath any one done to thee wronge
Any of thy fellowes here?
Or is any of thy good friends dead,
That thou fhedft manye a teare? 40

Or, if it be my head bopkes-man,
Aggrieved he fhal bee:

For no man here within my hawfe,
Shall doe wrong unto thee. 3

O, it is not your head bookes-man, 4%
Nor none of his degree :
But, on to-morrow ere it be noone
All deemed to die are yee.

And of that bethank your head fleward,

And thank your gay ladie. 50
If this be true, my litle foot-page,

The heyre of my land thouft bee.

<

_If it be not true, my dear mafter,
No good death let me die.
If it be not trug, thou litle foat-page, 55
A dead cerfe fhalt thou lie.

Far, 47 ot to-meTraw, Ms. Fer. 56. bee, MS.
O call
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O call now downe my faire ladye,
O call her downe to mee:

And tell my ladye gay how ficke,
And like to die I bee.

Downe then came his ladye faire,
All clad in purple and pall :

The rings that were on her fingérs,
Caft light thorrow the hall,

What is your will, my owne wed-lord?
What is your will with mee?

O fee, my ladye deere, how ficke,
And like to die I bee.

And thou be ficke, my own wed-lord,
Soe fore it grieveth me:

But my five maydens and myfelfe
Will ¢ watch thy” bedde for thee:

And ac the waking of your firfl fleepe,
We will a hott drinke make :

And at the waking of your ¢ next’ fleepe,
Your forrowes we will flake,

He put a filk cote on his backe,
And mail of manye a fold :
And hee putt a fieele cap on his head,

Was gilt with good red gold.

+ Per. 72, make the, MS. Ver. 75. ficft. MS.
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He layd a bright browne fword by kLis fide,
And another att his feete:

¢ And twentye good knights he placed at hand,

" To watch him in his fleepe.’

And about the middle time of the night, 85
Came twentye-four traitours inn:

Sir Giles he was the foremoft man,
The leader of that ginn.

Old Robin with his bright browne fword,

Sir Gyles head foon did winn 04
And fcant of all thofe twenty-four,

Went out one quick agenn,

None fave only a litle foot page,
Crept forth at a window of ftone:

And he had two armes when he came in, 95
And he went back with one,

Upp then came that ladie gaye
With torches burning bright :

She thought to-have brought fir Gyles a drinke,
Butt fhre found her owne wedd knight, 100

The firft thinge that fhe ftumbled on
It was fir Gyles his foote :
Sayes, Ever alacke, and woe is mee!
Here lyes my fivecte hart-roote.
The
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The next thinge that the ftumbled on 10§
It was fir Gyles his heade :

Sayes, Ever, alacke, and woe is me!
Heere lyes my true love deade.

Hee cutt the pappes befide her breft,

And did her body fpille ; 110
He cutt the eares befide her heade,

And bade her love her fille,

He called then up his litle foot-page,
And made him there his heyre;

And fayd henceforth my worldlye goodes 1y
And countrye I forfweare.

He fhope the croffe on his right fhoulder,
Of the white ¢ clothe’ and the redde *,
And went him into the holy land,
Wheras Chrift was quicke and dead. 130

Ver. x18. ficthe. MS.

* Ewery perfon, who went on @ CRO1SADE fo the Holy
Land, ufually wore a crofs on bis upper garment, on t
right fboulder, as a badge of his profeffion. Different na-
tions were diﬁiniuiﬁed by croffes of different colours : The
Englif wore white; the French red; €c. This circum=
fance feemstobeconfoundedintheballad. [V Spelman. Glof.)

85 In the foregoing piece, Giles, fleward to a rich old
merchant trading to Portugal, is qualified with the title of
Sir, not as being a knight, but rather, I conceive, as hav-
ing received an inferior order of priefthood.

E3 IX, CHILD
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: IX.
CHILD WATERS.

CHILD is frequently ufed by our old writers, as e Title.
It is repeatedly given to Prince, Arthur in the Fairie Queen »
and the fon of a king is in the fame poem called ¢ Child
“ Triffram” [B. 5. c. 11. ff. 8. 15.~B. 6. ¢, 2. ff.
26.—1Tbid. c. 8. fl. 15.] In an old ballad quoted in
Shakefpeare’s K. Lear, the bero of Ariofte is called Child
Roland. BMr. Theobald fuppsfes this ufe of the word was
received along with their romances from the Spaniards, with
whom infante figuifies a ¢ Prince”” A more eminent critic
tells us, that *“ in the old times of chivalry, the noble youtk,
€ awho were candidates for knighthood, during the time of
¢ their probation were called infans, Varlets, Damoyiels,
< Bacheliers. Tte moff noble of the youth were particu-
¢ larly called Infans.” [Vid Warb. Shakefp.] A late
commentator on Spenfer objerves, that the. Saxon word
cnthz knight, figuifies alfo a ** Child” [ Sec Upton's glofs to
the F. 2.

The Editer's folio MS. whence the following piece
is ' taken (with fome correftions), affords feveral other
ballads, wherein ihe word CrILD occurs as a title: but in
none of thefe it fignifies ¥ Prince”  See the fong intitled
Gil Morrice, in this volume.

Bt oxght to b obferved, that the Ward Carrp or CHIELD
is flill 1fed in North Britain to denominate a Man, com-
monly with fome coutemptuous charalter affixed to him, but
Jametines to deuote Man in general.

Hilde Waters ip his ftable foode
And ftroakt his milke white fteede
To him a fayre yonge ladye came
As ever ware womans wegdee
Sayes,
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Sayes, Chrift you fave, good Childe Waters ;
Sayes, Chrift you fave, and fee:

My girdle of gold that was too longe,
Is now too thort for mee.

And all is with ope chyld of yours,

" 1 feele fturre att my fide:

My gowne of greene it is too {traighte ;
Before, it was too wide.

If the child be mine, faire Ellen, he fayd,
Be mine as you tell mee;

Then take you Chefhire and Lancathire both,
Take them your owne to bee.

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he fayd,
Be mine, as you doe fiveare:

Then take you Chefliire and Lancathire both,
Apd make that child your heyre.

Shee faies, I had rather have one kiffe,
Child Waters, of thy mguth;

§S

10

15

20

Than I wolde have Chefhire and Lancathire both,

That lye by north and fouth.

And I had rather have one twinkling,
Childe Waters, of thineee:

Then I wolde have Chefhire and Lancathire both

To take them mine owne to bee.

Vz.;g. be inne. MS.
E4

25

To
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To morrow, Ellen, I muft forth ryde
Farrinto the north countrie;

The fairgit Jady that I can find,
Ellen, muft goe with mee.

¢ Thoughe I am not that lady fayre,
¢ Yet let me go with thee’s

And ever I pray you, Child Watérs,
Your foot-page let me bee.

If you will my foot-page be, Ellén,
As you doe tell to mee;

Then you muft cut your gowne of greene,
Aninch above your knee :

Soe muft you doe your yellowe lockes,
An inch above your ee:

You mutt tell no man what is my name ;
My foot-page then you thall bee,

Shee, all the loyg day Child Waters rode,
Ran barefoote by his fide;

Yett was he never foe courteous a knighte,
To fay, Ellen, will you ryde

Shee, all the long day Child Waters rode,
Ran barefoote thorow the broome;

Yett hee was never foe curgeous a knighte,
To fay, puton your fhoor,

39
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Ride



ANCIENT POEMS.

Ride foftlye, fhee fayd, O Childe Waters,
Why doe you ryde foe faft ?

The childe, which is no mans but thine,
My bodye itt will braft.

Hee fayth, feelt thou yonder water, Ellen,
‘That flows from banke to brimme,~

I truft to God, O Child Waters,
You never will {ee * mee fwimme.

But when fhee came to the waters fide,
Shee fayled to the chinne:

Except the Lord of heaven be my fpeed,
Now mutft 1 learne to fwimme.

The falt waters bare up her clothes;
Our Ladye bare upp her chinne:

Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord,
“To fee faire Ellen {wimme.

And when thee over the water was,
Shee then came to his knee:

He faid, Come hither, thou faire Elldn,
Loe yonder what I fee,

Seeft thou not yonder hall, Ell¢n?2
Of redd gold fhines the yate:

OF twenty foure faire ladyes there,
The fairelt is my mate.

% i, e, permit, fuffery &e.
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Seeft thou not yonder hall, Ellén?
Of redd gold thines thetowre:

‘There are twenty four faire ladyes there,
The faireft is my paramoure.

1 fee the hall now, Child Waters,
Of redd gold fhines the yate:

God give you good now of yourfelfe,
And of your worthye mate.

1fee the hall now, Child Waters,
Of redd golde fhines the rowre:
God give you good now of yourfelfe,
And of your paramoure.

There twenty four fayre ladyes were
A playing att the ball:

And Ellen the faireft ladye there,
Muft bring his fleed to the ftall,

‘There twenty four fayre ladyes were
A playinge at the cheffe ;

“And Ellen the fayreit ladye there,

Muft bring his horfe to grefle.

And then befpake Childe Waters fifter,
Thefe were the wordes faid fhee:

You have tle prettyeft foot-page, brcther,
That cver I faw with mine ee.

Ver. 84. worldlye. MS.
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But that his bellye it is foe bigg,
His girdle goes wonderous hie:

And let him, I pray you, Childe Watérs,
Goe into the chamber with mee.

Itis not fit for a little foot-page,
That has run throughe mofle and myre,
To go into the chamber with any ladye,
That weares foe iiche attyre,

It is more meete for a litle foot-page,
That has run throughe mofle and myre,
-.To take his fupper upon his knee,
And fitt downe by the kitchen fyer.

But when they had fupped every one,
To bedd they tooke theyr waye:

He fayd, come hither, my little foot-page,
And hearken what I faye.

Goe thee downe into yonder towne,
And low into the treet ;

The fayreft ladye that thou can finde,
Hyer her in mine armes to {leepe,
And take her up in thine armes twaine,

For filinge * of her feete.

Ellen is gore into the towne,
And low into the ftreete:

¥ ice. defiling.  See Warton's Obferv. Vol. IL, p, 158,
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The faireft ladye that fhee cold find,
Shee hyred in his armes to fleepe;

And tooke her up in her armes twayne,
For filing of her feete.

I praye you nowe, good Childe Watérs,
Let mee lye at your bedds feete:

For there is noe place about this houfe,
‘Where I may ’faye a fleepe *.

¢ He gave her leave, and faire Ellén
¢ Down at his beds feet layes’

This done the nighte drove on apace,
And when it was neare the daye,

Hee fayd, Rife up, my litle foot-page,
Give my fteede corne and haye;

And foe doe thon the good black oats,
To carry mee better awaye.

Up then rofe the faire Ellén
And gave his ficede corne and hay
And foe fhice did the good blacke oates,
To carry him the better away,

Shee leaned her bagke to the manger fide,
And grievouilye did groane:

Shee leaned her back to the manger fide,
Aand there thee made her moane.

¥ Vero132. i e effay, attempt.
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And that beheard his mother deere,
Shee heard her there monand *.

Shee fayd, Rife up, thou Childe Watérs,
I think thee a curfed man.

For in thy ftable is a ghoft,
That grievouflye doth grone s

Or ¢lfe fome woman laboures of childe,
She is foe woe-begone.

Up then rofe Childe Waters foon,
And did on his fhirte of filke;

And then he put on hisother clothes,
On his body as white as milke.

And when he came to the ftable dore,
Full ftill there hee did ftand,

That hee mighte heare his fayre Ellen,
Howe fliee made hei monind *,

She fayd, Lullabye, mine owne deere child,

Lullabye, dere child, dere:
I wold thy father were a king,
Thy mother layd on a biere,

Peace now, hee faid, good faire Elltn,
Be of good cheere, I praye;

And the bridal and the churching both
Shall bee upon one day.

® ficin MS. i. e, moaning, bemoaningy &ea
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X.
PHILLIDA AND CORYDON.

This Sonnet is given from a fmall quarto MS. in the
Editor’s poffeffiony written in the time of Q. Elizabeth. Ano-
ther Copy of it, containing fome wvariations, is reprinted in
the Mufes Library, p. 295, from an ancient mifcellany,
intitled England’s Helicon, 1600, 4to. The author was
Nicnoras BRETON, a writer of fome fame in the reign
of Elizabeth ; who alfo publifted an interkude intitled * An
old man’s leffon and a young man’s love,” 4to. and many
other little pieces in profe and verfe, the titles of whick may
be feen in Winflanley, Ames’ Typog. and Qfborne’s Harl.
Catalog &5 c.— He is mentioned with great refpect by MER Es,
in bis 2d pt. of Wit's Common-wealth, 1598, f.)'zs_z. and
is alluded 1o in Beaumont and Fletcher's Scornful Lady,
A& 2. and again in Wit withour Money, AZ 3.—Sec
Wihalley's Ben Jonfon, wol. III. p. 103.

T he prefent Edition is improved by a copy in * England’s
¢ Helicon,” Edit. 1614, 8vo.

"N the merrie moneth of Maye,
In a morne by break of daye,
With a troope of damfelles playing
Forthe ¢ I yode’ forfooth a maying s

When anon by a wood fide, - 5
Where as Maye was in his pride,

I efpied all alone

Phillida and Corydon.

Vor. 4 the wode. MS,
Much
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Much adoe there was, god wot;

He wold love, and fhe wold not. 10
She fayde, never man was trewe ;

He fayes, none was falfe to you.

He fayde, hee had lovde her longe ¢

She fayes, love fhould have no wronge, ’
Corydon wold kiffe her then: 15
She fayes, maydes muft kiffe no men,

Tyll they doe for good and all,

When fhe made the fhepperde call

All the heavens to wytnes truthe,

Never loved a truer youthe. 20

Then ivith manie a prettie othe,
Yea and nay, and, faith and trothe;
Suche as feclie thepperdes ufe
When they will not love abufe;

Love, that had bene long deluded, 23
Was with kiffes fweete concluded ;

And Phillida with garlands gaye

Was made the lady of the Maye.

Y4 The foregoing little Paftoral of PaiLLiDa AND
C(]ti’{l')()}l iJfon: qut/ze Songs {fz ¢ The Honourable En-
“ tertainment gieven to the Queenes Majeftie in Progreffe
“ar Elvetham in Hampfhire, by the R. H. the Earl: of
« Hertford, 1591,” 4to. [ Printed by Wilfe. No name,
of author.] Sec in that pamphlet,

“ The thirde daies Entertainment,
L ©“(Og
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 On Wednefday morning aboyt g o'clock, as ber Ma-
“ jeflic opened a cafement of her galleric avindow, ther
“Cavere 3 excellent mufitians, awbo being difguifed in aun-
“ cient country attire, did greet her with a pleafant fong of
“ CoryYpon AND PEILLIDA, made in 3 garts of pur-
Spofe.  The fong, as well for the worth of 1be dittie, as
“the aptnefe of the note thereto applied, it pleafed ber
¢ Highnefje after it had been once fung to command it againe,
“ and bighly to grace it with ber cﬁrergfull acceptance and
 commendation.

¢ Tue PLowMAN’s SONG.

« In the merrie month of May, &.”

The Splendour and Magnificence of Elizabeth’s reign is
no where more firongly painted than in thefe little Diaries of
Jome of ker fummer excurfions to the boufes of her uobility ;
nor could a more acceptable prefent be given to the world,
than a republication of a _felect yumber of fuch details as this
of the entertainment at ELVETHAM, that at KiLLiNGg-
wortH, &c. . which fo frongly mark the [pirit of the
times, and prefent us with feenes fo very remote from modern
mansers.

&F Since the above was written, the Public hath been
gratified with a moft compleat <work on the foregoing fubjelt,
intitled, Tue PRoGREssEs AND PuBLIc ProCEssIons
cr QueEN Evrizapers, &e By Joux N:cuors,
F.A.S. Epine. AnD PeERTH, 1788, 2 Pols. 400,

XI.
LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND LADY BARNARD.

Tkis bellad is ancirrty and kas been pepular; ave find it
gquoted inmany old plays.  See Beaun. and Fletcher’s Knight
of
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" of the Burning Pefile, 4° 1613, A& ¢ The Varictie, a
comedy, 12mo. 1649, AZ 4, &c. In Sir William Dave-
nant’s play, The Witts, 4. 3, a gallant thus boafts of
bimfelf :

¢ Limber and found! befides Ifing Mufgrave,

¢ And for Chevy-chace no lark comes near me.”

In the Pepys Collection, Pol. II1. p. 314, is an imitation
of this old fong, in 33 flanzas, by a more modern pen, with
many alterations, but evidently for the worfe.

This is given from an old printed copy in the Britifh
Mufeum, with corredlions; fome of ’wﬁt‘t?’ are from a frag-
ment in the Editor’s folio MS. "It is alfo printed in Dry-

“den’s Colleétion of Mifeellaneous Poems.

AS it fell out on a highe holye daye,
As many bee in the yeare,

When yong men and maides together do goe
Their maffes and mattins to heare,

Little Mufgrive came to the chureh door, [y
The prieft was at the,mafs;

But he had more mind of the fine womén,
Then he had of our Ladyes grace.

And fome of them wereclad in greene,

And others were clad in pall; 10
And then came in my lord Barnardes wife,

‘The faireft among them-all,

Shee caft an eye on little Mufgrive
As bright as the fummer funne:
O then bethought him little Mufgrave, 15
This ladyes heart I have wonae. :
Vou, III. E Quoth
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Quoth the, I have loved thee, little Mufgrive,
Fulle.long and manye a daye.

So have I loved you, ladye faire,
Yet word I never durft faye. ° 20

1 have a bower at Bucklesford-Bury ¥,
Full daintilye bedight,

If thoult wend thither, my little Mufgrive,
Thoutt lig in mine armes all night,

Quoth hee, I thanke yee, ladye faire, 25
This kindnefs yee thew to mee;

And whether it be to my weale or woe,
‘This night will I lig with thee.

All this. beheard a litle foot-page,

By his ladyes coach as he ranne: je
Quoth he, thoughe I am my ladyes page,

Yet Ime my lord Barnardes manne.

My lord Barnard fhall knowe of this,
Although I lofe a limbe.

And ever whereas the bridges were broke, Y
He layd him downe to fwimme,

Afleep or awake, thou lord Barnard,
As thou art a man of life,
Lo! this fame night at Bucklesford-Bury
Litle Mufgrave’s in bed with thy wife. 40

* Bucklefield-berry. fol. MS,
13



ANCIENT POEMS. 6

If it be trew, thou litle foote-page,
This tale thou hatft told to mee,

‘Then all my lands in Bucklesford-Bury
1 freelye will give to thee,

But and it be a lye, thou litle foot-page, 4%
This tale thou haft told to mee,

On the highelt tree in Bucklesford-Bury
All hanged fhalt thou bee.

Rife up, rife up, my merry men all,

And faddle me my good fteede ; ge
‘This night muft I to Bucklesford-bury ;

God wott, I had never more neede,

Then fome they whiftled, and fome they fang,
And fome did loudlye faye,

Whenever lord Barnardes horne it blewe, 58
Awaye, Mufgrive, away.

Methinkes I heare the threftle cockey
Methinkes I heare the jay,
Methinkes I heare lord Barnards horne;
I would I were awaye. 6o

Lye &ill, lye ftill, thou little Mufgrave,
And huggle me from the cold;
For it is but fome fhephardes boye
A whiftling’ his fheepe to the fold,
Ver, 64. Is whittling theepe ore the-mold. fol. MS.
Fa I
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Is not thy hawke upon the pearche,
Thy horfe eating corne and haye ¢

And thou a gay lady within thine armes :
And wouldft thou be awaye?

By this lord Barnard was come to the dore,
And lighted upon a ftone:

And he pulled out three filver keyes,
And opened the dores eche one.

He lifted up the coverlett,
He lifted up the fheete s

How now, how now, thou little Mufgrive,

Doft find my gaye ladye fweete?

I find her fiwecte, quoth little Mufgrive,
The more is my griefe and paine;

Ide gladlye give three hundred poundes
That I were on yonder plaine.

Aiife, arife, thou little Mufgrave,
And put thy ¢loathes nowe on,

It fhall never be faid in my countree,
That I killed a naked man,

I have two fwordes in one fcabbirde,
Full deare they coft my purfe;

And thou fhalt have the beft of them,
And I will have the worfe,

65
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‘The firft ftroke that little Mufgrave ftrucke,

He hurt lord Barnard fore ; 90
The next froke that lord Barnard {trucke,

Little Mufgrave never ftrucke more.

With that befpake the ladye faire,
In bed whereas fhe laye,

Althoughe thou art dead, my little Mufgrive, g5
Yet for thee I will praye:

And withe well to thy foule will T,
So long as I have life;
So will I not do for thee, Barnird,
Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 100

He cut her pappes from off her breft;
Great pitye it was to fee

The drops of this fair ladyes bloode
Run trickling downe her knee.

Wo worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all, 105
You never were borne for my goode:
‘Why did you not offer to ftay my hande,
When youfawe me wax fo woode?

For I have flaine the faireft fir kuighte,
That ever rode on a fteede; 110
So have I done the faireft lady,
That cver ware womans weede.
IFAt3) A grave,
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A grave, a grave, lord Barnard cryde,
To putt thefe lovers in;

But lay my ladye o’ the upper hande, 31g
For fhee comes o’ the better kin.

Y4+ That the more modern copy is to be dated about the
middle of the loff century, will be readily conceived from
the tenor of the concluding flanza, viz.

€ This fad Mifchief by Luft was wrought;
Then let us c{ll for %racf 3
That we may fhun the wicked vice,
And fiy from Sin a-pace.”’

XII.
THE EW-BUGHTS MARION,
A ScorTIsH SoNG.

TDis fonnet appears to be ancient : that and if's fimplicity of
fenti baver ded it to a place here,

i

ILL ze gae to the ew-bughts, Marion,
And wear in the fheip wi’ mee?
The fun fhines fweit, my Marion,
But nae half fae fweit as thee.
© Marion’ a bonnie lafs; 13
And the blyth blinks in her ce:
And fain wad I marrie Marion,
Gin Marion wad marric mee,

Theire’s
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“Theire’s gowd in zour garters, Marion;
And filler on zour white haufs-bane *: 10
Fou faine wad I kiffe my Marion
At eene quhan I cum hame,
Theire’s braw lads in Earnflaw, Marion,
Quha gape and glowr wi’ their ee
At kirk, quhan they fee my Marion; 15
Bot nane of them lues like mee.

Ive nine milk-ews, my Marion,
A cow and a brawney quay;
Ife gie tham au to my Marion,
Juft on her bridal day. ) 20
And zees get a grein ey apron,
And waiftcote o’ London broun;
And wow bot ze will be vaporing
Quhaveir ze gang to thetoun,

Ime yong and ftout, my Marion, 25
None dance lik mee on the greine;
And gin ze forfak me, Marion,
Ife cen gae draw up wi’ Jeane.
Sae put on zour pearlins, Marion,
And kirtle oth’ cramafie; 39
And fune as my chin has nae haire on,
Ifall cum weft, and lee zee.

* Haufs bane. i.e. The neck-bume.  Muian bad probably a filver
docket on, tied clofe to ber neck with a ribband, an ufual ornament in Scote
Guid : wobere a fore throat is called ¢ a fair haofe,” properly halfe,

F 4 X1, THS
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X111
THE KNIGHT, AND SHEPHERD’s DAUGHTER.

This ballad (given from an old black-letter Copy, avith
Sfome correttions) was popular in the time of 2. Elizapeth,
being ufually printed with her piffure before it, as Hearne
iaforms us in his preface to * Gul. Newbrig. Hiff. Oxon.
1719, Svo, wol. I p. Ixx.’ It is quoted in Fletcher’s comedy
of the Pilgrim, A% 4. Sc. 1.

HERE was a fhepherds dzughter
Cametripping on the waye;
And there by chance a knighte fhee mett,
‘Which caufed her to ftaye.,

Good morrowe to you, beauteous maide, 5
Thefe words pronounced hee:

O 1 fhall dye this daye, he fayd,
1If Ive not my wille of thee.

The Lord forbid, the maide replyde,

That you fhold waxe fo wodc! 10
¢ But for all that fliee could do or faye,

¢ He wold not be withftood.’

Sith
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Sith you have had your wille of mee,
And put me to open fhame,

Now, if you are a courteous knighte, 15
Tell me what is your name?

Some do call mee Jacke, fweet heart,
And fome do call mee Jilles
But when I come to the kings faire courte
They call me Wilfulle Wille. 20

He fett his foot into the ftirrup,
And awaye then he did ride;

She tuckt ber girdle about her middle,
And ranne clofe by his fide.

But when fhe came to the brode watér, 28
the fett her breft and fwamme;

And when fhe was got out againe,
She tocke to her heels and ranne,

He never was the courteous kaighte,

To faye, faire maide, will ye ride? 30
¢ And fhe was ever too loving a maide’

To faye, fir knighte abide.

When fhe came to the kings faire courte,
She knocked at the ring; "
So readye was the king himfelf 33
To let this faire maide ins
Now
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Now Chrift you fave, my gracious licge,
Now Chrift you fave and fee,
You have a knighte within your courte
This daye hath robbed mee. 40

‘What hath he robbed thee of, fweet heart?
Of purple or of pali?

Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring
From off thy finger fmall?

He hath not robbed mee, my leige, 45
Of purple nor of pall:

But te hath gotten my maiden head,
Which grieves mee worf of all,

Now if he be a batchelor,

His bodye Ile give to thee; 5
But if he be a married man,

High hanged he fhall bee,

He called downe his merrye men all,
Py ore, by twaq, by three;

Sir William ufed to bee the firft, 55
But nowe the laft came hee.

er. 50. Hisql’vzm!ye Ye give tothee.] This was agrecable # the
Jeudal eufinms : The Lovd bad a right te give a wife to kbis vaffals, See
Shakefpears’s ¢ Ail's avclly that ends well 4 o

He
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He brought her downe full fortye pounde,
‘Tyed up withinne a glove:

Faire maijd, Ile give the fame to thee;
Go, fecke thee another love,

Olle have none of your gold, fhe fayde,
Nor Ile have none of your fee;
But your faire bodye I muft have,
The king hath granted mee,
!

Sir William ranne and fetchd her then
Five hundred pound in golde,

Saying, faire maide, take this to thee,
Thy fauls will never be tolde,

Tis not the gold that fhall mee tempt,
Thefe words then anfwered flice,

But your own bodye I muft have,
The king hath granted mee. \

Would I had dranke the water cleare,
When I did drinke the wine,

Rather than any fhepherds brat
Shald bee a ladye of minel

Would 1 had drank the puddle foule,
When I did driok the ale,

Rather than ever a fhepherds brat
ghold tell mo fuch a tale!

75
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A fhepherds brat even as I was,
You mote have let me bee,

I never had come othe kings faire courte,
To crave any love of thee.

He fett her on a milk-white fteede,
And himfelf upon a graye;

He hung a bugle about his necke,
And foe they rode awaye.

But when they came unto the place,
Where marriage-rites were done,
She proved herfelf a dukes danghtér,

And he but a fquires fonne.

Now marrye me, or not, fir knight,
Your pleafure fhall be free:

If you make me ladye of one good towne,
Ile make you lord of three.

Ah! curfed bee the gold, he fayd,
If thou hadft not been trewe,

1 thold have forfaken my fweet lovs,
And have changed her for a newe.

And now their hearts being linked faft,
They joyned hand in hande:
Thus he had both purfe, and perfon too,
Aad all at his commande.
%

85

95
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XIV. THE
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XI1V.
THE SHEPHERD’s ADDRESS TO HIS MUSE.

This Pocm, originally printed from the fmall MS. volume,
mentioned above in No. X. has been improved by a more
perfect Copy in ¢ England’s Helicon,”! where the author is
difcovered to e No BRETON. 2

0OOD Mufe, rocke me aflepe
With fome fweete harmony 3
This wearie eyes is not to kepe
Thy wary company.

Sweete Love, begon a while, [
Thou feeft my heavines:

Beautie is borne but to beguyle
My harte of happines.

See howe my little flocke,
That lovde to feede on highe, 10
~ Doe headlonge tumble downe the rocke,
And in the valley dye.

The bufhes and the trees,
Thac were fo frefhe and greene,
Doe all their deintie colors lecfe, 5 42
And not a Jeafe is feene.
The
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The blacke birde and the thruthe,
That made the woodes to ringe,
With all the reft, are now at huthe,

.And not a note they finge,

Swete Philomele, the birde
That hath the heavenly throte,
Doth nowe, alas! not once afforde
Recordinge of a note.

The flowers have had a froft,

The herbs have lofte their favoure;
And Phillida the faire hath loft

¢ For me her wonted’ favour.

Thus all thefe careful fights,
So kill me in conceit;

That now to hope upon delights,
It is but meere deceite,

And therefore, my fweete Mufe,
That knoweft what helpe is beft,
Doc nowe thy heavenlie conninge ufe

To fett my harte at reft:

And in a dreame bewraie
What fate fhal be my frende;
Whether my life fhall flill decaye,
Or when my forrowes endes

20

2§

38

35

40

XV. LORD
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XV,
LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELLINOR,

—is given (with correfions) from an ancient copy in black
detter, 1n the Pepys colleftion, intitled, “ A tragical ballad on
 the unfortunate love of lord Thomas and fair Ellinor, toges
§¢ ther awith the downfall of the browne girl.”’—In the fame
sollection may be feen an attempt to modernize this old fong,
and reduce it te a different meafure: A proof of its popularitys

ORD Thomas he was a bold forreftdr,
And a chafer of the kings deere;
Faire Ellinor was a fine womin,
And lord Thomas he loved her deare,

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he fayd, 3§
And riddle us both as one;

Whether I fhall marrye with faire Ellicor,
And let the browne girl alone?

The browne girl the has got houfes and lands,
Faire Ellinor fhe has got noae, ie
And therefore I charge thee on my b'efsing,
To bring me the browne girl home.

4 And
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And as it befelle on a high holidaye,
As many there are befide,

Lord Thomas he went to faire Ellinor, 15
That fhould have been his bride.

And when he came to faire Ellinors bower,
He knocked there at the ring,
And who was fo readye as faire Ellinor,
To lett lord Thomas withinn, 20

What newes, what newes, lord Thomas, fhe fayd?
What newes doft thou bring to mee?

1 am come to bid thee to my wedding,
And that is bad newes for thee,

O God forbid, lord Thomas, fhe fayd, 25
That fuch a thing thould be done ;

T thought to have been the bride my felfe,
And thou to have been the bridegrome.

Comeriddle my riddle, dear mother, fhe fayd,
And riddle it all in one; 36

Whether I fhall goe to lord Thomas his wedding,
Or whether fhall tarry at home? i

There are manye that are your friendes, daughtir,
And maaye a one your foe,

Therefore I charge you on my bleffing, 33
To lord Thomas his wedding don’t goe.

Ver. :;. It fbould probably be, Reade me, read, &c. i e. Advife
ife.

Thers
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There are manye that are my friendes, mothér;

But were every one my foe,
Betide me life, betide me death,
To lord Thomas his wedding I'ld goe.

She cloathed hetfelf in gallant attire,
And her merrye men all in greene;

And as they rid through every towne,
They took her to be fome queene.

But when fhe came to lord Thomas his gate,
She knocked there at the ring;

And who was {o readye as lord Thomis,
To lett faire Ellinor in.

1s this your bride, fair Ellinor fayd?
Methinks fhe looks wonderous browne;

Thou mighteft have had as faire a woman,
As ever trod on the grounde.

Defpife her not, fair Ellin, he fayd,
Defpife her not unto mee;

Feor better I love thy little finger,
Than all her whole bodee.

"This browne bride had a little penknife,
That was both long and (harpe,

And betwixt the fhort ribs and the long,
She prickd fairg Ellinor’s hartg,

40

45
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O Chrift thee fave, lord Thomas, hee fayd,
Methinks thou lookit wonderous wan;
Thou ufedft to look with as frefh a coldur,

As ever the fun thone on. 3

Oh, art thou blind, lord Thomas? fhe fayd, 63
Or canft thou not very well fee?

Oh! doft thou not fee my owne hearts bloode
Run trickling down my knee.

Lord Thomas he had a fword by his fide;
As he walked about the halle, 70

He cut off- his brides head from her fhouldtrs,
And threw it againft the walle.,

He fet the hilte againft the grounde,
And the point againt his harte.

There never three lovers together did meete, 43
That fooner againe did parte.

% The reader will find o Scottiflh fong on a_fimilar

Jubjedt to this, towards the end of this wolume, intitled,
¢ Lorp TrHoMAs AND LApY ANNET.”

XVI. CUPID



ANCIENT POEMS. 83

XVI.
CUPID AND CAMPASPE,

Thit elegant little fonnet is found in the third aft of an
old play intitled, ** Alexonder and Campafpe,” written by
Fohn Lilye, a celebrated avriter in the time of queen Eli-
zabeth. ~ This play was firft printed in 15912 but this copy
is given from a later edition.

UPID and my Campafpe playd
At cardes for kiffes; Cupid payd:
He ftakes, his quiver, bow and arrows,
His mothers doves, and teame of {parrows;
Lofes them too; then down he throws
The coral of his lippe, the rofe
Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how)
With thefe, the cryftal of his browe,
And then the dimple of his chinne;,
All thefe did my Campafpe winre,
At laft he fet her both his eyes,
She won, and Cupid blind did rife,
O Love! has fhe done this to thee?
What fhall, alas! become of mee?

Ga XVIL. THE
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XVIL
THE LADY TURNED SERVING-MAN,

—is given from a awritten copy, containing fome improve-
Ments {per&?u modern ones), upon the popular ballad,
intitlad, “ The famous flower of Serving-men: or the
& Lady turned Serving-man.”’

OU beauteous ladyes, great and fmall,
1 write unto you one and all,
Whereby that you may underftand
What I have fuffered in the land.

I was by birth a lady faire, [
An ancient barons only heire,

And when my good old father dyed,

Then I became a young knightes bride.

And there my love built me 2 bower,.

Bedeck’d with many a fragrant flower; 19
A braver bower you ne’er did fee

Then my true-love did build for mee,

And there I livde a ladye gay,
Till fortune wrought our loves decay;
For there came foes fo ficrce a band, 15
That {oon they over-run the land.
They
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They came upon us in the night,

And brent my bower, and flew my knight;

And trembling hid in mans array,

1 fcant with life efcap’d away. 20

In the midit of this extremitie,

My fervants all did from me flee:
Thus was I left myfelf alone,

With heart ntore cold than any ftone.

‘Yet though my heart was full of care, 15
Heaven would not fuffer me to difpaire, '
Wherefore in hafte I chang’d my name

From faire Elife, to fweet Williame:

And therewithall I cut my haire,

Refolv’d my man’s attire to weare 3 39
And in my beaver, hofe and band,

I travell’d far through many a land,

At length all wearied with my toil,

I fate me downe to reft awhile;

My heart it was fo fill'd with woe, 35
That downe my cheeke the teares did flow.

It chanc’d the king of that fame place

With all his lords a hunting was,

And feeing me weepe, upon the fame

Afkt who I was, and whence I came. 49
G 3 Thea
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Then to his grace I did replye,

I am a poore and friendlefle boye,
Though nobly borne, nowe forc’d to bee
A ferving-man of lowe degree.

Stand up, faire youth, the king reply’d, 43
For thee a fervice I'll provydes

But tell me firlt what thou canft do;

Thou fhalt be fitted thereunto,

Wilt thou be uther of my hall,.

‘To wait upon my nobles all? 50
Or wilt be tafter of my wine,

To ’tend on me when I fhall dine?

Or wilt thou be my chamberlaine,

About my perfon to remaine ?

Or wilt thou be one of my guard, 58
And I wil] give thee great reward ?

Chufe, gentle youth, faid he, thy place,

Then I reply’d, If it pleafe your grace

To thew fuch favour unto mee,

Your chamberlaine ] faine would bee. 69

The king then fmiling gave confent,
And ftraitwaye to his court I went;
Where I behavde fo faithfullie,
That hee great fayour fhowd to meg,
Now
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Now marke what fortune did provide ; 65
The king he would a hunting ride

With all his lords and noble traine,

Sweet William muft at home remaine.

Thus being left alone behind,

My former itate came in my mind ¢ 70
I wept to fee my mans array ;

No longer now a ladye gay.

And meeting with a ladyes veft,

Within the fame myfelf T dreft;

With filken robes, and jewels rare, 75
Y deckt me, as aladye faire:

And taking up a lute firaitwaye,

Upon the fame I ftrove to play;

And fweetly to the fame did fing,

As made both hall and chamber ring. 8o

* ¢ My father was as brave a lord,
¢ As ever Europe might afford ;
¢ My mother was a lady bright;
¢ My hufband was a valiant kuight:

“ And I myfelf a ladye gay, 85
¢ Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array ;
¢ The happieft lady in the land,
¢ Kad not more pleafure at command,
G4 “1 had
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¢ I had my muficke every day

¢« Harmonious leflons for to play ;
¢ I had my virgins fair and free,
¢ Continually to wait on mee,

¢ But now, alas! my hufband’s dead,
« And all my friends are from me fled,
¢ My former days are paft and gone,
¢ And I am now a ferving-man.”

And fetching many a tender figh,

As thinking no one then was nigh,

In penfive mood I laid me lowe,

My heart was full, the tears did flowe.

The king, who had 2 huntinge gone,
Grewe weary of his fport anone,
And leaving all his gallant traine,
Turn’d on the fudden home againe ¢

And when hereach’d his ftatelye tower,
Hearing one fing within his bower,

He ftopt to liften, and to fee

Who fung there fo melodiouflie.

Thus heard he everye word I fed,
And faw the pearlye teares I fhed,
And fourd to his amazement there,
Sweete William was a ladye faire,

ge
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110

Then
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Then ftepping in, Faire ladye, rife,

And dry, faid he, thofe lovelye eyes,

For I have heard thy mournful tale, irg
The which fhall turne to thy availe.

A crimfon dye my face otefpred,

I bluflt for fhame, and hung my head,

To find my fex and itory knowne,

When as I thought I was alone. ize

But to be briefe, his royall grace
Grewe fo enamour’d of my face,
The richeft gifts he proffered mee,
His miftrefs if that I would bee.

Ah! no, my liege, I firmlye fayd, 11§
'l rather in my grave be layd,

And though your grace hath won my heart,

I ne’er will a& foe bafe a part,

Faire ladye, pardon me, fayd hee,

Thy virtue fhall rewarded beg, 130
And fince it is foe fairly tryde

Thou fhalt become my royal brides

Then firait to end his amorous ftrife,

He tooke fiveet William to his wife.

The like before was never feene, 135
A ferving-man became a queene,  *4*

4 XVIL GIL
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XVIII,
GIL MORRICE,

A ScotTisn BALLAD.

The following piece hath run thro’ two editions in Scot~

land: the fecond «was printed ar Glafgow in 1755, 8vo,
Prefixed to them both is an advertifement, fetting forth that
the prefervation of this poem was owing ¢ to a lady, who
¢ favoured the printers with a copy, as it was carefully
< collected from the mouths of old women aud nurfes;” And
¢ any reader that can render it more corredt or complete,” is
defired toblige the public with fuck improvementse  In con-
Sequience of this advert fement fixteen additional verfes have
been preduced and handed about in mam]:/}ript, awhich are
heve inferted in their proper places: (thefe are fromver.
100, fo Ver. 121, and from ver. 124, tover. 129, but are
perhaps, ‘after all, only an ingenious interpolation.)

