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Though fome make flight of LiseLs, yet you may fee
by them how the wind fits: As, take a firaw and
throw it up into the air, you may fee by that which
way the wind is, which you fhall not do by cafting up '
a fione. More folid things do not fhew the com-
plexion of the times fo well as BALLADs and Libeld:

SELDEN’s TABLE-TALK.

HELERNUCH
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BOOK L
.I.

RICHARD OF ALMAIGNE,

«« A4 ballad made by one of tl;z adberents to Simon de
<< Montfort, earl of Leicefter, foon after the battle of Leaves,
¢ avhich was fought May 14, 1264,

==affords & curious fpecimen of ancient Satire, and /bt-w:
that the liberty, affumed by the good people of this realm, of
abufing their kings and prmm at bleafure, is & privilege of
wery long fanding.

Yor. . . B e



2 ANCIENT POEMS.

To render this antique libel intelligible, the reader is to
underfiand that jifi before the.baiftle of Lewves awbich proved
o fatal to the snterefts of Henry MY the barons had offered
bis brother-Richard King of téz"Rﬁmam' 30,0001, 10 pro-
care a peack upon fuch tevms, as avould have divefied Henry
of all kis regal ponide, and therefore the treaty proved abor-
tive—The confequences of that battle are avell known.: the
king, prénce Edward-bis fon, bis brother Richard, and many'
of bis friends, fell-into the hands of their enemivs : awhile
two great barons f the king’s party, :73%2; earl of Warren,
and Hugh Bigotths king’s Jufficiary, had been glad to
efeape into France. ’ g ; 3

In vhe \f flanza the aforefsid fum of THIRTY THOU-

S AND pounds ¥s alludedto, but with the ufual mifreprefenta-
tions of party malevilence, is afferted to”have been the exorbi-
tant demand of the king’s brother, .

With regard-to.the. 2d f3. the Reader is to note that
Richard, along with. the earldom of Cornwall, had the ho-
nours of Warinerorn and. Eyre confirmed to him on his
marriage with Sanchia daughter of the Count of Provence,
in 1243.——WINDSOR caftle was the chief fortrefs be-
longing sa 1he king, and bad been garrifined by foreignérs 5 a
circumflance which furnifbes out the burthen of each fanza.

The 3df. ailudes to a remarkableicircumfance which
happened on the day of the bastle of Lewes.  After the bat-
tle was loft, Richard king of the Romans took refugein a
Windmill ewhich he barricadoed, and maintained for Jome
time againft the' Barons, but in:the eveniny was obliged to
Surrender. Sce a wvery full account of this in the Chronicle
of Mailros. " Qxop. 1084 p229.: ([ | A L 014

The 4th fi. is of obwious interpretation ; Richard, avbo
bad been elefied. hing of ‘the. Romans in 1256, and had
afterwards gone over to. take poffeffion of bis dignity, wasin **
the year 1259 about tovgturn into- Englauds when the Barons
raifed w popular clamours. that he. awas bringing with bins
forcigners 10 over-run. the kingdom : upon wbich he-awas
Sorced so. difiwifs a(}zwf' /I bis followwers, otherwife the barons -
would bave ofpofed bis landing. U Y g

a : A

NL




ANCIENT POEMS. 3

In the sthjb. the iriter regrets the efcape of the Earl of
Warren, and in the 61h and 7th fis. infinuates, that, if be
and Sir Hugh Bigot once fesl into the hands of their adwer-

Jaries, they fooultl never more return bome 5 a circumflance
wwhich fixes the date of this ballad ; for, in the year 1263,
both thefe noblemen lawded in South Wales, and the royal
party foon afier gained the afeendants See Holingfbed,
Rapin, e,

The folloaving is copied from a very encient. MS. in the
Britifb Mufeum. [Harl. MSS.2253. f.23.] This MS.
is judged, from the peculiarities of she awriting, to be not
later than the time of Riehard 11. ; th being “every awhere
expreffed by the charaier b ; the Y és pointed afier the Saxon
manner, and the 1 hath an cblique  fEroke over i,

Prefixed to this ancient Iibxj on government is a fmall de-
Signs wwhich the engraver intended fbould correfpond avith
the fubjelt.  ©Onthe one fide a Satyr (emblem of Petulance
and Ridicule) is, trampling on the enfigns’ of Royalty : o
the other, Faltion under the mafgue of. thrt};,g'.r‘tx:itiﬁzg
Ignorance and Popular rage to deface the Royal Image 5
awhieh ffands on a;edgﬂafidcri&!d MAGCNA CHARTA, 0
denote that the rights of the king, ar well ds thofe of the
people, are founded on_the laws : and that to attack oue, is
in effelt to demolifio both, o P

SITTETH alle tlle, ant herkneth to me ;
The kyng of Alemaigne, by my leaute,
Thricti thoufent pound afkedehe
For te make the pees in the countre,
Ant fo he dude more.
Richard, thahthou be ever trichard,
Tricthen fhalt thou never more.

Ver. 2. kya, M:?.‘ v o
.Ba Richard
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-Richard of Alemaigne, whil that he wes kying,
He fpende al is trefour opon fwyvyng,
Haveth he nout of Walingford oferlyng, 10
Let him habbe, afe he brew, bale to dryng,
Maugre Wyndefore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c.

‘The kyng of Alemaigne wende do ful wel,
He faifede the mulne for a caftel, 15
With hare fharpe fwerdes he grounde the ftel,
He wende that the fayles were mangonel
To helpe Wyndefore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c.

The kyng of Alemaigne gederede ys hoft, 20
Makede him a caftel of a mulne poft,
Wende with is prude, ant is muchele boft,
RBrohte from Alemayne mony fori goft
To ftore Wyndefore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c. 25

By God, that is aboven ous, he dude muche fynne,
That lette paﬂ'en over fee the er] of Warynne :
He hath robbed Engelond, the. mores, ant th fenne,
“The gold, ant the felver, and y-bcren hen'ne,

For love of Wyndefore. 30
A Richard, thah thou be ever, &c,

‘Sire Sisnon de Mountfort hath fuore bi js chyn,
Hevede he nou here the erl of Warjn,
bandoid [ Shald.
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Shuld he never more come to isyn, s
Ne with fheld, ne with fpere, ne with other gyn, 35
‘To help of Wyndefore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c.

Sire Simond de Montfort hath fuore by ys cop,

Hevede he nou here Sire Hue de Bigot: e
Al he fhulde grante here twelfmoneth fcot - '4.'0
Shulde he never more with his fot pot
To helpe Wyndefore. <t
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c. By
Be the luef; be the loht, fire Edward, i
Thou fhalt ride fporeles o thy lyard 15
Al the ryhte way to Dovere-ward, LA
Shalt thou never more breke foreward ; gy
Ant that reweth fore 0\
Edward, thou dudeft as a fhreward, .
Forfoke thyn emes lore 50,

Richard, &c.

Ver. 40.8'te here MS, i. ¢. grant their. * Vid. Glofs.
Ver. 44. This flanza was omitted in the former edisions,

* > This Ballad «will rife in its importance with the.
Reader, when he finds, that it is even believed to hawe oe-
cafioned a Law in our flatute Book, viz. * dganft  flanderous,
reports or taltsy to caufe difeord betwixt king and pesple.”’.
(WesTm. PRIMER, C.34. anno 3. Edw. 1) T/kar it bad,
2his ¢ffeld is the opinion of an eminent Writer : Sec ** Obfir-,
““ wations upon the Statutes,€5¢.”’ 4t0. 24, Edit. 1766, p.7 1.,

Howewer, in the Harl. Colle&ion may be found other fati-
rical and defamatory rhymesof the fame age, that might have,
their [hartin contributing 10 this firft Law againft Libels.”

B3 II. ON
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¢

I

ON THE DEATH OF XK. EDWARD
THE FIRST.

We bawe bere an early attempt at Elegy. Epwarp I,
died July 7, 1307, in the 35th year of bis reign, and 6qth
of bis age. This poem appears to have been compofed foon
after bis death. Aecording to the modes of thinking pecu-
liar to thofe times, the awriter daells more upon his devo-
tion, than kis fkill in government, and pays lefs attention to
the martial ond political abilities of this great monarch,
in wbhich be bad no equal, than to fome little aveakneffes of
Superftition, which ke bad in common with all bis cotempo-
raries. The king had in the decline of life vowed an expe-
dition to the boly land, but finding bis end approach, ke dedi-
cated the fum of 32,000l to the maintenance of a large body
of knights (140 fay tifforians, 8Q faysour poet); who avere
20 carry bis beart ‘with thim into Palefline. This dying com-
mand of the ting was never performed. Our poet, avith. the
bencft prejusices of-an - Englifbman, attributes this failure
10 the advice of 1he king of France, awhofe daughter Ifabel,
2he young minarch avho fucceeded, immediately married.  But
the-truth i1, Edward and bis defirultive. favourite Piers
Gaveflon frent the money u'on their pleafures. To do the
greater hoicur to the memory of bis beroe, our poet puts bis
eloge in the mouth of the Pope, with the fame poeric licence,
as a more m'lern bard would have introduced Britannia, or”
the Gonius of Luroge pouring furtly kis praifes. :

This antique Blopy is exivalled from the fame MS. wo-
lamie as the preceding article 5 is found awith the. fame pe-

RRReta O culiarities:
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culiarities of writing and orthography s and.tho avritten
at near the diftance of half a century contains little or no
wariation of idiom: awhereas *he next following poem by
Chaucer, which “awas probably awvritten not more than 50
or 60 years after this, exbibils almoff @ new lanzuage.
This feems to countenance the opinion of fome antiquariess
that ‘this great post made confiderable innovations in his
mother tongue, and introduced many terms, and new modes

of fpeech from other languages.

LLE, that beoth of huerte trewe,
A ftounde herkneth to my fong
Of duel, that Deth hath diht us newe,
That maketh me fyke, ant forewe among ;
Ofa knyht, that wes fo firong, 5
Of wham God hath don ys wille ;
Me-thuncheth that deth hath don us wrong,
That he fo fone fhall ligge ftille.

Al Englond ahte for te knowe .
Of wham that fong is, that 'y fynge ; 10
Of Edward kyng, that lich {o lowe,
Zent al this world is nome con fpringe ;
Treweft mon of alle thinge,
Ant in werre war ant wys, ;
For him weahte oure honden wrynge, . 15
Of Chriftendome he ber the prys,

Byfore that oure kyng was ded,
He fpek afe mon that wes in care,
¢¢ Clerkes, knyhtes, barons, he fayde, 2
¢ Y charge ou by oure fware, 20
B4 ¢ That
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o Tha:ﬁe to Engelonde be trewe.
¢¢ Y deze, y ne may lyven na more ;

¢¢ Helpeth mi fone, ant crouneth him newe,
¢ For he is neft to buen y-core.

«¢ Ich biqueth myn herte arhyt, 25
¢ That hit be write at my devys,
¢ Qv r:hzfee that Hue * be diht,
¢« With fourfcore knyhtes al of prys,
¢¢ In werre that buen war ant wys,
¢ Azein the hethene for te fyhte, 30
“ To wynne the croix that lowe lys,
¢ Myfelf ycholde zef that y myhte.”

Kyng of Fraunce, thou hevedeft ¢ finne,”
That thou the counfail woldeft fonde,
To latte the wille of ¢ Edward kyng’ 35
‘To wende to the holy londe:
That oure kyng hede take on honde
All Engelond to zeme ant wyfle,
To wenden in to the holy londe
"To wynnen us heveriche blife, 40

The meflager to the pope com,
And feyde that cur kynge was ded :
Ys oune hond the lettre he nom,
Ywis his herte was full gret:
* Tbhename of the pcgfcn who was to prefide over this bufinefs.

Ver. 33 funne. MS. Ver. 35, king Edward. MS, Ver. 43. ys is
prabably acousration of in hys or yn his.
: The
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The Pope him felf the lettre redde, 4
Ant fpec a word of gret honour. ;

¢ Alas ! he feid, is Edward ded ?
‘¢ Of Chriftendome he ber the flour.”

The Pope to is chaumbre wende,
For dol ne mihte he fpeke na more ; 50
Ant after cardinals he fende,
That muche couthen of Criftes loce,
Bothe the lafle, ant eke the more,
Bed hem bothe rede ant fynge:
Gret deol me myhte fe thore, 55
Mony mon is honde wrynge.

The Pope of Peyters ftod at is maffe
With ful gret folempneté,
Ther me con the foule blefle:
«¢ Kyng Edward honoured thou be ¢ 6o
¢« God love thi fone come after 'the, i
<< Bringe to ende that thou haft bygonne,
¢ 'The holy crois y-mad of tre,
¢ So fain thou woldeft hit hav y-wonne,

¢¢ Jerufalem, thou hatti-lore 65
¢ The flour of al chivalrie
¢ Now kyng Edward liveth na more ;
. Alas! that he zet fhulde deye !

. §5+ 59« Meyi e Men, foin Robert ;f Gloucefter paffim. <
<< He
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¢ He wolde ha rered up ful heyze
¢ Oure banners, that bueth broht to grounde ;
¢ Wel! longe we mowe clepe and crie 70
« Er we'a fuchkyng han y-founde.”

Nou is Edward of Carnarvan <
King'of Engelond al aplyht,
God lete him ner be worfe man
Then his fader, ne lafle of myht, 75
To holden is pore men toryht, .
And underftonde good counfail,
Al Engelong forto wyfle ant dyht;
Of gode knyhtes darh him nout fail.

Thah my tonge were mad of ftel,’ 8o
Ant min herte yzote of bras,
‘The godnefs myht y never telle,
That with kyng Edward was ¢
Kyng, asthouart cleped conquerour,
In uch bataille thou hadeft prys ; 85
God bringe thi foule to the honour,
That ever wes, ant everys.

% Here follow in the original three lines more, awbhich,
as eemmg{y redundant, awe chufe to throw te tbt bottom of
* the jage, viz.
That lafteth ay wnthouten ende,
Bidde we God, ant our Ledy to thilke blif

Jefus usfende. Amen,

> v L AN
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L.
AN ORIGINAL BALLADBYCHAUCER.

This little fonnet, wbich hath ¢fcaped all the editors of

Chaucer’s works, is now printed for the firft time from an
ancient MS. in the Pepyfian library, that contains many
other poems of its wenerable author. - The werfification is of
that fpecies, which the French call RoNDEAU, wery natu-
rally englifbed by our houeft countrymen Rounm O.  The'
Jfa early adopred by them, our anceftors had not the honour
of inventing it : Chaucer picked it up, along avith other
better things, among the neighbouring nations. 4 fondnefs
Jor laborious trifles bath always prevailed in the dark ages
of Kterature. The Greek pocts bave bad their wixGs and
AXES : the great father of Englifb pocfy may therefore be
pardoned one paor folitary RONDEAC,—Geofrey Chaucer
died O&. 25, 1490,ag¢ed 72.

L 1.
OURE two eyn will {le me fodenly,

I may the beaute of them not fuftene,
So wendeth it thorowout my herte kene,

2.
And but your words will helen haftely
My hertis wound, while that it is grene,
Youretwo €yn will fle me fodenly.

3.
Upon my trouth I fey yow feithfully,
That ye ben of my liffe and deth the quene ;
For with my deth the trouth fhal be fene.
Youre two eyn, &<,

IL 1. So

i
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IL 1.
So hath youre beauty fro your herte chafed
Pitee, that me n’ availeth not to pleyn ;
For daunger halt your mercy in hischeyne,

2.
Giltlefs my deth thus have ye purchafed ;
I fey yow foth, me nedeth notto fayn:
So hath your beaate fro your herte chafed.

3
Alas, that nature hath in yow compaffed
So grete beaute, that no man mayatteyn .
To mercy, though he fterve for the peyn.
So hath youre beauty, &c.

9 L 1.
Syn I frolove efcaped am fo fat,
I nere thinke to ben in his prifon lene ;
Syn I am fre, I counte hym not a bene.

2y
He may anfwere, and fey thisand that,
1 do no fors, I fpeak ryght as T mene 5
Syn I fro love efcaped am fo fat,

L
Love hath my name i-firike out of his fclat,
And he is firike out of my bokes clene :
For ever mo “ther *’ is none other mene.
Synl fxo lovﬂc efcaped, &c,

. * This MS. .
1IV. THE
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VI.
THE TURNAMENTOF TOTTENHAM:

¢ Or, THE WOOEING, WINNING, AND WEDDING
« oF T1BBE, THE REEV'S DAUGHTER THERE.”

