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PREFACE.

THE Publishers had a twofold object in producing
this edition of the "Relique&." They wished to
make a popular" Percy" in one volume. The design
implied revision. Percy compiled his Ballada and
Songs with taste and learning; but he sometimes
littered the page with the lumber of the antiquary.
When the "Reliques" appeared, the lumber itself
was valuable, and the Essays on the Stage and R0
mance possessed a particular interest; but they are
now superseded by later and ampler researches, and
are therefore omitted in this edition. I have retained
the discourse on the Minstrel; for it is composed in
the best style of the Author, and conveys much infor
mation in agreeable language. Some illl18trative notes
are added. In a companion volume-" Ballads and
Romances"-the interesting subject of metrical ro
mance will be examined. The introductory Notices
of the "Reliques" are either condensed from the ori
ginals, or wholly re-written. The limits of a volume
made this treatment imperative; but the nature of the
book seemed also to suggest and authorise it. A com
pilation taken up and laid down during sevel'lll years is
unavoidably marked by the desultory habittl of the
compiler, who, at the end of a poem, is found correcting
an error in the beginning. Moreover, since the time
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of Percy, ingenious scholars have diligently traversed
the paths which he trod, lighting up many dark places
in their way. But the claims of Percy deserve respect
ful deference: I have never talked when he might
talk for me, and phrases in harmony with the old
colouring of the verses are constantly preserved.

It is not the least singular circumstance, in the
history of the" Reliques," that no attempt has hitherto
been made to correct the mistakes or render the beauties
of the Collection more conspicuous. Issuing from the
press in various forms, the Introductions have always
re-appeared in their original shape. The spots on
the old face have been religiously transferred to the
new. I include the questionable restoration of "The
Wanton Wife of Bath," which the praise of Addison
tempted the Editor to adopt, but which his maturer
taste very wisely excluded. I should have gratified
my own judgment by the omission of two or three
other compositions, of which the merits and the fitness
are extremely doubtful.

In all editions of the "Reliques" with which I
am acquainted, the GIOBBaries remain as Percy left
them. I have endeavoured to improvo and enlarge
them in this volume. The obscurer words are ex
plained at the foot of each page, and, while constantly
availing myself of Percy's asBistance, I have sought
other guides when he was silent. Mr. Halliwell's
"Dictionary of Archaic Phrases," and Mr. T. Wright's
"Obsolete and Provincial English," are useful com
panions.

The poetical text is given, without any abridgment,
from the fourth edition, which underwent the revision
of the Bishop's nephew, a refined and judicious scholar.
The punctuation has been attentively considered, and
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modified, I hope, in BOme cases, with advantage to the
clearness of expression. In the poetry, the correcting
hand of Percy is frequently visible; but we have his
assurance that, "when any considerable liberties were
taken with the old copies," he was careful to indicate
the fact by three asterisks subjoined. The pieces so
amended "are twenty-nine. l

Among books which are related to the "Reliques,"
and promote the intelligent enjoyment of them, I
ought to mention Mr. Chappell's revised treatise on
Popular Music, and Dr. Rimbault's interesting "Il
lustrations." From these I have derived advice and
instruction.

R. .A. WILLH<YlT.

ST. CATHEBlNX's, JVhUl 8, 1857.

1 The 00.. ar-Bir Cauline, King :e.tmere, Robin Hood and 611y of Gis
borne, The Child ofBIle, Bdom 0' Gordon, The Friar 01 Orden Gray, Gilde
roy, Sir Alclinpr, King Bdward and T&Dner 01 Tamworth, AI ye came lrom
the Holy l.end, The Heir 01 Linne, The Beggar'. Daughter of Bednall·
Green, Sir Andrew Barton, Corin'. Fate, King Jobn and the Abbot of
C""terbary, The Old and Young Courtier, The BaftIAld Knight, The Mar·
riage of 8ir Gawaine, King Arthur'e Death, The LAdy 1urned 8ening.Man,
Barbara A.Ilen'. Cruelty, 8weet William'. Ghost, The Willow Tree, The
King of Franoe'. Dsogbter, The Birth of 8t. George, The 8p&Dish Virgin,
ValentiDe aDd Unine, The Boy and the MaDtJe.
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THOMAS PERCY.

TBollU8 PBBCY. a name muaioal to all lovers of poetry, wu
born, April 13, 1728, at Bridflenonh,mBhropIllire, where
his father WII8 a grooer. He received his enlyeduoatk>ll
at the free Behool of his native town, and w.. lent an uhi.
~ to Christ Church, Oxford, in July,1746. Having
been ordaiud a priest. he w.. preII8l1ted by his C<>llege.
1756, to the vicarage of Ellton MaUlmt, :North&mpton.
IhiIe. which he held with the Reotory of WUby, given
to hiDl afterwardB by the H&1'1 01 BusseJ:. A oonntry
home afforded ample leilllll'e for literuy studietl, which he
cultivated with uaiduity ad ~ taIte. h 1769 he
JWIft'ied Anne, daughter ofBIll'tin Guthridge, or Goodriche,
BIq.. in the same county.1 To thia lady he sddreBHd the
e~ liDe8, wJrich will live lUI loD&' 118 any of the
.. Beliq1Ul8." AtEcton HOUle, about five miles from North.
_pton, ia a portrait of Mrs. Percy, holding in her hand
a 1ICl'01l, on which is iDleribed the 1OIIg, .. 0 Nony:' If
Madame D'Arblay'1 lICOOllut be oorrect, "the faipll8t of
the fair" borrowed hel' grace ftoom. the poet's pen :-"She is
very UDCultivated. lIDd otdinary in mannen and conversa
tion; but a good crnt1rre, and IDU4lh delighted to talk
over the Royal Family, to one of whom ahe WBI formerly
a aune:' llrs. Percy WII8. at thiI time (1791), iI1weak
health, and decliuing life. She died at Dromore, December
30, 1806, in Ule 7a.h year of her 8f{e; and we are Blsured
that .. to the 1ut me PeJDained a fayourite" with Johnson.

Percy WII8 busy in 1761. In that year he received (June
10) fifty pounds for a Chinese Romance oalled .. Hau Kiou

1 Bee If"lCbolI', .. II1llItral;iou of the EiPteeDth Cent...,.," Til. 263.
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Choaan ;" .. Chinese Proverbs," and a new version of" Solo
mon's Songs," brought smaller sums. The Chinese Novel
was published in four volumes. Grainger writes :-"You
have been at pains in collecting your notes to the Chinese
History. They throw much l~ht upon it, and, to deal
frankly with you, they constitute the most valuable part
of your book." The first Chinese Letter of Goldsmith had
appeared in the .. Public Ledger," January 240, 1760, and
been favourably received. :But" Hau Kiou Choaan" was
a genuine Chinese story, preserved among the papers of
Mr. Wilkinson, a merchant who spent severalyear& in
Canton. Percy translated the fourth volume from the
Portugue~. .

In the same year (1761), he signed au agreement
with the Tonsons to edit the works of the Duke of :Buck.
ingham, for the IUIll of fifty.two guineas; and he also
undertook (March, 1763), to superintend an edition of
Surrey's Poems. :Both works were printed, but never
published. The whole impression of .. Surrey," with
the exception of two or three copies previously given
to friends, was destroyed by fire in 1808.1 Mr. Payne
Collier has described a copy in hill polllleBBion. It is a
reprint of Tottell's edition, 1557. Percy made no at
tempt at revilling the poems, nor did he write any life
of Surrey. The design, however, wu extensive, and
embraced specimens of all the undramatic blank v~
preceding the" Paradiae Lost." Mr. Collier saY8-" He
1I"as guilty of some important omissions, because biblio
graphical knowledge was not then 80 far advanced as at
pre~nt; but he performed good ~ce to letters; and
the blank verse productions, which he subjoins, are by
Tuberville, Gascoigne, Riche, Peele, James Aske, William
Vallans, Nicholas Breton, Chapman, and Christopher Mar
lowe:'

In 1763, Percy published Five Pieces of Runic poetry,
ten guineas beinK the purchase-money.

I "l'rotee aad QuerIee," lIa,.18, l8l5O.
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Many yeara afterwards, Mr. William Herbert, in the
tint flUBh of his northern studies, denounced the attempt
to render a foreign language through the medium of a
Latin proee version, and apoke of Percy with great aeverity,
affirming that his translation of Regner Lodbrog's Ode
teemed with errors, scarcely a line of it being properly
interpreted. Percy vindicated himaelf in letter. to Dr.
~n :-"Notwithatanding that he condemns, in the
grose, translations like mine, made through the medium of
a Latin version, yet I humbly conceive an English reader
will form thereby as good a notion of the peculiar imagea
and general subject of the originala u from his own pars.
phrase in English verse; but in my translation I had an
advantage in having it compared with the original by the
great muter of northern literature, the Rev. Edward Lye.
author of the ' Anglo-Saxon Lexicon: .. The translations
are in prose, and admit no comparison with Gray's noble
specimens of the Norse-tongue, which, like Percy's, were
made from Latin versions of the originals.

In 17M, Percy gave to the Preu his .. Key to the New
Testament;" a well·arranged and useful Introduction,
which hu been often reprinted, and is still consulted by
theological students. During the summer of the same
year, Johnson visited him at Easton Mauduit, a dull par.
8011JIKC in a dull county, and remained through parts of the
months of June, July, and A.ugust. It was on this occa
sion that he chose for his regular reading the Spanish
Romance of "Felixmarte of Hircania." From boyhood
he bad a paaaion for tales of chivalry, and did not lose it
in his latest yeara. The Doctor was in his happieat mood.
lin. Percy told Cradock, that her husband "looked out
all 10m of booka to be ready for his amusement after
breakfast, and that Johnson was 80 attentive and polite to
her, that, when her husband mentioned the literature pre.
pared in the study, he said-' No, lir, I shall first wait
upon Mrs. Percy to feed the ducka: ..

Percy was now occupied, at intervals, in preparing the
collection of old Ballad! and Poeml on which his fame is
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built. The flnt suggestion of the" ReTiques" came from
Shenstone, who wrote to Graves, March I, 1761,-

.. You have heBl'd me apeak: of Mr. Percy~he wu in
treaty with Mr. J ameli Dodllley, for the publication of our
best old ballads in three volume.. He hall alnge folio MS.
of ballads which he sao_ed me-, and whilh, 'With his on
natural and acqui1'ed talents, would qualify him for tile
purpose u well 88 allY man in England. :r~ the
echeme to him myaeIf, wilhing W Bee an e~ edition
and good colleetm of this kiDd. I wu alto to have _
aisted him in selecting and rejecting, and in fixing upon
the beat retldinga; but my illness broke oil' our ClOne
spondence the beginning of winter."

In the autumn of the same year (September 2.i), SheD.
stone relates the progress of the work in • very interesting
letter W Mr. M'Gowan of Edinburgh :.....

.. And now, havinjl; thmked you for the Soot.oh snui',
I come to uk, whether yOll have any old Sootoh ballad.
which you would wish preserved in a neat edition. I have
OOC88ioned & friend of mine to publish a fair collection of
the best old English and Sootch ballade,-a wark I llave
long had DlWlh at heart. Mr. PercyI the oollector and
publisher, is a man of learning, taste, and indefatigable
industry; is Chaplain to the Earl of Sussex. It 80 hap"
pens thai he has himself a folio colleoUon of this kind of
MSS. which has many things iruly ourioul, and from
_hich he seleets the best. I am only afraid that his fond
n8llll for antiqmty should tempt him to admit pieces that
Jiave no other llOl't of merit. However, be baa offered 1M

a rejecting power, of which I mean to make OODsid&rable
use. He is encouraged in his tmderta.king by Samuel
Johnson, Garrick, and maay person. of note, who lend
him 8ftch &I!Ilistanoe .. is within their power. He hu
brought Mr. Warton (the Poetry Profell8or), to ransack
the OIford LibI'aries, ud has resided, and employed six
amanuenses to transcribe from Pepys's Collection at Cam
bridge, oonsist.injt of five volumes of old ballads, in tOIio.
He sayB jtl.8tly, that it is in the remote pirtB of the king.
dom that he has mOBt reason to expect the curioBities he



wantl; that in the llOt11lheJ'll Jlll!U fll8JUon and novelty
C&11Ie suoh thingl to be J1.egleeted. A.ccordingly he hll8
aettled aoorrespondence in W&1ell, in the wilds of staWord•
.mre and DerbysJairet in & W H& Indies, in Ireland, and.
if he can oham 101D' U8ia1taDoe, he hopes to draw mati!·
riala from the whole Britiall Bmpb'e. He tells me there
is. in the CoUecmon of Magdalen OoIlege Library, a "err
eurWu eollecri.ioD of uaeilnrt S~:tt 8OI1g& and poemf.
he thinks, not publilUd, ar kDowtl.; many of Dunbll1',
Maitland of Lethington, and o~ allegorical poem of
Gawain Douglas, too oblOletl! rot hilt eolJeetion; and
oae yM more oblOlete, eAlied 'Peeblell in the Play,' men·
tioned in ChriJtt'a Kirk OD the Green. He met Mr. <hay
in the Uniyersity Librvy, who is going to write the hia
tory af Englilh Poetry. But, to put an end to thia lonjt
article, hie CollectiOIl will be printed in twa CYt three amall
ocUTOI, with suitable decorationa; and if you. find an op
porl1mity of sending qht ibat mlly be proper fCYt his
iDieriloD, I think I elID I18fely antIwer fCYt hil thankfulne81;
as well all my own. He ahowed JIM an old ballad in his
folio MS., undel' the DaIDe of •A.dam Carr:' three pa.rU
iii four eoincide 10 much with your • Edom of Gordon,'
tUt the former name appelll'8 to me an odd corruption
of the luter. Hia MS. will, h&weYet', tend to enrich
• Edam of Gordon' witk two 01 the prettiest atanza8 I
ever laW, betide many Irtker impr<mmlentl. He hll8 also
a MS. of ' Gill Morice,' called in biB copy •Childe Moriee.'
Of thia more another time."

This letter mows the zeal of Percy II11d the liberality of
hie frienda. Few C<>lledtoPl have had mcm helpers. The
library of Garrick Wat rich m early Englieh poetry; bttt
he found hie moat naefIIJ. OOl'l'eIpOndent in Biroh, whose
aid he might have graeefnlly aclmowIeJ.ged in warmer
termI. Birch wu not more indefatigable in gathering in.
formation than generou in imparting it. Lively in talk,
Yigoroue in body, and endowed with a sleepless curiosity,
:lte a1mIIlIed large ltorea at varied lesrning, md wrote as'
muoh &I be walked, but with 8 .,ery inferior ease and
freabneea. OoIIIpOIition waa to him the birdlime which
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Southey found in reviewinl{. Gray, who saw Birch one
day at work in the British Museum, pleasantly observed,
that he ought never to write for himself. The erudite and
IOcial Farmer was another contributor of book.lore. Stet>
vens, also, afterwards, proved to be a serviceable, though
a dangerous, ally. His fellow.labourer, in the edition of
Shakspeare, remarked of him, that he lived the life of an
outlaw; and his portrait, mean, sarcastic, and pugnacious,
creates an immediate prejudice against him, and is taken lUI

the index of his mind. Johnson's assistance is not par
tionlarised, and we do not find that Gray exerted himself
to lighten or embellish the task. Walton was more
zealous, and speaks "of the valuable collection of little
pieces lately made by his ingenious friend and fellow
labourer, Dr. Percy." The first volume of the " History of
Poetry" appeared in 17740, and Percy therefore preceded
Warton by the space of nine years. The kindly feelinga
of Shenatone have been already noticed. Some portions
of the "Reliques" were also submitted to Goldsmith,
who olaims our thanks for suggesting the .. Friar of
Orders Gray." When he was accused of stealing his
" Hermit" from that ballad, he stated the oiroumstanoee
of the oomposition :-" I do not think there is any great
resemblanoe between the two pieces in question. If
there be any, his (Percy's) ballad was taken from mine.
I read it to Mr. Percy some years ago; and he, as we
both oonsidered these things as trifles at best, told me,
with his usual good humour, the next time I saw him, that
he had taken my plan to form the fragments of Shakapeare
into a ballad of his own. He then read me his little Cento,
if I may 80 oall it, and I highly approved it."

AmORl{ the friends who had watched the growth of the
" Reliques," and rejoiced in their completion, Dr. Grs.inger
merits honourable mention. By Percy he was sinoerely
esteemed, and his contemporaries shared the same senti
ment of regard. They who did not value the poet, loved the
man. Grainger, according to his own statement, was boru
about 1721. Percy told Andereon (February 5, 18(6).
II That his father wu of Cumberland, I have heard him
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mention, and that he had suffered from his attachment to
the Houae of Stuart in the year 1116. His father may
also have impaired his fortune. The Doctor was hia son
by a aecond marriage. His elder brother, who became a
parent to him, was by a former wife. This is all I re
member concerning his family. For, though united by the
strictest bonds of friendahip, my acquaintance with him
did not commence till about three years before he went
abroad. The time of his death was confirmed by the cap
tain of a ahip, who brought me a very kind letter from
him, and a present of a pig fed with sugar.canea:·

The name of Grainger is kept alive by a single Ode.
His larger work-Ie The Sugar-Cane"-poase8888 a certain
charm in the truth of ita local colouring; for it waa com
posed during the author's rides in the Island of St. Chris
topher to visit hia patienta. But his own criticism is fatal
to his poem: Ie There can be no mediocrity in a Georgie."
Grainger received coDBiderable help from Percy in his
poetical productiona; and through the tranalation of Ie Ti·
bullus," the finer touch of his friend it occasionally dis
covered.

The Ie Reliques" came from the pret18 in the February
of 1160. We are informed by Mr. Prior, who had the
reeeipt before him, that Percy obtained one hundred
guineas for the firat edition. The payment muat have
been made in advance, as the receipt it dated March 26,
1163. Succeeding impressions enlarged the editor's profita,
which, however, never reached the aum paid to Walter
Scott for the Ie Border Minatrelsy.'·

The Colle:mon waa inacribed to Elizabeth, Duchess
and Counteu of Northumberland, in language of grateful
and admiring affection, which very strongly recalls the
pen of Johnson to the reader; for the style it altogether
unlike the flowing and prolonged periods of Percy. The
lady deserved the praise; geniua and misfortune were
sure of her sympathy, whether a Goldsmith or a Kit Smart
made the appeal.

The immediate reception of the Ie Reliques" was not en
couraging. Johnson, at the tea·table of Miss Reynolds,
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and before the dismayed Editor; applied the ballad-metre
to common narrative, in the famous example of the two
men in the Strand; and Warburton and Hurd treated
the book with disdain. Warburton writea to Hurd, Mareh,
1165,-" It i. as you say of Pel'lly's Ballads. Pray, is
this the man no wrote about the ChineaeP Antiqu..
rianilm is, indeed, to true letterll what llpeeloUlf funguaee
are to the oak, whioh never s:hoot out and floorish till all
the 'Vigaur and virtue of the grove be effete and nearly
eiliuBted." Percy might ha..8 ~eeted a kinder greeting
from Warburton, whom he had called .. that eminent
anthor," whose "depth and clearn8llll inferior writers
('$lnot hope to attain to."

The .. Reliqu8l" were followed, after an interval of six
years, by "The Hermit of Warkworth." Johnaon wrote
to Langton, Mareh ZO, 1711,-

.. I WlIB at the Club la8t night. Dr. Percy has written
II long ballad in many fit.; it is pretty enough; he haa
printed and will soon publiah it." But the publicatioa
drew a 'llharper eriticiam. Cradock, not indeed a very
accurate relater, informa UB,-" With all my partiality
for Johnson, I freely declare that I thiDk Dr. Percy
received very great caU8e to take real offence at one who,
by a ludicrous parody on a lltlIma in the • Hermit of
Warkworth,' had rendered him contemptI'ble. It was
urged that Johnson only meant to attack the metre; hut
he certainly turned the whole poem into ridicnle. Mr.
Garrick, in a letter to me, !lOOn afterward! asked me,
• Whether I had aeen Johnson's eriticiam on the •Hermit P'
It is already,' aaid he, • over llalfthe town.'

The II Hermit" was not happily composed. Wordsworth
remarka,-" Dr. Percy WlIB 80 abashed by the ridicnle
flung upon hiB laboun, from the ignorance and insenaibility
of the pel'llons with whom he lived, that though, while he
W88 writing under a maak, he had not wanted reaolution
to follow hiB geni1l8 into the re~OJ18 of true simplicity and
genuine pathos (8.11 evinced by the exquisite ballad of •Sir
Cauline' and by many other piecea), yet when he appeared
in his own person and chameter as II poetical writer, he
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adopted, • in the tale of the ~ Hermit ot Warkworth,' a
diction lI081'cely in any ODe ot itt featurel diatinguWlable
.from the vague, aIo-Y, awl aDfeeling lapguap of biI day.
I JD.eIdion tail remarkable fact with repet, esteemiBg the
genius of Dr. ParDY, in this kiud of writiJIg. .uperior to
that ot any otber.mID. by wac. in model'U tUaeI n hit
been cultivllted."

GrainRer had written W hit friend, Muoh. 1766,-" I
hope you williUlg younelf at leui into a.wI, if not into
a throne." The hope WBI to be fulJUled. In 1169, Percy
...u made Chaplain ill ordinary to the KiDg, baving pre
TioU&1y lisen ..ppoin~ddomettic Ohaplaia to the Duke of
Northwnberland. His advaD!Olf now beotIme ~pid. h
1178, the Deanery of CarJiele 1NII bestowed upon him, and
in 1782 he wu elevated $0 tbe~ of Dromore. over which
Jeremy Taylor had on.ee PJ1lIIided. But the proverb w..
true in the cue of Percy, IlDd ev. in the Episcopaleloaet
i1as skeleton Will disoot'ered. It took the grim aad menacing
aluu>e of BoitJoIl. ..lID Net to~ view w1umeTer Peroy is
zeaw,mbered.

JOIl8ph Bi~ WlI8 born at 8iockton.upon-TeeII, Oetober
2, 1152, and having been artided to an attor:ney of that
town, he WlI8 trauaf'ened t4) the ohamblll'll of Mr. Bradley,
that he might lIDqWre .. bowledge of ClOnveyancin~. In
1775 he BettU14 in London 118 • maJIlfVng cWk of. respect.
ableo1Iiee. His antiquarian~te8were BOOn developed; he
read manU8Cripts in the BritiBh Maeeum, and usisted Mr.
.Allan to compile the "HiBtory of Sherbourne Hospital."
A.Oout the yeti' 1782 be adopted the tA>ne of criticism
which he alway. :maintained. Hie le~ to Thomu
Warton wu written with llbamal.. elJ'rontery, and his
remarks on the edition of ShakJpere by JohDsoJl and
St.eeYeu were ...cely lees iDaultiag, Mr. Park onee
heard Ii.ihron expmta rel!1'et Ictr his rudel1888 to War·
ton.

In 1783 he p11blished a eolleetion of English SODgI, and
c:eDIlU'ed, ,mh hit uaua1 ti'eedom, ihe ayatem of former
compilers. The laah fell with concentrated fury on Percy,
..hom he brand-ed aa a fQlglll'.udllwnbered with thoae who
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employ character to sanctify fraud. We should, however,
be unjust to Ritson in supposing him blind to the merits
of the U Reliques." He declared them to be U beautiful,
elegant, and ingenious." His hostility Wall directed against
Percy's theory and practice of editorship. The charac
teristic of Ritson Wall litera1nellB, of which Scott gives
an amusing illustration. During a short visit to LasB
wade, some person had told Ritson that the remains of
the RomlUl Wall were either almost or altogether invisible.
Scott hastily 88sured him that he had Been a portion of it
standing, high enough for the fall to break a man's neck.
Ritson took a note of the statement, and revisited the I!pOt

to verify it. Scott then perceived the risk which he had
run of offending this man of imperfect sympathies, whom

. Elia must have seen in a vision, when he wrote,_uBetWeeD
the affirmative and the negative there is no border land
with him. His conversation is all a book; you must speak
upon the square with him." Ritson treated the U Reliques "
like the Roman Wall, and resented every emendation all
a violation of truth. The key to his personal virulence
may be BO~ht in the malady under which he died most
painfully, September S, 1808. It seems to have broken
out in a hatred of Percy, a love of bad spellinK, and a
horror of meat. Of the strictest sect he lived a vege
tarian; not only abstaining from fuJh, ftesh, and fowl, but
interdicting all food in which thOle substances were em
ployed. He has recorded, with pathetic self-abasement,
one tranBgreBBion of his great law. It occurred in the
South of Scotland, when tempted-I am obliged to add
conquered by wet, cold, and hunger, he .. ventured to eat
a few potatoes dreased under the roast." Mr. D'Israe1i
saw a resemblance to Ritson in Steele's portrait of Dennis.
But Ritson found a milder Pope. The wish, however,
Wall not wanting in Percy to avenge himaelf of his enemy,
to whom he gave the title of" Wretch."

lUtson charged Percy with two offences: 1st, the misre
presenting ofthe office and dignity ofthe Ancient Minstrel;
and, 2nd, the interpOlating and corrupting of the Poems
which he reprinted. The first aoousation was partly ad-



mitted by Percy, who subsequently modified his earlier
statement. The attack: upon his honesty he repelled with
just indignation; for his emendations of the old and muti.
lated ballads were open and avowed. But the merits of
Ritson should not be forgotten in his faults. .. Let it be
remembered to his honour," is the admonition of Scott,
.. that without the encouragement of private patronage, or
of public appla~withouthopes of gain, and under the
certainty of Bevere critical censure, he brought forward
mch a work on national antiquities, BB in other countries
has been thought worthy of universities, and the counte
nance of princes."

Goldsmith playfully remarked, in his diBcourBe on Polite
.Learning, that when a man of letters is made a Bishop,
he will no longer pleBBe as a writer. .. The running
horse when fattened will still be fit for very useful
p11l'pOBM, though unqualified for a courser." An Irish
residence wu not favourable to literary employment. The
letten of the Bishop and his friends ofl;en miscarried; he
W88 ~ht months in arrear with the last magazine; and
a new book reached him in about the same time u it WBB
received in Calcutta. But his mind and his pen were alike
inquiring and actin', and the very interesting .. Percy
Correspondence"I ,howe the studies which cheered the
ahades of Dromore. He constantly resided among the
people over whom he had been appointed a chief shepherd,
.. promoting the inltruction and comfort of the poor with
unremitting attention, and superintendIDg the sacred and
ciTil interests of the diocese with vigilance and aBBiduity,
revered and beloved for his piety, liberality, benevolence,
and hospitality, by persons of every rank and religious
denomination."

ThiI character WBB given of Percy by one who knew him.
well, and had enjoyed hie friendship. Upon a life 80

happy, because so useful, one shadow fell; his eyesight
failed him more and more, until it wu lost in darknesa,
which no skill might disperse.



At length the time oame for the departing in peIWl8.

We are told by the ume friend that the wile and the good
man died-September 90, 1811-&8 he had lived, a 1lne
example of the power of J:e1igion on the mind; and edi·
fying hia kindred by pati6llt J'eIlignation and composure
Wlder severe auEerings. So, after a pilgrimage of e~hty
~wo yean, the lut JIl81e d(ll104lndant of the MlCient HO\llle
of Percy bepn. hit newlife.

:Percy waa emphaticaUN a man of letteJ'l; and e1.egqt
literature 11''' h.ia gardell out of which he gathered muy
.weewcented flow,.... Werior to Warton ill. depth IIDd
fulnass of poeticallellrning, to Gray in fervour and beauty
pf imagination. and to Goldamith in n.~ pathos and
fancy, he had a finer ear for muaio, and a more delica-.
taate for the simplicity of the old Ballad. Au.d with the
flleling of a poet he combiDed the patieDoe of the M.ti
qUlll'J. He never grew weary of washing the /told.

Of such a man the accomplishmenta would of n.ecessity
be large and pleaaing. We learn from Bowell that Percy
;1lowed with anecdotes, like a Scottish brook after rain;
but he doe. not appeal' to have poue8led the art of telling
them. Madalne D·Arb.,. deteribes him. in later life,
when he 11'81 sixty-three years old, aa perf.eotly eaay and
unassuming, but not very entertaining, became too prolix.
Johnson spoke sliRhtingly of his powers. "You know he
J'llD.I about with little weight upon his mind." The best
specimen ofPercy's talk. which bas come down to m. is his
«haracter of Johnson's :-" The oPnversation of Johnson
it .trong and clear, and may be compe.red to an antique
statue, where every nerve and muscle is distinct and bold.
Ordinary oonve1'l\&tion resembles an inferior caste."

Of the publications of Percy, the" Reliques," and the
Song to NlIIUlY, are 1l101le recolleoted by geDeral readers.
Mr. Halljun calls the " Beliques" a " CQ/.leotiOll siIljN!arly
heterogeneom, and very unequal in mel"it." And the ori
tioitm il juat. I D1uat aolmowl.edge a graver falllt in the
occasional coarseness of the sentimenta and the language.
But no selection of English poetry. 10 large and attractive,
had hitherto appeared; and the relltoration of the fadel/.
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pictures wu eft'ectedwith the happiBlt skilL' Southey com.
plained that Scott always patched an old poem with JUlY

brioks; but Percy preaerved the weather-stainl. It is impoa
sible to overrate the benefioial influence of the .. Reliques"
on our poetical literature. No storm of ridicule might
wash that good seed out of the ground. Bome of it came
up quickly in bloom; and we owe the delightful poem
of Beattie to the Essay on the Ancient Minstrels. In
the following age the effect was more striking and ex.
tensive. Wordsworth placed the U Reliqu.es" next in im.
portance to the U Seasons" of Thomson, and entertained
a firm belief that our poetry had been abIolutely redeemed
by thOle old Ballads and natural rhymes :-" I do DOt
think that there is ,an able writer in vel'll8 of the present
day who would not be proud to acknowledge his obliga
tions to the 'ReliqU8l.' I know that it is so with my
friends; and, fur myself, I am happy on this oocasion to
make a public avowal of my own." Mr. Tennyson would
probably express the same sentiment of gratitude.

The romantic confe..ions of Bcott are familiar to all
readers. Speaking of his boy-life afteIo leaving the High
School of Edinburgh, he says :_U I then first became
acquainted with Biahop Percy's 'Beliques of .Ancient
English Poetry: I remembel- well the spot where I read
these volumes for the first time. It WII beneath A huge
platanUII-tree, in the ruins of what had been intended for
an old-fashioned arbour in the garden. The summer day
aped onward IlO fast that, notwithstanding the sharp appe
tite of thirteen, I forgot the hour of dinner, was llOught
for with aD.J:iety, and wu still found entranced in my intel.
lectual banquet. To read and to remember WII in this
instance the same thing, and henceforth I overwhelmed
my IChoolfellows, and all who would hearken to me, with
tragiC& recitations from the ballads of Percy. The first
time, too, I could scrape a few shillings together, which
were not common occurrences with me, I bou~ht unto
myself A copy of these beloved volumes, nor do I believe I
ever read a book half IlO frequently, or with half the en·
thUliuDi." The" garden" belonged to Scott's aunt at

c
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Kelso; and, in another place, he has described the lon~

straight walks, the tall roses, the flowery thickets, and the
splendid Oriental plane, "a huge hill of leaves," which,
like most of its kind, died at the beginning of this century.
Scott's admiration W88 deep and lasting, and when he pre
sented his .. Eve of St. John" and "Glenfinlas" to
Bishop Percy, he requested a friend to 888ure him that he
had formed his taste of ballad.thinking and expression
upon that of the " Reliques."

I may not forget, among these testimonials of affection,
the humbler tribute of my lost friend, the author of" Our
Village," who, in a pleasant page of her" Literary Life,"
commemorates her early love of Percy :-" I read leading
articles to please the company, and my dear mother reo
cited the • Children in the Wood' to please me. One
day it happened that I was called upon to exhibit, and
cried out amain for the ditty that I loved. My father
hunted over the ahelvllll until he had found the volumes ;
and they were actually put in charge of my maid Nancy,
and she, waxing weary of the' Children in the Wood,'
gradually took to reading to me some of the other ballads;
and 88 from three years I grew to four or five, I learned
to read them myself, and the book became the delight of
my childhood, 88 it is now the solace of my age. .Ah !
well.a-day! sixty years have passed, and I am an old
woman, whose nut-brown hair has turned to white; but
I never see that heavily-bound oopyof • Percy's Reliques'
without the home of my infancy sprinjting up before my
eyes.•••. Wheta play-ground W88 that orchard! Happy,
happy days! It is good to have the memory of such a
childhood! to be able to call up past delights by the mere
sight and sound of • Chevy Chase,' or the • Battle of Otter.
bourne.' And, 88 time wore on, the fine ballad of • King
Estmere' got to be amongst our prime favourites. Ab·
sorbed by the magic of the story, the old English never
troubled us."

BurDI considered the song "0 Nanny" to be the most
beautiful ballad in the English language. Ithad a Scottish
dresa before Dodsley published it in 1766; for Grainger
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requests the author to let him communicate hia .. Scottish
song" to a magazine, In Dodsley's Collection the song is
printed thus :-

o Nancy I wilt thon go with me,
Nor .Igh to leave the flaunting town:

Can .lIent glenl have charml for thee,
The lowly eat and rouet gown?

No longer d""",'d In ailken .been.
No longer d""k'd with jewel. rare,

Say. canat thClll quit each courtly aeene,
Where thou wert fairest of the fair?

o Nancy I when thon'rt far away,
Wilt thou not cut a wiah behind?

Say, canlt thou face the parching ray,
Nor ahrlDk before the wlDtry wind?

o can that 80ft and ",entle mien
E"trem"" of hard<hip learn to bear,

Nor sad regret eath courtly aceDe,
Where thou wert falreat of the fair?

o Nauey I cauat thou love 80 true,
Through perlll keen with me to go?