As this poem lays claim+to a preity high antiquity, we have
afgned it a place among our early pieces: I/zaug&{ after all,
there is reafon to belicve it has received wvery confiderable
niodern improventents: for in the Editor’s ancient MS. col -
keiion is a very old imperfedt. copy of the fame ballad :
awhcrein though the leading features of the flory are the fame,

_yet the colouring here is fo much improved and heightened,
aud fo meny aldditional firokes are thrown in, that it is
evident the whole has undergone a revifal.

N.B. The Editor’s MS. infiead of ** lord Barnard,” has
« Yohun Stewart;” and inflead of ** Gil Morrice,” CuiLp
MAURICE, whick laft is probably the original title. See
&bove, po 540

IL Morrice was an erls fon,
His name it waxed wide;

3t
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It was nae for his great richls,
Nor zet his mickle pride;

Bot it was for a lady gay, 5
That livd on Carroen fide.

Quhair fall T get a bonny boy,
That will win hofe and fhoen;
“That will gae to lord Barnards ha’,
And bid his lady cum? e
And ze maun rin my errand, Willie;
And ze may rin wi’ pride;
Quben other boys gae on their foot,
On horfe-back ze fall ride.

O no! Oh no! my mafter dear! 15
1 dare nae for my life;
I’ll no gae to the bauld bardns,
For to trieft furth his wife.
My bird Willie, my boy Willie;
My dear Willie, he fayds 20
How can ze ftrive againtt the fiream?
For I fall be obeyd.

Bot, O my mafter dear! he cryd,
In grene wod ze’re zour lain;

Gi owre fic thochts, I walde ze rede, 25
For fear ze fhould be tain,

Hatfte, hafte, Ifay, gae to the ha’;
Bid hir cum here wi {peid: |

Ver, 11, fometbing feems wanting kers

If
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If ze refufe my heigh command,
1l gar.zour body bleid.

Gae bid hir take this gay mant?],
*Tis a* gowd bot the hem;

Bid hir cum to the gnde grene wode,
And bring nane bot hir lain:

And there it is, a filken farke,
Hir ain hand fewd the fleive;

And bid hir cum to Gill Morice,
Speir nae bauld barons leave.

Yes, I will gae zour black errand,
Though it be to zour coft;

Sen ze by me will nae be warn’d,
In it ze fall find froft.

‘The baron he is a man of might,
He neir could bide to taunt,

As ze will fee before its nicht,
How fna’ ze hace to vaunt.

And fen I maun zour errand rin
Sae fair againft my will,

T'fe mak a vow and keip it trow,
It fall be done for ill.

And quhen he came to broken brigue,
He bent his bow and fwam;

And quhen he came to grafs growing,
Set down his feet and ran,

¥er. 32, ed 68, perbaps, bout the hem.

kg
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And
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And quhen he came to Barnards ha’, 55
Would neither chap nor ca’:
Bot fet his bent bow to his breift,
And lichtly lap the wa’.
He wauld nae tell the man his errand,
Though he ftude at the gait; 6o
Bot firaiht into the ha’ he cam,
Quhair they were fet at meit.

Hail! hail! my gentle fire and damet
My meflage winna waite;
Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wad 65
Before that it be late.
Ze'’re bidden tak this gay mantgl,
Tis a’ gowd bot the hem:
Zou maun gae to the gude grene wode,
Ev’n by your fel alane., 70

And there it is, a filken farke,
Your ain hand fewd the fleive;
Ze maun gae {peik to Gill Morice ;
Speir nae bauld barons leave.
The lady ftamped wi’ hir foot, 75
And winked wi’ hir ee;
Bot a’ that fhe coud fay or do,
Forbidden he wad nae bee.

Its furely to my bow’r-womin ;
It neir could be to me. 8o

Per. 58. Coyld this be the walf of the caflle 2
) I brocht
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I brocht it to lord Barnards lady;
I trow that ze be fhe.

Then up and fpack the wylie nurfe,
(The bairn upon hir knee)

If it be cum frae Gill Morice, 85
It’s deir weleum to mee.

Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurfe,
Sae loud I heird ze lee;
I brocht it to ford Barnards lady;
I trow ze be nae thee. 9e
‘Then up and fpack the bauld baron,
An angry man was hee;
He’s tain the table wi’ his foot,
Sae has he wi’ his knee ;
Till filler cup and “mazer *’ dith 95
In flinders he gard flee.

Gae bring a robe of zour cliding,
That hings upon the pin;
And P’ll gae to the gude grene wode,
And fpeik wi’ zour lemmain. 100
O bide at hame, now lord Barnard,
I warde ze bide at hame;
Neir wyte a nan for violence,
That neir wate ze wi’ nane.

Ver. 88. Perbaps, loud fay I heire,
¥ f. e, a drinking cup of maple: other Edit. read ezar.

Gil
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Gil Morice fate in gude grene wode, 10§
He whiftled and he fang’:
O what mean a’ the folk comiag,
My mother tarries lang.
His hair was like the threeds of gold,
Drawne frae Minervas loome : 110
His lipps like rofes drapping dew,
His breath was a’ perfume.

His brow was like the mountain fiiae
Gilt by the morning beam:
His cheeks like living rofes glow s 11§
His een like azure fiream.
The boy was clad in robes of grene,
Sweete as the infant {pring:
And like the mavis on the bufh,
He gart the vallies ring. 120

The baron came to the grene wode,
Wi’ mickle dule and care,
And there he firft {pied Gill Morice
Kameing his zeliow hair:
"That fweetly wavd around his face, 123
That face beyond compare:
He fang fae fweet it might difpel,
A’ rage but fcll defpair,

Ver. 128. So Milton,
Vernal delight and joy : able to drive
Al fadnefs but defpair. B.iv. v. 1535,

Nae
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Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice,
My lady loed thee weel, 130
The faireft part of my bodie
Is blacker than thy heel.
Zet neir the lefs now, Gill Morice,
For a’ thy great beautié,
Zc’s rew the day ze eir was born ; 135
That head fall gae wi’ me.

Now he has drawn his trufty brand,
And flaited on the firae;
And thro’ Gill Morice’ faic body
He’s gar cauld iron gae, 140
And he has tain Gill Morice® head.
And fet it on a fpeir;
fThe meaneft man in &’ his train
Has gotten that head to bear.

And he has tain Gill Morice up, 145
Laid him acrofs his fteid,
And brocht him to his painted bowr
And laid him on a bed.
The lady fat on caftil wa’,
Beheld baith dale and doun; 159
And there fhe faw Gill Morice’ head
Cum trailing to the toun.

Far better I loe that bluidy head,
Both and that zellow hair, -

Thas_
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Than lord Barnard, and a’ his lands, 155
As they lig here apd thair.

And fhe has tain her Gill Morice, _
And kifsd baith mouth and chins

I was once as fow of Gill Morice,
As the hip is o’ the ftean. 160

1 got ze in my father’s houfe,
W7’ mickle fin and fhame;
1 brocht thee up in gude grene wode,
Under the heavy rain.
Oft have I by thy cradle fitten, 165
And fondly feen thee fleip ;
But now I gae about thy grave,
The faut tears for to weip.

And fyne fhe kifsd his bluidy cheik,
And fyne his bluidy chin: © 170
O better I loe my Gill Morice
Than 2’ my kith and kin!
Away, away, ze ill womin,
And an il deith mait ze dee:
Gin I had kend he’d bin zour fon, 175
He’d acir bin flain for mee.

Obraid me not, my lord Barnard!
Obraid me aot for fhame!
Wi’ that faim fpeir O pierce my heart !
. And put meout o’ pain. 180
Yor. 1. H Since
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Since nothing bot Gill Morice head
Thy jelous rage could quell,

Let that faim hand now tak hir life,
‘That neir to thee did ill.

98

To me nae after days nor nichts 183
Will eir be faft or kind;
Pl fill the air with heavy fighs,
And greet till I am blind.
Enouch of blood by me’s bin fpilt,
Seek not zour death frae mee; 19e
1 rather lourd it had been my fel
‘Than eather him er thee.

With waefo wae I hear zour plaint;
Sair, fair I rew the deid,
That eir this curfed hand of mine 195
Had gard his body bleid.
Dry up zour tears, my winfome dame,
Ze neir can heal the wound ;
Ze fee his head upon the fpeir,
His heart’s blude on the ground. 200

Icurfe the hand that did the deid,
The heart that thocht the ill;
The feet that bore me wi’ filk {peid,
The comely zouth to kill.
I’ll ay lament for Gill Morice, 208
As gia he were mine ain;
4 il
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I’ll neir forget the dreiry day
On which the zouth was flain,

* % This litrle pathetic tale fuggefled the plot of the
tragedy of DouGLAsS,

Since it was firft printed, the Editor bas been affured that
the foregoing Ballad is fill current in many parts of Scot-
land, where the hero is univerfally known by the name of
CuiLp MAURICE, pronounced by the common people
CueILD or CHEELD; which occafioned the mifiake.

1t may be proper to mention that other copies read wers i
110. thus: :
¢ Shot frae the golden funs”’

And wer, 116. as follows :

“ His cen like azure fheene,”

THE END OF THE FIRST BOOK,

H2 G
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&e.
SERIES rue THIRD,
BOOK IIL
I

THE LEGEND OF SIR GUY

~—— contains a fhort fummary of the exploits of this
famous champion, as recorded in the old flory books; and
is commonly intitled, ** A pleafant fong of the valiant deed;
S of chivalry atchicved by thar noble knight fir Guy of
6 fParwick, who, for I&: love of fair P/ih:, became a

¢ hermit,
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 hermit, and ded in a cave of craggy rocke, a mile
¢ diffant from Warwick.” !

Tke biflory of jir Guy, the' now very properly refigned to
children, awas once admired by all readers of <wit and tafle:

Jor tafle and wit had once their childhood. Although of
Englifh growth, it was early a_favourite with other nations :
it appeared in French in 15255 and is a’luded to in the old
Spanifk romance Tirante el blanco, which, it is belicved,
was written not long after the year 1430. See advertife-
ment to the French tranflation, 2 wols. 12mo.

The original whence all thefe ff.ries are extralled is avery
ancient romance in old Englife verfe, which is quoted by
Chaucer as a celebrated piece even in his time, (viz.

“ Men fpeken of romances of price,
“ Of Horne childe and [ppotis,
¢ Of Bevis, and fir Guy, &c. R of Thop.)
and was ufually fung to the harp at Chrifimas dinners and
brideales, as we learn from Puttenham’s Art of Poctry, 4to.
1589.

This ancient romance is not wholly loff. An imperfedl
copy in black letter, “ Imprynied at Londen ——for Wylliam
& Copland,” in 34 fleets gto. without date, is fill preferved
among Mr. Garrick's colleition of old plays. ~As a fpecimen
of the poctry of this antique rhymer, take his defeription of
she dragon mentioned in wer. 10¢ of the following ballad :

— A meffenger came to the king.

¢ Syr king, he fayd, lyften me now,

¢ For bad tydinges I bring you,

“ In Northumberlande there is no man,
“ But that they be flayne everychone:
¢ For there dare no man route,

¢ By twenty myle rounde aboute,

¢ For doubt of a fowle dragon,

¢ That fleath men and beafles downe.
¢ He is blacke as any cole,

* Rugged as a rough fole;

‘< His bodye from the navill upwarde
¢ No manmay it pierce it is fo harde;

Hi3 ¢ His
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% His neck is great as any fummere;
¢ He renneth as [wifte as any aifirere;
¢ Paawes ke kath as a lyon :
¢ Al that he toucheth ke fleath dead downe.
¢ Great winges he bath to flight,
¢ That is no man that bare ﬁgt’m might.
& There may no man fight him agayne,
¢ But that he fleath him certayne:
$¢ For a fowler beaft then is hey
¢ Yuwis of mome uever keard ye." <
Sir William Dugdale is of opinion that the flory of Guy ii
not wholly apecryphal. tho’ he azinowledges the monks have
founded out kis praifes too hyperbolically. - In particular, he
ives the duel fought with the Donifh champion as a real
‘i{/lwiml truth, and fixes the date of it in the year 926,
Atat. Guy, 67. Sce his Warwickfhire.
The following is written upon the fame plan as ballad
V. Book I. but whick is the original and which the copy,
cannot be decided. This fong is ancient, as may be inferred
from the idiom preferved in the margin, ver. 9a. 1022 and
was once popular, as appears from Fletcher’s Knight of the
Burning Peftle, Af 2. fc. uit.
" It is here publifhed from an ancient MS. copy in the Editor’s
old folio wolume, collated with two printed ones, one of which
is in black letter in the Pepys colleétion. C

AS ever knight for ladyes fake

Soe toft in love, as I fir Guy
For Phelis fayre, that lady bright
As ever man behela with eye?

She gave me leave myfelf to try, [1
*  The valiant knight with fheeld and fpeare,
Ere that her love thee wold grant me;
Which made mee venture far and neare,
Then
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Then proved I a baron bold,

In deeds of armes the doughtyeft knight 10
That in thofe dayes in England was,

With fworde and fpeare in feild to fight. *

An Englifh man I was by birthe:
In faith of Chrift a chriftyan true:

The wicked lawes of infidells ) 15
1 fought by prowefie to fubdue.

¢ Nine’ hundred twenty yeere and odde
After our Saviour Chrigt his birth,
When king Athélftone wore the crowne,
Ilived heere upon the earth. 20

Sometime T was of Warwicke erle,
And, as I fayd, of very truth
A ladyes love did me conftraine
To fecke ftrange ventures in my youth,

To win me fame by feates of armes 25
In firange and fundry heathen lands;

Where I atchieved for her fake «
Right dangerous conquefts with iny hands,

For firft I fayled to Norimandye,

And there [ ftoutlye wan in fight 30
The emperours daughter of Almaine,

From manye a vallyant worthye knight,

¥er. 9. The proud fir Guy. PG,  Ver. 17. Two hundred. MS. and P,
Hy Then
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‘Then paffed I the feas to Greece
To helpe the emperour in his right ;

Againft the mightye fouldans hoafte 35
Of puiffant Perfians for to fight.

Where I did flay of Sarazens,
And heathen pagans, manye a man;
And flew the fouldans cozen deere,
Who had to name doughtye Coldran. 40

Efkeldered a famous knight
To death likewife I did purfue :
And Elmayne king of Tyre alfoe,
Mott terrible in fight to viewe.

I went into the fouldans hoaft, 45
Being thither on embaflage fent,

And brought his head awaye with mee;
I having flaine him in his tent.

There was a dragon in that land

Moft fiercelye mett me by the waye ge
As hee a lyon did purfue,

Which I myfelf didalfoe flay.

Then foon T paft the feas from Greece,
And came to Pavye land aright:
Where I the duke of Pavye killed, 111
His hainous treafon to requite.
To
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To England then T came with fpeede,
To wedd faire Phelis lady bright :
For love of whome I travelled farr
To try my manhood and my might. 6o

But when I had efpoufed her,

1 ftayd with her but foriye dayes,
Ere that [-left this ladye faire,

And went from her beyond the feas.

All cladd in gray, in pilgrim fort, 63
My voyage from her I did take

Unto the blefled Holy-land,
For Jefus Chrift my Saviours fake.

Where I erle Jonas did redeeme,

And all his fonnes which were fifteene, 70
Who with the cruell Sarazens

In prifon for long time had beene,

I flew the gyant Amarant
In battel fiercelye hand to hand :

And doughty Barknard killed I, 78
A treacherous knight of Pavye land.

Th n I to England came againe,
And here with Colbronde fell I fought:
An ugly gyant, which the Danes
Had for their champion hither brought, 8>
Lover-
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I overcame him in"the feild,

And flewe him foone right valliantlye;
Wherebye this land I did redeeme

From Danifh tribute utterlye,

And afterwards I offered upp
The ufe of weapons folemnlye

At Winchefter, whereas I fought,
1a fight of manye farr and nye.

¢ But firft,” neare Winfor, I did flaye

A bore of pafling might and firength ;
Whofe like in England never was

For hugenefle both in bredth, and length.

Some of his bones in Warwicke yett,
Within the caftle there doe lye:

One of his fheeld-bones to this day
Hangs in the citye of Coventrye,

On Dunfmore heath I alfoe flewe
A monltrous wyld and cruell beaft,
Calld the Dun-cow of Dunfmore heath ;
Which manye peop'e had oppreft.

Some of her bones in Warwicke yett
Still for a monument doe lye;
And there expofed to lookers viewe
As wonderous ftrange, they may efpye.

Fer. 94 102. doth lye. MS.

" A dragon

s+
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A dragon in No:thumberland, . 105
I alfoe did o fight deftreye,
Which did bothe man and beaft opprefle,
And all the countrye fore @ in yeu
At length to Warwicke I did come, :
Like pilgriin poore and was not knowne; 118
And there 1 lived a hermitts life
A mile and more out of the towne.

Where with my hands I hewed a houfe
Out of a craggy riche o0 ttoue;

And lived like a palier poore 1
Within that cave myfelf alone:

And daylye came to begg my bread
Of Phelis atr my caflle gate;
Not knowne unto my losed wiffe
Who dailye mourned for her mate, . 120

Till att the laft T £l fore ficke,

Yea ficke foe fore that T maft dye;
J fent 1o her a ripg of golde,

By which fhice knew me prefentlye,

Then fliee repairing to the cave 12§
Betore that I gave up the ghoft;
Herlfeif closd up my dying eyes:
My Plclis faire, whom I lovd moil,
Thus
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Thus dreadful death did me arreft,
To bring my corpes unto the grave ; 130
' And like a palmer dyed I,
Wherby I fought my foule to fave.

My body that endured this toyle,
‘Though now it be confumed to mold;

My ftatue faire engraven in ftone, 138
In Warwicke ftill you may behold.

1I.
GUY AND AMARANT.

The Eaitor found this Poem in bis an:ient/‘olia manu-
Seript among the old ballads; be was defirous thercfore that
it fiould fill accompany them s and as it is not altegether
dewoid of merit, its infertion kere will be pardored.
Although this piece Jeems not imperfelt, there is reafon to
believe that it is only a part of a muck larger poem, whick
2ontaired the whole hifiory of fir Guy: for, upen comta-
ying it with the common flory book 12mo, e find the latter
to te nothing more than this poem reduced to profe : which
is only efleited by now and then altering the rhymie, and
throwing out fome few of the poetical ornament:  The
difzuife is fo flight, that it is an eafy matter to pick complete.
Sanzas in any page of that book.
T ke author of this poem has flown fome invention.
Though he took the fubjel? firom the old romance quoted be-
‘;;arc, ke bas aderned 1t afre/b, and made the flary intirely
15 QTN

GUY
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U'Y journeyes towards that fan&ifyed ground,
Whereas the Jewes fayre citye fometime ftood,
‘Wherin our Saviours facred head was crownd,
And where for finfull man he fhed his blood:
To fee the fepulcher was his intent, 3 4
The tombe that Jofeph unto Jefus lent.

With tedious miles he tyred his wearye feet,
And pafled defart places full of danger,
At laft with a moft woefull wight * did meet,
A man that unto forrow was noe firanger: 10
For he had fifteen fonnes, made captives all
To flavith bondage, in extremeft thrall.

A gyant called Amarant detaind them, ~
Whom noe man durft encounter for his ffirength:
Who in a caftle, which he held, had chaind them: 15
Guy dueftions, where? and underftands at length
The place not farr.~Lend me thy fword, quoth hee,
Ile lend my manhood all thy fonnes to free.

With that he goes, and lays upon the dore,

Like one that fayes, I mu#t, and will comein: 29
The gyant never was foe roewz’d before ;

For noe fuch knocking at his gate bad bin:
Soe takes his keyes, and clubb, and cometh out
$taring with ireful countenance about.

* Erle Jonas, mentiomd in the foregoing ballad,

Sirra,
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Sirra, quoih hee,” what bufines haft thou hecre?
«Art come to feaft the crowes about my walls ?
Did#t never heate, noe ranfome can him cleere,
That in the compafse of my furye falls: .
For making me to take a porters paines,
With this fame clubb I will dath out thy braines.

Gyant, quoth Guy, y’are quarrelfome I fee,
Choller and you feem very neere of kin:

Moft dangerous at the clubb belike you bee;

+ I have bin better armd, though nowe goe thin;

But fhew thy utmoit hate, enlarge thy fpight,

Keene is my weapon, and fhall doe me right.

Soe draws his fword, falutes him with the fame
About the head, the thoulders, and the fide:

Whilft his erected clubb doth death proclaime,
Standinge with huge Coloflus® fpacious fiside,

‘?utting fuch vigour to his knotty beame,

That like a furnace he did fmoke extreame.

But on the ground he fpent his ftrokes in vaine,
- For Guy was nimble to avoyde them #ill,
And ever cre he heav’d his clubb againe,

Did brufh his plated coat againk his will s
Att fuch advantage Guy wold never fayle,
‘To bang him foundlye in his coate of mayle.

35

39

35

40

45

Att
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Att laft through thirft the gyant feeble grewe,
And fayd to Guy, As thou’rt of humane race; . §@
Shew itt in this, give natures wants their dewe,
Let me but goe, and drinke in yonder place:
Thou canft not yeeld to ¢ me’ a fmaller thing,
Than to graunt life, thats given by the fpring,

I graunt thee leave, quoth Guye, goe drink thy laft, 55
Go pledge the dragon, and the falvage bore *
Succeed the tragedyes that they have paft,
But never thinke to tafte cold water more :
Drinke deepe to Death and unto him caroufe:
Bid him receive thee in his earthen houfe. Ge

Soe to the fpring he goes, and flakes his thirft ;
Takeing the water in extremely like
Some wracked fhipp that on a rocke is burft,
Whofe foreed hulke againit the ftones does ftryke 3
Scooping it in foe faft with both his hands, . 65
“That Guy admiring to behold it ftands.

Come on, quoth Guy,A let us to worke againe,

Thou ftayeft about thy liquor overlong ;
The fith, which in the river doe remaine,

Wil want thereby ; thy drinking doth them wrong:
‘But I will fee their fatisfation made, 71
With gyants blood they muit, and fhall be payd.

* Which Guy bad flain before. Fer. 64, bulke. MS. and PCC.
- Vil-
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Villaine, quoth Amarant, Ile cruth thee ftreight;
Thy life thall pay thy daring toungs offence:
“This clubb, which is about fome hundred weight, 75
Is deathes commiffion to difpatch thee hence: '
Drefle thee for ravens dyett I muft ncedes ;
And breake thy bonez, as they were made of reedes.

Incenfed much by thefe bold pagan boftes,
Which worthye Guy cold ill endure to heare, %o
He hewes upon thofe bigg fupporting poftes,
Which like two pillars did his bedy beare:
Amarant for thofe wounds in choller growes
And defperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes :

Which did direétly on his body light, 85
Soe violent, and weighty there-withall,

That downe to ground on fudden came the knight ;
And, ere he cold recover from the fall,

The gyant gott his clubb againe in fift,

And aimd a ftroke that wonderfullye mift. 90

Traytor, quoth Guy, thy falfhood lle repay,
This coward aét to intercept my bloode.
Sayes Amarant, Ile murther any way,
With enemyes all vantages are good 2
O could I poyfon in thy noftrills blowe, 93
Befure of it I wold difpatch thee foe.

Its
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Its well, faid Guy, thy honeft thoughts appeare,
Within that beaftlye bulke where devills dwell;
Which are thy tenants while thou liveft heare,
But will be landlords when thou comeft in hell:
Vile mifcreant, prepare thee for their den,
Inhnmane monfter, hatefull unto men.

But breathe thy felfe a time, while I goe drinke,
For flameing Pheebus with his fyerye eye

Torments me foe with burning heat, I thinke
My thirft wold ferve to drinke an oceandrye:

Forbear a litle, as I delt with thee.

Quoth Amarant, *Thou haft noe foole of mee.

Noe, fillye wretch, my father taught more witt,
How I fhold ufe fuch enemyes as thouj;
By all my gods I doe rejoice at itt,
To underftand that thirft confiraines thee now
For all the treafure; that the world containes,
One drop of water fhall not coole thy vaines,

Releeve my foe! why, *twere a madmans parts
Refrefh an adverfarye to my wrong!
If thou imagine this, a child thou art:
Noe, fellow, I have known the world too long
To be foe fimple: now Iknow thy want,
A minutes {pace of breathing I'll not grant,

And with thefe words heaving aloft his clubb
Into the ayre, ke fwings the fame about;
Vou.IIl.  §

113
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Then thakes his lockes, and doth his temples rubb,

And, like the Cyclops, in his pride doth ftrout:
Sirra, fayes hee, I have you at a lift, 12§
Now you are come unto your lateft fhift.

Perith forever : with this ftroke I fend thee

A medicine, that will doe thy thirft much good;
Take noe more care for drinke before I end thee,

And then wee’ll have caroufes of thy blood : 130
Here’s at thee with a butchers downright blow,
To pleafe my furye with thine overthrow,,

Infernall, falfe, obdurate feend, faid Guy,
That feemft a lumpe of crueltye from hell;
Ungratefull monfter, fince thou doft deny 138
The thing to mee wherin I ufed thee well s
With more revenge, than ere my fword did make,
On thy accurfed head revenge Ile take,

Thy gyants longitude fhall fhorter fhrinke,
Except thy fun-fcorcht fkin be weapon proof:  14e
Farewell my.thirft; I doe difdaine to drinke,
. ‘Streames keepe your waters to your owne behoof;
Or let wild beafts be welcome thereunto;
With thofe pearle drops I will not have to do.

Here, tyrant, take a tafte of my good-will, 145
For thus I'doe begin my bloodye bout:
You cannot chufe but like the greeting ill;
1t is not that fame clubb will beare you ont 5.
Amd

¢
ol

R
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And take this payment on thy fhaggye crowne.—
A blowe that brought him with a vengeance downe. 150

Then Guy fett foot upon the monfters breft,

And from his fhoulders did his head divide; °
Which with a yawninge mouth did gape, unbleft;

Noe dragons jawes were ever feene foe wide
‘To open and to fhut, till life was {pent. 155
Then Guy tooke keyes and to the caftle went.

Where manye woefull captives he did find,
Which had beene tyred with extremityes ;
Whom ke in freindly manner did uabind,
And reafoned with them of their miferyes: 160
Eche told a tale with teares, and fighes, and cryes,
All weeping to him with complaining eyes.

There tender ladyes in darke dungeons lay,
That were furprifed in the defart wood,

And had noe other dyett everye day, 165
But flefh of humane creatures for their food:

Some with their lovers bodyes had beene fed,

And in their wombes their hufbands buryed,

Now he bethinkes him of his being there,
To enlarge the wronged brethren from their woes; 170
And, as he fearcheth, doth great clamours heare,
By which fad found’s direction on he goes,
Untill he findes a darkfome obfcure gate,
Arm’d {trongly ouer all with iron plate,

1a That
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‘That he unlockes, and enters, where appeares 17§
The ftrangeft objeét that he ever faw; o~
Men that with famiflinent of many yeares,
Were like deathes picture, which the painters draw
Divers of ‘themn were hanged by eche thombe ;
Others head-downward: by the middle fome. 180

With diligence he takes them from the walle,

With Iybertye their thraldome to acquaint:
Then the perplexed knight their father calls,

And fayes, Receive thy fonnes though poore and faint:
I promisd you their lives, accept of that; 185
But did not warrant you they thold be fat.

The caftle I doe give thee, heere’s the keyes,
Where tyranye for many yeeres did dwell s
Rrocure the gentle tender ladyes eafe,
For pittyes fake, ufe wronged women well: 198
Men eafilye revenge the wrongs men do;
But poore weake women have not ftrength thereto.

The good old man, even-overjoyed with this,
Fell on the ground, and wold have kit Guys feetes
Father, quoth he, refraine foe bafe a kifs, 195
For age to honor youth I hold unmeete s
Ambitious pryde hath hurt mee all it can,
1 goe to mortifie a {infull man,

** The foregoing poem on Guy Axp AvArant bag
hm di _/éowred to b¢ a fragment of, % The famous hi ﬁarze zf
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% Guy eqrl of Warwicke, by Samusr Rowr anps, Lon-
¢ don, printed by F. Bell, 1649, 410" in xii cantosy he-
Ginning thus:

“ Whben dieadful Mars in armour every day.”

Whether the edition in 1649, was the firff, is nat known,
but the author SAM. ROWLANDS awas one of the minoy pocts
who lived in the reigns of Q. Elizabeth. and, Fames I. and
perhaps later.  His other poems are chicfly of the religious
kin:d, which makes it probable that the hifi. of Guy was one
of his earlieff performances. There arc cxtaut of his (-.)
« The betraying of Chriff, Fudas in difpaire, the feven
“avords of our Saviour on the croffe. awith other poems on
¢ the paffion, Fe. 1598, 4t0. [ AmesTyp. p. 428.1—(2.) 4
¢ Theatre of delightfal Recreaticn, Load. printed for A.
¢ Fobnfon, 1605, sto.  (Penes editor.)  Thic Is a book
of poems on fubjells chicfly token from the oJd Teftament.
(3) ¢ Memory of Chrift's miracles, inverfe  Loud. 1618,
410 (4.)  Heaven's glory, earth’s wanity. and hell's
horror”’  Lond 1038, 8vo. [Thefe two in Bod. Car.]

In the prefent edition the foregoing -pocmn has been much
tmproved from the prz'mea’ copy.

308
THE AULD GOOD-MAN.

A ScorTisn SonG.

1 have not been able to meet awith a move ancient copy of
this humorous old fong, than that prited in the Tea-Table
mifcellany, &c. avbich feens to have admitted foine gorrpe
tious.

ATE in an evening forth I went
A little before the fun gade down,
And there I chanc't, by accident,
To light oa a battle new begun:
Is A map
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A man and his wife wer fawn in a ftrife, i3
I canna weel tell ye how it began ;

But aye fhe wail’d her wretched life,
Cryeng, Evir alake, mine auld goodman }

He.
Thy auld goodman, that thou tells of,
The country kens where he was born, 10
Was but a filly poor vagabond,
And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn:
For he did fpend and make an end
Of gear ¢ his fathers nevir’ wan;
He gart the poor ftand frae the door ; 15
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld geodman.

SHE.

My heart, alake! is liken to break,

Whan I think on my winfome John,
His blinkan ee, and gait fae free,

Was naithing like thee, thou dofend drone; 20
Wi’ his rofie face, and flaxen hair,

And fkin as white as ony {wan,
HMe_was large and tall, and comely withall ;

‘Thou It nevir be like mine auld goodman,

He.
‘Why doft thou plein? I thee maintein g 23
For meal and mawt thou difna want :
But thy wild bees I canna pleafe,
Now whan our gear gins to grow fcant :
Of
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Of houfhold ftuff thou haft enough s

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 30
Of ficklike ware he left thee bare;

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman.

SHE.
Yes I may tell, and fret my fell,
To think on thofe blyth days I had,
Whan I and he, together ley 35
In armes into a well-made bed:
But now [ figh and may be fad,
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan,
Thou falds thy feet and f2’s afleep ;
Thow’lt nevir be like mine anld goodman, 40

Then coming was the night fae dark,
And gane was a’ the light of day?

The carle was fear’d to mifs his mark,
And therefore wad nae longer ftay:

Then up he gat, and ran his way, 43
1 trowe, the wife the day fhe wan3

And aye the owreword of the fray

. Was, Evir alake! mine auld goodman,

14 IV. FAIR
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IV‘
FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM.

This feems 10 be the old fong quoted in Fletcher’s ¢ Knight
€ of the burning pefile,” Afls 2d and 3d; alihe’ ithe fin
Yines there preferved are fomewhat different from thofe.in the
ballad, as it flands at prefent.  The Reader will not awonder
at this, when ke is informed thar this is only given from a
modern printed copy picked up on a flall. Ir's full title is
¢ Fair Margaret’s Misfortunes; or Sweet Willian's
¢ frightful dreams on his avedding night, with the fudden
% death and burial of thofe noble levers.’—

The linz]s;pfgfemed in the play are this diflick,

¢ You are no love for me, Margaret,
“ I am no love for you.”
And the follrwing franza,
¢ When it was grown to dark midnight,
& And all were faft qﬂze[o,
Y Incame Margarets grimly ghoft
¢ And flood at Williams feet.”’
Thefe lines have avquired an importance by giving birth
“ta one of the moff beautiful ballads in our own or any lan-
age. See the fong intitled MARGARET’S GOST, at
the end of this volume,

Since the firff edivion fome improvements have been inferted,
nubich were communicated by a lady {f the firff diftinion,
as fie bad heard this fang repeated in ber infancy.

A3
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S it fell out on a long fummer’s day
Two lovers they fat on a hill; >
They fat together that long fummer’s day,
And could not talk their fill. '

I fee no harm by you, Margaret, 5
And you {ee none by mee;

Before to-morrow 4t eight o’ the clock
A rich wedding you fhall fee.

Fair Margaret fat in her bower-winddw,

Combing her yellow hair ; 10
There the {pyed tweet William and his bndc,

Ag they were a riding near.

Then down the layd her ivory combe,
And braided her hair in twain :

She went alive out of her bower, 18
But ne’er came alive in’t again. '

When day was gone, and night was come,
And all nien fait afleep,
Then came the fpirit of fair Marg'ret,
And ftood at Williams feet. 20

Are you awake, fweet William ? fhee faid ;
Or, fweet William, ‘are you afleep ?
God give you joy of your gay bride-bed,
And me of my winding fheet. .
: When
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When day was come, and night was gone,
And all men wak’d from fleep,

Sweet William to his lady fayd,
My dear, I have caufe to weep.

1 dreamt a dream, my dear ladyz,
Such dreames are never good :

I dreamt my bower was full of red ¢ wine’,
And my bride-bed full of blood.

Such dreams, fuch dreams, my honoured Sir,
They never do prove good ;

To dream thy bower was full of red ¢ wine’,
And thy bride-bed full of blood.

He called up his merry men all,
By one, by two, and by three;

Saying, I’ll away to fair Marg’ret’s bower,
By the leave of my ladie.

And when he came to fair Marg’ret’s bower,
He knocked at the ring;

And who fo ready as her feven brethrén
To let fweet William in,

‘Then he turned up the covering-fheet,
Pray let me fee the dead ;

Methinks fhe looks all pale and wan,
She hath loft her eherry red,

Yo, 31. 35 Swine. PCE.
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T’ll do more for thee, Margaret,

Than any of thy kin ; 30
For I will kifs thy pale wan lips,

Though a fmile 1 cannot win.

With that befpake the feven brethren,
Making moft piteons mone:

You may go kifs your jolly brown bride, 141
And let our fifter alone,

If 1 do kifs my jolly brown bride,
I do but what is right;
I neer made a vow to yonder poor corpfe
By day, nor yet by night. (]

Deal on, deal on, my merry men all,
Deal on your cake and your wine *:
For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day,

Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine.

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day, &
Sweet William dyed the morrow :

Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love,
Sweet William dyed for forrow,

Margaret was buryed in the lower chancél,

And William in the higher: j 70
Out of her breft there fprang a rofe,

And out of his a briar.

¥ Alluding to the dole anciently given at funcrals,
1 They
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They grew till they grew unto the church-top,
And then they could grow no highers

And there they tyed in a true lovers knot, 45
Which made all the people admire,

‘Then came the clerk of the parifh,
As you the truth fhall hear,

And by misfortune cut them down,
Or they had now been there, Se

V.
BARBARA ALLEN’s CRUELTY.

Given, with fome corveltions, from an old black Ieiter
eepsy intizled, % Barbara. dllew’s cruclty, or the young man’s
s ragedy.”’

N Scarlet towne, where I was borne,
There was a faire maid dwellin,
Blade every youth crye, Wel-awaye!

Her name was Barbara Allen.

All in the merrye month of may, 5
When greene buds they were fwe'lin,
Yong Jemmye Grove on his death-bed lay,

For love of Barbara Allen.
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He fent his man unto her then,

To the town, where fhee was dwellin;
You muft come to my mafter deare,

Giff your name be Barbara Allen,

For death is printed on his face,

And ore his hart is ftealin:
Then hafte away to comfort him,
* O lovelye Barbara Allen.

Though death be printed on his face,
And ore his harte is ftealin,

Yet little betier fhall he bee,
For bonny Barbara Allen.

So flowly, flowly, fhe came up,
And flowly fhe came nye him ;

And all fhe fayd, when there the came,
Yong man, I think y’are dying.

Me turnd his face unto her ftrait,
With deadlye forrow fighing ;

O lovely maid, come pity mee,
Ime on my deth-bed lying.

If on your death:bed you doe lye,
What needs the tale you are tellin :
1 caonot keep you from your death ;
Farewell, fayd Barbara Allen.
4
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He turnd his face unto the wall,
As deadlye pangs he fell in:
Adicu! adieu! adieu to you all,

Adieu to Barbara Allen.

As fhe was walking ore the fields,
She heard the bell a knellin;
Ard every ftroke did feem to faye,

Unworthy Barbara Allen.

She turnd her bodye round about,
And {pied the corps a coming:

Laye down, laye down the corps, fhe fayd,

That I may look upon him.

With fcornful eye the looked downe,
Her cheeke with laughter fwellin ;
‘Whilft all her friends cryd out amaine,

Unworthye Barbara Allen.

When he was dead, and laid in grave,
Her harte was ftruck with forrowe,

O mother, mother, make my bed,
For I fhall dye to-morrowe,

Hard harted creature him to flight,
‘Who loved me fo dearlye:

O that I had beene more kind to him,
When he was alive and neare me!

40
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She, on her death-bed as fhe laye,
Beg’d to be buried by him ;
And fore repented of the daye,
That fhe did ere denye him. 6o

Farewell, fhe fayd, ye virgins all,
And fhun the fault I fellin:
Henceforth take warning by the fall

Of cruel Barbara Allen.
L

VI
SWEET WILLIAM’s GHOST.

A ScorTisa BALLAp.

From Allan Ramfny’s Tea-Table mifcellany. The conclus
ding flanza of this piece feems modern,

HERE came a ghoft to Margaret’s door,
With many a grievous grone,
And ay he tirled at the pin;
But anfwer made flie none.

Is this my father Philip 2 §
Or is’t iny brother John?

Or is’t my true love Willie,
From Scotland new come home ?
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*Tis not thy father Philip;
Nor yet thy brother John:
Bat tis thy true love Willie
From Scotland new come home,

O fweet Margret! O dear Margret !
I pray thee fpeak to mee:

Give me my faith and troth, Margret,
As I gave it to thee.

Thy faith and troth thou’fe nevir get,
¢ Of me fhalt nevir win,’

Till that thou come within my bower,
And kifs my cheek and chin,

If I fhould come within thy bower,
I am no carthly man:

And fhould I kifs thy rofy lipp,
Thy days will not be lang.

O fweet Margret, O dear Margret,
1 pray thee fpeak to mee:

Give me my faith and troth, Margret,
As I gave it to thee,

Thy faith and troth thou’fe nevir get,
¢ Of me fhalt nevir win,’

Till thou take me to yon kirk yasd,
And wed me with a ring.

10

20

23
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My bones are buried in a kirk yard
Afar beyond the fza,

And it is but my fprite, Margret,
That’s {peaking now to thee.

She firetched out her lilly-white hand, -
As for to do her beft:

Hae there your faith and troth, Willie,
God fend your foul good reft.