Tt does bomowr to the good fenfe of this nation, that awhile
all Eurcpe was captivated awith the bewitching charms of
Chivalry and Romance, tawo of our awritérs in the rudeff times
could fee thro’ the falfe glare that furrounded tbem, and dif~
cover whatever awas abfurd in them both.  Chaucer avrote
his Rhyme of fir Thopas in ridicule of the latter 5 and in the
Jollowing poem we bave a bumourous burlefque of the former.
Without pretending to decide, avhether the inflitution of cki-
walryawas upen the whole ufeful or pernicious in the rude ages,
a queflion that has lately employed many good awriters ®, it
evidently encouraged a vindiftive fpirit, and gave fuch force
t0 the cuftom of duelling, thar there is hittle hope of its being
abolifbed. This together with the fatal confequences avbich
often attended the diverfion of the Turnament, was fufficient
i0 render it obnoxious to the graver part of mankind. Ac-
cordingly the Church early denounced its cenfures againft it,
and the State was often prevailed on to attempt its fuppreffion.,
But fafbion and opinion are fuperior to authority ; and the
proclamations againft Tilting were as little regarded in thofe
timesy as the laws againp Duclling are in thefe. This did
not efeape the difeernment of our poct, awhoeafly perceived
that inveterate opinions muft be attacked by other aveapons,
befides proclamations and cenfures : be accordingly made ufe of
the keen one of RiD1cULE.  With thisview be bas bere in-
troduced, with adrirable bumour, a parcel of clowns, imi-
tating all the folemnities of the Tourngy. Here ave bave the
regular challenge—the appointed day—the lady for the prize
—the formal preparations—the difplay of armour—=the feu-
cheons and devices—the oaths taken on entering the ly?:——tbc
wvarioui accidents of the encounter —the witlor leading off the

* See [ Mr. Hurd%] Letters an Chivalry, 8vo. 1762. Memoirs deda’
Chevaleric, par M. de la Curne des Palaisy 1759, 2 tom. 12mo. &c.

prizey
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prize,—and the magnificent feofling,—cvith all the other
Solemn fopperies that ufually artended ihe pompous Turnament.
And bow acutely the foarpnefs of the author’s Fumsur muff
bave been felt in Ilu%i’ days, we may learn, from avhat we
can perceive of its keennefs noww, awben time has o' much
blunted the edge of bis ridicule. -

Tue TuRKAMENTOF TOTTENHAM was firf printed
from an ancient MS. in 1631, st0. by the rew. Whilhem
Bedavel, reétor of Tottenbam, «wiho was one of the tranflators
of the Bille, and afrerwards Bifhop of Kilmore in Ireland,
avhere be lived and died, aith the bighoft reputation of fanc-
tity, in 1641, He tells us, it avas avritien by Gilbort Pilking-
ton, thought to havve been fome time parfon of the fame parifp,
and author of enther piece, intitled, Paffio Domini Jefu
Chritl.  Bedwell, who avas eminently flilled in the oriental
and other languages, appears 1o have been but little conver-
Jant with the ancient writers in bis own, and ke o little
entered inlo the firit of the poem be avas publifting, that be
contends for its being a firious narrative of @ real ctent,
and thinks it muft bave been awritien before she time of
Edward 111. becanfe Lurnaments aere probibited in that
reign. < Idowerily beleeve,” fays be, * that this Turna-
 ment ewas alied before this proclamation of K. Edwvord.
< For how durft any to attempl to do that, although in fport,
¢ avhich was 7/  firaightly forbidden, bouk by tFe civill and
< ectlefiafticall powser P~ Fof although they fought ot awith
“ lanccs, yet, as our adtbou:!;zj‘tb‘,_ < Ir avas no " childrins*
¢« game.” And what awould bave become of kim; thinke
¢ you, awhich Jbould bave flayne another in this manner of
«¢ jeafting ? Would be not, trow you, have been B ANG’D”

¢ FOR IT IN EARNEST? YEA, AND HAVE BENE'

¢ BURIED LIKE A DOGGE ¥ Itis howewer well nown
that Turnaments were in ufe down to the reign of Elizabeth.

In the firft editions of this work, Bedwell’s copy avas re-'
printed bere, with fime few conjelural emendations s but
as Bedwell feemed 1o have reduced the orthography at leaft,
if not the phrafeology, tothe flandard of bis own tithe; it
was with great pleafure that the Editor was informed of an

3 T ; £l ok U nag ahiaisvBET

B
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ancient MS. copy preferved in the Mufeum [Harl. MSS.
5396.] awbich appeared ta bave been tranferibed in  the
reign of K. Hen. V1. about 1456. This obliging information
the Editor owed to the friendfbip of THo, TYRWHITT,
/g and be bas “chiefy followed that more authentic Tran

»

Seript, improved bowever by fome readings from Bedwell’s
Book.

F all thes kene conquerours to carpe it were kinde ;
Of fele feyztyng folk ferly we fynde ;
The Turnament of Totenham have we in mynde ;
It were harme fych hardynes were holden byhynde,
In ftory as we rgde ! v
Of Hawkyn, of Herry,
Of Tomkyn, of Terry,
Of them that were dughty
And ftalworth in dede.

s

It befelin Totenham on a dere day, , 10
Ther was mad a fhurtyng be the hy-way :.
Theder com al the men of the contray i
Of Hyffylion, of Hy-gate, and of Hakenay,
And all the fwete fwynkers,

Thér Hopped Hawkyn, : 15

Ther daunfed Dawkyn,

Ther trumped Tomkyn,

And all ‘were trewe drynke{s.

Tyl the day was gon and evyn-fong paft,
That they fchuld reckynther fcot and ther counts caft ; zo
. s B i 1 " ay
Ver. 20. It is not wery clear in the MS. whether it/baau becontsy or
sonters. « _—

Perkyn
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Perkyn the potter into the prefs patt,
And fayd Randol the refe, a dozter thou haft,
Tyb thedere:
Therfor faine wyt wold I,
Whych of all thys bachelery
Were beft worthye
To wed hur to hys fere.

Upftyrtthos gadelyngys wyth ther lang ftaves,
And fayd, Randol the refe, lo! thyslad raves;
Boldely amang us thy dozter he craves ;
We er rycher men then he, and mor gode haves
Of cattell and corn. ‘

Then fayd Perkyn, To TybbeI have hyzt

That I fchal be alway redy in my ryz:,

If that it {chuld be thys day fevenyzt,

Or elles zet to morn.

Then fayd Randolfe the refe, Ever be he waryd,
That about thys carpyng lenger wold be taryd : -
I wold not my dozter, that fcho were mifcaryd, ~
Bug at hur moft worfchip I wold fcho were maryd ;
Therfor a2 Turnament {chal begynne

Thys day fevenyat,~

Wyth a flayl for to fyzt :

And < he’, that is moft of myht

Schal brouke hur ‘wyth wynne.

“~* Whofo berys hym beft in the turnament,
Hym (chal be granted the gre be the comon affent,

25

30
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For
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For to wynne my dozter wyth ¢ dughtynefle’ of deant,
And ‘coppell’ my brode-henne ¢that’ was brozt out of
Kent:
And my dunnyd kowe 50

For no fpens wyl I fpare,

For no cattell wyl I care,

He fchal have my gray mare,

And my fpottyd fowe.

Ther was many ¢ a’ bold lad ther bodyes to bede : 113
Than thay toke thayr leve, and homward they zede
And all the weke afterward graythed ther wede,
Tyll it come to the day, that thay fuld do ther dede.
They armed ham in matts ;

Thay fet on ther nollys, 6o

For to kepe ther pollys,

Gode blake bollys,

For batryng of bats,

Thay fowed tham in fchepefkynnes, for thay fchuld not
breft s
Ilk-on toke a blak hat, infted of a creft: 65
¢ A bafket or a panyer before on ther breft,’ )
And a flayle in ther hande; for to fyght preft,
Furth gon thay fare:
Ther was kyd mekyl! fors,
Who fchuld beft fend hys cors: 70
He that had no gode hors,
He gat hym a mare.
Ver. 48. Dozty, MS. V. 49, coppeld. We fill ufe the phrafe ““a

copple-c-owned ben.” V. 57. gayed. PC. V. 66. is wanting in
MS. and fupplied from PC, 7. 72. He borrowed him. PC.

Vor. lL, C Sych



18 ANCIENT POEMS.

Sych another gadryng have I not fene oft,
When all the gret company com rydand to the croft:
Tyb on a gray mare was fet up on loft 75
On a fek ful of fedyrs, for fcho fchuld fyt foft,
And led ¢till the gap’.

For cryeng of the men

Forther wold not Tyb then,

Tyl {cho had hur brode hen 8e

Set in hur Lap.

A gay gyrdyl Tyb had on, borowed for the nonys,
And a garland on hur hed ful of rounde bonys,
And a broche on hur breft ful of ¢ fapphyre’ ftonys,
Wyth the holy-rade tokenyng, was wrotyn for the
nonys ; 85
For no ¢ fpendings’ thay had fpared.
When joly Gyb faw hur thare,
He gyrd fo hys gray mare,
¢ That {cho lete a fowkin’ fare
At the rereward. 99

1 wow to God, quoth Herry, 1 {chal not lefe behynde,
May I mete wyth Bernard on Bayard the blynde,

Ich man kepe hym out of my wynde,

For whatfoever that he be, before me I fynde,

Ver. 76. The MS. bad once {edys, i. e. feeds, which appears to bave
been altered to fedyrs, or feathers. Bedwell's erpy bas Senvy, i.e.
Mufiard-feed. V. 77. And led hur to cap. MS. V. 83. Bedwell’s
PC. bas “ Ruel-Bones’. V. 84. fafer ftones, MS. V. 85. wrotyn,
i. e wrought, PC. reads, written. V. 86 No catel [ perbaps chatel]
they had fpared. MS. 7. 89. Then ... faucon, MS.

4 s Iwot
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I wot T fchall hym greve. 95
Wele fayd, quoth Hawkyn.
And I wow, quoth Dawkyn,
May I mete wyth Tomkyn,
Hys flayle I fchal hym reve.

1 make a vow, quoth Hud, Tyb, fon fchal thoufe, 100
Whych of all thys bachelery ¢ granted’ is the gre:
1 {chal fcomfet thaym all, for the love of the;
In what place fo T come thay fchal have dout of me,
Myn armes ar fo clere:
I bere a reddyl, and arake, 105
Poudred wyth a brenand drake,
And three cantells of a cake
In ycha cornere.

I vow to God, quoth Hawkyn, yf ¢ I’ have the gowt,
Al that I fynde in the felde ¢ thruftand’ here aboute, 110
Have I twyes or thryes redyn thurgh the route,
Inycha ftede ther thay me fe, of me thay fchalhavedoute,
When I begyn to play.
I make avowe that I ne fchall,
But yf Tybbe wyl me call, . %#ts
Or I be thryes don fall, :
Ryzt oys com away.

Then fayd Terry, and fwore be hys crede;
Saw thou never yong boy forther hys body bede,

Ver. 101, grant. MS. V. 109. yf he have. MS.
V. 1x0. the MS. Jiterally bas tht. fand, bere, e

Ca For
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For when thay fyzt fafteft and moft arin drede,  120-
I fchall take Tyb by the hand, and huraway lede:
I am armed at the full;
In myn armys I bere wele
A doz trogh, and a pele,
A fadyll wythout a panel!, . 13§
Wyth a fles of woll.

I'make a vow, quoth Dudman, and fwor be the ftra,
Whyls me ys left my ‘mare,” thou gets burr not {wa;
For fcho ys wele fchapen, and lizt as the rae,
Ther is no capul in thys myle befor hurfchalga; 130
Sche wul ne nozt begyle:

Sehe wyl me bere, I dar fay,

Ona lang fomerys day,

Fro Hyflylton to Hakenay,

Nozt other half myle. 13§

I make a vow, quoth Perkyn, thow fpeks of cold roft,
I fchal wyrch ¢ wyfelyer® withouten any boft :
Five of the beft capulys, that ar in thys oft,
1 wot I {chal thaym wynne, and bryng thaym tomy coﬂ
And here I grant thaym Tybbe. 140
Wele boyes here ys he,
That wyl fyzt, and not fle,
For I am in my jolyte,
Wyth fo forth, Gybbe.

Ver, 137, twyfelior, MS. Ver, 128, merth, MS.
When
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When thay had ther vowes made, furth can thay hie, 145
Wyth flayles, and hornes, and trumpes mad of tre:
Ther were all the bachelerys of that contre ;
Thay were dyzt in aray, as thaymfelfes wo'd be:
Thayr baners were ful bryzt

Of an old rotten fell; 150

The cheveron cf a plow-mell;

And the fchadow of a bel,

Poudred wy h the mone lyzt,

Iwot yt ¢was” no chy'der game, whan thay togedyr met,
When icha freke in the feld on hys feloy bet, 156
And layd on fiyfly, for nothyag wold thay l:t,
And foght teily falt, 1y}l ther horfes fwer,
And few wordys fpoken.

Ther were flay'es al to fatred,

Ther were fcheldys al to flatred, 160

Boliys and dyiches al to fchatrec,

Aund many hedys brokyn.

There was clynkyng of cart-fale'lys, & clatteryng of
cannes ;

Of fele frekys in-the feld brokyn were their fannes;

Of fam were the bedys broky, of fum the brayn-pannes,

And yil were thay befene, or thay went thaans, 1667

Ver. 1,6.fliiles, and harifle. PC. ¥. 151. The Chiefe, PC.
V. 154 y% ys. MS.

C3 Wyth
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Wyth fwyppyng of fwepyls:
Thay were fo wery for-foght,
"Fhay myzt not fyzt mare oloft,
Butcreped about in the ¢ croft,’ 170
As thay were croked crepy!s,

Perkyn was fo wery, that he began to loute;
Help, Hud, I am ded in thys ylk rowte:
An hors for forty pens, a gode and a floute !
That 1 may lyztly come of my noye oute, 175
For no coft wyl 1 fpare.
" Heflyrtupasa fnayle,
And hent a capul be the tayle,
And ¢rett’ Dawkin hys flayie,
And wan there a mare, 180

Perkyn wan five, and Hud wan twa:
Glad and blythe thay ware, that they had don fa;
Thay wold have tham to Tyb, and prefent hur with thaz
The Capulls were fo wery, that thay myzt not ga,
But fly! gon thay ftond. 185

Alas! quoth Hudde, my joye I lefe;

Mee had lever then a fton of chefe,

That dere Tyb had al thefe,

And wyf it were my fond.

Perkyn turnyd bym about in that ych thrang, 199
Among thos wery boyes he wreft and he wrang;
Ver. 163, The boyes were MS. V. 170, creped then about in the

eroft. MS. . Vo179, razt. MS. 7. 185. ftand MS.
¥ 189, fand, MS,
He
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He threw tham doun to the erth, and thraft tham amang,
When he faw Tyrry away wyth Tyb fang,
And after hym ran; '
Off his horfe he hym drogh, 193
“And gaf hym of hys flayl inogh:
We te he! quoth Tyb, and lugh,
Ye er a dughty man,

4

¢ Thus’ thay tugged, and rugged, tyl yt was nere nyzt:
All the wyves of Tottenham came to fe that fyzt 200
Wyth wyfpes, and kexis, and ryfchys there lyzt,
To fetch homther hufbandes, that were thamtrouth plyzt;
And fura brozt gret harwos,

Ther hufbandes hom to fetch,

Sum on dores, and fum on hech, - 20§

Sum on hyrdyllys, and fom on crech,

And fum on whele-barows.

Thay gaderyd Perkyn about, ¢on’ everych fyde,
And grant hym ther ¢ the gre,’ the more was hys pryde:
Tyb and he, wyth gret ¢ mirth,” homward con thay ryde,
And were al nyzt togedyr, tyl the morn tyde; 211
And thay ¢ to church went:’

So wele hys nedys he has fped,

That dere Tyb he ¢ hath’ wed;

‘The prayse-folk, that hur led, 215

. Were of the Turnament,

Ver. 199, Thys. MS. V. 204. hom for to fetch. MS. ¥, 208.
about everych fide. MS, . 209.the gre, is wanting in MS. V. 210.
mothe. MS. V. 212, Aud thay ifere aflent. MS, V. 214. had
wed, MS, ¥. 215. The cheefemen. PC,

Cs To
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To that ylk fet com many for the nones ;
Some come hyphalte, and fome trippand ¢ thither’ on the
ftonys ;
Sum a ftaf in bys hand, and fum two at onys ;
Of fum where the hedes broken, of fome the fchulder
bonys: 220
With forrow come thay thedyr,
Wo was Hawkyn, wo was Herry,
Wo was Tomkyn, wo was Terry,
And fo was all the bachelary,
When thay met togedyr, 22§

* At that felt thay wer fervyd with a ryche aray,
Every fyve & fyve had a cokenay ; T,
And fo thay fat in jolyte al the lung day ;
And at the laft thay went to bed with ful gret deray ;
Mekyl myrth was them among 3 . 230
In every corner of the hous ¥
Was melody delycyous
For to here precyus
Of fix menys fong +,

Ver, 218, trippand on, MS.