Or when thy .waln m1ahap IhalJ rue,
To ahare with him the pang of woe?

Say, ahould dlRaoe or pain befall,
Wilt thon ...ume the nurae'a care,

Nor w1atfal thOlle gay ecenee recall,
Where thou wert falreat of the fair?

And when at last thy lo..e ahall die,
Wilt thou receive hla parting breath?

Wilt thou rep..... each atruggllng 81gh,
And cheer with .mlles the bed of death

And wilt thou o'er his breathleu clay
Strew 1I0wen, and drop the tender tear,

Nor tMft regret thOlle scenes 80 ",ay,
Where thou wort faiftst of the fair?

The remark of Gray upon the .. Minstrel" may apply to
these vel'8ell. .. I think," he wrote to Beattie, .. that we
should wholly adopt the language of Spenser's time, or
wholly renounce it:' .. Sheen," which Percy uses in the
fifth line, was one of the obsolete words to which Gray
objected.

The musical setting of this song has been claimed for
two composers. Archdeacon Nares asks Percy, November
27, 1801,-" Who was the Mr. Carter who made the very
beautiful original tune to your ballad, I Oh, NannyP" The

02
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reply of the Bishop is not known; but Carter lived until
October 12, 18040. Nares W8lI likely, from his musical
connections, to possess correct information on the subject ;
but so recently as A.pril, 1847, a descendant of Mr. Joseph
Barldon asserted his ancestor's title to the honour of com·
posing the air, all his books and papers havin~ been
purchBBed by Carter, who discovered the music of"Nanny"
in MS., and published it under his own name.

Percy contributed some short compositions, in Latin and
English, to the "Grand Magazine," which W8ll projected
by Mr. Strahan; but they are not of sufficient interest to
be reprinted. The Northumberland Household Book, and
the translation of Mallet's Northem Antiquities are well
known.



ADVERTISEMENT

TO

THE FOURTH EDITION.

TwENTY yearB have near elapsed since the last edition of
this work appeared. But, although it was sufficiently a
favourite with the public, and had long been out of print,
the original Editor had no desire to revive it. More
important pursuits had, as might be expected, engaged
his attention j and the present edition would have re
mained unpublished, had he not yielded to the impor
tunity of his friends, and accepted the humble offer of an
Editor in a nephew, to whom, it is feared, he will be
found too partial.

These volumes are now restored to the public with such
corrections and improvements all have occurred since the
former impre8llion j and the Text in particular hath been
emended in many punges by recurring to the old copies.
The instances being frequently trivial, are not always
noted in the margin j but the alteration hath never been
made without good reason: and especially in such pieees
as were extracted from the folio Manuscript so often
mentioned in the following pages, where any variation
0CCUl'Il from the former impression, it will be understood
to have been given on the authority of that MS.

The appeal publicly made to Dr. Johnson, in the fin!t
page of the following Preface, so long since as in the year
1765, and never once contradicted by him during so large
a portion of his life, ought to hue precluded every doubt
concerning the existence of the MS. in question. But
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such, it seems, having been suggested, it may now be
mentioned, that while this edition passed through his
press, the MS. itself was left for near a year with Mr.
Nichols, in whose house, or in that of its PosseBBor, it
was examined with more or less attention by many
Gentlemen of eminence in literature. .At the first publi
cation of these volumes, it had been in the hands of all, or
most of, his friends; but, as it could hardly be expected
that he shouid continue to think: of nothiD~ else but these
amusements of his youth, it was afterwards laid aside at
his residence in the country. Of the many Gentlemen
above-mentioned, who offered to give their testimony to
the public, it will be sufficient to name the Honourable
Daines Barrington, the Reverend Clayton Mordaunt
Cracherode, and those eminent Critics on Shakespeare,
the Reverend Dr. Farmer, George Steevens, Esq.•
Edmund Malone, Esq., and Isaac Reed, Esq., to whom I
beg leave to appeal for the truth of the following repre
sentation.l

The MS. is a long narrow folio volume, containing 195
Sounets, Ballads, Historical Songs, and Metrical Ro.
mances, either in the whole or in part, for many of them
are extremely mutilated and imperfect. The first and
last leaves are wanting; and of fifty·four pages near the
beginning, half of every leaf hath been torn away, and
several others are injured towards the end, besides that
through a great part of the volume the top or bottom line,
and sometimes both have been cut off in the binding.

In this state is the MS. itself: and even where the
leaves have suffered no injury, the transcripts, which seem
to have been all made by one person (they are at least all
in the same kind of hand), are sometimes extremely incor
rect and faulty, being in such instances probably made from
defective copies, or the imperfect recitation of illiterate

I Percy Wl'OtAl to Archdeacon If......, Deoember 28,18040 :-"Mr. SteeT"".
calling one morning, opent an honr or two in ex~ the MS., and
minntely collated one of those pieces extracted from it which declared
to be printed .erbatim from tlie original. With the exactn of this he
profllllll<'d himself ao well aatiafled that he snowed his name to be appealed
too" W.
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Bingel'll; BO that a considerable portion of the Bong or
narrative is BometimlllJ omitted; and misersble trash or
nonaetlBe not unfrequently introduced into pieceB of con.
siderable merit. And often the copyist grew so weary of
his labour as to write on without the least attention to the
sense or meaning; so that the word which should form
the rhyme is found misplaced in the middle of the line;
and we have such blundel'll as these, wallt and will for
ftla.ton will; even pan and wale fol' wan and pale, &C.

Hence the Public may judge how much they are
indebted to the composer of this collection; who, at an
early period of life, with such materials and such subjecta,
formed a work which hath been admitted into the moat
ele/{ant librBries; and with which the judicious Antiquary
hath ju.<tt reason to be satisfied, while refined entertain
ment hath been provided for every Reader of taste and
genius. I

THOHAS PERCY,

"LLOW 01' ft. 10..... OOLLll6., ODOaD.

l"We ba.... to add that, In the fourth edition or the 'ReJ.j'l1l",' Mr.
TbomM Percy, of 8t. John'l College, Onord, pleadiDg the 0111... othio UDCIe
with the moot gentlemanly moderotioD, "'11, with eve.., r..peat to Mr.
Bitaon'l ooience o.nd \alento, has combtlted the critic'1 OpmiOD, without ...y
auempt to retort hie injurionolanguop. Itwould be DOW DO doubt, deoirable
to bave h-.I. lOme more distinct account of Dr. Percy'I Colio Mo.nulCript IDd
ito contento; o.nd Mr. Thomao Percyocoordinldy giv.. the original of the
• Jlarriage oCSir Gawalne,' IUd collat.. it with the copy published in I com.
ple&e ltau. by hil uncle. It would be deeiroble to kDow exactly to whot
e:<tent Dr. Percy hod used the IicenDe DC OD editor, .o.nd oertaiDly, at thil
period, woald be Daly 0 degree DC juotioe due to Dis memory."-Soott'o
..Poetical Worb" (Minotreley), i. 67.-W.



THE

PREFACE}

TmI Reader is here preeented with select remains of our
ancient English Bards and Minstrels, an order of men
who were once ~y respected by our anceatora, and
oontnlmted to soften the roughne8ll of a martial and un·
lettered people by their IlOng8 and by their musio.

The greater part of them are extracted from an ancient
folio ManU8Oript, in the Editor's possession, 1rhich con·
tains near 200 PoeJJl8, Songs, and Metrical Romances.
This MS. wu written about the middle of the last cen
tury; but contains compositions of all times and dates,
from the ages prior to Chaucer, to the conclusion of the
reign of Charles I.

This ManU80ript wu shown to several learned and
ingenious friends, who thought the contents too curious
to be consigned to oblivion, and importuned the poIIIe880r
to select some of them, and give them to the prell. As
mOllt of them are of great simplicity, and seem to have
been merely written for the people, he was long in doubt,
whether, in the present state of improved literature, they
conld be deemed worthy the attention of the public. At
length the importunity of his friends prevailed, and he
conld refuse nothing to IlUCh judges as the Author of the
.. Rambler" and the late Mr. Shenstone.

Ilbcept In one ~ph.lUldIn the notee onbjoiDed, thiI Pref..... is Ii....
wilh liitIe ftl'i&tion, frOm the lint. edition In 1766.
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Accordingly such specimens of ancient poetry have been
selected, 88 either show the gradation of our language,
exhibit the progress of popular opinions, display the pecu
liar manners and customs of former ages, or throw light
on our earlier classical poets.

They are here distributed into volumes, each of which
contains an independent series of poems, arranged chiefly
according to the order of time, and showing the gradual
improvements of the English language and poetry from
the earliest ages down to the present. Each volume, or
series, is divided into three books, to afford so many
pauses, or resting-places to the reader, and to lIllsist him
in distinguishing between the productions of the earlier,
the middle, and the latter times.

In a polished age, like the present, I am sensible that
many of these reliques of antiquity will require great
allowances to be msde for them. Yet have they, for the
most part, a plelllling simplicity and many artleB8 graces,
which, in the opinion ofno mean Critics,l have been thought
to compensate for the want of higher beauties; and, if they
do not dazzle the imagination, are frequently found to
interest the heart.

To atone for the rudeness of the more obsolete poems,
each volume concludes with a few modern attempts in the
same kind of writing: and, to take off from the tedious
ness of the longer narratives, they are everywhere inter
mingled with little elegant pieces of the lyric kind. Select
ballads in the old Scottish dialect, most of them of the
first rate merit, are also interspersed among those of our
ancient English Minstrels; and the artleB8 productions of
these old rhapsodists are occllllionally confronted with
specimens of the composition of contemporary poets of a
hi~her elllllS; of those who had all the advantages of
learning in the times in which they lived, and who wrote
for fame and for posterity. Yet perhaps the palm will be
frequently due to the old strolling Minstrels, who com-

1 Mr. Acldieon, Mr. Dryden. and the witty Lord Do.....t. &0. See the
.. Spectator," No. 70. The le&rlled Belden appean Il1Io to have been fond of
oollectinc theae old thInp.



posed their rhymes to be IIUllp; to their harpe, and who
looked no further than for present appla1l8e and present
subsistence.

The Reader will find this class of men occaaionally
deecribed in the following volumes, and BOrne particulara
relating to their hiatory in an ESllAY subjoined to thia
preface.

It will be proper here to give a short account of the
other Collectiona that were consulted, and to make my
acknowledgements to those gentlemen who were 80 kind a8
to impart extracts from them; for while thi8 8election W88

making, a great number of in~eniona friends took ~ 8hare
in the work, and explored many large repositorie8 in its
favour.

The first of these that deserved notice was the PepY8ian
library at Magdalen College, Cambridge. Its founder,
Sam. Pepy8, Eaq., Secretary of the Admiralty in tho reigns
of Charles II. and James 11., had made Ii lar~e collection
of ancient English balladB, near 2000 in number, which he
has lefl; puted in five volumes in folio; beside8 Garlands
and other smaller miacellanies. This collection he tells us
WB .. begnn by Mr. Selden; improved by the addition of
many pieces elder thereto in time; and the whole con·
tinued down to the year 1700; when the form peculiar till
then thereto, viz. of the black.letter with pictures, 8eems
(for cheapneB8 Bake) whoUy laid aside for that of the white
letter without picture8."

In the Ashmole Library at Oxford i8 a amall collection
of Ballad8 made by Anthony Woodin the year 1676,
containing 80mewhat more than 200. Many ancient
popular poem8 are also preserved in the Bodleyan Library.

The archive8 of the Antiquarian Society at London
contain a multitude of curiou8 political poems in large
folio volumes, dip;e8ted under the several reign8 of Henry
VIII., Edward VI., Mary, Elizabeth, Jame8 I., &C.

rn the Britiah M1l8eum ia preserved a larp;e treasure of
ancient English poem8 in MS., besides one folio volume of
printed ballads.

From all these BOme of the best piece8 were eelected I
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and from many private collections, as well printed as
manuscript, particularly from one large folio volume
which was lent by a lady.

Amid such a fund of materials, the Editor is afraid he
has been sometimes led to make too great a parade of
his authorities. The desire of being accurate has perhaps
seduced him into too minute and tri1ling an exactneBB;
and in pursuit of information he may have been drawn
into many a petty and frivolous research. Itwas however
neceBBary to give some account of the old copies; though
often, for the sake of brevity, one or two of these only are
mentioned, where yet assistance was received from several.
Where any thing was altered that deserved particular
notice, the plLllBllge is generally distinguished by two
inverted .. commas." .And the Editor has endeavoured to
be as faithful as the imperfect state of his materials would
admit. For these old popular rhymes, being many of
them copied only from illiterate transcripts, or the im
perfect recitation of itinerant ballad-singers, have, as
might be expected, been handed down to us with less care
than any other writings in the world. .And the old copies,
whether MS. or printed, were often so defective or cor
rupted, that a scrupulous adherence to their wretched
readings would only have exhibited unintelligible nonsense,
or such poor meagre stuff as neither came from the Bard
nor was worthy the press; when, by a few slight cor
rections or additions, a most beautiful or interesting
sense hath started forth, and this so naturally and easily,
that the Editor could seldom prevail on himself to indulge
the vanity of making a formal claim to the improvement;
but must plead guilty to the charge of concealing his own
share in the amendments under some such general title as
a .. Modern Copy," or the like. Yet it has been hi.,
design to give sufficient intimation, where any considerable
liberties were taken with the old copies, and to have
retained, either in the text or margin, any word or phrase
which was antique, obsolete, unusual, or peculiar; so that
these might be safely quoted as of genuine and undoubted
antiquity. His object was to please both the judicious
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antiquary and the reader of taste; and he hath endea
voured to gratify both without offending either.1

The plan of the work 1rU settled in concert with the
late elegant Mr. Shenatone, who was to have bome a joint
ahare in it, had not death11Dhappily prevented him.1 Moat
of the modem piecea were of hia selection and arrange
ment, and the Editor hopea to be pardoned if he baa reo
tained some thinga out of partiality to the judgement of
hia friend. The old folio MS. above mentioned was a
present from Humphrey Pitt, Esq. of Prior's·Lee, in
Shropshire,l to whom this publio aoknowledgement is due
for that, and many other obliging favours. To Sir David
Dalrymple, Bart., of Halea, near Edinburgh, the editor is
indebted for most of the beautiful Scottish poems with
whioh this little miscellany is enriched, and for many
curious and elegant remarka with which they are illus.
trated. Some obliging communications of the llaIIle kind
were received from John M'Gowan, Esq. of Edinburgh;
and many t:urious explanations of Soottish worda in the
glOllllllriea from John Davidlon, Esq. of Edinburgh, and
from the Rev. Mr. Hntchinaon, of Kimbolton. Mr. War.
ton, who baa twice done so much honour to the Poetry
Professor's chair at Oxford, and Mr. Hest, of Worcester
College, contributed some curious pieces from the Oxford
libraries. Two ingenious and learned friends at Cam·
bridge deeerve the Editor's warmest acknowledgements:

1 ..The 'l!dquM of Ancien\ Bugliab Poetry,' • WOt"k in whiob the opleu.
dour of gezDll8 and the delicacy of \ute haye aurn.od ouob • light OYer the
daoty, oombre, .nd uninyjliDg path of the ocholar and tbe antiq118rY... h..
mxIeiIred to the moot relined read... • kind of .tad,. whioh .... before .ap
~ to ,~,.e DO channa but for Dune8 and old womeuo"-JamiNon,

BaIIada, p. n.-W.
I That the editor hath DOt here underrated the ..utanoo he reoeiyed trom

Ilia friend, will "PP"U' from Mr. Bh_o.toao'. own letter to tbe Roy. Mr.
Only... da&od Mlirch I, 1781. Bee hi. Worb, yol. iii. letter oiii. It is
cIoubtJo- • great 1_ to tbiJ work, that Mr. Bho118toOO OeTor .... more than
about • third of 000 of th_ Yolam.., .. j>reparod for tho proM.

• Who informed the editor that this MB. had boon purchued in • library
of old boob, which .... thought to hayO beloaged to Thom.. Blount, .uthor
of the "Popalar TOIluroe," 1879, Mo., and of many other poblioatioDl oou·
JDer'a&ed in Wood'i If Atbenle,'" Ii. 73; the earliest of which ia U The Art of
making DoTiooo," 1l146, Mo., wheroio he iI deocribed to be "of tbo laoor
Temple:' If tho oo1leotioo .... made by this Iawyor (who aloo publiobed the
.. Law Dictionar,...• 1671, foUo), it .bould aeem, from the erTOl'II and defect.
with which tho )(B. abouod., that bo had omployed biI clerk in wriliDi the
~ wIIo .... often w-.y of biI tuL
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to Mr. Blakeway, late fellow of' Ma~dalen College, he
owes all the assistance received from the Pepysian library ;
and Mr. Farmer, fellow of Emanuel, often exerted, in
favour of this little work, that extensive knowledge of
anrient En~lish literature for which he is so distinguished. l

Many extracts from ancient MSS. in the British Museum,
and other repositories, were owing to the kind services of
Thomas Astle, Esq., to whom the public is indebted for
the curious Preface and Index annexed to the Harleyan
Catalogue.S The worthy Librarian of the Society of Anti
quaries. Mr. Norris, deserved acknowledgement for the
obliging manner in which he gave the editor acce88 to the
volumes under hi! care. In Mr. Garrick's curious collec
tion of old plays, are many scarce pieces of ancient poetry,
with the free use of which he indulged the editor in the
politest manner. To the Rev. Dr. Birch he is indebted
for the use of several ancient and valuable tracts. To the
friendship of Dr. Samuel Johnson he owes many valuable
hints for the conduct of the work. And, if the Glossaries
are more exact and curious than miKht be expected in so
slight a publication, it is to be 88cribed to the supervisal

I To the ..."e learued ""d ingenioUi friend, ein"" Kuter of Emanuel Col.
lege, the Edilor il obliged for many correetioUi aDd improvemeDt.o iu hia
oecoDd and IUboeQUeut editioDl; ..&lao 10 the Rev. Mr. Bo...le, of IdmiltoDe,
De&!' Salisbury, Eaitor of the curious edition of II Don Quixote,'" with IUlDO
tatiODll, in Spaniob,in S vob. 410.; to the Rev. Mr. Cole, formerly of Blecha
ley, Dear FeDuy-8tratford, Buckl; 10 the Rev. Mr. Lambe, of Norelwn, in
Northumberland (author of a learned .. Hiolory of Chell,': 17M, Svo., and
Edilor of a curioul .. l'oem ou the Battle of FloodeD Field," with leamed .
noteo, 1774, Svo.); and 10 G. Palou, of Edinburgh. He io particularly
indebted 10 t...o frieDda,1o ...hom tbe publio, .....ell .. himoelf, are under the
greatat oblil(&tionl: 10 the Honourable Dain.. BarriDgton, for hio very
learned and curioUi .. OhaervltiODll on the Statuteo," 410.; and 10 Tbom..
Tynrhitt, Eoq., ...hooe mOlt correct and elegant edition of Chouce'-" .. Can
terbury Talea," 6 1'0)8. 8'0., is a .tandard book, and &hOWl how au ancient
Englioh 01&1110 ohould be publilhed, The Edilor ..... &lao favoured with
many voluable remarko aDd correctioDl from the Rev, Gao, Albby, late
fello... of St. J ohn'l College, in Cambridge, whicb are not particularly pointed
out, becauae they occur eo often. He was DO leu obli~ t<? Thom&l Butler,
Eoq'l F.A..B., agent 10 the Dnke of Northumberland, and Clerk ofthel'.....
for tne COUDty of ltIiddleoez, whOle ""tenMve kno...led,., of ancient writinp,
recorda, and hiltary hu been of great UI8 10 the Editor in hio attempt.o 10
Illuotrate the lite_ure or mannen of our anceolon. Some voluble remarko
...ere procured by Samuel l'egge, Eoq., autbor of that curloW! ...ork the
.. Cunalia," 410.; but thia impreaoioD ..... 100 far advanced 10 profit by them
oll, ...hich hath &lao been the cue with a oeri.. of learued and ingeDiona
annotatioDl i_rted in the" GentlemaD'1M~e" for Auguot, 1M, April.
June, Jul:r, and OctoberJ.l'1l14, and ...hich, it II hoped, will be continued.

• 8mce Keeper of the JSeCOrdo in the 1'0.......
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of a friend, who stands at this time the tint in the world
for Northern literature, and whose learning is better
known and respected in foreign nations than in his own
country. It is perhapsneedle88 to name the Rev. Mr. Lye,
editor of Junius's .. Etymologicum," and of the .. Gothic
Gospels."

The names of so many men of learning and character,
the Editor hopes, will serve as an amulet to guard him
from every unfavourable censure for having bestowed any
attention on a parcel of Old Ballads.! It was at the request
of many of these gentlemen, and of others eminent for
their geniu8 and taste, that this little work was under·
taken. To prepare it for the press has been the amuse·
ment of now and then a vacant hour amid the leisure and
retirement of rural life, and hath only served &8 a relaxa.
tion from graver studies. It has been taken up at dif
ferent times, and often thrown aside for many months,
during an interval of four or five years. This has occa
sioned BOme inconsistenciea and repetitions, which the
candid reader will pardon. As great care has been taken
to admit nothing immoral and indecent, the Editor hopes
he need not be ashamed of having bestowed 80me of
his idle hours on the ancient literature of our own country.
or in rescuing from obliviou some pieces (though but the
amusements of our ancestors) which tend to place in a
Itriking light their taste. genius, lentiments, or mannera.

J .. I know very well that many, who pretend to be wise by the Corm. of
being grave, are apt to deapiae both pot'lr,. and mUilo .. to,.. and triO.. too
lilrht Cor the uae or entertainment oC aerioUi men; hut whoever Oud them_
.ely.. wboll,. inaenaible to their ohann., would, I think, do well to keep their
own ""unael, Cor C..... of reJ1roachin, their own temper, and bringing the
KOOdneee ot their DaLure.. if not 0 their underatandinp. into question.
While thill world lull, I doubt not but the pl...ure oC theae two entertain
menta will do ao too; and happy thee.. that conlent th.maelvea with theae.
or auy other ao eaay and ao innocent, and do not trouble the world, or other
men, becauae they cannot be qulet themaelv.., thongh nobodv hurta them,"
--8ir William Temple'. Worb, iii. ~.-W. •
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

COUNTESS OF NORTHUMBERLAND.

BABONBSS PERCY. LUCY, POYNINGll. Flt'Z-PA.YNE, BRYA.N.
AND LATDllI:B.

M.&.D.&.JI,

Most writers, who solicit the protection of the •
noble and the great, are often exposed to censure by the
impropriety of their addresses; a remark that will -perhaps
be too readily applied to him who, having nothing better
to offer than the rude Songs of sncient Minstrels, &IIpires
to the patr~eof the Countess of Northumberland, and
hopes that the barbarous productions of unpolished ages
can obtain the approbation or the notice of her, who
adorns courts by her presence, and diffuses elegance by
her example.

But this impropriety, it is presumed, will disappear,
when it is related that these poems are presented to your
Ladyship, not &II labouni of art, but &II effusions of nature,
showing the first efforts of ancient genius, and exhibiting
the customs and opinions of remote ages; of ages that had
been almost lost to memory, had not the gallant deeds of
your illustrious Ancestors preserved them from oblivion.

No active or comprehensive mind can forbear some
attention to the reliqueB of antiquity. It is prompted by
natural curiosity to survey the progress oflife and manners,

II.
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and to inquire by what gradations barbarity was civilized.
grossness refined, and ignorance instructed. But this
curiosity, Madam, must be stronger in those who, like
your Ladyship, can remark in every period the influence
of some great Progenitor, and who still feel in their effects
the transactions and events of distant centuries.

By such Bards, Madam, as I am now introducing to
your presence, was the infancy of genius nurtured and
advanced, by such were the minds of unlettered warriors
BOftened and enlarged, by such was the memory of illus
trious actions preserved and propagated, by such were the
heroic deeds of the Earls of Northumberland SUJ1/l at
festivals in the hall of AJnwick; and those Songs which
the bounty of your Ancestors rewarded, now return to your
Ladyship by a kind of hereditary right; and, I flatter
myself, will find such reception as is usually shown to
poets and historians, by those whose consciousness of
merit makes it their interest to be long remembered.

I am, Madam,

Your Ladyship's most humble and most devoted servant,

TH01U8 PEECT.



AN ESSAY

011'

THE ANCIENT MINSTRELS IN ENGLAND.

L TIm MIR8TllBL81 were an order of men, in the Middle
ages, who subsisted by the art. of poetry and music, and
8llJlg to the harp verses composed by themselves or others.
They alBo appear to have accompanied their BOngs with
mimicry and action; and to have practised such various
means of diverting as were much admired in those rude
times, and supplied the want of more refined entertain
ment. These arts rendered them extremely popular and
acceptable in this and all the neighbouring countries;
where no high seene of festivity was esteemed complete,
that was not set off with the exercise of their talents;
and where, BO long as the spirit of chivalry subsisted, they
were protected and caressed, because their songs tended
to do honour to the ruling passion of the times, and to
encourage and foment a martial spirit.

The Minstrels seem to have been the genuine mcces·
sors of the ancient Bards,' who, under different names,
were admired and revered, from the earliest ages, among

1 ..That the dimlreut proC.-on orJIIiDItrelI,r were. in r.ncient tim.., distill
IrlIiohed by II&IIIH appropriated to their reopeeti••pursuita cauDOt reuouably
lie dispated, tboullb ,t may be ditBcult to pro••, Tbe~, Trotl__•
or R,- w. 6. wbo oompooed .........., ""..u" fabUar.z, _"-'om, awl
Jail; awl u..;;; who OODlIned themoel... to th. compoetloll oC _I" and
,lab/Aaaz, obtained the appell&tioll oC _r,. cottt""", or fabliM" The
.JI...criw,-I. or ..-,tt w. he who llOOOmpamed"hia lO11g by ,.
mnsical inotrument, both the "OnD and the melody being ooouionally bu.
Diabed by himaeIC, awl occulonally by otbera,"-BiUo... W.

• That the Minatrelo, 10 many retlpecta, bore a otrong reeemb1&Dce both to
the Britiah Bardo .."d to the DIUliah 8caJdo, al'pean I'tOm thi., that the old
.JIonkioh writen e>:p.-. Uulm aU without diatiDct.lon by the ..",. _ in
Lalin.

d2
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the people of Gaul, Britain, Ireland, and the North: and
indeed by almost all the first inhabitants of Europe,
whether of Celtic or Gothic race j but by none more than
by our own Teutonic ancestors, particularly by all the
Danish tribes. Among these they were distinguished by
the name of Scalds, a word which denotes .. smoothen
and polishers of language." The origin of their art was
attributed to Odin or Woden, the father of their Gods j

and the professors of it were held in the highest estima
tion. Their skill was considered as something divine j

their persons were deemed sacred j their attendance was
solicited by kin~ j and they were everywhere loaded with
honours and rewards. In short, poets and their art were

• held among them in that rude admiration, which is ever
Ihown by an ignorant people to IUch as excel them in in.
tellectual accomplishments.

As these honours were paid to poetry and song, from the
earliest times, in those countries which our Anglo-Saxon
ancestors inhabited before their removal into Britain, we
may reasonably conclude, that they would not lay aside
all their regard for men of this sort immediately on quit
ting their German forests. At least, so long as they re
tained their ancient manners and opinions, they would
Itill hold them in high estimation. But as the Saxons,
loon after their establishment in this island, were con
verted to Christianity j in proportion as literature prevailed
among them, this rude admiration would begin to abate j

and poetry would 00 no longer a peculiar profession.
Thus the Poet and the Minstrel early with us became two
persons. Poetry was cultivated by men of letters indis.
criminately, and many of the most popular rhymes were
composed amidst the leisure and retirement of monasteries.
But the Minstrels continued a distinct order of men for
many ~es after the Norman conquest j and got their
livelihood by linging venes to the harp at the houses of
the great. There they were still hospitably and respect
fully received, and retained many of the honours shown to
their predeoeuon the Bardl and Scalds. And though, as
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their art declined,many of them only recited the compo
aitiODll of others, some of them still composed songs them
Ile1n8, and all of them could probably invent a few stanza8
on OCCllllion. I have no doubt but most of the old heroic
ballads in this collection were composed by this order of
men. For although some of the larger metrical romancel
might come from the van of the monks l or others, yet the
lID&1ler narratives were probably composed by the Min.
strels, who sung them. From the amazing variations which
occur in di1ferent copies of the old piecea, it is etident
they made no scruple to alter each other's productions;
and the reciter added or omitted whole stanzas according
to his own fancy or convenience.

In the early ages, as was hinted above, the profession of
oral itinerant Poet W88 held in the utmost reyerence among
all the Danish tribes ; and therefore we miKht have con
cluded, that it was not unknown or unrespected among their
Saxon brethren in Britain, even if History had been alto
gether silent on this subject. The original country of our
Anglo-Saxon Ancestors is welllrnown to have lion chietly in
the Cimbrio Chersonese, in the tracts ofland since distin.
guished by the name of Jutland, Angelen, and Holstein.
The Jutes and Angles in particular, who composed two.
thirds of the conquerors of Britain, were a Danish people,
and their country at this day belongs to the crown of Den·
mark ; 10 that when the Danes again infested England,
three or four hundred years aner, they made war on the
de8Cl8ndants of their own ancestors. From this near affinity
we might expect to discover a strong resemblance between
both nations in their customs, manners, and even Ian.
guage; and, in fact, we find them to differ no more than
would DlIturally happen between a parent country and its
own oolonies, that had been severed in a rude uncivilized
Itate, and -had dropped all intercourse for three or four

1 .. We ..,. fairly oonclade til. \he monb often W1'<lte for \he 1lllnnnIs;
and It ia """""nable toID~ that man, of our ancient tal.. in ~~ DOn
tai:Diq 8ctitioua adventQrf'tI, were written, though not iO'fented. lD the
reJi«ioas houJIee. The librari.. of the monaoteri.. wero fbll of ro_"-W...,.,., .. ~ofEngl!lhl'oetry, .. l.80. W.
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centuries: especially if we reflect that the colony here
settled had adopted a new Religion, extremely opposite in
all respects to the ancient Paganism of the mother-country;
and that even at first, along with the original Angli, had
been incorporated a large mixture of Saxona from the
neighbouring parts of Germany; and afterwards, among
the Danish invaders, had come vast multitudes of adven
turers from the more northern partl of Scandinavia. But
all these were only different tribes of the same common
Teutonic stock, and spoke only different dialects of the
same Gothic lan~age.

From this sameness of original and similarity of mauners
we might justly have wondered, if a character, so dignified
and distinguished among the aucient Danes as the Scald
or Bard, had been totally unknown or unregarded in this
sister nation. And indeed this argument is so strong,
and, at the same time, the early annals of the Anglo
Saxons are so scanty and defective, that no objections
from their silence could be sufficient to overthrow it. For
if these popular bards were confessedly revered and
admired in those very countries which the Anglo-Saxons
inhabited before their removal into Britain, and if they
were afterwards common and numerous among the other
descendants of the same Teutonic ancestors, can we do
otherwise than conclude, that men of this order accom
panied such tribes &8 migrated hither; that they after
wards subsisted here, though perhaps with le88 splendour
than in the North; and that there never was wanting a
succe88ion of them to hand down the art, though some
particular conjunctures may have rendered it more respect
able at one time than another P And this was evidently
the case. For though much greater honours seem to have
been heaped upon the. northern Scalds, in whom the
characters of historian, genealogist, poet, and musician,
were all united, than appear to have been paid to the
Minstrels and Harpersl of the Anglo-Suona, whose talents

I That the harp .... the common mlllical inltrnment or the Ansl0.Snou
millbt be inferredfrom the '.7:1 word ito.lf, ....hich i.of pnuin.Gothlc original,
and .... Currellt &lIIolli e,ery bnnch of that people :-N., AlIi.·Sax., Matpe
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were chiefly calculated to entertain and divert; while the
Scalds professed to inform and instruct. and were at once
the moralists and theolol{uea of their Pagan countrymen;
yet the Anglo-Saxon Minstrels continued to ponels no
small portion of public favour: and the arts they pro
feased were so extremely acceptable to our ancestors. that
the word Glee, which peculiarly denoted their art. con·
tinues still in our own language to be of all othen the
moat eJ:presaive of that popular mirth and jollity, that
strong sensation of delight, which is felt by unpolished and
simple minds.

n. Having premised these general considerations, I
shall now proceed to collect from history such particular
incidents 88 occur on this subject; and whether the facts
themselves are true or not, they are related by authon
who lived too near the Saxon times, and had before them
too many recent monuments of the Anglo-Saxon nation,
not to know what W88 conformable to the genius and
mannen of that people; and therefore we may presume,
that their relations prove at least the existence of the
customs and habits they attribute to our forefathen before
the Conquest, whatever becomes of the particular incidents
and events themselves. If this be admitted, we shall not
want sufficient proofs to show that Minstrelsy and Song
were not extinct among the Anglo-Saxons; and that
the profeasor of them here, if not quite 80 respectable a
penonage 88 the Danish Scald, was yet hi~hly favoured
and protected, and continued still to enjoy considerable
privileges.

Even 80 early as the fint invasion of Britain by the
Saxons, an incident is recorded to have happened, which,
if true, shOWI that the Minstrel or Bard W88 not unknown
among this people; and that their princes themselves could,

aod~; roeland. ~"""IJ and Amorpa; Dan. and Bel., ~.; Germ.....

~:'~~~;~.~ ~ntl.e~:.J:;t~:f:..i i':'f":~~::
1he :BriUma aud other northern naUonl in the middle agea, is trrident from
their lan, and ""';on, IJl'III'PI In their bioto.,., 8y the la.1 of Waiel •
harp .u 0Dtl of the three things that .ere neoeuary to oonatitute a gentJe.
....... or a tr-man. A gentlllllllD'l harp WU Dot liable to be ...uN tor
cIeW."~"On Popular lllllic," pllIel7. W.