Now fhe has kilted her robes of green,
A piece below her knee :

And a’ the live-lang winter night
The dead corps followed fhee.

Is there are any room at your head, Willie?
Or any room at your feet ?

Or any room at your fide, Willie,
‘Wherein that I may creep?

‘There’s nae room at my head, Margret,
There’s nae room at my feet,

There’s no room at my fide, Margret,
My coffin is made fo meet.

Then up and crew the red red cock,
And up then crew the gray:

Tis time, tis time, my dear.Margret,
That ¢ 1’ were gane away.

Vou. IIL. K
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No more the ghoft to Margret faid,
But, with a grievous grone,
¢ 'Evanifh’d in a cloud of mift,
And left her all alone. - 6o

O ftay, my only true love, ftay,
‘The conftant Margret cried :

‘Wan grew her cheeks, fhe clos’d her een,
Stretch’d her faft limbs, and died.

VII.
SIR JOHN GREHME AND BARBARA ALLAN.

A Scortism Barravw.

Prmted, with a few conjeltural emendations, from &
wyitlex copy.

T was in and about the Martinmas time,
When the greene leaves wer a fallan ;
That Sir John Grehme o’ the weft countrye,
—  Fell in luve wi’ Barbara Allan.

He fent his man down throw the towne, [
To the plaice wher the was dwellan ;
O hafte and cum to my maifter deare,

Gin ye bin Barbara Allan,
4 . O hooly,
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O hooly, hooly raife fhe up,

T'o the plaice wher he was Iyan 3 SES T
And whan fhe drew the curtain by,

Young man, I think ye’re dyan*,

O its I'm fick, and very very fick,
And its a’ for Barbara Allan.

O the better for me ye’fe never be, £y
Though your harts blude wer fpillan.

Remember ye nat in the tavern, fir,
Whan ye the cups wer fillan ;

How ye made the healths gae round and roynd,
And flighted Barbara Allan? 20

He turn'd his face unto the wa*
And death was with him dealan 3

Adiew ! adiew! my dear friends 2,
Be kind to Barbara Allan.

Then hooly, hooly raife fhe up, a5
And hooly, hooly left him ; !
And fighan faid, the could not ftay,
Since death of life had reft him.

She had not gane a mile but twa,
Whan fhe heard the deid-bell knellan ; 30
And everye jow the deid-bell geid,
Cried, Wae to Barbara Allan !
* An ingenious fricnd thinks the rbymes Dyand and Lyand cught te

be tranfpofed ; as the taunt Y oung man, I thinsk ye're Iyand, would be
wery characierifiical,
K2 O mither,
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O mither, mither, mak my bed,
O mak it faft and narrow:

Since my bove died for me to day, 35
Ife die for him to morrowe.

#**

VIIL
THE BAILIFF’s DAUGHTER OF ISLINGTON.

From an ancient black-letter copy in the Pepys Collecion,
with fome improvements communicated by .a lm{'}'y as fhe hod
heard the fame recited in ber youth. The full title is, ¢ True
$¢ love requited : Qr, the Bailiff’s daughter of Wflington.”

IsLinGTON in Norfolk is probably the place here meant.

Here was a youthe, and a well-beloved youthe,
And he was a {quires fon:
He loved the-bayliffes daughter deare,
That lived in Iflington,

Yet the was coye and would not believe I
That he did love her foe,
Noe nor at any time would fhe

Any countenance to him fhowe,
2 But
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But when his friendes did underftand

His fond and foolith minde, 10
They fent him up to faire London

An apprentice for to binde,

And when he had been feven long yeares,
And never his love:could fec :

Many a teare have I fhed for her fake, . 15
When fhe little thought of mee.

Then all the maids of Iflington
Went forth to {port and playe,
All'but the bayliffes daughter deare;
She fecretly flole awaye, 20

She pulled off her gawne of greene,
And put op ragged attire,

And to faire London the wonld go
Her true love to enquire.

And as fhe went along the high road, . 25
The weather being hot and drye;

She fat her downe upon a green bank,
And her true love came riding bye,

She ftarted up, with a colour foe redd,

Catching hold of his bridle-reine ; 30
One penny, one penny, kind fir, fhe fayd,

Will eafe me of ‘much paine.

K 3 ’ Before
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Before ¥ give you one penny, fweet-heart,
Praye tell me where you were borne.
At Iflington, kind fir, fayd fhee,
Where I have had many a fcorne,

1 prythee, fweet-heart, then tell to mee,
O tell me, whether you knowe

The bayliffes daughter of Iflington.
She is dead, fir, long agoe.

If fhe be dead, then take my horfe,
My faddle and bridle alfo;

For I will into fome farr countrye,
Where noe man thall me knowe,

O ftaye, O ftaye, thou goodlye youthe,
She ftandeth by thy fide ;

She is here alive, the is not dead,
And readye ta be thy bride,

O farewell griefe, and welcome joye,
Ten thoufand times therefore ;.

For nowe I have founde mine owne true love,
‘Whom I thought I fhould never fee more.

35
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IX.
THE WILLOW TREE
A PAstorAL DIALOGUE.

From the fmall black-letter colleftion, intitled, * The
Golden Garland of princely delights ;” collated with two
other copies, and correéied by comjelture.

WiLLy,
OW now, fhepherde, what meanes that?
Why that willowe in thy hat?
Why thy fcarffes of red and yellowe
Turn’d to branches of greene willowe ?

Cuppy.
They are chang’d, and fo am I; §
Sorrowes live, but pleafures die s
Phillis hath forfaken mee,
Which makes me weare the willowe-tree,

WiLey.
Phillis! fhee that lov’d thee long ?
Is fhee the lafs hath done thee wrong ? 10
Shee that lov’d thee long and beft,
Is her love turn’d to a jeft?
K4 CuopY,
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Cuppy.
Shee that long true love profeft,
She hath robb’d my heart of reft:
For fhe a new love loves, not mee;

Which makes me wear the willowe-tree.

Wiy,
Come then, fhepherde, let us joine,
Since thy happ is like to mine:
For the maid I thought moft true
Mee hath alfo bid adieu.

Cuppy.
Thy hard happ doth mine appeafe,
Companye doth forrowe eafe:
Yet, Phillis, fill I pine for thee,
And ftili muft weare the willowe-tree,

WiLry.
Shepherde, be advis’d by mee,
Catt off grief and willowe-tree:
For thy grief brings her . content,
She is pleas’d if thou lament.

Cuopv.
Herdfman, I'll be rul’d by thee,
There lyes grief and willowe-tree;
Henceforth 1 will do as they,
And love a new lave every day.
*

X.
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5%
THE LADY’s FALL,

—is given (with cort eftions) from the editor’s ancient folio
M. collated with two printed copies in black-letter 5 one in
the Britifle Mufeum, the other in the Pepys colleion. Its old
title is, * A lamentable ballad of the Lady's fall.” Tothe
tune of, ““ In Pefeod Time, 3¢’ —The ballad here referred
to is preferved in the Muses LiBRARY, 8vo, p. 281, It is
an allegory or vifion, intitled, “ THE SHEPHERD’S SLUM=
“ pER,” and opens with fome pretty rural images, Vize

¢ In pefeod time awhen hound to horn
¢ Gives eare till buck be kil’d,

¢ And little lads with pipes of corne
¢ Sate keeping beafis a-field,

“ I went to gather firawberries
¢ By awoods and groves fall fairy €c.

ARKE well my heavy dolefull tale,
l You loyall lovers all,
And heedFully beare in your breft,
A gallant ladyes fall.
Long was fhe wooed, ere fhee was wonne, Q
To lead a wedded life,
But folly wrought her overthrowe

Before thee was a wife.
Toe
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Too foone, alas! fhee gave confent
And yeelded to his will,

Though he protefted to be true,
And faithfull to her flill.

Shee felt her body altered quite,
Her bright hue waxed pale,

Her lovelye cheeks chang’d color white,
Her ftrength began to fayle,

Soe that with many a forrowful figh,
‘This beauteous ladye milde,

With greeved hart, perceived herfelfe
To have conceived with childe.

Shee kept it from her parents fight
As clofe as clofe might bee,

And foe put on her filken gowne
None might her fwelling fee.

Unto her lover fecretly .
Her greefe fhee did bewray,
Ard walking with him hard in hand,
Thefe words to him did fay ;
Behold, quoth fhee, a maids diftrefle
By lave brought to thy bowe,
Bchold I goe with childe by thee,
Tho none ther¢of doth knows.

[PRN
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The litle babe fprings in my wombe
To heare its fathers voyce,
Lett it not be a baftard called,
Sith I made thee my choyce:
Come, come, my love, perform thy vowe
And wed me out of hand;
O leave me not in this extreme
Of griefe, alas! ro ftand,

Think on thy former promifes,
Thy oathes and vowes eche one

Remember with what bitter teares
To mee thou madeft thy moane.

Convay me to fome fecrett place,
And marry me with fpeede ;

Or with thy rapyer end my life,
Ere further thame proceede.

Alacke! my beauteous love, quoth hes,
My joye, and only dear;

Which way can [ convay thee hence,
When dangers are fo near ?

Thy friends are all of hye degree,
And I of meane eftate ;

Full bard it is to gett thee forthe
Out of thy fathers gate,
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Dread not thy life to fave my fame,
For if thou taken bee,

My felfe will ftep betweene the fwords,
And take the harme on mee:

Soc fhall I {cape difhonor quite;
Ana if I fhiould be flaine

What could they fay, but that true love
Had wrought a ladyes bane.

But feare not any further harme;
My felfe will foe devife,

‘That I will ryde away with thee
Unknowen of mortall eyes:

Difguifed like fome pretty page
Ile meete thee in the darke,

And all alone lle come to thee
Hard by my fathers parkes

And there, quoth hee, Ile meete my deare

If God foe lend me life,

On this day month without all fayle
I will make thee my wife.

Then with a fiveet and loving kiffe,
They parted prefentlye,

And att their partinge brinifh teares
Stoode in cche others eye,

6o
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Att length the withed day was come,
On which this beauteous mayd,
With longing eyes, and ftrange attire,
For her true lover ftayd.
When .any perfon flice efpyed 85
Come ryding ore the plaine,
She hop’d it was her owne true love:
But all her hopes Were vaine.

Then did fhee weepe and fore bewayle
Her moft unhappy fate ; 9e
Then did fhee fpeake thefe woefull words,
As fuccourlefs the fate;
O falfe, forfivorne, and faithlefle man,
Difloyall in thy love, >
Haft thou forgott thy promife paft, a5
And wilt thou perjured prove ?

And haft thou now forfaken mee
In this my great diftrefle,
To end my dayes in open fhams,
Which thou mightft well redreffe 2 100
Woe worth the time I eer believ’d
That flattering tongue of thine:
Wold God that 1had never fcene
The teares of thy faife eyne.

And
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And thus with many a forrowful figh,
Homewards fhee went againe ;

Noe reft came in her waterye eyes,
Shee felt fuch privye paine.

In travail firong fhee fell that night,
With many a bitter throwe ; )

What woefull paines fhee then did feel,
Doth eche good worgan knowe.

Shee called up her waiting mayd,
That lay at her bedds feete,
Who mufing at her miftrefs woe,

Began full falt to weepe.

Weepe not, faid fhee, but fhutt the dores,

And wisdowes round about,
Let none bewray my wretched ftate,
But keepe all perfons out.

O miftrefs, call your mother deare;
Of women you have neede,

And of fome fkilfull midwifes helpe,
That better may you {peed.

Call not my mother for thy life,
Nor fetch no woman here; -

The midwifes helpe comes all too late,
My death I doe not feare.
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With that the babe fprang from her wombe
No creature being nye,

And with one fighe, which brake her hart,
This gentle dame did dye.

The lovely litle infant younge,
The mother being dead,

Refigned its new received breath
To him that had it made.

Next morning came her own true love,
Affrighted at the newes,

And he for forrow flew himfelfe,
‘Whom eche one did acqufe.

The mother with her new borae babe,
Were laide both in one grave:

Their parents overworne with woe,
No joy thenceforth cold have,

Take heed, you dayntye damfells all,
Of flattering words beware,

And to the honour of your name
Have an efpecial care.

‘Too true, alas! this ftory is,
As many one can tell :

By others harmes learne to be wifz,
And you fhall do full well,

135

140

143

150

XL WALY



144 ANCIENT POEMS,

S0 Kb,
WALY WALY, LOVE BE BONNY.

A ScoTTIsH SONG,

Thisis a very ancient fong, but we could only give it from
@ modern copy.  Some editions inflead of the four laft lines
in the fecond flanza have thefe, which have too much merit
0 be wholly fuppreffed :

 Whan cockle fhells turn filler bells,
& And mufeles grow on every tree,
& When froff and faaw fall warm us aw’,
“ Than fall my love prove true to me.”’
See the Orpheus Caledonius, &,

Arthur’s-feat mentioned in ver. 17, is a bill near Edinbo-
rough; at the bottorm of whick is St, Anthony’s well.

Waly waly up the bank,
And waly waly down the brae,
And waly waly yon burn fide,
Where I and my love wer wont to gae.
1 leant my back unto an aik, 5
I thought it was a trufty tree;
. But firft it bow’d, and fyne it brak,
Sae my true love did lichtly me.

O waly, waly, gin love be bonny,
A little time while it is new; 10
But when its auld, it waxeth canld,

And fades awa’ like moming dew.
O when
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O wherfore Thuld I butk my head?
Or wherfore fhuld I kame my hair ?

For my true love has me forfook, 15
And fays he’ll never loe me mair,

Now Arthur-feat fall be my bed,
The fheets fhall neir be fyl'd by me s
Saint Anton’s well fall be my drink,
Since my true love has forfaken me. 20
Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw,
And fhake the green leaves aff the tree?
O gentle death, whan wilt thou cum ?
For of my life I am wearie,

Tis not the froft, that freezes fell, . 2§
Nor blawing faaws inclemencie 5
*Tis not fic cauld, that makes me cry,
But my loves heart grown cauld to me,
Whan we came in by Glafgowe town,
We were 2 comely fight to fee, 30
My love was cled in black velvet,
And I my fell in cramasie.

But had I wift, before I kifst,
That love had been fae ill to win 3

I had lockt my heart in a cafe of gowd, 35
And pinnd it with a filler pin,

Vor, IIL "L Aad,

,
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And, oh! if my young babe were born,
And fet upon the nurfes knee,
And I my fell were dead and gane !
For a maid again Ife never be, 40

XIL
THE BRIDE’s BURIAL

From two ancient copies in black-letter: one in the Pe
Colleftion ; the other in the Britifh Mufeum.

" To the tune of ** The Lady's Fall.”

OME mourne, come mourne with-mee,
You loyall lovers all ;
Lament my lofs in weeds of woe,
Whom griping grief doth thrall,
' Like to the drooping vine, [
Cut by the gardener’s knife,
Even fo my beart, with forrow flaine,
Doth bleed for my fiveet wife.
. By
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By death, that griflye ghoft,

My turtle dove is flaine, 19
And I am left, unhappy man,

To fpend my dayes in paine.

Her beauty late fo bright,
Like rofes in their prime,

Is wafted like the mountain fnowe, 15
Before warme Phebus’ fhine,

Her faire red colour’d cheeks
Now pale and wan; her eyes,
That late did fhine like cryftal ftars ;
Alas, their light it dies: 2@

Her prettye lilly hands,
With fingers long and fmall,
In colour like the earthly claye,
Yea, cold and ftiff withall.

When as the morning-ftar 25
Her golden gates had fpred,

And that the glittering fun arofe
Forth from fair Thetis’ bed;

Then did my love awake,
Mott like a lilly-flower, 30
And as the lovely queene of heaven,
So fhonc fhee in her bower.
L2 Attired.,



148

ANCIENT POEMS.

Attired was fhee then
Like Flora in her pride,
Like one of bright Diana’s nymphs,
So look'd my loving bride. ~
And as fair Helens face,
Did Grecian dames befmirche,
So did my dear exceed in fight,
All virgins in the church

When we had knitt the knott
Of holy wedlock-band,’
Like alabafler joyn'd to jett,

So ftood we hand in hand;

Then lo! a chilling cold

. Strucke every: vital part,

And griping grief, like pangs of death,
" Seiz'd on my true love’s heart,

Down in a fwoon fhe fell,
As cold as any ftone 3

Like Venus pi¢tire lacking life,
So was my love brought home,

At length her rofye red,
Throughout her comely face,

As Pheebus beames with watry cloudes
Was cover'd for a fpace,

iy

35

40

45

£o

$5
When



ANCITENT 'POEMS. 149

Wlien with a grievous groane,
And voice both-hoarfe and drye,
Farewell, quoth fhe, my loving friend,
For I this daye muft dye; 6o

The meflenger of God,
With golden trumpe I fee,
With manye other angels more,
Which found and call for mee,

Inftead of muficke fiweet, 65
Go toll my paffing-bell 5

And with fweet flowers ftrow my grave,
That in my chamber fmell,

Strip off my bride’s arraye,

My cork fhoes from'my feet ; 70
And, gentle mother, be not taye

To bring my winding-fhect,

My wedding dinner dreft,
Beftowe upon the poor,

Aund on the hungry, needy, maimde, 75
Now craving at the door. :

Inftead of virgins yong,
My bride-bed for to fee,
Go caufe fome cunning carpenter,
To make a‘cheft for mee, rloyd 8o
Ls My
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My bride laces of filk
Beftowd, for maidens meet,
May fitly ferve, when I am dead,
To tye my hands and feet.

And thou, my lover true, 85
My hufband and my friend,

Let me intreat thee here to ftaye,
Until my life doth end.

, Now leave to talk of love,
And humblye on your knee, 9o
Direét your. prayers. unto God :
But mourn no more for mee,

In love as we have livde,
In love let us depart ;

And I, in token of my love, . 11
Do kifs thee with my heart.

O ftaunch thofe bootlefs teares,
Thy weeping tis in vaine;
I am not loft, for wee in heaven
Shall one daye meet againe. ; 100

With that fhee turn’d afide,
As one difpos’d to fleep,

And like a lamb departed life ;
Whofe friends did forely weep.
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Her true love feeing this,
Did fetch a grievous groane,

As tho’ his heart would burft in twaiae,
And thus he made his moane,

O darke and difmal daye,
A daye of grief and care,

That hath bereft the fun fo brighr,
Whofe beams refrefht the air.

Now woe unto the world,
‘And all that therein dwell,

O that [ were with thee in heaven,
For here I live in hell.

And now this lover lives
A difcontented life,

Whofe bride was brought unto the grave
A maiden and a wife.

A garland frefh and faire
Of lillies there was made,

In fign of her virginitye,
Axnd on her coffin laid.

8ix maidsns, all in white,

Did beare her to the grounds
The bells did ring in folemn fort,
And made 2 dolefull found,
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In earth they laid her then, . 130
For hungry wormes a preye ;

So fhall the faireft face alive
At length be brought to claye.

XIiIl.
D UL CIN A

Given from two ancient copies, one in black-print, in she
Pepys collection 5 the other in the Editor’s folie MS. Eack
of thefe contained a flanza not found in the other. What
Seemed the beft readings were felefled from both.

This fong is queted as very popular in Walton’s Compleat
Angler, chap. 2. 1t is more ancient than the ballad of
Ror1N Goon-FELLOW printed below, which yet is fuppofed
to have been written by Ben. Fonfon.

S at noone Dulcina refted
In her fweete and fhady bower;
Came a fhepherd, and requefted
In her lapp to fleepe an hour.
But from her looke 3
A wounde he tooke
Soc deepe, that for a further boone
The nymph he prayes.
Wherto fhee fayes,
Forgoe me now, come to me foone. 10
But
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But in vayne fhee did conjure him
To depart her prefence foe ;
Having a thoufand tongues to allure him,
Aand but one to bid him goe
Where lipps invite, 15
And eyes delight, ;
And cheekes, as frefh as rofe in june,
"Perfuade delay ;
What boots, fhe fay,
Forgoe me now, come to me foone ? 29

He demands what time for pleafure
Can there be more fit than now s
She fayes, night gives love that leyfure,
Which the day can not allow.
He fayee, the fight 25
¢ Improves delight.
¢ Which fhe denies : Nights mirkie noone
In Venus’ playes
Makes bold, fhee fayes ; )
Forgoe me now, come to mee foone, 30

But what promife or profeffion
From his hands could purchafe feope ?
Who would fell the fiveet pofleflion
Of {uche beautye for a hope ? . o
Or for the fight 35
°  Of lingering night

Forgoe
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- Foregoe the prefent joyes of noone ? &
Though ne’cr foe faire
Her fpeeches were, ¢
Forgoe me now, come to me foone. 4o

How, at laft, agreed thefe lovers ?
Shee was fayre, and he was young:
‘The tongue may tell what theye difcovers;
Joyes unfeene are never fung.
Did fhee confent, 45
Or he relent;
Accepts he night, or grants fhee noone ;
Left he her a mayd,
Or not; flie fayd
Forgoe me now, ‘come to me foone. 1]

XIv. .
THE LADY ISABELLA’s TRAGEDY.

This ballad is given from an old black-letter copy in the
Pepys colleltion, collated with another in the Britifk Mu-
Seum, H. 263. filio. It is there intitled, % The Lady
¢ Jfabella’s Tragedy, or the Step-Mother's Cruclty : being
% a relation of a ;Jammlaﬁle Z”I‘I{ tm;l marther, committed
4 on the body of the lady Ijabella, the only daughter of a
¢ noble Ju{c,f@r. 7{ the tune of, Tﬁf Laag’x Fafll."
To fome copies are annexed eight more modern fanzas,

intitledy, * The Dutche/s’s and Cook’s Lamentation.”
THERE
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HERE was alord of worthy fame,
And a hunting he would ride,
Attended by a noble traine
Of gentrye by his fide.

And while he did in chafe remaine, 5
To fee both fpoi-t and playe ;

His ladye went, as fhe did feigne,
Unto the church to praye.

This lord he had a daughter deare,

Whofe beauty fhone fo bright, 10
She was belov’d, both far and neare,

Of many a lord and knight.

Fair Ifabella was fhe call’d,
A cieature faire was fhee;

She was her fathers only joye ; 15
As you fhall after fee.

Therefore her cruel ftep-mothér *
Did envye her fo much;
‘That daye by daye fhe fought her life,
Her malice it was fuch, 30

She bargain'd with the mafter-cook,
To take her life awaye: |
And taking of her daughters book,
She thus to her did faye. i
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Go home, fweet daughter, I thee praye, 25
Go haflen prefentlie ;

And tell unto the mafler-cook
Thefe wordes that I tell thee,

And bid him drefle to dinner fireight

‘That faire and milk-white doe, 30
That in the parke doth fhine fo bright,

There’s none fo faire to fhowe.

This ladye fearing of no harme,
Obey’d her mothers will 3 .
And prefentlye fhe hafted home, 38
Her pleafure to fulfill.

She fireight into the kitchen went,
Her meflage for to tell ;
And there fhe fpied the mafter-cook,
Who did with malice fwell, 40

Wowe, mafter-cook, it muit be foe,
Do that which I thee tell:

You needes mutt dreffe the milk-white doe,
Which you do knowe full well,

‘Then fireight his cruell bloodye hands, 45
He on the ladye layd ; '
‘Who quivering and fhaking ftands,
While thus to her he fayd ;
Thou
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Thou art the doe, that I muft drefle;
See here, behold my knife;

For it is pointed prefently
To ridd thee of thy life.

O then, cried out the fcullion-boye,
As loud as loud might bee;

O fave her life, good mafter-cook,
And make your pyes of mee!

For pityes fake do not deftroye
My ladye with your knife;

You know fhee is her father’s joye,
For Chriftes fake fave her life.

1 will not fave her life, he fayd,
Nor make my pyes of thee ;

Yet if thou doit this deed bewraye,
Thy butcher I will bee.

Now when this lord he did come home
For to fit downe and eat;

He called for his daughter deare,
To come and carve his meat.

Now fit you downe, his ladye fayd,
O fit you downe to meat:

Into fome nunnery fhe is gone;
Your daughter deare forget,
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Then folemnlye he made a vowe,
Before the companie

That he would neither eat nor drinke,
Uhtil he did her fee.

O then befpake the feullion-boye,
With a loud voice o hye :

If now you will your daughter fee,
My lord, cut up that pye:

Wherein her flethe is minced finatl,
And parched with the fire ;

All caufed by her ftep-mothér,
Who did-her death defire.

And curfed bee the mafter-cook,
O curfed may he bee!

1 proffered him my own hearts blood,
From death to fet her free.

Then all in blacke this lord did mourne;
And for his daughters fake,

He judged her cruell ftep-mothér
To be burnt at a ftake.

Likewife he judg’d the mafter-cook
In boiling lead to ftand ;

And made the fimple fcullion-boye
The heire of all his land.,_
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XV.
A HUE AND CRY AFTER CUPID.

This Song is a kind of Tranflation of a pretty poem of
Tafo's, mlged Amore fuggitivo, generally printed with
Lis AMINTA, and originally imitated from the firff Idyl-
lium of Myfchus.

[t is extrafled from Ben Jonfon's Mafque at the marriage
of lord vifcount Hadington, on Shrove-Tucfaay 1608. One
Sfanza full of dry mythology is here omitted, as it had been
dropt in a copy of tbi:%ﬂg printed in a fmall wolume
called ¢ Le Prince d'amour.  Lond. 1660, 8ve.

BEAUTIES, have yee feen a toy,
Called Love, a little boy,

Almoft naked, wanton, blinde ;

Cruel now ; and then as kinde ? .

If he be amongft yee, fay ; £
He is Venus® run away.

Shee, that will but now difcover

Where the winged wag doth hover,

Shall to-night receive a kiffe,’

How and where herfelfe would wifh 0
But who brings bim to his mother

Shall have that kiffe, and another,

Markes he hath about him plentie ;
You may know him among twentie ;
LS All
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All his body is a fire, 18
And his breath a flame entire:

Which, being fhot, like lightning, in,

Wounds the heart, biit not the fkin.

Wings he hath, which though yee clip,

He will leape from lip to lip, 20
Qver liver, lights, and heart ;

Yet not ftay in any part. .

And, if chance his arrow mifles,

He will fhoot himfelfe in kiffes.

He doth beare a golden bow, 25
And a quiver hanging low,

Full of arrowes, which outbrave

Dian’s fhafts; where, if he have

Any head more fharpe than other,

With that firft he ftrikes his mother, 30

Still the faireft are his fuell,

‘When his daies are to be cruell 3

Lovers hearts are all his food,

And his baths their warmeft bloud :

Nought but wounds his hand doth feafon, 35
“And he hates none like to Reafon.

Truft him not : his words, though fweet,

Seldome with his heart doe meet :

All his pradtice is deceit 3

Everie gift is but a bait: 40
Not
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Not a kiffe but poyfon beares ;
And moft treafon’s in his teares.

Idle minutes are his raigne ;

Then the ftraggler makes his gaine,

By prefenting maids with toyes 45
And would have yee thinke hem joyes 3

*Tis the ambition of the elfe

To have all childifh as himfelfe.

If by thefe yee pleafe to know him,

Beauties, be not nice, but fhow him. ()
Though yee had a will to hide him,

Now, we hope, yee’le not abide him

Since yee heare this falfer’s play, -

And that he is Venus’ run-away.

XVIL.
THE KING OF FRANCE’s DAUGHTER,

The feory of this Ballad feems to be taken from an incident
in the domeftic biftory of Charles the Bald, king of France,
His dauvghter Fudith was betrothed to Etbelwulph king of”
England: but before the marriage awas confummated, Ethel-
avulph died, and fbe returned to France: awhence fhe was

carried off by Baldwyn, Forefler of Flanders ; awho, after
" many croffes and difficulties, at length obtained the king’s
confent to their marriage, and was made Earl of Flanders.
This happened about A\ D, 865.~Sec Rapin, Henault, and
the French Hiflorians. ! 4

You.Ill. M The
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T ke following copy is given from the Editor’s ancient folis
MS. collated with anotber in black-lester in the Pepys
Collection, intitled, % dn excellent Ballad of a prince of
¢« England’s courthip to the king of France's daughter, &c.
¢ To the tune of Crimfon Felvet.”

Many breaches have been made in this old fong by the
kand of time, prim;'pal]y (as might be expelted) in the
quick returns of the rhime ; an attempt is here made to repais
#oene

N the dayes of old,
When faire France did flourifh,
Storyes plaine have told,
Lovers felt annoye. .
The queene a daughter bare,. 5!
Whom beautye’s queene did nourifh s
She was lovelye faire :
She was her fathers joye.
" A prince of England came,
Whofe deeds did merit fame, e
But he was exil’d, and outcaft:
Love his foul did fire,
Shee granted his defire,
Their hearts in one were linked faft.
Which when her father proved, 15
Sorelye he was moved,
And tormented in his minde..
He fought for to prevent them
And, to difcontent them,
Fortune crofs’d thefe lovers kinde. 29

When thefe princes twaine
Were thus barr’d of pleafure,

Through the kinges difdaine,
Which
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Which their joyes withftoode :
‘The lady foone prepar’d
Her jewells and her treafure;
Having no regard
For ftate and royall bloode ;
In homelye poore array
She went from court away,
To meet her joye and hearts dehght s
Who in a forreft great
Had takea up his feat,
To wayt her coming in the night,
But, lo! what fudden danger
'To this princely ftranger
Chanced, as he fate alone!
By outlawes he was robbed,
And with ponyards ftabbed,
Uttering many a dying grone.

The princeffe, arm’d by love,
And by chafte defire,
All the night did rove
Without dread at all :
StilLunknowne fhe paft
In her ftrange attire ;
Coming at the laft
Within echoes call,=
You faire woods, quoth fhee,
Honoured may you bee,
Harbouring my hearts delight s
Which encompafs here
My joye and only deare,

My truftye fricnd, ﬁnd comelye knight.
2
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Sweete, I come unto thee,
Sweete, I come to woo thee;

That thou mayft not angry'bee

For my long delaying ;
For thy curteous ftaying

Soone amendes Ile make to thee,

Paffing thus alone

Through the filent foreft,

Many a grievous grone

Sounded in her eares:

She heard one complayne

And lament the foreft,

Sceming all in payne,

Shedding deadly teares.

Farewell, my deare, quoth hee,
‘Whom I muft never fee;

For why my life is att an end,

Through villaines crueltye ;
For thy {weet fake I dye,

To fhow I am a faithfu!l friend.

Here I lye a bleeding,
While my thoughts are feeding

On the rareft beantye found.

O bard happ, that may be!
Little knowes my ladye

My heartes blood lyes on the grounds

With that a grone he fends

Which did burft in funder

All the tender bands
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Of his gentle heart.
She, who knewe his voice,
At his wordes did wonder;
All her former joyes
Did to griefe convert,
Strait fhe ran to fee,
Who this man fhold bee,
That foe like her love did feeme
Her lovely lord fhe found
Lye flaine upon the ground,
Smear'd with gore a ghafllye ftreame,
Which his lady {pying,
Shricking, fainting, crying,
Her forrows could not uttered bee:
Fate, fhe cryed, too cruell:
For thee—my deareft jewell,
Would God! that I had dyed for thee.

His pale lippes, alas!

Twentye times fhe kiffed,
And his face did wafh

With her trickling teares :
Every gaping wound

Tenderlye the prefled,
And did wipe it round

With her golden haires.
Speake, faire love, quoth fhee,
Speake, faire prince, to mee,

One fweete word of comfort give ¢
Lift up thy deare eyes,
Liften to my cryes,

Thinke in what fad griefe I live.

Ms

165

8

99

95

100

110

All



166

ANCIENT POEMS.

All in vaine the fued, 115
All in vaine the wooed,
The prince’s life was fled and gone.
There ftood fhe ftill monrning,
‘Till the funs retourning,
And bright day was coming on. 120

In #his great diftrefle
Weeping, wayling ever,
Oft (hee cryed, alas!
What will become of mee ?
To my fathers court 12§
1 returne will never:
But in lowlye fort
1 will a fervant bee,
‘While thus fhe made her mone,
Weeping all alone, 139
In this deepe and deadlye feare:
A for’fter all in greene,
Moft comelye to be feene,
Ranging the woods did find her there.
Moved with her forrowe, 135
Maid, quoth hee, good merrowe,
What hard happ has brought thee here ?
Harder happ did never
Two kinde hearts diffever :
Here lyes flaine my brother deare, 140

Where may I remaine,
Gentle for’fter, thew me,
*Till
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>Till I can obtaine
A fervice in my neede 2~
Paines I will not fpare :
This kinde favour doe me,
It will eafe my care;
Heaven fhall be thy meede.
The for’fter all amazed,
On her beautye gazed,
Till his heart was fet on fire.
If, faire maid, quoth hee,
You will goe with mee,
You fhall have your hearts defire.
He brought her to his mother,
And above all other .
He fett forth this maidens praife.
Long was his heart inflamed,
At length her love he gained,
And forturte crown’d his future dayes.

Thus unknowne he wedde
With a kings faire daughter;
Children feven they had,
Ere fhe told her birth.
Which when once he knew,
Humblye he befought her,
He to the world might fhew
Her rank and princelye worth,
He cloath’d his children then,
(Not like other men)
In partye-colours ftrange to fec ;
M4
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The right fide cloth of gold,
The lett fide to behold,

Of woollen cloth till framed hee ¥,
Men thereatt did wonder ; 175
Golden fame did thunder

This ftrange deede in every place :
The king of France came thither,
It being pleafant weather,

In thofe woods the hart to chafe. 18e

The children then they bring,
So their mother will’d it,
Where the royall king
Muft of force come bye:
Their mothers riche array,
Was of crimfon velvet :
Their fathers all of gray,
Seemelye to the eye. ¥
Then this famous king,
Noting every thing, 190

* This will remind the reader of the livery and device
of Charles Brandon, a private gentleman, who married the
Queen Dowager of France, fifter of Henry VII. At atour-
nament which he beld at his awedding, the trappings of his
horfe awere kalf Cloth of gold, and half Fricze, with the

following Motto:
“ Cloth of Gold, do not delpile,
¢ Tho’ thou art matcht with Cloth of Frize;
¢ Cloth of Frize, be not too bold,
¢ Tho’ thou art matcht with Cloth of Gold.”
See Sir W, Temple's Mife. vol. IIT. p. 356.

Afkt

£
LI

e e e e o I



ANCIENT POEMS.

Atkt how he durft be fo bold
To let his wife foe weare,

And decke his children there

In coftly robes of pearl and gold.
The forrefter replying,

Aund the caufe defcrying ¥,

To the king thefe words did fay,
Well may they, by their mother,
Weare rich clothes with other,

Beiné by birth a princefse gay.

The king aroufed thus,
More heedfullye beheld them,
Till a crimfon bluth
His remembranee croft.
The more I fix my mind
On thy wife and children,
The more methinks I find
The daughter which I loft.
Falling on her kaee,
I am that child, quoth fhee ;
Pardon mee, my foveraine liege.
The king perceiving this,
His daughter deare did kifs,
While joyfull teares did ftopp his fpeeche.
With his traine he tourned,
And with them fojourned.
Strait he dubb’d her hufband knight ;
Then made him erle of Flanders,

* iy . deferibing.  Sze Glff:
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And chiefe of his commanders:

Thus were their forrowes put to flight.

* W
*

XVIL

THE SWEET NEGLECT.

220

This little madrigal (extracled from Ben. ]oq/'au s Stlent
Woman, At 1, Sc. 1. firft alted in 1609.) is in imita-
tion of @ Latin poem printed at the end of the Variorum
Edit. of Petronius, beginning, ¢ Semper munditias, fem.

per Bafiliffa, decoras, &5¢.”

vol. I1, p. 420.

See Whalley's Ben. Fonfon,

TILL to be neat, ftill to be dreft,
As you were going to a feaft :
Still to be pow’dred, ftill perfum’d :
Lady, it is to be prefum’d,
‘Though art’s hid caufes are not found,
All is not fweet, all is not found. i

Give me 2 looke, give me a face,

That makes fimplicitie a grace ;

Rebes loofely flowing, haire as free:
Such fweet negle more taketh me,
Than all th’ adulteries of art,

That firike mine eyes, but not my heart.

XVILL

10

THE
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XVIIL
THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD.

The fubjelt of this very popular Ballad (whick has been
Jet in_fo favourable a light by the Speflator, N° 85.) feems

10 be taken from an old play, intitled, * Tawo lamentable
& Tragedies; The one of the murder of Maifter Brech, a
¢ chandler in Thames-fircete, &Fc, The other of a young
€ child murtheved in a wood by two ruffins, with the con-
€ fent of kis unkle. By Rob. Yarrington, 1601, 4t0."> Our
ballad-ma'er has firiflly followed the play in the defeription
of the father and mother’s dying charge: in the uncle's
promife to take care of their iffue: his iiring two ruffians
20 deftroy bis ward, under pretence of fending him to fzhool:
their chufing a weod to perpetrate the murder in: one of
the ruffians relenting, and a battle enfuing, €c. In othek
refpects he has departed from the play. In the latter the
Jeene is laid in Padua : there is but one child : which #s
murdered by a fudden flab of the unrelenting ruffian s he is
Slain Limfelf by his lefs bloody companion; but ere he dies
gives the other a mortal wound : the latter living juft long
enough to impeach the uncle s who, in confequence of this in
peachment, is arraigned and executed by the band of juftice,
&Ic. Whoever compares the }tlaj awith the ballad, will have
o doubt but the former is the original : the language is far
more obfolete, and fuck @ wein of fimplicity runs through the
whole performance, that, had the ballad been whitten firft,
there is no doubt but ecvery circumflance of it would bave
been received into the drama: whereas this was probably
built on fome Italian novél.

Printed from two ancient copies, one of them in black-let-
ter in the Pepys Collettion, It's tile at large is, ¢ The
¢ Children in the Wood: ory The Norfolt Gentleman's Laft
9 17ill and Teffament : To the tune of Rogero, &c

NOW
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OW ponder well, you parents deare,
. Thefe wordes, which I fhall write;
A doleful flory you fhall heare,
In time brought forth to light.
A gentleman of gbod account
In Norfolke dwelt of late,
Who did in honour far furmount
Moft men of his eftate.

Sore ficke he was, and like to dye,
No helpe his life could fave;

His wife by him as ficke did lye,
And both pofle&t one grave.

No love between thefe two was loft,
Each was to other kinde,

In love they liv'd, in love they dyed,
And left too babes behinde ¢

The one a fine and pretty boy,
Not pafling three yeares olde ;
The other a girl more young than he,
And fram’d in beautyes molde.
The father left bis little fon,
As plainlye doth appeare,
When he to perfet age thould come,
Three hundred poundes a yeare.

And to his little daughter Jane
Five hundred poundes in gold,
“To be paid downe on marriage-day,
‘Which might not be controll'd :

1@

2@

25

But
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But if the children chance to dye,
Ere they to age thould come,

Their uncle fhould pofleffe their wealth ;
For fo the wille did run.

Now, brother, faid the dying man,
Look to my children deare;

Be good unto my boy and girl,
No friendes elfe have they here:

To Ged and you I recommend
My children deare this daye;

But little while be fure we haye
Within this world to ftaye.

You muft be father and mother both,
And uncle all in one ;

God knowes what will become of them,
When I am dead and gone.