* In the former impreffions this concluding flanxa was only given A_‘fnu
Bedwwell's printed Edition, but it is bere copied from the old MS. wherein
it bas been fince found feparated b[um the refl of the poem, by feveral pages
of a money accoynt, and otber beterogencous mattcr,

4 Six-men's {ong, 7. e a fong for fix voices, So Shakefpcare ufes
Three-man fong-men, in bis Winter's Tale, A. Il fe. 2. to denote
men that could fing Catches compofed for threc Voices. Of this fort are
Weelkes's Madrigals mentioned below, Book Il Somg 9. So again
Sbakefp. bas Three-men Beetles i, c. 4 Bectle or Rammer waorked by
three men, 2 Hen, IV, 4. L Se. 3,

V. FOR
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V.
FOR THE VICTORY AT AGINCOURT.

That our plain and martial anceflors could wield their
Swords much better than their fem‘, will appear from the fol-
lowing homely Rhymes, which were drawn up by fome poet
laureat of thofe days to celebrate the immortal vidtory gained
at Agincourt, OF 25, 1415, This fong or hyma is given
meerly as a curiofity, and is printed from a MS. copy in the
Pepys colleftion, wol. I. folio. It is there accompanied with
the mufical notes, whick are copied in a fmall plate at the
end of this volume,

Deo gratias Anglia redde pro viforia!

WRE kynge went forth to Normandy,
With grace and myzt of chivalry;
The God for hym wrouzt marveloufly,
Wherefore Englonde may calle, and cry (1
Deo gratias:
Deo gratias Anglia redde pro wictoria.

He fette a fege, the fothe for to fay,
To Harflue toune with ryal aray;
Thzt toune he wan, and made a fray, 10
That Fraunce fhall rywe tyl domes day.
Deo gratias, &,
Then
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VI ‘ g )
THE NOT-BROWNE MAYD.

The fentimental beauties of this ancient ballad have slways
recommen''ed it to Readers of .afle, notowith Randing the ruff
of antiquity awhich obfcures the f£,le ard exorefions - Indeed,
if it had no other merit than the baving afforded the ground=,
awork to Prior's e Y AND EMM 1,.¢hi. ought th preferve
it from obiivion. ~ That we are able-to vive it in fo corveld,
a manner, is owing to the great care and exaltnefv of the
accurate Editer of the Pro1 ustons, 8we. 176035 who has
formed the text from trvo copies found in two differcut edia
tions of Arnolde’s Chronicle, a baok fuprofed to be firfl vrinted.
abont x§21  Fyom the copy in the - Prolufims the following,
is printed, with a few additional imbrovementi gathered,
fra/n another editim of  Armlde’s book * preferved. insihe
public Library at Cambridge. Al the various teadismis of
this Copy awill be found hive,. cither received into the lext,
or noted in the margin  The references 2 the Dvilufions’
awill fhewy where they cecur, Inovr ancient folio MS. des
Jevibed in the preface is @ very corrupt and defedive copy
of this ballad, «which yet afforded @ great improvement. in
one paffage  See v. 310, t »

It bas been a much eafier tafk to fettle the text of this poem,
thant. afrertainitsdate  The Ballad of the NUTEROWNE
Mavv was firft revived in ¢ The Mufes Mercury for Gune,
17077 ato. being prefaced with alitle *“ Effay on the
¢ old Englifp Poets and Poetry:?’ in which this poem is
concluded o be * near 56C years old,” upon reafons avhich,
though they appear inconclulive fo usinow, were fuffiient to
determine Prior . who there fir/? wet with if. However,
this opinion bad_ the approbation of the learned W anuiey,
an excellent judge of ancient books. For that awbatever re-
Jated to the reprinting of th's old picce was referred io

* This (which my friend My. Farmer fuppufes to be the firft Edition)
is in folio: the folios are muembered at the battom of the liaf: the Sorg
begins at folio 75, The Poem Las fince been collated with a ery fine copy
that wwas in the colleBtion of the late Fames Wefty Efq; the readings ex-
traéled thence are denoted thus ¢ Mr. W7

/2 anley,
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Wanley, appears from two letters of Prior's preferved
in the Brityk Mufenm [Harl. MSS. N° 3777.7 The
Editor of the Prolufions thinks it cannot be older than
the year 150%, becaufe, in Sir Thomas More's Tale of
TrE SERJEANT, &c. which was written abont that time,
there appears a famencfs of rythmus and orthography, and
a very near affinity of words and phrafes, with th fe of this
ballad. But this reafoning is not conclufive; for if Sir
Thomas More made this ballad bis model, as is wver likely,
that will account for the famenefs of meafure, and in Sfome
refpeét for thar of words and phrafes, even tho® this had been
written long before: and, as for the orthography. it is avell
krown that the old Printers reduced that of moft books to the
Sfandard of their own times.  Indeed it is hardly probable
that an antiquary like Arnolde would bave inferted it
armong his hifforical Colleftions, if it had been then a modern
piece; at leaft he would have been apt to have named its
author.  But to fhew how little can be inferred from a re~
Semblance of rhythmus or fiyle, the editor of thefe volumes has
in his ancient folio MS. a poem on the viftory of Flodden-
Sield, aritten in the fame numbers, awith the fame allitera-
tions, and in orthography, phrafeclogy, and /}iylz nearly re-
Sfembling the Vifions of Pierce Plowman, whic are/yet knoten
to have been comprfed abvve 160 years before that battle.
As this poem is a great curiofity, we frall give a few of the
introdulfory lincs :
“ Grant gracious God, grant me this time,
“ That I may ’fay, or I ceafe, thy felven topleafe;
% _And Mary bis mother, that maketh this world ;
“ And all the feemlic faints, that fitten in beaven s
¢ I il carpe of kings, that conguered full wide,
“ That dwelled in this land, that was alyes noble;
& Henry the feventh, that foveraigne lord, &c.”
With regard to the date of the ﬁ)lowinf ballad, we have
taken a middle courfe, neither placed it fo igll as Wanley and
Priory nor quite fo low as the editor of the Prolufions: we
Shewld have followed the latter in dividing every other line
into two, but that the whole would then have taken up more
voom than could be allowed it in this volume. g
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E it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among
On wemen do complayne * ;

Affyrmynge this, how that it is

A labour fpent in vayne,
To love them wele; for never a dele 3

They love a man agayne:
For late a man do what he can,

Theyr favour to attayne,
Yet, yf a newe do them perfue,

Theyr firft true lover than P
Laboureth for nought; for from her thought

He is a banyfhed man.

I fay nat nay, but that all day
It is bothe writ and fayd
That womans faith is, as who faytb, 18
All utterly decayd;
But, neverthelefle, ryght good wytneffe
In this cafe might be layd,
That they love true, and continde:
Recorde the Not-browne Mayde: . 2@
Which, when her love came, her to prove,
To her to make his mone,
Wolde nat'depart; for in her hart
She loved but hym alone.

7_ My friead Mr. Farmer propofes to read the firft lines thus as @ La=
tinifm:
Be it right or wrong, ’tis men among,
On women to cemplayne.
Ver. 2. Woman. Prolufiens, and Mr. Weft's copy. Ver. 11. her.

1. e.their.
Than
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Than betwaine us late us dyfcus 25
Wh 't was all the manere
Betwayne them two: we wyll alfo
Tell all the payne, and fere,
That fhe was in.  Nowe I begyn,
So that ye me anfwére; 30
Wherfore, all ye, that prefent be
I pray you, gyve anere, ;
¢Tam the knyghe; I come by nyght,
As fecret as I can;
Sayinge, Alas! thus ftandeth the cafe, 35
1 am a banythed man,”

SHE.

And T your wyll for to fulfyll
1n this wyll nat refufe;
Truftying to fhewe, in wordés fewe,
That men have an yll ufe 40
(To theyr own fhame) women to blame,
And caufeleffe them accufe:
Therfore to you I anfwere nowe,
“All women to excufey~
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere? 45
1 pray yeu, tell anone;
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.
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He.

It ftandeth fo; a dede is do
Wherof grete harme fhall growes
My deftiny is for to dy

A thamefull deth, I trowe;

Or elles to fle: the one muft be.
None other way I knowe,

But to withdrawe as an outlawe,

And take me to my bowe, -

Wherfore, adue, my owne hart truel
None other rede I can:

For I muft to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banythed man.

Sue.

O lord, what is thys worldys blyffe,
That changeth as the mone!

My fomers day in lufty may

Is derked before the none.

1 here you fay, farewell: Nay, nay,
We départ nat fo fone.

Why s1ay ye fo? wheder wyll ye go?
Alas! what have ye done?

All my welfire to forrowe and care
Sholde chaunge, yf ye were gone;
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone. .

Ver. 63. The fomers. Prol.

1

§0

55

6o

63

70



32 ANCIENT POEMS.

He.
1 can beleve, it fhall you greve,
And fomewhat you dyftrayne;
But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde 78
Within a day or twayne
Shall fone aflake; and ye fhall take
Comfort to you agayne.
Why fholde ye ought? for, to make thought,
Your labour were in vayne. 8o
And thus [ do; and pray you to,
As hartely, as [ can;
For I muft to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banythed man,

Sue.
Now, fyth that ye have fhewed to me 85
The fecret of your mynde,
I thall be playne to you agayne,
- Lyke as ye fhall me fynde.
Syth it is fo, that ye wyll go,
I wolle not leve behynde ; 90
Shall never be fayd, the Not-browne Mayd
Was to her love unkynde:
Make you redy, forfoam I,
Allthough it were anone ; -
For, in my mynde, of all mankyade 95
I love but you alone.

Ver. g1, Shall it never, Prol.and Mr. W.  Ver. g4. Althought.
Mr. #.

He.
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Hz.
Yet I you rede to take good hede
What men wyll thynke, and fay :
Of yonge, ard olde it fhall be tolde,
That yc he gone away,

Your wanton wyll for to fulfill,
In grene wode you to play;

And thet ye myght from your delyght
No lenger make delay.

Rather than ye fholde thus for me
Be called an yll womin,

Yet wolde I to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyfhed man, -

Sue.

Though it be fonge of old and yonge,
That I fholde be to blame,

Theyrs be the charge, that {peke fo large
In hurtynge of my name:

For I wyll prove, that faythfulle love
Itis devoyd of thame;

In your dyftreffe, and hevynefle,
To part with you, the fame:

And fure all tho, that do not fo,
True lovers are they none; .

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
1 love but you alone.

Ver.117. Tothewe all.  Prol. and Mr. /.
Vou. II. D
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He.
I counceyle you, remember howe,
It is no maydens lawe,
Nothynge to dout, but to renne out
To wode with an outlawe:
For ye muft there in your hand bere 125
A bowe, redy to drawe ;
And, as athefe, thus muft you lyve,
Ever in drede and awe;
Wherby to you grete harme myght growe:
Yet had I lever than, 130
That I had to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyfhed man.

SuE.
I thinke nat nay, but as ye fay,
It is no maydens lore:
But love may make me for your fake, 135
As I have fayd before
‘To come on fote, to hunt, and fhote
To gete us mete in ftore;
For {o that I your company
May have, I afke no more: 140
From which to part, it maketh my hart
As colde as ony ftone;
For; in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love but you alone.

Ver.133. 1fay nat. Prol.and Mr. W, Ver. 138, a0d ftore.
Camb. eopy. : -
E.
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He:
For an outlawe this is the lawe, 14§
That men hym take and bynde;
Without pyté, hanged to be,
And waver with the wynde.
If 1 had nede, (as God forbede!)
What refcous coude ye fynde? 150
Forfoth, I trowe, ye and your bowe
For fere wolde drawe behynde:
And no mervayle; for Iytell avayle
Were in your counceyle than:
Wherfore T wyll to the grene wode go, 15§
Alone, a banyfhed man.

SHE.
Ryght wele knowe ye, that women be
But feble for to fyght;
No womanhede it is indede
To be bolde as a knyght: 169
Yet, in fuch fere yf that ye were
With enemyes day or nyght,
I wolde withftande, with bowe in hande,
To greve them as I myght,
And you to fave; as women have 165
From deth ¢ men’ many one:
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
1 love but you alone.

Ver. 150. focours, Prol. and Mr. 1. Ver. 3162. and night.
Camb. Copy. Ver, 164. to helpe ye with my myght, Prol.

and Mr. WV,
} D2 Hz.
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Hz,
Yet take good hede; for ever I drede
That ye coude nat fuftayne 179
The thornie wayes, the dcpe valéies,
The fnowe, the froft, the rayne,
The colde, the hete: for dry, or wete,
We muft lodge en the playne;
And, usabove, none other rofe 175
But a brake bufh, or twayne:
Which fone fholde greve you, I beleve;
And ye wolde gladly than
That I had to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyfhed man. 180

. Sue,
Syth I have here bene partyntre
With you of joy and blyfle,
1 mutt alfo parte of your wo
Enduyre, as refon is:
Yet am I fure of one plefire; 185
And, fhortely, it is this:
That, where ye be, me femeth, parde,
1 coude nat fare amyfle.
Without more {peche, I you befeche
That we were fone agone 3 199
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
-1 love but you alone,

Yer. 192. froft and rayne. M. W. Ve, 194 Yo muft, Prol,
¥er, 390, fhortley gones Prol, and My, 17,
Hz,



ANCIENT POEMS. 34

He.
If ye go thyder, ye muft confyder,
Whan ye have luft to dyne,
There fhall no mete be for you gete, 195
Nor drinke, bere, ale, ne wyne.
No fhetés clene, to lye betwene,
Made of threde and twyne;
None other houfe, but leves and bowes,
To cover your hed and myne, 200
O myne harte fivete, this evyll dyéte
Sholde make you pale and wan ;
Wherfore I wyll to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyfhed man,

SuE,
Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an archére, 205
As men fay that ye be,
Ne may nat fayle of good vitayle,
Where is fo grete plentés
And water clere of the ryvére
Shall be full fwete to me ; 210
With which in hele I fhall ryght wele
Endure, as ye fhall fec;
And, or w¢ go, a bedde or two
1 can provyde anone ;
For, in my giynde, of all mankynde 218
1love bat you alone,

Ver. 196, Neyther bere. Prol. and Mr. V. Ver. 201. Lo myn.
Mr. . Var.207. May yenatfayle. Prol. Ib, May nat fayle. Mr. 7.

D 3 HEQ
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He.
Lo yet, before, ye muftdo more,
Yf ye wyll go with me:
As cut your here up by your ere,
Your kyrtel by the kne; 210
With bowe in hande, for to withftande
Your enemyes, yf nede be:
And this fame nyght before day-lyght,
To wode-warde wyll I fle.
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, 22§
Do it thortely as ye can;
Els wyll I to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyfhed man.

SuE.
I fhall as nowe do more for you
Than longeth to womanhede; 230
To fhote my here, a bowe to bere,
To thote in tyme of nede.
O my fwete mother, before all other
For you I have moft drede:
But nowe, adue! I muft enfue, 238
Where fortune doth me lede.
All this make ye: Now lct us fles:
The day cometh faft upon ;
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde

1 love but you alone. 240
Yer. 219, above your erc. Prol. Ver. 220. above the kne.
Prol. and Mr. W. Ver. 223. the fame. Prol, and Mr, W.

He.
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He.
Nay, nay, nat {o; ye fhall nat go,
And I fhall tell ye why,——
Your appetyght is to be Iyght
Of love, I wele efpy:
For, lyke as ye have fayed to me, 243
In lyke wyfe hardely
Ye wolde anfwére whofoever it were,
In way of company.
Itis fayd of olde, Sone hote, fone colde;
And fo is a woman. ' 230
Wherfore I to the wode wyll go,
Alone, a banyfhed man.

SHE.
Yf ye take hede, it is no nede
Such wordes to fay by me;
For oft ye prayed, and longe affayed, 255
Or I you loved, parde: |
And though that I of aunceftry
A barons daughter be,
Yet have you proved howe I you loved
A fquyer of lowe degres 260
And ever fhall, whatfo befall 5
To dy therfore * anone;
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
1 love but you alone.
Ver. 251. For I muft to the grene wode go, Prol. axd Mr. 7.
Ver. 253, yet is. Camb, Copy. Perbaps for yt is. Ver. 262. dy

with him, Editor's MS.
# [, for thiscaufe; the' I were to die for baving loved you,

D4 He.
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Hz.
A barons chylde to be begylde! 265
It were a curfed dede;
‘To be felawe with an outlawe!
Almighty God forbede!
Yet beter were, the pore fquysre
Alone to foreft yede, - 270
Than ye fholde fay anether day,
That, by my curfed dede,
Ye were betray’d: Wherfore, good mayd,
The beft rede that I can,
Is, that I to the grene wode go, 278
Alone, a banyfhed man.