Iii .ur :B8B..1.Y ON THB A.NCIlINT XlJiSTlIBLI.

upon occasion, lI88UII1e that character. Colgrin, lIOll of that
Ella who WlUl elected king or leader of the Saxons in the
room of Hengist, was shut up in York, and oloaely
besie~ed by Arthur and his Britons. Baldulph, brother
of Colgrin, wanted to gain access to him, and to apprize
him of a reinforcement which WlUl com~ from Gel'Illllny.
He had no other way to accomplish his design, but to
lUI8Ume the character of a MinstreI.' He therefore ahaved
his head and beard, and, dressing himself in the habit of
that profession, took his harp in his hand. In this disguise,
he walked up and down the trenches without auspicion,
playing all the while upon his instrument lUI a Harper.
By little and little he advanced near to the walls of the
city, and, making himself known to the sentinels, Wall in
the night drawn up by a rope.

Although the above fact comes only from the suspicious
pen of Geoffry of Monmouth, the judicious reader will not
too hutily reject it: because, if such a fact really happened,
it could only be known to us through the medium of the
British writers: for the first Saxons, & martial but unlet
tered people, had no historians of their own; and Geoffry,
with all his fables, is allowed to have recorded many true
events, that have escaped other annalists.

We do not however want instances of a less fabulous mra,
and more indubitable authority: for later history affords
us two remarkable facts, which I think clearly show that
the same arts of poetry and song, which were so much
admired among the Danes, were by no means unknowa or
neglected in this sister nation; and that the privileges and
honours which were so lavishly bestowed upon the Northem
Scalds, were not wholly withlield from the Anglo.SaxOIl
Minstrels.

Our great King Alfred, who is expressly said to have
excelled in music, being desirons to learn the true situa
tion of the DIUliah army, which had invaded his realm,

1 The word _;"mool does Dot 8ppNo1' to baye been used in BuaJaud before
the 11orman Conqueot· thol1jlh it bad long beCore that IiuJe beeu ado~ted in
France. 80 e&1';y &8 the eighth cent&rl.;Meneatrel" 10... a title !pv.... to
U.e X_tro dO CGpell<J or l'epiu, the of Cbar1eJDetlue.
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MlUIDed the dresa and character of a Min8treI; when,
taking his harp, and one of the mOlt trulty of hiJI friends
disguised 88 a servant (for in the early timllll it was not
unusual for a Minstrel to have a servant to carry hit harp),
he went with the lItmOit lecurity into the Danish camp;
and, thongh he could not but be known to be a Saxon by
hill dialect, the cJaaracter he had Io8mmed procured him a
hospitable reception. He was admitted to entertain the
kinK at table, and staid among them long enough to con
trive that UBlult which afterwards destroyed them. Thia
was in the year 878.1

About siny .yean after, a Danish king made use of the
eame diIguiae to explore the C8JlIp of our king Athelltan.
With hiJI harp in his hand, and dressed like a Minstrel,
Anlaft; lcing of the Danes, went aDlOBg the Saxon tents;
and, taking his etand near the king's pavilion, began to
play, and was immediatelyadaUtted. There he entertained
Athelstan and his lords with his singing and his music,
and was at length diBmissed with an honourable reward,
~ his songa mWlt have diBeovered him to have been a
Dane. AtheJatsn was SaTed from the consequences of thiJI
Itntagem by a sddier, who had observed Aulaff bury the
JDQIleY which had been given him, either from lOme scruple
of honour, or motive of mperatition. This occuioned a
diaeovery.

1 Tbat Alhd exceU" ill -me ia pooilbel,. ..-teoI by Bale, who doubt.
J.- had it tram """'" aocient llS., many of ..hiob .uboioted in biB time !bat
an now Ioet: .. oloo by Sir J. Spelman, ...bo, .... may conclnd., bad Ilood
-tlIoritI fOl' tbia aoecdou, .. he ill kaown to bave oompiled bill life of Allred
from authentic materialll ooUected by hio Ioarnod rat.bor: lhio writer iDfonno
.. tba& Alfred II prmided himaeJtof nraaitiam. Dot COIIUIlOD, or luch .. bew
but the pl'llclick part, but men oIriIful in the art iI.Ilelf, ..boee okill ond _.
rille b. yet furt.boir improved with hio own inotruction:' p. 199. This proVOI
Allred at Jeut to ba•• undentood th. theory of lDUlIi.; aDd bow ClOIIld IJJio
bve~n acquired without r;:rng on 10m. inotrumenl P ..hicb ..... 10
-'!'T- with the Baumo, non ill moob ruder tim.., that
Al1ied himoolf ~1tella .....t ..... oI1amoful to be ignoraDt of it. ADd
thilI oommo_ might be one raoon, ..by AMor did not think it of 00000
qu.- tIDOlllIb to be ponicularly mentiODed in hio obort lifo of t.baL groo*
mouanb. 'l'bio rigid inonk may oloo ba•• eote<omed it a oligbt ond fri.olo...
_plWm...t, ••ouriDg only of ...orldly n.nIty. H. b.. bow...r parti.
ealarly recorded Alfred'. fondo... for the oral Anglo-Saxon poemo and IOnp
[ .. Buol1loo poomata die noclequo ••• ludieno ... m.moriter rolin.bot:'
p UI h QarmiDa 8uoDioa motnoritor m-ro," &0., p. til, et ib.] No.. thep,...;. Ie&rnt b, rote, 0ID0Dll aU ancient unpolillbod nation., or. "II" onnp
GbomocI by the reci.ter, lIIId -.mpllllied with inatnun.ntal moIodT·

•



liv AN BUY ON TH. ANClllNT KINSTBllLS.

Now if the Saxons had not been accustomed to have
Minstrels of their own, Alfred's &Bsuming so new and
unusual a character would have excited suspicions among
the Danes. On the other hand, if it had not been cus
tomary with the Saxons to show favour and respect to the
Danish Scalds, Aulaff would not have ventured himself
among them, especinlly on the eve of a battle. From the
uniform procedure then of both these kinl[s, we InBy fairly
conclude that the same mode of entertainment pren.iled
amonl[ both people, and that the Minstrel was a privileged
character with each.

But, if these facts had never existed, it can be proved,
from undoubted records, that the Minstrel was a regular
and stated officer in the court of our Anglo-Saxon kings:
for in Doomeaday book, Joculator Regi8, the king's Min.
strel, is expressly mentioned in Gloucestershire; in which
county it should seem that he had lands assigned him for
his maintenance.l

TIl. We have now brought the inquiry down to the
Norman Conquest; and as the Normans had been a late
colony from Norway and Denmark, where the Scalds had
arrived to the highest pitch of credit before Rollo's expe
dition into France, we cannot doubt but this adventurer,
like the othl'r northern princes, had many of these men in
his train, who settled with him in his new duchy of Nor.
mandy, and left behind them successors in their art: so
that, when his descendant, William the Bastard, invaded
this kingdom in the following century,· that mode of enter·
tainment could not but be still familiar with the Normans.
And that this is not mere conjecture will appear from a
remarkable fact, which shows that the arts of Poetry and
Song were still as reputable among the Normans in France,
as they had been among their ancestors in the North; and
that the profession of Minstrel, like that of Scald, was
still aspired to by the most gallant soldiers. In William's
army was a valiant warrior, named Taillefer, who was

1 Glouoesten~Col. 1. Berdic, .TocuIator Regi., habet iii. ViII..,.to.
I Rollo ..aa iu'ealed in hill nc" duchy of Nol'lDlllldy ~.D. 1112. William

iD?&ded .EDPud ~.D. 1066.
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distinguished no less for the minstrel.art8 than for his
courage and intrepidity. This man asked leave of his
commander to begin the onset, and obtained it. He accord·
ingly advanced. before the army, and with a loud voice
animated his countrymen with songs in praise of Charle
magne and Roland, and other heroes of France; then
rushing among the thickest of the English, and valiantly
fighting, lost his life.

Indeed the Normans were 80 early distinguished for
theirminstrel-talenl;tl, that an eminent French writer makes
no scruple to refer to them the origin of all modem
poetry, and shows that they were celebrated for their
longs near a century before the Troubadours of Provence,
who are supposed to have led the way to the Poets of
Italy, France, and Spain.

We see then that the Norman Conquest was rather
likely to favour the establishment of the Minstrel pro
fession in this kingdom, than to suppress it: and althou~h

the favour of the Norman conquerors would be probably
confined to such of their own countrymen as excelled in
the minstrel·arts; and in the first agel after the Conquest
no other son~ would be listened to by the great nobility
but such as were composed in their own Norman French:
yet, as the great mass of the oriKinai inhabitants were not
extirpated, these could only understand their own native
Gleemen or MinlItrels; who must still be allowed to exist,
unless it can be proved that they were all proscribed and
massacred, as, H is said, the Welsh Bards were afterwards
by the severe policy of king Edward 1. But this we know
was not the case; and even the crnel attempts of that
monarch, as we shall see below, proved ineffectualI

I Of thiI_ haTe a pooith'e Pl'OOt in the old metriOll1 Romance ot Hom.
Child, which, although Cram the mention ot S.....,ena. &c., it ml1lt haTe been
writlen at !Nat after the llrot Crusade in 1096, yet Cram ita Anglo.Saxon
langnage oridiom, CIdI IICaml be dated later than within a oentn.,. after the
Conqueot. ThiI, eo appeare from ita Tery exordium WIllI intended to be
aung to. popular audience, wbether it wu composed bv~-;;r for, a GIHlman,
or lIinaUel. But it clUTieo all the internal marks of-~g the production
of ouoh a compoeor. n appeara ot genuine R~liIh growth' tOr. ener a
ce.reful examination. I cannot dilCOl'el' &OJ allusion to French or Norman
cuato~ manners, composition, _or phruC!lology: DO quotation U A8 the
Bouumoe My\h ," DOt a II&IIUl or IoooJ reference, ..hich .... likely to 00C1U'
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The honoun shown to the Norman or French Minstrels,
by our princes and great barons, would naturally bave
been imitated by their English VIlllU and tenants, even if
no favour or distinction had ever been shown here to the
same order of men in the Anglo-Saxon and Danish reigns.
So that we cannot doubt but the English Harper and
Songster would, at least in a subordinate degree, l'njoy the
same kind of honours, and be received with similar respect
among the inferior English grotry and populace. I must
be allowed therefore to consider them as belon~ing to the
same community, as lubordinate members at least of the
same college; and therefore, in gleaning the scantymaterials
for this slight history, I shall collect whatever incidents I
can find relating to Minstrels and their Art, and arrange
them, as they occur in our own annals, without distinction;
as it will not always be easy to ascertain, from the slight
mention of them by our regular historians, whether the
artists were Norman or English. For it need not be
remarked that subjects of this trivial nature are but inci
dentally mentioned by our ancient annalilltB, and were
fastidiously rejected by other grave and serious writers;
10 that, unless they were accidentally connected with IUch

events as became recorded in history, they would paas
unnoticed through the lapse of agel; and be as unknown
to posterity as other topics relating to the pril'ate life and
amusements of the greatest nations.

On this. account it can hardly be expected that we
should be able to produce regular and unbroken annals of
the Minstrel Art and its Professors, 01' have sufficient
information whether every Minstrel or Harper composed
himself, or ouly repeated, the SOD/tl he chanted. Some
probably did the one, and some the other: and it would

to a Freuch Rim....... The.'proper Dam.. are all or Noi'tMm extraction.
Child Bono ia the BOD or.AUof (i.•. OJar or Ola.e) Iri~or Sudeuue (I sup
pose Swedeu) by hia Queeu God,Id. or God,lt. .At4w and Fy/t61lJ1d .....
the names ot subjects. Ey/row or .A,l_. ia lriug W ..t..... (a part of
Ireland). R'....,ld ia hi. daugbter•.. X......'1d ia of another Iri!!ll'. na...t.....
who.. BOUI are Jit4,1d and Bwyld. At4elbnu ia steward of Kiug Aflmer,
&<l. &<l. All tb......our only of a uonhem origiD. and the whole p.eoe ia
enctlYlDcb a performance .. one would expeat fi'om a gleeman or minotrel
of the North of England, wbo bad derived his art and his ideu tram hia
80aIdic predectwlOR there.
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have beea wooderful indeed. if men whose peeuliar
profeNion it was, and who devoted their time and talent.
to eD.tertain their hell'en with poetioal compoeitionll, were
peculiarly deprived of all poetical jteIlilll themseln8, and
had been under a phylical incapacity ofcom~ thoee
common popular rhymes whieh were the UlU&1 rnbjeeta of
their recitation. Whoever examinee any coDBidenble quan.
tity of theBe, finds them, in ttyle and colouring, &8 diiferent
from the elaborate production of the tedentary oompoeer
at hia dellk 01' in hil cell, &8 the rambling Harper or
Minstrel 11'118 remote, in hit modea of life and habit. of
thinking, from the retired Scholar or the tolit&ry Monk.1

It is well known that on the Continent, whence our
Norman noblell came, the Bard who compoted, the
Huper who played and Bang, and even the Dancer and
the Mimic, were all conaidered &8 of one community, &Ild
were even all included under the common name of Min.
atrela. I must therefore be allowed the tame applioation
of the term here, without being expected to prove that
every singer composed, 01' every compOBel' chanted, his
own IODg; much leas that every one excelled in all the
IIl't8 which were occasionally exercised by tome or other
of tWa fraternity.

IV. After the Norman Conquest, the first occurrence
which I have met with relat,ing to this order of men is
the founding of a priory and hOBpital by one of them:
i. e. the Priory and HOBpit&!. of St. Bartholomew, in
Smithfield, London, by Royer or Rahel'1ll the King's
Minstrel, in the third year of King Henry I., A.D. 1102.
He W&8 the first Prior of his own establishment, and
pretlided over it to the time of his death.

In the reign of K. Henry II. we have upon record
the BUlle ofGalfrid 01' Jeffrey, a Harper, who in 1180
received a oorrody or annuity from the abbey of Hide

1 Among the old metrical roman_" T"'"Y few ..... addnlooed to reed...,
01' menUoa reading; lh_ "ppear to baTe been oompooed by writen "t their
cJeok, and nhibit m...b of IlION elaborate .truotnra and in....tion. Bnoh ill
":KgIam<>ur of Aztu," ohrhich II 14l:l. copy io in the Cotton IibJ:lll'y I the
8ecODd :P:Itte COllclwl_

II__ thDi ferr have I red."
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DMl' Winchester; and, as in the early times every Harper
was expected to sinlt" we cannot doubt but this reward
was given to him for his Music and his Son~; which, if
they were for the solace of the Monks there, we may
conclude would be in the English language.

Under his romantic son, K. Richard I., the Minstrel
profession seems to have acquired additional splendour.
Richard, who was the great hero of chivalry, was also
the distinguished patron of Poets and Minstrels. He was
himself of their number, and some of his poems are still
extant. They were no less patronized by his faTouritea
and chief officers. His Chancellor, William bishop of
Ely, is expressly mentioned to have invited Singers and
Minstrels from France, whom he loaded with rewards;
and they in return celebrated him as the most accomplished
person in the world. This high distinction and regard,
although confined perhaps in the first instance to Poets
and Songsters of the French nation, must have had a
tendency to do honour to Poetry and Song among all his
subjects, and to encourage the cultivation of these arts
among the natives; as the indulgent favour shown by the
Monarch or his great courtiers to the ProvenQ&! 1rou
badoltr, or Norman Rymoltr, would naturally be imitated
by their inferior vassals to the En~lish Gleeman, or
Minstrel. At more than a century after the Conquest,
the national distinctions must have begun to decline, and
both the Norman and Engliah languages would be heard
in the houses of the great;1 so that probably about this

, Ohau_, Iu hio dMCriptlon of the Limilour, or lIendioaut Friar, opeU.
of barplus II iuleponble from oIuglug :-

..--Iu hiI harpIug, hen that be had lOIII"."

I The moet aueieul Bnldi.b rbymea found in the moutho or the N0l'lUllll
Dobleo, .. in the """" of llobnt Earl or Leioooler ODd hiI FlemiDgo Iu 1173
(little more lha.o .. cenlury after the CouqueatJ, reoorded by Lambarde Iu
hill .. Dict.ionary of Eng1aDd," p. 36 :-

.. HopI'" Wyli1r.eu, boppe Wy1iIr.en
InglaDd io thlue and "':me," .to.

And that noted boIIt of Hueb Bigot, Bed of Norfolk, Iu the _ reign of
Xlui H""I'1 lL:-
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IllI'&, 01' lIOOn af\er, we are to date that remarkable inter
community and excl1ange of each other's compositions,
which we discover to have taken place at some early
period between the French and English Minstrels; the
1I&1Ile let of phrases, the lame species of characters,
incidents, and adventures, and often the 1I&1Ile identical
StorieB, being found in the old metrical Romancea of boUl
nations.

The distinguished lemce which Richard received from
one of hiB own Minstrels, in reacuing him from his cruel
and tedious captivity, is & remarkable fact, which onght to
be recorded for the honour of poets and their art. This
fact I shall relate in the following words of an ancient
writer.1

.. The Englishmen were more than & whole yeare with
out hearing any tydingB of their King, or in what place
he lFU kept prisoner. He had trained up in his court a
Rimer or Minatrill called Blondell de N881e: who being
10 long without the Bight of his Lord, his life seemed
wearisome to him, and he became confounded with me·
lancholly. Knowne it W&8, that he came backe from the
Holy IAnd ; but none could tell in what countrey he
arrived. Whereupon this Blondel, resolving to make
aearch for him in many countries, but he would heare some
neW811 of him ; after expence of divers dayes in travaile,
he came to a towne (by good hap) neere to the castell
where his maister King Richard was kept. Of his hOlt he
demanded to whom the castell appertained, and the host
told him, that it belonged to the Duke of Austria. Then
he enquired whether there were any prisoners therein

"W_ IiDmy 0MtIe of BUD,.,.,
VpoD the riUAll' of W&Ue""1,
I ..ouId De care for the king ofOook8D81."

1Dd-t _y of ODI' old metrical ro_, ..hether originally Engliah, or
\nlIIolated from tho French to be IUDll to III Rn~h audionoo, ... adar-d
to penonI of hiah rauk, .. appears from their beginning thUl-" LilteD,
~,H ead tJie like. Thoee .._ prior to the time of Chancer, end yet
to hia time oor NDr1IWl nobloe ... IDppoood to han adhered to their l'roDch

~ ia too mneb I'OMOD to boIieYe thia Itory of Blonden end hia mDl
trioaI patron to be pme!y apooryphe1:'-l'N.. W.
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detained or no: for alwayes he made mch secret ques.
tionings wheresoever he came. And the hoste gave
answer, there was one one1y prisoner. but he Irnew not
what he W88, and yet he had bin detained there more then
the space of a yeare. Wllen mondel ht'ard this, he
wrought sueh meanes, tha.t he became acquainted with
them of the oastell, as Minstrels doe easily win ac
quaintance anywhere: but see the King he could not,
neither undel'lltand that it Willi he. One day he sat directly
before a window of the castell, where King RicJwod was
kept prisoner, and begun to sing a lOng in French, which
King Richard and Blonde! had sometime composed to
gether. When King Richard heard the song. he knew it
W88 Blondel that sung it; and when Biondel paused at
halfe of the song, the KinJr •begau the other half, and
completed it.' Thus Blondel won knowledge of the King
his maister. and returning home into England. made the
Barons of the countrie acquainted where the King was."
This happened about the year 1193.

The following old Proven9&! lines are given as the very
original song ; which I shall accompany with an imitation
offered by Dr. Burney.

BLONDBL.

Donma, v08tra beutu,
Elu bell... falaol ;
Elo bel. 0111 amoroo
Ell geu con ben talJlatz :
Doa oIeu empreoenato
De Y08tra ILIDOl' que mI 1Ia.

51 bel tTop atrauola,
Ja de VOl' non portral,
Que moJor honoral
Sol en votre demau :
Que oaulra dOl beloon
Tot nan de VOl volzia

Your beout". ladll fai1",
None Nw tl>itAoul delight;
But ItUl 80 cold an air
~;o pa8Iion con tzeUe:
Yd thY I patient lee
Whik aU are ll\Imn'd~ me.

RICHARD.

No nglllpA mr lItarl CtZIl tDOWld,
q 1_11M diWle,
.And rmilu on aU IU'OUIId
lJmDiJling to decide:
rd ratflno 1ur.tretl btar
T1lan Iot>e tDUA au-. lhare.'

• Bee the more gracef'ul rendering of Mr, BJIia, ill the Jut edWlllIof II Jloyal
and Noble Authon:'-W.
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The acce88 which Blondel 80 readily obtained, in the

.prirueged character of a Minstrel, is not the only instance
upon record oC the same nature.' In this very reign ot'
King Richard 1. the yotlIlK heiress of D'Evreux, Earl of
Salisbury, had been carried abroad, and secreted by her
French relations in Normandy. To discover the place of
her concealment, a knight of the Talbot family spent two
years in exploring that province, at first under the disguise
of a Pill¢m; till having found where she was confined, in
order to gain admittance he assumed the dreM and chao
racter of a Harper, and being a jocose person exceedingly
slrilled in .. the Gests of the ancients;" so they called the
romances and stories, which were the delijtht of that age ;
he was gladly received into the family. Whence he took
an opportunity to carry off the young lady, whom he pre·
sented to the king; and he bestowed her on his natural
brother William Longespee (80n of fair Rosamond), who
beeame in her~t Earl of Salisbury.

The next memorable event which I find in history reo
fleets credit on the English Minstrels; and this was their
contributing to the rescue of one of the great Earls of
Chester, when besieged by the Welsh. This happened in
the reign of King John,. and is related to this effect.

.. Hugh, the first Earl of Chester, in his charter of
foundation of St. Werburg's Abbey in that city, had
granted such a prirue~e to those who should come to
Chester fair, that they should not be then apprehended
for thefi or any other misdemeanour, except the crime
were committed during the fair. This special protection

I TIu! coootant odmiIoion granted to Minstrel. w..80 e.tabliohed a privilOfle/
that it became a ~""pedient to writers of flotion. Thne/ in the ola
~ of .. Horn C' .. the princleee Rymen1ld beinl; conflnea in an inao·
.-ible outIe, thec..... loT.... and BODle uaietant kDlghte, with conoeeled
anna, ........... the' 10h0.r0.0ter, and, approaohing the eutle with their
.. g1eyinp" orminat...ley, .... heard by the lord ofit, who,being informed they
......... ho.rpein, jogeIerI, and fytheIen (liddlero)," hu them admitled, when

.. Horn sette him o.beneh [i.•. on a bench].
h [i. •. hi.' harpe he gon clenche;
He made lCymeiiild a lo.y."

Thill leta the pr;nee. Il-weeping, and leo.dJo to the co.taotrnphe; for be
immediately o.d~ to "the Borde" or table, IdI1II the ranaber, and

·...... tIoeladT.



OOOIIIIioniDg a multitude of looee people to l'eIOrt to that
fair, was afterwarda of signal benefit to one of his suo·
ce880rB. For Ranulph, the last Earl of Chester, marching
into Wales with a slender attendance, wu constrained to
retire to his oastle of Rothelan (or Rhuydland), to which
the Welsh forthwith laid siege. In this distreBa he sent
for help to the Lord De Lacy, COIlItabie of Chester:
.. Who, making 1llIe of the Minltrels of all sorts, then met
at Chester fair; by the allurement of their musick, got
together a Tast number of such 10018 people, as, by~D
of the before specified priviledge, were then in that city ;
whom he forthwith sent under the oonduct of Dutton (his
steward)" a gallant youth, who was also his son.in-law.
The Welsh, alarmed at the approach of this rabble, sup
posing them to be a regular body of armed and disciplined
l'eterans, instantly raiaed the siege and retired.

For this good service, Ranulph is laid to have granted
to De Lacy, by charter, the patronage and anthority over
the Minstrels and the loose and inferior people: who, re
taining to himself that of the lower artificers, oonferred on
Dutton the jurisdiction of the Minstrels and Harlots: and
under the descendants of this family the Minstrels enjoyed
certain privileges and protection for many &gel. For
eYen so late as the reign of EIaabeth, when this profession
had fallen into such discredit that it WaB considered in
law as a nuisance, the Minstrels, under the jnrisdiction or
the family of Dutton, are expreBB1y excepted out of all acta
of Parliament made for their suppreuion; and have con
tinued to be so eJ:oepted eYer since.

The ceremonies attending the exercise of this jurisdic
tion are thus described by Dugdale, as handed down to
his time, viz. II That at midsummer fair there, all the
Minstrels of that countrey retlorting to Cheater do attend
the heir of Dutton, from his lodging to St. John's church,
(he being then accompanied by many gentlemen of the
oountrey) one of' the Minstrels' walking before him in a
surooat of his arms depicted on taffata; the rest of his
fellows proceeding (two and two), and playing on their
BeTeral sorts of musical matrumenta. And &l\er dirin.
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aerrice ended, give the like attendance on him back to his
lodging j where a conrt being kept by his [Mr. Dutton's]
lteward, and all the Minstrels formally called, certain
orders and laws are usually made for the better govern
ment of that Society, with penalties on those who trans-
gress."

In the same reign of King John we haTe a remarkable
inlltance of a Minstrel, who to his other talents superadded
the eharacter of soothsayer, and by his skill in~ and
medicated potioIll was able to rescue a knight from im
prisonment. This oecurB in Leland's Narrative of the
Geste8 of Guarine (or Warren) and his sons, which he
II excerptid owte of an old Englisch hoke yn ryme," and
is as follow8:

Whitington Cutle, in Shropshire, which together with
the coheiress of the original proprietor, had been won in a
lOlemn tournament by the ancestor of the Guarines, had,
in the reign of King John, been seized by the Prince of
Wales, and was ait.erwnrds poBBetlsed by Morice, a retainer
of that prince, to whom the king, out of hatred to the true
heir Fulco Guarine (with whom he had formerly had a
quarrel at chess1), not only confirmed the posseBBion, but
aI.o made him governor of the marches, of which Fulco
bilD8elf had the custody in the time of King .Richard.
The Guarines demanded justice of the king, but obtaining
no gracWUiI answer, renounced their allegiance, and fled
into Bretagne. Returning into England, after varioUi
conflicts, II Fulco resortid to one John of Raumpsyne, a
IOthnyer and joculazo and minstrelle, and made hym his
spy to Morice at Whitin~ton." The privileges of this
character we have already seen, and John so well availed
himself of them, that in conBequence of the intelligence
which he doubtleBB procured, II Fulco and his brethrene
laide waite for Morice, 118 he went toward Salesbyri, and

I "lohl!, IUD to K. HeD..,. aDd Fulco reUe at ...rillD08 at Cheotearr. CbeMeJi.aud John brakeF~ r.J hed with the Cheot borde: and then
IlaJco pye 1I1JD .ach a hlow, that he 'hid almost kIllid hym." (LeI. CoD. I.
p. IM.) A oarioaa picta.... or coart.Jy manaen ia that age1 1!'otwith.
audiDg thia fray. we~! ia the aest paragraph. that" K. Heary dubbid
hIoo aud threa albia __Knight... at. Wiaoheata'."-I6id.

tI 2
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Fulco ther woundid hym: and Bracy," a knight, who
was their friend and assistant, " cut of Morice ['s] hedde."
This Sir Bracy, being in a subsequent rencounter sore
wounded, was taken and bronght to KinK John; from
whose vengeance he was however reBelled by this notable
Minstrel; for "John Rampayne founde the meanes to
cast them, that kepte Bracy, into a deadly slepe; and so
he and Bracy cam to Fulco to Whitington," which on the
death of Morice had been resoored to him by the Prince
of Wales. As no further mention occurs of the Minstrel.
I might here conclude this narrative; but I shall just add,
that Fulco was obliged to fiee into France, where aB81lJlling
the name of Sir Amice, he distinguished himself in Justa
and Turnaments; and, after various romantic adventure8
by sea and land (having, in the true style of chivalry,
rescued "certayne ladies owt of prison"), he finally ob
tained the king's pardon, and the quiet posse88ion of
Whitington Castle.

In the reign of King Henry III. we have mention of
Master Richard the king's Harper, to whom, in his 36th
year (1252), that monarch gave not only forty shillings and
a pipe of wine, but also a pipe of wine to Beatrice his
wife.' The title of Mf11/utt!f", or Master, given to thie
Minstrel, deserves notice, and shows his respectable situa.
tion.

V. The Harper,or Minstrel, was so necessary an atten.
dant on a royal personage, that Prince Edward (afterwards
King Edward I.) in his crusade to the Holy Land, in
1271, was not without his Harper: who must have been
officially very near his person; as we are told, by a con
temporary historian, that in the attempt to assassinate
that heroic prince, when he had wrested the poisoned
knife out of the Sarazen's hand, and killed him with his
own weapon, the attendants, who had stood apart while
he was whispering to their master, hearing the struggle,

1 PriOIl remarb ,-" Beatrice may pOllibly haTe been .. jr<glwoH, whoM
pantomimio exhibitions were aooompanied by her hnsband'. harp, or who
filled np the inter..1a between hi. performanoeo. This union ofprofeaional
talent in hnabaDd and wife w.. Dot UDOOlDJDOIl," - w.
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ran to his auistance; and one of them, to wit, his Harper,
aeizing a tripod or trestle, 8tro.ck the &8888Ilin OD the head,
and beat out his brains. And though the prince blamed
him for striking the man after he was dead, yet his near
IICCe88 shows the respectable situation of this officer; and
his affectionate zeal should have induced Edward to en·
treat his brethren, the Welsh Bards, afterwards with more
lenity.

Whatever was the extent of this great Monarch's se·
verity towards the professon of music and of song in
Wales; whether the executing by martial law such of
them as fell into his hands was only during the heat of
oon1I.ict, or was continued afterwards with more syste.
matic rigour ; yet in his own Court the Minstrels appear
to have been highly favoured: for when, in 1806, he
conferred the order of knighthood on his son and many
othen of the young nobility, a multitude of Minstrels
were introduced to invite and induce the new knights to
make some military vow. And under the succeeding
reign of King Edward II. such extensive privileges were
claimed by these men, and by dissolute penons Q88uming
their character, that it became a matter of publio griev
ance, and was obliged to be reformed by an expre88
regulation in j,.D. 1315. Notwithstanding which, an
incident is recorded in the ensuing year, which shows that
Minstrels still retained the liberty of entering at will into
the royal presence, and had something peculiarly splendid
in their dress. It is thns related by Stow :-

.. In the year 1316, Edward the Second did solemnize
his feast of Pentecost at Westminster, in the great hall:
where sitting royally at the table, with his peen about him,
there entered a woman adorned like a Minstrel, sitting on
a great hone trapped, as Minstrels then nsed; who rode
round about the tables, shewing paatime; and at length
came up to the King's table, and laid before him a letter,
and forthwith turning her hone aaJutep. every one and
depsrted."--The subject oftills letter was a remonstrance
to the King on the favOUJ'8 heaped by him on his minions,
to the neglect of his knights and faithful servants. The
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privileged character of a Minstrel WII employed on this
occasion, II sure of gaining an eaay admittance; and a
female the rather deputed to assume it, that, in case of
detection, her sex might disarm the King's resentment.
This is offered on a supposition that ahe W81 not a real
Minstrel: for there should seem to have been women of
this profession, as well as of the other sex; and no ac
complishment is so constantly attributed to femalea, by
our ancient Bards, II their singing to, and playing on, the
Harp.

In the fourth year of King Richard II., John of Gaunt
erected at Tutbury, in Staffordshire, a Court of Minstrela
aimilar to that annually kept at Cheater, and which, like a
Court-Leet or Court-Baron, had a legal jurisdiction, with
full power to receive suit and service from the men of this
profession within five neighbouring counties, to enact
laws, and determine their controversies; and to apprehend
and arrest such of them as should refuse to appear at the
said court annually held on the 16th of August. For this
they had a charter, by which they were empowered to
appoint a King of' the Minstrels with four officers to
preside oyer them. These were every year elected with
great ceremony; the whole form of which, as observed in
1680, is described by Dr. Plot: in whose time, however.
they appear to have lost their singing talents, and to han
confined all their skill to "wind and string music."

The Minstrels seem to have been in many respects
upon the same footing as the Heralds: and the King of
the Minstrels, like the King at Arms, was both here and
on the continent an usual officer in the courts of princes.
Thus we have, in the reign of King Edward I., mention of
a King Robert, and others. And in 16 Edward II. is a
grant to William de Morlee "the King's Minstrel, styled
Roy de NortA," of houses which had belonged to another
king, John Ie Boteler. Rymer hath also printed a licence
granted by King Richard II., in 1387, to John Caumz, the
King of his Minstrels, to pllS the Bell, recommending
him to the protection and kind treatment of all his subjects
and allies.
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In the subeeqnent reign of King Henry IV. we meet
with no particulars relating to the Minstrels in England;
but we find, in the Statute Book, a levere law pused
againlt their brethren the Welsh Barela, whom our an
_ton could not distinguish from their own Rimour6,
.Jli.utralz; for by these names they describe them.
Thia act plainly showI, that far from being extirpated by
the rigorous policy of King Edward r., this order of men
were still able to alarm the English Government. which
attributed to them " many diaeasesand mischiefs in Wales,"
and prohibited their meetings and contributions.