With that befpake their mother deare,
O brother kinde, quoth fhee,

You are the man muft bring our babes
To wealth or miferie s

And if you keep them carefully,
Then God will you reward;
‘But if you otherwife fhiould deal,
God will your deedes regard.
With lippes as culd as any ftone,
‘They kit their children fmall:
God blefs you both, my childrea deare ;
With that the teares did fall.
4
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Thefe fpeeches then their brother fpake
To this ficke couple there,
‘The keeping of your little ones
Sweet fifter, do not feare s 60
God never profper me nor mine,
Nor aught elfe that I have,
If T do wrong your children deare,
When you are layd in grave,

The parents being dead and gone, 65
The children home he takes,
And bringes them firaite unto his houfe,
Where much of them he makes.
He had not kept thefe pretty babes
A twelvemonth and a daye, )
But, for their wealth, he did devife
To make them both awaye.

He bargain’d with two ruffians ftrong,
‘Which were of furious mood,
That they fhould take thefe children young, 45
And flaye them in a wood.
He told his wife an artful tale,
He would the children fend
To be brought up in faire Londdn,
With one that was his friend. 8e

Away then went thofe pretty babes,
Rejoycing at that tide,
b3 Rejoycing
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Rejoycing with a merry minde,
They fhould on cock-horfe ride.
They prate and prattle pleafantly,
As they rode on the waye,
To thofe that fhould their butchers be,
Acd work their lives decaye :

So that the pretty fpeeche they had,
Made Murdet’s heart relent;

And they that undertooke the deed,
Full fore did now repent.

Yet one of them more hard of heart,
Did vowe to do his charge,

Becaufe the wretch, that hired him,
Had paid him very large.

The other won’t agree thereto,
So here they fall to firife ;

With one another they did fight,
Abont the childrens life:

And he that was of mildeft mood,
Did flaye the other there,

Within an unfrequented wood ¢
The babes did quake for feare!

He took the childzen by the hand,
Teares ftanding in their eye,

And bad them ftraitwaye fcllow him,
And look they didnot crye:

175
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And two long miles he ledd them on,

While they for food complaine : 110
Staye here, quoth he, I'll bring you bread,

When I come back againe.

Thefe pretty babes, with hand in hand,
Went wandering up and downe ;
But never more could fee the man 113
Approaching from the town :
Their prettye lippes with black-berries,
Were all befmear’d and dyed,
And when they fane the darkfome night,
They fat them downe and cryed. 120

Thus wandered thefe poor innocents,
Till deathe did end their grief,
In one anothers armes they dyed,
As wanting due relicf; A
No burial ¢ this’ pretty ¢ pair” 125
Of any man receives,
Till Robin-red-breaft pioufly
Did cover them with leaves.

And now the heavy wrathe of God
Upon their uncle fell; 130
Yea, fearfull fiends did haunt his houfe,
. His confcience felt an hell:
His barnes were fit’d, his gocdes confum’d,
His landes were barren made,

Fer. x25. thefe . . babes. P P
His
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His cattle dyed within the field, 135
And nothing with him ftayd.

And in a voyage to Portugal
Two of his fonnes did dye ;
And to conclude, himfelfe was brought
To want and miferye: 140
He pawn’d and mortgaged all his land
Ere feven yeares came about.
And now at length this wicked a&t
Did by this meanes come out ;

" The fellowe, that did take in hand 148
Thefe children for to kill,
Was for a robbery‘judg’d to dye,
Such was God’s blefled will :
Who did confefs the very truth,
As here hath been difplay’d: 150
Their uncle having dyed in gaol,
Where he for debt was layd.

You that executors be made,
And overfeers eke v
Of children that be fatherlefs,
And infants mild and meek;

Take you example by this thing, { 5 4
And yleld to each his right, AEIRRE 24
Left God with fuch like miferye L

Your wicked minds requite. 160

Vou. IIL N XIX, A



m8 ANCIENT POEMS.

XIX.
A LOVER OF LATE.

Printed, with a few flight correfions, from the Editer's

Solio MS.

Lover of late was I,
For Cupid would hav: it foe,
The boy that hath never an eye,
As every man doth know :
1 fighed and fobbed, and cryed, alas! s
For her that laught, and called me afs.

Then knew not I what to doe,
‘When I faw itt was in vaine
A Jady {oe coy to wooe,
‘Who gave me the affe foe plaine: 10
Yet would I her affe freelye bee,
Soe fhee would helpe, and beare with mee,

An’ I were as faire as thee,
Or fhee were as kind as I,
What payre cold have made, as wee, 15
Soe prettye a fympathyc:
I was as kind as thee was faire,
But for all this wee cold not paire,

Ver. 13. faine. MS.
3 Paire
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Paire with her that will for mee,
With her I will never paire 3 20
That cunningly can be coy,
For being a little faire,
“The affe 1le leave to her difdaine;
And now I am myfelfe againe,

XX.
THE KING AND MILLER OF MANSFIELD.

It has been a_favourite fubject with our Englifh ballad-
makers to reprefent our kings comverfing, either by accident
or defign, with the meaneft of their fuljells. Of the former
kind, befides this fong of the King and the Miller; we
bave K. Henry and the Soldier; K. Fames I. and the
Tinker ; K. William 111, and the Forrefier, &c.  Of the
latter fort. are K. Alfred and the Shepherd; K. Edward
1V, and the Tanner ; K. Henry VII1. and the Cobler, £5¢.
—— A few of the beff of thefe are admitted into this
colletion.  Both the author of the following ballad, and
others who have written on the fame plan, feem to bave
copied a wery ancient poem, intitled Joun THE REEVE,
wbick is buslt on an adventure of the fame kind, that hap-
pened between K. Edward Longfhanks, andane of bis Reeves
or Bailiffs. This is a picce of great antiguity, being writ=
ten before the time of Edward IV, and for its genuine bu-
mour, diverting incidentsy and faithful pidure of ruftic
manners, is infinitely fuperior to all that bave been fince
written in imitation of it. The Editor bas a copy in his
ancient folio MS. but its length rendered it improper for
this volume, it confifting of more than goo lines. It contains
alfo fome corruptions, and the Editor chufes to defer its pub=
lication in hopes that fome time or other he fball be able to
remove theime

N2 v T
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The following is printed, with corrections, from the Edi-
tor’s folio MS. collated with an old black-letter copy in the
Pepys collettion, intitled *¢ A pleafant ballad of K. Henry I 1.
< and the Miller of Mansfield, ¢’

Part THE FirsT,

ENRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting
To the greene foreft fo pleafant and faire;
To fee the harts fkipping, and dainty does trippings
Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repaire :
Hawke and hound were unbound, all things prepar’d g
For the game, iu the fame, with good regard.

All a long fummers day rode the king pleafantlye,
With all his princes and nobles eche one ;

Chafing the hart and hind, and the bucke gallantlye,
Till the dark evening forc’d all to turne home. 10

Then at laft, riding faft, he had loft quite

All his lords in the wood, late in the nighs.

Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and downe,
With a rude miller he mett at the laft:

Afking the ready way unto faire Nottingham ; 15
Sir, quoth the miller, I meane not to jeft,

Yet 1 thinke, what I thinke, footh for to fay,

You doe not lightlye ride out of your way,

‘Why, what doft thou think of me, quoth ourking merrily,
Pafling thy judgment upon me fo briefe? 20
2 Good
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Good faith, fayd the miller, I meane not to flatter thee;
I guefs thee to bee but fome gentleman thiefe ;

Stand thee backe, in the darke; light not adowne,

Lett that I prefentlye cracke thy knaves crowne.

Thou doft abufe me much, quoth the king, fayingthus;
Tama gémleman; lodging I lacke. 26
Thou haft not, quoth th’ miller, one groat in thy purfe;
All thy inheritance hanges on thy backe.
* I have gold to difcharge all that I call;
If it be forty pence, I will pay all. 30

If thou beeft a true man, then quoth the miller,
I fweare by my toll-difh, I’ll lodge thee all night,
Here’s my hand, quoth the kiug, that was I ever.
Nay, foft, quoth the miller, thou may’t be a fprite.
Better I’ll know thee, ere hands we will fhake; 33
With none but honeft men hands will I take.

Thus they went all along unto the millers houfe 3
Where they were feething of puddings and foufe:

The miller firft enter’d in, after him went the king ;
Never came hee in foe fmoakye a houfe. 40

Now, quoth hee, let me fee herc what you are.

Quoth our king,. looke your fill, and doe nat fpare.

1like well thy countenance, thou haft an honeft face;
With my fon Richard this night thou fhalt lye.
Quoth his wife, by my troth, it is ahandfome youth, 45

® The king fays this,
N3 Yet
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Yet it’s beft, hufband, to fieal warilye.
_Art thou no run away, prythee, youth, tell ?
Shew me thy pafiport, and all fhal be wells

‘Then our king prefentlye, making lowe courtefye,
With his hatt in his hand, thus he did fay ; 50
1 have no paffport, nor never was fervitor,
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way :
And for your kindnefs here offered to mee,
I will requite you in everye degree.

Then to the miller his wife whifper’d fecretlye, 55
Saying, It feemeth, this youth’s of good kin,
Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners ;
To turne him out, certainlye, were a great fin.
Yea, quoth hee, you may fee, he hath fome graee
When he doth fpeake to his betters in place. 6o

Well, quo’ the millers wife, young man, ye’re welcome
And, though I fay it, well lodged fhall be : [here;
Frefh ftraw will I have, laid on thy bed fo brave,
And good brown hempen fheets likewife, quoth fhee.
Aye, quoth the good man; and when thatis done, 635
Thou fhalt.lye with no worfe, than our own fonne.

Nay, firft, quoth Richard, good-fellowe, tell me true,
Haft thou noe creepers within thy gay hofe?
Or art thou not troubled with the fcabbado ?
I pray, quoth the king, what creatures are thofe? 7o
Art
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Art thou not lowfy, nor fcabby'? quoth he:
If thou beeft, furely thou lyeft not with mee.

This caus’d the king, fuddenlye, to laugh moft heartilye,
‘Till the teares trickled faft downe from his eyes.

‘Then to their fupper were they fet orderlye, 75
With hot bag-puddings, and good apple-pyes ;

Nappy ale, good and ftale, in a browne bowle,

Which did about the board merrilye trowle.

Here, quoth the miller, good fellowe, I drinke to thee,
And to all ¢ cuckholds, wherever they bee,” 8o

1 pledge thee, quotth our king, and thanke thee heartilye
For my good welcome in everye degree:

And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy fonne.

Do then, quoth Richard, and quicke let it come.

Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth lightfoote, 85
And of his fweetnefle a little we’ll tafte.
A fair ven'fon paftye brought fhe out prefentlye.
Eate, quoth the miller, but, fir, make no wafte,
Here’s dainty lightfoote ! In faith, fayd the king,
I never before eat fo daintye a thing. 9@

I wis, quoth Richard, no daintye at all it is,
For we doe eate of it ‘everye day. =

In what place, fayd our king, may be bought like to this?
‘We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay:

Ver, $0. courtnalls, that courtcous be, MS. and P.

N g From
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From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here 5 95
Now and then we make bold with our kings deer.

Then I thinke, fayd our king, that it is venifon.

Eche foole, quoth Richard, full well may know that :
Never are wee without two or three in the roof,

Very well flefhed, and excellent fat 1600
But, prythee, fay nothing wherever thou goe ;
We would not, for two pence, the king fhould it knowe.

Doubt not, then fayd the king, my promift fecrefye 3
‘The king fhall never know more on’t for mee.

A cupp of lambs-wool they dranke unto him then, 10§
And to their bedds they paft prefentlie.

‘The nobles, next morning, went all up and down,

For to feeke out the king in everye towne.

At laft, at the millers ¢ cott,’ foone they efpy’d him out,
As he was mounting upon his fairc feede; 110

Towhomthey came prefently, fallingdown on theirknee ;
Which made the millers heart wofully bleede ;

Shaking and quaking, before him he flood,

Thinking he fhould have been hang'd, by the rood.

The king perceiving him fearfully trembling, 11§
Drew forth his fword, but nothing he fed ;

The milier downe did fall, crying before them all,
Doubting the king would have cut off his head,

But he his kind counitefye for to requite,

Gaye him great living, and dubb’d him a knight, 129

Paxt
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PagT THE SECONDE.

Hen as ourroyall king came hoine from Notting.
And with his nobles at Weftminter lay; [ham,
Recounting the fports and pafimes they had taken,
In this late progrefs along on the way ;
Of them all, great and fmall, he did proteft, S
The miller of Mansfield’s fport liked him beft.

And now, my lords, quoth the king, I am determined
Againft St. Georges next fumptuous feaft,
That this old miller, our new confirm’d knight,
With his fon Richard, fhall here be my gueft: 10
For, in this merryment, ’tis my defire
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young fquire.

When as the noble lords faw the kinges pleafantnefs,
They were right joyfull and glad in their hearts ;

A purfuivant there was fent ftraighte on the bufinefs, 1§
“The which had often-times been in thofe partse

When he came to the place, where they did dwell,

His meflage orderlye then "gan he tell.

God fave your worfhippe, then faid the meffenger,
And grant your ladye her own hearts defire ; 20
And to your fonne Richard good fortune and happinefs;
That fiveet, gentle, and gallant young fquire.
Qur king greets you well, and thus he doth fay,
You muft come to the court on St. George’s day ;
: ; Thesfore,
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‘Therfore, in any cafe, faile not to be in place. 23
1 wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jeft:
What fhould we doe there ? faith, T am halfe afraide
1 doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang’d at the leaft.
Nay, quoth the meflenger, you doe miftake ;
Our king he provides a great feaft for your fake. 3@

‘Then fayd the miller, By my troth, meflenger,
‘Thou haft contented my worfbippe full well.

Hold here are three farthings, to quite thy gentlenefs,
For thefe happy tydings, which thou doft tell.

Let me fee, hear thou mee ; tell to our king, 35

We'll wayt on kis mafterfhipp in everye thing.

.

The purfuivant fmiled at their fimplicitye,

And, making many leggs, tooke their reward 3
And his leave taking with great humilitye

To the kings court againe he repair’d ; 40
Shewing unto his grace, meriy and free,
‘The knightes motft liberall gift and bountie.

When he was gone away, thus gan the miller fay,
Here come expences and charges indeed ;

Now muft we needs be brave, tho’ we fpend all we have;
For of new garments we have great need: 46

Of horfes and ferving-men we muft have ftore,

With bridles and faddles, and twentye things more,

Tuthe,
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Tuthe, fir John, quoth his wife, why thould you frett, or
You fliall ne’er beatt mo charges for mee; [frowne 2

For I will turne and trim up my old ruffet gowne, §1
With everye thing elfc as fine as may bee ;

And on our mill-horfes fwift we will ride,

With pillowes and pannells, as we fhall provide.

In this moft ftatelye fort, rode they unto the court, gg
Their jolly fonne Richard rode foremoft of ait;

Who fet np, for good hap, a cecks feather in his cap,
And fo they jetted downe to the kings hall;

‘The merry old miller with hands on his fide ;

His wifé like maid Marian, did mince at that tide. 6o

The king and his nobles that heard of their coming,
Meeting this gallant knight with his brave traine;

Welcome, fir knight, quoth he, with your gay ladyt
Good fir John Cockle, once welcome againe:

And fo is the fquire of courage foe free. 65

Quoth Dicke, A bots on you! do you knaw mee ?

Quoth our king gentlye, how fiould I forget thee?
That wak my owne bed-fellowe, well it I wot.
Yea, fir, quoth Richard, and by the fame token,
Thou with thy farting didft make the bed hot.  yo
Thou whore-fon unhappy knave, then quoth the knight,
Speake cleanly to-our king, or elfe go fh***,
Ver. 57. for good hap: i. . forgaad luck 5 they were going on an ba-
wardous expedition.”
Ver. 60. Majd Marian in the Morris dance, was reprefented by a man

in waman's cloaths, whs was to take flort fleps in order to fifain the
Jemale ebaracier.
The
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The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily,
While the king taketh them both by the hand ;

With the court-dames, and maids, like to the queen of

. fpades 75
The millers wife did foe orderly ftand.

A milk-maids courtefye at every word ;

And downe all the folkes were fet to the board.

There the king royally, in princelye majefiye,

Sate at his dinner with joy and delight; 8o
When they had eaten well, then he to jefting fell,

And in a bowle of wine dranke to the knight :
Here’s to you both, in wine, ale and beer ; #8.2
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer. =~ ..
Quoth fir John Cockle, I'll pledge you a pottle, 85

Were it the beft ale in Nottinghamthire :

But then faid our king, now I think of a thing;
Some of your lightfoote I would we had here,
Ho! ho! quoth Richard, full well I may fay it,
*Tis knavery to eate it, and then to betray it. Q°

Why art thou angry ? quoth our king merrilye ;
In faith, I take it now very unkind :
I thought thou wouldit pledge me in ale and wine

heartily.
Quoth Dicke, You are like to fh) till T have din’d «
You feed us with twatling difhes foe fmall ; 95

Zounds, a blacke-pndding is better than all.
Agye,
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Aye, marry, quoth our king, that were a daintye thing,
Could a man get but one here for to eate. [hofe,

With that Dicke ftraite arofe, and pluckt one from his
Which with heat of his breech gan to fweates 100

The king made a proffer to fnatch it away : —

*Tis meat for your mafter: good fir, you muft ftay.

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly fpent ;
And then the ladyes prepared to dance.

Old Sir John Cockle, and Richard, incontinent 105
Unto their places the king did advance,

Here with the ladyes fuch fport they did make,

The nobles with laughing did make their fides ake.

Many thankes for their paines did the king give them,
Afking young Richard then, if he would wed; 110

Among thefe ladyes frce, tell me which liketh thee?
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, Sir, with the red head:

She's my love, fhe’s my life, her will Iwed;

She hath fworn I fhall have her maidenhead,

Then fir Jobn Cockle the king call’d unto him, 115
And of merry Sherwood made him o’er feer ;

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound yearlyes
Take heed now you fteale no more of my deer:

And once a quarter let’s here have your view 3

And now, fir John Cockle, I bid you adieu. 120

XXI. THE
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XXIL.
THE SHEPHERD’s RESOLUTION.

This beautiful old fong awas wwritten by a poct, whofe
same would have been utterly forgotten, if it bad not been
preferved by SwivT, as aterm of contempt. ““ DRYDEN
“ and WiTHER” are coupled by him like the BAV1vs and
Meavius of Pirgil. DRYDEN however bas had juffice done
him by pofferity: and as for W .THER, though of fubordi-
nate merit, that he was not altogether devoid of genius,
will be judged from the following flanzas. The truth is,
WITHER was a wery woluminous party-writer: and as
bis political and fatyrical firokes rendered bim extremely popu-
lar in bis life-time; fo af terwards, when thefe were no longer
relifhed, they totally configned his writings to oblivion.

GEORGE WITHER avas born June 11, 1488, and'in
his younger years diffinguifhed bimfelf by fome pafioral
pieces, that were not inelegant ; but growing afterwards
involved in the political and religious difputes in the times
of Fames I. and Charles I. he employed his poetical vein
in Jevere, pafquils on the court and clergy, aud was occa~
Sonally a fufferer for the freedom of bis pen. In the civil
war thar enfued, be exeried himfelf in the fervice of the
Parliament, and became a confiderable fharer in the fpoils.
He was even one of thofe provincial tyrants, whom Oliver
diffributed over the kingdom, under the name of Major Ge=
nerals; and had the fieecing of the county of Surrey: but

Jyrviving the Refloration, he outlived botk his power and
his affluence; and giving vent to his chagrin in libels on
the
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the court, was long a prifomer in Newgate and the Tower,
He died at length on the 2d of May, -667.

During the awbhole: courfe of his life, W1THER was a

econtinual publifber; having generally for opponent, TAYLOR
the Water-poet. The long it of bis productions may be
Jeen in Wood’s Athenz. Oxon. wol. I1. His moft popular
Jatire is intitled, ** Abufes whipt and fiript,” 1613. His
moft poctical pieces were eclogues, intitled,  The Shepherd’s
Hunting,” 161., 8vo. and others printed at the end of
Browne's « Shepherd’s Pipe,”” 1614, 8vo. The following
Jonnet is extralted from a long pafloral piece of bis, intitled,
¢ The Miftreffe of Philarete,” 1622, 8uvo. whick is faid
in the preface to be onc of the Author’s firff poems; and may
thrg/fre be dated as early as any of the foregoing.

S HALL I, wafting in difpaire,
Dye becaufe a woman’s faire ?
Or make pale my cheeks with care,
>Caufe another’s rofie are ?
Be fhee fairer then the day, 5
Or the flowry meads in may;
If fhe be not fo to me,
What care I how faire fhee be?

Shall my foolifh heart be pin’d,

’Caufe I fee a woman kind ? 10

Or a well-difpofed nature

Joyned with a lovely feature?

Be fhee meeker, kinder, than

The turtle-dove or pelican ;
If fhee be not fo to me, 15
What care I how kind thee be?

Shall
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Shall 2 woman’s.virtues move
Me to perifh for her love?
Or, her well-defervings knowne,
Make me quite forget mine owne ? 20
Be fhee with that goodnefle bleft,
Which may merit name of Beft;
If fhe be not fuch to me,
What care I how good fhe be ?

Caufe her fortune feems too high, 25

Shall I play the foole and dye?

‘Thofe that beare a noble minde,

Where they want of riches find,

‘Thinke what with them they would doe,

‘That without them dare to woe; 30
And, unlefle that minde I fee,
What care I how great fhe be 2

Great or good, er kind or faire,
I will ne’er the more difpaire s
If fhe love me, this beleeve ; 35
I will die ere fhe fhall grieve.
If fhe flight m= when I wooe,
I can fcorne and let her goe
If fhee be not fit for me,
What care I for whom fhe be? 40

XXII. THE
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Q UEEN DIDO

" Such is the title given in the Editor’s folio MS. to this
excellent old ballad, awhich, in the common printed copies, is
inferibed, ENEAS, WANDERING PrINCE OF ['rOY. It
is here given from that MS. collated with two different
printed copies, both in black-letter, in the Pepys collettion.

The reader avill fmile to odferve with what natural and
affelting fimplicity, our ancient ballad-maker has engrafted
a Gothic conclufion on the claffic fory of Virgil, from awhom,
however, it is probable he had it mot. Nor can it be de-
nied, -but he bas dealt out bis poetical juftice with a more
impartial band, than that celebrated poct.

HEN Troy towne had, for ten yeeres ¢ patt,’
Withftood the Greekes in manfull wife,
‘Then did their foes encreafe foe faft,
That*to refift none could fuffice ;
Walft lye thofe walls, that were foe good, $
And corne now growes where Troy towne ftoode,

Aneas, wandering prince of Troy,
- When he for' land long time had fought,

At length arriving with great joy,
' To mighty Carthage walls was brought; 10
Where Dido queene, with fumptuous feaft,
Did entertaine that wandering gueft,

Ver, 1.21. war. MS. and P P, 1

.2 Vor. IIL. ' (o) © Aad,
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And, as in ball at meate they fate,
The queene, defirous newes to heare,
¢ Says, of thy Troys unhappy fate’
Declare to me thou Trojan deare:
The heavy hap and chance foe bad,
That thou, poore wandering prince, haft had,

And then anon this comelye knight,
With words demure, as he cold well,
Of his unhappy ten yeares  fight’,
Soe true a tale began to tell,
With words foe fweete, and fighes foe dcepc,
That oft he made them all to weepe.

And then a thoufand fighes he fet,
And every figh brought teares amaine ;
That where he fate the place was wett,
As though he had feene thofe warrs againe;
Soe that the queene, with ruth therfore,
Said, wortby prince, enough, no more.

And then the darkfome night drew on,
And twinkling ftarres the fkye befpred ;
When he his dolefull tale had done,
And every one was layd in bedd:
Where they full fweétly tooke their reft,
Save only Dido’s boyling breft.

This filly woman never flept,
But in her chamber, all alone,

15

2

25!

3

35
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" As one unhappye, alwayes wept,
And to the walls thee made her mone §
That fhe fhold ftill defirein vaine
The thing, fhe never muft obtaine,

And thus in grieffe fhe fpent the night,
Till twinkling ftarres the fkye were fled,
And Pheebus, with his gliftering light,
Througn mifty cloudes appeared red ;
Then tidings came to her anon,
That all the Trojan fhipps were gone.

And then the queene with bloody knife
Did arme her hart as hard as ftone,
Yet, fomething loth to loofe her life,
In woefull wife (he made her mone;
And, rowling on her carefull bed,
With fighes and fobbs, thefe words fhee fayd:

O wretched Dido queene! quoth thee,
1 fee thy end approacheth neare;
For hee is fled away from thee,
Whom thou didft love and hold fo deare s
What is he gone, and paffed by ?
O hart, prepare thyfelfe to dye.

Though reafon fays, thou fhouldft forbeare,
And ftay thy hand from bloudy ftroke;
Yet fancy bids thee not to fear,
Which fetter’d thee in Cupids yokes
02
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Come
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Come death, quoth fhee, refolve my fmart == 65
And with thofe words fhee peerced her hart,

When death had pierced the tender hart
Of Dido, Carthaginian queenc;
Whefe bloudy knife did end the fmart,
Which fhee fuftain’d in mournfull teene ; )
ZEneas being fhipt and gone,
Whofe flattery caufed all her mone;

Her funerall moft coftly made,
And all things finitht mournfullye;
Her body fine in mold was laid, 75
Where itt confumed fpeedilye :
Her fifters teares her tombe beftrewde;
Her fubje@ts griefe their kindneffe thewed.

Then was Zneas in an ile
In Grecya, where he ftayd long fpace, Se
- Wheras her fifter in fhort while
Writt to him to his vile difgrace ;
In fpeeches bitter to his mind
$hee told him plaine he was unkind,

Falfe-harted wretch, quoth fhee, thou art; L
And traiterouflye thou hatt betraid
Unto thy lure a gentle hart,
Which unto thee much welcome made ;
My fifter deare, and Carthage’ joy,
Whofe folly bred her deere annoy. 82
¢ Yei

r
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Yett on her death-bed when fhee lay,
Shee prayd for thy profperitye,
Befeeching god, that every day
Might breed thy great felicitye s
Thus by thy meanes I loft a friend ;
. Heavens fend thee fuch untimely end.

When be thefe lines, full fraught with gall,
Perufed had, and wayed them right,
His lofty courage then did fall ;
And ftraight appeared in his fight
Queene Dido’s ghoft, both grim and pale;
Which made this valliant feuldier quaile,

Zneas, quoth this ghaftly ghoft,
My whole delight when I did live,
Thee of all men I loved moft;
My fancy and my will did give;
For entertainment I thee gave,
Unthankefully thou didft me grave,

Therfore prepare thy flitting foule
- To wander with me in the aire
Where deadlye griefe fhall make it howle,
Becaufe of me thou tookft no care:
Delay not time, thy glaffe is run,
Thy date is patt, thy life is done.

O ftay a while, thou lovely fprite,
~ Be not foc hafty to convay
03
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My foule into eternall night,
Where itt fhall ne’re behold bright day.
O doe not frowne 3 thy angry looke
Hath “all my foule with horror {hooke,”
But, woe is me! all is in vaine,
And bootlefs is my difmall crye;
Time will not be recalled againe,
Nor thou furceafe before I dye,
O lett me live, and make amends
‘To fome of thy moft deereft friends,

But fecing thou obdurate art,
And wilt no pittye on me fhow,
Becaufe from thee I did depart,
And left unpaid what I did owe ;
J muft content myfelfe-to take
What lgtt to me thow wilt partake,

And thus, as one being in a trance,
A multitude of uglye feinds
About this woffuil pn"nce did dance §
He had no helpe of any friends:
His body then they tooke away,
And no man knew his dying day,
Ver. 120, MS. Hath made my breatk my life forfocke,

120
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133

XXIII. THE



ANCIENT POEMS. 199

XXM °
'THE WITCHES SONG

~= From Ben Fonfon's Mafjue of RQueens prefented ar
Wihitehall, Feb, 2, 16cq.
Ye Editor thought it incumbent on him to infert fome old

 pieces on the popular fuperflition com‘zrm‘;g witches, hob-
efe

goblins, fairics, and ghofts.” The laft of thefe make their ap-
pearance in moft of the tragical ballads; and in the follow-
ing fongs will be found fome defeription of the former.

It is true, this fong of the Witches, falling from the
learned pen of Ben Jonfon, is rather an extralt from the
warious incantations of claffical antiquity, than a difplay of
the opinions of our ewn wvulgar. But let it be obferved,
that a_pareel of learned awifeacres had juft efore buficd
themfelves on this fubjedt, in complimeut to K. Fames I
awhofe weaknefs on this head is avell-known : and thefe had
o ranfacked all awriters, ancient and modern, and fo blended
and kneaded together the feveral fuperfiitions of different
imes and natious, that thofe of genuine Englifh growth; could
no longer be traced out and diftinguifhed.

By good luck the whimfical belief of fairies and goblins
could furnifb no pretences for torturing our fellow-creatares,
and therefore we bave this banded down to us pure and
ur_l/ép/){ﬁicaft‘d.

1 WircH,
Have been all day looking after
A raven feeding vpon a quarter ;
And, foone as fhe turn’d her beak to the fouth,
1 foatch’d this morfell out of her mouth,

2 WirtcH.
1 have beene gathering wolves haires, 5
The madd dogges foames, and adders cares i
O34 The
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The fpurging of a deadmans eyes:
And all fince the evening ftarre did rife.

3 Wircen.
1 laft night lay all alone
O’ the ground, to heare the mandrake grone ;
And pluckt him up, though he grew full low :
And, as I had done, the cocke did crow,

4 Wrirtcn.
And T ha’ beene chufing out this feull
From charnell houfes that were full ;
From private grots, and publike pits ;
And frighted a fexton out of his wits.

§ WircH.
Under a cradle I did crepe
By day; and, when the childe was a-fleepe
At night, I fuck’d the breath; and rofe,
And pluck’d the nodding nurfe by the nofe.

6 WircH.
1 had a dagger: what did I with that?
Xilled an infant to have his fat.
A piperit got at a church-ale,
1 bade him again blow wind ? the taile.

7 Witcn,
A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines ;
The funne and the wind had fhrunke his veines:

10

20

23

I bit
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1 bit off a finew IAclipp’d his haire ;
I brought off his ragges, that danc’d i’the ayre,

8 Witcn.,
The fcrich-owles egges and the feathers biacke,
The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe 30
I have been getting; and made of his fkin
A purfet, to keepe fir Cranion in.

9 Wrren.
And I ha’ beene plucking (plants among)
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue,
Night-fhade, moone-wort, libbards-bane; 35
And wife by the dogges was like to be tane.,

10 Wirch.
I from the jawes of a gardiner’s bitch
Did fnatch thefe bones, and then leap’d the ditchs
Yet went I back to the houfe againe,
Kill’d the blacke cat, and here is the braine, 40

11 WircH.
1 went to the toad, breedes under the wall,
1 charmed him out, and he came at my callg
I {cratch’d out the eyes of the owle before ;
1 tore the batts wing : what would you have more ?

Dame.
Yes: 1 have brought, to helpe your vows, 43
Horned poppie, cyprefle boughes,
The
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.. The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes,
And juice, that from the larch-tree comes,
The bafilifkes bloud, and the vipers fkin:
And now our orgies let’s begine 5®

XXIV,
ROBIN GOOD-FELLOW,

——— alias PuckE, alias HOB5OBLIN, in the creed of an-
cient fuperflition, was a kind of merry fprite, whefe cha-
ralfler and atchievements are recorded in thit ballad, and in
shofe well-knewen lines of Miltonw’s L’ Allegro, which tbe
antiguarian Peck fuppofes to be owing to it

¢ Tells bow the drudging GOBLIN fuwet

¢ To carn his creame-bowele duly fet;

¢ When in one night, ere glimpfe of morne,

¢ His fbadewy flail hath threfl'd the corn

¢ That ten day-laborrers could not ends;

& Tleen lies bhim down the lubber fiend,

& And firetch’d out all the chimneys length,

¢ Bafhs at the fire bis Laivy firength, »

% And crop-full out of deors be flings,

$¢ Ere the firf cock bis matins rings.”

The reader will obferve that our fimple anceflor: had re-
duced all thefe whimfees to a kind of fiftem, as vegular, aund
perbaps more confifient, than many parts of clafic mythology :
a preef of the extenfive influence and vaft antiquity of thefe
Juperfiitions. Mankind, and .:/’pecial_]y the commen people,
could not every awhere have been fo unanimoufly agreed- con-
cerning thefe arbitrazy notions, if they had not prevailed
among them for many ages. Indeed, alearned friend in
Wales affures the Editor, that the exifience of Fairies and
Goblins is alluded to by the moff ancient Britijh Bards, awbe
mention them under varlous namesy oue of the moff common of

whick
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avhich fignifies, ¢ The fpirits of the mountains” See alfp
Preface to Song XXV
This fong (whick Peck attributes to Ben Fonfon, the
it is not found among his aworks) is chiefly printed from an
ancient black letter copy in the Britifk Mufenm. It feems to
have been originally intended for fome Mafque.  See the lafi
page of this velume,

ROM Oberon, in fairye land,
The king of ghofts and {hadowes there,
Mad Robin I, at his command,
Am fent to viewe the night-fports here.
What revell rout . [
Is kept about,
In every corner where I go,
I will o’erfee,
And merry bee,
And make good fport, with ho, ho, ho!l 10

More fwift than lightening can [ flye
About this aery welkin foone,
And, in a minutes fpace, defcrye
Each thing that’s done belowe the moone,
There’s not a hag 18
Or ghoft fhall wag,
= Or cry, ware Goblins! where I go;
But Robin 1
Their feates will {py,
And fend them home, with ho, ho, ho! 30

Whene’cr fuch wanderers I meete,

As from their night-fports they trudge heme s
With
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With counterfeiting voice I greete

And call them on, with me to roame
Thro® woods, thro’ lakes, 25
‘Thro’ bogs, thro’ brakes;

Or clfe, unfeene, with them I go,
All in the nicke
To play fome tricke

And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho! - 30

Sometimes I meete them like a man;
Sometimes, an ox, fometimes, a hound;
And to a horfe I turn me can;
‘Fo trip and trot about them round,
But if, to ride, 35
My backe they ftride,
More fivift than wind away I go,
Ore hedge and lands,
Thro’ pools and ponds
1 whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho! " 40

When lads and laffes merry be,
With poffets and with juncates fine ; h
Unfeene of all the company,
T eat their cakes and fip their wine ;
And, to make fport, 43
I fart and fnort ;
And out the candles I do blows
The maids I kifs 3
They fhricke—Who's this ?
I anfiver nonght, but bo, ho, ho! 50

Yet
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Yet now and then, the maids to pleafe,
At midnight I card up their wooll ;
And while they fleepe, and take their eafe,
With wheel to threads their flax 1 pulls
I grind at mill
Their malt up ftill;
I drefs their hemp, I fpin their tow.
If any “wake,
And would me take,
I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho!

When houfe or harth doth fluttith lye,
1 pinch the maidens blacke and blue;
The bed-clothes from the bedd pull I,
And lay them naked all to view.
*Twixt fleepe and wake,
I do them take,.
Aund on the key-cold floor them throw.
If out they cry,
Then forth I fly,
And loudly laugh out, Lo, ho, ho!

When any need to borrowe ought,
Welend them what they do require ;
And for the ufe demand we nought ;
Our owne is all we do defire.
If to repay,
They do delay,
Abroad amongft them then T go,

20§
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And night by night,
I them affright
With pinchings, dreames, and ho, ho, ho! ~8e

When lazie queans have nought to do,
But ftudy how to cog and lye;
"Fo make debate and mifchief too,
*Twixt one another fecretlye :
I marke their gloze, 85
And it difclofe, s E
To them whom they have wronged {0}
When'T have done,
I get me gone,
And leave them {colding, ho, ho, hof go

When men do traps and engins fet
In loop holes, where the vermine creepe,
Who from their foldes and houfes, get
Their duckes and geele, and laimbes and fheepes
1 {py the gin, 95
And enter in, d
And feeme 2 vermine taken fo ;
But when they there
Approach me neare,
I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho! 150

By wells and rills, in meadowes greene,
We nightly dance our hey-day guife ;
And to our fairye king, and queene,

We chant our moon-light minftrelfies.
When
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When larks ’gin fing, 10§
Away we fling;
And babes new borne’fteal as we go,
And elfe in bed,
We leave inftead,
And wend us laughing, ho, ho, ho! 119

From hag-bred Merlin’s time have I
Ths nightly revell’d to and fro -
And for my pranks men call me by
The name of Robin Good-felldw.
Fiends, ghofts, and fprites, 115
‘Who haunt the pightes,
The hags and goblins do me know
And beldames old
My feates have told;
So Vale, ¥ale; ho, ho, ho! 120

XXV.
THE FAIRY QUEEN.

We have here a fhort difplay of the popular belizf coms
cerning FAtR1ES. It will afford entertainment to a con-
templative mind to trace thefe awhimfical opintons up to iheir
erigin, Whoever confiders, how early, how extenfively,
and how uniformly, they bave prevailed in thefe nations,
will nof readily affent to the hypothefis of thofe, awho fetch
them from the eaff fo late as the time of the Croifades,
Whereas it is awell known that our Saxon anceflors, long be~
Sore they left their German firefisy believed the exifience of
& kind of diminutive deamons, or middle fpecies beiveen men

4 ] and
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and fpirits, whom they called DUERGAR or DwaRFs, and
fo 'wiom they attributed many wonderful performances, far
exceeding buman art.  Vid. Hervarer Saga Olaj Verelj.
1675. Hickes Thefaur, Ec.
This Song is given (with fome correttions by another copy)
from a book intitled, % The Mfieries of Love and Elo-
quence, ¢, Lond. 1658, 8vo.

OME, follow, follow me,
You, fairy elves that bes
Which circle on the greene,
Come follow Mab your queene.
Hand in hand let’s dance around, 5
For this place is fairye ground,

When mortals are at reft,

And fnoring in their neft ;

Unheard, and un-efpy’d,

Through key-holes we do glide ; 10
Over tables, ftools, and fhelves,
We trip it with our fairy elves.

Aud, if the houfe be foul
With platter, difh or bowl,
Up ftairs we nimbly creep, 10
And find the fluts aflecp 3 ;
There we pinch their armes and thighes 3
None efcapes, nor none efpies.

But if the houfe be fwept,
And from uncleannefs kept, 15
We praife r he houfhold maid,
And duely the is paid:
For
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For we ufe before we goe
To drop a tefter in her thoe.

Upon a mufhroomes head a5
‘Our table-cloth we fpread;
A grain of rye, or wheat, .
Is manchet, which we eat;
Pearly drops of dew we drink
In acorn cups fill’d to the brinks 30

The brains of nightingales,

With uné&uous fat of fnailes,

Between two cockles ftew’d,

Is meat that’s eafily chew’d;
Tailes of wormes, and marrow of mice 35
Do make a dith, that’s wonderous nice,

The grathopper, gnat, and fly,

Serve for our minfirelfie ;

Grace faid, we dance a while,

And fo the time beguile; 40
And if the moon doth hide her head,
The gloe-worm lights us home to bed.

On tops of dewie graffe
80 nimbly do we pafle,
The young and tender ftalk 43
Ne’er bends when we do walk ¢
Yet in the morning may be feen
Where we the night before have been,
You. IilL. Ri XXV1, THE
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. XXVI.
THE FAIRIES FAREWELL.