SHx.
Whatever befall, I never fhall
Of this thyng you upbrayd:
But yf ye go, and leve me fo,
Than have ye me betrayd. 280
Remember you wele, howe that ye dele ;
For, yf ye, as ye fayd,
Be fo unkynde, to leve behynde,
Your love, the Not-browne Mayd,
Truft me truly, that I fhall dy 28g
Sone after ye be gone;
For, in my mynde, of all manyknde
1 love but you alone.

Y. 248, outbrayd. Pral and My, W. Ver. 282. ye be as. Prol.
Mr. W. Ver. 283. Ye were unkyndc to leve me behynde.
Prol, and Mr. H.

Hz,
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He.

Y that ye went, ye (holde repent;

For in the foreft nowe
I have purvayed me of a mayd,

Whom I love more than you;
Another fayrére, than ever ye were,

I dare it wele avowes
And of you bothe eche fholde be wrothe

With other, as I trowe: :
It were myne efe, to lyve in pefe;

So wyll I, yf Ican;
Wherfore I to the wode wyll go,

Alone, a banyflied man.

SHE.

Though in the wode I undyrftode
Ye had a paramour,

All this may nought remove my thought,
But that I wyll be your:

And fhe fhall fynde me fofr, and kynde,
And courteys every hour ;

Glad to fulfyll all that fhe wyll
Commaunde me to my powers

For had ye, lo, an hundred mo,
¢ Of them I wolde be one;®

For, in my mynde, of all markynde
1 love but you alone, '

Var. 310, So the Editor's MS. Al the printed copies read,

Yetwold 1 be that one.

41

290

295

300

305

He.



42 ANCIENT POEMS.

He.
Myne owne dere love, I fe the prove
That ye be kynde, and true;
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, 318
The beft that ever I knewe.
Be mery and glad, be no more fad,
The cafe is chaunged newe ;
For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe,
Ye fliolde have caufe to rewe. 320
Be nat difmayed; whatfoever I fayd
To you, whan I began; '
I wyll nat to the grene wode go,
I am no banyfhed man.

SuE.
Thefe tydings be more gladd to me, 325
Than to be made a quene,
Yf I were fure they fholde endure:
But it is often fene,
Whan men wyll breke promyfe, they fpeke
The wordés on the fplene. 330
Ye fhape fome wyle me to begyle,
And ftele from me, I wene:
Than, were the cafe worfe than it was,
And I more wo-begone :
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 333
I love but you alone,

Ver. 315, of all. Prol. and Mr. 1V, Ver. 325, gladder. Prol.
and Mr. V.
Hz.
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He.
Ye fhall nat nedc further to drede;
_ I wyll nat dyfparige
You, (God defond!) fyth ye defcend
Of fo grete a lynige. 340
Nowe undyrftande; to Weﬁmarlande, -
. Which is myne herytage,
I wyll you brynge; and with a rynge,
By way of maryage
I wyll you take, and lady make, 3485
‘As fhortely as I can: i
Thus have you won an erlys fon,
And not a banyfhed man.”

AvrTHozr.

¢« Here may ye fe, that women be

1n love, meke, kynde, and ftable: 3
Late never man reprove them than,

Or call them variable;
Bur, rather, pray God, that we may

"o them be comfortable;

Which fometyme proveth fuch, as he loveth, 353

Yf they be charytable. ‘
Forfyth men wolde that women fholde

Be meke to them each ones
Moche more ought they to God obey,

And ferve but hym alone. 360

Ver, 340. grete lynyage. Prol. and My. V. Ver. 347. Then have.
Prol. Ver. 348. And no banythed. Prol. and M. V. V. 352.
This line awanting in Prol. and Mr. W. Ver 355. proved—Iloved.
Prol. and M, Wg 1b. as loveth. Camb. V. 357. Forfoth. Prol. and

Me. W.

VIL A
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VII.
A BALET BY THE EARL RIVERS.

The amiable light in whick the charaller of Anthony
Widville the gallant Earl Rivers has been placed by the ele-
gant Author of the Catal. of Noble Writers, intercfls us in
awhatever fell from his pen. It isprefumed therefore that the
infertion of this little Sonnet will be pardoned, th’ it fhould
ot be found to have muck poetical merit, It is the only ori-
ginal Poem known of that mobleman's; his more wvoluminous
works being only tranflations.  And if we confider that it
was written during kis cruel confinement in Pomfret taftle
a fhort time before his execution in 1483, it gives us a fine
pidure of the compofure and fleadinefs with whick this flout
earl beheld his approaching fate.

This Ballad we owe to ROUSE a cuntemporary ﬁi'ﬂa-
rian, who feems 1o have copied it from the Earl’s own hand
writing. 1o tempore, fays this writer, incarcerationis
apud Pontem-fraCtum edidit unum BaLET in anglicis,
ut mihi monftratum eft, quod fubfequitur fub his verbis:
©um topat mulpng, &c. ¢ Rofli Hift. 8vo. 2 Edit. p. 213.”
In Rouje the 2d Stanza, &c. is imperfedt, but the Defects
are here fupplied from a more perfect Copy printed in ** Ane
cient Songs, from the Time of K. Hen. III. to the Revoe
Jution,” page 87. 0

This little picce, which perkaps ought rather to have been
printed in flanzas of eight fhort lines, is written in imita-
tion of @ poem of Chaucer’s, that will be found in Urry's
Edit. 1727, p. 5§55, beginning thus:

¢ Alene walkyng, In thought plainyng,
“ And fore fighying, All defolate. =
¢ My remembrying gf my livyng
My death wifbyng Bothe erly and late.
¢ Infortunate Is fo my fate
“ That wote ye what, Out of mefure
4 My life I bhates Thus defperate
«In fuch pore eftate, Doc I endure, &
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45

TUMWHAT mufyng, And more mornyng,

In remembring The unftydfaftnes;
This world being Of fuch whelyng,
Me contrarieng, What may I gefle?

I fere dowtles, Remediles,
Is now to fefe My wofull channce.
{ For unkyndnefs, Withouten lefs,
And no redrefs, Me doth avaunce,

With difplefaunce, To my grevaunce,
And no furaunce Of remedy. ]

Lo in this traunce, Now in {ubftaunce,
Such is my dawnce, Wyllyng to dye.

Me thynkys truly, Bowndyn am I,
And that gretly, To be content:

Seyng playnly, Fortune doth wry
All contrary From myn entent.

My lyff was lent Me to on intent,

Hytt is ny fpent. Welcome fortune!
But I ne went Thus tobe fhent,

But fho hit ment; Such is hur won,

Ver. 15. That fortune. Ry ﬁ Hig.
Ver 19 Went, 7. e, wecned.
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VIIL
CUPID’s ASSAULT: BY LORD VAUX.

The Reader will think that infant Poetry grew apace
between the times of RIVERs and V AUX, the' nearly contem-
poraries 5 if the following Somg is the compofition of that Sir
NicHoLAs (afterwards Lord) VAUX, who was the fhin-
ing ornament of the court of Henry VII, and died in the
year 1523.

And yet to this Lord it is attributed by Puttenham in his
“ Art of Eng. Pocfie, 158, 410 a writer commonly well
informed : take the paflage at large. “ In this figure
¢ [Counterfait Aftion] the Lord NicuoLas VAvux, a
“ noble gentleman and muck delighted in vulgar making,
““and a man otherwife of no great learning, but hawin
¢ herein a marvelous facilitie, made a dittie reprefenting the
“ Battayle and Affault of Cupide, fo excellently well, as for
“ the gallant and propre application of his filtion in every
< part, I cannot choofe but fet downe the greateft part of his
‘< ditty, for in truth it cannot be amended. WrEN CuUPID
¢ scALED, £9¢.” p. 200. For a farther account of Ni-
cholas Lord Vaux, fee Mr. Walpole’s Noble Authors, Vol. I.

T ke following Copy is printed from the firft Edit. of Sur-
rey’s Poemsy 1587, ato,—— See another Song of Lord Faux's
in the preceding Pol. Book II. No, I1.

HEN Cupide fcaled firft the fort,
Wherein my hart lay wounded fore;
The Batry was of fuch a fort,
That I muft yelde or die therfore.

There fawe I Love upon the wall, 5
How he his banner did difplay ; -
Alarme, alarme, he gan to call:

And bad his fouldiours kepe aray.
The
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The armes, the which that Cupide bare,

Were pearced hartes with teares befprent, 10
In filver and fable to declare

The ftedfaft love, he alwayes ment.

There might you fe his band all dreft
In colours like to white and blacke,

With powder and with pelletes preft 15
To bring the fort to fpoile and facke.

Good-wyll, the maifter of the fhot,
Stode in the rampire brave and proude,
For fpence of pouder he fpared not
Affault! affault! to crye aloude. 20

There might you heare the cannons rore ;
Eche pece difcharged a lovers loke ; .
Which had the power to rent, and tore
In any place whereas they toke,

And even with the trumpettes fowne 25
‘The fcaling Iadders were up fet,

And Beautie walked up and dowoe,
With bow in hand, and arrowes whet,

‘Then firft Defire began to fcale,

And fhrouded him under ¢his’ targe; 30
As one the worthieft of them all,

And apteft for to geve the charge. H

Ver. 30. her. Ed. 1557, fo Ed. 1535
Then
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Then pufhed fouldiers with their pikes,

And halberdes with handy firokes;

‘The argabuthe in flefhe it lightes,

And duns the ayre with mifty fmokes.

And, as it is the fouldiers ufe

When fhot and powder gins to want,

I hanged up my flagge of truce,

And pleaded up for my livés grant.

‘When Fanfy thus had made her breche,

And Beanty entred with her band,

With bagge and baggage, fely wretch,

I yelded into Beauties hand.

Then Beautie bad to blow retrete,

And every fouldier to retire,

And mercy wyll’d with fpede to fet

Me captive bound as prifoner.

Madame, quoth I, fith that this day

Hath ferved you at all affayes,

I yeld to you without delay

Here of the fortrefle all the kayes.

And fith that I have ben the marke, '

At whom you fhot at with your eye;

Nedes muft you with your handy warke,

Or falve my fore, or let me die.

35
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o SIN CE the foregoing Song was firft printed off, rea-

| fons hawe occurred, whick incline me to belicve that
Lord V'aux the poet was not the Lord NicuoLas VAuXx,
who died in 1523, but rather a fuccefor of his in the
#itle. For in the firft place it is remarkable that all the
old wwriters mention Lord Vaux, the poct, as camemporaEry or
rather pofterior to Sir Tuomas WYAT, and the E. of
SURREY, neither of which made any figure till long after
the death of the firft Lord Nicholas Vaux. Thus Puttenbam
in his “ Art of Englife Poefie, 1§89.” in pv 48, having
named SKELTON, adds, ** In the latter end of the fame
¢ kings raigne [ Henry VIIL) fprong up a new company of
“ courtly Makers, [ Poets] of whom Sir Tuomas Wyar
“ b elder, and Henry Earl of SuwREY were the two
“ chigftaines, who having travailed into Italie, and there
 tafied the fweet and flately meafures and flile of the
¢ Italian pogfie « o greatly polifbed our rude and homely
“ manner of wulgar pocfie . . .. In the SAME TIME, or
% NOT LONG AFTER was the Lord Nicuoras Vaux,
“ a man of much facilitic in vulgar makings *.)'—Webbe
in bis Difeourfe of Englift Poectrie, 1486, ranges them in
the following order, * The E of Surrey, the Lord Vavx,
Norton, Brifiow.” And Gafcoigne, in the place quotedin the
12 vol. of this work, (B.1I, No. IL.] mentions Lord Vavx
after Surrey.———Again, the file and meafure of Lord
Vaux’s picces feem too refined and polifked -for the age of
Henry V11, and rather refemble the finiothnefs and harmony
of Surrey and Wyat, than the rude metre of Skelton and
Hawes :— But what put; the matier out of all doubt, in the
Britifh Mfeum is @ copy of kis poem, 1 lothe that I did
love, [vid. val. I. ubi fupra) with this title, 4 dyttye or
¢ fouet made by the Lord Vaus, in the time of the noble
‘¢ Quene Marye, reprefenting the image of Death.” Harl.
MSS. No. 1703, §. 2<.
1t is evident then that Lord V avux the poet was not he that
ourifhed iu the veign of Henry vij. but cither bis fony or
grandfon: andyet according to Dugdal’s Baronage, Mgﬁrmer
was named THOM AS, and the latter WiLL1am: bse this

* iv e, Canpofitions in Englifb,
' Vou. Il E difficulty
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difficulty is not great, for none of the old writers mention the
chriftian name of the poetic Lord Vaux ¥, except Puttenham 3
and it is more likely that ke might be miftaken in that Lord’s -
name, than in the time in whick he lived, who was fo-nearly
bis contemporary. 1 . ! 2 L

Tuomas Lord VAUX, of Harrowden in Northampion-
Shire, ewas fummoned to partiament in 1§3v.  When be died
does not appear; but he probably lived 'till the latter end of
Rueen Mary's reign, fince bis fon.

WILLIAM was not fummoned to parl. till the laff year of
that reign, in 1658, This Lorddied in 1595. Sec Dug-
dale, V. Il. p. 304. Upon the awhole I am inclined
to believe that Lord TuomAs was the POET.

% In tbe Paradife of Dainty Devifesy 1596, be is called fimply
¢¢ Lord Vaux the elder.””

IX.
SIR ALDINGAR.

This old fabulous legend is given from the Editor’s folie
MS awith conjetural emendations, and the infertion of fome
additional flanzas to fupply and complear the flory.

It has been fuggefted to the Editor, that the duthor of this
Poem feems to have had in bis eye the flory of Gunkilda, wwho
is_ fometimes called Eleanor, and.was married to the Emperor
Ykere called King) Henry.

UR king he kept a falfe flewirde,
Sir Aldingar they him call;
A falfer fteward than he was one,
Servde not in bower nor hall,

He wolde have layne by our comelye queene, [

Her deere worfhippe to betraye :
Qur

e

a
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Our-queene the was a good woman,
- And evermore faid him' aaye. -

Sir'Aldingar-was wrothe in his mind, :
X With her hee was nevef content, 10
Till traiterous meanes he colde devyfe,
Ina fyer to have her brent.

There came a lazar to the kings gate,
* A lazar both blinde and lame:

He tooke the lazar upon his backe, 15
Him on the quecnes bed has layne.

¢ Lye ftill, lazir, wheras thou lyeft,
¢ Looke thou goe not hence away ;
¢ Ile make thee a whole man and a found
¢ In two howers of the day *.” 20

Then went him forth fir Aldingar,
And hyed him to our king:
¢ If I might have grace, as I have fpace,
¢ Sad tydings I could bring.”
Say on, fay on, fir Aldingar, - ¢ 28
Saye on the foothe to mee.
¢ Our queene hath chofen a new new love,
“¢ And fhee will have none of thee.

* He probably :rgﬁrmnt:.r that the king fbould beal him by Bis power of
touching for the King's Evil,

E 2 0 sy
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¢ If fhee had chofen a right good knight,

¢ The lefle had beene her fhame; 30
¢ But fhe hath chofe her a lazar man,

¢ A lazar both blinde and lame.”

If this be true, thou Aldingar,
The tyding thou telleft to me,

Then will I make thee a rich rich knight, 3§
Rich both of golde and fee.

But if it be falfe, fir Aldingar,
As God nowe grant it bee!
Thy body, I fiveare by the holye rood,
Shall hang on the gallows tree. 40

He brought our king to the queenes chambeér,
And opend to him the dore.

A lodlye love, king Harry fays,
For our queene dame Elinore!

If thou were a man, as thou art none, 4%
Here on my fword thouft dye ;

But a payre of new gallowes fhall be built,
And there fhalt thou hang on hye.

Forth then hyed our king, I wyfle,
And an angry man was hee ; 58
And foone he found queene Elinore,

That bride fo bright of -blce.
Now
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Now God you fave, our queene, madame,
And Chrift you fave and fee ;

Heere you have chofen a newe newe love,
And you will have none of mee.

If you had chofen a right good knight,
The leffe had been your fhame:

But you have chofe you a lazar man,
A lazar both blinde and lame,

Therfore a fyer there fhall be built,
And brent all fhalt thou bee.——

% Now out alacke! faid our comly queene,
Sir Aldingar’s falfe to mee.

Now out alacke ! fayd our comlye queene,
My heart with griefe will braft.

1 had thought fwevens had never been true;
I have proved them true at lagt,

I dreamt in my fweven on thurfday eve,
In my bed wheras I laye,

1 dreamt a grype and a grimlie beaft
Had carryed my crowne awaye;

My gorgett and my kirtle of golde,
Aud all my faire head-geere: -

And he wold worrye me with his tulh
And to his neft y-beare;
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Saving there came a litle ¢ gray’ hawke,
A merlin him they call,

Which untill the grounde did ftrike the grype,

That dead he downe did fall. !

Giffe I were a man, as now I am none,
A battell wold I prove,

To fight with thae traitor Aldingar;
Att him T caft my glove.