Whenhia heroic IOn, King Henry V., was preparin~ hia
great voyage for France, in 1415. an expreu order waa
given for hia Minltrels, fifteen in number, to attend him:
and eighteen are afterwarela mentioned, to each of whom
he allowed xii d. a day, when that sum mUlt have been of
more than ten times the value it is at present. Yet when
he entered London in trmmph, after the battle of Agin·
court. he, from a principle of humility, slighted the
pageants and verses which were prepared to hail hil
return; and, as we are told by Holingahed, I would not
suffer "any Dities to be made and lOng by Minstrels, of
hiJI glorious victorie; for that he would whollie have the
praise and thankes altogether given to God." But this
did not proceed from any disregard for the professors of
music or of song; for at the feut of Pentecost, which he
celebrated in 1416, having the Emperor and the Duke of
Holland for hia gneets, he ordered rich gowns for sixteen
of hia Minatrela, of which the particulan are preserved by
:&ymer. And havinlt. before his death, orally granted an
IllUIUity of 100 shillings to eack of his Minltrels, the grant
WIll confirmed in the first year of his Ion King Henry VI.,
oLD. 14.23, and payment ordered out of the Exchequer. .

The unfortunate re~ of Henry VI. affords no occur
rences respecting our lubject; but in his thirty.fourth year,

I Bee bllo .. CbI'Olllcl..... BUb ...,.., 14111 (p. 1170). He aIJo giv.. WI other
m.tauoe or the K.>!'fl great modeoty. "that he would nollull'er hill helmet
to be carried with him, and lhewed to the people. that they migbt behold
the dinltw aod mteo whiohe appeared in the _, or Ilioh blow.. and
Ilripea, .. bee ......ved tbe tIaye or \he hatWI."
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A.D. 14.56, we have in Rymer a Commission for impressing
boys or youths, to supply vacancies by death among the
King's Minstrels: in which it is expressly directed that
they shall be elegant in their limbs, as well as instructed
in the minstrel art, wherever they can be found, for the
solace of his Majesty.

In the following reign, King Edward IV. (in his ninth
.year, 1469) upon a complaint that certain rude husbandmen
and artificers of various trades had assumed the title and
livery of the King's Minstrels, and under that colour and
pretence had oollected money in diverse parts of the king
dom, and committed other disorders, the king gnmts to
Walter Haliday, Marshal, and to seven others his own
Minstrels whom he names, a Charter, I by which he creates,
or rather restores, a Fraternity or Perpetual Gild (such as,
he understands, the brothers and sisters of the Fraternity
of Minstrels had in times past) to be governed by a Mar
shal appointed for life, and by two Wardens to be chosen
annually; who are empowered to admit brothers and
sisters into the said Gild, and are authorized to examine
the pretensions of all such as affected to exercise the
minstrel profesoion j and to relrllate, govern, and punish
them throu~hout the realm (those of Chester excepted).
This seems to have some resemblance to the Earl Mar
shal's Court among the Heralds, and is another proof of
the Itl'eat offinity and resemblance which the minstrels bore
to the members of the Colle~e of Armo.

It is remarkable that Walter Haliday, whose name
occurs os Marshal in the foregoing Charter, had been
retained in the service of the two preceding monarchs,
King Henry V. and VI. Nor is this the first time he is
mentioned as Marshal of the King's Minstrels; for in the
third year of this reign, 1464, he had a grant from King.
Edward of ten marks per annum during life, directed to
him with that title.

I .. Edward ...ema to haTe been Tery h"OOral to hill Minatrelo. He gaTe to
oeToralannuities of ten mlU'u a year, and, besides their regWlU' pay, with
clothing and lodging for themoeIT.. and their hones. they had two ...r·
vants to carry their instrnments, four gallons of ale per nig~~wu: candie..
and other induigenc..:'-C'iapp.U... On Popular Kuaic:'-w.
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But besides their Marshal we have al8o, in this reign,
mention of a Sergeant of the Minstrels, who upon a parti
cular O:CUion was able to do his royal master a singular
Bel'Vice, wherein his confidential situation and ready acce88
to the king at all hours is very apparent: for" as he [R.
Edward IV.] was in the north contray, in the monneth of
Septembre, as he lay in his hedde, one namid Alexander
Carlile, that was Sariaunt of the Mynstrellis, cam to him
in grete hast, and badde hym aryse, for he hadde enemyes
cummyng for to take him, the which were within vi. or vii.
mylis, of the which tydings the king Itl'etely marveylid,
&e." This happened in the same year 1469, wherein the
king granted· or confirmed the Charter for the Fraternity
or Gild above mentioned; yet this Alexander Carlile is
not one of the eight minstrels to whom that Charter is
directed.

The same Charter was renewed by King Henry VIII., in
11)20, to John Gilman, his then Marshal, and to seven
others his Minstrels: and on the death of Gilman he
~ted, in 1529, this office of Marshal of his Minstrels to
Hugh Wodeho1l8e, whom I take to have borne the office
of his Serjeant over them'!

VI. In all the establishments of royal and noble house.
holds, we find an ample provision made for the Minstrels;
and their situation to have been both honourable and
lucrative.' In proof of this it is sufficient to refer to the
Household Book of the Earl of Northumberland, .A..D.

1512; and the rewards they received so frequently recur
in ancient writers that it is unneceBBary to crowd the page
with them here.

The name of Minstrel seems, however, to have been

] 80 I am iII.lined to nnd.",tand the term .. SBBTUl<8 owot... H"fJO Wod..
lou," in the orilliDal grant. It ia needl.... to obeerve that •..-.M1u.xprMeed
.. MDj.t'IlIIt sa wei! sa .. lernnt. If thi. illlerpretation of 'wrMu be olIowed,
it will ".,.,,,unt for hia placing WodehoWle at the h.ad of hia Gild, although h.
bed not been one of the eight MiDatrela who had had the general direction.
The '!"'it'lllit of hia MiDatreIa, we may prel1ltne, waa n.xt in dignity to the
manb&l, although he had no lhare ill the governm.nt of the Gild.

• The reward of the MiDatreI exceeded that of the PriNt. In the yO&r
1441, " preaohiDjl Doctor wsa p"id 6 pence for" I.rmon; and 10 I"te sa 1500
the declining Mmltre1 continued to be in advance of the Preach.r; for the
boob of the StAlion...• Company Ihew .. p"yment of 12 ohillingo to the
tint, IIDd of6 ahiIlingo to the II8OOnd.-W.
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gradually appropriated to the musician only, especially in
the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries; yet we occ¥ionally
meet with applications of the term in its more enlarged
meaning, as including the singer, if not the composer, of
heroic or popular rhymes.

In the time of KinK Henry VIII. we find it to have
been a common entertainment to hear verses recited, or
moral speeches learned for that purpose, by a set of men
who got their livelihood by repeating them, and who
intruded without ceremony into all companies; not only
in taverns, but in the honses of the nobility theInselves.
This we learn from Erasmus, whose argument led him only
to describe a species of these men who DID NOT SING their
compositions; but the others that DID, enjoyed, without
doubt, the same privileges.

. For even long after, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, it
was usual .. in places of assembly" for the company to be
.. desirous to heare of old adventures and valiaunces of
noble kniKhts in times past, as those of King Arthur and
his knights of the round table, Sir Bevys of Southampton,
Guy of Warwicke, alld others like," in .. short or long
meetres, and by Breaches or Divisions, to be more com·
modionsly sung to the harpe," as the reader may be
informed, by a courtly writer, in 1589;1 who himself had
.. written for pleasure a little brief Romance or historicall
Ditty . . . of the Isle of Great Britaine," in order to
contribute to such entertainment. And he subjoins this
caution: .. Such as have not premonition hereof," (viz. that
his poem was written in short metre, &C. to be sung to the
harpe in such places of assembly)" and consideration of tile
causes alledged, would peradventure reprove and disltrace
every Romance, or short historicall ditty, for that they be
not written in long meeters or verses Alexandrins," which
constituted the preV&iling versification among the poets of
that age, and which no one now can endure to read.'

1 PutteDham•
... Happily the' Polyolbion' it the lateet poem, whicb our language atrorda,

OO1lItruct4!'d. on this measure, althou~h not the only poem j Cor the meuure is
.....oieu~ in our 1llDguap .. the 13th O8II~ury," -BtlGIU all .. VeniJIcatio.....
78.-W,
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ADd that the recital or mch Romances BUDg to the harp
1nIII at that time the delight of the common people, we
are told by the same writer, who mentiona that .. common
Rimers" were fond of 118ing rhymes at .hort distances, .. in
8IDII1l and popular Musickea long by theae Cantabanqui"
[the said common Rimers] .. upon benches and barre1II'
.beads," &e., "or elae by blind Harpers,or mch like Taverne
Minstrels that give a Fit of mirth for a groat; and their
matter being for the mOlt part storiea of old time, as the
Tale of Sir Topaa, the reporteB of Bevis of Southampton,
Guy ofWarwicke, Adam Bell, and Clymme of the Clough,
and such other old Romances, or historicall rimes," &e.;
.. also they be used in CarolB or Rounds, and such light or
laacivious Poemea, which are commonly more commodiously
uttered by these Buffona, or Vices in Playes, than by any
other person. Such were the rimea of Skelton (llAlU'ping
the name of a Poet Laureat), be~ in deede but a rude
railing rimer, and all his doings ridiculous." 1

But although we find here that the MiDltrelB had lost
much of their dignity, and were sinking into contempt and
neglect: yet that they still BUBtained a character far mpe
rior to anything we can conceive at present of the singers
of old ballads, I think, may be inferred from the following
representation.

WlI.en Queen Elizabeth was entertained at Killingworth
Cutle by the Earl of Leicester in 1676, among the many
devices and pageants which were contrived for her enter
tainment, one of the personages introduced was to have
been~ of an ancient Minstrel; whOle appearance and
dress are so minutely deacribed by a writer there present,
and givea us so distinct an idea of the character, that
I ehall quote the plIBB&gIl at large•

.. A penon Yer1 meet seemed he {or the purpose, of a

1 .. No r..tift!, puhHo or priYate, but thore the 1IiDme1.~wore Ita
erowniDc~b1. TIley ......eaed DMiODlll them• .t the 1DlIteJW.iOD or
... -"be&, or the receptioD or. bIabop. Often, in the Gothlo UIl, they
IftOUDded lOme lofty' Geote,' or OOIDe old' Breton' I.y, or lOme pyer
1PU>IiG. The miDotnl more PVtioulJlrly delillhted 'the Lewed,' or thepeople;';"litli!'g iD their rel1oWllhip, the h"'1"'r .tilled their atleDtioD by
__ t of • "hroDioi. or thllll' fathero ...d their 1'atber1aDd."
UUruIii,".lmaitiee of Uten&ve," L l18.-W.
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xlv years old, apparelled partly as he would himself. His
cap off; his head seemly rounded Tonsterwise,l fair kembed.
that with a sponge daintily dipt in a little capon's greace
was finely smoothed, to make it shine like a mallard's
wing. His beard smugly shaven: and yet his shirt after
the new trink, with ruffs fair starched, sleeked and glister
iIlA' like a pair of new shoes, marshalled in good order
with a setting stick, and strut, that every ruff stood up
like a wafer. A side [i. e. long] gown of Kendal green,
after the freshness of the year now, gathered at the neck
with a narrow gorget, fastened afore with a white clasp
and a keeper close up to the chin; but easily, for heat to
undo when he list. Seemly begirt in a red caddis girdle:
from that a pair of capped Sheffield knives hanging a' two
sides. Out of his bosom drawn forth a lappet of his
napkin' edged with a blue lace, and marked with a true
love, a heart, and a D for Damian, for he was but a batche
lor yet.

.. His gown had side [i. e. long] slee~es down to mid.leg,
slit from the shoulder to the hand, and lined with white
cotton. His doublet-sleeves of black worsted: upon them
11 pair of poynets' of tawny chamlet laced aJong the wrist
with blue threaden points, a weaJt towards the hand of
fustian.a-napes. A pair of red neallier stocks. A pair of
pumps on his feet, with a cross cut at the toes for corns:
not new indeed, yet cleanly blackt willi soot, and shining
as a shoing hom.

.. About his neck a red ribband suitable to his girdle.
His harp in good grace dependent before him. His wrest4

tyed to a green lace and hanging by. Under the gorget
of his gown a fair Haggon chain (pewter,' for) silver, as a
Squire Minlltrel of Middlesex, that travelled the country
this summer Beason, unto fairs and worshipful men's houses.

~ 1.~C~TWe," after the mmllll1' of the mow.

I Perhapo point.•
• The key or oer"", with "hioh he tuned hio h&rp.
• The re~.r will remember th.t thio ".. not • real Minltre1, bot only one

~nating that characteT; hia ornamento, therefore, ..ere only luch .. out
in.rdIy repreeented thoae oC. real Minotrel.
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From his chain hung a Rcutoheon, with metal and colour,
resplendant upon his brea.st, of the ancient arms of Isling.
ton."!

This minstrel is described as belonging to that village.
I suppose such as were retained by noble families wore
the arms of their patrons hanging down by a silver chain
as a kind of badge.' From the expression of Squire Min·
strel above, we may conclude there were other inferior
orders, as Yeomen Minstrels, or the like.

This Miustrel. the author tolls us a little below, II after
three lowly courlsies, cleared his voice with a hem-and
wiped his lips with the hollow of his hand for 'filing his
napkin, tempered a string or two with his wrest, and after
a little warbling on his harp for a prelude, came forth with
a solemn song, warranted for storyout ofKing Arthur's acts,
&c."-This song the reader will find printed in this work.

Towards the end of the sixteenth century, this class of
men had lost all credit, and were sunk so low in the public
opinion, that in the 39th year of Elizabeth," a statute was
passed, by which II Minstrels wandering abroad" were
included amon~ .. rogues, vagabonds, and sturdy beggars,"
and were adjudged to be punished as such. This act
seems to have put an end to t.he profession.

VII. I cannot conclude this account of the ancient
En~lish minstrels, without remarking that they are most
of them represented to have been of the north of England.'

1 A .erycurion8 d...,riptiou of the Miultrel in the 14th ceuturyiJ giTen by
the authOr of .. Pien Ploughman'l Vilio!'::' .ene 8t74,.te. And _ Mi.
Shaw'I" nr-and Decorations ofth. JIliddle Ageo."-W.

• As the house of Nortbumberland hod aooiently three MiDltrelo attending
on them in tbeir .....tIes iD Yorbhire, 10 they Itill retain three iD their..mce
in Northumberland, who wear the badge of the tamily Ca lilT.r creoceDt OD
the rigbt arm), and are th... distributed, N.-one for the baroDy of Prudhoe,
aDd two for tb. barony of Rotbbury. 'l'b_ attend tbe court I••ts and fairo
h.ld for the lord, and pay their annual luit aDd ....i"" at Aluwick Castl.;
their instrument being the aoDient NorthumberlaDd b~C:~. C••'1 ditrereDt
in form aDd executioD l'rom that of the Boots, being I , and bloWll, Dot
with the breath, but with a llUall pair of bellows}.

• A.D. 1597.
• .. Ther. can be, I coDceiTe, no 'I.uestion as to the lupniOrity of Scotland

in new baIIade. Thooe of an hiItonD or legeuda.ry character, eopeoiall,. the
former, are ardently poetical. Tb. nam.l.... Minstrel io ol\eu inspired witb
an Homerio power or rapid narration, bold d88C1'iptioD, lively or pathetio
toucbeo of lentimeDt. Tb. Bnglish ballodl of tb. northern hord.r, or
p8l'hapa of the northern counU.., come near, in tbeir general Dbal'Ilcter aDd
~ ofmAIW8I'I, to the 8ootI.iab, bUl, as far as 1 haTe _, with a IDIUlifeM
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There is scarce an old historieal lOng or ballad, wherein a
Minatrel or Harper appean, but he is characterized, by
way of eminence, to have been" of the north countrye:"
and indeed the prevalence of the northern dialect, in such
compositions, shen that this representation is real. On
the other hand, the scene of the finest Scottish ballads is
laid in the south of Scotland j which should seem to have
been peculiarly the nursery of Scottish minstrels.1 In the
old song of Maggy Lawder, a piper is asked, by way of
distinction, Come ze frae the BorderP--The martial
spirit constantly kept up and exercised near the frontier
of the two kingdoms, &8 it furnished continual subjects for
their songs, so it inspired the inhabitants of the adjacent
counties on both sides with the powers of poetry. Besides,
&8 our southern metropolis must have been ever the scene
of novelty and refinement, the northern countries, as being
most distant, would preserve their ancient manners longest,
and of course the old poetry, in which those manners are
peculiarly described.

The resder will observe, in the more ancient ballads of
this collection, a cast of style and measure very different
from that of contemporary poets of a higher class j many
phrases and idioms, which the minstrels seem to have ap
propriated to themselves, and n very remarkable licence of
varying the accent of words at pleasure, in order to humour
the 110w of the verse, particularly in the rhymes j _

C'oIaUrle .".. batUl ."..,
Ladle IIfww ~ locIlIw,

iDteriority. n.-, ....... wbleh beIoDll' to the SOUth, ...d beN' DO n
either of the rode 1Il&DII..... or of the wild IUpenl.itlOU which the barda of
Ettrick 1Cheviot dio,:1a1. foll..,DeraIly into a creeping ltyle."-BaUa.,
.. Lite ure of Burope, ' n. m.-w.

1 .. ln lleotland the feudal ayatem ...d the inatltutioDa of chlY&lry lUI>
alated IDa..,r in force thaD in the 80UtherD porUou of the iII&Dd; ...d for
thia re&8OU 1 am iaclilled to tbiDk thet the IllaatnIa ODOIlpied a reepect&ble
~~ ia aocietyloa..,r thUI their brethrell of the South. ln U7l they .....

a10ag with • Knychl.ia d Heraldio,' ...d with IUch .. could apead • a
hDlldretht PODllda wortht of dia reat.· Blind H.....,.. the ou1y olle of their
.umber whoee worke we can refer to, appean to haTe, in hia pel'llOD, come
up to the IlOl.iCD we are led to form of -the life &ad bllOia_ of the &llcieDt
JIiaatreI. He chaullted bIa heroio ItraiIl8 before the prill_ and I1Obl. of
the Iaad. E.... 80 ....... the time of Xing .1_ VI. there ia &II exp.
proYiaiOIl ill fayour of the Jliaatrela of grea& lorda &lid the Jlillltrels of
...........-.JlDt.WrtNl1, "lliaatrelay, A.IlaieDt &ad JIodmI," p. uxm.-W.



inJtead ofcoMlItry, lady, Aa",."., nng"", &c.-This liberty
is but lparingly aIIumed by the claasical poeta of the lIlIDIe
age; or e~enby the latter composers of Heroical Bll1lads;
I mean, by mch as profel8edly wrote for the press. For
it is to be obllerved, that BO long as the minstre18 sub
sia~ they seem ne~er to have designed their rhymes for
literary publication, and probably ne~er committed them
to writing themselves. The copies which are preserved
.....ere doubUe18 taken down from their mouths. But &II

the old Minstrel8 gradually wore out, a new race of ballad·
writers lueeeeded, an inferior BOrt of minor poets, who
wrote narrative BOngs merely for the preN. Instancee
of both may be found in the reign of Elizabeth.
The two latest pieces in the genuine strain of the old
Minstre18y, that I can discover, are No. III. and IV. ot
Book III. in this volume. Lower than these I cannot
trace the old mode of writing.

The old Minstrel-ballada are in the northern dialect,
abound with antique words and phrases, are extremely
incorreet, and run into the utmost licence of metre; they
have also a romantic wildnel8, and are in the true apiri*
of chivalry. The other BOrt are written in exacter meaaUTe,
have a low or lubordinate correctnes8, sometimes border.
ing on the insipid, yet ofWn well adapted to the pathetic;
these are generally in the BOuthem dialect, exhibit a more
modem phraseology, and are commonly dt'llcripti're or
mote modem manners.-To be sensible of the difference
between them, let the reader compare, in this volume,
No. III. of Book III. with No. XI. of Book II.

Towards the end of Queen Elizabeth's reign (as is men·
tioned abo~e) the genuine old Minstrelsy 8eema to have
been extinct, and thenceforth the Ballads that were pro
duced were wholly or the latterkind; and these came forth
in such abundance, that in the reign of James I. they
began to be colleeted into little miscellanie8, under the
name of Garlands, and at length to be written purposely
for such collections.I

I That all order or m...., at 11m oaIled Gleemen, then .TORlen, aDd after
....... more puen111lliD1&re1a, uiated ben from the ConqWllI, who eDler-
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tamed their hearen with chantinlr to the harp or other inltrttmente IODfS
and talee of cbi't'alry, Of. as tiler were called. Gest. and Romanee1l, m
Tene in the English lan~e, is proTed by tbe existence of the .ery compo·
sitiono they so chanted, which are still preserv.d in grea.t abundlUloe. and
exhibit .. regula.r series, from the time oar language WM almOBt t)axOD, till
after ita improt'ementa in the age of Chaucer, who enumerates many of them.
And .. the NormlUl·French was in the time of this bard still the courtly
.language. it ohoWl tbat the Englioh was not th.reby excluded &om affording
entertainment to onr nobility. who are 00 often addreooed therein by the
title of Lordfftg., IUld IOmetim.. more positi.ely " Lords and Ladi.o:·

And though many of these were tranalated !'rom the French, othen ......
evid.ntly of English ori~. which appear in their turns to haTe afforded .er·
sions into that lauguAge-6 onmcient proof of that intercommunity between
the French and Bnglish lliootr.1s which hath been mentioned in a preoedinll
page. E••ntbe abundlUlc, of such tranolatiooo into Bnglish, being oJ) adaptea
for popular recitetion, onmciently ..tablish.. the fact that the English Min.
Itrels had a great demand for luch compoeitions, which they w.re glad to
lapp]y I whether from their own native stores or from other languagell.

The JoC'fJdatofo, Mi.... HUtrio, wbether theae charaoten were the 1I&m8,
or had any re&l ditferenoe, were all coJIed Minotrels, .. was also the Harper.

;h~":::':~fM::t:t:.:~ft:~t.:i.°~~.:r=di!.":'~~~..i:~i~~
eTery kind i and as, in the establishment of royal and noble honaes, the
latter would. neceaaril,. be most numerous, 110 we are not to wonder that the
band of mUlic (entered onder the gen.ral name of Minstrels) abould consist
of iootrumentalperformen chiefly. if not altogether; for, as the compooer
or linger of heroiC tal.. to the harp would necetl8arily be a IOlitary portonner.
we moot not expect to lind him in the hand along with the trumpeten.
flntere, &c. Howel'er, uwesometimee find mentiono! If Mimtre1B of music;"'
10 at other tim.. we hear of "expert llinatrels and mooicians of tongoe
and cnnning," meaning doubtleea bl the former oingers, and probably by the
latter phrue II composers oC soogs.' Even If Minstrel'. mUluc'1 seems to be
applied to the speciel ofvene used by Minltrels in the p.....g. quoted below.

But Rlthough, !'rom the predomiDlUlcyof inatrnment&! muoic, Minotrelsy
was at length chiefly to be undentood in this &en&e, yet it W&!l otill applied
~ the poetry of Minstrels 00 late as the time of Queen Elizabeth, .. a.l'p.an
in the following extract from Puttenbam's c. A.rte of EOI{. Poeaie j who,
weaking of the ftnt compo&en of Latin ......... in rhyme, ..yo-" oJ) that
th.y wrote to the favor or praY"" ofP~1 they did it in such manner of
MiRatreiaW. IUld thought themaelv.. no lmall fool.. when they could make
their VeneB g<> all in rywN.II

I abl1l conclnde this IObject witb the following delcription of Minstrelsy
giTen by John Lidgate at the beginning of the 16lh oenturyt as it abOWI
what. Tariety of entertainment< were then comprehended unaer thia term,
together with eTory kind of inltrnmental mUlic then in nae.

-- " AI maner Mynotralcye,
That any man kan opecifye.
Ffor there were Holyo of A1m&yne.
And eke of Arragon. and Spayne :
Bouges. Slam""", and eke D&WlC8I;
Di.en pl.nte of pl....unCOll :
And many unkouth notyo new
Of ..riche folke as 10Tid trene.
And inatrnmentyo that did exoelle.
Many moo than I kan telle.
Harpyo. Fythal.., and .ke HotP.
Well acoording to her [i.•. thell'] DDtyo,
Lulys, Ribibl.., and (}elora...
)(ore for ..tatya than taTera.. :
Orgay[n), Cvtolis, Monacordyo.
There were 'l'rumpea, and Trumpettel.
Lowde Bha\l[mlyo, ""d Doucetteo:'
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ANCIENT POETRY,
BTC.

SERIES THE FIRST.

1Ion. I.
THE ANCIENT BALLAD 011' CHEVY-CHASE,

.. THE I01lg of Chevy Chue Ia the favourite ballad of the oommon
people of England; and Ben ,JonlOn DIlld to Illy that he had rather
bave been the anthor or It than of all h1I worb." The remark Ia
Addison's, bnt his oommentary. In the .. Speotator," rereMl to a lat6
oompooltlon, which the famona panegyrio of Sidney had probably
impired. BIshop Percy believed that he had reconred the gl!nulne
P-.., the lOng of • Percy and Donglu." u It wu lung by the blind
"crowder." He printed the ballad .. from an old MS. at the end of
Hearne'l Pref..,., to G. Newbriglel1llll Hist.• 1119. Svo.• vol. I.:" the
name of the trlI.llllCl'Iber, or anthor, belDg Richard 8hea1e, a mlnltreiln
U.e eerrice of Edward Earl of Derby, who died 1674. The Ityle and
the orthography place thll ballad not later than the time of Henry
VI. ; while the mention of James, the 800ttilh king. forbldl'nl to UlIip
to It an earlier date. King James I., who wu prlaoner In thll OOlIntry
at the death of hla father, did not wear the crown of Scotland till the
.-md year of onr Henry VI.• but before the end of that long relgu. e
third James had mODDted the throne. A luoceuion of two or three
.Jam..... and the long detention of one of them In England. would
render the name flamIlIar to the Englllh, and diapoee a poet. In those
rude times, to gin It to any Scottllh monarch whom he might happen
to mention.

The Ballad. without being hl.torical. may have had lOme t1luDdation
fD :fact. lbe law of the Marches interdicted either nation from
bunting on the borders of the other. without lean from the proprletoMl.
01' their deputies. The long rivalry between the martial families of
Percy and Douglu mnat have bnrst Into mAny Iharp fendl and little
fDclal'llloa. not recorded In hlltory ; and the old ballad cf the" Hunting
e' the Cherlat," whiob ""88 the original title. IDay have Iprong ont of
8lIoh a quarrel. Percy. Earl or Northumberlaud. had vowed to hnnt
far three dayeln the SOottiah border. without cond_diDg to uk leave

B
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fIoom Earl Dongl.... I.ord Warden of the March... Donl!lao conld not
fill to resent the inault. and endea"our to repel the Intruder by force.
A fierce confilct probably ensued. though not attended by the tra
glcal circumstances recorded in the ballad; for these are evidently
borrowed from the" Battle of Otterboum.... which mil!ht be owing to
lOme snoh previous atrront as this of Chevy Ch....,. Th. two .uhject.
are here Jumbled tog.ther. If, indeed. the p&88age be not the insertion
of. later pen.

Most of the names In the following Ballad. and In that of - Otter
bourne." belonged to distinguished famille. In the North. Sir Walter
Beott .upposes Ageraton.. or Hallg....ton. to have been one of the
Rutherfords, Baron. of Edgerston. a warlike family lonl! sellied on
the Scottish boruer. and then retainers of the hou,e d VOul!l.... The
.. hlnde Hartly" probably took his name from Hartley. a "iI1age on the
ooast. near Tynemouth. The" bold Hearone" belonged to a brave race
haring their abode in the old seat of Hadde.ton. "Wortlui Lovele
la conjectured. by Scott, to have been SlrJohu de Ll\'all. of De I.avall
Castle, and Sheriff In the 34th year of Henry VJ1I.; and he identifies
the" ryche Rugbe" with Ralph Neville. of Raby CuUe, .on of the
first Earl of Westmoreland. and rousin.genuan to Hotspur. .. Sir
Davye L1ddale" r.presents the Llddells of Raven.worth Castle.

.. Chevy Ch....,... notwithstanding Its length. Appears to have been
often snng In the seventeenth century. Bishop Corhet SliDg It In hi.
yonth; and Mr. Chappell (" On Popnlar lluslc "). quotes a husband
numbering among the good qualities of his wife... her ourious voice
wherewith Ibe DIed to a1ng • (''hevy Chase.' H

THB FIRST FIT,

THE Perse owtl of Northombarlande,
And a vowe to God mayd he.

That he woldI.' hunte in the mountayns
Off Chyviat within dayes thre,

In the mauger of doug-hte DogIes•
.And all that ever WIth him be.

The fattiste hartes in all Cheviat
He sayd he wold kill, and cary them away I

Be my feth, sayd the doughte Do~1118 ~Ilyn,
I wylllet' that hontyng yf that I may,

Then the Perse owt of Banborowe cam.
With him a my~htye meany ;'

With fifteen hondrith archares bold;
The wear chosen out of shyars' thre.

I 0wt---<>tIl. a Jlauger-opU. qf.
a Let---.U.d.... • MeaDy-eo_,....,..

I Shyan-,Air~,; m~aniDg, probably, three diBtricta in NorLlmmberlandr
which slill go by the name of din,. and are all in tho Doil{hbourhOOCl
of CM""". Th... are lIlaRd,Ai.-., being tbe diatrict 00 Damed from Holy
bland I N,.,..JuJ-4ir" ao called from the town and cutlo of Norebam (or
Norbam) : and B4..borovgW.... the ward or hundred belo..,mg to Bam.
boroullh_Ue and town.
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This beA'ane on a monday at morn
In Cheviat the hillys so he;1

The chyld may rue that ys un-born,
It was the mor pitle.

The dryvars thorowe the woodes went
For to rear the dear;

Bomen' bickarte uppone the bent
With ther browd aras' c1eare.

Then the wyldi thorowe the woodes went
On every ~yde shear ;G

Gre8-hondes7 thorowe the greves glent
For to kyll thear dear.

The be~ane in Chyviat the hyls above
YerlyS on a monynday ;"

Be that it drawl' to the owarel° off none
A hondrith fat hartes ded ther lay.

The blewe a mortll llppone the bent,
Theil semblyd on ~ydi8 ~hear ;11

To the quyrry14 then the Pt'r~El went
To se the bryttlynge16 off the deare.

He Bayd, It W811 the Dultlas promys
This day to meet me hear;

But I wyste he wold faylle verament :16
A ~et oth the Pe~ swear.

At the laste a squyar of Northombelonde
Lokydel7 at his hand full ny,

He was war athla the doughetie Doglas comyng£. :
With him a might~ meany,

Both with _pear, 'by1l,'19 and brande :
Yt was a my~hti sight to se.

Hardyar men both off hart nar handellll

Wear not in Christiant~.

I He-AigA. I RMa--1'otoH.
• BomeD, &c.-/x>towIIlI .1tif'a..hd HpoJI Uw """I1A grail.

'AJ'u-an-o",.. • Wyid_ild d..... I sliear---ntWtl,.
7 Gre.-bond..., !.c.-gr.,Aouwh lJlrougA llo bluA...

• Yerly_.l,. 9 MODynday-JioMIl', 10 O.....e, !.o.-1Ioa. qf"""...
II A mort-IJI. HalO' qJ llo Hoi.. 61ou" at 1M dealA of tlo .Iog.

U Tb-tUy. IS 8ydil obear-au allliJ...
.. Qoyrry - quo,.,." .laugltl...d jl&me. U Bryttiynge-cutti.g up.

II V..rameot-I.ol,. 17 I.okydl"--lool:.d '0 War atb-a.,.... qr.
19By~.; bralld.-...ord. III Hart, Ao.-.\IOrl ..or iloNa.

B2
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The wear twenty hondrith spear-men I{OOd
Withouten any fayIe;

The wear horne a.long be the watter a Twyde,
yth1 howndes of Tividale.

Leave off the brytlyn/l; of the dear, he sayde,
And to your bowys look ye tayk good heed;

For never sithe' ye wear on your mothars borne
Had ye never so mickle need.

The d~heti DO/l;glas on a stede
He rode att his men beforne;

His armor glytteryde as dyd a ll"lede;·
A holder barne was never horne.

Tell me •what' men ye ar, he says,
Or whos men that ye be :

Who gave youe leave to hunte in this
Chyviat chays4 in the spyt of me P

The first mane' that ever him an answear mayd,
Yt was the good lord Persj) :

We wyll not tell the' what' men we ar, he says,
Nor whos men that we be;

But we wyll hount hear in this chays
In the spyte of thyne, and of the.

The fattiste bartes in all Chyviat
We have kyld, and cast to carry them a-way.

Be my troth, Bard the doughtj) Dogglas agayn,
Ther-for the tonG OfUB shall de this day.

Then Bard the doughte DoglaB
Unto the lord Perse:

To kyll all tbes gUtless men, ~
A-las! it wear great pitta. .

But, Persj). thowe art a lord oflande,
I am a yerlai' callyd within my contre;

Let all our men uppone a parti8 stande;
And do the battell off the and of me.

Nowe Criste's cors' on his crowne, saydthe lordPe~,
Who·soever ther·to says nay.

Be my troth, doughte Doglas, he says,
Thow shalt never se that day ;

1 Yth-i~ lluJ. • Bilh......ri"".. I Glod.........., 1101 coal.
• Chay.......",..,... • Man...-a...

• Ton ofuB, &c.-tM 011' qf ... ,1loU dU.
'Yer~.Earl. I A. parti-aplJrl. I Oriate', oore-CMUf._.
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Nethar in YD/tlonde, Skottlonde,l nar France,
Nor for no man of a woman born,

But and fortune be my chance,
I dar met him on man for on.

Then bespayke a sqular off Northombarlondc,
Ric. WytharyntoD Wll8 his Dam;

It shall never be told in Sothe-Ynglonde, he says,
To kyng Herry the fourth for sham.