This bumorous old fong fell from  the hand of the witty
Dr. CorRET (afterwards biflop of Norwich, €5c.) and
is printed from his Pottica Stromata, 1648, 12m0. (com-
pared awith the third edition of bhis poems, 1672.) It is
there called, ¢ A proper new Ballad, intitled, The Fairies
‘¢ Farewell, or God-a-mercy Will, to be /ﬁmg or whiftled
0 the tune of The Meddow brow, by the learned; by the
 unlearned, to the tune of Fortune,”

The departure of Fairies is here artributed to the abolition
of monkery: Chaucer bas, with equal humonr, affigned a
caufe the very reverfe, in his Wife of Bath’s Tale.

e ¢ In olde dayes of the king Artour,
< Of whick Iﬂzt Bretons [peken gret honour,
& Al was this lond fulfilled of faerie;
« Tlhe elf-quene, with bire joly compagnie
¢ Danced ful oft in many a grene mede.
& This was the old opinion as I rede ;
¢ 1 fpcke of many bundredyeres ago;
¢ But now can no man fee non elves mo,
¢ For now the grete charitee and prayeres
« Of limitoures and other holy freves,
« That ferchen every land and every flreme,
¢ As thikke as motes in the foune beme,
¢ Blifing balles, chambres, kichenes, and boures,
*¢ Citees and burghes, caftles highs and toures,
“ Tlhropes and bernes, fbepenes and dairies,
s« This maketh that ther ben no faeries :
¢ For ther as awont to walken was an elf,
& Ther walketh now the limitour Limfelf,
$¢ In vadermeles and in morweninges,
Y And fayth his Matines and bis holy thinges,
: - “ 1

-
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b As ke goth in kis limitatioun.

€ IVomen may now go fafely up and doun,

¢ In every bufb, and under every tree,

¢ Ther is non other incubus but be,

¢ And he ne will don hent no diflonour.”

Tyrawhitt’s Chaucer, I. pe 255,

Dr. Richard Corbet. having been bifbop of Oxford about
“three years, and afterwards as long bifhop of Norwich, died
in 1035, Atat. 52.

AREWELL rewards and Fairies!
Good houfewives now may fay ; .
For now foule fluts in dairies,
Doe fare as well as they :
And though they fweepe their hearths no lefs g
Than mayds were wont to doe,
Yet who of late for cle nelinefs
Finds fixe-pence in her thoe?

Lament, lament old Abbies,
The faities lof command ; )
They did but change priefts babics,
But fome have chang’d your land :
And all your children ftoln from thence
Are now growne Puritanes,
Who live as charigelings ever fince, 15
For love of your demaines.

At morninig and at evening both
Ycu merry wete and giad,
Sn little care of fleepe and flotli,
Taefe prettie ladies had, 20

P ~ When

»
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When Tom came home from labour,
Or Cifs to milking rofe,

Then merrily went their tabour,
And nimbly went their toes.

Witnefs thofe rings and roundelayes 25
Of theirs, which yet remaine;
Were footed in queene Maries dayes
On many a grafly playne.
But fince of late Elizabeth
And later James came inj 30
They never danc’d on any heath,
As when the time hath bin.

By which wee note the fairies
Were of the old profeffion :
Their fongs were dve Maries, 35
Their dances were proceffion.
But now, alas! they all are dead,
Or gone beyond the feas,
Or farther for religion fled,
Or elie they take their eafe. 4°

A tell-tale in their company
They never could endure ;
Aund whofo kept not fecretly
Their mirth, was punith’d fuce:
It was a juft and chriftian deed 45
To pinch fuch blacke and blue:
O how the common-welth doth need
Such juftices, as you!
Now
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Now they have left our quarters;
A Regifter they have, 59
Who can preferve their charters;
A mah both wife and grave.
An hundred of their merry pranks
By one that I could name
Are kept in ftore; con twenty thanks 55
To William for the fame,

To William Churne of Staffordfhire
Give laud and praifes due,
Who every meale can mend your cheare
With tales both old and true : 6o
To William all give audience,
And pray yee for his noddle :
For all the fairies evidence
Were loft, if it were addle.

* ¥ After thefe SoNGs on the FAIR1ES, the Reader may
be curious to fee the manner in which they were Sformerly in-
woked and bound to human fervice. In Afbmole’s Colleftion
of MSS. at Oxford [ Num. 8259. 1406. 2.], are the pa-
pers of fome Alchymift, whick contain a variety of Incan-
tatians and Forms of Conjuring both FA1r1ES, WITCHES,
and DEMONS, principally, as it fhould feem, to affiff bim
in bis Great Work of tranfmuting Metsls. Mof of them
are too impious to be reprinted: but the two following may be
wery innocently laughed at.

Whoever Jooks into Ben Fonfor’s Arcuymist, will
find that thefe impofiors, among their other Secrets, affelted
to have a power over FAIR \ES: and that they were com-
wonly expected to be feen in_a chriftal glafs appears from

P3 that
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that extraordinary book, ** The Relation of Dr. Fohn Dee's
< adtions with Spirits, 1659,” folio,

¢ AN EXCELLENT WAY fo gett a FAYRIE. (For ryfelf
T co/l N ARGARETT BARRANCE; bur this will obteine
any one that is not allready bownd.)

“FIRST, gett a hroad fruare chriffall or Venice
glaffe. in length and breadth 3 inches. Then, ley that
glaffe or chrifiall in the bloud of a white kenne, 3 Wedne/~
dayes. or 3 Fridayes, Then take it out, and wafk it
with holy aq. and fumigate it. Then take 3 bazle flicks,
or wands of an geare grotha pill them fayre and white;
and make * them’ foe longe, as you write the SPIRITTS
name, or Y AYRIES name, which you call, 3 times on every
Jicke being “made flatt on one fide. Then bury them under
Same kill, awhereas you fuppofe EFAYRYES haunt, the Wed-
nefday before you call ber: and the Friday followinge take
them uppe, and call her at 8 or 3 or 10 of the clocke, whick
be good planetts and houres for shat turne: but when you
ca'l, be in cleanc life, and turne thy face towards the eaft.
And when you Lave her, bind ker to that flonc or glaffe.”

¢ AN UNGUENT i0 annoynt under the Eyelids, and upor
the Eyelids eveninge and morninge : but ¢fpecially when
. you call 5 or find year fight not perfel?.

“ R A pint of fallet-oyle. and put it into a wviall
glafle: but firft wafh it with rofe-awater, and marygold-
awaters ihe flowers ‘10 be gathered towards the eaff.
Waf it till the tyle come avhites then put it into 1he glaffe,
wt fupra : and then put thereto the budds of hobyhocke,
the flowers of maqtgald, the flrwers or toppes of wild
thime, the budds of young hazle: and the rlt":nc muft be
gathered neare the fide of a bill where FaYe1s ufe 1o be :
and ¢ take’ the graffe of a. ftlz'yriz throne, there. Al
thefe put into the oyle, ingo the glaffe : and fit it to diffikve
3 dayes in'ibe funne, ‘and then kecp it por thy ufe; ur
Supra.”? !

3 After
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After this Receipt for the Unguent follows a Form of
Incantation, wherein the Alchymift conjures a Fairy, named
ELABY GATHON, f0 appear to him in that Chryftal Glafs,
meekly and mildly; to refolve him truly in all manner of
queftions 3 and to be obedient to all his commands, under
pain of Damnation, &e.

One of the wulgar opinions about Fairies is, that thep

" cannot be feen by human eyes, without a particular charm
exerted in favonr of the perfon who is-to fee them : and
that they firike with blindnefs fuch as having the gift of
Seeing t]z)ém, take notice of them mal-a-propos.’

As for the Hazle Sticks mentioned above, they were to be
probably of that fpecies called the Witcn HazLe; which
received its name from this wauner of applying it in in-
caniations.

TIHE END OF BOOK THE SECOND.

P 4 » k QE’
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SERIES rue THIR D.
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L
THE BIRTH OF Sr. GEORGE.

The incidents in this, and the other ballad of ST. GEORGE
AND THE DrAGON, are chiefly taken from the old flory=
book of the Seven Champions gfj Chrifiendome;, which, tho'
now the play thing of children, was once in bigh repute.
Bp. Hall in bis Satires, publifbed in 1597, ranl’{

« 8t. George's forell, and bis erofs of bloed,”
among the moff popular flories of kis time : and an ingenious
critic thinks that Spencer bimfelf did not difdain to borrow
bints from it*; tho I much doubt whether this popular 10-
mance were written_fo early as the Faery Queen.

The author of this book of the Seven Champions was
sxe Richard fobnfon, who lived in the reigns of Elizabeth

* My. Warton, Vid. Obfervations on the Fairy Queen, 2 vol, 1762,
F2me. paffim.

ard
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and Fames, as we colled? from his other publications: @iz —
“ Thhe nine worthies of London: 1592, gt0.— The pleafant
walls of Moor fields: 1607, gto.—“ A crown garland of
Goulden Rofes, gathered, &c. 1612, 8vo.—* The life and
death of Rob. Cecill, E.of Salifbury: 1612, gto.—%The
 Hift. of Tom of Lincoln, qt0.” is alfo by R. F. who like-
s wife reprinted “ Don Flores of Greece, 410
: The Seven Champions, the written in a wild inflated fiyle,
contains fome firong Gothic painting 3 which feems, for the mo't
part, copied from the metrical romances of former ages. Atleaft
the floryof St .Geovge and the fair Sabra is taken almoff verba-
\ tim from the old poctical legend of “ Syr Bevis of Hampton”
This wery antique poem was in great fame in Chaucer’s
o time [ fee above pag. 102.), and fo continued till the intro-

e 4

dullion of printing, when it ran thro’ feveral editions ; tws
of which are in black letter, 4to.  imprinted by Wiyllyanm

¢ Copland,” without date ; containing great variaticus.

As a_fpecimen of the poetic powers of this very old rhimif},

and as a proof how clofely the author of the Seven Clam-
pions has foliowed him, take a defeription of the dragon jlain
by fir Bevis. .

¢ —— Whan the dragon, that foule is,
% Had a fight of v Beoi,

“ He caft up a londe cry,

“ s it had thondred in the fly;

« He turned his bely towarde the fon;

¢ It was greater than any tonne:

¢ His feales was bryghter then the glas,
¢ And harder they were than any bras:
¢ Betwene khis flulder and his tayle,

< Was forty fote ‘withoute fayle.

¢ He waltred out of bis denne,

¢ And Bevis pricked-his flede then,

¢ And to hym a fpere be thrafte

 That all to fhyvers be it brafle:

¢ The dragon r&}e,n gan Bevis ajfayle,

“ Aund fmote fyr Bevis with his tayle ;
¢ T hen downe went horfe and man,

¢ And two rybbes of Bevis brufed than.
6

After
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After & Iong fight, at length, as the dragon was preparing
20 fly,; fr Bevis
€ it kim ander the synge
 As ke was iz Lis flyenge,
T here ke wvas tender without frale,
8¢ Ard Beuvis thought to be kis bale.
: ¢ He fnote after. as I you faye,
¢ IVith his good fivord Morglaye.
¢ Up to the hilies Moglay yode
“ Tlrough Farte, Liver, bone, and bloude:
< To the ground fell the dragon,
¢« Great soye fyr Bevisbegon.
¢ Under the jeales al on hight
¢ He fmpte off his head ferth right,
“ Andpat it on a fpere: €¢.”’ Sign. K. iv,
Str Bewis’s dragon 1s evidently the parent Z‘ that in the
Seven Clampians, fee Chap. 1. viz, ¢ The dragon_ra
& fooxer had a_ﬁ;g/:t of kim | St. George] but he gave fuch
“q terrible pead, as theugh it had thundered in the elements.
- o o % Betwixt his flonlders and bis tail were fifty feet in
¢ diflance, bis feales glifiering as bright as flver, but far
2 more havd than brafs ; his belly of the colour of gold; but
¢ bigzer than a tun.  Thus weltered be from kis den, &c.
e v “Thechampion . .. gacethe dragon fuch a thrufl with
“ his fpear, that it fiivered in @ thoujand pieces: whereat
o if.*e‘;:(rioa: dragon fo fiercely fndye hinz with his wenomous
¢ tail, tict dewen fell man and hogfe: in awkich fall tio
« of St. George's 1ibs avere fo bruifed, Ee. At length
o St. George * fuote the dragon under the aving where
¢ it wwas tender without feale, whereby iis gocd frord /-
“ caloi with an eafie paffage went to the very hilt thiough
8 otl; the dragon’s heart, liver, bone and bleod. —Tiien St.
¢« Geusge—cut off the dragoi’s kead aud pitcht it upon the
¢ trancheon of a fiear, &c.”
Tbe Hiffory of tie Seven Champicns, being <eritten suff fe-
Sore the dechine of bosks of chivalry, avas never, I'icdicve,
tranflated into’ ey foreign larguage © But % Le Roman de
- Bewves of Hantonne’? stas publficd af Paris in 1,09,
4tov Lt Gothigue, :
- Tie

TSN NE——
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The learned Selden tells us, that about the time of the
Norman invafion was Bevis famous with the title of Earl of
Southampton, whefe refidence was at Dunton in Wiltfhire 3
but be obferves, that the monkifk enlargements of his flory
bave made %i: wery exiftence doubted,  Soe Notes on Poly-
Olbion, Song 1.

This hath alfo been the cafe of St. George himfelf's whofe
martial hiflory is allowed tobe apocryphal. But, to prove
that there really exified an orthodox Saint of this name
(altho’ little or nothing, it feems, is known of his genuine

Sory) is the fubjelt of ¢ An Hiflorical and Critical Injuiry
“into the Extftence and Charafter of Saint George, &,
¢ By the Rev. F. Milner, F.S. /. 1792, 8vo.”

The Equefirian Figure worn by the Knights of the Garter,
has been underflood to be an emblem of the Chriftian warrior,
in his fpiritual armour, vaunpnilbing the old ferpent.

But on this fubject the injaifitive Reader may confult ¢ 4
$¢ Differtation on the Original of the Equefirian Figure of
¢ the “George and of the Garter, enfigns of the mo/t noble
“ order of ihat name. Illufirated with copper-plates. By
G Fohn Petingal, d. M. Fellow of the Scciety of Autijua-
< yigs, Loudon, 1753, 4to”> This learned and curious <work
the Author of the Hifforical and Criticel Inquiry would bave
done well 16 have feen.

It cannst be denied, but that the following ballad is for
the moft part modern: for whick reafon it would have been
thrown to the exd of the volume, bhad net its fubject procured
it & place here. §

ISTEN, lords, in bower and hall,
I fing the wonderous birth

Of brave St. George, whofe valorous arm
Rid monfters from the earth s

Diftrefled ladies to relieve
He travell’d many a day;
In honour of the chriftian faith,
Which fhall endure for aye.

Vi

In
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In Coventry fometime did dwell
A knight of worthy fane,
High fteward of this noble realme;
Lord Albert was his name.

He had to wife a princely dame,
‘Whofe beauty did excell.

This virtuous lady, being with child,
In fudden fadnefs fell:

For thirty nights no fooner fleep
Had clos’d her wakeful eyes,

But, lo! a foul and fearful dream
Her fancy would furprize ¢

She dreamt a dragon fierce and fell
Conceiv’d within her womb ;

Whofe mortal fangs her body rent
Ere he to life could come.

All woe-begone, and fad was the;
She nouritht conftant woe:

Yet ftrove to hide it from her lord,
Left he fhould forrow know.

In vain fhie ftrove, her tender lord,
Who watch’d her flighteft look,
Bifcover’d foon her fecret pain,
And foon that pain partouk,

1®
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And when to him the fearful caufe
She weeping did impart, .

With kindeft fpeech he firove to heal 33
The anguith of her heart. 0

Be comforted, my lady dear,
Thofe pearly drops refrain 3
Betide me weal, betide me woe,
I'll try to eafe thy pain, 40

And for this foul and fearful dream,
That canfeth all thy woe,
Truft me I’l] travel far away
But I’ll the meaning knowe,

Then giving many a fond embrace, 43
" And fhedding many a teare,

To the weird lady of the woods
He purpos’d to repaire,

To the weird lady of the woods,

Full long and many a day, 50
Thro’ lonely fhades, and thickets rough

He winds his weary way.

Atlength be reach’d a dreary dell
With difmal yews o’erhung ;
Where cyprefs fpred it’s mournful boughs, 33
And pois’nous nightthade fprung. i
°
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No chearful gleams here pierc’d the gloom,
He hears no chearful found;
But fhrill night-ravens® yelling fcream,
And ferpents hiffing round. 6a

The fhrick of fiends, and damned ghofls
Ran hewling thro’ his ear:

A chilling horror froze his heart,
Tho’ all upus’d to fear.

Three times he firives to win his way, 63
And pierce thofe fickly dews:

Three times to bear his trembling corfe
His knocking knees refufe,

At length upon his beating breaft

He figns the holy croffe 5 70
And, rouzing up his wonted might;

He treads th’ unhallow’d mofle.

Beneath a pendant craggy cliff,
All vaulted like a grave,

And opening in the folid rock, 75
He found the inchanted cave.

An iron gate clos’d up the mouth,
All hideous and forlorne ; 4+°
Anrd, faften’d by a filver chain,
Near hung a brazed hoine. 8o
Thea
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Then offering up a fecret prayer,
Three times he blowes amaine 3

Three times a deepe and hollow found
Did anfwer him againe,

¢ Sir knight, thy lady beares a fon, 83.
¢ Who, like a dragon bright,

¢ Shall prove moft dreadful to his foes,
¢ And terrible in fight.

¢ His name advanc’d in future times

¢ On baaners fhall be worn: g0
¢ But lo! thy lady’s life muft paffe

¢ Before he can be born.”

All fore oppre®t with fear and doubt
Long time lord Albert tood;

At length he winds his doubtful way 95
Back thro’ the dreary wood.

Eager ta clafp his lovely dame
Then falt he travels back :
But when he reach’d his cafile gate,
His gate was hung with black. 100

In every court apd hall he found
A fullen filence rejgne ;
Save wherg, amid the Jovely towers,. |
He heard her mdidens *pliine ;
And
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And bitterly lament and weep,
With many a grievous grone
Then fore his bleeding heart mifgave,
His lady’s life was gone.

With faultering ftep he enters in,
Yet half affraid to goe;

With trembling voice atks why they grieve,
Yet fears the caufe to knowe.

¢ Three times the fun hath rofe and fet;”’
They faid, then flopt to weep 2

¢ Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare
¢ In death’s eternal fleep.

¢ For, ah! in travel fore fhe fell,
¢ So fore that fhe muft dye;

¢ Un'efs fome fhrewd and cunning leech
¢ Could eafe her prefentlye,

“ But when a cunning leech was fet,
¢ Too foon declared he,

¢ She, or her babe muft lofe its life;
¢ Both faved could not be.

“ Now take my life, thy lady faid,
¢ My little infant faves

¢ And O commend me to my lord,
¢ When I am laid in grave,

104
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¢ O tell him how that precious babe
¢ Coft him a tender wife:

¢ And teach my fon to lifp her name,
¢ Wha died to fave his life.

€ Then calling ftill upon thy name,
.¢¢ And praying flill for thee;

“ Wirhout repining or complaint,
¢ Her gentle foul did flee.”

What tongue can paint lord Albret’s woe,
The bitter tears he thed,

The bitter pangs that wrung his heart,
To find bis lady dead ?

He beat his breaft: he tore his hair;
And fhedding many a tear,

At length he afkt to fee his fon ;
The fon that coft fo dear.

New forrowe feiz’d the damfells all ;
At length they faultering fay;

¢ Alas! my lord, how fhall we tell ?
¢« Thy fon is foln away.

¢ Fair as the fwecte(t flower of {pring,
¢ Such was his infant mien 3
“¢ And on his little body ftampt
¢ Three wonderous marks were feen:

22§
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¢ A blood-red crofs was on his arm;
¢¢ A dragon on his breaft:

¢ A little garter all of gold
“ Was round his leg expreft.

¢ Three carefull nurfes we provide
 Our little lord to keep:

¢ One gave him fucke, one gave him food,
¢ And one did lull to fleep.

¢ But lo! all in the dead of night,
¢ We heard a fearful found:

¢ Loud thunder clapt; the caftle fhook ;
“ And lightning flafht around.

¢ Dead with affright at firlt we lay;
¢¢ But roufing up anon,

¢ We ran to fec our little lord:
¢ Qur little lord was gone!

¢ But how or where we could not tell;
¢ For lying on the ground,

- ¢ In deep and magic flumbers laid,

¢ The nurfes there we found.””

O grief on grief! lord Albret faid :
No more his tongue cou’d fay,
When falling in a deadly fwooune,

Long time he lifelefs lay.
2
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11,

St GEORGE AND THE DRAGON.

The following ballad is given (with fime corrections)
from two ancient black-letter capies in the Pepys colletion 2
one of which is in 12mmo, the other in folio,

F He&or’s deeds did Homer fing 3
And of the fack of ftately Troy,
‘What griefs fair Helena did bring,
Which was fir Paris’ only joy s
And by my pen I will recite
St. George’s deeds, and Englith knight.

Againft the Sarazens fo rude :
Fought he full long and many a day;
Where many gyants he fubdu’d,
In honour of the chriftian way ¢
Angd after many adventures paft
To Egypt land he came at laft,

Now, as the flory plain doth tell,
Within that countrey there did reft
A d-eadful dragon fierce and fell,
- Whereby they were full fore oppreft :
Wko by his poifonous breath each day,
Did many of the city flay,

15

The
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The grief whereof did grow fo great
Throughout the limits of the land,
That they their wife-men did intreat
To fhew their cunning out of hand;
‘What way they might this fiend deftroy,
‘That did the countrey thus annoy.

The wife-men all before the king
This anfwer fram’d incontinent;
‘The dragon none to death might bring
By any means they could invent :
His {kin more hard than brafs was found,.

229

20

That fword nor fpear could pierce nor wound. 30

When this the people underftood,
They cryed out moft piteonflye,
The dragon’s breath infects their blood,
That every day in heaps they dyes
Among them fuch a plague it bred,
The living fcarce could bury the dead.

No means there were, as they could hear,
For to appeafe the dragon’s rage,
But to prefent fome virgin clear,

Whafe blood his fury might affwage ; ,

Each day he would a maiden eat,
For to allay his hunger great,

Q3
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This thing'by art the wife-men found,
‘Which truly muft obferved bes
Wherefore throughout the city round
A virgin pure of good degree
Was by the king’s commiffion till
Taken up to ferve the dragon's will.

Thus did the dragon every day
Untimely crop fome virgin flowr,
Till all the maids were worn away,
And pone were left him to devour ¢
Saving the king’s fair daughter bright,
Her father’s ¢nly heart’s delight.

Then came the officers to the king
That heavy meflage to declare,
‘Which did his heart with forrow fting ;
She is, quoth he, my kingdom’s heir:
O let us all be poifoned here,
Ere fhe fhould die, that is my dear.

Then rofe the people prefently,

And to the king in rage they went ;
They faid his daughter dear fhould dye,
The dragon’s fury to prevent :

Our daughters all are dead, quoth they,
And have been made the dragon’s prey:

45
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And by their blood we refcued were,
And thou haft fav’d thy life thereby ;
And now in footh it is but faire,
For us thy daughter fo thould die.
O fave my daughter, faid the king;
And let ME feel the dragon’s fting.

Then fell fair Sabra on heér knee,
And to her father dear did fay,
O father, ftrive not thus for me,
But let me be the dragon’s prey;
It may be, for my fake alone
This plague upon the land was thrown.

Tis better I fhould dye, fhe faid,

Than all your fubjeéts perifh quite ;
Perhaps the dragon here was laid,

For my offence to work his fpites
And after he hath fuckt my gore,
Your land fhall feel the grief no more.

What haft thou done, my daughter dear,
For to deferve this heavy fcourge ?
It is my fault, as may appear,

231
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Which makes the gods our ftate to purge ;

Then ought I die, to ftint the ftrife,
And to preferve thy happy life.
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Like mad-men, all the people cried,
Thy death to us can do no good;
Our fafety only doth abide
In making her the dragon’s food.
Lo! here I am, I come, quoth fhe, 95
Therefore do what you will with me.

Nay flay, dear daughter, quoth the queen, .
And as thou arta virgin bright,
That haft for vertue famous been,
So let me cloath thee all in white ; 100
And crown thy head with flowers fweet,
An ornament for virgins meet.

And when fhe was-attired fo,
According to her mother’s mind,

Unto the flake then did fhe gos 103
To which her tender limbs they bind :

And being bound to ftake a thrall

She bade farewell unto them all.

Farewell, my father dear, quoth fhe,
And my fweet mother meek and mild; r10
Take you no thought nor weep for me,
For you may have another child;
Since for my country’s geod I dye,
Death T receive moft willinglye,

The
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The king and queen and all their train 115
With weeping eyes went then their way,

And let their daughter there remain,
To be the hungry dragon's prey :

But as fhe- did there weeping lye,

Behold $t, George came riding by. 120

And feeing there a lady bright
So rudely tyed unto a ftake,
As well became a valiant knight, -
He ftraight to her his way did take:
Tell me, fweet maiden, then quoth he, 125
What caitif thus abufeth thee ?

Aud, lo! by Chrift his crofs I vow,
Which here is figured on my breaft,
I will revenge it on his brow,
And break my lance upon his cheft: 130
And fpeaking thus whereas he ftood,
The dragon iflued from the wood,

The lady that did firft efpy
The dreadful dragon coming fo,

Unto St. George aloud did cry, L 133
And willed him away to go;

Here comes that curfed fiend, quoth fhe,

That foon will make an end of me.

St.
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St. George then looking round about,
The fiery dragon foon efpy'd,

And like a knight of colirage ftout,
Againft him did moft fiercely ride ;

And with fuch blows he did him greet,

He fell beneath his horfe’s feet.

For with his launce that was fo firong,
As he came gaping in his face,
In at his mouth he thruft along ;
For he could pierce no other place :
And thus within the lady’s view
“This mighty dragon fraight he flew.

The favour ef his poifoned breath
Could do this holy knight no harm.
Thus he the lady fav’d from death,
And home he led her by the arm ;
Which when king Ptolemy did fee,
There was great mirth and melody.

When as that valiant champion there
Had flain the dragon in the field,
To court he brought the lady fair,
Which to their hearts much joy did yield.
He in the court of Egypt ftaid
Till he moft falfely was betray’d,
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‘That lady dearly lov’d the knight,
He counted her his only joy ;
But when their love was brought to light
It turn’d unto their great annoy :
Th’ Morecco king was in the court,
Who to the orchard did refort,

Dayly to take the pleafant air,

For pleafure fake he us’d to walk,
Under a wall he oft did hear

St. George with lady Sabra talk:
Their love he fhew’d unto the king,
Which to St. George great woe did bring,

Thofe kings together did devife

To make the chriftian knight away,
With letters him in curteous wife

They ftraightway fent to Perfia:
But wrote to the fophy him to kill,
And treacheroufly his blood to fpill.

Thus they for good did him reward
With evil, and moft fubtilly

By much vile meanes they had regard
To work his death moft cruelly;

Who, as through Perfia land he rode,

With zeal deftroy’d each idol god.
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For which offence he ftraight was thrown
Into a dungeon dark and deep;

Where, when he thought his wrongs upon, 190
He bitterly did wail and weeps

Yet like a knight of courage ftout,

At length his way he digged out.

Three grooms of the king of Perfia
By night this valiant champion flew, 19§
Though he hift fafted many a day;
And then away from thence he flew
On the beft fleed the fophy had ;
Which when he knew he was full mad.

Towards Chriftendom he made his flight, - 200
But met a gyant by the way,

With whom in combat he did fight
Moft valiantly a fummer’s day :

Who yet, for all his bats of fteel,

Was forc’d the fling of<death to feel, 203

Back o’er the feas with many bands
Of warlike fouldiers foon he paft,
Vowing upon thofe heathen lands
‘To work revenge ; which at the laft,
Ere thiice three years were gone and fpent, 210
He wrought unto his heart’s contert,

Save

:
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Save onely Egypt land he fpar’d
For Sabra bright her only fake, .

And, ere for her he had regard,
He meant a tryal kind to make:
- Mean while the king Q’crcome in field
Unto faint George did quickly yield.

Then firaight Morocco’s king he flew,
And took fair Sabra to his wife,
But meant to try if fhe were true
Ere with her he would lead his life:
And, tho’ he had her in his train,
She did a virgin pure remain,

"Toward England then that lovely dame
‘The brave St. George conduéted ftrait,
An eunuch alfo with them came,
Who did upon the lady wait;
Thefe three from Egypt went alones
Now mark St. George's valour thown,

‘When as they.in a foreft were,
The lady did defire to reft;
Mean while St. George to kill a deer,
For their repatt did think it befts
Leaving her with the eunuch there,
Whilkt he did go to kill the deer.”
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But lo! all in his abfence came

Two hungry lyons fierce and felf,
And tore the eunuch on the fame

In pieces fmall; the truth to tell;
Down by the lady then they laid,
Whereby they thew’d, fhe was a maid.

But when he came from hunting back,
And did behold this heavy chance,
Then for his lovely virgin’s fake
His courage firait he did advance,
And came into the lions fight,
Who ran at him with all their might.

Their rage did him no whit difmay,
Who, like a flout and valiant knight,
Did both the hungry lyons flay
‘Within the lady Sabra’s fight s
Who all this while fad and demure,
There flood moft like a virgin pure.

. Now when St. George did furely know

This lady was a virgin true,
Bis heart was glad, that erft was woe,
And all his love did foon renew :
He fet her on a palfrey fteed,
And towards England came with fpeed.
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Where the midge dares not venture,
Left herfelf faft the lay ;

If love come, he will enter, 15
And foon find out his way.

You may efteem him
A child for his might;
Or you may deem him
A coward from his flight ; 20
But if fhe, whom love doth honour,
Be conceal’d from the day,
Set a thoufand guards upon her,
Love will find out the way.

Some think to lofe him, 2
By having him confin’d ;
And fome do fuppofe him,
Poor thing, to be blind;
But if ne’er fo clofe ye wall him,-
Do the beft that you may, 30
Blind love, if fo ye call him,
Will find out his way.

You may train the eagle
To ftoop to your fift;
Or you may inveigle 35
The phenix of the eaft;
The lionefs, ye may move her
To give o’er her prey;
But you’ll ne’er flop a lover:
He will fiod out his way. 40
IV. LORD
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V.

LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET,

A ScorrisH BaLLap,

—feems to be compofed (not without improvements) out of two

ancient Englifh ones, printed in the former part of this ve=

lume. See book [. ballad XV, and book 11, ballad IV me—me

If this had been the original, the authors of thofe two bal-

lads would hardly have adepted two fuck different flories :

b}e;/z'de;, this contains enlargements not 1o be found in either of |
the others. It is given with fome correclions, from a MS,

copy tranfmitted from Scotland,

ORD Thomas and fair Annet
Sate a’ day on a hill ;
‘Whan night was cum, and fun was fetf,
They had not talkt their fill,

Lord Thomas faid a word in jeft, 3
Fair Annet took it ills
A'! T will nevir wed a wife
Againft my ain friends will,
YVor. 111 R Gif
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Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife,
A wife wull peir wed yee.

Sae he is hame to tell his mither,
And koelt upon his knee:

O rede, O rede, mither, he fays,
A gude rede gie to mee:

O fall I tak the nut-browne bride,
And let faire Annet bee 2,

The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear,
Fair Aonet fhe has gat nane ;

And the little beauty fair Annet has,
O it wull foon be gane !

And he has till his brother gane:
Now, brother, rede ye mee;

A’ fall I marrie the nut browne bride,
And let fair Annet bee ?

‘The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother,
The nut-browne bride has kye ;

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride,
And caft fair Annet bye.

Her oxen may dye i’ the houfe, Billie,
And her kye into the byre ;

And I fall hae nothing to my fell,
Bt a fat fadge by the fyre.

i®
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And he has till his fifter gane :
Now, fifter, rede ye mee;

O fall I marrie the nut-browne bride, 35
And fet fair Anpet free?

Ife rede ye tak fair Annet, Thomas,
And let the browne bride alane ;
Left ye fould figh and fay, Alace!
What is this we brought hame ? 40

No, I will tak my mithers counfel,
And marrie me owt o’ hand ;

And ¥ will tak the nut-browne bride ;
Fair Annet may leive the land.

Up then rofe fair Anpets father 45
‘Twa hours or it wer day,

And he is gane into the bower,
Wherein fair Annet lay.

Rife up, rife up, fair Annet, he fays,

Put on your filken fheene ; I
Let us gae to 8t. Maries kirke,

And fee that rich weddeen.

My maides, gae to my dreffing roome,
And drefs to me my hair ;
Whair-eir yee laid a plait before, 5
See yee lay ten times mair. -
R 2 My
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My maids, gae to my dreffing room,
And drefs to me my fmock ;
The one half is o’ the holland fine,
The other o’ needle-work. 6o

The horfe fair Annet rade upon,
He amblit like the wind,

Wi’ filler he was thod before,
W’ burning gowd behind.

Four and twanty filler bells . 63
Wer a’ tyed till his mane,

And yac tift o’ the norland wind,
They tinkled ane by ane.

Four and twanty gay gude knichts

Rade by fair Annets fide, 70
And four and twanty fair ladies,

As gin fhe had bin a bride,

And whan fhe cam to Maries kirk, |
She fat on Maries ftean: i

The cleading that fair Annet had on 7
It fkinkled in their ecp.

wy

And whan fhe cam into the kirk,
She fhimmer’d like the fun;
The belt that was about her wiif, ,
Was 2’ wi” pearles bedones 8o

She

PR T——
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She fat her by the nut-browne bride,
And her eeh they wer fae clear,

Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride,
Whan fair Annet fhe drew near,

He had a rofe into his hand,
And he gave it kiffes three,

And reaching by the nut-browne bride,
Laid it on fair Annets'knee,

Up than fpak the nut-browne bride,
She fpak wi’ meikle fpite;

And whair gat ye that rofe-water,
That does mak yee fae white ?

O did get the rofe-water,
Whair ye wull neir gef nane,
For I did get that very rofe-water

Into my mithers wame,

The bride fhe drew a long bodkin,
Frae out her gay head-gear,

And firake fair Annet unto the heart,
That word fhe nevir {pak mair.

Lord Thomas he faw fair Annet wex pale,

Aud marvelit what mote bee:
But whan he faw her dear hearts blude,
A’ wood-wroth wexed hee.
R 3
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He drew his dagger, that was fac fharp,
That was fae fharp and meet,

- And drave into the nut-browne bride,

That fell deid at his feit.

Now ftay for me, dear Annet, he fed,
Now ftay, my dear, he cry’d;

Then firake the dagger untill his heart,
And fell deid by her fide.

Jord Thomas was buried without kirk-wa’,
Fair Annet within the quiere ; ‘
And o’ the tanc thair gréw a birk,
The other a bonny briere.

And ay they grew, and ay they threw,
As they wad faine be neare ;

And by this ye may ken right weil,
They were twa luvers deare,

10§

I1e
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V.
UNFADING BEAUTY.

This litele beantiful fonnet is veprinted from a fmall am-
lume of * Poems by Tnomas CAREW, Efg. one of the gen-
S tlemen of the privie-chamber, and feswer in ordinary to his
% majefly (Charles 1.) Lond, 1040." This elegant, and
almoft forgotten waiter, whofe poems have been deferuedly
revived, died in the prime of bis age, in 1639,

In the original follows a third ftanza ; whick, not being
of general applicationy nor of equal merit, I have ventnred
¥ omit,

EE, that loves a rofic checke,
Or a corall lip admires,
Or from ftar-like eyes doth fecke
Fuell to maintaine his fires,
As old time makes thefe decay, /]
So his flames muft wafte away,

But a fmooth and ftedfaft mind,
Gentle thoughts, and calme defires,
Hearts with equal love combin’d
Kindle never-dying fires: 19
‘Where thefe are not I defpife
Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes.
LR I T T

R4 VI, GEORGE



f A

& ANCIENT' POEMS

.1 P& A Vi a i
GEORGE BARNWELL

| The fubjelt of this' ballad is fufféiently popular from 1h¢
wodern play which 'is fourded upon it, ’f/w quas qoritten
43 Gedker LiLLo, ajetdeller of London, and firff abted
abolt 1730, = A5 for the Ballad it was printed at leaff
as early as the middle of ¥ie laff century, U1 o) .
It is Dere givenfrom three old printed copies; which éx-
bibit a firange intermixture of Roman‘and blark'letter, - It
is alfo collated with another copy in the Afymole collefion at’
Oxford, which is thus intitled, * An excellent ballad of
- GBORGE BARNWELEy! an apprentice of 1 Loided, who
¢ o . thrice robbed his mafler aud murdered. yhishvgele in
¢ Ludlow.” The tune is ¢ ‘?Z!E Merchant”’, &
This tragical narrative febms to relate a real FAH bur
avken it bappened I have not been able 1o difeovers |
: ! £
Tue First.Parrt,
LL youths of fair England
Thar dwell both far and near,,
Regard my ftory that I tell; Lt
And to my fong give ear.

A London lad I was, G
A merchant’s prentice bouni; -

My name George Barnwell ; that did fpend
My mafter many a pound,

%4 1 Take
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Take heed of harlots then,

And their gniicing trains ; 10
For by that means 1 have been brought

‘To hang alive in chains.

As I, upon a day,
Was walking through the ftreet

About my mafter’s bufinefs, 15
A wanton I did meet. 3

A gallant dainty dame,
And fumptuous in attire; .
With fmiling look fhe greeted me,
And did my name require. 20

Which when I had declar'd,
8he gave me then a kifs,

And faid, if' I would come to her,
1 fhould have more than this.

Fair miftrefs, then quoth T, 25
1f 1 the place may know, y
This evening I will be with you,
For I abroad muft go *
To gather monies in,
That are my mafter’s due 30
And ere that I do home return,
I'lt come and vifit you. '
’ Good
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Good Barnwell, then quoth fhe,
Do thon to Shereditch come,

And xfk for Mrs. Millwood®s houfe, 3%
Next door unto the Gun. :

And truft me on my truth,
If thou keep touch with me,
My dearct friend, as my own heart
Thou fhalt right welcome be. : 4®

Thus parted we in peace,
And home I pafled right ;

Then went abroad, and gathered in,
By fix o’clock at night,

An hundred pound and one: 45
With bag under my arm

§ went to Mrs. Millwood’s honfe,
And thought on little harm ;

And knocking at the door,

Straightway herfelf came down; e
Rufthing in moft brave attire,

With hood and filken gown.

Who, through her beauty bright,
So glorioufly did thine,
That fhe amaz’d my dazzling eyes, 55
She feemed fo divine.
She
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She took me by the hand,
And with a modeft grace,
Welcome, fweet Barnwell, then quoth fhe,
Unto this homely place, 6o

And fince I have thee found
As good as thy word to be:
A homely fupper, ere we part,
Thou fhalt take here with me.

O parden me, quoth I, 63
Fair miftre(s, I you pray;

For why, out of my mafter’s houfe,
So long I dare not ftay.