But feeing Ime able noe battell to make,
My liege, grant me a knight

To fight with that traitor fir Aldingar,
To maintaine me in my right.”

¢ Now forty dayes I will give thee
To feeke thee a knight therin:

If thou find not a knight in forty dayes
Thy bodye it muft brenn.”

Then fhee fent eaft, and fhee fent weft,
By north and fouth hedeene:

But never a champion colde fhe find,
Wolde fight with that knight foe keene,

Now twenty dayes were fpent and gone,
Noe helpe there might be had;

Many a teare thed our comelye queené
And aye her hart was fad,

Ver. 77. fec below, ver. 137,"
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Then came one of the queenes damsélles,
And knelt upon her knee,

¢ Cheare up, cheare up, my gracious dame,
I truft yet helpe may bes

And here I will make mine avowe,
And with the fame me binde ;

That never will I return to thee,
Till I fome helpe may finde.”

‘Then forth fhe rode on a faire palfriye
Qer hill and dale about :

But never a champion colde fhe finde,
Wolde fighte with that knight fo_ftout.

And nowe the daye drewe on a pace,
When our good queene muft dye;
All woe-begone was that faire damsélle,
When fhe found no helpe was nye.

All woe-begone was that faire damsélle,
And the falt reares fell from her eye:

When lo! as the rode by a rivers fide,
She met with a tinye boye.

A tinye boye fhe mette, God wot,
All clad in ‘mantle of golde;
He feemed noe -more in mans likentffe,
Then a childe of four yeere olde.
. Eg
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Why grieve you, damfelle faire, he fayd,
And what doth caufe you moane?

‘The damfell feant wolde deigne a looke,
But faft fhe pricked on.

Yet turn againe, thou faire damstlle,
And greete thy queene from mee :
When bale is att hyeft, boute is nyeft,

Nowe helpe enoughe may bee.

Bid her remember what fhe dreamt
In her bedd, wheras fhee laye;

How when the grype and the grimly beaft
Wolde have carried her crowne awaye,

Even then there came the litle gray hawke,
And faved her from his clawes s

Then bidd the queene be merry at hart,
For heaven will fende her caufe,

Back then rode that faire damsélle,
And her hart it lept for glee:

And when fhe told her gracious dame
A gladd woman then was fhee.

But when the appointed day was come,
No helpe appeared nye:

Then woeful, woeful was her hart,
And the teares ftood in her eye,
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And nowe a fyer was built of wood;

And a flake was made of tree; - 150
And now queene Elinor forth was led,

A forrowful fight to fee.

Three times the herault he waved his hand,
And three times {pake on hye:

Giff any good knight will fende this dame, 155
Come forth, or fhee muft dye.

No knight ftood forth, no knight there came,
No helpe appeared nye:
And now the fyer was lighted up,
Queen Elinor fhe muft dye. 160

And now the fyer was lighted up,
As hot as hot might bee; 3
When riding upon a little white fteed,
The tinye boy they fee.

 Away with that ftake, away with thofe brands, 165
And loofe our comelye queene: :
Iam come to fight with fir Aldingar, o
And prove him a traitor keene.”

*
Forthe then ftood fir Aldingar,
But when he faw the chylde, 170
He laughed, and fcoffed, and turned his backe,

And weened he had been beguylde.
¢ ¢ Now
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¢« Now turne, now turne thee, Aldingar,
And eyther fighte or flee;

1 troft that 1 fhall avenge the wronge, 175
Thoughe I am fo {mall to fee.””

The boye pulld forth a well good fworde
So gilt it dazzled the ce 5
The fitft firoke firicken at Aldingar
Smote oft his leggs by the knee. 180

¢ Stand up, ftand up, thou falfe traitor,
" And fight upon thy feete,
For and thou thrive, as thou begin’ft,
Of height wee fhall be meete.”

A prieft, a prief, fayes Aldingir, 183
‘While I am a man alive.

A prieft, a prieft, ' yes Aldingar,
Me for to houzle and fhrive.

T wolde have laine by our comlie queene,

Bot fhee wolde never confent ; 190
Then I thought to betraye her unto our kinge

In a fyer to have her brent,

There came a lazar to the kings gates,
A lazar both blind and lame:
* 1 tooke the lazar upon my backe, 195
And on her bedd had him layne,
’ Then
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Then ranne I to our comlye king,
Thefe tidings fore to tell.

But ever alacke! fayes Aldingar,
Falfing never doth well,

Forgive, forgive me, queene, madame,
The fhort time I muft live.

“ Nowe Chrift forgive thee, Aldingar,
As freely 1 forgive,” .

Here take thy queene, our king Harryg,
And love her as thy life,

For never had a king in Chriftentye,
A truer and fairer wife.

King Henrye ran to clafpe his queene,
And loofed her full fone:

Then turad to look for the tinye boye;

The boye was vaniflit and gone,

But firft he had touchd the lazar man,
And ftroakt him with his hand:

The lazar under the gallowes tree
All whole and founde did ftand,

‘The lazar under the gallowes tree
Was comelye, ftraight and tall ;
King Henrye made him his head ftewirde
To wayte withinn his hall. ~ *,*
X.
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X.
THE GABERLUNZIE MAN.

A Scorrtisu Song,

Tradition informs us that the author of this fong was K.,
Yames V. of Scorland.  This prince (whofe charadter for
wit and libertinifm bears a great refemblence to that of his
gay fucceffor Charles 11.) was noted for firolling about bis
dominions in difguife®, and for bis frequent gallantries with
country girls, Two adventures of this kind ke hath cele-
brated with bis own pen, iz. in this ballad of THE GA-
EERLUNZIE MAN; and in another intitled THE JoLLyY
BeGGAR, beginning thus:

‘Thair was a jollie beggar, and a begging he was boun,
And he tuik up his quarters into a land’art toun.
Fa, la, la, &c.

1t feems to be the latter of thefe ballads (which avas
o0 Licentious to be admitted into this colleition) that is meant
in the Cotalogue of Royal and Noble Authors , where the
ingenious writer remarks, That there is fomething wvery
Iudicrons in the young woman’s diftrefs when fbe thought her
Jift favour had been thrown away upon a beggar.

p. Tanncr has attributed to %me,r V. the celebrated Bal-
lad of Curist’s Kirk oN THE GREEN, which is
aferibed to K. Fames I. in Bannatyne’s MS. written in
1668 And notwithfanding that autherity, the Editor of
this Book is of opinion that Bp. Tanner was right.

K. Janes V. died Dec. 15th, 15425 aged 33.

% fe. of a tinker, beggar, &e. Thus be ufed to vifit a fmith’s
daughter at Niddry, ncar Edinburgh, + V. IL p. 203.

*THE
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HE pauky auld Catle came ovir the lee
Wi’ mony good-eens and days to mee,

Saying, Goodwife, for zour courtefic,

Will zc lodge a filly poor man?
The night was cauld, the carle was wat, 5
And down azout the ingle he fat;
My dochters fhoulders he gan to clap,

And cadgily ranted and fang. i

O wow! quo he, were I as free,

As firft when I faw this countrie, 10

How blyth and merry wad I bee!
And 1 wad nevir think lang.

He grew canty, and fhe grew fain;

But little did her auld minny ken

What thir flee twa togither were fay’n, 15
When wooing they were fa thrang,

And O! quo he, ann ze were as black,
As evir the crown of your dadyes hat,
Tis I wad lay thee by my back,
And awa wi’ me thou fould gang. 20
And O! quoth fhe, ann I were as white,
As evir the fnaw lay on the dike,
Ild clead me braw, and lady-like,
And awa with thee Iid gang.

Between the twa was made a plot ; h ay
They raife a wee before the cock,
And wyliely they fhot the lock,

2 And
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And faft to the bent are thejr gane.
Up the morn the auld wife raife,
And at her leifure put on her claiths,
Syne to the fervanis bed fhe gaes

To fpeir for the filly poor man.

She gaed to the bed, whair the beggar lay,

The ttrae was cauld, he was away,

She ciapt her hands, cryd, Dulefu’ day!
Fer fome of our geir will be gane.

Sorre ran to coffer, and fome to kift,

But nought was flown that could be mift.

Sle dancid her lane, cryd, Praife be bleft,
1 have lodgd a leal poor man.

Since naithings awa, as we can learn,
The kirns to kirn, and milk to earn,

30

35

40

Gac butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my bairn,

And bid her come quickiy ben.
The fervant gied where the dochter lay,
The fheets was cauld, fhe was away,
And faft to her goodwife can fay,
_ Shes aff with the gaberlunzie-man.

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin,
And hatt ze, find thefe traitors agen;
For fhees be burnt, and hees be flein,

Ver. 29. The Carline. Other copies. -
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The wearyfou gaberlunzie-man.
Some rade upo horfe, fome ran a fit,
The wife was wood, and out o’ her wit;
She could na gang, nor yet could fhe fit,

But ay did curfe and did ban,

Mean time far hind out owre the lee,
For fnug in a glen, where nane could fee,
The twa, with kindlie fport and glee,

Cut frae a new cheefe a whang.
The priving was gude, it pleas’d them baith,
To lo’e her for ay, he gae her his aith.
Quo fhe, to leave thee, I will be laith,

My winfome gabérlunzie-man,

O kend my minny I were wi’ zou,
Ilifardly wad fhe crook her mou,
Sic a poor man fheld nevir trow,

Aftir the gaberlunzie-mon.
My dear, quo he, zee’re zet owre zonges
And hae na learnt the beggars tonge,
To follow me frae toun to toun,

And carrie the gaberlunzie on.

Wi’ kauk and keel, 1ll win zour bread,
And fpindles and whorles for them wha need,
Whilk is a gentil (rade indced
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The gaberlunzie to carrie—o,
11l bow my leg and crook my knee,
And draw a black clout owre my ee,
A criple or blind they will cau me:
While we fall fing and be merrie——o0. 8o

XI.
ON THOMAS LORD CROMWELL.

It is ever the fate of a difgraced minifier to be forfaken
by bis friends, and infulted by his enemies, always reckon-
ing among the latter the giddy inconflant multitude. We
have bere a fpurn at fallen greatnefs from fome angr
partifan of declining popery, who conld never forgive the
downfall of their Diana, and lofs of their craft. The
ballad feems to have been compofed berween the time of Crom-
well’s commitment to the tower, Jume 11, 1§40, and that
of his being beheaded Fuly 28, following, A fhort inters
wal! but Henry's paffion for Catharine Howard would
admit of no delay. ~Notwithflanding our libeller, Cromwell
had many excellent qualitics ; his great fault was too much
obfequioufnefs to the arbitrary WiLL of his mafler; but let
it be confidered that this mafter had raifed him from obfcurity,
and that the high-born nobility bad fhewn him the way in
every kind of mean and fervile compliance~—The original
copy printed at London in 1§40, is tntitled, “ A newe ballade
““ made of Thomas Crumwel called TROLLE oN awAY.””
To it is prefixed this diftick by way of burthen,

‘Trolle on away, trolleon awaye.
Synge heave and howe rombelowe trolle on away.

BOTH
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‘
OTH man and chylde is glad to heretell
Of that falfe traytoure Thomas Crumwell,
Now that he is fet to learne to fpell,
Synge trolle on away.

When fortune lokyd the in th‘y face,

Thou haddyf fayre tyme, but thou lackydyft grace; s

Thy cofers with golde thou fyl]ydﬁ a pace. . N
Synge, &e.

Both plate and chalys came to thy fyft,

Thou lockydft them vp where no man wyft,

Tyll in the kynges treafoure fuche thinges were myft,
Synge, &c.

Both cruft and crumme came thorowe thy handes, 10
Thy marchaundyfe fayled over the fandes,
Therfore nowe thou art layde faft in bandes.

-Synge, &c.

Fyrfte when kynge Henry, God faue his grace !

Perceyud myfchefe kyndlyd in thy face,

Then it was tyme to purchafe the a place. N 4
Synge, &c,

Hys grace was euer of gentyll nature,
Mouyd with petye, and made the hys feruyture;
But thou, as a wretche, fuche thinges dyd procure.
Synge, &c.
Vor. II. F Thou
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Thou dyd not remembre, falfe heretyke,
One God, one fayth, and one kynge catholyke, 20
For thou haft bene {o long a fcy{matyke.

Synge, &c.

Theu woldyf not learne to knowe thefe thre;

But euer was full of iniquites

Wherfore all this lande hathe ben troubled with the.
Synge, &c.

All they, that were of the new trycke, 25

Agaynft the churche thou baddeft them ftycke;

Wherfore nowe thou hafte touchyd the quycke.
Synge, &c,

Bothe facramentes and facramentalles

Thou woldyft not fuffre within thy walles;

Nor let vs praye for all chiyften foules, 30
Synge, &c.

Of what generacyon thou were no tonge can tell,
Whyther of Chayme, or Syfchemell,
Or cife fent vs frome the denyll of hell.

Synge, &c.

T hou woldeft neuer to vertue applye,
But couetyd euer to clymme to hye, 35
And nowe hafte thou trodden thy flioo awrye. .
fynge, &c.
Vere 22. ies Cainy or Iftmacl. Sce below, the Note, Book I
Noy 1T fanza 3d.
2 Who-
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Who-fo-euer dyd winne thou wolde not lofe;
Wherfore all Englande doth hate the, as I fuppofe,
Bycaufe thou watt falfe to the redolent rofe.

Synge, &c.

Thou myghteft have learned thy cloth to flocke 49

Upon thy grefy fullers ftocke ;

Wherfore lay downe thy heade vpon this blocke.
Synge, &c.

Yet faue that foule, that God hath bought,

And for thy carcas care thou nought,

Let it futfre payne, as it hath wrought. \ 45
Synge, &c.

God faue kyng Henry with all his power,

And prynce Edwarde that goodly flowre,

With al hys lordes of great honoure.
Synge trolle on awaye, fyng trolle on away.,
Hevye and how rombelowe trolle on awaye.

Ver. 41, Cromwell’s iatb:r it generally faid to bave been a Blackfmith
af Putney: but the autbor of this Ballad would infinuate that either he
bimfelf or fome of bis anceflors avere Fullers by trade,

L4 The foregoing Piece gave rife to a poctic controver/p,
which was carried on thrd a fucceffon of feven or eight
Ballads written for and againft Lord CROMWELL. ‘Tfe 3
are all preferved in the archives of the Antiquarian Society,
in a large folio Colleftion of Proclamations, €'c. made in the
Reigus of K. Hena VIIL K, Edw. V1, Q. Mary, 2. Eliz.
K. Fames I, &, .

F 2 © XII. HAR-
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XII.
HARPALUS.

AN ANCIENT ENGLISH PASTORAL.

This beautiful poem, which is perbaps the firf} attempt at
paforal writing in our language, is preferved among the
SoNGS AND SONNETTES of the carl of Surrey, €c. 4to.
in that part of the colleftion, which confifts of pieces by
UNCERTAIN AUCTOURs. Thefe poems were ﬁfﬂ’}ublt]hd
in 1487, ten years after that accomplificd nobleman fell a
iltim to the tyranny of Henry VIII : but it is prefumed moft
of them were compofed before the death of fir Thomas Wyats
in 1541, See Surrey’s Poems, 4to. fol. 19, 49.

Tho' written perhaps near half a century before the SHEP-
HERD’S CALENDAR ¥, this will be found far fuperior to
any of thofe Eclogues, in natural unaffelted [entiments, in
fimplicity of fiyle, in eafy flow of werfification, and all other
beautics of pafloral poetry. Spenfer ought to have profited
more by fo excellent a model,

HYLIDA was a faire mayde,
As frefh as any flowre;
‘Whom Harpalus the herdman prayde.
To be his paramour.

Harpalus, and eke Corin, [
Were herdmen both yfere :

And Phylida could twift and fpinne,
And thereto fing full clere.

® Firfl publifbed in 15790
2 But
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But Phylida was all td coye, 2
For Harpalus to winnes v 10
For Corin was her onely joye,
Who forfl her not a pinne,

How often would fhe flowers twine 2
How often garlandes make

Of couflips and of colombine ? 15
And al for Corin’s fake.

But Corin, he had haukes to lure,
And forced more the field:
Of lovers lawe he toke no cure;
For once he was begilde. 20

Harpalus prevailed nought,
His labour all was loft 3

For he was fardeft from her thought,
And yet he loved her moft.

Therefore waxt he both pale and leane, 25
And drye as clot of clay:

His flefhe it was confumed cleane;
His colour gone away.

His beard it had not long be fhave ;
His heare hong all unkempt 30
A man moft fit even for the grave, i
Whom fpitefull love had fpent.
F3 Hig
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Corin he liveth carélefle:
He leapes among the leaves:
He eates the frutes of thy redrefle:
Thou ¢ reapft’, he takes the fheaves. 6o

My beaftes, a whyle your foode refraine,
And harke your herdmans founde:

Whom fpitefull love, alas! hath flaite,
Through-girt with many a wounde.