I wat youI.' byD great lordes twaw,'
I am a poor squyar of laude;

I wyll never se my captayne fy~ht on a fyldf',
And stande my-seille, and looke on,

But wh)'lI I may my weppone weIde,·
I wyll not· fayl ' both harte and hllDde.

That day, that day, that dredfull day:
The first FIT here I fynde.

And youe wyll here any mor athe hountyng athe
Yet 1S ther mor behynde. tChyvint,

THB SBCOND FIT.

TIIB Yngg1ishe men hade ther bowys yebent,
Ther hartes were /tood yenoughe ;

The first of arras that the shote off,
Seven skore spear-men the sloughe.'

Yet bydys8 the yerle DogllUl uppon the bent,
A captayne good yenoughe,

And that Wll8 seneT verament,
For he wrought hom both woo and wouche.s

The Dogglaspertyd his ost9 in thre,
Lyk a cheffe cheften off pryde,

With snarlO speares off myghttell tre
The cuml2 m on every syde.

Th~he our Yngglishe archery
Gave many a wounde full wyde;

Many a dou~hete the garde to dy,lI
Which ganydeH them no pryde.

I 8kottIoDde-8ootlatod•
• This is probably oorrnpted in the MS. for Roa. Widdriwgttm, who was

at the head o(the family in the reign of K. Ed". rn. There "ere 8ever&1
su""";vely of the lUlUle.l of Roger and llalph

iI
but none of the nome or

Richard,:"~~:m t~;reld~'7.Ln the I BI:d~~;:~.
• Bydyo-Gbid... T Sene, &e._en tnJ.!I. "f Wouche-llIi.eAiif.
• Pertyd, &c.-plJrled .u./wa. 10 BU&r-""r.. 11 Myghtte_;,lty.

JO The cum-U.,._. .. Ma-!J a dOIlfJA1!I ...... u., -..de 10 die.
U Ganyw.- gai_ed.
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The YnA'ltlyshe men let thear bowys be.
And pulde owt brandes that wer bright;

It was a hevy syght to se
Bryght swordes on basnitesl Iyght.

Thorowe ryche male,2 and myne-ye.ple3
Many sterne the stroke downe streght :

Many a freyke,· that was full free,
Ther undar foot dyd Iyght.

At last the Duglas and the Perse met,
Lyk to captayns of myght and mayne ;

Thp Rwapteb toltethar tyll the both swat
With swordes, that wear of fyn myIlM.8

Thee wortM freckys7 for to fyght
Ther·to the wear full fayne,

Tyll the bloode owte off thear basnetes sprcnte,"
.As ever dyd heal or rayne.

Holde the, Perse, sayd the Doglas,
And i' feth9 I shall the bryn~

Wher thowe shalte have a yerl'slO wagis
Of Jamy our ScottiJIh kynge.

Thou shalte have thy ransom fre,
I hight" the hear this thin~e,

For the manfullyste man yet art thowe,
That ever I conqueryd III fildel2 fightyng.

N ftJ' • then' sayd the lord Perse,
I tolde it the beforne,

That I wolde never yeldyde lS be
To no man of a woman born.

'With that ther cam an arrowe hastely
Forthe off a mightie wane,H

Hit hathe strekenels the yerle Duglas
In at the brest bane.

Thoroue Iyvar and longs bathe
The sharp arrowe ys gane,

That never after in all his Iyffe days,
He spayke mo wordes but ane,

That W8S, Fyghte ye, my merry men, whyllys ye may,
For my Iyff days ben gan.IS

1 Baanita-.ul.oto. I Mal&---CO<lt 'If_il.
I Mvne-ve-ple-..a.yfold', • F'r"Yk8-1ll4.. • S....pte-,zc"a.gld blow.

6 ~lvll&n-J{ila• •t..l. 7 Freckyo-pl"OWI I 8prent&---lpwrl.<l.
• I' reth, "'c.-Infail" I,1IaU tit.. o,-;•.q. 10 Y.r]'., &o.-motnlrf, ",og...

II Hight, &0.-1 pra,.'" t.... ....... 1J ~·ild('--jl.ld.
II Yeldyde--:.irldld. ,. Forth. olf, &c.-a fro. (J _ig..t, ..,.

11 Strekenl>-ltrickn. 16 Ben gao-h. 1fJ'U.
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CIlEVY CBA81?

." Th~ PerM leanydft on 1118 hMLnd...

A n-t lIIo1l..,e the no~:'u, r1.,."

•
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The Pene leanyde on his brande,
And sawe the Du~las de;

He tooke the dade! man be the hande,
And sayd, W 0 ys me for the!

To have savyde thy lyffe I wold have pertyd with
My landes for years thre.

For a better mlln of hart, nare of handc
Was not in all the north countre.

Off all that se a Skottishe kny~ht,

Was callyd Sir Rewe the Mongon-byrry,
He sawe the Dug-las to the deth was dyght j

He spendyd2 a spear a trusti tre :

He rod uppon a corsiare'
Throughe a hondrith4 archery j

He never styntyde,' nar never blane,s
Tyll he cam to the good lord Perse.

He set uppone the lord Perse
A dynte,7 that was full soare ;

With a sllllr8 spear of a myghtc) tre
Clean thorow the body he the Pem bore.

Athe tothar syde, that a man myght se,
A large cloth yard and mare:

Towe bettar captayns wenr nat in Christianle,
Then that day slain wear ther.

An archar off Northomberlonde
Say' slean was the lord Perse,

He bar a bende-bow1o in his hande,
Was made off trllllti tre :

An &roW. that a cloth yarde was lang,
To th' hard stele halyde he ;

A liynt,l1 that was both sad and soar,
He sat on Sir Hewe the Mongon-byrry.

The dynt yt was both sad and sar,
That he of Mon~on-byI?Y sete j

The IIwane-fethars,12 that hIS arrowe bar,la
With his hart blood the wear wete.

r I Dt!de-d<rad. I BlHlDdyd- ".-rvpod•
• Conriar&-It.od. • Houdritb-ln..d••d. • S~ntyde-ltol'P.d•

• B1aD~iog...d. 7 DyDt..-bloto. Buar-.......
18aT-BaW. 10 Bende-bo",-bll'rtt bOWJ•

•1 A dynt, &c.-G bloto IA<U ..... bot• ...aaM _ •.
II 8_!~f...a.n. 11 BU'-b......
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Ther '1'1'88 never a freake wone foot wolde fie,
But still in stour dyd stand,

Heawyng on yehe othar, whyll the myght dre,l
With many a bal-ful brande.

This battell begane in Chyviat
An owar! befor the none,

And when even-song bell W88 rang
The battell W88 nat half done.

The tooke • on • on ethar hand
Be the lyght off the mone ;

Many hade no strenght for to stande,
In Chyviat the hyllys aboun.8

Of fifteen hondrith arehara of Ynglonde
Went away but fifti and thre;

Of twenty hondrith spear-men of Skotlonde,
But even five and fifti:

But all wear slayne Cheviat within:
The hade no strengthe to btand on hie ;

The ehylde may rue that ys un-borne,
It '1'1'88 the mor pitta.

Thear '1'1'88 slayne witll the lord Perse
Sir John of Agerstone.

Sir Rage the hiride4 Hartly,
Sir Wyllyam the bolde Hearone,

Sir J org the worthe Lavele,
A knJ'ght of great renowen,

Sir Half the ryche Rugbe
With dyntes wear beaten dowene.

For Wetharryngton my harte '1'1'88 '1'1'0,
That ever he slayne shulde be;

For when both his leggis wear hewyne in to,
Yet he knyle.i and fought on hys kne.

Ther WlIB slayne with tl),e dougheti Douglas
Sir Hewe the Mongon-byrry,

Sir DaVle Lwdale, that worthe '1'1'88,
His S18tar's son was he :

Sir Charles a Murre, in that place,
That never a foot wolde fie ;

Sir Hewe Maxwell, a lorde he was,
With the Duglas dyd he dey.

lnr-twf....
• H,l1p. a.a.-Gill alIou.

I Owar-loar £rfortf tAt' f"f')(JtI"

• Hinde-grntU.
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80 on the morrowe the mayde them byel1l'll
Of byrch, and hasell 80 • gray;'

Many wedons! with wepyng tears-
Cam to fachl ther makya a-way.

TiTvdale may carpe4 off care,
~orthombarlondmay mayk grat mone,

For towe such captayns, as slayne wear thear,
On the march perti' shall never be none.

WordJS commens to Edden-burrowe,7
To Jamy the Skottiahe kyng,

That dougheti Duglas, lyff.tenant of the Marches,
He lay slean Chyviot with·in.

His handdes dyd he weal and wryng,
He sayd, .Al8.B, and woe ys me !

Such another captayn Skotland within,
He sayd, y.feth shuld never be.

Worde ys commyn to lovly Londono
Till the fourth HIUTY our kynK,

That lord Perse, leyff.tennante of the MerchlB,
He lay Blayne Chyviat within.

God have merci ou his soll, sayd kyng Harry,
Good lord, yf thy will it be1

I have a hondrith captayns in Yngloude, he sayd,
As Kood as ever was hee :

But Parse, and I brooks my lyffe,
Thy deth well quyte' shall be.

As our noble kynK made his a-vowe,
Lyke a noble prince of renowen,

For the deth of the lord Perse,
He dyd the battel of Hombyll.down.

Wher syx and thrittelO Skottish knyghtea
On a day wear beaten down :

Glendale glytteryde on ther armor bryght,
Over castill, towar, and town.

1 Wedo1D-iO/dotoo.
• A. common pleonann. 80 Ca.endilh In hi. Life or Cardinal Wol..,.

cbap. 12, t 31,~. WAn 1M DKIc. luard l4iI, U nplUd citA ""<pi"f/
.. tearn" c.

• F.;d,., .-frlcUMir _ a""". 4 Carpe, &C.-:-"""'Plaita t1ro' car••
'March perti-tM part, 1~"fI WJ'01' 1M Jl u •.

• CcmmfoD_II'. "'1 Edden.burrow EditobtwrA.
• Brook-l'liOl·

• Qnyte---o'lqIIilod. .. 8y%, &C.-N-cototl-tMrl,.
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This was the hontynll'e off the Cheviat ;
That tear beg-ane this spurn:

Old men that knowen the w-ownde well yenoughe,
Call it the Battell of Otterbum.

At Otterbum began this spume
Uppon a monnyn day:2

Ther wus the doug-ghte Dog-las slean,
The Perse never went away.

Ther was never a tym on the march partes
Sen the Dog-las and the Perse met,

But yt was marvele, and the redde blude ronne not,
As the reane8 doys in the stret.

Jhesne Christ our balys bete,·
And to the blys us brynll'e!

Thus was the hountyn~e of the Chevyat:
God send us all good ending!i

THE BATTLE OF OTTERDOURNE.
THIs Ballad is copied from a MS. In the Cotton Library. and gives the
English view of the contlict. The particulars are conden!ICd by Scott
from Frols.'l&rt and others :-James, Earl of Douglas, with his brother,
the Earl of Murray, in 1387 Invaded Northumberland at the head of
3000 men, while the Earls of Fife and Strathem, son. to the King of
Scotland, ravaged the western borders ofEngland. Douglas penetrated
as far as Newcastle, where the renowned Hotspur lay In garrison. In
a skirmish before the walls, Percy's lance, with the pennon attached
to It, was taken by Douglas, In a personal encounter between the two
heroes. The Earl shook the pennon aloft. and swore he would carry
It as his spoil Into Scotland, and plant It upon his castle of Dulkelth.
.. That," answered Percy, .. shalt thou never." Having collected the
foroes of the Marches to a number equal, or (according to the Scottish
historians) much superior to the army of Douglas, Houpur made a nlgbt
attack upon tbe Scottish camp at Otterboume, about thirty-two miles
from Newcastle. An action took place, fonght by moonlight, with
uncommon gallantry and desperation. At lengtb Douglas, armed

I That tear, Itc.---<> pr'OfJwb-T104t uarifI!J. O'f' I'tdliJtg.~ IMI
'1'M", or /rid,.

I Monnyn dAy-MOJUi"Y. • Bean&-b tAo rai" do.. ill a.m,,,.
• Baly. bet&-r"",.dy OMr .,,;i,.
I The battle of Hombyll-down, or Hnmbledon, '"'" fougbt Bept. 14, 1402

(anno 3 Hen. IV.), wherein the Englisb, nuder tbe commandorthe Earl of
Northumberland, and hi:-; BOD HotspUf, gained a C"omplflte victory over the
Beatl. The'ril1age 0' Humbledon i. one mill' north-west from WooUf:lr, in
Northumberland. The battle ....... fought in thp t1eld helow the rilI,,"e, nt'llr
the present turnpi~e road, in a "pot called e'l'er since R6dp Rigg•.-Hum...
blOOon II ill Glendale Ward." diltrict 10 wuned in thia coun17.
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with an Iron mace. which fe.. but be OO1lld wield. rushed Into tbe
thlckeat of the EDgllsh baltalloDs. followed oDly by bi. chaplaiD and
two "'Iulrea of his body. Before hi. followen could come up. their
bra... leader .... stretched OD the J!1'oUD,1 wltb three monal ..ounds ;
hi. "'Iulrea lay dead by bl. side; the priest, armed wltb a laDce. ....
protectlDg biB muter from further Injury. .. I die like my forefathel'll;'
said the explrlDg bero... In a tleld of battle. and Dot oD a bed of slck
n..... Conceal my deatb. defend my Btandard, and avenge my fall.
It 18 4n old propbecy. that a dead man Bhall gaiD a tleld. and I hope It
wlJI be accomplillhed tblB night.· The wish of DougiaB .... fultllled ;
for In tbe mornlDg the English bt'gan to rellre. covered by the Bu-hop
of Durham...bo came up ..Itb a body of fresb troops. The BCeIIe of
the combat 18 attll kno..n by the name of Batt'le Crootl. Tbe cutle ot
Utterbouroe remaina, and traces "f tbe Scottisb camp are found at
Fawdown Rill.

The wrltcr of· Rambles In Nortbumberland" (p. 120) remarka:
"There are lICVerai expre..loDB In this ballad which plainly Indicate
that tbe author w.. a Scot. At· Lamm... tyde,' wben the Soottl8b
husbandmen are bUBY In wlDnlDg their ..anty crop ot moorlaDd bay.
the bay-harvett b... In moat partB of England been over for a month.
Jlucb stre8B cannot be laid on tbe spelling ot some of tbe wordJl, aa
pro..lng tbe Scottillb ratber tbaD the EngllBb origin of tbe ballad, yet
tbe opelJlng of' wrange' for wroDg, and 'Ie...• for Ilea. may be In
fuour of tbe argument; and • It shall not be long or I come tbee
tyU' 18 a Scottlcl8m. It the word • cawt· be an Interpolation, It 18
certalDly a Scottish one. beln, merely an abbreviation of • canteoua.'
commoDly D8ed by SoottJab writers for' cautlOl18.' "

YT felle abowght the Lamasse tyde,
When husbonds wynn ther haye,t

1111.' dowghtye Dowglasse bowynd2 hym to ryde,
In Ynglond to take a praye :'

The yerlle of Fyffe, withow~hten stryffe,
He bowynd4 bym over Sulway :"

The grete woldI.' ever together ryde ;
That race they may rue for aye.

Over' Ottercap • hyll they' came in,
And so dowyn by Rodelyffecragge,

Upon Grene • Leyton • they lyghted dowyn,
Styrande1 many a sUgge ;

1 Thia ill the NortbumberJand pbrase for .. getting In tbeir bay,"
• Bowynd_.par.d. >Pray~'1 .

• Bowynd bim-M.d Ai...
•o..er 8uJ...y-&l....,f,.;IA; referring to th. other diYiaion of the Scot

tiBb army wbicb came in by ...y of Carli.lll.
I TMy-<c., the Earl of DouRIa. and bill party. The..,.,era! otationa

here menUontod are well·mown pI"""" in NortbumberJaod. Oltercap-biJJ ia
in the parisb 01 Kirk.Wbelpinglon, in Tynedale.ward. Rodelitre- (or, .. i~
is more UBually pronounced, Rodf'If"J.) Craglle is. Dotfld cliff DHJ' Hodeley,
al1'D&1l Tillage in the parish of Hartburn, in Morpetb-ward, and lying IOU~
_t of Otlercap. Green Leytcn ill anotber.ma11 viUage in the lAme pariah
of lIar\bllZ'Do aDd ia south_I of BodeJe,. , 8tyrande-.urr;IIg.
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And boldely brente1 Northomberlonde,
And haIjed' many a towyn j

They dyd owr Ynglyssh men grete wrange,1
To battell that were not bOwyn.4

Than Bpake a bemal upon the bent,
Of comforte that WBB not colde,

And Bayd, We have brent Northomberlond,
We have all welth in holde.

Now we have haryed all Bamboroweshyre,
All the weIth in the worlde have wee j

I redes we ryde to Newe Clllltell,
So Btyli and Btalwurthlye.7

Uppon the morowe, when it WBB daye,
The BtBndardB Bchones fulle bryght j

To the Newe CBBteile the toke' the waye,
And thether they cam fulle ryght.

Sir Henry Percy laye at the Newe CBBtello,
I telle yow Wlthowtten drede ;10

He had byn a march.manu all hYB dayes,
And kepte Barwyke upon Twede.

To the :Newe CBBtell when they cam,
The Skottes they cryde on hy~ht,lt

Syr Harye Percy, and thow byBtelJ within,
Com to the fylde, and fyght:

For we have brente Northomberlonde,
Thy eritagel4 good and ryght j

And synell my loge1ng'S I have take,l7
With my brande dubbyd many a knyght.

Sir Harry Percy cam to the walleB,
The Skottyssh oste for to lie ;IS

.. And thow hBBt brente Northomberlond,
Full Bore it rewyth me.I'

, Bren~. • Uaryed---pillag"'. • Grete wrange-grfllt -rI.
• BowyD--gOllO. • Berne----« ....... .

• I rede-I ad.m.. T Btol1rUrlblye-atooltl,. • BchoJJ&--dou•
• They Ioke-IMJ look. '0 Drede-dread.

11 M.arch.ID&II__r ... qftu M ...cJou. II On hyght--aloJId.
II Byote-b...t~ ".r:..__ It Erilage--l.....tag•.

16 Byn&--lillt'.. '8 ~-lodgillg. 17 Tak<>--ta.l:....
11 Oate Cor to ---....., '" .... IV ne"ytb-pailll ...
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Yfthou hast barred all Bambarowe shyre,1
Thow hast done me grete envye ;'

For the trespa.sse thow hast me done,
The tone l of us schall dye."

Where schall I byde the P sayd the Dowglas,
Or where wylte thaw come to me P

.. At Otterborne4 in the hyjth way,
Ther maist thaw weillogeed be.

The roos full rekeles ther sche rinnes,
To make the game and jtlee :

The fawkon and the feasuntl both,
Amonge the holte. on •hee.'7

Ther maist thow have thy weIth at wyll,
W eillooged ther maist be.

Yt schall not be long, or I com the tyil,"
Sayd Syr Harry Percye.

Ther schall I byde the, sayd the Dowglas,
By the fayth of my bodye.

Thether schall I com, sayd Syr Harry Percy;
My trowth I plyght to the.

A pype of wyne he gave them over the walles,
For soth, as I yow saye :

Ther he mayd the Douglas drynke,
And all hys 08te that daye.

The Dowglas turnyd him homew8l'de agayne,
For soth withowghten naye,

He tooke his logeynjt at Oterborne
U ppon a. Wedyne-day:

And ther he pyghj;8 hys standerd dowyn,
Hys gettyngl more and lesse,

And synelO he warned hys men to goo
To chose ther geldyngs gresse.

13

I A large tract of land which tak"" ito name from the town and cutl. of
Bamborough, formerl?, the residence of the N orthumbriao kinga.

I EDTJe-tJd.."'1. J Tone-t'o"", til. onto
.. Otterbourne, which takeA it! name from .. ImaJlstream nlDninJ llear it

ia • nIlag. in tbe large pariBh of Elsdon. The" hygh wny" 18 the old
Walling-atreet road.

I T.V rw /I<ll f.arlu. tlon'. ,lu........ Roe-bncb were found upon the
'tI'BolIte8 near llexbam in the reign or George 1.

• The falcon and the'lhe""""t. 7 Hol1ell aD hee--t<oodl •• 4/g4.
a Pyght-;pitd. . I Gettyng-booti/' 'u I:lYDC-tAn.
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A Skottysshe knyght hoved l upon the bent,
A wache~ I dare well saye :

So was he wareS on the noble Percy
In the dawnynge of the daye.

He prycked4to his pavyleon dare,
As faste as he mYl-:ht ronne,

Awaken, Dowglas. eryed the knyght,
For hyslove, that syttes yn trone.'

Awaken, Dowglas, eryed the knyght,
For thaw rnaiste waken wyth wynne :6

Yender have I spyed the prowde Percy;
And seven standerdes wyth hym.

Nay, by my trowth, the Douglas sayd,
It ys but a fay ned taylle :7

He durste not loke on my breds banner.
For all Ynglonde so haylle.8

Was I not yesterdaye at the Newe Castell,
That stonds so fayre on Tyne P

For all the men the Percy hade,
He cowde not garre me ones to dyne.lo

He stepped owt at hys pavelyon dare,
To loke and it were lesse;

Araye yow, lordyngs, one and all,
For here bygynnes no peysse.

The yerle of Mentaye,ll thaw ute my emc,12
The forwardel3 I f{yve to the :

The yerlle of Huntlay cawte and kene,14
He schall wyth the be.

The lorde of Bowghan16 in armure bryght
On the other hand he schall be;

Lorde Jhonstone, and lorde Maxwell,
They to schall be with me.

I lio.ed-Aoo....d. I Wache----c J1'1,'. I Ware---<Dllar••
• H. ep",.,..d 10 Au p@ilio!l door, Of'tllld d.....

I Trone-me ;11 tA....... • Wynne-jol.
7 Fayned taylle-f..z.. tak.

• Bred-btooad. • So haylle-In Itrowg.
10 H. OOIlU ftol fOf'c, fII. 0"'" to diM. n :Menlne--Mi.teiIA.

11 EmE"-nUntan. I' FOMfll.rde-tAe tlaJl"

" Cawte and kene-ro"lio•• Q"" k.... Lord Gordon W88 created Earl of
Huntley 1...e. Scott caills the title II a premature designation," the t"arldom
of Hunlley being "1IM11 conferred on AI.rander Seaton, who married the
grand-d&ughter of the hero of Olu.rbourne."

II Bowghao-Lord Bile""".
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Swyntonl fayre fyIde upon your pryde
To batell make yow bowen :'

Syr Davy Scotte. Syr Walter Stewarde,8
Sir Jhon of Agurstone.

J. J"t'r'rB.4

THE Percye came byfore hytl oste,
\Vych was ever a gentyll knyght,

Upon the Dowglas lowde can he crye,
I wyll holde that I have hyght :.

For thow hute brente Northumberlonde,
And done me ~te envye ;

For thys treeptUl8e thou hast me done,
The tone of us schall dye.

The DowgIas answerde hym agayne
With grete wurds up on ' hee,'

And sayd. I have twenty agaynst , thy , one'
Byholde and thow maiste lee.

Wyth that the Percye was grevyd sore,
:For sothe as I yow saye :

He Iyghted dowyn upon his fote,
And Ichoote7 his horsse olene away.

Every man lIawe that he dyd soo,
That ryall8 11"88 ever in row/(ht i'

Every man schoote hys hOrBse him froo,
And lyght hym rowynde abowght,1e

lIS

1 Tbto laird of Swinton, a oman nJlage within the BoottiIh border, three
milM f'rom Norham.

I Bo1re1l-f'.ady.
I Probably Sir Walter Stewart, Lord of Da1owinton. who .... eminent at

&hat time.
• .. Thie oecond part io moot nnqnemonablr an Engllob oompooltion, aDd

would appear to have hem writWD &II a contmuatioD of the tint which ,_,
moot likely, of Scottioh origin, thonKb alter<d, ~rbapo, in a f.w pIa;;;. by a
miostre1 who dw.lt IIOUth of the Tw....d. At the conclulion of the flret part
there is written' A FYrr. j' but the eecond put iB not called' FYrn m.
SU01<D,' ... we might ••pect if both parta wore th. productioD of the oame
penon. It would, therefore, Berm &II it aD EngUl1lb minltrel had written.
OOlltinnation to the old Scottilh 'Fytt.,' and repreaeoted the hattl. in Inch
a manner ........ lik.lyto !latter theprid. oChio counlrym,n. In the oecond
part the minotr,1 hu tak.n /lreat liherti.. with the truth of biltory I and in
E::h~the numb.r of th. Scolll to nearly five tim.. the nnmber of the

. , and in &lIigning the victory to the latter, he Iwt MOwnbi~lr to be
thoroughly patriotic, if oot hiltoncally correct,"-Ralltbla i"N~.
lmul, p. 124.

• Hyght.-"'g<Jged.
• Be probably magniJleo biI otrfongth to induoc him to Inrrender.

, 8choote-ut go. 0 Byall-n>yal. I Rowght-f'ollt.
10 Bow1Dde abowght-n>oo." Gbost.
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Thus Syr Hary Percye toke tho fylde,
For BOth, 88 I yow saye:

Jesu Crv8te in hevynl on hyght
Dyd lielpe hym well that daye.

But nyne thowzand, ther JVaB no moo ;
The cronykle wyll not layne:'

Fol'ty thow88llde SkotteB and fowre
That day fowght them agayne.

But when the batell byganne to joyne,
In hast ther cam a knyght,

, Then ' letters fayre furth hath he tayne,
And thus he sayd full ryght :

Mrjorde, your father he grates yow well,
Wyth many a noble knyght;

He de8yres yow to byde
That he may 8ee thY8 fyght.

The Baron of Grastoke y8 com owt of the we8t,
W yib hym a noble companye;

All they lo/te at rour father'8 thY8 ·nyght,
And the Batte fayne wold they 8ee.

For Je8u'8love, Bayd Syr Harye Percy,
That dyed for yow and me,

Wendel to my lorde my Father &gayne,
And sare thow 8aw me not with yee :

My trowth y8 plyght to yonne Skotty8h lmyght,
It nedes me not to layne,

That I 8chulde byde hym upon thY8 bent,
And I have hY8 trowth agayne :

And if that I wende off thY8 grownde
For 80th unfoughten awaye,

He wolde me call but a kowarde knyght
In hY8 londe another daye.

Yet had I lever to be rynde and rente,I

By Mary that mykcl maye ;1
Than ever my manhod 8chulde be reprovyd

With a Skotte another daye.
Wherfore 8('hote, archan, for my 8ake,

And let 8charpe nrowe8 flee:
Myn~tre1l8, playe up for your wary8on,S

And well quyt it Bchall be.
I 7\U CMmtIcl<! tDlU IIOt l~.

• rot lad1_..... b. t""".
• WIll)'IOIl-t'''''''''.



THB BATTLB OF OTTBBBOUBN::.

Every man thynke on hys trewe love,
And marke hym to the TreniOO :

For to God I make myne avowe
Thys day wyll I not fle.

The blodye Harte in the Dowglas armes,
Hys standerde stode on hye ;

That every man my~ht full well knowe :
By syde stode Starres thre:

The whyte Lyon on the Ynglysh parte,
Forsoth as I yow sayne ;1

The Lucetts and the Cressawnts both:
The Skotts faught them agayne.2

Uppon sent Andrewe lowde cane they crye,
And thrysse they schowtel on hyght.

And syne marked them one owr Ynglysshe men,
As I have toIde yow ryght.

Sent George the bryght owr lallye's knyght.
To name they· were full fayne,

Owr Yn,glysshe men they cryde on hyght,
And thryBBe the schowtoo agayne.

Wvth that scharpe arowes bygan to flee,
t tell yow in sertayne ;1

Men of Armes byganne to joyne ;
Many a dowghty man was ther slayne.

The Percy and the Dowglas mette,
That ether of other was fayne;

~ey schappedl together. whyll that the swctte.
With swords of fyne CoUayno ji

Tyll the bloode from ther bassonetts8 ranne,
As the roke' doth in the rayne.

Yelde the to me, Bayd the Dowltlas,
Or ells thow schalt be slayne :

1 Yow ..yn~,.,..'0'.
• The ancient ....ms of Doall!aa are pretty accl1lrllt..ly embluoned in the

f'ormer ltan.. ; and it the readinge were, n. crotrnt.d .......... and AIHm. ,Iodo
tt<rr.. tin. it would be minutely nact at this day. All tor the Percy
tami1T. one of their aDcient badgeo or OOgnil_ ..... a ../oil, L,0fI S_t;
and the 8ilv1r Or_ continu.. to be used by them to this day. they oIso
pre u..... 1Au:" A'"!J"'" tor one oftlteir quartsn.

• TMicI tUg ,1loNt. • I .•., tbe English.
• In oertayne--l.aiJlly. 1 8chapped-.tnlci: ""'laIly.
1 CoIIapu>-Col<JglII. • B.....net_..loNtI.

. , llok.........ilt. or ilia...
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For I see, by thy bryght baasonet.
Tholl' arte sum man of myght;

And so I do by thy bnrny88hed brande,
Tholl' art an yerle, or ellB a knyght.1

By my good faythe, sayd the noble Percy,
Now haste thou rede full ry/tht,

Yet wyll I never yelde me to the,
Whyll I may stonde and fy~ht.

They swapped' together, whyll that they swette,
W yth Bwordes scharpe and long;

Ych on othrr BO faste they beettcl,
Tyll ther helmes cam in peysC8 dowyn.

The Percy waa a man of strenghth,
I tell yow in thys stounde,'

He smote the Dowj1;laa at the sworde's length,
That he felle to the groft·ynde.

The Bworde was scharpe and Bore can byte,
I tell yow in sertayne;

To the harte he cowde hym smyte,
Thus was the Dowglaa slayne.4

The stonderds stode styll on eke syde,
With many a gre\'ous grone ;

Ther the fowght the day, and all the nyght,
And many a dowKhty man waa • slone:

Ther waa no freke,' that ther wolde fiye,
But stymy in stowre can stond,

Ychones hewyng on other whyll they myght drye,7
Wyth many a bayllefull brande.s

Ther was slayne upon the Skottes syde,
For Both and sertenly,

Sir James a Dowglaa ther was slayne,
That daye that he cowde dye.'

The Yerlle Mentaye of he waa slayne,
Grysely It1'Onedlo upp()u the growynd ;

Syr Davy Scotte, Syr Walter Steward,
Syr • John' of Aguntoune.

1 Deiq .u in ll'JDour ho ooold not know hint•
•~lr. • Btounde-.....r. Of'ti_•
... AliOTO hall .. mile beyond Oltnburn, on Lhe ro&d to......da JedbnTl!h.

ItllDda llD obeliak, fifteen r.., higb, "biob marka ..uere Lhe Eu-l or Douglu
teJJ:'-.1l<uobla ill N",.u...6...l4JuJ, p. 115.
':rru-. s Yoboue-oac4 OlU. 7 Drre--n.r....

• B..ylleColl brondl"-4.rifal _d.
, i .•• he died that day. I. Gryoely lP'0ned-..Ml<ZIIJIoU, 1/f"OGIJId.
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Sy! Charlles Morreyl in that place,
That never a fote wold flye :

Sir Hu~he Maxwell. a lorde he was,
With the Dowglas dyd he dye.

Ther was Blayne upon the SkOtteB ayde,
For soth as I yow saye,

Of fowre and forty thowaande Scotts
Went but eyghtene awaye.

Ther was slayne upon the Ynglysshe syde,
For BOth' and serten!Je•

.A. ~entell knyght, Sir John Fitz.hughe,
Yt was the more petye.B

Syr James Harebote1l4 ther was slayne,
For hym ther hartes were sore,

The gentyll ' Lovelle ' ther was slayne,
That the Percye's standerd bore.

Ther was alayne uppon the YnglyBBh perte,
For soth as I yow saye ;

Of nyne thowsand Ynglyssh men
Fyve hondert6 cam awaye:

The other were slayne in the fylde.
Cryste kepe their,..~les from wo,

Seyng ther was so t'~e fryndes
.Agaynat so many a fool

Then one the morne they mayd them beeres
Of byrch and haysell graye;

Many a wydowe with wepyng teyres
Ther makeas they fette awaye.

Thys fraye bygan at Otterborne,
Bytwene the nyghte and the day:

Ther the Dowglas lost hyslyfe,
And the Percy was lede aWllye.7

Then was ther a Scottyshe prisoner tayne,
Sir Hughe Mongomery was hys name,

For BOth as IloW saye,
He borowe the Percy home agayne.8

1 The pereon bere m"""t .... probably Sir Cb....les Mlll'1'&y. of Oockpoole,
wbo Iloariahed at that time, and .... BDCHtor of tha Murrayl. lOme time
Baris of Annandale. I Sotb-tr.tlo. • Pety~t,.

• H....bottle ~ a Tillage npon tbe river Cuquet, abont ten miles ..eot of
Rothbury. The femily OfH....botlle .... once IlODliderable in Nortbumber.
1aDd. • HODdert-...1Idnrl.

• Tber mu""• .to.-TMIr _ •• tlIJ' fotcloett ""'ay.
7 Lede .waye-i. e . • fJd. co.ptiD•.
• Boro..ed-rod....ed: be .... taken in exchange for Percy.
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Now let us all for the Perry praye
To Jesu most of mY/Otht.

To bryng hys sowle to the blysse of heven,
For he was a gentyll knyght.

THE JEW'S DAUGHTER.
A SCOTTISH BALLAD.

III the year 12fi8, a child Is ss.ld to have be<>n crucified at Lincoln by
Jews, or whom, according to Stow, two hundred were brought up to
WeBtmlnlter for examination.