Alas, good Sir, fhe faid,’
Are you fo ftrictly ty’d, 7
You may not with your deareft friend
One hour or two abide?
’
Faith, then the cafe is hards
If it be fo, quoth the,
1 would I were a prentice bound, 73
To live along with thee :

Therefore, my deareft George,
Lift well what I fhall fay,

And do not blaine a woman much,
Her fancy to bewray. 25
’ L
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Let not affeition’s force
Be conted lewd defire;
Nor think it not immodefty,
I fhould thy love require.

With that fhe turn’d afide,
And with a blufhing red,

A mournful metion fhe bewray’d
‘By hanging down her head,

A handkerchief fhe had,
All wrought with filk and gold's
Which fhe to ftay her trickling tears
Before her eyes did hold.

This thing unto my fight
Was wondrous rare and ftrangé ;
And in my foul and inward thought
It wrought a fudden change s

That I fo hardy grew,
To take her by the hand :
Saying, Sweet miftrefs, why do you
So dull and penfive ftand ?

€all me no miftrefs now,
But Sarah, thy true friend,

Thy fervant; Millwood, honouring thee,

Until her life hath end,

8s
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If thou wouldft here alledge, 103
Thou art in years a boy ;

So was Adonis, yet was he
Fair Venus’ only joy.

Thus T, who ne’er before A

Of woman found fuch grace, 1,10
But feeing now fo fair a dame

Give me a kind embrace,

I fupt with her that night,
With joys that did abound ;

And for the fame paid prefently, 11§
In moncy twice three pound,

An hundred kiffes then,
For my farewel fhe gave ;
Crying, Sweet Barnwell, when fhall [
Again thy compa.ny have ? 130

O ftay not hence too long,
Sweet George, have me in mind.
Her words bewicht my childigxnefs;
She uttered them fo kind :

So that I made a vow, 24 125
Next Sunday without fail, *

With my fweet Sarah once again
To tell fome pleafant tale,
7 ) ) T When
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When fhe heard me fay fo,

The tears fell from her eye; 13@
O George, quoth fhe, if thou doft fail,

Thy Sarah fure will dye.

Though long, yetloe! at laft,
The appointed day was come,

That I muft with my Sarah meet; 133
Having a mighty fum

Of money in my hand ,
Unto her houfe went I,
Whereas my love upon her bed
In faddeft fort did lye. 140

What ails my heart’s delight,
My Sarah dear? quoth I;

Let not wy love lament and grieve,
Nor fighing pine, and die.

But tell me, deareft friend, 145
What may thy woes amend,

And thou fhalt lack no means of help,
Thougb forty pound I {pend.

‘With thae fhe turn’d lier head,

Aund fickly thus did fay, 150
Ch me, fiveet George, my grief is great,

Ten pound I have to pay

* T2e baving a furs of pency avith bim on Sunday, ¢, fleaos this
nacraiive to have been penncd before rhe civil avars: the ik dbforvane
of the fubbath avos exving to théchauge of mamners at that peried.

3 Unte
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Unto a cruel wretch;
And God he knows, quoth fhe,
‘T have it not. Tufh, rife, I faid,
And take it here of me.

Ten ponnds, nor ten times ten,
Shall make my love decay.
Then from my bag iato her lap,

I caft ten pound ftraightway.

All blithe and pleafant then,
To banqueting we go;

She proffered me to lye with hery
And faid it thould be fo.

And after that fame time,
I gave her ftore of coyn,

Yea, fometimes fifty pound at once ;
All which T did purloyn.

And thus T did pafs on;;
Until my mafter then

Did call to have his reckoning in
Caft up ameng his men.

The which when as I heard,
I knew not what to fay:

For well T knew that I was out
Two hundred pound that day.
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Then from my mafler ftraight
I ran in fecret fort ; .
And unto Sarah Mi]hqugl there
My cafe I did report. 189

¢
¢ But how fhe us’d this youth,
« In this his care and woe,
& And all a frumpet’s wiley ways,
¢ The seconp PART may fhowe.”

b, ’
THE Secowp ParT,

OUNG Barnwell comes to thee,
Sweet Sarah, my delight ;
I am undone unlefs thou fland
My faithful friend this night.

Our mafter to accompts, I3
Hath juft occafion found;

And I am caught behind the hand,
Above two hundred pound :

And now his wrath to *fcape,
My love, I fly to thee, 10
Hoping fome time I may remaine
In fafety here with thee,
: With
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‘With that fhe knit her brows,
And looking all aquoy,

Quoth fhe, What fhould I have to do 15
With any prentice boy ?

And feeing you have purloyn’d
Your mafter’s goods away,
‘The cafe is bad, and therefore here
You fhall no longer ftay. 20

Why, dear, thou knowft, I faid,
How all which I could get,

I gave it, and did-{pend it all
Upeon thee every whit.

Quoth the, Thou art a kaave,
To charge me in this fort,

Being a woman of credit fair,
And known of good report :

25

Therefore I tell thee flat,

Be packing with good fpeed; | 30
T do defie thee from my heart,

And fcora thy filthy deed.

Is this the friend(hip, that
You did to me protefl 2
Is this the great affe@tion, which 35
You {o to me expreft?
You. IIL S Now



258 ANCIENT POEMS,

Now fie on fubtle fhrews!
The beft is, I may fpeed

To get a lodging any where
For money in my need. 49

gl e L

Falfe woman, now farewell,
Whilft twenty pound doth laft,

My anchor in forme other haven
‘With freedom I will caft.

When fhe perceiv’d by this, 45
I had ftore of money theres

Stay, George, quath fhe, thou art too quick:
Why, man, I did but jeer:

Doft think for all my fpeech,

That I would let thee go ¢ 5
Faith no, f2id fhe, my love to thee

1 wifs is more than fo.

You fcorne a prentice boy,
I heard you juft now fwear,

Wherefore I will not trouble yoummm-— 55
——Nay, George, hark in thine ear;

Thou fhalt not go to-night,
What chance foe’re befall :

But man we’'ll have a bed for thee,
O clfe the devil take all,
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Nay, Ian uncle have;. .85
At Ludlow he doth dwell ¢

He is a grazier, which in wealth
Doth all the reft excell.

Ere I will live in lack, °

And have no coyn for thee: 90
I’ll rob his houfe, and murder him.

Why fhould you not ? quoth fhes

Was I a man, erel
Would live in poor eftate ;

On father, friends, and all my kin, 195
1 would my talons grate.

For without money, George,
A man is but a beaft:
But bringing money, thou fhalt be
Always my welcome gueft. 100

For thouldft thou be purfued
With twenty hues and cryes,
And with a warrant fearched for
With Argus’ hundred eycs,

Yet here thou fhalt be fafe; - 10§
Such privy ways there be,
"That if they fought an hundred years,
They could not find out thee.
And
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And fo caroufing both
Their pleafures to content :
George Barnwell had in little fpace
His money wholly fpent,

Which done, to Ludlow ftraight
He did provide to go,

To rob his wealthy uuncle there ;
His minion would it fo.

And once he thought to take
Hlis father by the way,

But that he fear’d his mafter had
Took order for his ftay *,

Unto his uncle then
He rode with might and main,
‘Who with a welcome and good cheer
Did Barnwell entertain,

One fortnight’s fpace he ftayed,
Until it chanced fo,

His uncle with his cattle did
Unto a market go.

His kinfman rode with him,
Where he did fee right plain,
Great ftore of money he had took:

When coming home again,
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Sudden within a wood,
He ftruck his uncle down,

And beat his brains out of his head 3
So fore he crackt his crown.

Then feizing fourfcore pound,
To London ftraight he hyed,

And unto Sarah Millwood all
The cruell faét defcryed.

Tufh, ’tis no matter, George,
So we the money have

"To have good cheer in jolly fort,
And deck us fine and brave.

‘Thus lived in filthy fort,
Until their ftore was goﬂe:
‘When means to get them any more,
1 wis, poor George had none.

‘Therefore in railing fort,
She thruft him out of door:
Which is the juft reward of thofe,
‘Who fpend upon a whore.

O! do me not difgrace
In this my need, quoth he.

She call’d him thief and murderer,
With all the fpight might bes

135

149

143

150

155

e






264 ANCIENT POEMS.

VIIL
THE STEDFAST SHEPHERD.

Thefe beautiful Stanxas were written by GEORGE
WitHEeR, of whom fome account was given in the former
part of this Polume; fee the fong intitled, THE SHEP-
HERDs ResoLuTion, Book [1. Song XXI. In the firft
Edition of this work only a fmall fragment of this Sonnct
was inferted. It was afterwards rendered more compleat
and intire by the addition of five Stanzas more, extracled
JSrom Wither's ‘pafioral poem, intitled, * The Miftrefs of
¢ Philaretey” of whick this Song makes & part. It is now
given fiill move correc? and perfect by comparing it with
another copy, printed by the author in his tmproved edition

of « The Shepherd's Hunting,”” 1620, 8vo,

ENCE away, thou Syren, leave me,
Pith! unclafpe thefe wanton armes 3
Sugred wounds can ne’er deceive me,
(Though thou prove* thoufand charmes).
Fie, fie, forbeare ;

No common {nare ?
Can ever my affection chaine :

Thy painted baits,

And poore deceits,
Are all beftowed on me in vaine. 10

Pme
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Pme o flave to fuch, as you be;
Neither fhall that fnowy breft,
Rowling eye, ard lip of ruby
Ever robb me of my refts
Goe, go difplay 1
Thy beautie’s ray
To fome more-foone enamour’d fwaine s
Thofe common wiles
Of {fighs and {miles
Are all beftowed on me in vaine, a0

I have elfewhere vowed a dutie ;
Turne away thy tempting eye:
Shew not me a painted beautie ;
Thefe impoftures I defie:
My fpirit lothes 25
Where gawdy clothes
And faiped othes may love obtaine 5
I love her fo,
Whofe looke fweares No ;
That all your labours will be vaine, 30

Can he prize the tainted pofies,
Which on every breft are worne ;
That may plucke the virgin rofes
From their never-touched thorne?
I can goe reft 35
On her {weet breft,

That
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That is the pride of Cynthia’s traine:
Then ftay thy tongue ;
Thy mermaid fong

Is all beftowed on me in vaine,

Hee’s a foole, that bafely dallies,
Where each peafant mates with him:
Shall I haunt the thronged vallies,
Whilft ther’s noble hils to climbe ?
No, no, though clownes
Are fcar’d with frownes,
1 know the beft can but difdaine 3
And thofe Ile prove :
So will thy love
Be all beftowed on me in vaine.

1 doe fcorne to vow a dutie,
Where each luftfull [ad may wooe :
Give me her, whofe fun-like beautie
Buzzards dare not foare unto :
Shee, fheeit is
Affoords that bliffe
For which I would refufe no paine ¢
But fuch as you,
Fond fooles,; adieu;
You feeke to captive me in vaine,

Leave me then, _you Syrens, leave me;
Sccke no more to worke my harmes ¢
€raftie wiles cannot deceive me,
‘Who am proofe againft your charmes ;
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You labour may 63
To lead aftray
The heart, that conftant fhall remaine s
And I the while
Will it and fmile
To fee you fpend your time in vaine. 70

VIIL

THE SPANISH VIRGIN, oz EFFECTS
OF JEALOUSY.

The fubjelt of this ballad is taken from a folio colleftion
of tragical flories, intitled, ** The theatre of God’s judg-
mentsy by Dr. Beard and Dr. Taylor, 1642. Pt. 2. p. 8g.
~—The text is given (with correitions) from tao copies;
one of them in black-letter in the Pepys colleion. In
this every fanza is accompanied with the following diftick
by way of burden :

¢ Ok jealoufie! thou art nurft in hell :
¢ Depart from hence, and therein dwell.”?

L L tender hearts, that ake to hear
Of thofe that fuffer wrong ;
All you, that never fhed a tear,
Give heed unto my fong.

Fair Ifabella’s tragedy I3
My tale doth far exceed 3
Alas! that fo much cruelty

In female bearts fhould breed!
In
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Tn Spain a lady liv'd of late,
Who was of high degree;
Whefe wayward temper did create
Much woe and mifery.

Strange jealoufies fo fill’d her head
With many a vain furmize,

She thought her lord had wrong'd her bed,

And did her love defpife.

A gentlewoman paffing fair
Did on this lady wait ;

With braveft dames fhe might 'compa'rc H

Her beauty was compleat,

Her lady caft a jealous eye
Upon this gentle maid ;

And taxt her with difloyaltye ;
And did her oft upbraid.

In filence flill this maiden meek
Her bitter taunts would bear,
While oft adown her lovely cheek
Would fteal the falling tear.

¢ In vain in humble fort the ftrove
Her fury to difarm;
As well the meeknefs of the dove
The bloogix hawke might charm,

3
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Her lord of humour light and gay,
And innocent.the while,

As oft as fhe came in his way, 35
Would on the damfell {mile,

And oft before his lady’s face,
As thinking her her friend, |
He would the maiden's moft grace
And comelinefs commend. 19

All which incens’d his lady fo
She burnt with wrath extreame ;
At length the fire that long did glow,
Burft forth into a flame,

For on a day it fo befell, 45
When he was gone from home,
The lady all with rage did fwell,
* And to the damfell come.

And charging her with great offence,
" And many a grievous faule; : 50
She bade her fervants drag her thence,
Into a difmal vault,

That lay beneath the common-fhore s
A dungeon dark and deep :
Where they were wont, ia days of yore, Y. -5
“Offenders great to keepe
There
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There never light of chearful day
s, Difpers’d the hideous gloom ;
But dank and neifome vapours play
Around the wretched room: 6o

And adders, fnakes, and toads therein,
As afterwards was known,

Long in this loathfome vault had bin,
And were to monfters grown,

Into this foul and fearful place, 63
The fair one innocent

Was caft, before her lady’s face ;
Her malice to content.

This maid no fooner enter'd is,

But ftrait, alas! fhe bears 7@
The toads to croak, and frakes to hifs:
+ Then grievoufly the fears,

Soon from their holes the vipers creep,
And fiercely her affail :

Which makes the damfel forely weep, 75
And her fad fate bewail.

With her fair hands the ftrives in vain
Her body to defend:
With fhricks and cries the doth complain,
But all is to no end. 13
A fer-
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A fervant liftning near the door,
Struck with her doleful noife,

Strait ran his lady to implore;
But fhe’ll not hear his voice.

With bleeding heart he goes agen
To mark the maiden’s groans ;
And plainly hears, within the den,

How fhe herfelf bemoans,

Again he to his lady hies
With all the hafte he may:

She into furious paffion flies,
And orders him away.

Still back again does he retum

To hear her tender cries;
The virgin now had ceas’d to mourns
< Which fill’d him with furprize.

In grief, and hotror, and affright,
He liftens at the walls;

But finding all was filent quite,
He to his lady calls.

Too fure, O lady, now quoth he,
Your cruelty hath fped 3

Make haft, for thame, and come and fec;

I fear the virgin’s dead.

271
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She ftarts to hear her fudden fate,
And does with torches run;

But all her hafte was now too late,
For death his worft had done.

The door being open’d ftrait they found
The virgin ftretch’d along :

Two dreadful fnakes had wrapt her round,
Which her to death had ftung.

One round her legs, her thighs, ber waft
Had twin’d his fatal wreath :

The other clofe her neck embrac’d,
And ftopt her gentle breath.

The fnakes, being from her body thruft,
Their bellies were fo fill'd,

That with excefs of blood they burft,
Thus with their prey were kill’d.

The wicked lady at this fight,
With horror ftrait ran mad’;
So raving dy’d, as was moft right,

*Caufe fhe no pity had.

Let me advife you, ladies all,
Of jealoufy beware :
It caufeth many a one to fall,
And is the devil’s fnare. LE R

I10

L3
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IX, JEALOUSY
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IX.
JEALOUSY TYRANT OF THE MIND.
This Song is by DRV DEN, being inferted in his Tragi-

Con:edy of Lne . Triumeaant, &co—0n account of the
Subject it is inferted kere.

HAT ftate of life can be fo bleft,
As love that wa:ms the gentle breft;
Two fouls in one; the fame cefire
To grant the blifs, and to r-quire ?
If io this heaven a hell we find, 5
Tis all from thee,
O Jealoufie!
Thou tyran-, tyraot of the mind.

All other ilfs, thongh fharp they prove,
Serve to refinc and perfect love : 10
‘In abfence, or ankind difdaine,
Sweet hope relieves the lovers paine ¢
But, oh, no’cure but death we fiad
To fett us free
Froir jeuloufie, g
Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind,

Falfe in thy glafs all objets are,

Some fett two near, and fome too far:

‘Thou art the fire of endlefs night,

The fire that burns, and gives no light, 20
Vor. IIL. T All
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All torments of the damn’d we find
In only thee,
O Jealoufie;

Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind.

X.
CONSTANT PENELOPE.

The ladies are indebted for the following natable documents
to the Pepys collection, where the original is preferved in
black-lerter, and is intitled, “ A loking-glafs for ladies, or
 a mirrour for married women. Tune Queen Dido, or
“ Troy town.”

HEN Greeks and Trojans fell at firife,
And lords in armour bright were feen ;
‘When many a gallant loft his life
About fair Hellen, beauty’s queen ;
Ulyfles, general fo free, 5
Did leave his dear Penelope.

‘When fhe this wofull news did hear,
That he would to the warrs of Troy ;
For grief fhe fhed full many a tear,
At parting from her only joy; 10
Her ladies all about her came,
To comfort up this Grecian dame.

Ulyﬁ‘cs,

|
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Ulyfles, with a heavy heart,
Unto her then did mildy fay,

The time is come that we muit part; 15
My honour calls me hence away ;

Yet in my abfence, deareft, be

My conftant wife, Penclope.

Let me no longer live, fhe fayd,
Then to my lord I true remain g 20
My honour fhall nog be betray’d
Until I fee my love again;
For I will ever conftant prove,
As is the loyal turtle-dove.

Thus did they part with heavy chear, 28
And to the thips his way he took ;

Her tender eyes dropt many a tear ;
Still cafting many a fonging look :

She faw him on tne furges glide,

And unto Neptune thus fhe cry’d : 30

Thou god, whofe power is in the deep,
And ruleft in the ocean main,
My loving lord in fafety keep
Till he return to me again:
That [ his perfon may behold, 35
To me more precious far than gold.
T 2 Then
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Then fraight the fhips with nimble fails
Were all convey’d out of her fight:
Her cruel fate fhe then bewails,
Since the had loft her hearts delight. 40
Now thall my praétice be, quoth fhe,
True vertue and humility.

My patience I will put in ure,
My charity I will extend ;

Since for my woe there is no cure, 45
The helplefs now I will befriend :

The widow and the fatherlefs

I will relieve, when in diftrefs.

Thus fhe continued year by year
In doing good to every one ; 50
Her fame was noifed every where,
To young znd old the fame was known,
That the no company would mind,
Who were to vanity inclin’d.

Mean while Ulyfles fought for fame, 55
’Mongt Trojans hazarding his life:
Young gallants, hearing of ‘her name,
Came flocking for to tempt his wifes -
For the was lovely, young, and fair,
No lady might with her compare. 6o
3 2 With
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With coftly gifts and jewels fine,
They did endeavour her to win;
With banquets and the choiceft wine,

For to allure her unto fin:
Moft perfons were of high degree,
Who courted fair Penelope.

With modefty and comely grace,
Their wanton fuits the did denye;
No tempting charms could e’er deface
Her dearcft hufband’s memorye ;
But conftant fhe would ftill remain,

Hopeing to fee him once again.

Her book her dayly comfort was,
And that fhe often did perufe ;
She feldom looked in her glafs ;
Powder and paint fhe ne’er would ufe.
1 wifli all ladies were as free
From pride, as was Penelope.

She in her needle took delight,

And likewife in her {pinning-wheel ;
Her maids about her every night

Did ufe the diftaff; and the reel s
The fpiders, that on rafters twine,
Scarce fpin a thread more foft and fine.

T 3
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Sometimes fhe would bewail the lofs 85
And abfence of her deareft love:

Sometimes fhe thought the feas to crofs,
Her fortune on the waves to prove.

I fear my lord is flain, quoth fhe,

He ftays fo from Penclope, 99

At length the ten years fiege of Troy
Did erd; in flames the city burn'd;
And to the Grccians was great joy,
‘To {ee the towers to afl:es turn’d ;
‘Then came Ulylies hone to fee 95
His conftant, dear, Penelope.

O blame her not if fhe was glad,

When fhe ber lord again had feens
‘Thrice-welcome home, my dear, fhe faid,

A long time abicit thou haft been s 100
The wars fhall never more deprive
Me of my lord whilit £’m alive.

Fair ladies all example take;
And hence a worthy leflon learn,

All youthful follies to forfake, 10§
And vice from virtue to difcern :

And let all women ftrive to be,

As conftant as Penelope.

IX. TO

.
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XII.
VALENTINE AND URSINE:

The old flory-book of Valentine and Orfon (whick fug-
gefled the plan of this 1ale. but it is not firiétly followed tn
it) was ‘originally a tranflation from the French, being one
of their earlieft attempts at romance, See ** Le Bibliotheque
¢ de Romans, &c”

The circumflance of the bridge of bells is taken from the
old metrical legend of Sir Bevis, and has alfo been copied
in the Seven Champions. The original lines are,

¢ Quer the . yke a briuge there lay,
< That man and becfi nigl? paffe away ;
¢ Under the brydge avere fixty belles ;
¢ Right a; the Romans telles;
<« That there might no man paffe in,
 But all they rang with a gyn.” *
Sign. E. iv.

In the Editor’s folio MS. awas an old Poem on this fubjed,
in a awretched corrupt flate, unwortly the prefs: from which
were taken fuch particulars as could be adopted.,

.

, Parr tHE FIRsT,

HEN Flora ’gins to decke the ficlds
With colours frefh and fine,
Then holy clerkes their mattins fing
‘fo good Saint Valentine ! 2

The
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‘The king of France that morning fair
He would a hunting ride :

Te Artois foreft prancing forth
In all his princelye pride.

To grace his fports a courtly train
Of gallant peers attend ;
And with their loud and cheerful cryes
The hills and valleys rend.
Through the deep foreft fwift they pafs,
Through woods and thickets wild ;
When down within a lonely dell
They found a new-born child

All in a fearlet kercher lay’d
Of filk fo fine and thin:

A golden mantle wrapt him round
Pinn’d with a filver pin.

The fudden }ight furpriz’d them all ;
The courtiers gather’d round ;

They look, they call, the mother feek ;
No mother could be found.

At length the king himfelf drew near,
And as he gazing ftands,

The pretty babe look'd np and fmii'd,
And ftretch’d his little hands.

28y
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Now, by the rood, king Pepin fays,

This child is paffing fair 30
1 wot he is of gentle blood ;

Perhaps fome prince’s heir,

Goe bear him home unto my court
With all the care ye may:

Let him be chriften’d Valentine, 35
In honour of this day:

And look me out fome cunning nurfe ;
Well nurtur’d let him bee;
Nor ought be wanting that becomes
A bairn of high degree. 48
They look’d him out a cunning nurfe s
And nurtur’d well was hee ;
Nor ought was wanting that became
A bairn of high degree. |

Thus grewe the little Valentine 45
Belov’d of king and peers;

And fhew’d in all he fpake or did
A wit beyond his years.

But chief in gallant feates of arms

He did himfelf advance, 50
That ere he grewe to man’s eftate

He had no peere in France,

And
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‘To more than favage firength he joins
A more than human fkill :
For arms, ne curning may fuffice
His cruel rage to flill : 3 .

Up then rofe fir Valentine,
And claim’d that arduous deed.

Go forth and conquer, fay’d the king,
And great fhall be thy meed.

‘Well mounted on a milk-white fteed,
His armour white as {fnow ;

As well befeem’d a virgin knight,
‘Who ne’er had fought a foe s

To Artoys foreft he repairs
With all the halie he may ;

And foon he fpies the favage youth
A rending of his prey.

His unkempt hair all matted hung
His thaggy fhoulders round :

His eager eye all fiery glow’d :
His face with fury frown’d.

Like eagles’ talons grew his nails s
His limbs were thick and ftrong;

And dreadful was the knotted oak
He bare with him along.

95

100
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-
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Soon as fir Valentine approach’d,
He ftarts with fudden {pring;
And yelling forth a hideous howl,

He made the forefts ring.

As when a tyger fierce and fell [ 10§
Hath fpyed a pafling roe,

And leaps at once upon his throat 3

> So fprung the favage foe ;

So lightly leap’d with furious force

The gentle knight to {eize: 110
But met his tall uplifted {pear,

Which funk him on his knees.

A fecond ftroke fo fHiff and flern
Had laid the favage low ;

But {pringing up, he rajs’d his club, 115
And aim’d a dreadful blow.

The watchful warrior bent his head,
And4hun’d the coming ftroke ;
Upon his taper fpear it fell,
And all to fhivers broke. 120

" Then lighting nimbly frem his fteed,
He drew his burnifht brand :
The favage quick as lightning flew
To wreft it from his hand,
Three
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‘Three times he grafp’d the filverhilt ;
Three times he felt the blade;

Three times it fell with furious force 3
Three ghaftly wounds it made.

Now with redoubled rage he roar’d ;
His eye-ball flafh’d with fire 5

Each hairy Jimb with fury fhook ;
And all his heart was ire.

‘Then clofing faft with furious gripe
He clafp’d the champion round,

And with a firong and fudden twift
He laid him on the ground.

But foon the knight, with active fpring,
O’erturn’d his hairy foe :

And now between their fturdy fits
Paft many a bruifing blow.

They rolP’d and grappled on the ground,
And there they ftruggled long : c’
Skilful and aétive was the knight ;
The favage he was ftrong.

But brutal force and favage ftrength
To art and fkill mutft yield:

Sir Valentine at length prevail’d,
And won the well-fought field.
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It chanc’d the king upon a day 1
Prepar’d a fumptuous feaft ;

And there came lords, and dainty dames,
And many a noble gueft.

Amid their cups, that freely flow’d,
"Their revelry, and mirth 10
A youthful knight tax’d Valentine K

Of bafe and doubtful birth.

The foul reproach, fo groflly urg’d,
His generous heart did wound :

And ftrait he vow’d he ne’er would reft 15
Till he his parents found.

Then bidding king and peers adieu,
Early one fummer’s day,
With faithful Urfine by his fide,
From court he took his way. 20

O’er hill and valley, mofs and moor,
For many a day they pafs;
At‘length upon a moated lake,
They found a bridge of brafs.

Beyond it rofe a caftle fair 28
Y-built of marble fone :

The battlements were gilt with gold,

~ And glittred in the fun,

V.23.i.e. a lake that ferved for a maat to a safife.

Bengath




ANCIENT POEMS a8

Beneath the bridge, with firange device,

A hundred bells were hung ; 30
That man, nor beaft, might pafs thereon,

But ftrait their larum rung,

This quickly found thz youthful pair,
Who boldly crofling o’er,
The jangling found bedeaft their ears, 35
And rung from fhore to fhore.
Quick at the found the caftle gates
Unlock’d and opened wide,
And firait a gyant huge and grim
Stalk’d forth with tately pride. 40

Now yield you, caytiffs, to my will

He cried with hideous roar ; =
Or elfe the wolves fhall eat your flefh,

And ravens drink your gore,

Vain boafter, faid the youthful knight, 48
I fcorn thy threats and thee:

I truft to force thy brazen gates,
And fet thy captives free.

Then putting {purs unto his {teed,
Fle aim’d a dreadful thruft : 50
The fpear againft the gyant glanc’d,
And caus’d the blood to burt.
Vor, III. U Mud
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Mad and outrageous with the pain,
He whirl’d his mace of fleel 2

The very wind of fuch a blow
Had made the champion reele

It haply mift; and now the knight
His glittering fword difplay’d,

And riding round with whirlwind fpeed
Oft made him feel the blade,

As when a large and monftrous oak
Unceafing axes hew :

So falt around the gyant’s limbs
The blows quick-darting flew,

As when the boughs with hideous fall
Some haplefs woodman crofh;

With fuch a force the enormous foe
Did on the champion rufh.

A fearful blow, alas! there came,
Both horfe and knight it took,
And laid them fenfelefs in the duft;

So fatal was the firoke,

Then fmiling forth a hideous grin, .
‘The gyant frides in hafte,

And, ftooping, aims a fecond firoke :
“ Now cayt#T breathe thy lag!”

55
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But ere it fell, two thundering blows
Upon his feull defeend :
— From Urfine’s knotty club they came,
‘Who ran to fave his friend. So

Down funk the gyant gaping wide,
And rolling his grim eyes :

The hairy youth repeats his blows:
He gafps, he groans, he dies.

Quickly fir Valentine reviv’d &
With Urfine’s timely cares '
And now to fearch the caftle walls £
The venturous youths repair,

The blood and bones of murder’d knights

‘They found where’er they came: . ge
At length within a lonely cell

‘They faw a mournful dame,

Her gentle eyes were dim’d with tears;
Her cheeks were pale with woe;

And long fir Valentine befought %
Her doleful tale to know,

* Alas! young knight,” the weeping faid,
¢ Condole my wretched fate:
¢« A childlefs mother here you fee;
“ A wife without a mate, 100

U2 # Thefe
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¢ Thefe twenty winters here forlorn
¢¢ I've drawn my hated breath ;

¢ Sole witnefs of 'a monfter’s crimes,
¢ And withing aye for death.,

i Know, Iam fifter of a king; 105
¢ And in my early years

¢ Was married to a mighty prince, .
¢« The faireft of his peers.

¢ With him I fwveetly livd in love

‘“ A twelvemonth and a' day: 110
“ When, lo! a foul and treacherous prieft

¢ Y-wrought our loves' decay.

¢ His feeming goodnefs wan him pow'r;
¢ He had his mafter’s ear:

¢ And long to me and all the woild 115
¢ He did a faint appear. ¥

¢ One day, when we were all alone,
¢ He proffer’d odious love:
*¢ The wretch with horrour I repuls’d,
¢ And from my prefence drove. *120

¢ He feign’d remorfe, and piteous beg’d
¢ His crime I’d not reveal :

¢ Which, for his feeming penitence,.
¢ | promis’d to conceal.
» “ With
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“ With treafon, villainy, and wrong
¢« My goodnefs he repay’d :

¢ With jealous doubts he fill’d my lord,
¢ And me to woe betray’d.

¢¢ He hid a {lave within my bed,
¢ Then rais’d a bitter cry.

“ My lord, pofieft with rage, condemn’d
¢ Me, all unheard, te dye.

¢ But ’caufe I then was great with child,
“ At length my life he fpar’d :

¢t But bade me inftant quit the realme,
¢ One trufty knight my guard.

¢ Forth on my journey I depart,
¢ Oppreft with grief and woe;

¢ And tow’rds my brother’s diftant court,
¢ With breaking heart, I goe,

¢t Long time thro’ fundry foreign lands
“ We flowly pace along s il

¢ At length within a foreft wild
¢ [ fell in labour ftrong :

¢ And while the knight for fuccour fought,
“ And left me there forlorn,
¢ My childbed pains fo faft increaft
 Two lovely boys were born.
Us
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¢ The eldeft fair, and fmooth, as fnow
¢¢ That tips the mountain hoar:

¢ The younger’s little body rough
“ With hairs was cover’d o'er.

¢ But here afrefh begin my woes
¢ While tender care I took

¢ To fhield my eldeft from the cloud,
¢ And wrap him in my cloak

¢ A prowling bear burft from the wood,
¢ And feiz’d my younger fon :

s Affetion lent my weaknefs wings,
¢ And after them I run.

¢ But all forewearied, weak and {pent,
¢ I quickly fwopn’d away ; {

¢ And there beneath the greenwood fhade
¢ Long time I lifelefs lay.

¢ At Jength the knight brénght me relief,
¢ And rais’d me from the ground:

# But neither of my pretty babes
¢¢ Could ever more be found.

¢ And, while in fearch we wandeid far,
¢ We met that gyant grini;

¢ Who ruthlefs flew my trufty knight,
“ And bare me off with him, ‘

160

165
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¢ But charm'd by heav’n, or elfe my griefs,
¢ He offer’d me no wrong ;

# Save that within thefe lonely walls 175
¢ I've been immur’d fo long.”

Now, furely, faid the youthful knight,
You are lady Bellifance,
Wife to the Grecian emperor :
Your brother’s king of France. i 180

For in your royal brother’s court
Myfelf my breeding had ;

‘Where oft the ftory of your woes
Hath made my bofom fad.

If fo, know your accufer’s dead, 18¢
And dying own’d his crime ;

And long your lord hath fought you out
Thro’ every foreign clime.

And when no tidings he could learn

Of his much-wronged wife, 190
He vow’d thenceforth within his court

To lead a hermit’s lifes

Now heaven is kind! the lady faid ;
And dropt a joyful tear:
Shall T once more behold my Iord? 195
That lord I love fo dear ? i
U4 But,



296 ANCIENT POEMS.

But, madarn, faid fir Valentine, ¥
And knelt upon his knee;
Know you the cloak that wrapt your babc,

If you the fame fhould fee ?

And pulling forth the cloth of gold, |
In which himfelf was found;

The lady gave a fudden fhriek,
And fainted on the ground,

But by his plous care reviv'd,
His tale fhe hedrd anon'y W
- And foon by other tokens found, AV
He was indeed her fon.

But “ho s this hairy youth ? fhe fatd-
e much refembles thee 3

Or fure that fon were he.

Madam,  this youth with bears was bré’d;
¢ And rear'd within their den.
But reéolle ye any mark
To know your fon agen?

Upon his little fide, quoth the,
. Was ftampt a bloody rofe.
Here, lady, fec the crimfon"mark
Upon his body grows ! 220
I Then
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Then clafping both her new-found fons
She bath’d their cheeks with tears ;

And foon towards her brother’s court
Her joyful courfe the fteers,

What pen can-paint king Pepin’s joy,
His fifter thus reftor’d !

And foon a meflenger was fent
To chear her drooping lord:

Who came in hafte with all his peers,
‘To fetch her home to Greece ;

Where many happy years they reign'd _

In perfect love and peace.

To them fir Urfine did fucceed,
And long the feepter bare.

Sir Valentine he ftay’d in France,
And was his uncle’s heir,

#
#*

XI1I.

THE DRAGON OF WANTLEY.

297

225

230

This humorous fong (as @ former Editor * hac awell ob-

Served) is to old metrical romances and ballads of chival-
ry, what Don Quixote is to profe narratives of that kind:
—a lively fatire on their extravagant fildions. But altho’

* Colleétion of Hiftorical Ballads in 3 vol. 1727,
7

the
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the fatire is thus generaly the fubjelE of this ballad is loeal
and ftmliizr; Jo that many of the finct firokes of humour
are loff for want of our knowing the minute circumfiances te
which they allude. Many of them can hardly now be recos
wered, altho’ we have been fortunate enovgh to learn the ge-
neral fubjelt to which the fatire referred, and fkall detail
the information, with which we bave been favoured, in a
Jeparate memoir at the end of the poem.

In handling kis fubjecd, the Author has brought in moft
of the common incidents which occur in- Romance.  The de-
JSeription of the dragon *———his outrages——the people
Shing to the knight for fuccour—bis care in chufing his ar-
mour—bhis being dreft for fight by ayoung damfel—and moft
of the circumfiances of the battle and vidlory (allowing for
the burlefyue. turn given to them) are what occur in cvery
book of chivalry, whether in profe or verfe. 1
If any one picce, more than other, is more particularly
levelled at, it feems to be the old rhiming legend of fir Be-
vis. Thae @ DraGON is attacked from a WELL in 4
manner not very remote from this of the ballad ;
There was a well, fo bave I wynne,
And Bevis flumbled ryght therein.
* * *

Than was ke glad without fayle,

And refted a whyle for his avayle;
And dranke of that water bis fyll
And than be lepte out, with good wyll,
And with Morglay his brande

He affayled the dragon, I inderflande:
On the dragon be fmote fo fafte,
Where that ke hit the feales brafic :
The dragon then faynted fore,

And ca_ﬁg a galon-and more

Out of kis mouthe of venim firong,
And on fyr Bevis be it flong :

It was venymons y-wis.

* Sec above pag. 100, 101. & po217.

T&is
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Tbis feems to be meant By the Dragon of Wantley’s fink,
wer. 110, As the politick bnight’s creeping outy and attacking
the dragon, E5c. feems evidently to allude to the follrwing ;

Bevis bleffed himfelfe, and forth vode,
And lepte out with bafle full good ;
And Bevis unto the dragon gone is ;
And the dragon alfo to Bevis.
Longe, and harde was that fyght
Betwene the dragon, and that knyght :
But ever whan fyr Bevis was hurt fore,
He went to the well, and wafhed him thore;
He was as bole as any man,
Ewer frefhe as whan ke began.
The dragon fame it might not avayle
Befyde the well to hold batayle ;
He thought be would, auyth fome wyle,
Qut of that place Bevis begyles
He woulde have flowen then awaye,
But Bevis lepte after with good Morglaye,
And byt hint under the wynge,
As ke was in kis flyenge, e,
S;'g.'x. M. jo. L. 5. e,

After all, perkaps the writer of ikis ballad was acquaint-
ed with the above incidents only this” the medium of Spene

Jer, who has affumed moff of them in his Facry Queen. At
leaft fome particulars in the defcription of the Dragon, &e,
Jeem evidently borrovoed, | from the latier. See Book I, Cants

11. where the Dragon’s ¢ two wynges like fayls—buge
¢ Jong tayl—aviik Jflings—his eruel rending clarves——and
< yron tecth—Dhis breath of fmothering fmoke and fulphur”
—and the duration of the fight for upwards of tio days,
bear a great refemblance to taffages in the Sollowing bal-
lad; though it muft be confelfed that thefe particulars are
common to all cld writers ¢f Romance.

Altho’ this Ballad muft have been written early in the laft
century, we have met with none but fuch as were compara-
tively modern copies. It is here printed from one in Roman
letter, in the Pepys Collection, collated with fuch others as
could be procured.

OLD
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LD ftories tell, how Hercules
A dragon flew at Lerna,
‘With feven lieads, and fourteen eyes,
To fee and. well difcern-a :

But he had a club, this dragon to drub,

Or he had ne’er done it, 1 warrant ye:
But More of More-Hall, with nothing at all,

He flew the dragon of Wantley.

This dragon had two furious wings,
Each one upon each thoulder ;
‘With a fting in his tayl, as long as a flayl,
Which made him bolder and bolder.
He had long claws, and in his jaws
Four and forty teeth of iron ;
With a hide as tough, as any buff, 15
Which did him round environ.

Have you not heard how the Trojan horfe
Held feventy men in his telly ?

"This dragon was not quite fo big,

* But very near, Il teil ye. 20
Devoured he poor children three,

That could not with him grapple ;
And at one fup he cat them up,

As one would eat an apple.

AL
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All forts of cattle this dragon did eat, 25
Some fay he ate up trees,
And that the forefls fure he would
Devour up by degrees :
Forhoufes and churches were tohim geefe and turkies;
He ate all, and left none behind, 30
But fome ftones, dear Jack, that he could not crack,
Which on the hills you will find.

In Yorkthire, near fair Rotherham,
The place I'know it well ;
Some two or three miles, or thereabouits, 35
1 vow I cannot tell 3
But there s a hedze, juft on the hill edge,
And Matthew’s houfe hard by it;
O there and then was this dragon’s den,
You could not chufe but fpy it. 42

Some fay, this dragon was a witch ;
Sonte fay, he was a devil,
For from his nofe a fmoke arofe,
And with'it burning fnivel;
Which he caft off, when he did cough, 45
In a well that he did ftand by ; ¥
Which made it leok, juft like a breok
Runging with burning brandy.