O happy be ye, beaftes wilde, 65
‘That here your pafture takes:

1 fe that ye be not begilde ;
Of thefe your faithfull makes.

The bart he feedeth by the hinde:

The bucke harde by the do: 70
‘The turtle dove is not unkinde

‘To him that loves her fo.

The ewe fhe hath by her the ramme:
The yong cow hath the bull :

The calfe with many a lufty lambe 75
Do fede their hunger full,

But, wel-away! that nature wrought
The, Phylida, fo faire:
For I may fay that I have bought
Thy beauty alt t5 deare, 8o
F 4 What
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XIIIL.
ROBIN AND MAKYNE

AN ANCIENT ScoTTisH PAsTorAL.

The palm of pafloral poefy is here contefted by @ cotempo-
rary 'w[:'iter ﬁlé\ﬁ the au}t)&arj of the fore;oﬁg. J‘Tﬁa eritics
will judge of their refpedlive merits; but muff make fome
allowance for the preceding ballad, whick is given frmply,
as it flands in the old editions : whereas this, whick follows,
has been revifed and amended throughout by ALLAN RAm-
sEY, from whofe EVER-GREEN, Fol. L. it is here chiefly
printed. The curious Reader may however compare it with
the more original copy, printed among ““ Ancient Scottifh
¢ Poems, from the MS. of George Bannatyne, 1568, Edinb.
“ 1770, 12m0” Mr, RoserT HENRYSON (70 whom
we are indebted for this Poem) appears to fo much advan-
tage among the writers of eclogue, that we are forry we can
give little other account of him befides what is contained in
the following eloge, written by W, Dunbar, a Scottifl poet,
who lived a‘%out the middle gfyt/;e 16th century :

“ In Dumferling, he {Death] hath tane Broun,
“ With gude Mr. Robert Henryfon.”

Indeed fome little further infight into the kiffory of this
Scottifk bard is gained from the title prefixed to fome of his
poems preferved in the Britifh Jllu]t/}um; viz. *“ The morall
“ Fabillis of Efop compylit be Maifler RoserT HENRI-
¢ souN, scoLmMalsTER of Dumfermling, 1571, Harleian
DMSS. 3865. § 1.

Iz Ramfay's EvERGREEN, Pol. I avhencethe above difiich
is extradted, are preferved two other little Doric pieces by
Henryfon; the one intitled THE LYON AND THE MoUse ;
theother, THE GARMENT OF GUDE LADYIS,  Some other
of his Poems may be feen in the  Ancient Scottife Poems
¢ printed from Bannatyne'’s MS."” above referred to.

ROBIN.
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Robin, he anfwert her againe,
I wat not quhat is luve ;

But I haif marvel in certaine

Quhat makes thee thus wanrufe.
The wedder is fair, and I am fain ;
My fheep gais hail abuve;

And fould we pley us on the plain,
They wald us baith repruve,

¢ Robin, tak tent unto my tale,

¢ And wirk all as I reid;

¢ And thou fall haif my heart all hale,
“ Eik and my maiden-heid :

.4 Sen God, he feadis bute for bale,

¢ And for murning remeid,
¢ I’dern with thee bot gif I dale,
¢ Doubtlefs I am but deid.”

Makyne, to-morn be this ilk tyde,
Gif ye will meit me heir,

Maybe my fheip may gang befyde,
Qubyle we have liggd full neir;
But maugre haif I, gif I byde,

Frae thay begin to feir,

Quhat lyes on heart I will nocht hyd;
Then Makyne mak gude cheir,

¢ Robin, thou reivs me of my reft;
¢ I luve bot thee alane.”
Makyne, adiew! the fun goes weft,
The day is neir-hand gane.

75
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% Robin, in dule I am fo dreft,

¢ That luve will be my bane.”

Makyn, gae luve quhair-eir ye lift,

For leman I luid nane,

¢ Robin, I ftand in fic a ftyle,

¢ 1 fich and that full fair,”

Makyne, I have bene here this quyle;

At hame I with I were,

¢ Robm, my hinny, talk and fmyle,

¢ Gif thou will do nae mair.”

Bakyne, fom other man beguyle,

For hameward I will fare.

Syne Robin on his ways he went,

As light as leif on tree;

But Makyne murnt and made lament,

Schio trow’d him neir to fee.

Robin he brayd attowre the bent:

‘Then Makyne cried on hie,

“ Now may thou fing, for I am fhent!

¢ Quhat ailis luve at me?”

Makyne went hame withouten fail,

And weirylie could weip ;

Then Robin in a full fair dale

Affemblit all his fheip.

Be that fome part of Makyne’s ail,

Out-throw his heart could creip;

Hir faft he followt to affail,

And till her tuke gude keipy
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Abyd, abyd, thou fair Makyne,
A word for ony things
For all my luve, it fall be thyne,
Withouten departing.
All hale thy heart for till have myne, 85
Is all my coveting ;
My theip te morn quhyle houris nyne,
Will need of nae keiping.

«“ Robin, thou haft heard fung and fay,
“ In gefts and ftorys auld, go
“ The man that will not when he may,
< Sall have nocht when he wald.
« I pray to heaven baith nicht and day,
¢ Be eiked their cares fae cauld,
“ That preffes firft with thee to play 93
¢ Be forreft, firth, or fauld.”

Makyne, the nicht is {oft and dry,
The wether warm and fair,
And the grene wod richt neir-hand by,
To walk attowre all where: 169
There may nae janglers us efpy,
That is in luve contrair;
Therin, Makyne, baith you and I
Unfeen may mak repair.

V. 99. Bannatyne's MS. bas woid, st woud, as in Ed. 770

.’ “ Robin,
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XIV.
GENTLE HERDSMAN, TELL TO ME.
DIALOGUE BETWEEN A PILGRIM«AND HERDSMAN-

The feene of this beautiful old ballad is laid near Wal-
Sfingham, in Norfolk, where was anciently an image of the
Virgin Mary, famous over all Europe for the numerous pil-
grimages made to it, and the great riches it poffeffed. Eraf-
mus has given a very exall and humorous defeription Of the
SuperfRitions pracdtifed there in bis time.  See his account of the

- VIRGO PARATHALASSIA, in kis colloguy, intitled, PER E-
GRINATIO RELIGIONIS ERGO. H tells us, the rick offer-
ings in filver, gold, and preciouo flones, that were there fhewwn
him, were incredible, there being fearce a perfon of any note
in England, but what fome time or other poid a vifit, or

Jent a prefent to OUR LADY OF WALSINGHAM *. At the

diffolution of the monafleries in 1538, this fplendid image,
with another from Ipfwick, was carried to Chelfza, and
there burnt in the prefence of commiffioners ; who, we truff,
did not burn the jewels and the finery.

This poem is printed from a copy in the Editor’s folio MS.
avhich had greatly fuffered by the hand of time s but veftiges
of feveral of the lines remaiuing, fome conjeftural fupplements
bave been attempted, which, for greater exaluefs, are in
this one ballad diftinguifbed by Italicks, 3

ENTLE heardfinan, tell to me,
Of curtefy I thee pray,
Unto the towne of Wallingham
Which is the right and ready way.

* Sce at tle end of,

i Ballad an account of the arnual offerings ¢
the Earls of Nortu : ey Fecings of

¢ Unto

4
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¢ Unto the towne of Walfingham [
¢ The way is bard for to be gon;

¢ And verry crooked are thofe pathes
“ For you to find out all alone.”

Weere the miles doubled thrife,

And the way never foe ill, 10
Itt were not enough for mine offence;

Ite is foe grievous and foe ill.

¢ Thy yeeares are young, thy face is faire,
¢ Thy witts are weake, thy thoughts are greene;
¢ Time hath not given thee leave, as yett, 15
¢ For to committ {o great a finne.”

Yes, heardfman, yes, foe woldeft thou fay,
If thou kneweft foe much as I;
My witts, and thoughts, and all the reft,
Have well deferved for to dye.” 20

I am not what I feeme to bee,

My clothes and fexe doe differ farr :
Iam a woman, woe is me!

Born to greeffe and irkfome care.

For my beloved, and well-beloved, 25
My wayward cruclty could kill :

And though my teares will nougﬁt avail,
Moft dearely I bewail him
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He was the flower of noble wights,

None ever more fincere colde bees 30
OF comely mien and fhape hee was,

And tenderlye bec loved mee.

Wien thus I faw ke loved me well,
1 grewe fo proud bis paine to. fee,

That I, whoe did not know myfelfe, t 85
Thought feorne of futk a youth as hee. -

* And grew foe coy and nice to pleafe, «
As women’s lookes are often foe,

He might not kiffe; nor hand forfooth,

. Unleffe I willed him foe to doe.

40
Thus being wearyed with delayes
To fee I pittyed not his greeffe,
He gott him to a fecrett place,
And there he dyed without relecHe,
And

#* Three of the following flanzas bave been fincly parapbrafed by Dr.
GoLDSMIT K, in bis charming ballad of EpwiN anp EMMA; the
rrader of tafle will bave a pleafure in comparing them with the original,

Sand fill I try'd each fickle art,
Importunate and vainy

And while bis paffor touck’d my beart,
I triumpl'd in bis pain.

*Till quite dejeéted with my feorn, gt

He left me tomy pride;
And fought a folitude forlormy T

In feraty wbeqi &'d, =
Vou, II. . G Bt

L e
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And for his fake thefe weeds I weare, " 48
And facriffice my tender age ;

And every day Ile begg my bread,
To undergoe this pilgrimage.

Thus every day I faft and pray,

And ever will doe till T dye; 50
And gett me to fome fecrett place,

For foe did hee, and foe will I

Now, gentle heardfman, afke no more;
But keepe my fecretts I thee pray;

Unto the towne of Walfingam 55
Show me the right and readye way.

¢ Now goe thy wayes, and God before !
¢ For he muft ever guide thee fill :
¢« Turne downe that dale, the right hand path,
¢ And foe, faire pilgrim, fare thee well!” 6o

But mine the forrow, mine the fault,
And well my life fhall poy;

Dl feek the folitude be fought,
And firetch me where ie lay.

Apnd there forlorn defpairing hid,
I'll lay me dowon and dic :
*Twas fo for me that Edwin did

Ané&  for bim will 1,

*.% To fiew what conflant tribute was paid to Ovr
Lapy or Warsincuam, I flall give a few extralts
from the ¢ HousnoLp-Book oF HENRY ALGERNON
Parcy, §th Earl of Northumberland,” Printed 1770, 8ve.

Sedt.
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Sect, XLIII. pag. 337, &e.
Yrem, My Lorde ufith yerly to fend afor Michaelmas for bis
Lordfehip’s Offerynge toour Ladyof Walfyngeham.~iiij d.
I1EM, My Lorde ujith ande accuftumyth to }’/{;’dz  yerely for the
upholdynge of the Light of Wax which bis Lordfchip fynd-
ith birnynge yerly befor our Lady of Walfyngham, conten-
ynge Xj1b. of Wax in it after vijd. ob. for the ﬂ'nd’i’ﬂi‘
of every lb. redy wrought by a covenaunt maid with the
Channon by great, for the hole yere, for the fyndinge of the
Jaid Lyght 5mning,—vi s ving d. ;
Item, Jljj Lord ufeth and accuffomith to fyende yerely to the
Channon that kepith the Light before our Ladyof Walfyn-
gham, for bis reward for the hole [ytre, Sor kepyngesf
the faid Light, lightynge of it at all fervice tymes dayly
thorowt the yere,—X1j d. :
Ytem, My Lord ufith and accuftomyth yerely to fend to the
Prefi that kepith the Light, bightynge of it at all fervice
tymes daily thorowt the yere;—j s, ij d. Nl

XV. ‘
K.EDWARDIV. AND TANNER OF TAMWORTH

Was a flory of great fame among our anceftors.  The au-
thor of the ART oF ENGLISH POESIE, 1589, 420, feems -
10 fpeuk of it as a real falt.—Deferibing that wvicious mode
of fpeech, whick the Greeks called AcYRron, i.e. ¢ When
“we ufe a dark and obfeure word, utterly repugnant- to
¢ that.we fbould exprefs;” ke adds,  Suck manner of un-
“ couth fpeech did the Tanner of Tamworth ufe to king Ed-
< auard the fourth; whick Tanner, baving a great while
 miftaken him, and ufed wvery broad talke with him, at
§ Jength perceivin éy bis traine that it was the king, was
“ afraide he fhould be punifhed for it, [and] faid thus, with
¢ @ certain rude repentance, .

¢ I hope I fhall be kanged to-morrow, .

G 2 ¢ for
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“ for [ feare me] I thall be hanged; wihereat the king
““laughed a good *, not only to fee the Tauner’s vaine
 feare, but alfo to_heare his illfhapen terme: and gave
 him for recompence of his geod fport, the inkeritance of
¢ Plumpton-parke. 1 AM AFRA1D,” concludes this fagaci-
ous writer, ““ THE POETS OF OUR TIMES THAT SPEAKE
¢ MORE FINELY AND CORRECTEDLY, WILL COME
“4TO0 SHORT OF SUCH A REWARD,” P. 214.——Tbe
phrafe, here referred to, is not found in this ballad at pre-
Sent +, but occurs with fome variation in another old poem, in-
titled Joun THE REEVE, deferibed in the following volurme,
(féc the T'reface to THE K1nG anD THE MILLER), wi.
¢ Nay, fayd Jobn, by Gods grace,
¢ And Edward wer in this p{acz,
‘¢ Hee fhold not touch this tenne:
¢ He wold be wroth with John 1 HOPE,
& Thereffore I beflrew the foupe,
“ Thart in his mouth frold come,”” Ptu 2. fl. 24.

The following text is felelFed (with fuck other correftions
as occurred) from two copies in black letter. The one in the
Bodleyan library, intitled, ** Amerric, pleafant, and delec-
 table bifforic betweene K. Edward the Fourth, and a
& Tanner of Tamworth, Ic. printed at London, by Fobn
¢ Danter, 1596.”" This copy, ancient as it wow is, ap-
pears to have been modernized and altered at the time it was
publijked; and many veftiges of the more ancient readings
avere recovered from another copy, (though more recently

rinted,) in one fbeet folioy, without date, in the Pepys cols
ection. .

But thefe are both-very inferior in point of antiguity 1o the
old Ballad of Fue KiNG AND Tue BarkEr, reprinted
with other * Pieces of Ancient Popular Poetry from Authen-
 tic Manuferipts and old Printed Copies, €5¢.” Lond:
1791, 8wo, As that very antique Poein had never occurred
to the Editor of the Reliques, till be faw it in. the abeve
colleftion, he now refers tZe curious Reader to it, as an im-
perfedt and incorredt copy of the old original Ballad.

* Vid. Gloff. + Nor in that of the BARKRR mentioned below.
IN

»
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N fummer time, when leaves grow greene,
And bloffoms bedecke the tree,
King Edward wolde a hunting ryde,
Some paftime for to fee.

With hawke and hounde he made him bowne, 3
With horne, and eke with bowe ;

‘To Drayton Baffet he tooke his waye,
With all his lordes a rowe,

And he had ridden ore dale and downe

By cight of clocke in the day, 3 10
When he was ware of a bold tannir,

Come ryding along the waye.

A fayre ruffet coat the tanner had on
Faft buttoned under his chin,

And under him a good cow-hide, 15
And a mare of four fhilling *,

Nowe ftand you ftill, my good lordes all,
Under the grene wood fpraye ;
And I will wend to yonder fellowe,
Ta weet what he will faye. - 20

* Inthe reign of Edward IV. Dame Cecilly lady of Torboke, in ber
awill dated March 9, A. D. 14663 among many otber bequefis bas this,
« Alfo 2 will that my fonne Thomas of Torboke bave x3s. 4d. to buy bim
¢ an borfe”  Vid. Harleian Catalog. 2176. 27.~—=Now if 13s. 4d.
aveuld purchafe a ficed fit for a perfon of quality, a tanner's borfe might
reafonably be valued at fuur or five fhillings. 7~

G 3 God



86

ANCIENT POEMS.

God fpeede, God fpeede thee, faid our king.
Thou art welcore, fir, fayd hee,

¢ The readyeft waye to Drayton Baflet
1 praye thee to fhewe to mee.” v

¢ To Drayton Baflet woldit thou goe, 25
Fro the place where thou doft ftand ?

The next payre of gallowes thou comeft unto,
Turne in upon thy right hand.”

That is an unreadye waye, fayd our king,

Thou doeft but jeft I fee: 30
Nowe fhewe me out the neareft waye,

And I pray thee wend with mee,

Awaye with a vengeance! quoth the tanner:
I hold thee out of thy witt:

All daye have I rydden on Brocke my mare, 35
And [ am fafting yett.