The following Ballad, probably founded upon an Italian legend, bears
a strong likeness to the Prioresse's Tale In Chaucer. Since the puu
licatlon of It In the" Rellqnes," several stanzas have been recovered, tbe
moet perfectvenlon being given In Johnson·... Mnslcal Museum,"vl. 600.
The story 18 told by Matthew Paris, In his .. History of England," with
mnch curious exactneu of circum.tance. Bishop Percy snpposed M1rry
Land Town to be a corruption of MIiRn Town; but Jamieson thinks
that the Scottish recltersub.Ututed the name for Merry LitIcolm. The
MS. was sent from Scotland.

THE rain rins donn throngh Mirry-Iand tonne,
Sat' dois it donne the Pa:1

Sat> dois the lads of Mirry-land tonne,
Quhan they play at the ba'.'

Than out and cam the J ewis doehter,a
Said, Will ye cum in and dine P

.. I winnae cum in, I eannae cum in,
Without my play-freres4 nine."

Scho powd' an apple reid and white
To mtice the zongS thing in :

Scho powd an apple white and reid,
And that the sweit bairne did win.

And scho has taine out a little pen.knife,
And low down by her gair,7

Scho has twin'd" the zong thing and his life;
A word he nevir spak mair.

And out and cam the thick thick bluid,
And out and cam the thin ;

And out and cam the bonny hert'ss bl~id :
Thair was nae life left in.

I The RiTer Po. I Ba·-1laU.
• Pla,..frereoo-pl~U_I.
I TwIn'd~arU~. °Ui-,OlIag.

I Dochter--d<AJgAhr.
• Sebo powd-iM podlod.

7 G&ir-Jn~...
·lIen·a-Marl·'.
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Scho laid him on a dressinj{ borde,
And drest him like a swine,

And laughing said, Gne noul and pley
With zour aweit play-freree nine.

Scho rowd2 him in a cake of lead,
Bade him lie stU and sleip,

Scho C&8t him in a dei'p draw-well,
W &8 fifty fadom delp••

Quban bells wer rung, and masa was sung,
And every lady went hame :

Thlln i1ka lady had her zong4 sonne,
Bot lady Helen had nane.

Scho rowd hir manti] hir about,
And sair sair gan she weip :

And she ran into the Jewis castel,
Quhan6 they wer all asleip.

My bonny sir Hew, my pretty sir Hew,
I pray thee to me speik.

"0 lady, rinn to the deip draw-well,
Gin ze zour sonne wad aeik....

Lady Helen ran to the deip draw-well,
And knelt upon her kne :

Mv bonny sir Hew, an ze7 be here,
): pray thee apeik to me•

.. The lead is wondrous heavy, mither,
The well is wondrous deip,

A keen pen-knife stir.ks in my hert,
A word I dounae8 speik.

Gae hAme, Klle harne, my mither deir,
FeUlh me my windling sheet,

And at the back o' Mirry-Iand toun
Its thair we twa sall meet."

• • •
I Gae DOQ-go ""'" alld ,,In,,. J Boho I'Owd-.M roU,J.

J Fadom deip-J~IA•• tlffp. • zvo~-y.uflg.
• Qahan_Arn. I Ifyeyoar Ion would leek.

7 An '-il," I DOUD&e-tUI ...1 u~u.
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SIR CA ULINE.
THE Imperfect copy In the folio MS. tempted Bishop Perey to enlarge and
complete this romantle tale, of which he iJl more the valnleT than the
restorer. • Sir Caullue" Is found among Scottish ballads, uuder the
tlUe ot .. KIng Malcolm aud Sir Colvin," and 18 evidently ancient.

TnB FIRST PART.

IIi Ireland, ferr over the sea,
There dwelleth a bonnye kinge ;

And with him a yonlr and comlye knighte,
Men call him syr Caullne.

The kinge had a ladye to his daughter,
In fashyon she hath no peere ;

And princely wightes that ladye wooed
To be theyr wedded feere,l

SY!' Cauline loveth her best of all,
For nothinjt durst he saye ;

N e descreevet his counsayl to no man,
But deerlye he lovde this may,-

Till on a daye it so beffell,
Great diU· to him was dight;

The maydens love rcmovde his mynd,
To care·bed' went the knighte.

One while he sprrd his armes him fro,
One while he spred them nye:

And aye! but I winne that ladye's love,
For dole' now I mun dye.

And whan our parish-masse was done,
Our king!' was bowDr7 to dyne:

He says, Where is syr Cauline,
That is wont to serve the wyne P

Then aunswerde him a courteous knighte,
And fast his handes j:(an wringe :

Sir Cauline is sicke, and like to dye
Without a good leeehinge.'

Fetehe me downe my daughter deere,
She is a leeche fulle fine:

Goe take him doujtht>, and the baken bread,
And serve him with the wyne soo red;

Lothe I were him to tine.'



-. F.ur Cbrlat&bel1e to hi. cb3urnber
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SIB CAULINB.

Fair Christabelle to his chaumber goes,
Her maydens followyng nye :

o well, she sayth, how doth my lord P
o sicke, thou fayr ladye.

Nowe ryse up wightlye,1 man, for shame,
Never lye soe cowardlee ;

For it is told in my father's halle,
You dye for love of mee.

Fayre ladle, it is for your love
That al this dill r drye :"

For if you wold comfort me with a kisse,
Then were r broll,!{ht from bale" to blisse,

No lenger wold r lye.
Sir Knighte, my father is /10 kinge,

r am his onlye heire ;
Alas I and well you knowe, syr knighte,

r never can be youre fere.
o lOOye, thou art a kinge's daughter,

And r am not thy peere ;
But let me doe some deedes of armes

To be your bacheleere.4

Some deedes of armes if thou wilt doe,
My bacheleere to bee,

But ever and aye my heart wold rue,
Giff6 harm shold happe to thee,

Upon Eldridge' hill there groweth a thome,
Upon the mores brodingc;7

And dare ye, syr knighte, wake there all nighte
Until the fayre mornlnge P

For the Eldridge knill;hte, so micklel of mighte,
Will examine you befome:o

And never man bare life away,
But he did him scath and scome.

That knighte he is a foul payninI,lO
And large of limb and bone;

And but if heaven may be thy speede,l1
Thy life it ill but gone.

I Wightl,.&-1rigorouly. I Dill I drye-paill r ro,fjr. I Bale-......
• Bachelee.-e:::"lU. I GilI-1f.

I Rldrid " op«tral.
r Morea brodinge-tAo tDiIh or ......... I Mickle-gr.at.

o Beiorn.-6.for.. 10 Paynim-paga".
1l. Bpeede-forlllM, or lMd:.
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Nowe on the Eldridge bills De walke,1

For thy sake, fair ladle;
And De either bring you a ready token,

Or De never more you see.

The lady is gone to her own chaumbere,
Her maydens following bright;

S,r Cauline lope' from care-bed soone,
And to the EldridgE> hills is gone,

For to wake there all night.

Unto midnight, that the moone did rise,
He walked up and downe ;

Then a lightsome bugle heard he blowe
Over the bents3 soe browne;

Quoth hee, If cryance4 come till my heart,
I am ffar from any good towne.

And soone he spyde on the mores so broad,
A furious wiKht and fell ;6

A ladye bright his brydle led,
Clad in a fayre kyrtell :8

And soe fast he called on syr Cauline,
o man, I rede7 thee ilye,

For 'but' if cryance comes till my heart,
I weene8 but thou mun dye.

He sayth, • No' cryance comes till my heart,
Nor, in faith, I wyll not flee;

For, cause thou mingedi not Christ before,
The less me dreadeth thee.

The Eldridge knighte, he pricked his steed;
Syr Cauline bold abode:

Then either shooke his truatye speare,
And the timber these two children10 bare

Soo soone in sunder slode.1I

Then tooke they out thl'yr two good 3wordes,
And luyden12 on full faste,

Till helme and hawberke, mail and sheelde,
They all were well-nye braat.u

I Walk&-Percy ouggt'Ot.l cake; but why not calk, in the 118nso 01' •
"~Ichman wrJlriog the round. • Lope-letJpetl.

• Ben_jIeldl. • Cryan~f'fIII' C<>OI' to "1 kearl.
I iI. _II ....gr, aOld~. • Kyrtell--ga......,.

7 R<od&--I adN. Ike. to fIf.
o W....&--Il.\ial:. i Mioged-....lion.d. 10 Children-niglta.

11 B1od&--tpUt. I. L.yden-laid. I. B...t-to.u...ig~Inw.l.
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The Eldridge knight was mickle of might,
And stifle in stowerl did stande,

But syr Cauline with a ' backwlU"d ' stroke
He smote off his right hand;

That soone he with paine and lacke of bloud
Fell downe on that lay.land.'

Then up syr Cauline lift his brande
.All over his head so hye :

And here I sweare by the holy roode,S
Nowe, caytiffe,' thou shalt dye.

Then up and came that ladye brighte,
Fast wringing of her hande :

For the mayden's love, that most you love,
Withold that deadlye brande :

For the mayden's love, that most you love,
Now smyte no more, I praye;

And aye whatever thou wilt, my lord,
He shall thy hestat obaye.

Now sweare to mee, thou Eldridge knighte,
And here on this lay-land,

That thou wilt belie,-e on Christ his laye,6
And therto plight7 thy hand:

And that thou never on Eldridge come
To sparte, gamon,8 or playe:

And that thou here give up thyarmes
Until thy dying daye.

The Eldridge knighte gave up his armes
With many a sorrowfulle ~lghe;

And sware to obey syr Cauline's hest,
Till the tyme that he shold dye.

And he then up and the Eldridge knighte
Sett him in his saddle anone ;

And the Eldridge knighte and his ladye
To theyr castle are they gone.

Then he tooke up the bloudy hand,
That was so lar~e of bone,

And on it he founde five ringes of gold
Of knightes that had bin slone.8

I Btower-jlgAt. I Lay·land-gr..........rd. I Rood&-crO".
• ·Cayti1l'e--.IcA. I H..ta-co....afttU.

• Hialay_lilla... 7 Pligbt--elIgag•.
• Gamon-jlqAf. • Blon_alai...
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Then he tooke up the Eldridge 8worde,
As hard as any flint:

And he tooke off those ring~s five,
As bri~ht as lyre and brent.

Home then prickedl sy? Cauline,
As light as leafe on tree:

I."'Ys he neither stint ne blanne,'
Till he his ladye see.

Then downe he knelt upon his knee
Before that lady gay:

o ladye, I ha't'e bin on the Eldridge hills:
These tokens I bring awsy.

Now welcome, welcome, syr Cauline.
Thrice welcome unto meet

For now I perceive thou art a true knighte,
Of valour bolde and free.

o ladye, I am thy own true kni~hte.
Thy hests for to obaye :

And mought I hope to winne thy love 1-
Ne more his tonge colde say.

The ladye blushed scarlette redde.
And fetta' a ~entill sighe:

AJIIlI I sy? kni~ht, how may this bee,
For my degree's soe hi~he P

But sith thou hast hight,4 thou comely youth,
To be my batchilere,

De promise if thee I may not wedde
I will have none other fere.'

Then shee held forthe her lilly.white hand
Towards that kniKhte so free ;

He ltBve to it one gentill kisse,
His heart was broul':ht from bale to bliBSl.'.

The teares sterte' from his ee.

But keep my connsayl, syr Caullne,
Ne let no man it knowe ;

For and ever my father sholde it ken,
I wot he wolde us sloe.7
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From that daye fonhe that ladye fayre
Lovde syr Cauline the knighte :

From that daye forthe he only joyde
Whan shoo Wll8 in his sight.

Yea and oftentimes they mette
Within a fayre arbOure,

Where they in love and sweet daliaunce
Past manye a pleasaunt houre.

PART THB SBCOND.

EVllBYB white will have its blacke,
And en'rye sweete its sowre :

This founde the ladye Christabelle
In an untimely howre.

For 80 it berelle, as syr Cauline
Was with that ladye faire,

The kinge her father walked forthe
To take the evenyng aire :

And into the arboure as he went
To rest his wearye feet,

He found his daughter and ayr Cauline
There sette in daliaunce sweet.

The kinge hee sterted forthe, i-wys,!
And an angrye man was hee :

Nowe, traytoure, thou shalt hnge or drall-e,
And rewe shall thy lame.

Then fonhe syr Cauline he was ledde,
And throwne in dungeon deepe :

And the ladye into a towre so hye,
There left to wllyle and weepe.

The queene she was syr Cauline's friend,
And to the kinge sayd shee:

I praye you save syr Caulino's life,
And Itt him banisht bee.

Now, dame, that traitor shall be sent
Across the salt sea fome :'

But here I will make thee a band."
If ever he come within this land,

A foule deathe is his doome.

27
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.All woe-be~one was that gentil knight
To parte from hia ladye ;

And many a time he aighed aore,
And cast a wistfuUe eye:

J:aire Christabelle, from thee to parte,
Farre leverl had I dye.

Faire Christabelle, that ladye bright,
Waa had forthe of the towre;

But ever shee droopeth in her minde,
.A.a nipt by an ungentle winde

Doth Ilome faire liUye HOWle.

And ever shee doth lament andweepe
To tint' her lover soe :

Syr Cauline, thou little think'st on mee,
But I will still be true.

Manye a kinge, and manye a duke,
And lorde of high degree,

Did sue to that farre ladye of love;
But never Ilhee wolde them nee.s

When manye a daye waa past and gone,
N e comforte ahe colde finde,

The kynge proclaimed a tourneament,
To cheere his daughter's mind:

And there came lords, and there came kniDhts,
Fro manye a farre country~,

To break a spere for theyr ladye'slove
Before that faire ladye.

And many a ladye there was Ilette
In purple and in palle ;4

But faire Christabelle soe woe.begone
Waa the fayrest of them all.

Then manye a knighte W88 mickle of might
Before hia ladye gaye ;

But a stranger wight, whom no man knew-e,
He wan the prize eche daye.

His acton' it W88 all of blacke,
His hewberke,' and his sheelde,

N e noe man wist whence he did come,
N e noe man knewe where he did gone,

When they came from the feelde.7

I FlUTe Ie.-er....,f...._. I Tint-1<JH. I N_nIKb.
'!>urple and palle-a pwrplt1 rob< or cloak.

a Acton-ar,.o.,., 14atAw,,,ilIIlIl.
• n."berklt-OOClt qf.ail ...po..dqfir<nt ringl. 'Fee1d_~d.
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And now three days were prestlye1 past
In feates of chivalrye,

When 10, upon the fourth mornlnge
A sorrowfulle sight they see.

A hugye l{iaunt stiffe and starke.
All foult' of limbe and lere ;'

Two gogjtlinJ( eyen like fire farden.'
A mouthe from eare to eare.

Before him came a dwarffe full lowe.
That waited on his knee,

And at his backe five heads he bare.
All wan and pale of blee.4

Sir. quoth the dwarffe, and louted' lowe.
Behold that hend SoldAin !'

Behold these heads I beare with me!
They are kings which he hath slain.

The EldridJ(e knight is his own cousine,
Whom a knight of thine hath shent :7

And hee is come to avenJ(e his wrong.
And to thec, all thy knightes among.

Defiance here hath scnt.

But yette he will appease his wrath
Thy daughter's love to winne:

And but thou yeelde him that fayre mayd.
Thy halls and towers must brenne.'

Thy h~ad, syr king, must goe with mee ;
Or else tnr daughter deere;

Or else withm these lists soe broad
Thou must Jinde him a peere.'

The king he turned him round aboute.
And in his heart was woe:

Is there never a knighte of my round tabla.
This matter will undergoe P

Is there never a knighte amongst yee all
Will fight for my daughter and mee P

Whoever will fight yon ~mme soldAn,lO
Right fair his meede shall bee.

29

I ~H.l'. • Lere-fQC'. • Farden-}fIUlf'tl.
• BI__pla'ioll. • Louted-botood•

• Rend BoJd1iD_IWIl. 8.Ua". 7 Bhent-diogt'llOld.
I Brenne-b.,.,.. • Peer~
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For hee shall have my broad lay-lands,
And of my crowne be heyre;

And he shall winne fayre ChrIStabelle
To be his wedded fere.

But every knighte of his round tablel
Did stand both still and pale;

For whenever they lookt on the grim soldan,
It made their hearts to quail.

All woe.begone was that fayre lady~.

When she sawe no helpe was nye:
She cast her thought on ber owne true-love,

And the tearas guaht from her eye.
Up then sterte the stranger knighte,

Sayd, Ladye, be not affrayd :
De fight for thee with this Jtrimme soldAn,

Thoughe he be unmacklye' made.
And if thou wilt lend me the Eldridge sworde,

That lyeth within thy bowre,
I truste JU Christa for to slay this fiende

Thoughe he be stiff in stowre.
Goe fetch him downe the Eldridge sworde,

The kinge he cryde, with speede:
Nowe heaven assist thee, courteous knighte ;

My daughter is thy Meede.·
The gyaunt he stepped io'lto the lists,

And sayd, Awaye, awaye :
I sweare, as I am the hend soldan,

Thou lette8t' me here all daye.
Then forthe the stranger knight he came

In his blacke armoure di$'ht :
The ladye sighed a gentle slghe,

.. That this were my true knighte !"
And nowe the ~aunt and knighte be mett

Within the hsts soe broad ;
And now with swordes soe sharpe of steele,

They gao to lay on loa.d.
The soldan strucke the knigbte a stroke,

That made him reele asyde ;
Then woe-begone was that fayre lady~,

And thrice she deeply sighde.

1 The Rouud Table wu uol peculiar 10 Ibe reill" of Kin, Artbur. bul wu
oommOIl ill all lb. &/:.. of chivalrr.

• Unmaclt1ye-..io-Map.... t Meed......"""rd. • Lelteat--<Weti.ut.
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The soldan Itrucke a seoond stroke,
And made the bloude to flowe :

All pale and wan 11"811 that ladye fayre,
And thrice she wept for woe.

The soldan strucke a third fell stroke,
Which brought the knighte on his knee :

Sad sorrow pierced that ladye's heart,
And she shriekt loud ahrielrings three.

The knighte he leapt upon his feete,
All recklesse of the pain:

Quoth hee, But l heaven be now my speede,
Or else I shall be slaine.

He grasped his sworde with mayne and mi.;hte,
And spyinl{ a secrette part,

He drave it mto the soldan's syde,
And pierced him to the heart.

Then all the people Itave a shoute,
Whan they s..we the soldan falle:

The ladye wept, and thanked Christ,
That had reskewed her from thrall.'

And nowe the kinge with nIl his barons
Rose uppe from offe his seate,

And downe he step{led into the listes,
That curteoua killghte to weete.

But he for payne and lacke of bloude
Was fallen into a swounde,

And there all walteringe in his gore,
Lay Hfalesle on the gi'ounde.

Come downe, come downe, my daUl{hter deare,
Thou art a leeche of skille ;

Farre lever had I lose halfe my landes,
Than this good knighte sholde spille.·

Downe then steppeth that fayre ladye,4
To helpe him if she maye ;

But when she did his beavere raise,
It is my life, my lord, she sayes,

And shriekte and swound awaye.
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I But-II1Ila.. .. Dr. Percy add. improperl;r: in the nenline ' or e1Ie,' Is
onptto be lOme lucb pb......... Bot dOl1bt: '-Fillay.

• TbraII-t"aphoity. I 8pill~co... to ......11.

• From the earlielt timeo, IIDOng rJl the Gothic and Celtic DatiOllll, women
of the hillbeet rank e••roiled the art of healinll; and eyeD 80 late II tbe
reill" of E1i.abetb it ;. mentioned among tb. acoom.pUlhmenlJ of the
ladieo of her Court, that .. the eldeot of them are aki)f1l1 lD "1lrJl8'7."
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Sir Cauline juste lifte Up his eyes
When he heard his ladye crye,

o ladye, I am thine owne true love;
For thee I wisht to dye.

Then goiving her one ~artinf{e looke,
He closed his eyes ill death,

Ere Christabelle, that ladye milde,
Begane to drawe her breathe.

But when she found her comelye knightc
Indeed Will dead and ~one, .

She layde her pale cold cheeke to his,
And thus she made her moane :

o staye, my deare and onlye lord,
For mee thy faithfulle feere;

'Tis meet that I shold foUowe thee,
Who hast bought my love soe deare.

Then fayntinge in a deadre swoune,
And with a deepe.fette sigbe,

That burst her gentle hearte in twayne,
Fayre Christabelle did dye.

EDWARD, EDWARD.

A SCOTTISH BALLAD.

From a MS. copT trannnltted from Scotland bT Sir David Dabj·mple.

QUHY dois zour brand sae drop wi' blnid,'
Edward, Edward P

Quhy dois zour brand sae drop wi' blnid P
And quby saa sad gang zee, 0 P

0, I baa killed my hauke sae j{1lid,
Mither, mither:

0, I baa killed my hauke SBe guid:
And I had nae mair bot hee3, O.

Zour haukis bluid was nevir saa reid,·
Edward, Edward.

Zour haukis bluid was nevir saa reid.
My deir son, I tell thee, O.

I Deepe-fette-cl<!"P"dr......
• Quhy, &c.-WAg do.. ,ottr wrord •• d'fO]> ..w. blood.
• Nae mairl b.-tIO otAno b.t ..~.
• rottr 1uuiI1r', 6loo<l_ ""on .. rid.



EDWARD, EDWABD-A SCOTTISH BilLAD. ~

0, I baa killed my reid-roan steid,
Mither, mither:

0, I hae killed my reid-roan steid,
That erst was Bae fair and free, O.

Zour steid was auld, and ze hae gat mnir,
Edward, Edward:

Zour steid was auld, and ze hae gat mair,
Sum other dule ze drie,l O.

0, I hae killed my fadir deir,
Mither, mither:

0, I hae killed my fadir deir,
AIaa! and wae is mee, 0 I

And quhatten penance wul ze drie' for that,
Edward, Edward P

And quhatten penance will ze drie for that P
My deir son, now tell me, O.

lIe set my feit in zonder boat,
Mither, mither:

TIe set my feit in zonder boat,
And TIe fare o'l"ir the sea, O.

And quhat wul ze doe wi' zour towirs and zour ha',
Edward, Edward?

And quhat wnl ze doe wi' zour towirs and zour ha'"
That were sse fair to see, 0 P

lle let thame stand til they doun fa',
. Mither, mither:

lIe let thame stand till they doun fa',
For here nevir mair maun I bee, O.

And quhat wnl ze !eive to zour bairns and zour wife,
Edward, Edward?

And quhat wul ze leive to zour bairns and zour wife,
Quhan ze gang om the sea, 0 P

The warldis4 room, let thame beg throw life,
Mither, mither:

The warldis room, let thame be~ throw life;
For thame nevir mall wul I see, O.

I Some other grief' you oulI'er.
• And ,.hal penance ,.iIl re nndergo.:~h:;:rl~t~':.:'z.l.~h yonr lowero and yonr bon.
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And quhat wu1 ze leive to zour ain mither deir,
Edward, EdwardP

And quhat wul ze leive to zour ain mither deir P
My deir IOD, DOW tell me, O.

The curse of hell frae me sall ze bier,
Mither, mither :

The c:urse of hell frae me aall ze heir,
Sic counseils ze gave to me, O.

KING ESTMERE.

THIS Legend seellU to han been written wh1le part of Spain waa In
the handB of the SaracenI, or )loon, whORe Iway WaR not quite
extingniBhed befo.... 1491. The atyle 10 rude, and the plctnre of King
AdlUld, In the ninth .tUIla, 10111ng at hil gate, may oeem to he lome
what out of oharacter; yet the great painter of mannen, Homer, did
not thlnk It Inconalotent with decorum to represent a ldng of the
Taph1an1 leaning at the gate of Vly_, to InquiJ'e for that monarch,
when he touched at Ithaca, on a trading TOyage. with a cargo of Iron.
The old lIinltrello here placed In a favourable lIgbt. The reader _
him mounted on a line hone, with an attendant bearing his harp, and
mixing boldly In the oompany of ldnp.

HBARKEN to me, gentlemen,
Come and you shall heare ;

De tell you of two of the boldest brethren
That ever borne y.were.1

The tone' of them was Adler younge,
The brother was kynlt Estmere ;

The were as bolde men in their deeds,
As any were farr and neare.

As they were drinking ale and wine
Within kyng Estmere's halle:

When will ye marry a wyfe, brothm-,
A wyfe to glad us all P

Then bespake him kyng Estmere,
And answered him hastilee :

I know not that ladye in any land
That's able' to marrye with mee.

1 Y'1rere-lHr. J Tone. ,"'one-a. tnN.

• Abll>-flt, or ..it4bU.



Xyng Adland hath a daughter, brother,
Men call her bright and sheene ;1

If I were kynjt here in your stead,
That ladye .hold be my queene.

Baies, Reade me,· reade me, deare brother,
Throughout merry EnglAnd,

Where we might fuid a meBBenger
Betwixt UB towe to sende.

Bail, Yon shal ryde younelfe, brother,
TIe beare you companye ;

Many throuKhe fals mcssengen are deceived,
And I feare lest soo shold wee.

ThUB the renisht them to ryde
Of twoo good renisht steeds,

And when the came to king Adland's halle,
Of rood gold shone their weeds.I

And when the came to kyng Adland's halle
Before the goodlye gate,

There they found good kyng AdlAnd
Rearing4 himselfe theratt.

Now Christ thee save, good kyng Adland;
Now Christ you save and see.

BaI.~' You be welcome, king Estmere,
.Kight hartilye to moo.

You have a danghter, said Adler younge,
Men call her bright and sheene,

My brother wold marrye her to hi. wiffe,
Of Englande to be queene.

YeBterday was att my deere daughMr
Syr Bremor the kvn~ of Spayne;

And then she nicked him of naye,'
And I doubt sheeles do you the same.

The kvng of Spayne is a foule paynlm,
Anclleeveth7 on Mahound ;

And pitye it were that fayre ladyb
Shold mlU"rye a heathen hound.

I Sh..........litri"lI'. •~eme-odoiu_•
• Wecda-c1<>tAi"ll'. • ReariDg-kalrillg agoOut.

• Nioked him of D&1&-l1iebd .... ",itil 6 rVUal.
• SheeJe.....tM "'ill. 7 LeeTeth~
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But grant to me, sayes kyng Estmere,
For my love I you praye ;

That I may see your daughter deere
Before I ~oe hence awaye,

Allhough itt is seven yeers and more
Sinee my daughter was in halle,

She shall come once downe for your sake
To glad my guestes alIe.

Downe then came that mayden fayre,
With ladyes laced in pall,

And haIfa a hundred of bold knigbtes,
To bring her from howre to hall ;

And as many gentle squiers,
To tendl upon them alI.

The talents2 or golde were on her head lIette,
Hanged low downe to her knee;

And everye ring on her small finger
Shone of the chrystall free.

Saies, God you lIave, my deere mada.m;
Saiea, God you save and see.

Said, You be welcome, kyng Estmere,
Right welcome unto mee.

And if you love me, as you saye,
Soo well and hartil~e,

All tbat ever you are comen about
Soon sped now itt shall bee.

Then bespake her father deare :
My daughter, I saye naye ;

RemE'mber well the Iiynl{ of Spayne,
What he sayd yeeterdaye.

He wold pull downe my haUes and castles,
And reave' me of my life.

I cannot blame him if he doe,
If I reave him of his wyfe.

Your castles and your towres, father,
Are stronglye built ahoute ;

And therefore of the kin~ of Spaine
Wee neede not lltaude m doubt.
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Plight me your troth, nowe, kvng Estui~re;

By heaven and y"ur righte hand,
That you will marrye me to your wyfe,

And make me queene of your land.

Then kyng Estmere he plight his troth
By heaven and his ri/tbte hand,

That he wolde marrye her to his wyfe,
And make her queene of his land.

And he tooke leave of that ladye fayre,
To goe to hiM owne countree,

To fetch him dukes and lordes, and knightel,
That marryed the might hee.

They had not ridden scant a myle,
A myle forthe of the towne,

But in did come the kyn/{ of Spayne,
With kemp&1 many one.

But in did come the qnlt of Spayne,
With many a bold barone,

Tone day to marrye kyn/{ Adland's daughter,
Tother daye to carrye her home.

Shea lent one after kyng Estmere
In all the lpede mi~ht bee,

That he mnat either turne a~aine and flghte,
Or goa home and 10086 his ladye. .

One whyle then the page he went,
Another while he ranne;

Till he had oretaken kynlt Estmere,
I wis, he never blanne:'

Tydings, tydings, kyng Estmere I
What tydingel nowe, my boye P

o tydingel I can tell to vou,
That will you lore amioye.

You had not ridden scant a mile,
A mile out of the towne,

But in did come the kyng of Spayne
With kempes many a one:

But in did come the~ of Spayne
With manye a bold barone,

Tone daye to marrye kyng Adland's daughter,
Tother daye to carry her home.

I K.m~..ld""'.
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My ladye Cayre she jlI'eetI you well,
And ever·mora well by mee :

You must either turue againe and fighte,
Or goo home and loose your ladye.

Saiell, Reade me, Teade me, deere broth~r,
My reade 8hall ryde' at thee,

Whether it is better to tume and fighte,
Or goo home and lOO8e my ladye.

Now hearken to me, uyea Adler yonge,
And your reade must rise at me,

I quickJye will devise a waye
To Bette thy Jadye free.

My mother was a weateme woman,
And learned in gramarye,l

And when I learned at the schole,
Something shee taught itt mee.

There ~l'OWes an hearbe within this field,
And iff it were but bowne,

Hil color, which is whyte and redd,
It will make blacke and browne:

His color, which is browne and blacke,
Itt will make redd and whyte;

That BWorde is not in all Englande,
Upon his coate will byte.

And you ahal be a harper, brother,
Out of the north countrye ;

A.nd TIe be your boy, soe faine of fighte,'
And beare your harpe by your knee.

And you shal be the be!lt harper,
That ever tooke harpe in hand I

And I wi! be the beat 8illKer,
That ever sung in this lande.

Itt shal be written in our forheads,
.A.ll and in grammary~,

That we towe are the boldeat men,
That are in all Chriatenty~.

I n IboaId probably be f'J',t-i. e. ., _ ..II w.u ...... fro- tM
• Gramary~peJ'b"po " oorrapC;on of the Fnnch word grio,";"'! whlcll

Iignl1l81 " ooDjnrinB bOok in the Old French romaneeo, it no~ theart or necro
..~Itlelf.

• hiDe cI ¥t-fo"" " hlltMg.
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And thus they renisht them to ryde.
On tow good renish steedes ;

And when they came to king Adland's haD,
Of redd gold shone their .-aedes.1

And whan the came to kyn~Adland's hall,
Untill the fayre hall yate,

There they found a proud porter
RearinA' him8elfe thereatt.

8ayN, Christ thee save, thou proud porter:
8ayes, Christ thee save and see,

Nowe you be welcome, sayd the porter,
Of what land soever ye bee.

Wee beene harpers, sayd A.dler younge.
Come out of the northe countrye ;

Wee beene come hither untill thiS placc,
This proud weddinge for to see.

8ayd, And your color were white and redd,
.As it is blacke and browne,

I wold saye king Estmere and his brother
Were comen untill this towne.

Then they polled out a ryng of gold,
Layd itt on the porter's arme :

And ever we will thee, proud portl)r,
Thow wilt saye 118 no harms.

Sore he looked on kyng Estmere.
And sore he handled the rynll,

Then opeued to them the fayre hall yatel,
He lett' for BO kind of thyng.

Xyng E.tmere he stabled hiB steede
Boe fayre att the hall bord ;

The froth, that came from his brydle bitte,
Light in kyng Bremor's beard.

Saies, Stable thy &teed, thou proud harper,
Saies, Stable him in the stalle ;

It doth not beaeeme a proud harper
To .table •him' in a kyng's halle.

My ladde he is so lither,· he said,
He will doe nought that's meete ;

And is there any man in this hall
Were able him to beate P

• Yat&-gal<r.
• Lither-.frotr'<ml.
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Thou speakst proud words, sayes the long of Spaine.
Thou harper. here to mee :

There is a man within this halle
Will beate thy !add and thee.

o let that man come downe, he said.
A si~ht of him wold I see ;

And when bee hath beaten well my ladd,
Then he shall beate of mee.

Downe then came the kemperye man,l
And looked him in the earl' ;

For all the ~old, that W88 under heaven,
He durst not neigh him neare.'

And how nowe, kempe,· said the kyng of Spaine,
And how what aileth thee P

He sail'S, It is writt in his forhead
.All and in Wamarye,

That for all the ~old that is under heaven
I dare not neigh him nye.

Then kyn~ Estmere pulld forth his harpe,
And plaid a pretty thin~e :

The ladye uJ>start from the borde,
And wold have gone from the king.

Stay thy harpe, thou proud harper,
For God's love I pray thee.

For and thou playes as thou beginns,
Thou'lt till4 my bryde from mee.

He stroake upon his ha~ agRine.
And playd a pretty thmge ;

The ladye lou~lii a loud lau~hter,

As shce Bate by the king.

S&ies, Sell me thy harpe. thou proud harper,
And thy stringes all,

For as many I{old nobles' thou shalt have'
.As heere bee ringes in the hall.

What wold ye doe with my harpe, 'he Bayd,'
If I did sell itt yee P

" To playe my wiffe and me a FITT,'
When abed together wee bee:'



· n l·td.~e. tLi .. t. th" 0Non h . C'llA :r..1C h.. v,," .
.. :'\ll-cr, hut" kYIlO." '
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Now sell me, quoth hee, thy bryde soo gaye,
.As shee sitts by thy knee,

And as many gold noblE'S I will give,
.As leaves been on a tree.

And what wold ye doo with mv bryde soe gay,
Iff I did sell her thee P •

More seemelye it is for her fayre bodye
To lye by mee then thee.