Fer.29. were to him gorfe and birckes,  Other Copics.

Hard
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Hard by a furious knight there dwelt,
Of whom all towns did ring 1]
For he could wreftle, play at quarter-ftaff; kick,
cuff and huff;
Call fon of a whore, do any kind of thing:
By the tail and the main, with his hands twain
He fwung a horfe till he was dead ;
And that which is ftranger, he for very anger 55
Eat him all up but his head.
Thefe children, as 1 told, being eat 3
Men; women, gitls and boys,
Sighing and fobbing, ca.e to his lodging,
And made a hideous noife 3 (1]
O fave us all, More of More-Hall,
Thou peerlefs knight of thefc woeds ;
Do but flay this dragop; who won’t leave us a rag on,
We’ll give thee all our goods.

‘Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want ; 65
But I want; I want, in footh,
A fair maid of fixteen, that’s brifk, and keen,
With fmiles about the mouth 3
Hair black as floe, fkin white as fnow,
With blufhes her cheeks adorning ; 70
To anoyat me o’er night, ere I go to fight,
And to drefs ne in the morning,

Tlis

a ot Rl

T
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This being done he did engage
To hew the dragon down 3
But firft he \ver;t, new armour to
Befpea at Sheflield town;
With {pikes all about, not within but without,
Of fteel fo tharp and firong ;
Both behind and before, arms, legs, and all o%r
Some five or fix inches long.

Had you but feen him in this drefs,
How fierce he look’d and how big,
You would have thought him for to be
Some Egyptian porcupig :
He frighted all, cats, dogs, and all,
Each cow, each horfe, and each hog:
For fear they did flce, for they took him-to be.
Some firange outlandifh hedge-hog.

To fee this fight, all people then
Got up on trees and houfes,
On churches fome, and chimneys too;
But thefe put on their trowfes,
Not to fpoil their hofe. As foon as he rofe,
To make him ftrong and mighty,
Re drank by the tale, fix pots of ale,
And a quart of aqua-vitz,

ares

75

Se

85
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95
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It is not ftrength that always wins,
For wit doth ftrength excell ;
Which made our cunning champion
Creep down into a well; * 100
‘Where he did think, this dragon would drink,
And fo he did in truth ; )
And as he ftoop’d low, he rofe up and cry’d, boh!
And hit him in the mouth.

Oh, quoth the dragon, pox take thee, come out; 10§
Thou difturb’ft me in my drink :

And then he turn’d, and {...at him;
Good lack how he did ftink !

- Beflirew thy foul, thy body’s foul,
Thy dung finells not like balfam ; 110
Thou for of a whore, thou ftink’t {o fore,
Sure thy diet is unwhelfome.

Our politick knight, on the other fide,
f Crept out upen the brink,
And gave the dragon fuch a doufe, 11§
He knew not what to think :
By cock, quoth he; fay you fo: do you fec ?
And then at him he let fly
: " With hand and with fiot, and fo they went to’t; !
And the word it was, Hey boys, hey! 120

3l 2 Your
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Your words, quoth the dragon, Idon’t underftand:
Then to it they fell at all,
Like two wild boars fo fierce, if I may,
Compare great things with fmall.
Two days and a night, with this dragon did fight 125
Our champion on the ground;
Tho’ their ftrength it was great, their kill it was neat,
They never had one wound.

At length the hard earth began to quake,
" The dragon gave him a knock, 130
Which made him to reel, and firaitway he thought,
“To lift him as high as a rock,

And thence let him fall, But More of More-Hall,
Like a valiant fon of Mars,

As he came like a lout, {o he turn’d him about, 135
And hit him a kick on thea... e

Oh, quoth the dragon, with a deep figh,
And torn’d fix times together,
' Sobbing and tearing, curfing and fwearing
Qut of his throat of leather; 140
More of More-Hall! O thou rafcal!
Would I bad feen thee never ;
With the thing at thy foot, thouhaft prick’d my a.. gut,
And P’m quite undohe for ever,

VoL. III; X Murder,
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Murder, murder, the dragon cry’d, 145
Alack, alack, for grief; :
Had you but mift that place, you could
Have done me no mifchief.
Then his head he fhaked, trembled and quaked, *
And down he laid and cry’d 5 150
Firft on one knee, then on back tumbled he,
So groan’d, kickt, f..., and dy’d.

o

* % A defeription of the fuppofed feeme of the foregoing
Ballad, which was communicated to the Editor in 1767, is
bere given in the avords of the Relater :

¢ In Yorkfhire, 6 miles from Rotherkam, is avillage, called
¢ WORTLEY, the feat of the late WORTLEY MONTAGUE,
s Efg; About a mile from this 'uillafe is @ Lodge, named
% WarncLirr LobcE, éut vulgarly called W aNTLEY:
¢ kere lies the feene of the Song. I was there above forty
“ years ago: and it being a woody rocly place, my friend
“made me clamber over rocks and fones, not telling me to
¢ what end, 1ill I came to a fort of a cave; then afked my
< apinion of the place, and pointing to one end, fays, Here lay
¢ the Dragon kitled by Moor of MOOR-HALL : fere lay
& bis head; here lay bis tail; and the flones we came over
< og the bill, are thofe he could not crack; and yom white
& foufe you fee half a mile off, is Moor-naLL. I had
& dined at the lodge, and knew the man’s name was
¢ MATTHEW, who was a keeper to Mr. Wortley, and, as be
¢ endeavoured to perfuade me, was the fame Matthew men-
< tioned in the Song: In the houfe is the pifture of the
¢ Dragon and Moor of Moor-Hall, and near it a Well,
¢ qubick) fays be, is the Well deferibed in the Ballad.”

4 Since
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Y4+ Since the former Editions of this bumorous old Song
awere printed, the following Key To THE SATIRE Aath
e communicated by GoDFREY BosviLLe, Efg. of Thorp,
| zmear Malton, in Yorkflire; who, in the moft obliging man-

nery gave full permiffion to fubjoin it to the Poen.
WaARNCLIFFE Lodge, and WarNcL1¥FE Wood (vul-
garly pronounced W ANTLEY), are in the parifk of Penni-
Seon, in Yorkfhire, The recfory of Penniﬂ?m was part of
the diffolved monzﬂry of St. Stephen’s, Wefiminfler; and
was granted to the Duke of Norfoll's family ; who there-
with endowed an bofpital, whick be built at Sheffield, for
women.  The truftees let the impropriation of the great
Tythes of Pennifton to the Wartley family, who got a great
deal by it, and «waflted to get fiill move: for ]‘ig Nicholas
Wortley attempted to take the tythes in kind, but My. Francis
Bofville oppofed him, and there was a decree in favour of
the Modus in 39th Eliz. The wicarage of Pennifton did
not go along with the reffory. but with the copybold rents,
and was part of a large purchafe made by Ralph Bofville,
Efy. from 2u. Elizabeth, in the 1d year of her reign: and
that part he fold in 12th Eliz. to bis elder brother Godfrey,
the father of Francis; who left it, with the reff of his
efiate, to his wife, for her life, and then to Ralph, 3d fon
of his uncle Ralph. The widow married Lyonel Rowles

flone, lived eighteen years, and furvived Ralpk.
This premifed, the Ballad apparently relates to the law-
fuit carried on eoncerning this claim of Tythes made by the
Wortley family, ¢ Houfes and Churches, were to him Geefe
“ and Turkeys 7 awbich are tytheable things, the Dragon
chofe to live on.  Sir Francis Wortley, the fon of Nicholas,
attempted again to take the ‘Ijztbe: in kind: but the parifio-
nersfubferibed an agrecment to defend their Modus. And
at the bead of the agreement was Lyonel Rowlefione, <who
is_fuppofed to be one of * the Stones, dear Fack, which the
«Dragon could not crack”® The agreement is fiill preferved
in a large fheet of parchment, dated 1Jf of Fames I, and
is full of names and feals, which might be meant by the
coat of armour, “* with fpikes all about, both within and
X2 withe
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awithout.” MoRE of MORE-HALL was cither the attorney,
or counfellor, who conduéled the fuit. He is not diffinéily
remembered, but More-ball is Jfill extant at the very bottom
of Wantley [Warncliff | Weod, and lies fo low, that it
might be faid to be ina Well : as the Dragon’s den [ Warn-
cliff Lodge} awas at the top of the wood, * with Mat-
“thew’s houfe bard by it.” The Keepers belonging to the.
Wertley family were named, for many generatious, Matthets.
Northall: the laff of them lefs this lodge. within memary,
to be Kecper to the Duke of Norfolk. The prefent owner
of More-kall fiill attends My, Bofville's Manor-Court at
Oxfpring, and pays a Rofe a year. ** More of More-ball,
with nothing at all, flevs the Dragon of Wantley.” He
gave kim, inflead of Tythes, fo jmalf a Modus, that it was
in ¢ffefl nothing at all, and was flaying him with a wven-

eace.  ** The poor children three,” .&5c, cannot furely
mean the three fiffers of Francis Bofville, who would have
been Cokeireffes, had be made no will?  The late Mr. Bof~
wille bad a conteft with the defcendants of two of them,
the late Sir Geo. Saville’s father, and My. Copley, about
the prefentation to Pennifion, they fuppofing Francis bad not
the power to give this part of the ;/Iate from the béirs at
law; but it was decided againft them. The Dragon (Sir
Francis Wortley) fucceeded better with his confin Worde/~
worth, the freebold Lord of the manor (for it is the copyhold
manor that belongs to Mr. Bofville) having perfuaded him
ot to join the refrallory pariflioners, under a promife that he
would let him his T}Jvtbw cheap: and now the effates of
Wirdey and Waordefworth ave the only lands that pay Tythes
in the parifhe
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X1V,
ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND.

THE FirsT PART,

As the former fong is in ridicule of the extravagant in-
cidents in old ballads and metrical romances; fo thisis a
burlefque of their fiyle; particularly of the rambling tran-
Sitions and wild accumulation of unconnclted parts, fo fre-
quent in many of them.

This ballad is given from an old black-letter copy in’the
Pepys colleftion, * imprinted at London, 1612, It is more
ancient than many of the preceding 5 but we place it heve for
the fake of conneling it with the SEcoND PART,

HY doe you boaft of Arthur and his knightes,
Knowing ¢ well’ how many men have endured
fightes?
For befides king Arthur, and Lancelot du lake,
Or fir Triftram de Lionel, that fought for ladies fake;
Read in old hiftories, and there you fliall fee
How St. George, St. George the dragon made to flee,
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui ;mzl_y penfe.

Mark our father Abraham, when firft he refckued Lot
Onely with his houfehold, what conqueft there he got:
X 3 David
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David was cleted a prophet and a king,
He flew the great Goliah, with a ftone within a fling:
Yet thefe were not knightes of the table round ;
Nor St. George, St. George, who the dragon did
confound.
St. Georgehewas for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Heni foit qui mal y penfe.

Jephthah and Gideon did lead their men to fight,

They conquered the Amorites, and put them all to

flight:
Hercules his labours ¢ were’ on the plaines of Bafle;
And Sampfon flew a thoufand with the jawbone of
an affe,
And eke he threw a temple downe, and did a mighty
{poyle:
But St. George, St. George he did the dragon foyle.
St.Georgehewas for England; 8t. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfe.

The warres of ancient monarchs it were too long to
tell,
And likewife of the Romans, how farre they did excell;
Hannyball and Scipio in many a fielde did fighte:
Orlando Furiofo he was a worthy knighte :
Remus and Romulus, were they that Rome did builde :
But St. George, St. George the dragon made to yielde,
St.Georgehewas for England ; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.
The
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The noble Alphonfo, that was the Spanifh king,

The order of the red fcarffes and bandrolles in did
bring*:

He had a troope of mighty knightes, when firft he
did begin,

Which fought adventures farre and neare, that con-
queft they might wins

The ranks of the Pagans he often put to flight:

But St. George, St. George did with the dragon fight.

St. Georgehewasfor England ; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Many ¢ knights® have fought with proud Tamberlaine.

Cutlax the Dane, great warres he did maintaine s

Rowland of Beame, and good *fir’ Olivere

In the foreft of Acon flew both woolfe and beare

Befides that noble Hollander, ‘fir’ Goward with the bill:

But St. George, St. George the dragon’s blood did {pill.
St. George hewasfor England; St. Dennis was for France ;

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Valentine and Or{on were of king Pepin’s blood :
Alfride and Henry they were brave knightes and good:
The four fons of Aymon, that follow’d Charlemaine:

* This probably alludes to * An Ancient Order of Knight-
bad, called the Order of the Band, inflituted by Don Al-
phonfus, king of Spainy .. to wear a red viband of three
Singers breadth” e, See Ames Typog. p. 327,

X 3 Sir
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Sir Hughon of Burdeaux, and Godfrey of Bullainet
Thefc were all French knightes that lived in that ages
But St. George, St. George the dragon did afluage.
St.Georgehewasfor England; St. Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Bevis conquered Afcapart, and after flew the boare,

And then he croft beyond the feas to cornbat with the
moores

8ir Ifenbras, and Eglamore they were knightes moft
bold;

And good Sir John Mandeville of travel much hath
told;

There were many Englifh knights that Pagans did
convert 3

ButSt.George, St. George pluckt out thedragon’sheart,

St.George hewas forEngland; St. Denniswas forFrance;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

The noble.earl of Warwick, that was call’d fir Guy,

The infidels and pagans ftoutlie did defie;

He flew the giant Brandimore, and after was the death

Of that moft ghaftly dun cowe, the divell of Dunfinore

heath ;

Befides his noble deeds all done beyond the feas :

But St. George, St. George the diagon did appeafe.
S$t.Georgehewas for England ; St. Denniswas for France;

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Richard
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Richard Ceeur-de-lion erft king of this land,

He the lion gored with his naked hand *:

The falle duke of Auftria nothing did he feare

But his fon he killed with a boxe on the eare ;
Betides his famous a&es done in the ho'y tande

But St. George, St. George the dragon did withftande.
' 8t.Georgehewas for England; St.Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Henry the fifth he conquered all France,

And quartered their arms, his honour to advance:

He their tities r;zed, and threw their caitles downe,

And his head he honoured with a double crowne:

He thumped the French-men, and after home he cames

But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tame.
S§t. Georgehewas for England; St.Dennis was for France;

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. .

St. David of Wales the Welfh-men much advance ;

St. Jaques of Spaine, that never yet broke lance:

St. Patricke of Ireland, which was St. Georges boy,

Seven yearee he kept his horfe, and then ftole him

away : "

For which knavifh aé, as flaves they doe remaine:

But St. George, St. George the dragon he hath flaine,
St. George he wasforEngland; St.Denuiswas for France;

Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfe. :

* Alluding to the fabuloas Exploits attributed to this

King in the old Romances. See the Differtation prefixed to

this Folume.
XV. ST.
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¢ XV.
ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND,

TuE SEcoNp PArT,

——vas written by Joun Gruse, M. A. of Chrift
Churck, Oxford  The occafion of its being compofed is faid
20 hawve been as follows. A fet of gentlemen of the univer-
Sity had formed themfelves into a Club, all the members of
whick were to be of the name of GrorGE: Their anni-
werfary feaff was to be held on 31. GEORGE’s day. Our
Author folicited firongly 10 be admitted; but bis name bein,
unfortunately JOuw, this difjualification was difpenfed wit
enly upon this condition, that he would compofe a fong ix
Ahonour of their Patron Saint, and would cvery year produce
one or more new flanzas, to be fung on their annual feflivals
This gavve birth to the following humerous performance, the
Jeveral flanzas of ewbhick were the produce of many fucceffrue
anniverfaries *.

This drverting poem awas long handed about in manufeript,
«at length a friend of GRUBE’s undertook to get it printed,
who, not keeping pace with the impatience of his friends,
aas addreffed in the following whimfical macaronic lines,
avbicky in fuck a'colleition as this, may not improperly ac-
company the poem itfelf.

* To rhis cirewnflance it is owing that the Editor has never met with
2o espies, in which the flanzas ave arranged alike, be bas therefore
thyewn them jnto what appeared the mofi natural order. Tlke verfes are
properly linz Alexandrines, but the narrownefs of the page made it necef~
Jfary to fubdivide them: thay are bere printed with many improvements.

ExposTU-
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EXPOSTULATIUNCULA, five QUERIMONIUNCYLA ad ANTo-
| wivm [ATHerToN] ob Poema Jonannis Gruss, Viri ow narw
ingeniofiffimi in lucem nondum editi.

! Tow1! Tune fines divina poemata Grubbi
I Intomb’d in fecret thus ftill to remain any longer,
| Tovipa ou (hall bott, @ Tevh% dieprersg ey
] Grubbe tuum nomen vivet dum nobilis ale-a
| Efficit heroas, dignamque heroe puellam.
Eft genns heroum, quos nobilis efficit alea-a
‘: Qui pro niperkin clamant, quateraque liguoris
Nuem vocitant Homines Brandy, Superi Cherry-brandy.
l Szpe illi long-cut, vel fmall-cut flare Tobacco
Sunt {oliti pipos. Aft ft generofior herba
1 {Per varios cafus, per tot difcrimina rerum)
Mundungs defit, tum non funcare recufant
Brown-paper toft}, vel quod fit arundine bed-mat.
; Hic labor, hoc opus eft herown afcendere fedest
Aft ego quo rapiar ? quo me feret entheus ardor
Grubbe, tui memorem ! Divinum expande poema.
Quze mora? qua ratio eft, quin Grubbi protinus anfer
: Virgilii, Flaccique fimul canat inter olores ?

At length the importunity of kis friends prevailed, and

Myr. Grubl’s fong was publified at Oxford, under the fol-
lowing title : 2

Tue BriTisu Heroes
A New Pocm in honour of St. George
By Mr. [oun GRUBB
Sehool-mafter of Chrift-Church
1 Oxox, 1688.
Favete linguis: carmina non prius

Auditay mufarum fucerdes
Canto.

Hoz.
Sold by Heory Clements. Oxon.

HE flory of king Arthur old
Is very memorable,
The number of his valiant knights,

And roundnefs of his table :
The
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“The knights around his table in
A circle fate d’ye fes:
And altogether made up one
Large hoop of chivalry.
He had a fword, both broad and tharp,
Y-cleped Caliburn, ¥
Would cut a flint more eaiily,
"Than pen-knife cuts a corn ;
As cafe-knife does a capon carve,
So would it carve a rock,
And {plit a man at fingle flafh,
From noddle down to nock.
As Roman Augur’s fteel of yore
Diffeéted Tarqein’s riddle,
So this would cut both conjurer
And whetftone thro’ the middle.
He was the cream of Brecknock,
And flower of all the Welfh:
But George he did the dragon fell,
And gave him a plaguy fquelfh.
St.Georgehe wasfor England ; St.Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Heni foit gui mal y penfe. 26

Péndragon, liké his father Jove,

Was fed with milk of goat ;
And like him made a noble thield

Of fhe-goat’s fhaggy coat: 30
On top of burnifht helmet he

Did wear a creft of leeks ;

And
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And otions® heads, whofe dreadful nod
Drew tears down hoftile cheeks.
Itch, and Welfh blood did make him hot, 35
And very prone to ires
H’ was ting’d with brimftone, like a match,
And would as foon take fire.
As brimftone he took inwardly
When fcurf gave him cccafion, 40
His poftern puff of wind was a
Sulphureous exhalation.
‘The Briton never tergivers'd,
But was for adverfe drubbing,
And never turn’d his back to aught, 45
But to a poft for fcrubbing.
His fword would ferve for battle, or
For dinner, if you pleafe 5
When it had flain a Chefhire man,
*Twonld toaft a Chefhire cheefe. 50
He wounded, and, in their own blood,
Did anabaptize Pagans:
Baut George he made the dragon an
Example to all dragons.
St.Georgehe wasfor England; St.Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Houi foit qui maly penfe. 56

Brave Warwick Guy, at dioner time,
Challeng’d a gyant favage;
And ftreight came out the umveil‘dy lout
Brim-full of wrath and cabbage: 6o
2 : He
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He had a phiz of latitude,
And was full thick i’ th’ middle;
The cheeks of puffed tcumpeter,
And paunch of {quire Beadle *.
But the knight fell’d him, like an oak,
And did upon his back tread ;
The valiant knight his weazon cut,
And Atropos his packthread.
Befides he fought with a dun cow,
As fay the poets witty,
A dreadful dup, and horned too,
Like dun of Oxford city:
The fervent dog-days made her mad,
By caufing heat of weather,
Syrius and Procyon baited her,
As bull-dogs did her father:
Grafiers, nor butchers this fell beaft,
E’er of her frolick hindred;
John Doflet ¢ the’d knock down as flat,
As Jobn knocks down her kindred :
Her heels would lay ye all along, !
And kick into a fwoon ; :
Freewin’s § cow-beels keep up your corpfe,
But hers wouid beat you down,

% Men of bulk anfwerable to their places, as is well inoewn at Oxford,

& A butcher that then ferved the college.

$ A cooky who on faft nights was famous for felling caru-becl and
trige, \

13 She
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She vanquitht many a fturdy wight, 85
And proud was of the honour;
Was pufft by mauling butchers fo,
As if themiclves had blown her.
At once fhe kickt, and pufht at Guy,
But all that would not fright him; €0
Who wav’d his winyard o’er fir-loyn,
As if he’d gone to knight him.
He let her blood, frenzy to cure,
And eke he did her gall rip;
His trenchant blade, like cook’s long fpit, 95
Ran thro’ the monfter’s bald-rib:
He rear’d up the vaft crooked rib,
Inftead of arch triumphal
But George hit th’ dragon fuch a pelt,
As made him on his bum fall. 100
St.George hewas for England ; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Tamerlain, with Tartarian bow,
The Turkifh {fquadrons flew ;

And fetch’d the pagan crefcent down, 104
With half-moon made of yew :

His trufly bow proud Turks did gall,
With fhowers of arrows thick,

And bow-firings, without ftrangling, fent
Grand-Vifiers to old Nick : 110

Much
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Much turbants, and much Pagan pates
He made to humble in duft;

And heads of Saracens he fixt
On fpear, as on a fign-poft :

He coop’d in cage Bajazet the prop
Of Mahomet’s religion,

As if ’t had been the whifpering bird,
‘That prompted him ; the pigeon.

In Turkey-leather fcabbard, he
Did fheath his blade fo trenchant :

But George he fwing’d the dragon’s tail, -
And cut off every inch on’t.

St.GeorgehewasforEngland; St.Denniswas for France;.
Sing, Honi foit qu: maly penfe. :

The amazon Thaleftris was - 12§
e Both beautiful, and bold;
She fear™d her breafts with iron hot,
And bang’d her foes with cold.
Her hand was like the too!, wherewith
Jove keeps proud mortals under s 130
It fhone jult like his lightaing,
And batter’d like his thunder.
Her eye darts lightning, that would blaft
The proudeft he that fwagger’d;
And mclt the rapier of his foul, 135
In its corporeal fcabbard.

Her
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Her beauty, and her drum to foes
- Did caufe amazement double;
As timorous larks amazed are
With light, and with a low-bell ¢
With beauty, and that lapland-charm ¥,
Poor men {he did bewitch allj -
Still a blind whining lover had,
As Pallas bad her ferich-owl,
She kept the chaftnefs of a nun
In armour, as in cloyfter :
But George undid the dragon juft
As you'd undo an oifter.

Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Stout Hercules, was offspring of
Great Jove, and fair Alcmene:

One part of him celeftial was,
One part of him terrene.

To fcale the hero’s cradle walls
Two fiery fnakes combin’d,

And, curling into fwaddling cloaths,
About the infant twin’d :

But he put ot thefe dragons’ fires,
And did their hiffing ftop ;

As red-hot iron with hiffing noife
Is quencht in blackfmith’s fhop,

»* The drum,

You. 1L Y

331

140

145

St,George hewas for England; St. Denniswas forFrance;

150

155

160
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He cleans’d a ftable, and rubb’d dewn
The horfes of new-comers ;

And out of horfe-dung he rais’d fame,
As Tom Wrench * does cutumbers.

He made a river help him through;
Alpheus was under-groom;

The ftream, difguft at office mean,
Ran murmuring thro’ the room : -

This liquid oftler to prevent
Being tired with that long work,

His father Neptune’s trident took,
Inftead of three-tooth’d:dung-fork.

‘This Hercules, as foldier, and
As fpinfter, could take pains 3

His club would fometimes {pin ye flax,
And fometimes knock out brainss

H’ was forc’d to fpin his mifs a fhift
By Juno’s wrath and hér-fpite ;

Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel,
As cook whips barking turn-fpit.

From man, or chura he well knew how
To get him lafting fame :

He’d pound a giant, till the blood,
And milktill butter came.

Often he fought with huge battoon,
And oftentimes he boxed ;

* WPho kept Paradife gardens at Oxford.

O

L 8
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Tapt
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Tapt a frefh monfter once a month,
As Hervey * doth frefh hogthead. 190
He gave Anteus fuch a hug,
As wreftlers give in Cornwall :
But George he did the dragon kill,
As dead as any door-nail.
St.Georgehewas for England ; St.Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfeo 196

The Gemini, {prung from an egg,
Were put into a cradle:
"Their brains with knocks and bottled ale,
Were often-times full addle : 200
And, fearcely hatch’d, thefe fons of him,
That hurls the bolt trifulcate, ~
With helmet-fhell on tender head,
Did tuftle with red-ey’d pole-cat,
Caftor a horfeman, Pollux tho® 3203
A boxer was, I wift:
The one was fam’d for iron heel 3
‘Th’ other for leaden fift,
Pollux to thew he was god,
When he was in-a paflion 210
With fift made nofes fall down flat
By way of adoration ;

¥ A ruted drawer at the Mermaid tavern in Oxford.,

Yz ‘This
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This fift, as fure as French difeafe,
Demolif’d nofes’ ridges s
He like a certain lord * was fam’d - 215
For breaking down of bridges.
Caftor the flame of fiery fteed,
With well-fpur’d boots took down 3
As men, with leathern buckets, quench
A fire in country town. 220
His famous horfe, that liv’d on oats,
Is fung on oaten quill ;
By bards® immortal provender
The nag furviveth fill,
This fhelly brood on none but knaves 225
Employ’d their brifk artillery :
And flew as naturally at rogues,
As eggs at thief in pillory +.
Much fweat they fpent in furious fight,
Much blood they did effund : 130
Their whites they vented thro’ the pores ;
Their yolks thro’ gaping wound :
Then both were cleans’d from blood and duft
To make a heavenly fign;
The lads were, like their armour, fcowr’d, 235
And then hung up to fhine 5

* Lord Lovelace broke down the bridges about Oxford, at the begine
ning of the Revolution. Sec on this fubje@ a Ballad "in Smith's Peems,
9. 102. Lond. 1713.

+ Ir bas been fuggefled by an ingenious Correfpondent that this wa; a
popular [ubjec? at that time:

Not carzed Bawd, or Dan de Foe,

In woedcn Ruff ere blufier'd fo.
Smitd's Poemsy p. 1174

Such
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Such were the heavenly double-Dicks,
The fons of Jove and Tyndars:
But George he cut the dragon up,
As he had bin duck or windar. 240
St.Georgehewas for England ; St.Dennis wasfor France ;
Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfe,

Gorgon a twifted adder wore
For knot upon her fhoulder
She kemb’d her hiffing periwig, 24§
And curling fnakes did powders
Thefe fnakes they made ftiff changelings
Of all the folks they hift on ;
They turned barbars into hones,
And mafons into free-ftone : 250
Sworded magnetic Amazon
Her fhield to load-ftone changes ;
‘Then amorous fword by magic belt
Clung faft unto her haunches.
‘This fhield long village did protett, 55
And kept the army from-town,
And chang’d the bullies into rocks,
That came t’ invade Long-Compton *,
She poft-diluvian ftores unmans,
And Pyrrha’s work unravels ; 260
"And fiares Deucalion’s hardy boys
Into their primitive pebbles.

® Sse the account of Ralriche Stonesy in Dr. Plott’s Hift. of Oxfordfbire.
Y 3 Red
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Red nofes {lic to rubies turns,
And noddies into brickss
But George made dragon laxative;
And gave him a bicody flix.
St.Georgeliewas for England ; St. Denniswas forFrance;
Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfe, |

263

By boar-fpear Meleager got
An everlafting name, 270 8
And out of haunch of baited fwine,
He hew’d eternal fame.
This beaft each hero’s trouzers ript,
And rudely thew’d his bare-breech,
Prickt but the wem, and out there came 275
Heroic gurs and garbadge.
Legs were fecur’d by iron boots
No more, than peas by peafcods ¢
Brafs helmets, with inclofed fculls,
Wou'd crackle in’s mouth like chefnuts, 280
His tawny hairs erected were
By rage, that was refiftiefs;
And wrath, inftead of cobler’s wax,
Did ftiffen his rifing briftles.
His tufk lay’d dogs fo dead afleep, 285
Nor horn, nor whip cou’d wake ’um ¢
It made them vent both their laft blood,
And their laft album-grecum.

But
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But the knight gor’d him with his {pear,
‘T'o make of him a tame one, 293
And arrows thick, inftead of cloves,
He ftuck in monfter’s gammon, (Y
For monumental pillar, that
His vi@tory might be known,
He rais’d up, in cylandric form, 29§
A collar of the brawn.
He fent his fhade to fhades below,
In Stygian mud to wallow :
And eke the ftout St. George eftfoon,
He made the dragon follow. 300
St.Georgehewas for England; St Dennis wasfor France
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe.

Achilles of old Chiron learnt
The great horfe for to ride ;
H’ was taught by th’ Centaur’s rational part, 305
The hinnible to beftride.
Bright filver feet, and fhining face
Had that ftout hero’s mother;
As rapier’s filver’d at one end,
And wounds you at the other. 310
Her feet were bright, his feet were fwift,
As hawk purfuing fparrow :
.Her’s had the metal, his the fpced
Of Braburn’s * filver arrow.

® Braburny @ gentleman commoner of Lincln college, gave a filver
arrow 10 be [bet for by the archers of the univerfity of Oxford.

Y4 Thetis
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Thetis to double pedagogue 315
Commits her deareft boy ;
Who bred him from a flender twig
To be the fcourge of Troy:
But ere he lafht the Trojans, h’ was
In Stygian waters fteept ; 320
As birch is foaked firit in pifs,
When boys are to be whipt,
With fkin exceeding hard, be rofe
From lake, fo black and muddy,
As lobfters from the ocean rife, 328
With fhell about their body :
And, as from lobflter’s broken claw,
Pick out the fifh yon might:
So might you from one unfhell’d heel
Dig pieces of the knight, J 330
His myrmidons robb’d Priam’s barns
And hen-roofts, fays the fong;
Carried away both corn and eggs,
Like ants from whence they fprung.
Himfelf tore Hedtor’s pantaloons, 338
And fent him down bare-breech’d
To pedant Radamanthus, in
A pofture to be fwitch’d.
But George he made the dragon look,
As if he had been bewitch’d. 340
St.Georgehewas for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfes

Full
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Full fatal to the Romans was
The Carthaginian Hanni-
bal 5 him I mean, who gave them fuch 345
A devilifh thump at Cannz:
Moors thick, as goats en Penmenmure,
Stood on the Alpes's front :
Their one-eyed guide *, like blinking mole,
Bor’d thro’ the hindring mount s 350
Who, baffled by the maffy rock,
Toock vinegar for relief;
Like plowmen, when they hew their way
Thro’ ftubborn rump of beef.
As dancing louts from humid toes 355
Caft atoms of ill favour
To blinking Hyatt +, when en vile crowd
He merriment does endeavour,
And faws from fuffering timber out
Some wretched tune to quiver: 360
8o Romans ftunk and fqueak’d at fight
Of Affrican carnivor.
The tawny furface of his phiz
Did ferve inftead of vizzard:
But George he made the dragon have 368
A grumbling in his gizzard.
8t.George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi foit qui maly penfe,
* Hannibal bad but ene eye,

+ A one-eyed fellew, whe pretended to make fiddlesy as well as play on
them well-known at that time in Oxford,

The
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‘The valour of Domitian,
It muft not be forgotten;
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Who from the jaws of worm-blowing flies,

Protetted veal and mutton.
A fquadron of flies errant,
Againft the foe appears s
With regiments of buzzing knights,
And {warms of volunteers :
The warlike wafp encourag’d "em,
With animating hum 3
And the'loud brazen hornet next,
He was their kettle-drum :
The Spanifh don Cantharido
Did him moft forely pefter,
And rais’d on fkin of vent’rous knight
Full many a plaguy blifter.
A bee whipt thro® his button hole,
As thro’ key hole a witch,
And ftabb’d him with her little tuck
Drawn out of fcabbard breech :
Bat the undaunted khight lifts up
An arm both big and brawny,
And flathe her fo, that here lay head,
And there lay bag and honey:
Then *mongft the rout he flew as fivift,
As weapon made by Cyclops,
And bravely quell’d feditious buz,
By dint of mafly fly-flops.

375

18
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Surviving flies do curfes breathe,
And maggots too at Czfar :
But George he fhav’d the dragon’s beard,
And Afkelon * was his razor. 400
St.Georgehewas forEngland: St.Dennis was forFrance;
ing, Honi foit qui maly penfe.

% The name of St. George’s fword,

Joun Gruss, tbt/jfacetiow writer of the foregong
Song, makes a difiinguifled figure among the Oxford wits fo
bumouroufly enumerated in the following diftich:

Alma novem genuit célebres Rhedycina poetas

Bub, Stubb, Grubb, Crabb, Trap, Young, Carey, Tickel, Evans.
Thefe awere Bub Dodington (the late lord Melcombe), Dr.
Stubbes, our poet GRUBB, Myr. Crabb, Dr. Trapp the
poetry-profeffory, Dr. Edw. Young the autbor of Night-
Thoughts, Walter Carcy, Thomas Tickel, Efg; and Dr.
Ewans the epigrammatift. ]

As for our poct GRUBR, all that ae can learn further
of him, is contained in a few extralis from the Univerfity
Regifter, and from bis epitaph. It appears fiom the former
that ke was matriculated in 1667, being the fon of Fobx
Grubb, “ de Aftonp Burnel in comitatu Salop. pauperis.”
He took bis degrec of Bachelor of Arts, Fuue 28, 16712
and became Mafter of Arts, Fune 28, 1675. He was ap-
pointed Head Mafier of the Grammor School at Chrifft
Church: and afterwards chofen into the fame employment at
Gloucefier, awhere be died in 167, as cppears from bis mo~
nument in the church of St. Mary de Crypt in Glouceflery
awhick is infcribed with the following epitaph :

H.S. E.
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¥, s E
JouannEs GRUBB, A. M. 3
Natus apud Aéton Burnel in agro Salopienfi *
Aano Dom. 1645.
Cujas variam in linguis notitiam,
et felicem erudiendis pueris induftriam,
gratd adhuc memarii teftatur Oxonium ¢
Ibi enim Zdi Chrifti initiatus,
artes excoluit;
Pueros ad eafdem mox excolendas
accuraté formavit :
i Huc demum
unanimi omnium confenfu accitus,
eandem fufcepit provinciam,
H quam feliciter adeo abfolvit,
ut nihil optandum fit
nifi ut diutius nobis interfuiffet :
 Fuitenim
propter fetivam ingenij fuavitatem,
fimplicem morum candorem, ¢t
pracipium erga cognatos henevolentiam,

it omnibus defideratifiimus.
T Obiit 2do die Aprilis, Anno Dni. 1697.
; JEtatis fuz 51,
XVI.

MARGARET’s GHOST.

This Ballad, whick appeared in fomne of the public neavs-
Papers in or before the year 1724, came from the pen of
David Mallet, Efy; awho in the edition of his poems, 3 vols.
1750, informs us that the plan was fuggefied by the four
werfes quoted above in f«g. 120, whick ke fuppofed to be
the begirming of fame ballad now lefi.

“ 7"})(/‘,
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8 Thefz lines, fays he, naked of ornament and fimple, as they
 are, firuck my fancy; and bringing frefk into my mind an
 unbappy adventure much talked of formerly, gave birth
:‘ 10 the following poem, awhich was awritten many years

¢ ago.”’

The two introductory lines (and one or two others elfe-
where) bad originally more of the ballad fimplicity, viz.

¢ When all was wrapt in dark midnight,
¢ And all were faft afleep, e,

92 W AS at the filent folemn hour,
T When night and morning meet ;
In glided Margaret’s grimly ghoft,
And ftood at William’s fect.

Her face was like an April morn, I3
Clad in a wintry cloud:

And clay-cold was her lily hand,
‘That held her fable throwd.

So fhall the faireft face appear,

When youth and years are flown : 10
Such is the robe that kings muit wear,

When death has reft their crown.

Her bloom was like the {pringing flower,
That fips the filver dew 3

The rofe was budded in her cheek, 15
Juft opening to the view.

But

2
b
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But love had, like the canker worm,
Confum’d her early prime :

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek;
She dy’d before her time.

¢ Awake ! the cry’d, thy true love calls,
¢ Come from her midnight grave ;

% Now let thy pity hear the maid,
¢ Thy love refus’d to fave.

¢ This is the dark and dreary hour,
¢ When injur’d ghofts complain ;

¢ Now yawning graves give up their dead,
¢ To haunt the faithlefs fwain.

¢ Bethink thee, William, of thy fault,
¢ Thy pledge, and broken oath:

¢ And give me back my maiden vow,
¢ And give me back my troth.

¢ Why did you promife love to me,
¢ And not that promife keep ?

% Why did you fwear mine eyes were bright, 3¢
¢ Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ?

& How could you fay my face was fair,
¢« And yet' that face forfake ¢
¢¢ How could you win my virgin heart,
¢¢ Yet leave that heart to break 2 40
Why
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¢ Why did you fay my fip was fweet,
¢ And made the fcarlet pale ?

¢ And why did I, young witlefs maid,
¢ Believe the flattering tale ?

“ That face, alas! no more is fair;
¢ Thefe lips no longer red ¢

¢ Dark are my eyes, now closd in death,
¢ And every charm is fleds ‘

¢ The hungry worm my fifter is;
¢ This winding-fheet I wear :

% And cold and weary lafts our night,
¢¢ Till that laft morn appear.

¢ But hark! the cock has warn’d me hence!
¢ A long and laft adieu!

& Come fee, falfe man, how low fhe lies,
¢ Who dy’d for love of you.”

The lark fung loud; the morning {mil’d,
‘With beams of rofy red :

Pale William fhook in ev’ry limb,
And raving left his bed.

He hyed him to the fatal place,
Where Margaret’s body lay ;

And ftretch’d him on the grafs-green turf,
That wrapt her breathlefs clay :

335

45
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And
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And thrice he call'd on Margaret’s name, 6
And thrice he wept full fore:

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave,,
And word fpake never more. .