¢ Go with me downe to Drayton Baffet,
No daynties we will {pare ;
All daye fhalt thou eate and drinke of the beft,

And I will paye thy fare.” 40
¢

Gramercye for nothing, the tanner replyde,
Thou payeft no fare of mine:
1 trowe IPve more nobles in my purfe,
Than thou haft pence in thine,
i : God
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God give thee joy of them, fayd the king, 45
And fend them well to priefe.

The tanner wolde faine have beene away,
For he weende he had beene a thiefe.

What art thou, hee fayde, thou fine fellowe,
Of thee T am in great feare, ' 50
For the cloathes, thou weareft upon thy backe,
Might befeeme a lord to weare,

I never ftole them, quoth our king,
1 tell you, fir, by the roode.

¢ Then thou playeft, as many an unthriftdoth, g
And ftandeft in midds of thy goode *.”

What tydinges heare you, fayd the kynge,
As you ryde farre and neare ?
¢ 1 heare no tydinges, fir, by the mafle,
But that cowe-hides are deare.” 6o

¢ Cowe-hides! cowe-hides! what things are thofe 2
I marvyell what they bee?”

What art thou a foole ? the tanner reply’d ;
1 carry ene under mee,

What craftfman art thou, faid the king, 65
1 praye thee tell me trowe:

¢ I am a barker 4}, fir, by my trade;
Nowe tell me what art thou?”

* i.e. baft no other awealth, but what thou carrieft about thee,
4 i. s a dealer in Bark.

G 4 Tam
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" 1 am a poore courtier, fir, quoth he,

That am forth of fervice worne ; 79
And faine I wolde thy prentife bee,
‘Thy cunninge for to learne.

Marrye heaven forfend, the tanner replyde,
That thou my prentife were:

Thou woldft fpend mere good than I fhold winne 75
By fortye fhilling a yere. '

Yet one thinge wolde I, fayd our king,
If thou wilt not feeme firarge:
Thoughe my horfe be better than thy mare,
Yet with thee I faine wold change, 8o

T« Why if with me thou faine wilt change,

As change full well maye wee,
By the faith of my bodye, thou proude felldwe,
I will have fome boot of thee,”

That were againft reafon, fayd the king, 83
1 fweare, fo mote I thee : 3
My horfe is better than thy mare,
And that thou well mayft fee.
¢ Yea, fir, but Brocke is gentle and mild,
And foftly fhe will fare 9o

Thy horfe is unrulye and wild, I wifs;
Aye &ipping here and theare,”

What”



ANCILNT POEMS.

89

What boote wilt thou have ? our kihg reply’d ;

Now tell me in this ftound.
¢ Noe pence, nor half pence, by my faye,
But a noble in gold fo round.”

¢ Here’s twentye groates of white moneyé,
Sith thou wiil have it of mee.”

I would have fivorne now, quoth the tanner,
Thou hadft not had one pennié.

But fince we two have made a change,
A change we muft abide,

Although thon hafl gotten Brocke miy mare, .

Thou getteft not my cowe-hide.

I will not have it, fayd the kynge,
T fweare, fo mought I thee;

Thy foule cowe-hide I wolde not beare,
If thou woldft give it to mee.

‘The tanner hee tooke his good cowe-hide,
That of the cow was hite;

And threwe it upon the king’s fadélle,
That was foe fayrelye gilte.

¢ Now help me up, thon fine felldwe,
*Tis time that 1 were gone :

When T come home to Gyllian my wife,
Sheel fay I am a gentilmon.”

9

1c0

r0§

110

115

The
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The king he tooke him up by the legge;
The tanner a f * * lett fall,
Nowe matrye, good fellowe, fayd the kyng,
Thy courtefye is but {fmall. 120

When the tanner he was in the kinges fadélle,
And his foote in the ftirrup was ;

He marvelled greatlye in his miade,
Whether it were golde or brafs.

But when his fteede faw the cows taile wagge, 123
And eke the blacke cowe-horne 3

He ftamped, and ftared, and awaye he ranne,
As the devill had him borne.

The tanner he pulld, the tanner he fweat,
And held by the pummil faft: 130
At length the tanner came tumbling downe ;
His necke he had well-nye braft.
1
Take thy horfe again with a vengeance, he fayd,
With mee he fhall not byde.
My horfe wolde have borne thee well enoughe, 134
But he knewe not of thy cowe-hide.

Yet if againe thou faine woldft change,
As change full well may wee,
By the faith of my bodye, thon jolly tannér,
I will have fome boote of thee.” 140
What
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What boote wilt thou have, -the tanner replyd,
Nowe tell me in this ftounde ? ‘

¢ Noe pence nor halfpence, fir, by my faye,
But I will have twentye pound.”

¢ Here’s twentye groates out of my purfe; 145
And twentye I have of thine:

And I have one more, which we will fpend
Together at the wine,”

The king fet a bugle horne to his mouthe,
And blewe both loude and fhrille : 150
And foone came lords, and foone came knights,
Faft ryding over the hille,

Nowe, out alas ! the tanner he cryde,
That ever I fawe this daye !

Thou art a firong thiefe, yon come thy fellowes 153
Will beare my cowe-hide away.

They are no thieves, the king replyde,
1 fweare, foe mote I thee:

But they are the lords of the north countréy,
Here come to hunt with mee. 160

And foone before our king they came, ¢
And keelt downe on the grounde:

Then might the tanner have beene awaye,
He had lever than twentye pounde. -

Jror A coller,
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A coller, a coller, here: fayd the king, 163
A coller he loud gan crye:

Then woulde he lever then twentye pound, '
He had not beene {o nighe.

A coller, a coller, the tanner he fayd,

1 trowe it will breed forrowe : 170
After a coller commeth a halter,

I trow I fhall be hang’d to-morrowe. 3

Be not afraid Tanner, faid our king ;‘
I tell thee, fo mought I thee,

Lo here I make thee the beft efquire 175
That is in the North countrie *.

For Plumpton-parke I will give thee,
With tenements faire befide:

*Tis worth three hundred markes by the yeare,
To maintaine thy good cowe-hide. . 18q

Gramercye, my liege, the tanner replyde,
For the favour thoun haft me fhowne ;

If ever thou comeft to merry Tamwaorth,
Neates leather fhall clout thy fhoen.  *,*

* Tbis flamea is teflored from a guotation of this Ballad in Selden's
& Titles of Honour,” avbo produces it as a good autbority to prove, that
one mode of creating ESQUIRES at that fime, was by the impofition of &
CoLLAR. His words arey ¢ Nor is that old pamphlet of the Tanner of
¢ Tamworth and King Edwoard the Fourth fo contemptible, but that wee
¢ may thence note alfo an obfervable paffage, wherein the ufe of making
“ Efquires, by giving Collars, is expreffed”” (Sub Tit, Efquire; &
wvide in Spebmanni Gloffar, Armiger.) ~ This form of ereating Efquires ac-
tually exifts at this day among the Serjeants at Arms, who are irvefled
wwith a Collar (w!ich they wear on Collar Days) by the King bimfelf.
This information I owe to Samuel Pegge, Efy. to whom the Publick is
indebted for that curious work the CURIALIA, 40
XVI. AS
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XVIL ‘
AS YE CAME FROM THE HOLY LAND.

DiALOGUE BETWEEN A PiLGrIM AND TRAVELLER.

The feene of this fong is the fame as in Num. XIVs The
pilgrimage to Waljz’ngiam Suggefed the plan of many popu-
lar piecess  In the Pepys :ﬁiﬂian, Pol. I. p. 226, is a
kind of Interlude in the old ballad fiyle, of awbick the firft

SAanza alone is worth reprintings

As I went to Walfingham,
To the firine with fpeede,

Met I with a jolly palmer
In a pilgrimes weede. )

Now God you fave, you jolly palmert
¢ Welcome, lady gay,

¢ Oft have T fued to thee for love.”
—Oft have I faid you nay.

The pilgrimages undertaken on_ pretence of religion; were
often produltive of affairs of gallantry, and led. the votaries
10 10 other fhrine than that of Fenus *.

The following ballad was once very popular; it is quoted
in Fletcher’s ¢ Knt. of the burning pefile,” A% II. fe. slt.
and in ansther old play, called, *“ Hans Beer-pot, bis ix--
vifible Comedy, e 4to. 1618; A& L—The copy below
was communicated to the Editor by the late My. Shenflone
as correlted by kim from an ancient copy, and fupplied with

a concluding flanza. =

* Even in the time of Langland, pilgrimages to Walfingham were not
wurfavourable fo the vites of Venus. Thus in bis Vifions of Pierce Plyw=
many fo. 1.

Dermets on a heape. ith hoked {tabes.

Tlenten to Iislfingham, and her | wenches aleer.

T éoes theirs

5 Wwe
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We have placed this, and GEnTLE HERDSMAN, e.
thus early in the volume, upon a prefumption that they muft
bave been written, if not before the diffelution of the mo=
nafteries, yet while the remembrance of them was frefk in
the minds of the people,

S ye came from the holy land
Of blefled Walfingham,
O met you not with my trie love
As by the way ye came ?

¢ How fhould I know your true love, 5
¢ That have met many a one,

¢ As 1 came from the holy land,
¢ That have both come, and gone

My love is neither white *, nor browne,
But as the heavens faire ; - . 10
~  There is none hath her form divine,
Either in earth, or ayre.

¢ Such an one did I meet, good fir,
¢ With an angelicke face ;

t¢ Who like a nymphe, a queene appeard 15
¢¢ Both in her gait," her grace.”

Yes: fie hatk cleane forfaken me,
And left me all alone;
Who fome time loved me as her life,
And called me her owne.’ 20

* [e. pale. « What
3
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“ What is the caufe fhe leaves thee thus,
¢ And a new way doth take,

“ That fome times loved thec as her life,
¢ And thee her joy did make 2"

1 that loved her all my youth, 25
Growe old now as you fee;

Love liketh not the falling fruite,
Nor yet the withered tree.

For love is like a careleffe childe,
Forgetting promife paft:

He is blind, or deaf, whenere he lift;"
His faith is never faft.

P

His fond defire is fickle found,
And yieldes a truftlefle joye; .

Wonne with a world of toil and care, E11
And loft ev’n with a toye.

Such is the love of womankinde,

Or Loves faire name abuide,
Beneathe which many vaine defires,

And follyes are excufde. 50
¢ But true love is a lafting fire,

¢ Which viewlefs veftals * tend,
¢ 'That burnes for ever in the foule,

+ And knowes nor change, nor end.’

| * *
*
* foo Angelss -

XVII. HAR-
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XVII.
HARDYKNUTE

A Scortisu FraguenT.

As this fine morfel of beroic poctry hath generally paft for
ancient, it is here thrown to the end of our earlicft picces;
that fuck as doubt of its age, may the better compare it with
other picces of genuine antiquity. For after all, there is
more than reafon to fufpelt, that it owes moff of its beauties
(if mot its whole exiftence) to the pen of a lady, within the
prefent century.  The following particulars may be depended
on. Mrs. Wardlaw, whofe maiden name awas Halket (aunt
to the late Sir Peter Halket, of Pitferran, in Scotland, who
wvas killed in America, along awith general Bradock, in
1754), pretended fbe had found this poem, written on flreds
of paper, employed for what is called the bottoms of clues.
A fufpicion arofe that it avas her own compofition.  Some
ablegudges afferted it to be modern.  The lady did in a man-
ner acknowledge it to be fo. Being defived to fhew an ad-
ditional flanza, a; a proof of this, fhe produced the 2 lafp
beginning with ¢ There’s nae light,” &c. awbick were
not in the copy that was firf? printed. The late Lord Pre-
Sfident Forbes, and Sir Gilbert Elliot, of Minto (late Lord
Fupice Clerk for Scotland) who bhad believed it ancient,
contributed to the cxpence of publifking the firff Edition,
in folio, 1719.—T his account was tranfmitted from Scotland
by Sir David Dalrymple, the late Lord Hailes, awho yet
awas of opinion, that part of the ballad may be ancient; but
retouched and much enlarged by the lady abovementioned.
Iudecd ke bad becn informed, that the late William Thomp-
Son, the Scottifb. mufician, who pubiifbed the OrpPuEUS
CALEDONIUS, 1733, 2 wvols. 8vo. declared ke had heard
Fragmenss of it repeated in kis infancy, before Mys, Ward-
law’s copy was heard of .
; 2 g The
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The Poem is here printed from the original Edition, as
it was prepared for the prefs with the additional improve-
ments.  (See bélow, page 111.)

t,
Tately ftept he eaft the wa’;
And ftately flept he weft,

Full feventy years he now had feen,

Wi’ fcarce feven years of reft,
He liv’d when Britons breach of faith [4

Wrought Scctland mickle wae:
And ay his fword tauld to their coft,

He was their deadlye fae.

i1,
High on a hill his caftle fiood,
With ha’s and tow’rs a height, 19
And goodly chambers fair to fe,
Where be lodged mony a knight.
His dame fae peerlefs anes and fairy
For chaft and beauty deem’d,
Nae marrow had in all the land, 15
Save ELENOR the queen
I
Full thirteen fons to him fhe bare,
All men of valour ftout
In bloody fight with fword in hand
Nine loft their lives bot doubt
Four yet remain, lang may they live
To ftand by liege and land ;
High was their fame, high was their might,
And high was their command.
Vou.1l. H

2o

Great
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v,
Great love they bare to FArrLY fair,
Their fifter faft and dear,
Her girdle fhaw’d her middle gimp,
And gowden glift her hair.
What waefu’ wae her beauty bred ¢
Waefu’ to young and auld,
Waefu’ I trow to kyth and kin,
As ftory ever tauld.

v
The king of Norfe in fummer tyde,
Puff’d up with pow’r and might,
Landed in fair Scotland the ifle
With mony a hardy knight.
The tydings to our good Scots king
Came, as he fat at dine,
With noble chiefs in brave aray,
Drinking the blood-red wine.

VI,
¢ To horfe, to horfe, my royal liege,
Your faes ftand on the firand,
Full twenty thoufand glitteririg fpears
The king of Norfe commands.”
Bring me my fteed Mage dapple gray,
Our good keéng rofe and cry’d,
A truftier beaft in 2’ the land
A Scots king nevir try’d,

VII.

25

30
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45

Go
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vII.
Go little page, tell Hardyknute,
That lives on hill fae hie, 1]
To draw his fivord, the dread of faes,
And hafte and follow me.
The little page flew fwift as dart
Flung by his mafter’s arm,
¢ Come down, come down, lord Hardyknute, 53
And rid your king frae harm.” -

VEIT.

‘Then red red grew his dark-brown cheeks,

Sae did his dark-brown brow ;
His looks grew keen, as they were wont

In dangers great to do; A
He’s ta’en a horn as green as glafs,.

And gi’en five founds fae fhill,
That trees in green:wood fhiook thereat,

Sae loud rang ilka hill.

1X.
His fons in manly fport and glee, 63
Had patft that fummer’s morn,
When law down in a grafly dale,
They heard their father’s horn.
That horn, quo’ they, ne’er founds inpeace,
We’ve other fport to bide. 70
And foon they hy’d them up the hill,
And foon were at his fide.

H 2 x. ¢ Late
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x.
¢ Late late the yoftreen I ween’d in peace
To end my lengthened life,
My age might well excufe my arm
Frae manly feats of ftrife;
But now that Norfe do’s proudly boaft
Fair Scotland to inthrall,
It’s ne’er be fzid of Hardyknute,
He fear’d to fight or fall.

x1.

“ Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bow,
Thy arrows fhoot fae leel,

‘That mony a comely countenance
They’ve turnd to deadly pale.

Brade Thomas take you but your lance,
You need nae weapons mair,

If you fight wi’t as you did anes
’Gainkt Weftmoreland’s fierce heir.

X11,

¢ And Malcolm, light of foot as ftag
‘That runs in foreft wild,

Get me my thoufands three of men
Well bred to fword and fhield :

Bring me my horfe and harnifine,
My blade of mettal clear.

If faes but ken’d the hand it bare,
"They foon had fled for fear,

75

8o

8

99

95

x111, ¢ Farewell

&
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XIIL:
¢ Farewell my dame fae peerlefs good,
(And took her by the hand),
Fairer to me in age you feem, J
Than maids for beauty fam’d. 100
My youngeft fon fhall here remain
To guard thefe ftately towers,
And fhut the filver bolt that keeps
Sae faft your painted bowers,”

XIV.
And firft fhe wet her comely cheiks, 105
And then her boddice green,
Her filken cords of twirtle twift,
Well plett with filver fheen ;
And apron fet with mony a dice
Of needle-wark fae rare, 110
Wove by nae hand, as ye may guefs,
Save that of Farrry fair,

XV,
Aund he has ridden o’er muir and mofs,
O’cr hills and mony a glen,
When he came to a wounded knight 115
Making.a heavy mane ;
¢ Here maun I lye, here maun I dye,
By treacherie’s falfe guiles ;
Witlefs T was that e’er ga faith
To wicked woman’s {miles,” 28 120

H 4 . XVIe 4 SiF
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XVI.