He played agayne both loud and shrille,
And Adler he did syng,

" 0 ladye, this ia thy owne true love;
"Noo harper, but a kyn~.

" 0 ladye, this ia thy owne true love,
" .As playnlye thou mayest see;

" And Ile rid thee of that fonle paynim,
" Who partes thy love and thee."

The ladye looked, the ladye blushte,
And blushte and lookt agayne,

While Adler he hath drawne his brande,
And hath the Sowdan slayne.

Up then rose the kemperye men,
And loud they gan to crye :

Ah! traytors, yee have slayne our kyng,
And therefore yee shall dye.

Kyng Estmere threwe the harpe asyde,
And swith l he drew his brand;

And Estmere he, and Adler yonge
Right stiffe in stour can stand.

And aye their swordes soo sore can byte,
Throughe help of Gramarye,

That soone they have slayne the kempery men,
Or forst them forth to flee.

Kyng Estmere tooke that fa~ ladye,
And marryed her to his wiffe,

And brought her home to merry Engl~nd
With her to leade hia life.
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SIB PATRICK SPENCE.

J. SCOTTISH BJ.LUD.

A COXPLJ:l"Zll copy of the Ballad I. given In the .. Mlnmelq of the
Border." Hac:o, King of Norway. dIed at Orkney. after the battle of
Larp, and by IOU Ma«uu. M IlOOn after gave bl. oon .:r\c In marriage
to M&1"lJI'I'd, daugbter of Alexander III. On the death of tbe 8cottloh
monarch. In 1288. the crown dellCended to bl. grand-daughter, MU'
pret, called the Malden of Norway, where .he wu detained Wl1290.
and died at Orkney. on ber voyage to 8eoUand." Scott .opJlOI8I tbat
.. the unfortunate voyage of Sir Patrick Spen. may really bave taken
plaoe for the PDrJlOlIl! of bnnglng bact tbe Maid of Nonrayto ber own
kingdom;" bat Mr. Flolay regarcla the mentlon of 1IaU and Mg1t-ll«kd
Mooto u indicating either the pen of an Interpolator, or a IlOmp&l'&
t1vely modern date. A later COI\lectore uerlbeo the poem to the Inge
IIlooa authol' of " Hardykno...." Coleridge called It • ..grand old
IlaI1ad."

Tn Jrinl{ sib! in Domferlinll toune,
Drinking the blude-reid wine:

o guharl will I get guid lIIlilor,
To sail this schip of mine P

Ulland spak an eldem knicht,
Bat at the king's richt' kne :

Sir Patrick Spence is the beat sailor,
That sails upon the Be.

The kinlf has written a braid"letter,
And slgnd it wi' his hand;

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence,
Was walking on the sand.

The first line that Sir Patrick red,
A loud lauch4 Iauched he :

Thl.' next line that Sir Patrick red,
The teir" blinded his ee.

Oquha' is this has don this deid,
Thi8 ill deid don to me ;

To send me out this time o'the zeir,7
To aail upon the Ie P
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Mak hut, malt hute, my mirry men all,
Our jfUid &Chip sails the marne.·

o aay na Bae, my muter deir,
For I feir a deadlie .torme.

Late late yestreen I aaw the new moone
Wi' the auld moone in bir arme;

And I feir, I feir, my deir muter,
That we will oom to harme.

o our Boote noblee wer richt laith
To weat" their oork.heUd schoone ;

:Bot lang owre a' the play wer playd,
Their hate they Bwam aboone.

o la~, lang, may thail' ladiee Bit
Wi thair fanB into their hand,

Or eir thex. Be Sir Patrick Spence
Cum Bailing to the land.

o lanjf, lang, maY' the ladiee Btand
Wi' thail' gold kama' in their hair,

Waiting for thail' &in deir lorde,
For they'll Be thame DB mair.

HaTe OWTe, haTe owre to Aberdour,·
It'B fit\ie fadom deip:

And thair liee gnid Sil' Patrick Bpenoe,
Wi' the Boote lorde at hit feit.

ROBIN HOOD AND GUY OF GISBORNE.

Tal Itorin of Bo1IIJI DOOD eompoee the Eplo of our «-DWOOIb.
8to y. :-" Tn thlltlme (abont the year 1190. tn the re\JDof Richard
J.) ere many robben, aDd outla......, among the ...hleh Rolm HOOD
and LrrrLI JOBJI, renowned theovn. continued In ...ood., de8pollln,
and robbIng the good. of !he rich. They killed noue but .ueb u
would Invade them. or byl'eliltanee for their 011'0 defenc:e. The laid
Robert entertained an hundred tall men and good arohen with I1IOh
apoIJeI and theftl u he lOt, upon ....hom 400 {...ere they enr 10 1troD«>
dlll'lt DOt give the 0IIIet. He .dered no ...oman to be oppreued, or
oCbenrIM molelted; poore men'. «ooda he .pan:d, abundantlie rollev-

1 TIle IIlOI'IUl to -.... 1IOt'IIitog. I W" tM/r _r..AftW oAo..
·Xem.-........

• Percy ClI1Ia Aberdour • village !JiD' OD the rlV01' Forth, the OIl_CO to
which ia lOIDlltlmeo denominated D. MorttIO Jean; but Mr. Finlay tel1l aa
that Do MorfJuJ Man ia OIIIJ' tho deoipatioD of a fuoiJy (Mortimer) wbe
..... Jorda ofAberdoar.
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Ing them With that which by thefl he got from abbeyl and the houl98
of rich c"'lea." Tbeae are features of a popular hero, whose exploits
Ingenious write.. have reaolved into a romance. and the plctnre
ltoriea of the Ircher, Into the inventlonl of the ballad-.inger. Thle
theory hal been lternly withotood by Mr. Hunter, in his tract on
"Robin;" and the discovery of a" Robyn Hode's pen.ion." from Edward
11.• 11 curious, and strengthenl the conjecture which pute Robin Hood
In that and the followinl!' I'\'lgn. The lame critic finds hi. birth-place
either at Wakefield, or some neighhouring vlllalle, and believ.. him to
have been an adberent of the Earl of Lancaster. the j1;rPat baron of
thoee parte, and whOle overthrow urove Robin into Sherwood Forest,
where he found protection and food. One fact, at least, is clear,-tbat
In the 14th century, If not earlier, Robin Hood had become tho repre
IICntative of the Englllh ouUa.... and Will the favuurito IUbject of the
people'l songe In the time of Edward III.

WHBN shawst beene sheene, and shradds' full fayre,
And leaves both lar8'e and longe,

Itt is merrye walkinlt In the fayre forrest
To heare the small birdes' songe.

The woodweele' Mng. and wold not cease,
SittinK upon the spraye,

So lowde, he wakened Robin Hood,
In the greenwood where he lay.

Now by my fave,· said jollye Robin,
A sweaven6 1 had this ni~ht;

I dreamt me of tow wighty yemen,
That fast with me can fiKht.

Methought they did mee beate and binde,
And tooke my bow mee froe ;1

If I be Robin alive in this lande,
TIe be wroken7 on them towe.

Sweavens are swift, master, quoth John,
As the wind that blowes are a hill ;

For if itt be never so laude this night,
To-morrow itt may be still.

Buske yee, bowne yee,I my merry men all,
And John shall goe witli mee,

For Ile ~oe seeke yond wight yeomen,
In greenwood where the bee.

18bu11 &o.-Woodl ......AilriOlg.
I 8hrad;},;-perbapo 1tDarrU--f. s., the lurfaoe of the ground; meaning,

II when 'he flpld. IIU"e in their beauLy."
I Wood..eel..- kind 01 thruah. • FaY_fait".

• S......veu-dr...... I Mee froe-fl'o- ••.
~ Wrokon-r..IOIg.... I BUlke yee, bowne y-.1r_,IJ ,.," rao4,. .
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Then the C8.IIt on their Kownes of grene,
And tooke theyt' bowes each one;

And they away to the KJ'eene forrest
A shooting forth are gone;

Until they came to the merry greenwood,
Where they had gladdest bee,

There were the ware1 of a wight~ yeoman,
His body leaned to a tree.

A sword and a dagger he wore by his side,
Of manye a man the bane ;3

And he was clad in his capull hyde4

Topp and tayll and mayne.'

Stand yon still, master, quoth Litle John,
Under this tree 80 KJ'ene,

And I will go to yond wight yeoman
To know what he doth meane.

Ah! John, 1Jy me thou settest noe store,
And that I farley4 finde :

How offt send I my men beffore,
And tarry my selfe behinde P

It is DO cunning a knave to ken,
And a man but heare him speake;

And itt were not for bursting of my oowe,
John, I thy head wold breake.

As often wordes they breeden bale,7
So they parted Robin and John;

And John IS gone to Barnesdale :
The gatea8 he knoweth eche one.

But when he came to Baruesdale,
Great heavinesse there hee halld,

For he fOllnd tow of his owne fellowes
Were slain both in a slade.'

And Scarlette he was llyinge a-foote
Fast over stocke and stone,

For the sberiffe with seven score men
Fast after him is gone.

1 Were the ............... !My _...... • Wlght-louty•
• BlIIll>-fl. CIlf'f'. •Capullliyde-Iaon••1litl.. I Mayn..............

• Farloy--1lOO1ld<w. 7 Breeden bale-br.ed ....c.\i'lf.
a e-e.---,., or,-. • S\ade--a fXJU., z.m.... cooda.
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One shoote now I willshoote, quoth John,
With Christ his might and mayne ;

De make yond fellow that fiyes 808 fut,
To 8topp he 8hall be fayne.

Then John bent up hislon~bende-bowe,
And fetteled him to shoote :

The howe wu made of a tender boughe,
And fell down to his foote.

Woe worth, woe worth thee, wicked wood,
That ere thou grew on a tree ;

For now this day thou art my bale,l
My bootelwhen thou shold bee.

His shoote it was but lOOlel~ shott,
Yet fiewe not the arrowe 10 vaine,

For itt mett one of the sherriffe's men,
Good William It. Trent was alaine.

It had bene better of William a Trent
To have bene abed with sorrowe,

Than to be that day in the ~een wood slade
To meet with Little John's arrowe.

But as it is said, when men be mett
Fyve can doe more than thrpe,

The sheriffe hath taken Little John,
And hound him fut to a tree.

Thou shalt be drawen by dale and downe,
And hanged hye on a hill.

But thou mayst rayle of thy purpose, quoth John,
If itt be Christ his will.

Let us leave talking of Litle John,
And thinke of Robin Hood,

How he is gone to the wight yeoman,
Where under the leaves he stood.

Good morrowe, good fellowe, sayd Robin 80 {ayre,
" Good morrowe, good fellowe," quoth he :

Methinkes by this howe thou beares in thy hands
A good archere thou sholdst bee.

I am wilfulll of my waye, quo' fhe yeman,
And of my morning tyde.

De lead thee through the wood, sayd Robin j

Good fellow, Ile be thy guide.
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I aeeke an outlAwe, the Itraunger IAYd,
Men call him Robin Hood;

Rather TId meet with that proud outlAn
Than fortye pound 1106 good.

Now come with me, thou wighty yeman,
And Robin thou IOOne shalt lee:

But first let us some pastime find
Under the greenwood tree.

First let UI lOme muterye l make
Among the wood8 10 even,

Wee may chance to meet with Robin Hood
Here att some unsett steven.'

ThllY oott them downe two summer Shroggs,1
That gTew both under a breere.·

And 8ett them threescore rood in twaine
To shoot the prickea" y-fere.

Leade on, good fellowe, quoth Robin Hood.
Leade on, I doe bidd thee.

Nay by my faith, /tood fellowe, hee sayd,
My leader thou shalt bee.

The first time Robin shot at the pricke.
He mist but an inch it froe:

The yeoman he was an archer good,
But he cold never shoote soe.

The second shoote had the wi~htleyeman,
He shote within the garlAnde:

But Robin he shott far better than hee,
For he clave the good pricke wandel

A blessing upon thy heart, he sayd;
Good fellowe, thy shooting is goode;

For an thy hart be as good a8 thy" hand,
Thou wert better then Robin Roode.

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, sayd he,
Under the leaves of lyne.1

Nay by my faith, quoth bolde Robin,
Till thou have told me thine.

1 Maaterye-trlal qf llciU•
• unaeU ~en-<lt .. Ii_, OIOt aPf':.~t.iJ. I 8hr~6I•

• B.....re-briar. Pricktlll-tl<r Mark to IADot Gt.
o Garlaode-the ring within which the pricto. or m....t. waa sel.

1 WMDde-pau. I L".e-UtN•• or lreelI in i"lleral.
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I dwell by dale and downe, quoth hee,
And Robin to take lme sworne ;

And when I am called by my right name
I am Guye of good GisbOrne.

My dwelling is in this wood, sayes Robin,
By thee I set right nou~ht:

I am Robin Hood of BarL,esdale,
Whom thou so long hast sought.

He that had neither beene kithe nor kin,1
Might have seene a full fayre sight,

To see how together these yeomen went
With blades both browne2 and bright.

To see how these yeomen tog-ether they fought
Two howres of a summer's day:

Y ett neither Robin Hood nor sir Guy
Them fettled to fiye away.

Robin was reacWes3 on a roote,
And stumbled at that tyde ;

And Guy was quicke and nimble with·all,
And hitt him ore the left side.

Ah deere Lady, sayd Robin Hood, • thou
That art both mother and may,'

I think it was never man's destinye
To dye before his day.

Robin thought on our ladye deere,
And soone leapt up againe,

And strait he came with a ' backward' stroke,
And he sir Guy hath slayne.

He took sir Gu,v's head by the hayre,
And sticked Itt on his bowe's end:

Thou hast beene a traytor all thy liffe,
Which thing must have an ende.

Robin pulled forth an Irish kniffe,
And nicked sir Guy in the face,

That he was never on woman born
Cold tell whose head it was.

1 Xithe nor kin-a<oqJ<aiata... _l,"drtd.
... Brown" iI the common epithet for a ...ord in Ihe old metri"'"ro_. •Reac!lleo---can'-.



BOBUI HOOD ilD GUY O. GISBOBNB. 409

Saies, Lye there, lye there. now sir Guye.
And with me be not wrothe ;

If thou have had the worse strokes a~ my hand,
Thou shalt have the better clothe.

Babin did off his gowne of gTeene.
And on sir Guy did it throwe.

And heeput on that capull hyde,
That cladd him topp to toe.

The bowe. the arrowel, and litle horne,
N ow with me I will beare ;

For I will away to Barnesdale.
To see how my men doo fare.

Babin Hood sett Guye's horne to his mouth,
And a loud blast in it did blow.

That beheard the sheriffe of Nottingham,
.As he leaned under a 10we.1

Hearken, hearken. layd the sherifFc,
I heare nowe tydin~ /tood,

For yonder I heare Sir Guye's horne blowe,
And he hath slaine Babm Hoode.

Yonder I heare sir Guye's horne blowe,
Itt blowes soo well in tyde.

And yonder comes that wightye yeoman,
Cladd in his capull hyde.

Come hyther. come hyther. thou good sir Guy,
AlIke what thou wilt of mee.

o I will none of thy gold. sayd Babin,
Nor I will none of thy fee:

But now I have slaine the master, he saY8l,
Let me goo strike the knave;

This is all the rewarde I aske;
Nor noo other will I have.

Thou art a madman. said the sheriffe,
Thou sholdest have had a k.night's fee:

But seeing thy asking hath beene 80e bad,
Well granted it shale be.

When Litle John heard his master speake,
Well knewe he it was his steven':

Now shall I be looset. quoth Litle John,
With Christ his might in heaven.

I Lo'lfe--UUU WU.

•
I Ste'ell-lHlW•
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Faat Robin hee hyed him to Little John,
He thought to looae him belive;

The sheriffe and all his companye
Fast after him did drive.

Stand abacke, stand abacke, sayd Robin;
Why draw you mee soe neereP

Itt was never the use in our countTy~,
One's shrifVanother shold heere.

But Robin pulled forth an Irysh kniffe,
And losed John hand and foote,

And gave him sir Guye's bow into his hand,
And bade it be his boote.2

Then John he took Guye's bow in his hand,
His boltes and arrowes eche one:

When the sheriffe saw Little John bend his bow,
He fettled him to be gone.

Towards his houae in Nottingham towne
He flcd full fast away;

And soo did all his companye:
Not one behind wold stay.

But he cold neither ronne soo fast,
Nor away soo f&8t cold ryde,

But Litle John with an arrowe 800 broad
He shott him into the •backe'-syde.

AN ELEGY ON HENRY FOURTH EARL OF
NORTHUMBERLAND,

Murdered at Cooklodge. near Th1nlke, Yorkahlre, April 28, 1489,
by the popullce. who regarded him 18 th~ promoter of the tax which
Parliameut had grlnted to Henry VII.• for carrying on the war In
Bretngue. The eiegy, addressed to Henry Percy. the fifth Earl, was
written b1 John Skelton, born about 1460, and who died at West
minster. a fugitive from the vengeance of Wolsey, June 21, 1629.
Pe.., might haTe found a better specimen of Skelton In " Philip
Sparrowe," whloh 80 delighted the elder D'XsraeU, that he compared
the Yenes. for eleglnce, with thOlle on the " Bird of Leahla," and for
playfWn_, to the" Vert-Ven" of Greaaet,

• Boote-.UI Wp.
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PodIJ SM1IorI LaunaI1II Ulldlu. _ marltJe alloqtdIw.

Ad domlDum properato meum, mea pll«lna, PeroT,
Qui Northumbroram Jura pateraa gerlt ;

Ad nutum celebn. tu prona repone leonia,
QUltque ouo patrl trIotIa Justa cano•

.A.It ubi perl.glt. dublam .ub menle "olutet
Forlun&m, cuuota que maleftda rotat.

Qui leo lit felix, • Neotorlo oceupet &DUOS I
Ad Ubltum ol\lus Ipse~us ero.

SUL'J'OI' LAUJlEAT 1l?O1' TIIZ DOLOB'll. DETIIB Al'D II1fCB LA
JlEllTABLII CBAlIIfCE OP mB KOOBI' BOlfO&ABLB EBLII OP
NOBmUJUIULAJIDB.

I WULB, I wepe, I lobbe, I sigh ful sore
The dedely fate, the dolefolle deatenny

Of him that is gone, alas! withoute restore,
Of the blodel royall descendioge nobe1ly ;
Whoa lordahepe doutles was slayne lamentably

Thorow treson ageynl hym eompassyd and W'rOUlfht;
Trew to his prince, in word, in dede, and thought.

Of heyenly poeml, 0 011°, calde by name
In the college of MUSIl goddess historiall,

Adrea the to me, whiehe am both halt and lame
In elect uteraunee to make memoryall :
To the for BOCcour, to the for helpe I eall

Myne homely rudnea and drighnea to expelle
With the fre8he waters of Elecony" welle.

Of noble aetel auncyently enrolde,
Of famous princis and Jordes of astate,4

By thy report ar wonte to be emld.
Registringe trewly eyery formare date ;
Of thr oountie after the UlInall rate,

Kyndle m me suche plenty of thy nobl~I,'

Thea IOrrowfulle dities that I may shew expree.

I Til<! 1110 h of nPIll'}' Bad of Iforthumberlaud, WIll Hary dauabtar
of H 01')' Earl t'f~ler,...hooe father Edmoud ... """,ad IOU of"kiur
H I')' HI. Tbe mother and wife of the ucond Barl of Northumber1aDd

! bolb lio"" d dania of Ki"lt Edward III. The p~ llIoo ........
noeJIy d "" f",m lb. Emperor Charlemagne and the aucnent KiJllII of

, by b ao r J ..., . e du Loftin (IOU of Godfrey1 Dub of11....
I), bO ton the D&Ule of 'ffJN1 011 manyinr the heirMa or tIIat bouae ill
reien of n ,.,. II.

I c-<Jgala#f. I ~a-H.Ueou•
• AI /IIU, /rig. I NobIM-.w-.
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In Resons past who hathe harde or sene
Of formar writinge by any presidente

That vilane hastarddis1 m ther furious tene,l
Fulfyld with malace of froward entente,
Con(eterdl toKetler of commoun concente

Falsly to sle· ther moste singular goode lorde P
It may be re¢sterde of shamefull recorde.

So noble a man, so valiaunt lorde and knight,
Fulfilled with honor, as all the worlde dothe ken jl

At his commaundement, whiche had both day and night
Knyghtis and squyers, at every season when
He calde upon them, as menyall houshold men:

Were no thes commones uncurteis karlis of kynde'
To alo their owne lorde P God "'as not in their minde.

And were not they to blame, I say also,
That were aboute hym. his owne servants of trust,

To suffre hym slayn of his mortall fo P
Fled away from hym, let hym ly in the dust:
They bode7 not till the rekening were disCUBt.

What shuld I flatter P what shulde I glosel or paynt P
Fy, fy for shame, their harts wer to faint.

In Englande and Fraunce, which Itl'etly was redouted jl

Of whom both Flaunders and Scotland stade in drede j

To whome ltl'etelO astates obeyde and lowttede jl1

A maynyll of rude villayns made him for to blede:
Unkindly they slew hym, that holp them oft at nede:

He was their bulwark, their paves,u and their wall,
Yet shamfully they slew hym j that shame mot l • them befal.

I say, ye commoners, why wer ye so stark madP
What frantyk frensy fyIP' in youre brllyne P

Where was your wit and reson, ye shuld have had P
What willfull foly made yow to ryse agaynell

Your naturalllord P alas! I can not fllyne.
Ye armed you with will, and left your wit behynd j

Well may you be called comones most uukynd.
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He was your chyfteyne, your sbelde, vour chef defence,
Redy to asS!st you in every tyme of nede :

Your worship depended of his excellence: .
Alas! ye mad men, to far ye did exeede :
Your hap was unhappy, to ill was your spede :

What movyd you a~ayn hym to war or to fi~ht P
What aylde you to sle your lord agyn all rigut P

The grounde of his quarel was for his sovereyn lord,
The welle concernyng of all the hole lande,

Demaundyn~ soche dutyea as nedia most acord
To the right of hia prince which shold not be withstand;
For whos cause ye slew hym with your awne hande:

But had his nobill men done wei that day,
Ye had not been hable to have aaide him nay.

Bot ther was fala packinge,' or ela I am begylde:
How-he-it the matter was evident and pillyne,

For yf they had occupied3 ther spere and ther ahelde,
Thia noble man doutJes had not be slayne.
Bot men say they wer lynked with a double chayn,

And held with the commouns under a cloke,
Whiche kindeled the wyld fyre that made all this smoke.

The commouns renyed· ther taxes to pay
Of them demauDded and asked by the kinge;

With one voice importune, they playnly said nay:
They buskt' them on a bushment themself in bailes to

bringe:
A~yne the king's plesure to wrBstle or to wringe,7

Bluntly as bestis withe ·boste and with cry
They aaide, they forsedeS not, nor carede not to dy.

The noblcnes of the northe this valiant lorde and knyght.
.All man that was innocent of trechery and trayne,

Presed' forthe boldly to witstand the myght,
And, like marciall Hector, he fanht them a~ayne,

V~orously upon them with myght and with mayne,
Trustinge in noble men that wer with hym there:
Bot all they fied from hym for falshode or fere.
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Barons, knil!'hts, squyers, one and alle,
Togeder with servauntll of his famuly,

Turnd their backis. and let ther master fall,
Of whos [life] they counted not a flye;
Take up whos wolde for them, they let hym Iy.

Alas I his ~olde, his fee, his annuall rente
Upon suche a 80rtl was ilie bestowde and spent.

He wss envyrond'e aboute on every syde
Withe his enemys, that were stark mad and wode ;'

Yet whils hc stOOe he gave them wonndes wyde:
Alas for routhe! what thouche his mynde were goode,'
His corsge manly. yet ther he shed his bloode I

All left alone, alas 1 lie fawte in vayne ;
For cruelly amonge them ther he was Blayne.

Alas for pite! that Percy thus was spylt,·
The famous erie of Northumberlande:

Of knil!'htly prowes the sworde pomel and hylt,
The myghty Iyouni douttede by Be and lande !
o dolorous chaunce of forlun's fruward hande !

What man remembring how shamfully he was slayne,
From bitter weepinge hymself kan restrayne P .

o cruell Mara, thou dedly Eod of war!
o dolorous teusday,7 dedicate to thy name,

When thou shoke thy sworde 80 noble a man to mar I
o grounde ungraCiOUS, unhappv be thy fame,
W hiche wert endyed with rede blode of the same I

Moste noble erIe! 0 fowle mysurydl gronode
Whereon he gat his fynal dedely wonode I

o Atropos, of the fatallsysters thre,
GOOdi·s mooste cmell unto the lyf of man,

All mercHes, in the ys no pite !
o homycide, whiche 81eest' all that thou kan,
80 forcibly upon this erie thow ran,

That with tliy sworde enharpid of mortall drede,lO
Thou kitll asonder his perfigbt vitall threde I

I Bort-Iet, or 6aro4. • Wod&-Ji-cn&.
• Good&-good. • g"pylt-<lafrorftl.

• Annelinl to hi8 creot llIld oupporten•
• Dontted-~. 7 T~. _

• K1I1Iryd-" .;.....d; appliotl ta a 1Hul1""7'oo,."-P. •8~..,.
10 Bitharpid, a:e.-Aaalud, or IdIJId tola .orl<Il d..-l. 11 KU-OIIt.
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My wordis unpullyaht be nakide and playne,
Of aureatl poeID8 they want ellumynynge ;

:Bot by them to knoulegele ma, aUayne
Of thislordis dethe an of hIS murdrynge,
Which WhilB he lyvyd had fuyBon' of every thiD~,

Of kn~htB. of Iquyers, chef lord of toure and toune,
Tyl fykkill4 fortune began on hym to frowne.

Paregalll to dukis, with kin~ he myght compare,
Surmountinge in honor all erlB he did excede,

To all cuntreis aboute hym reporte mea I dare.
Lyke to Ene81 benygne in worde and dede,
Valiaunt 81 Hector in every marciall nede,

Provydent, diBerete. circumspect. and wyBe.
Tyll the chaunce ran agyne him of fortune', dllble dyBe.

What nedethe me for to extoll his fame
With my rude pen enkankerd all with rust P

WhOB noble actiB Bhew worsheply7 hiB name,
Tranaoendvng far myne homely muse. that must
Yet BUIDwhat wright supprisid' with hartly lust,'

Truly reportin~e his right noble astate,
Immortally whiche is immaculate.

His noble blode neTer diateynyd was,
Trew to hiB prince for to defende his right,

DoubleDe8 hatmge, fals maters to compas.
TreytorylO and treaon he banne8ht out of syght,
With trowth to medle was all his holell del)"ght,

AB all his kuntrey kan testeCy the Bame :
To &0 suche a lord, alas, it was grete shame.

If the hole querell of the musiB nyne
In me all onely wer Bett aud comprisyde,

Enbrethed with the blast of influence dyvyne,
AB perf4thtly as could be thought or devysyd ;
To me alBa &llthouche it were promyByde

Of laureat PhebuB holy the eloquence,
All were too litill for hi, magnyficence.
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o yonge lyon, bot tender yet of age,1
Grow and encres!", remembre thyn astate,

God the aBRyst unto thyn heryta/{e,
And geve the grace to be more fortunate,
Apyne rebellyouns anne to make debate ;

And, as the lyoune, whiche is of bestis kinge,
Unto thy subjectia be kurteia and benyngne.

I Jlray God sende the prosperous lyf and long,
Stabille thy m.ynde constant to be and fast,

Right to mayntem, and to resist all wronge :
.Allllattringe faytorsI abhor, and from the ClIst,
Of foule detraction God kepc the from the blast:

Let double delinge in the have no place,
And be not light of credence in no case.

Wythe hevy chere,1 with dolorous haTt and mynd,
Eche man may 8OroW in his inward thought

Thys lorde's death, whose pere is hard to fynd,
AlJ1\1f4 England and Fraunce were thorow saught.
AI kmgs, all princt's, all dukes, well they ought

Both temporall and spirituall for to complayne
This noble man, that crewelly was alayne.

More specially barons, and those knygtes bold,
And all other gentilmen with hym enterteynd

In fee, as menyall men of his housold,
Whom he as lord worsheply manteynd:
To 8Orowfull weping they ought to be constreynd,

As oft as thei call to ther remembraunce,
Of ther good lord the fate and dedely channce.

o Jl61'lese Prince of hevyn emperyalle,
That with one warde formed al thing of noughte ;

Hevyn, hell, and erth obey unto thi kall ;
Which to thy resemblance wondersly hast wronght
.All mankynd, whom thou full dere hast boght,

With thy blode precious our finauncel thou dyd pay,
And us redemed, from the fendys pray:'
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To the pray we, 8S Prince incomperable,
As thou art of merer and pite the well,

Thou bringe unto thy Joye etermynablel

The BowIe of this Iorde from all dauDger of hell,
In endles blis with the to byde and dwell

In thy palace ahove the orit'nt,
Where thou art lorde, and God omnipotent.

o quene of merey, 0 lady full of grace,
Maiden m08te pure, and Gaddis moder dere,

To sorowfull harts chef comfort and solace,
Of all women 0 fioure wilhouten pere,
Pray to thy Son above the starris clere,

He to vouchesaf by thy mediatioun
To pardon thy servant, and bringe to salvacion.

In joy triumphaunt the hevenly yerarehy,
With all the hole sorte2 of that glorious place,

His soule motl receyve into ther company
Thorowe bounte of Hym that formed ill solace:
Well of pite, of mercy, and of grace,

The Father, the Son, and the Holy Goste
In Trinitate one God of myghts moste.

THE TOWER OF DOCTRINE.

57

STEPHEN HAWES was born In 8ulfolk, but the dates of his birth
and of his death have not been ditleovered. From Oxford he went
to France, and alterwards becnme Groom of the PrIvy eh_mber to
Henry VII. Warton caU. him the only true poet of that reign. His
"l'utlme of Plealor.." written In 1506, did not I..ue from the preas
until 1517, and re.appeared In IM4 and the following year. It then
dropped out of Ilght-except on the ballad.monger" _tall-untl!
Southey reprinted the Poem In IS81. The following stanzas are taken
from Chapters III. and IV.: .. How Fame departed from Graunde
Amoure, and le1\ him with Governance and Grace, and how he went to
the Tower of Doctrine."

I LOKED about, and saw a craggy roche,
Farra in the west neare to the t'IElment,

And as I dyd then unto it approche,
Upon the toppe I pawe refulgent
Tlie royal tower of MOHALL DOCUMENT,

Made of fine copper with turrettes fayre and bye,
Which against Phebus shone soe marveylous)y,

I Etermynabl&---1tlt-"rdu.
I Hole llOrte-iMole COfIIptnJ. I Mot-ooor.
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That for the Vf!ry perfect bryghtnes
What of t.he tower, and of the cleare sunne,

I could nothyng behold the goodlines
Of that palaice, whereas Doctrine did wonne:1

Tyll at the last, with mystv wyndes donne,
The radiant brightnes of golden Phebus
Auster gan cover with clowde tenebrus.2

Then to the tower I drewe, nere and nere,
And often mused of the great hyghnes

Of the crag/{y rocke, which quadrant did appeare:1

But the fll.yre tower, (so much of ryehes
\Vas all about,) sexangled doubtles ;

Gnrgeyld4 with grayhoundes, and with many lyons,
Made of fyne golde; with divers sundry dnigons.6

The little turrets with ym~es of golde'
About was set, whiche with the wynde aye moved

With propre vices,7 that I did well beholde
About the tower, in sundry wyse they hoveds
With goodly pypes, in their mouthes ituned,8

That with the wynd they pyped a daunce
Iclipped10 .dmo"r de la !,ault pluaunc6.
The toure was great ofmarveylous wydnes,

To whyche ther was no way to passe but one,
Into the toure for to have an intres :11

A wecela there was ychesyldll all of stone
Out of the rocke, on whJche men dyd gone

!Ip to the toure, and in lykewyse dyd I
Wyth bothe the Grayhoundes in my company:u
Tyll that I came unto a ryalll6 gate,

Where I sawe stondyngel' thel00dly Portrcs,
Whyche lIXed me, from whence came a-Iate;

To whome I gan in every thynge expresse
.All myne adventure, chaunce, and busynesse,

And eke my name; I tolde her every dell.17

When she herde this she Iyked me nght well.

1 Whe...... Doctrin., .t•.-tO...... doctri... did d.,.U.
I T.D.bruo-dark cUntd. I QuadraDl-f.......V"......
• From Gargouille, the IpODt of a gutter. Th. to...er ..... adom.d "ith

opoula, out in the 8gureo ofll"eyhoUDdo,lioDl, .to.
I GreyhouDdo, IiODl, dl'agoDl, "ere at that tim. the ro,Yll1oupporlera•
... Our Auth.r here paints fIoom the life. An ex,-,ve agglomeratioD of

tnrreta, with their fBDS, ill on. of the moat .haraclerilti. marks 01 the 80ri<.l
mod. of architecture, "hich "" DO" almo.l at its height. Bee vi..... of
the palaoel of NODeeuch and Riohmolld."-W"r/(m'1 Hut. :E..gl. Po.try,
ii. 407. 7 Vioee-<t"';c... • Hoved-1"1I;9 -.111;9.

»Itwled_flltI. 10 Iclipped--olllkd. 11 In1reB--fttTalIC'.
II A greoe-oJlill1/ qf,lapo. II Yoheoyld-..u.oUod.I. Thill aIIud.. to a timner part Of the poem. II Byall-roya!.
II Stondynp-otaadilog. 11 Everv d~n_.... ",lrl.
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Her name, she sa,d, was called COUNTBN.lUNCB;
Into the •base courtel she dyd me then lede,

Where was a fountayne depured2 of plesanoe,
A noble sl'rynA'e, a ryall conduyte.hede,
Made of tyne golde enameled with reed;

And on the toppe four dragons blewe and stoute
Thys dulcet water in four partes dyd spoute.