* % In a late publication, intitled, Tur FriEXDS, &
Lond. 1773, 2 wols. 12mo (in the firff volume), is inferted
a copy of the foregoing ballad, with very great variations,
awbich the Editor of that work contends was the originaly
and that Mallet adopted it for his own and altered it, as
bere given—But the fuperior beauty and fimplicity of the
prefent copy, gives it fo much more the air of an original,
that it will rather be believed that fome tranferiber altered
it from Mallet’s, and adapted the lines to bis own tafle ; than
awbich nothing is more common in popular fongs and ballads,

XVIL
.LUCY AND COLIN

—— awas written by Thomas Tickel, Efg; the celebroted
Sriend of Mr. Addifon, and Editor of bis averks. He was
Jon of a Clergyman in the novth of England, had bhis education

at Queen's college, Oxon, was under fecretary to My, Addifon
and Mr. Craggs, when fucceffively fecretaries of fate; and
avas laflly (in Funey 1724) appotnted fecretary to the- Lords
Fuftices in Ireland, whick place he beld til] his death in
1740. He acquired Mr. Addifon’s patronage by a poem ix
praift of the opera of Rofamond, awritten while he was at
the Univerfity.

It is a tradition in Ireland, that this Song was written at
Caftletown, in the county of Kildare, at the requeft of the
then Mrs, Conolly—probably on fome event recent in that
neighbourhood, i
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¢ T hear a voice, you cannot hear,
¢ Which fays, I muft not ftay :
¢ I fee a hand, you cannot fee,
¢ Which beckons me away.

<

By a falfe heart, and broken vows,
¢ In early youth I die.

¢« Am I to blame, becaufe his bride
¢ Is thrice as rich as I 2

& Ah Colin! give not her thy vows ;
“ Vows due to me alone:

<« Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 35
¢« Nor think him all thy own.

¢ To-morrow in the church to wed,

¢ Impatient, both prepare ;

But know, fond maid, and kaow, falfc man,

¢ That Lucy will be there. 4%

Then, bear my corfe; ye comrades, bear,
¢ The bridegroom blithe to meet;

¢ He in his wedding-trim fo gay,

I in my winding-fheet.”

She fpoke, fhe'dy’ds—her corfe was borne, 45
The bridegroorn blithe to meet ;
He in his wedding-trim fo gay,
She in her winding-fheet.
Then °
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Then what were perjur’d Colin’s thoughts ?
How were thofe nuptials kept ?

The bride-men flock’d round Lucy dead,
And all the village wept.

Confufion, fhame, remorfe, defpait
At once his bofomn fwell :

The damps of death bedew’d his brow,
He fhook, he groan’d, he fell.

From the vain bride (ah bride no more!)
The varying crim{on fled,

When, firetch’d before her rival’s corfe,
She faw her hufband dead.

Then to his Lucy’s new-made grave,
Convey’d by trembling {wains,

One mould with her, beneath one fod,
For ever now remains.

Oft at their grave the conftant hind
And plighted maid are feen ;

With garlands gay, and true-love knots
They deck the facred green.

But, fwain forfworn, whoe’cr thou art,
This hallow’d {pot forbear ;
Remember Colin’s dreadful fate,
Aud fear to meet him there.

339
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XVIIL 3
THE BOY AND THE MANTLE,

As REVISED AND ALTERED BY A MODERN HAND.

Mr. Warton, in his ingenious Obfervativns on Spenfer,
bas given his opinion, that the filtion of the Boy and the
Mantle is taken from an old French piece intitled LE COURT
MANTEL gquoted by M. de St. Palaye in his curious
¢ Memoires fur I’ancienne Chevaleric,” Paris, 1759,
2 tom. 12mo. who tells us the flory refembles that of Arie
ofto’s inchanted cup, *Tis pofible our Englifb poct may have
taken the hint of this fubject from that old French Romance,
But ke does not appear to have copied it in the manner of
execation: to which (if one may judge from the {‘becimm
given in the Memoires) that of the Ballad does not bear the
leaft refemblance. After all, ’tis moft likely that all the old
Srories concerning K. Arthur are originally of Britifk growth,
and that what the Frenck and other fouthern nations have
of this kind, were at firff exported from this ifland, See
Memoires de I dead, des Inferip. tom. X%, p. 352. '

N Carleile dwelt king Arthur,
A prince of pafling might ;
And there maintain’d his table round,
Befet with many a knight.

And there he kept his Chriftmas s
With mirth and princely cheare,
When, lo! a firaunge and cunning boy
Before him did appeare.
T A Kir-
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A kirtle, and a mantle

This boy had him upon, 10
With brooches, rings, and owches

Full daintily bedone.

He had a farke of filk
About his middle meet ;

And thus, with feemely curtefy, 15
He did king Arthur greet.

¢ God fpeed thee, brave king Arthur,
¢ Thus feafting in thy bowre.
¢ And Guenever thy goodly queen,
¢ That fair and peerlefle flowre. 20

¢ Ye gallant lords, and lordings,
« I wifh you all take heed,

¢ Left, what ye deem a blooming rofe
¢ Should prove a cankred weed.”

Then ftraitway from his bofome 23
A little wand he drew ;

And with it eke a mantle

. Of wondrous fhape, and hew.

¢ Now have thou here, king Arthur,

¢¢ Have this here of mee, 30
¢ And give unto thy comely queen,

¢¢ All-fhapen as you fee.

Z 3 “No
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¢ Once I kift Sir Cradocke
‘¢ Beneathe the green wood tree: 130
¢ Once I kift Sir Cradocke’s mouth
¢¢ Before he married mee.”

‘When thus fhe had her fhriven,
And her worft fault had told,

‘The mantle foon became her 135
Right comely as it thold,

Moft rich and fair of colour,
Like gold it glittering thone :
And much the knights in Arthur’s court
Admir’d her every one. 148

Then towards king Arthur’s table
The boy he turn’d his eye :

Where ftood a boar’s-head garnifhed
With bayes and rofemarye.

When thrice he o’er the boar’s hekd 145
His little wand had drawne,

Quoth he, ¢ There’s never a cuckold’s knife,
¢¢ Can carve this head of brawne.”

‘Then fome their whittles rubbed
On whetftone, and on hone: 150
Some threwe them under the table,
And fwore that they had none, -
Sir
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Thus boar’s head, horn and mantle
‘Were this fair couple’s meed :
And all fuch conftant lovers,
Gecd fend them well to fpeed. 180

Then down in rage came Guenever,

And thus could fpightful fay, 4
¢ 8ir Cradock’s wife moft wrongfully

¢ Hath borne the price away.

¢ See yonder fhamelefs woman, 185
¢ That makes herfelfe fo clean ¢

¢ Yet from her pillow taken
¢ Thrice five gallants have been.

¢¢ Priefts, clarkes, and wedded men

¢ Have her lewd pillow preft: 198
¢ Yet fhe the wonderous prize forfooth

¢ Muft beare from all the reft.”

‘Then befpake the little boy,
‘Who had the fame in hold :

¢ Chaftize thy wife, king Arthur, 195
¢ Of fpeech fhe is too bold ;

¢ Of fpeech fhe is too bold,
¢ Of carriage all too free ;
¢ Sir king, fhe hath within thy hall
¢ A cuckold made of thee, 200
“ All
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¢ All frolick light and wanton
¢ She hath her carriage borne :
¢¢ And given thee for a kingly crown

¢ To wear a cuckold’s horne.”
® %

** The Rev. Evan Evans, editor of the Specimens of
WeLsH PoETRY, 4t0. affirmed that the flory of the Box
AND THE MANTLE is taken from what is related in_fome
of the old Welfb MSS. of Tegan Earfron, one of King Ar-
thur’s miflreffese  She is faid to have poffeffed a mantle that
would nmot fit any immodeft or incontinent woman; this
(whicky the old writers fay, was reckoned among the curio-

fities of Britain) is frequently alluded to by the old Wellk
Bards.

CARLEILE, fo often mentioned in the Ballads of K. Ar-
thur, the editor once thought might probably be a corruption
of CAER-LEON, an ancient Britifh city on the river Ufke,
in Monmouthjbire, whick was one of the places of K. Ar-
thur’s chicf refidence; but be is now convinced, that it is
#o other than CARLISLE, in Cumberland; the Old Englifh
MMinfirels, being moft of them Northern Men, naturally re-
prefented the Hero of Romance as refiding in the North :
And many of the places mentioned in the Old Ballads are
Sl to be found there: As Tearne-Wadling, &c.

Near Penrith is fiill feen a large circle, furrounded by &
mound of earth, which retains the name of Arthur’s Round

Table.

X1X, THE
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XIX.

THE ANCIENT FRAGMENT OF THE
MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE.

The Second Poem in this Volume, intitled THE MaR-
21AGE OF Sir GAWAINE, baving been offered to the
Reader awith large conjedtural Supplements and Correétions,
the dd Fragment itfelf is here literally and exallly printed

from the Editor's folio MS. awith all its defefts, inaccura-
cies, and errata ; that fuch auffere Antiquaries, as complain
that tiie ancient vopies have not been always rigidly adhered
10, may fee how unfit for publication many of the picces would
bave been, if all the blunders, corruptions, and nonfenfe of
illiterate Reciters and Tranferibers had been fuperfitionfly
retained, <without fome attempt to correlt and emend them.

This Ballad had moft unfoertunately fuffered by having half
of every leaf in this Part of the MS. torn away; and, as
about Nine Stanzas generaily occur in the half page now re-
maining, it is concluded, that the other half contained nearly
the fame number of Stanzas.

INGE Arthur lives in merry Carleile
2nd feemely is to fee
and there he hath wtb him Queene Genev®
yt bride fo bright of blee

And there he hath wt" him Queene Genever
y* bride foe bright in bower

& all his barons abeut him ftoode

yt were both ftiffe & ftowre

The K. kept 2 royall Chriftmafle
of mirth & great honor
«.when...

[Abous Nine Stanzas wanting.]
And
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And bring me word what thing it is

y€ a woman moft defire

this fhalbe thy ranfome Arthur he fayes
for lle haue noe other hier

K. Arthur then held vp his hand
according thene as was the law
he tooke his leave of the baron there
and homword can he draw
— e
And whea he eame to Merry Carlile ®
to his chamber he is gone
and ther came to him his Cozen St Gawaine
as he did make his mope .
And there came to him his Cozen St Cawaine #
yt was a curteous knight
why figh you foe fore vnckle Arthur he faid
or who hath done thee ynright
——
O peace o peace thou gentle Gawaine
y* faire may thee be ffall )
for if thou knew my fighing foe deepe
thou wold not meruaile att all
—— e
Ffor when I came to tearne wadling
2 bold barron there I fand
wth a great club vpon his backe
ftanding ftiffe & ftrong
And he afked me wether T wold fight
or from him [ fhold bg gone
ot elfe 1 muft him a ranfome pay
& foe dep’t him from
* Sies + Siea
Vor. III, Z8

351
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‘To fight wth him I faw noe caufe
me thought it was not meet

for he was fliffe & firong wth all
his firokes were nothing fweete.

Therfor this is my ranfome Gawaine

¥ ouglitto him to pay

T muft come againe as I am fworne

vpon the Newyeers diy .

And I muft bring him word what thing it is

[ Abext Nine Stanzas wanting.]

" Then king Arthur dreft hlm for to ryde,
in one foe rich array
toward the forefaid Tearne wadling
3¢ he might keepe his day

And asherode over a more
hee fee a lady where fhee{ats

betwixt an oke and a greene hollen .
fhe was cladd in red fcarlett

~ Then there as (hold have ftood her mouth
then there was fett her eye
the other was in her’ forhead faft
the way that fhe might fee

fua e L
Her nofe was crooked & turnd outward
her mouth; ftood foule a wry
a worfe formed lady then thee was
neuerman faw wth his eye

Y Ny
To halch vpon him k. Arthur
this lady was full faine
but k. Arthur had forgott his leffon
what he fhold fay againé
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What knight art thou the lady fayd
that wilt not fpeake tome
of me thou nothing difmayd
tho I'be vgly to fee

——
for I haue halched you curteouflye
& yo1 will not me againe
yett I may happen Sf knight fhee faid
to eafe thee of thy paine

Giue thou cafe me lady he faid

or helpe me any thing

thou fhalt haue gemle Gawaine my cozen
& marry him w'b a ring

Why if I helpe thee not thou noble k. Arthur
of thy owne hearts defiringe
of gentle Gawaine. ... ..

[Aboxt Nine Stanzas wanting.]

And when he came to the tearne wadling
the baron there cold he frinde *

wth a great weapon on his backe
ftanding fiffe & ftronge

And then he tooke k. Arthurs letters in his hands
& away he cold them fling

& then he puld out a good brawne fword

& cryd himfelfe a k.

And he fayd I haue thee & thy land Arthur
to doe as it pleafcth me

for this is not thy ranfome fure

therfore yecld thee to me

# Sie M3,
Vor. HI. Aa

353
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And then befpoke him noble Arthur
& bad him hold his hands
& give me leave to fpeaké my mind
in defence of all my land

the * faid as I came over a More
1 fce a lady where fhee fate
betweene an oké & a green hollen
fhee was clad in red fcarlette

And fhe fays a woman will have her will

& this is all her cheef defire

doe mo right as thou art a baron of fckiil

this is thy ranfome & all thy hyer -
= .

He fayes an early vengeance light on her

fhe walkes on yonder more
it was my fifter that told thes this
fhe is a mishappen hore

— $
But heer Ile make mine avow to god

to do her an euill turne
for an euer 1 may thate fowle theefe ge

in a fyer I will her burne

[About Nine Stanzas wantin

Tuax 2d Parr.

IR Laneelott & sr Steven bold

they rode wt them that day
and the formoft of the company
there rode the fteward Kay

* Sic MS.
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And then be fpake him noble k. Arthur
& fware there by this day
for a litle foule fight & mifliking

[About Nine Starzas wanting.}

Then fhee faid choofe thee gentle Gawaine
truth as I doe fay

wether thou wilt haue in this liknefle

in the night or elfe in the day

And then befpake him Gentle Gawaine
wth one foe mild of moode

fayes.well I know what I wold fay
god grant it may be good

To haue thee fowle in the night
when I wth thee fhold play
yet I had rather if f might
haue thee fowle in the day

What when Lords goe w'™ ther feires * fhee faid
both to the Ale & wine

alas then I'mu®t hyde my felfe

1 muft not goe withinne

Aud then befpake him gentle gawaine
faid Lady thats but a fkill

And becaufe thou art my owae lady
thou fhalt haue all thy will

Then fhe faid bleffed be thou gentle Gawaine
this day 5* I thee fee

for as thou fce me att this time

from henceforth I wilbe

* Sic in MS. pro feires, i.e. Mates,
My
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My father was an old knight
& yett it chanced foe

that he marryed a younge lady
y® brought me to this woe

Shee witched me being a faire young Lady
to the greene forreft to dwell

& there I muft walke in womans likneffe
mof like a feeind of hell

She witched my brother to a Carlift B....
[ About Nine Stanzas wanting.]

that looked foe foule & that was wont

on the wild more to goe

Come kiffe her Brother Kay then faid § Gaw ain
& amend the of thy life

1 fware this is the fame lady

yt I marryed to my wifte

St Kay Kkiffed that lady bright

ftanding vpon bis ffecte

he fwore as he was trew kaight

the fpice was neuer foe fweete

Well Coz. Gawaine faies S* Kay

thy chance is fallen arright

for thou haft gotten one of the faireft maids
1 euer faw wt my fight

It is my fortune faid ¥ Gawaine
for my Vnckle Arthurs fake

1 am glad as graffe wold be of raine
great Joy that I may take

Aag Sf Ga
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S* Gawaine tooke the lady by the one arme
ST Kay tooke her by thetother

they led her ftraight to k. Arthur

as they were brother & brother

K. Arthur welcomed them there all
& foe did lady Geneuer his queene
wtb all the knights of the round table
mott feemly to be feene

K. Arthur beheld that lady faire
that was foe faire & bright

he thanked chrift in trinity

for S Gawaine that gentle knight

Soc did the knights both more and leffe
reioyced all that day

for the good chance y* hapened was

to 8* Gawaine & his lady gay. Ffinis.

THE END OF THE THIRD

BOOK.

A GLOS.
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A GLOSSARY
OF THE OBSOLETE AND SCOTTISH WORDS IN

VOLUME THE THIRD.

Such words, as the reader cannot find lhere, be is defired to
dook for in the Gloffaries to the other volumes.

A Beere, s. bier.
*Ben, s. within deors.
2 au, s.all. Bent, s.loxg grafi; alfp, wild
Abye, fuffery to pay for. Sields, where bents, &e. grow,
Aflys. off. Bereth, (Introd. ) bearcth.
Afore, before, Bernes, barns.
Aik, s. cak. Befeeme, become,
Aith, s. aath. Befhradde, cut ints fEreds.
Ane, s.one; any a. Befhrew me! z leffer form of im-
Asn, if. precations
Aquoy, p. 257, coy, foy. Befmirche, e foil, difcolour.
Aftonied, aflonifbed, funned. Blee, complexion.
Auld, s. o/d. Blent, blended.
Avowe, vow. Blinkan, blinkand, s. twinkling:
Awa’y s. away. Blinking, p. 329, fgmnnng
Aye, cvers alfs, ab! alas! Blinks, s. twinkles, [parkles.
Azont, s. beyond. Blivne, ceafe, give ever.
Rlyth, blitlie, [prightly, joyous.
B. Blyth, p. 70, joy, fprightlinefs.
Bookefman, clerk, fecretary.
Rany curfe. Boon, favour, requefl, petition.
vinderolles, fireamers, little flags.  Bore, born.
Baud, s. bold. Bower, bowre, any bowed or
Bedeene, immediately. arched room; a parlow, chamber ;
Bedone, wrought, made up. alfo a dwelling in gemeral.

Bowre

* % Of the Scottifh werds Ben, and Buz; i Ben is from tle Dutch
Binnen, Lat. intra, intus, which is I of the prepofiti
By, ov Be, the fame as By in Englifh, and uf ine

Aa g But,
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Bowre woman, §. chamber-maid,

Brae, s. 2be brow, or fide of a bill,
a declivity.

Brakes, tufts of fern.

Brand. fword, -

Braft, burf.

Braw, s. érave.

Brayde, drew'out, unfFeathed.

RBrenn, s. burn.

Bridal, (properly bride-ale) zbe
muptial feaft.

Brigue, brigg, bridge.

RBritled, carved.  Vid. Byrtt-
knge.  Gloff. Vol. I.

Broache, brouche, 14, a fpits
2dly, a bodkin; 3dly, any or-
namental trinket. Stone-buckles
ef fitver or geld; awith awbich
gentlemen and ladies’ clafp their
Shirt-bofemsy and- bandkerchiefs,
are calledin the North Broochies,
from the £. broche, a fpit.

Brocht, s. brought.

Bugle, bugle-horn, a bunting-
born s belng the born of a Bugle,
or Wild Bull. ¢

Burn, bourne, breoks

Bufk, drefs, dechs

But ify unlefs.

* Butt, s. awithout, out of dearse

Byre, s. corw-boufe.

C.

Can, ’gan, began.

Caitiff, a flave.

Canna, s. cannot.

Carle, a churl, cewn.
Carlith, churlifb, difcous teouss
Cau, s. call.

Cauld, s. edd.

Certes,, certuizly.
<Lbap, p.93- krnock.

A GLOSSARY.

Chevaliers, f. krights.

Child, p. 54, a kught.
Gloff. &e.

Chield, s. it a flight or familiar

ey of fpeating of 4 perfn,
like cur Englifb qvord fellow.
Thechield, i. e. the fellaw,

Chriftentic, Chriffendome.

Churl, cown: a perfon of kw
birth; a villain.

Church-ale, a wake, a feafl in

icn of the ’jJ‘ﬂ i

See Vol I

of a Church,
Claiths, s. cfoaths.
Clead, s cloathed.
Cleading, s. clathing.
Cled, s. clad, cloathed,
Clerks, clerg ymen, literatiy fcholars.
Cliding, s. cloatbing.
Celd, could, p. 3, Arew.
Coleyne, Cologn ficel.
Con thaok:, give thanks.
Courtauls, p.183.
Cramafie, s. crimfon.
Cranion, fuil. /
Criakle, run in and out, runm inte
Slexures, wrinkle.
Crook, rwift, wrinkle, difiert.
Crowt, fo pucker up.
Cum, s. come.

n,

Dank, meifly damp,

Dawes, (I»rod ) days.

Deas, deis, th: bigh tablein a kall;

vom f. dai:, a canopy.

Dtj;‘ﬂm, deland, s. &ﬁ{iﬂg.

Dee, s. die.

Deed, (Introd ) deud.

Deemed, p. 5o, doomed, judged,
&%, thes, in the Ifle"of Man,
Judges are called Deemiters,

¥ But, or Futt, s from the Dutch Buyten, Lat. extra, prazter, practer-

¥

of yyz, the fame as o in Englifh.

guam, which is compeunded of the fame prepofition By or Be, and

Decry,

P il . B W W e g R
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Deerly, p. 27, precioufly, richly.

Deid, s. dead.

Deid bell, s. pafiug-bel..

Dell, narrow valley.

Delt, dealt.

Defcrye, p. 169, defcrive, de-
Seribe.

Demains, demefnes; effate in lands.

Dight, decked.

Ding, knock, beat.

Din, dinne, noife, bufle.

Difna, s. doeft not.

Ditkrere, rhe borfe rade by a knight
in the turnament.

Dofend, s. dofing, drowyfy, torpid,
benumbed, .

Doublet, a man's inner garment
aaiffcoat.

Doubt, fear.

Doubteous, doubiful.

Douzty, duughry.

Drapping, s.dropping.

Dieiry, s. dreary.

Dule, s. dole, forrow.

Dwellan, dwelland, s. dwelling.

Dyan, dyand, s dying.

E.

Eather, s. either.

Eee; een, eyue, s. eye; eyes.

Een, even, evening.

Effund, pour forth.

Eftfoon, in a fbort times

Eir, 8. 'er, ever.

Enouch, s. enough.

Eke, alfo.

Evanithed, s, vanifbed.

Everiche, every, cach.

Everychone, every one.

Ew-bughts, p. 70, or Ewe-
boughts, s are fnall inclofures,
or pens, into avbich the farmers
drive (Scotict weir) their milch
ewesy morning and evening, in
order to milk them, They ave

2

361

commonly made with fale-dykes,
i.e. carthen dykes.
Ezar, p. 94, azure.

F.

Yadge, s. a thick loaf of bread:
figuratively, any coarfe heap of
4

Fu/iA:{, glad, ford, avell-pleafed.

Falds, s. thou foldeft.

Fallan’, falland, s. falling.

Falfer, a decciver, bypoerite.

Fa’s, s. thou fallefi.

Faw’n, s. fallen.

Faye, faith.

Feare, fcre, feire, mate.

Yee, reward, vecompence; 12 alfo
Sgnifies land, awbhen it is con-
nefted with the tenure by awbich
it is held; as knight's fee, e,

Fet, fetched.

Fillan,’ filland, s. flling.

Find frott, find mifchance, or dif-
after.  Aphrafe flill in ufe:

Fit, s. feet.

Five teen, fifteen,

Flayne, flayed.

Flindars, s, pieces, [plinters.

Fonde, found.

Foregoe, quit, give up, refign.

Forewearied, much wearied.

Fortliy, therefore.

Fow’, Fow, s. full: Item, drunk.

Frae, s. fro: from.

Furth, forth,

Fyers, (Introd ) ferce.

Fyled, fyling, defiledy defiling.

G,

Gae, s. gave.
Gae, gaes, 5. go, goese
Gaed, gade, s. went,
Gan, began.
Gane, s. gone,
Gang
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Gang, . g2

Gar, s. make.

Gart, garred, s. made.

Gear, geir, s. geery goods, furni-
ture.

Geid, s. gave.

Gerte, (Introd.} pierced.

Gibed, jecred.

Gie, s. give.

Giff, if.

Gin, sf ife

Gin, gyn, engine, contrivance.

Gins, begins

Gip, an interjellion of contempt.

Glee, merriment, jey.

Glen, s. a narrow valley.

Glente, glanced, flipt.

Glowr, s. flare, or frown.

Gloze, canting, diffmulation, fair
outfide.

Gode, (Introd.) good.

Gone, fIntrod ) go.

v

Gowd, s. gold. ”

Greet, s weep.

Groames, attzndants, fervants.
Gude, guid, s. goed.
Guerdon, reward.

Gule, red.

Gyle, guile.

Ha’, s. ball.

Hame, bome.

Haufs tane, s. p. 71, the neck-bone
(halfe-bone) a pbrafe for the

neck.
Hee's, s. be ffall: alfs, be bas.
Hey-day guife, p. 206, frolick;
Sportive frolickjome manner *.
Heathenuefs, sbe beatben part of
the world.
Hem, ’om, them.

SSARY:

Hente, (Introd.) beld, pulled.

Heo, (Intred ) they.

Her, bare, their.

Hett, hight, bid, call, command,

Hewkes, beralds coats.

Hind, s. bekind.

Hings, s. bangs.

Hip, hep, tbe Berry, which con-
tai: s the flones or feeds of the dog=
rofe.

Hir; hir lain, s. ber; berfelf alone.

Hole, whle.

Holien, p. 354, probably a core
ruption for holly.

Honde, band.

Hooly, s. flewly,

Hofe, fockings.

Huggle, bug, clufp.

Hyt, (Introd } it

L

Iifardly, s. ill-favouredly, uglily.
Lika, s. each, every one,

Impe, a little demon.

Ingle, s. fire.

_]uvr/,l s. yully or jowl.

Ireful, angry, furicus.

Ie, s. I _/lga)[,[.f

K.

Kame, s. comb.

Kameing, s. combing.

Kantle, picce, corner, p. 27.

Kauk, s, chalk.

Keel, s. raddle.

Kempt, conbed.

Keny s. buowo.

Kever-chefes, bandkerchicfs. (Vid
Introd )

Kilted, s. sueled up.

Kirk, s. cfurch,

* This word s perhaps, in p. 205, corruptly given ; beipg apra-
rently the fame with Heypecuies, or Hevpecuives, which
occurs in Spencer, and means 2 % wild frolick dance.”  Johnf. Di&.

3.

Kik-



A GLOSSARY.

Kirk-wa, S. p. 246, church-wall:
or perbaps church-yard-wall,

Kirn, s. churn.

Kirtle, a petticoat, woman's gown.

Kith, acquaintance.

Knellan, knelland, s. kzelling,
ringing the knells

Kyrtell, vid. kirtle. Dr the Introd.
it fignifies a man's under gar-
ment %,

L.

Lacke, awant,

Laith, s. lth.

Lamb’s wool, acant phrafe for ale
and roafled applesy p. 184.

Lang, s. leng.

Lap, s. leaped.

Largefle, f. gift, liberality.

Lee, lea, field, pafiure.

Lee, s. lie.

Leech, phyfician.

Leefe, s. lofe.

Leffe, (Introd.) leefe, dear,

Leid, s. lyed.

Lemman, Jlover.

Leugh, s. Jaughed.

Lewd, ignerant, feandalous.

Libbard, Leopard.

Libbard’s-bane, a berb fo called.

Lichtly, s. lightly, eafily, nimbly.

Lig, s. ie.

Limitours, friars licenfed to beg
awithin certain limits.

Limitacioune, a cerzain precinét
allowed to a limitour.
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Lither, naughty, avicked, p. 48.

Lo’e, loed, s. fove, lved.

Lothly, p 18, (vid.lodlye, Glof
Vol I1.) loathfume .

Lounge, (Introd.) lung.

Lourd, lour, s.lever, bad rathers

Lues, luve, s. loves, love.

Lyan, lyand, s. ying.

Lyfttenyth, (Introd.) lifiens

M.

Mair, more.

Mait, s. mights

Mark, a roin in value 13s. 4d.

Maogre, in fpir;gfu

Mavis, S. a thiufb.

Maun, s. muf.

Mawt, s. malt.

Meed, reward,

Micht, might.

Mickle, much, great.

Midge, a fmall infed, a kind of
grat. ¥

Minftral,s. minftrel, mufician,&.

Minftrelfie, mufic.

Mivkie, dark, black.

Mithap, misfortune,

Mither, s. mother.

Moe, more.

Mold, mould, ground.

Monand, moaring, bemoaning.

More; criginally and properly fig-
nified a bill, (from A S. mop,
mans,) but the bills of the North
beng generally full of bogs, a
Moor came to fignify boggy
marfhy ground in general,

.* Bale, in his Aéles of Eng. Votaries (2d Part, fol. 53.) ufes the

word KyrTLE'to fignify a Monk’s Frock.

He fays, Roger Earl

of Shrew{bury, when he was dying, fent ¢ to Clunyake, in France,
¢ for the K¥xTLE of holy Hugh the Abbot there,” &c.

4 The adverbial Terminations -somg and -Ly were applied in-
differently by our old writers: thus, as we have Lothly for Loath-
Jome, above; fowe have Ugfome in a fenfe not very remote from
Ugly in Lord SurreY’s Verfion of ZEn. 2d. viz.

¢ In every place the uesome fightes I faw.”

Page [29.]
ore



364

Morrownynges, mornings.

Mofles, fwampy grounds covered
auith peat-mofs.

Mote, mought, might.

Mou, s. mouth.

N.

Na, nae, s. 7.

Naithing, s. notbing.

Nane, s. nene.

Newfangle, newfangled, ford of
novelty: of new fufbionsy &

Nid, s. night.

Noble, a coin in vake 6s. 8d.

Norland, s. northern.

North-gales, Narth Wales.

Wurtwed, educated, bred up.

O.

Obraid, s. upbraid.

Ony, S. any.

Or, ere, befure=In p. 50, V. 41,
eor feems to bave the furce of the
Latin vel, and to fignify even.

Ov, (Introd.] you.

Out-brayde, drew out, unfbeatbed.

Owre, s. over. A

Owre-word, s. the laf aword,
Tbe burden of a fong.

Qwches, boffes, or buttons of gold.

P.

Pall, a chat, or mantle of flate.

Palmer, a pilgrim, who, baving
been at the baly land, carricd a
palm branch in bis band.

Paramour, gallant, lover, mifirefs.

Partake, p. 198, participate, af-
Sfign to.

Yattering, murmuring, mumbling,
Jrom the manner in wbich the
Pater-nofter was anciently bur-
tied overy in @ low inarticulate
voice,

A GLOSSARY. .

Paynim, pagan.

Pearlins, s. p. 71, a coarfe fort of
bane-lace.

Feer: peerlefs, equal
equal.

Pecring, pecping . iocking narrowly.

Perill, danger

Philomenc, Pbhilunel, the nights
ingale.

Vlaine, complain.

Plcin, cowplain.

Porcupig, porcupine, f. porcepic.

Poterner, p. 3. perbaps pocket, or
pouch. Pautoniere in Fr.isa
Srepherd's ferip (vid. Cotgrave )

Picce, s.p 129, a lLttle

Preas, prefe, prefs.

FPricked, fpurred forwvard, tra-
velled a good round pace.

Prowels, bravery, valour, military
gallantry. 3

Fuiffant, frong, powerful.

Purfel, an ornament of embroidery.

Purfclled, embroidered.

Q r

Quaily forink, flinch, yield.

Quay, qubey, s. a young beifer,
called a whie in Yorkfbire.

Quean, forry, bafe wwoman.

Quell, fubdues alfoy kill.

Quelch, a dlow, or bang.

Qubha, s. who.

Quhair, s.wbere.

Quhan, whan, s. when.

Quhbaneer, s. whene'er.

Quhen, s. wben.

Quick, alive, living.

Quitt, reguite,

Quo, gquoth.

without

R.

Rade, s. rode.
Raife, s. rofe.
Reade, rede, s, aduifz,
‘ Reeve,




A GLOSSARY.

Reeve, bailiffy

Renneth, renning, rurneth, run-
ning.

Reft, dereft. )

Regifter, the officer avko kecps the
public regifler,

Riall, (Intred ) royal.

Riddle, p. 79, 8o, feems to be o
wulg. idiom for unriddle; or 7y
perbaps a corruption of reade,
1. e advife.

Rin, s. sun. Rin my errand,
291, acontratied way of [peak-
ing for ¢ run on my errand,’
The pronoun is omitted.  Sa the
Fr. fay, faire meilage.

Rood, Roode, crofs, cracifix.

Route, p. 101, g0 about, travel.

Rudd, red, ruddy.

Ruth, pity.

Ruthfull, rucfid, avoeful.

S.

Sa, fae, s fo.

Saft, s. foft.

Saim, s. famee

Sair, s. fore.

Sall, s. fbull.

Sarke, s. fbirt

Saut, s fa't.

Say, effay, attempt.

Scant, fearce: itemy po 259, fan-
tinefs.

Seely, filly.

Seetling, dorling.

Sed, faid.

Sel, fell, s. felf.

Sen, s. fince.

Senefchall, fezvard.

Sey, s. 9}7 I, fag, @ kind of wool-

Jen fluff.
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Shee’s, s. fBe fall. 7
Sheene, fhining.

Shield-bone, p. 106, the blade-
bone: a commen phrafe in the
North.

Shent, fhamed, difgraced, abufed.

Shepenes, thipens, cow-hbufes,
Srecp-pensy p. 210, A.S. Scypen.

Shimmered, s. glictered. .

Sha, fcho, 5. /e,

Shoone, fhoes.

Shope, faped.

Shread, cut into friall pieces.

Shreeven, fhriven, confeffid ker
Sins.

Shullen, /all.

Sic, fich, fuch.

Sick-like, s. fuch-like.

Sighan, fighand, s. fighing.

Siller, s. filver,

Sith, fince.

Skinkled, s. glittered,

Slaited, s. wherted; ory perbaps,
wiped.

Sleath, flayeth.

Slee, /lay.

Sna’, fhaw, s. frow.

Soothy truth, true.

Soth, fothe, ditse.

Sould, s. fporld.

Souldan, foldan, fowdan, fultaz:

Spack, s. fpake,

Sped, fpeeded, fucceeded.

Speik, s. fpeak.

Speir, s. fpere, {peare, fpeere,
fpire, a/ky inquire *.

Speiry s. fpear.

Spill, froil, defiray, kill.

* Spiilan, fpilland, s. fpilling.

Spurging, froth that purges out,
Squelth, a blow, or bang.
Stean, s. flone.

* So CaAUCER, in his Rhyme of Sir Thopas,

“ He fouglte north and fouth,

¢ And oft he spirED with his mouth.”
i.e. ¢inquired’. Not sr18D, as in the New Edit. of Cart, Tales,

.Vol. IL p. 234.

Sterte,
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Sterte, flarted.

Steven, voiee, found.

Stint, fops

Swound, ftonde, (Introd ) fpace,
moment, bour, time.

Stowre, flrong, robufl, fierce.

Stower, {towre, flir, difurbance,

bt.

Sludge, ftuid, s. food.

Summere, p. 102, a fumpter borfe.

Surceafe, ceafe.

Sune, s. foon.

Sweere, {wire, nrck.

Syne, s. then, afterwards,

T.

Teene, forrow, grief.

Thewes, manners.  In p. 12, it
Sfignifies Limbs.

‘Than, s. then.

‘Thaif, s. there.

Thir, s.tbis, thefe.

Tho, then.

Thrall, eaptive.

Thrall, eaptivity.

‘Thralldomey " ditto.

. Thrang, chfe.

Thrilled, rwirled, turned reund,

T hropes, wvilluges.

Thocht, thought.

Tift. s. puff of wind.

Tirled, twirled, turned round.

Tone, Yone, theone.

Tor, @ tower 3 alfo a bigh-pointed
rock, or bill.

Tres-hardie, f. thrice-bardy.

Trenchant, f. cutting.

Tricft furth, s. draw forth t0 an
affignation.

Trfulcate,
pointed.

Teow, bdicve, truft: alfo, verily.

Troth, truth, faith, fdelity.

three-forked, three-

A GLOSSARY.

Tuth, an intevjellion of eontempty
or impatiences

Twa, s. tavo.

Twayne, two.

C.

Venu, (Introd.) approach, comings

Unbethought, p. 49, for be-
thought. Se Ualoofe for Loofe.

Un&uous, foz, clammy, oily.

Undermeles, afterncons,

Unkempt, urcombed,

Ure, ufe.

w.

Wadded, p. 4, perbaps from woad :
i.e of alight blue colour *.
Wae, waefo', s. qwee, woeful.
Wad, s, walde, twould.
Walker, a fuller of cloth.
Waltered, weltered, rolled along.
Alfey wallowed.
Waly, an interjeSion of grief. 7
Wame, wem, s. belly,
Warde, s. advife, Sorewarn.
Waflel, drinking, good cheer.
Wat, s, avet.  Alfo, knew.
Wate, s. blamed. ~ Prat. of wyte,
0 blame.
Wax, fo grotw, become.
Wayward, perverfe,
Weale, wwelfare.
Weare-in, s. drive in gently.
Weede, clothing, drefs.
Weel, well. Alfo, we'll.
Wc?rd,f-wiurd, witch.
erly fate, defliny.
Wfikin, the ﬁyﬁ s
Well away, exclam. of pity.
Wem, (Introd.) burt.
Wende, weened, theught,
Wend, o go.

Pro-

* Taylor, in his Hift. of Gavel-kind, p. 49, fays, ¢ Bright, from
¢ the Britith word Brith, which fignifies their twadde-cclonr; this

¢ was a light blue.

Misthew's dilion.”

Wer-

g



A GLOSSARY.

Werryed; aworryed.

Wha, s. who.

Whair, s. wbhere.

Whan, s. when.

‘Whitk, s. which.

Whit, jez.

Whittles, knives.

Wi, s. with,

Wight, buman creature, man or
waman,

Wild-worm, ferpent. S

Windar, p. 325, perbaps the con-
traétion of Windhover, a kind
of bawke.

Wis, know.

Wit, weet, know, underfland.

Woe, woefuly forrotuful.

Wode, wod, wood. ~ Alfo, mad.

Woe-man, z forrowful man

Woe-worth, woz be to [ you] A.S.
worthan, (fieri) to bey to bes
come.

Wolde, twm/d.

Wonde, ( Introd ) woundy winded.

Wood, wode, mad, furious.

Wood-wroth, s. furioufly enraged.

Wot, knsw, think.

‘Wow, s. exclam. of wonder.

Wracke, ruin, defiruétion.

Wynne, win, joy. *

Wyt, wit, weet, drow.

Wryte, blame.
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Y.

Yaned, yawned.

Yate, gate.

Y-built, built.

Ychulle, (Intred.) I fball.

Yefe, s.ye fball.

Yike, ilk, fame. That ylk, thee
fame.

Ylythe, (Introd.) liffen,

Yode, awent.

Ys, is

Y, if.

Yn, {;.

Y ttonge, (Introd ) flung.

Y-wrought, wrought.

Y-wys, truly, verily.

Zz.

Ze, s.ye; zee're, s. ye are.

Zees, s. ye fhall.

Zellow, s. yellow.

Zet, s. yet.

Zong, s. young.

Zou, S.you; ZOUry S.your.

Zour-lane, your-lane, s. alore,
by yourfelf.

Zouth, s, youths

THE END OF THE GLOSSARY.

A D.
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ADDITIONAL NOTE
To Book II. Ballad XXIV.

This Ballad is intitled, in the old black-letter copies,
 Tlhe merry Pranks of Robin Goodfellow. To the tune of
¢ Duleina,” €, (See No. XII1. above.)

To one, if not more of the old copies, are prefixed 1o
awooden cuts, faid to be taken from Bulwer’s Artificial
Changeling, &c, which, as they feem to correfpond with
the notions thén enfertained of the whimfical appearances of
this fantaftic fpirit, and perhaps were copied 1n the dreffes
in which be awas formerly exhibited on the flage, are, to
gratify tbe curious, engraven below.

.

THE END OF VOLUME THE THIRD,




