¢ Sirknight, gin you were in my bower,

To lean on filken feat,
My lady’s kindly care you’d prove,
Who ne'er knew deadly hate:
Herfelf wou'd watch you a’ the day,
Her maids a dead of night;

125

And Farrry fair your heart wou'd chear,

As fhe ftands in your fight,

XVIi.

¢ Arife young knight, and mount your ftead,

Full lowns the fhynand day :

Choofe frae my menzie whom ye pleafe
To lead you on the way.”*

With {milelefs look, and vifage wan
The wounded knight reply’d,

¢ Kind chiefiain, your intent purfue,
For here I maun abyde.

xXvI11,

* To me nae after day nor night

Can e’re be fweet or fair,

But foon beneath fome draping tree,
Cauld death fhall end my care.”
With him nae pleading might prevail;

Brave Hardyknute to gain
With faireft words, and reafon ftrong,
Strave courteoufly in vain,

. 2

130

135

140

x1x, Syn§
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XIX.
Syne he has gane far hynd out o’er 14§
Lord Chattan’s land fae wide 3
That lord a worthy wight was ay,
When faes his courage fey’d:
Of Pigtith race by mother’s fide,
‘When Pié&ts rul’d Caledon, 150
Lord Chattan claim’d the princely maid,
‘When he fav’d Pictith crown.

XX.
Now with his fierce and ftalwart train,
He reach’d a rifing hight,
Qubhair braid encampit on the dale, 158
Norfs menzie lay in ficht.
¢ Yonder my valiant fons and feirs
Our raging revers wait ’
On the unconquert Scottith fward i
To try with us their fate. 160

XXI.
Make orifons to him that fav’d
Our fauls upon the rude ;
Syne bravely thaw your veins are fill’d
With Caledonian blude.”
‘Then furth he drew his trufty glave, 165
‘While thoufands all around
Drawn frae their fheaths glanc’d in the fun;
And loud the bougles found,

H 4 xx11. To
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XXII.
To joyn his king adoun the hill
In haft his merch he made, 179
While, playand pibrochs, minftralls meit
Afore him ftately ftrade.
¢ Thrice welcome valiant ftoup of weir,
Thy nations fhield and pride ;
Thy king nae reafon has to fear 175
When thou art by his fide.”

XXIIT.
‘When baws were bent and darts were thrawn ;
For thrang fcarce cou’d they flec;
The darts clove arrows as they met,
‘The arrows dart the tree. 180
Lang did they rage and fight fu’ fierce,
With little fkaith to mon,
But bloody bloody was the field, ~
Ere that lang day was done,

XX1V.
The king of Scots, that findle brook’d 185
The war that look’d like play,
Drew his braid {word, and brake his bow,
Sin bows feem’d but delay.
Quoth noble Rothfay, “ Mine I’ll keep,
I wat it’s bled a fcore.” 199
Hafte up my merry men, cry’d the king,
As he rode on before.

xxv, The



ANCIENT POEMS. 108"

XXV,
The king of Norfe he fought to find,
With him to menfe the faught,
But on his forehead there did light 195
A fharp unfonfie fhaft;
As he his hand put up to feel
The wound, an arrow keen,
O waefu’ chance! there pinn’d his hand
In midft between his een, 200

XXVI.
¢¢ Revenge, revenge, cry’d Rothfay’s heir,
Your mail-coat fha® na bide :
The firength and fharpnefs of my dart;”
Then fent it through his fide.
Another arrow well he mark’d, 203
It pierc’d his neck in twa,
His hands then quat the filver reins,
He low as earth did fa’

XXVIIL.
¢ Sair bleids my liege, fair, fair he bleeds !”
Again wi’ might he drew 210
And gefture dread his fturdy bow,
Faft the braid arrow flew s
Wae to the knight he ettled at;
Lament now queen Elgreed ;
High dames too wail your‘darling’s fall, g
His youth and comely meed.

xxvii1. ¢ Take
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XXVIiI,
¢ Take aff, take aff his coftly jupe -
(Of gold well was it twin’d,
Kait like the fowler’s net, through quhxlk
His fteelly harnefs fhin’d).
Take, Norfe, that gift frae me, and bid
Him venge the blood it bears j
Say, if he face my bended bow,
He fure nac weapon fears.”

XXIX.
Proud Norfe with giant body tall,
Braid fhoulders and arms ftrong,
Cry'd, ¢ Where is Hardyknute fae fam’d,
And fear’d at Britain’s throne:
Tho’ Britons tremble at his name,
I foon fhall make him wail,
That e’er my {word was made fae fharp,
Sac faft his coat of mail,”

XXX.

That brag his flout heart cow’d na bide,
It lent him youthfu’ micht :

“ Pm Hardyknute ; this day, he cry’d,
To Scotland’s king I heght

To lay thee low, as horfes hoof;
My word I mean to keep.”

Syne with the firft firoke e’er he 'ﬂrake,:
He garr’d his body bleed.

220

223

230

235

240

" xxx1, Norfs’
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XXXI.
Noifs’ een like gray gofehawk’s flair’d wyld,
He figh’d wi’-thame and fpite; °
¢ Difgrac’d is now my far-fam’d arm
"That left thee power to ftrike s
Then ga’ his head a blow fae fell, 248
It made him doun to floup, i
Ajs laigh as he to ladies us'd
In courtly guife to lout.

XXX1TIe
Fu’ foon he rais’d his bent body,
His bow he marvell'd fair, - 250
Sin blows till then on him but darr’d
As touch of Farrry fairs
Norfe marvell’d to6 as fair as he
To fee his ftately look ;
Sae foon as e’er he firake a fae, 255
Sae foon his life he tooks

XXXITIe
Where like a fire to heather {et,

Bauld Thomas did advance,
Ane fturdy fae with look enrag’d

Up toward him did prance ; 260
He fpurr’d his fteid through thickeft ranks

‘The hardy youth to quell,
Wha ftéod unmov’d at his approach

His fury to repell,

© xxx1v, % That
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XXXIVe
¢ That fhort brown fhaft fae meanly trimm’d, 263
Looks like poor Scotlands gear,
But dreadfull feems the ruity point
And loud he leugh in jear.
4 Oft Britons bood has dimm’d its fhine ;
This point cut fhort their vaunt:” 20
Syne pierc’d the boafters bearded cheek ; *
Nae time he took to taunt.

XXXV,
Short while he in his faddle fwang,
His ftirrup was nae ftay,
S$ae feeble hang his unbent knee 275
Sure taiken he was fey:
Swith on the harden’t clay he fell,
Right far was heard the thud 3
But Thomas look’t nae as he lay
All waltering in his blud 8¢

XXXVIo
‘With carelefs gefture, mind unmov’t,
On rode he north the plain ;
His feem in throng of fierceft firife,
‘When winner ay the {fame:
Not yet his heart dames dimplet cheek 285
Could meafe foft love to bruik,
Till vengefu’ Ann return’d his fcorn,
Then languid grew his luik.
5 xxxvIi1. In
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XXXVII.

In thraws of death, with walowit cheik

All panting on the plain, 290
The fainting corps of warriours lay,

Ne’re to arife again ;
Ne're to return to native land,

Nae mair with blithfome founds
To boaft the glories of the day, 295

And fhaw their thining wounds.

XKXVI1Te

On Norways coaft the widowit dame

May wath the rocks with tears,
May lang luik ow’r the fhiplefs feas

Befor her mate appears. 30
Ceafe, Emma, ceafe to hope in vaing

Thy lord lyes in the clay;
The valiant Scots nae revers thole

To carry life away.

XXXIX.

Here on a lee, where flands a crofs 308

Set up for monument,
Thoufands fu’ fierce that fummer’s day

Fill’d keen war’s black intent.
Let Scots, while Scots, praife Hardyknute,

Let Norfe the name-ay dread, 310
Ay how he faughr, aft how he fpar’d,

Shall lateft ages read.

xr. Now
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XL,
Now loud and chill blew th’ weftlin wind,
Sair beat the heavy fhower,
Mirk grew the night ere Hardyknute 315
Wan near his ftately tower.
His tow’r that us’d wi’ torches blaze
To fhine fae far at night,
Seem’d now as black as mourning weed,
Nae marvel fair he figh’d, 320

XL1.
¢ There’s nae light in my lady’s bower,
There’s nae light in my ha’;
Nae blink fhines round my FAIRLY fairy
Nor ward ftands on my wa’
¢ What bodes it > Robert, Thomas, fay ;”"— 325
Nae anfwer fitts their dread.
¢ Stand back, my fons, Ple be your guide ;”
But by they paft with fpeed.

XL11.

¢ As faft I've fped owre Scotlands faes,”—

There ceas’d his brag of weir, 330
Sair fham’d to mind ought but his dame,

And maiden Pa1rLy fairs
Black fear he felt, but what to fear

He wift nae yet; wi’ dread
Sair fhook his body, fair his limbs, 333"

And a’ the warrior fled,

* * Ok * ¥
** In
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* ¥ In an elegant publicotion, intitled, * Scottift Tra-
¢ gic Ballads, printed by and for 7. Nichols, 1781, 8vo.”
may be feen a continuation of the Ballad of HARDYRNUTE,
by the addition of a Seconp ParT, which bath fince been
acknowledged to be his own compofition, by the ingenions Edi=
tor~To whom the late Sir D. Dalrymple communicated
(fubfequent to the account drawn up above in p.y6.) extralfs
of a letter from Si Joun Bruck, of Kinrofs, to Lord
Binning, whick plainly proves the preiended difcoverer of the

fragment of Hardyknute to have been Sir JFolin Bruce himfelf.

His avords are, ** To perform my promifey I fend you a
$¢ true copy of the Manufeript I found fome weeks ago in a
$ vanlt at Dumferline. 1t is written on vellum in a fair
st Gothic charaller, but fo much defaced by time, as you'll
¢ find that the tenth part is not legible’” He then gives
the whole fragment as it was firft publifhed in 1719, fave
ene or two flanzas, marking feveral paflages as having
perifbed by being illegible in the old MS. ~Hence it appears,’
that Sir Fobn was the author of HARDYKNUTE, but after-
wards ufed Mrs. Wardloaw to be the midwife of his Poctry,
and fuppreffed the flory of the vault; as is well obferved
by the Editor of the Tragic Ballads, &e. of Maitland's
Scote Toetsy wol. I. p. cxxvii. ;

To this gentleman we are indebted for the ufe of the copy,
awhence ‘the fecond edition was afterwards printed, as the

JSame was prepared for the prefs by Fobm Clerk, M, D, of
Edinburgh, an intimate companion of Lord Frefident Forbes.

The title of ithe jirft edition wasy, “ HARDYKNUTE, A
$“¥RAGMENT. Ldinburgh, printed for James Watfon,
¢ €9, 171q,” folio, 12 pages.

Stanzas not in the firfl eattion are, Nos. 17, 18, 20, 21,
22, 23, 34, 35, 30, 37, 41, 42.

In the prefent imprefion the orthography of Dr. Clerd's
copy bas been preferved, and kis readings carefully followed,
except in @ few inflances, wherein the common edition ap-
peared preferable: wiz. He bad in vers 20. but.—wv. gb.
of barm.—w. 63. every.—uw. 67, lo down.—w. 83. That
enitted.—v. 39. And omiticd —uv. 143. With argument

Vor. Ii. H 8 but
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but vainly firave Lang.—a. 148, fay’d.—w. 155. in<
campit on the plain.—wv. 1 ¢6. Norfe {quadrons.—uv. 158,
regand revers.—wv. 170, his flrides he bent,—w. 171.
munftrals playand Pitrochs fine.~w. 1y2. flately went.

" —v. 1§2. mon.—wv. 196. tharp and fatal.—w. 219. which.
—v. 241, ftood wyld.—Stanza 39 preceded fanza 38.—
v. 305 There.—=. 313. blew wettling.—wv. 336. 4ad
originally been, He fear’d a’ cou’d be fear’d.

The Editor was alfo informed, on the autherity of Dr.
Dawid Clerk, M.D. of Edinburgh (fon of the aforefaid
Dr. John Clerk), that betukeen the prefent flanzas 36 and
37, the two following had been intended, but were on ma-
turey confideration omitted, and do uot now appear among
the DS, additions :

Now darts flew wavering through flaw fpeed,
Scarce could they reach their aim ;

Or reach’d, fcarce blood the round point drew,
*Twas all but fliot in vain ¢

Right firengthy arms forfeebled grew,
Sair wreck’d wi’ that day’s toils :

E’en fierce-born minds now lang’d for peace,
And curs’d war’s cruel broils,

Yet ftill wars horns founded to charge, +
Swords clafh’d and harnefs rang;
But faftly fae ilk blafter blew
The hills and dales fragmang.
Nae echo heard in double dints,
Nor the lang-winding horn,
Nae mair flie blew out brade as fhe
Did cir that fummers morn,

THE END OF BOOK THE FIRST.

RE
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SERIES rue SECOND.
BOOK IL

I ;
A BALLAD OF LUTHER, THE POPE, A
CARDINAL, AND A HUSBANDMAN,

In the former Book we brought down this fecond Series
of poems, as low as about the middle of the fixteenth cens
tury. - We now find the Mufes deeply engaged in religious
controverfy, The fudden revolution, wrought in the opi-
nions of inankind by the Reformation, is ome of the moft
Siriking events in the hifory of the buman mind, It could
not but engrofs the attention of every individual in that age,
and therefore no other writings would have any chance to be
read, but fuck as related to this grand topic.” The altera-
tions made in the cfablifped religion by Heuwry V111, ihe fud-

Vor. I, It din
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den changes it underwent in the three fucceeding reigns with-
in fo fhort a frace as eleven or twelve years, and the violent
Sruggles between expiving Popery, and growing Proteftan-
1ifm, could not but intereft all manlind.  Accordingly every
pen was engaged in the difpute.  The followers of the Old
and New Profeffion (as they were called) had their refpective
Baliad-makers; and every day produced fome popular fonnet
Sfor or againft the Reformation.  The ﬁllawin‘gogallad, and
that intitled LITTLE JOHN NOBODY, may ferve for [pe-
cimens of the ewritings of each party. Both were written
in the reign of Edward VI; and are not the worff that
were compofed wpon the occafion. Controverfial divinity is
no friend to poetic flights. Xet this ballad.of ¢ Luther and
ihe Fope,” is not altogether deviid of fpirit; it is of the
dramatic kind, and the charaders are tolerably well fuftain-
ed; efpecially that of Luther, which is made to fpeak in a
manner not unbecoming the fpirit and courage of that vigor-
ous Reformer. It is printed from the original black-letter
copy (in the Pepys colletion, wol. I. folio,) to awhick is pre-
fixed a large wooden cuty defigned and executed by fome emi-
nent mafler.  This is copied in miniature in the fmall En-
graving inferted above.

We are not to wonder that the_ Ballad-nwriters of that
ege fhould be infpired with the zeal of conttoverfy, when
the very flage teemed with polemic divinity. I have now
before me two wery ancient guarto black-letter [)la):: the
one publifbed in the time of Henry VIII, intitled, CEverp.
Man ; the other called Wulty Fubentus, printed in the
reign of Edward VI. In the former of thefe, occafion
is taken to inculcate great 1everence for: old mather churck
and ber fuperflitions ™ : in the other, the poet (ome R

3 WEVER)

% Take a fpecimen from bis high encomiums on the prieftbeod,
¢ There is no emperour, kyng, duke, ne baron
“« That of God bath commiffyon,
“ A: bath the legfl preefl in the world beynge,
T # % ¥ ¥

¢ God bath to them more power gyven,
¢ Than to any aungell, that is in beven; -

o Jih
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WevER) with great fuccefs attacks both.  So that the Stage
in thofe days literally avas, what wife men bave always
awihed it,—a _fuoplement to the pulpit:—This was fo much
the cafe, that in the play of Lufly Fuventus, chapter aud
werfe are every where quoted as formally as in a fermon
take an inflance:

& The Lord by kis prophet Ezechicl fayerh in this wife
playnive,

€ s in the xxxiif chapter it doth apperes

¢ Be converted, O ye children, (¢

From this play we learn that moft of the young people were
New Gofpellers, or friends to the Reformation; and that
the old awere tenacious of rhe dofrines imbibed in their youth:
JSor thus the Devil is introduced lamenting the downfal of

Superfiition: 0

¢ The olde people would believe fil in my lawes,
¢ But the yonger fort leade them a contrary way,
“ They wyl not beleve, they playnly fay,

¢ It olde traditions, and made by men, ¢

12 And

¢ With v, words be may confecrate
€ Goddes body in flesfbe and blode to take,”
¢ And bandeleth bis maker byt<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>