Of whyche there flowed foure ryvers ryjtht clere;
SWl'ter than Nylus or Gllnges was ther odoure;

Ty~s or Eufrates unto them no pere:'
I dyd then taste the aromatyke Iycoure,
F~unt of fume, and swete 88 any floure ;

And in my mouthe it had a marveyloUl scent
Of divers spyces, I knewe not what it ment.

And after thys further forth me bronght
Dame Countenaunce into a goodly Hall ;

Ofjasper stones it was wonderly wrought:
The wyndowes clearc depured all of crystal!,
And in the roufe on hye over all

Of golde was made a ryl-{ht L'l'afty vyne ;
Inatede of grapes the rubies there did shyne.

The flore was paved with berall clarified,
With pillers made of stones precious,

Like a place of pleasure so ~ayely ~Iorified,
It mYKht be calII'd a palaICe A'lorious,
So muche delectable and solacioUl ;4

The haIl was haDA'ed hye and circuler
With cloth of arras in the rychest manner.'

That treated well of a ful noble story,
Of the doubty waye to the Tower Perillous ;

Howe a noble knyght should wynne the victory
Of many a serpente foule and odiOUl.
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THE CHILD OF ELLE
Is printed from a fragment In the folio MS., whlcb, In tbe opinion of
800tt," goes far to show that the lal. derives all Its beauli.. from the
poetical powen" of Pere,.. .. Child" was & title 80metlmes given to &
knight.

ON yonder hill a castle standes.
With walles and towres bedi/otht,l

.And yonder lives the Child of Elle,
A younKe and comely knighte.

The Child of Elle to his gard('n went,
And stood at his /otarden pale.

Whan, lo! he beheld fair Emmeline's page
Come trippinge downe the dale.

The Child of Elle he hyed him thence,
Y-wis he stoode not stille.

And soone he mette faire Emmeline's page
Come climbing np the hille.

Nowe Christe thee 88'\"e, thou little foot-page,
Now Christe thee save and see!

Oh 16lle me how does thy ladye gaye,
And what may thy tydinges bee P

My lady shee is all woe.begone,
And the t~8re8 they falle from her eyne;

And aye she laments the deadlye fende
Betweene her house and thine.

And here shee sends thee a silken scarfe
Bedewde with many a teare,

And biddes thee sometimes thinke on her,
Who loved thee so deare,

And here shee sends thee a ring of golde,
The last boone thou mayst have,

And biddes thee weare it for her sake,
Whan she is layde in !t1'ave.

For, ab! her Kentle heart is broke,
And in I{t'Rve soone must "hee bee,

Sith her father bath chose her a new new love,
And forbidde her to think of thee.
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Her father hath brought her a carlieh1 knight,
Sir John of the north countrilye,

And within three dar-os shee must him wedde,
Or he vowes he will her Blare.

Nowe h,e thee backe, thou little foot-page,
And greet thy ladye from mee,

And teile her that I her owne true love
Will dye, or sette her free.

Nowe hye thee backe, thou little foot-page,
And let thy' fair ladye know

This night will I bee at her bowre-windowe,
Betide mo weale or woe.

The boye he tripped, the boye he ranne,
He neither stint ne stayd

Untill he came to fair Emmeline's bowre,
Whan kneeling downe he sayd :

o ladye, I've been with thy own true love,
And he greets thee well by mee ;

This night will he bee at thy bowre-windOwe,
And dye, or sette thee free.

Nowe dare was gone, and night was come,
And al was fast asleepe,

All save the ladye Emmeline,
Who sate in her bowre to weepe :

And Boone sbee heard her true love's voice .
Lowe whispering at the walle,

Awake, awake, my deare ladye,
Tis I thy true love call.

Awake, awake, my lad,e deare,
Come, mount this [alre palfraye :2

This ladder of ropes will fetto thee downe,
lie carrye thee hence awaye.

Nowe nay, nowe nay, thou Kentle knight,
Nowe nay, this may not bee;

For aye shold I tint my maiden fame,
If alone I should wend with thee.

o ladye, thou with a kni~ht so true
Mayst safelye wend alone,

To my ladye mother I will thee bringe,
Where marriage shall make us one.
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"Ml father he is a baron bolde,
o lynage proude and hye ~

And what would he saye if hIs daughter
Awaye with a knight should fly P

Ah! well I wot. he never would rest.
Nor his meate should doe him no ~oode,

Until he had slayne thee, Child oC Elle,
And seene thy deare heart's bloode,"

o ladye. wert thou in thy saddle sette,
And a little space him fro.

1 would not care for thy cruel father,
Nor the worst that he could doe.

o ladye, wert thou in thy saddle sette,
And once without this walle.

I would not care for thy cruel father.
Nor the worst that might befalle.

Faire Emmeline sighed, fair Emmeline wept,
And aye her heart was woe :

At length he seized her lillye.white hand,
And downe the ladder he drewe:

And thrice he clasped her to his breate,
And kist her tenderlle:

The teares that felle from her fair eyes
Ranne like the fountayne free.

Ree mounted himselfe on his llteede 110 talle,
And her on a fair palCraye.

And slung hill bugle about his necke,
And roundlye they rode awaye.

A.ll this beheard her owne damseIle,
In her bed whereas shee ley,

Quoth shee, My lord shall knowe of thill,
Boe I shall have golde and fee.

Awake, awake, thou baron bolde!
Awake my noble dame I

Your daughter is fledde with the Child or Elle
To doe the deede of shame.

The baron he woke, the baron he rose,
And called his merrye men all:

" And come thou forth, Sir John the lmighte,
Thy ladye is carried to thrall"
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Faire Emmeline Icant had ridden a mile.
A mile forth of the towne,

W"hen she was aware ot her father's men
Come galloping over the downe :

And foremost came the carlillh knight,
Sir John of the north countra.ye :

.. Nowe stop, nowe stop, thou false traitoure,
Nor cArry that ladye awaye.

For she is come of hye lineAge,
And was of a ladye borne,

And ill it beseems thee, a false churl's Bonne,
To carrye her hence to Bcorne."

Nowe loud thou lyest, Sir John the knight,
Nowe thou doest lye of mee;

A knight mee gott, and a ladye me bore,
Soe never did none by thee.

Bat lijtht nowe dOWDe, my ladye faire,
Light downe, and hold my steed,

While I and this discourteous lmighte
Doe trye this arduous deede.

But light now downe, my deare lady~,

Light downe, and hold my horse;
While I and this discourteous knight

Doe trye our valour's force.

Fair Emmeline sighed, fair Emmeline wept,
And aye her heart was woe,

While twixt her love and the carliah knight
Past many a baleful blowe.

The Child of Elle hee fo~ht soc well,
As his weapon he waved amaine,

That BOOne he had slaine the car1illh knight,
And layd him upon the plaine.

And nowe the baron and all his men
Full fast approached rrye :

Ah! what may ladye Emmeline doe P
Twere Dowe no bootel to Hye.

Her lover he put his horne to his mouth,
And blew both load and shrill,

And 100De he saw his owne merry men
Come ryding over the hill.

I No boote-too~.
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.. Nowe hold thy hand, thou bold baron,
I pray thee hold thy hand,

Nor ruthless rend two j,tentle hearts
Fast knit in true love's band.

ThJT danghter I have dearly loved
Fulllou~ and many a day;

But with such love as holy kirke
Hath freelye sayd wee may.

o wve consent shee may be mine,
And blesse a faithfull paire :

MyJanda and livings are not small,
My house and lineage faire:

My mother she was an earl's daught~r,

And a noble knight my sire"-
The baron he frowned, and turn'd away

With mickle dole and ire.

Fair Emmeline sighed, faire Emmeline wept,
And did all tremblinge stand:

At It'njlthe she sprang upon her knee,
And held his lifted hand.

Pardon, my lorde and father deare,
This faire yong knyght and mee:

Trust me, but for the carlish knyght,
I never had fled from thee,

on have you called your Emmeline
Your darling and your joye ;

o let not then your harsh resolves
Your Emmeline destroye.

The baron he stroakt his dark·brown cheeke,
And turned his beade asyde ;

To whipe awaye the startin~ teare
He proudly strave to hyde.

In deepe revolving thonght he stoode,
And mused a little space;

Then raised faire Emmeline from the gronade.
With many a fond embrace.

Here take her, Child of Ene, he sayd,
And gave her lillye white hand;

Here take my deare and only child,
And with her half my land :
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Thy father once mine honour wrongde
In dayes ofyouthful pride;

Do thou the injurye repayre
In fondnesse for thy bride•

.And a.s thou love her, and hold her deare,
Heaven prosper thee and thine :

And nowe my blessing wend wi' thee,
My lovelye Emmeline.

EDOM 0' GORDON,
.... 8 COT T I 8 B B .... L L .... D.

1'uJILJIIlED at G1ugow (1766) by Sir Dand Dalrymple, but
ImproTed and enlarged by Percy from a fragment. In hli folio )[S.,
entitled "Captain Adam eaJTe," and written In tbe Engllab Idiom.
Whetber the IIDtbor was Engllih or 8ooteh, the dllrerence orlglnally
... not great. The Engllsb balladl are genenlly of the North
of England. wblle the 800ttllb are of tbe South of 8ootland. Aocord·
iD«ly. the country of Ballad-elngera wu IOmetimell IUbjeGt to one
CrowD. and IOmetlmell to anotber; and mOlt freqnently to neither.
The _ne of tbe IInest Scottllb IOnp wu laid within IIfty m1lee of
England. whicb II, Indeed, all poetic ground,-green bill.. remalnl of
woodl. and clear brooks. Tbe putenllCenee contlnne. bnt the rude
ChiTatry of former agee II Pl'llleJ"l'ed only In tbe mini of tbe cutlell
where the more daring and I_ful robbers J'eIIded. The boue. or
ClIlIt1e, of the Rodee ltood abont a mealUred mile south from DunI. In
Berwlebhlre. Tbe Gordo"" were anciently seated In tbe same
_ty. The twonUageeof Eutand Wellt Gordon lie abont ten mllee
from the cutle of the Rodes. The IUbject of tbe ballad wu tbe
burning of the boUlll of ruoy (Towle), belonging to Alexander Forbea,
by Adam Gordon, depnty of biI brother. tbe Earl of Hnntley (1671);
wben tbe lady. tbe cblldren. and tbe servanti-" twenty......en per
eGDI"-perlshed In tbe lIames. Another IICCOUDt Increases tbe TictImI
to thlrty·lnen. Captain Car. or Ker, wu a diltlngn.\Ihed oIBcer.
"woo bad been trained In tbe wars of Flanders."

IT fell about the Martinma.s.
Quhen1 the wind blew ehril and cauld,

Said Edom o· Gordon to his men,
We maun draw till a bauld.

.And quhat' a bauld saIl we draw till,
My mirry men and meP

We 1rnl gae to the hOUie 0' the Rodep,
To lee that fair ladle.

11
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The lady stude on hir eastle wa',
Beheld baith dale and down:

There she was ware of a host of men
Cum ryding towards the toun.

o see 161 nat, my me1'l"J' men a' P
Osee ze nat quhat I see P

Methinks I see a host of men:
I marveil quha they be.

She weendl it had been hir luvely lord,
As he cam rydinJ{ hame ;

It was the traitor Edom o' Gordon,
Quha reckt nae sin nor shame.

She had nae sooner buskitl hirsel,
And putten on hir gaun,

But Edom o' Gordon and his men
Were round about the toun.

They had nae sooner supper sett,
N ae sooner said the grace,

But Edom 0' Gordon and his men
Were liKht about the place.

The lady ran up to hir towir head,
Sa fast as she could hie,

To see if by hir fair speech~
She could wi' him agree.

But quhan he see this lady sair,
And hir yates all locked fast,

He fell into a rage of wrath,
And his look was all ~hast.

Cum doun to me, ze lady gay,
Cum doun, cum doun to me :

This niKht sall ye li( within mine armetl,
To-morrow my bnde sall be.

I winnae cum doun, ze fals Gordon,
I 1I'innae cum doun to thee;

I moae forsake my ain dear lord,
That is sae far frae me.

Give 01I'Te zour house, ze lady fair,
Give owre zour houae to me,

Or I aall brenn' yourael therein,
Bot and zour babies three.

I ~.. • WeeDd--tAowglt. •~
tL\g-UI. I~
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I winnIe give owre, ze false Gordoil,
To nae sik traitor 18 zee;

And if ze brenn my ain dear babes,
My lord aall make ze drie.1

But reach my pistoll, G1lud, my man,
And ch&l'll'e ze weil my guu :

For, but an I pierce that bluidy butcher,
My babes we been undone.

Bhe stude upon hir ClltIe wa',
And let twa bullets flee:

Bhe mist that bluidy butcher's hart,
And only raz'd his knee.

Bet fire to the house, quo' fals Gordon,
All wood wi' dulel and ire :

Fala lady, ze sall rue this deid,
As ze bren in the fire.

Wae worth, wle worth ze, Jock my man,
I paid ze weil zom fee;

Quhy pu' ze out the ground.wa' stane,
Lets in the reek' to me P

And ein wae worth ze, Jock my man,
I paid ze weil zour hire;

Quhy pu' ze out the l{l'Ound.wa' stane,
To me leta in the fire P

Ze paid me weil my hire, lady;
Ze paid me weil my file I

But now I'm Edom 0' Gordon's man,
Maun either doe or die.

o than bespaik hir little son,
Sate on the nurse's knee :

Bayea, Mither deare, ~' owre this houae,
For the reek it smithers me.

I wad ~ie a' my gowd. my childe,
Baa wald I a' my fee,

For ane blast 0' the western wind,
To blllW the reek frae thee.

o then bellpaik hir dochterf dear,
She was baith jimp" and sma:

o row me in a pair 0' sheits,
And tow' me owre the wa'.
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They rowd hir in a pair 0' sheits,
And towd hir owre the wa' :

:But on the point of Gordon's spear
She gat a deadly fa'.

o bonnie bonnie WIUI hir mouth,
And cherry were her cheiks,

And clear clear WIUI hir zellow hair,
Whereon the reid bluid dreips.

Then wi' his spear he turnd hir owrc,
o ginl her face WIUI wan I

He Bald, Ze are the fint that eir
I wisht alive again.

He turnd hir owre and owre againe,
o gin her skin WIUI whyte I

I migbt ha spared tbat bonnie face
To hac been sum man's delyte.

:Busk and bonn,' my merry men a',
For ill dooms I doe gneBB ;

I cannae luik in that bonnie face,
As it Iyes on the grus.

Thamelluiks to freits, my mlUlter deir,
Then freits wi} follow thame :

Let it neir be said brave Edom 0' Gordon
WlUI dannted by a dame.

:But quhen the ladye see the fire
Cum flaming owre hir head,

She wept and kist her children twain,
Sayd, :Bairns, we been but dead.

The Gordon then his bougillf blew,
And said, Awa', awa';

This house 0' the Rodes is a' in flame,
I hauld it time to ga'.

o then bespyed hir ain dear lord,
.As hee cam owr the lee;

He sied his cutle all in blaze
Sa far lUI he could see.
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Then Bair, 0 Bair his mind misgave,
And all hiB hart was wae ;

Pnt on, put on, my wighty men,
So fast as ze can gae.

Pnt on, put on, my wighty men,
Sa fast as ze can drie ;1

For he that is hindmost of the thrang
Sall neir get guid 0' me.

Than sum they rade, and sum they Tin,
Fou fast ont-owr the bent,·

But eir the foremoBt could get up,
Haith lady and babes were brent.'

He wrang his hands, he rent his hair,
And wept in teenefu" muid :

o traitors, for this cruel deid
Ze sall weep teirs 0' bluid.

And after the Gordon he is gane,
So fast as be might dne ;

And soon i' the GOrdon's foul hartis bluid
He's wroken' his dear ladie.

BOOK. IL

BALLADS THAT ILLUSTRATE SHAKESPEARE.

ADAM BELL, CLYM OF THE CLOUGH, .A...~D

WILLIAM OF CLOUDESLY

WEU three noted outlaws whose skill In archery made them u
{amoUl In the North of England as Robin Hood and hla fellowa were
in the midland oountles. Their home wa.ln the forest of Englewood.
not tar ft'om CarU.le. They are thought to have lived before Robin
Hood. Dr. Rlmbault quotes a p....age from Mr. Hunter'. "New
mustratlOD5 of Shakespeare' ooncernlng one Adam Bell, to whom
Henry IV., In the seventh year of hi. reign, .. granted an aURulty of
41. lO,.• loeuIng out of the fee-farm of CUptlton, in the forest of Sher
....ood. together with the profits and advautages of the vesture and her
bage of the garden called the Halgarth, In which the manor-house of
Cllpston I, situated." Since Sherwood I. lUl80Ciated with our Ballad
poetry. and the nAme of Adam Belli' unoommon, the hlatorlcal fOUD-

1 DrIe-,. ctJlI oMKr.. J Beu~... llu ......... gran.
J Brent--harotl.

• l'eeneIUl-""""'tful. I Wrokeu--ro..nged.
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daUonof'the poem I. rendered probable; and the probablUt)" Is Increued
b)" the dllcovel')" of Adam Bell'. d_rtion to the Scots, who were the
king" enemies. HI. treachel')" occasioned the reonmptlon of'the grant.
The tame of these Northern bowmen I••hown by Shakespeare'. allDllon,
In .. Koch Ado about Nothing," where Benedlct conftMDI hi. protesta
tion against falling In love: .. If I do, hang me In a bottle, like a cat,
and.hoot at me, and he that hits me, let him be clapt on the .honlder,
and called Adam." Percy tell. u. that "the Bell. were noted lOBUli
In the North eo late as the time of Queen Elizabeth."

PllT TUB J.lIIlST.

MBllY it was in the lI'J'6De forest
Amonge the levesl grene,

Wheru men hunt east and W8llt
W yth howes and arrowes kene;

To raise the dere out of theyr denne ;
Buche sightes hath ofte bene sene;

As by thre :yemen of the north countrey,
By them It is I meane.

The one of them bight Adam Bel,
The other Clym of the CloUJ,:h ;1

The thyrd was William of Cloudealy,
An archer good ynough.

They were outlawed for veny80n,
These yemen everychone ;'

They swore them brethren upon a day,
To Englyshe wood for to gone.

Now lith and lysten. gentylmen,
That of myrthes loveth to here :4

Two of them were sinp;le men,
The third had a wedded fere"

Wyllyam was the wedded man,
Muche more than was hys care :

He 8Ilyde to hys brethren upon a day,
To Clil"leile he would fare,'

For to speke with fayre Alyce his wife,
And with hys chyldren thre.

By: my trauth, sayde Adam Bel,
Not by the counsell of me :

1 Lev_kaw,. I C1ym or the C1ough-et-ftI"'o.. Cliff'.
I .;verychOll_....,""". • llcre-A.ar.
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For if ye go to Carlile, brother,

And from thys wylde wode l wendo,
If that the justice may you take,

Your lyfe were at an ende.
If that I come not to-morowe, brother,

By pryme' to you ap;ayne,
TruBte you then that I am •taken,'

Or eliJe that I am slayne.

He toke hys leave of hys brethren two,
And to Carlile he is ~on :

There he knocked at his owne windowe
ShortIye and anone.

Wh.er be you, fayre Alyce, he Bayd,
My wife and chyldren three P

LYlthtlyl let in thyne owne huabande,
WylIyam of Cloudeslee.

.Alas I then sayd fayre Alyce,
And syghed wonderouH Hore,

Thl'lI place hath ben besette for you
Thys haIfe a yere and more.

Now am I here. sayde Cloudeslee,
I would that in I were.

Now fetehe us meate and drynke ynonghe,
And let us make good chere.

She fetched hym meate and drynke plentye,
Lyke a true wedded wyfe ;

~~plealled hym with that she had,
Whome she loved all her lyfe.

There lay an old wyfe in that place,
A lytle besyde the fyre.

Whych Wyllyam had found of charyty~

More than seven yere.
U~she rose, and forth shee goes,

Evill mote4 shee speede therfore ;
For shee had sett no foote on ground

In lIeven yere before.
She went unto the justice hall,

As fallt all she eould hye :
Th-'ys night, shee sayd. iB come to town

Wyllyam of CloudeBly~.
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Thereof the justice was full fayne,
And so wu the shirife also:

Thou shalt not trauaile hither, dame, for nought,
Thy meed thou shalt have ere thou go.

They gave to her a ryght~ goune,
Of scarlate, • and of graine :'

She toke the gyft, and home she wente,
And couchedl her doune agayne.

They raysed the towne of mery Carleile
In all the haate they can ;

And came thronging to Wyllyame's house,
As fut u they might gone.

There they besette that good yemi\n
Round about on every syde :

W.}'llyam hearde great noyse of folkes,
That thither-ward fast hyed.

Alyce opened a backe wyndowe,
And loked all aboute,

She was ware of the justice and shirife bothe,
Wyth a full great route.1

Alas I treason, eryed Alyce,
Ever 11'0 may thou be1

Goo into my chamber, my husband, she sayd,
Swete Wyllyam of Cloudeslee.

He toke hye sweard and hys bucler,
Hys bow and hys chyldren thre,

And wente into hys strongest chamber,
Where he thought surest to be.

Fayre Alyce, like a lover true,
Took a JlOllue' in her hande:

Said, He shall dye that cometh in
Thys dore, whyIe I may stand.

Cloudeslee bente a right good bowe,
That was of a trusty tre,

He smot the justise on the brest,
That hys arowe burst in three•

•A' curse on his harte, saide William,
Thys day thy cote dyd on!

If it had fien no better then myne,
It had gone nere thy bone,



.lD.lJI B1!lLL, CLTX O:r THB CLOUGH, BTC. 73

Yelde the Cloudesl~, said the justise,
And thy howe and thy arrowes the fro,!

'A' curse onhys hart, sayd fair Alyce,
That my husband eouncelleth so.

Bet fyre on the house, said the sherife,
Byth it wyII no better be,

And brenne we therin William, he saide,
Hys wyfe and chyldren thre.

Thlly fyred the house in many a place,
The fyre flew up on hye :

Alas I then cryed fayre Alice,
I Be we here shall dye.

William openyd Ii backe wyndbw,
That was in hys chamber hie,

And there with sheetes he did let downe
His wyfe and children three.

Have you here my treasnre, sayde William,
My wpe, and my chyldren thre :

For Christes love do them no hanne,
But wreke you all on me.

w~yam shot so wonderous well,
II hys arr01l"es were all agoo,

An the tYre so fast upon hym fell,
That hys howstryng brent in two.

The sparkles brent and fell upon
GOOd Wyllyam of Clondesl~:

Than was lie Ii wofull man, and sayde,
Thys is a oowarde's death to me.

Leever had I, sayde Wyllyam,
With my s1l"0rde in the route to renne,'

Then here among myne enemyes wade
Thus cruelly to bren.

He toke hys sweard and hys buckler,
And among them all he ran,

Where the people were most in prece,l
He smot downe many Ii man.

There myght no man abyde hys stroakes,
So fersly4 on them he ran:

Then they threw wyndowes and dares on him,
And so toke that good yemAn.

1 The tro-frqra 1M••
I In prec:e-1Io oroo>d.
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There they hym bounde both hand and fote,
And in a deepe dun~eon him caat :

Now, Cloudesle, sayd the justice,
Thou shalt be hanged in hast.

•Apa~ of new ~alloweR, sa:rd the sherife.
Now shal I for thee make;

And the gates of Carleil l shal be shutte:
No man shal come in therat.

Then Ihall not helpe Clym of the Cloughe,
Nor yet shall Adam Bell,

Though they came with a thousand mo,
Nor all the devels in hell.

Early in the momynge the justice uprose,
To the gates first can he gone.

And commaunded to be shut full close
Lightilet everychone.

Then went he to the markett place,
.As fast as he coulde hye ;

There a payre of new gallowes he set up
Besyde the pyllorye.

A lytle boy •amon~ them asked,'
What meaned that gallow.tre P

They sayde to han~e a j(ood reman.
Called Wyllyam of Cloudesla.

That lvtle boye was the towne Iwyne-heard,
Ana kept fayre Alyce's swyne;

Oft he had seene William in the wodde,
And geuen hym there to dyne.

He went out att a crevia of the wall,
And lightly to the woode dyd j(one ;

There met he with these wightyel yemen
Shortly and anone.

Alas! then sayde the lyUe boye,
Ye tary here all too longe ;

Cloudeslee is taken, and dampned4 to death,
And readye for to honge.'

Alai! then sayd good Adam Bell,
That ever we saw thys daye !

He had better have tarryed with na,
So ofte as we dyd him praye.
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He myght have dwelt in grene foreste,
Under the shado\1"es greene.

And have kepte both hym and us att reate,
Out of ail trouble and teene.!

Adam bent a ryght good bow,
A great hart sone hee had slayne :

Take that, chyIde, he B8yde, to thy dynner,
And bryng me myne arrowe agayne.

Now go we hence, uyed thlllle wightye yeomen,
Tarry we no lOD~er here;

We sh8.ll hym borowe' by God his grace,
Though we buy itt full dere.

To Caerleil wente these bold yemen,
All in a mornyn~ of Maye.

Here is a FYT of Cloudeslye,
And another is for to saye.

P.lBT THB SBCOND.

ARD when they came to mery Carlelle,
All in 'the' mornyng tyde,

They founde the gates shut them untylll
About on every Byde.

Alas' then slyd good Adam Bell,
That ever \1"e were made men'

These gates be shut so wonderous fast,
We may not come therein.

Then bespake him Clym of the Clough,
Wyth a wyle we wyl us in bryng;

Let us saye we be me88engera,
Btreyght come nowe from our king.

Adam laid, I have a letter written,
Now let us wysely werke,

We wylsaye we have the kinge's seale;
I holde the porter no clerke.·

Then Adam Bell bete on the gates
With strokes great and stron~e:

The porter marveiled, who was therat,
And to the gates he thronge."
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Who is there now, sayde the J.>Orler,
That maketh all thys knoek1D~eP

We be tow messengers, quoth Clim of the Clough,
Be come ryght from our kyng.

We have a letter, sayd Adam Bel,
To the justice we must itt bryng;

Let us in our message to do,
That we were agayne to the kyng.

Here commeth none in, sayd the porter,
By hym that dyed on a tre,

Tyll a false thefe be hanl{ed,
Called Wyllyam of Cloudeal~.

Then spake the good yeman Clym of the Clough,
And swore by Mary fre,

And if that we stande lonl': wythout,
Lyke a thefe hanged shalt thou be.

Lo! here we have the kynge's seale:
What, Lurden,l art thou wode pI

The porter weenedl it had ben so,
Arid lyghtly dyd off hys hode.4

Welcome is my lorde's seale,6 he saide;
For that ye shall come in.

He opened the gate fullshortlye:
An: euyl openyng for him.

Now are we in, sayde Adam Bell,
Wherof we are full faine;

But Christ he knowes, that harowed hell,
How we shall com out agayne.

Had we the keys, said Clim of the Clough,
Ryght weI then shoulde we spede,

Then might we come out weIynough
When we se6tyme and nede.

They called the porter to counsell,
And wrang his necke in two,

And caste hym in a depe dungeon,
And toke hys keys hym fro.

1L~ I W0c!e--wJ4.
I w....ed-lAolllJlt. • Hode-Mod.

I CaJaU. or Boun, .... taken from the EnjfU.h by Ihowlng the go1'enlo~,
~'bo coald not read, • Jetter with the klng'1 ....1, whleh WII all be looked at.

I 8M tiIM <UUl ..<d.
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Now am I porter, sayd Adam Bel,
Be brother the keys are here,

The worst porter to merry Carleile
That • the' had thys hundred yere.

And now wyll we our bowes bend,
Into the towne wyll we go,

For to delyuer our dere broth~r,
That lyeth in care and woo

Then they bent theyr ~ood ewe bowes,
And loked theyr stringes were round, I

The markett place in mery Carleile
They beset that stound.'

And, as thel10ked them besyde,
A paire 0 new ~lLlowes • they' see,

And the justice Wlth a questa of squyers,
That judged William hanged to be.

And Cloudesle lay redy there in a eart,
Fast bound both fote and hand;

And a strouge rop about hys necke,
All readye for to hange.

The justice called to him a ladde,
Cloudeslee's clothes hee shold have,

To take the measure of that yeman,
Therafter to make hys grave.

I have sene as great mervaile, said Cloudesle.
As betweyne thys and pryme,

He that maketh a grave for mee,
Hymselfe may lye therin.

Thou speakest proudlye, said the justice,
I will thee hange with my hande.

Full weI herd this his brethren two,
There styli as they dyd stande.

Then CloudesJ~ cast his eyen asyde,
And saw hys I brethren twaine'

At a comer of the market place,
Redy the justice for to slaine.

1 So AIClhml, In hII "To"ophUlII," glv... precept: "The otrlnge mut be
roande" (p. 1411, ed. 1761)0' othenrlM we lllA100Dclude, from meobanIool prill·
e1pleo, the arrow will Dot 1 true.

• Stound-iolw. • Qneot-toopuf.
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I se comfort, sayd Cloudealb,
Yet hope I well to fare,

If I might have my handes at wyll
Ryght lytle wolde I care.

Then spake good Adam Bell
To Clym of the Clough so free,

Brother, lie you marke the justyce weI;
La I yonder you may him se :

And at the IIhyrife shote I wyll
Strongly wyth an arrowe kene ;

A better shote in mery Carleile
Thys seven yere was not sene.

They loosed their arrowes both at once,
Of no man had they dread ;

The one hyt the justice, the other the sheryfe,
That both theyr sides gan blede.

All men voyded,1 that them stade nye,
When the Justice fell to the grounde,

And the shenfa nye hym by ;
Eyther had his deathe'll wounde.

All the citezenll fast gan fIye,
They durst no IonIter abyde :

There lyghtly they lOBed Cloudeslee,
Where he with ropes lay tyde.

WyJlyam start to an officer of the towne,
Hys axe ' from' hys hand he wronge,

On ache syde he smote them downe,
Hee thought he taryed to long.

Wyllyam sayde to hys brethren two,
Thys daye let Ull lyve and die,

If ever you have nede, as I ha¥e now,
The same shall you finde by me.

They shot so well in that tvde,
Theyr stringes were of sllke ful sure,

That they kept the stretes on every side;
That oatayle did long endure.

They fought together as brethren true,
Lyke hardy men and bolde,

Many a man to the gronnd they threw,
And many a herte made colde.
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Bot when their arroWeI were all gon,
Men precedl to them foIl fast,

They drew theyr sword& then anone,
And theyr boWel from them C8IIt.

They went lyghtlye on tbeyr way,
Wvth swordes and buclers round;

By that it was mydd of the day,
They made many a wound.

There was an out-borne' in' Carleil blowen.
And the belles backward dyd ryng,

Many a woman sayde, Alas 1
And many theyr hande8 dyd wryng.

The mayre of Carlelle forth com was,
Wyth hym a fol ~at route :

These yemen dred bym full lOre,
Of theyr lyves they stode in great doute.

The mayre came armed a full great pace,
With a pollaxe in hys hande ;

Many a strong man wyth him was,
Tliere in that stowrel to stande.

The mayre smot at Cloudeslee with his bil,
Hys bucler he brut in two,

Full many a yeman with great eryll,
Alas I Treason they eryed for woo

Kepe well the gates fast, tbey bad,
That these traytoors therout not go.

But al for nought was that they wrought,
For 80 fast they downe were layde,

TIll they all thre, that 80 manfulli fought,
Were gotten without, abraide.·

Have here your keys, sayd Adam Bel,
Myne office I here forsake,

And yf you do by my counsell
A new porter do ye make.

He threw theyr keys at theyr heads,
And bad them well to thryve,l

And aU that letteth any gooli yeman
To come and comfort his wyfe.

Ip!'llCl!d-"..-l.
I o..ac.r.o.lIll11 old term lIgoIlylng tbe calling forth of ~ectI to &1'l1lI by

the IOGDd of a hom.
a St.cl1mJ,.;iIg,w. • Abralde--a6roa4. • ThIa lI0p0ken ironically.
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Thus be the8e good yeman gon to the wod,
As lyghtly Illl lefe on lynde ;\

The lough and be mery in theyr mode,
Theyr enemyes were ferr behynd.

When they came to EnglY8he wode,
Under the trusty tre,

There they found bowes full good,
And arrowea full great plentye.

So God me helF' 8ayd Adam Bell,
And Clym 0 the Clough 80 fre,

I would we were in mery Carleile,
Before that fayre meynye.1

They 8et them downe, and made good cht're,
And eate and dranke full well.

o A 8econd FYT of the wightye yeomen:
Another I wyll you tell.

paT THB THIED.

As they aat in EDgly8he wood,
Under the green-wode tre,

They thouKht they herd a woman wepe,
But her they mought not 88.

Sore then 8yghed the rayre Alyce:
•That ever I Bawe thY8 day I'

For nowe i8 my dere husband 8layne:
Alaa I and wel.a-way !

Myght I have 8poken with hY8 dere brethren,
Or with eyther of them tWil.ne,

To 8how them what him here ,
My hart were out of payne.

ClOlldealll walked a lytle beside,
He looked undt'r the greDe wood lynde,I

He 11'68 ware of hi8 wife, and chyldren three,
Full 11'0 in harte and mynde.

Welcome, ~fe, then Bayde Wyllyam,
Under' this ' truati tre :

I had wende' yesterday, by 8wete aaynt John,
Thou aboldeet me never' have' 88.

\ L;rnc!e-CrN.
I~
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.. Now well is me that ye be here,
My harte is out of 11"0."

Dame, he sayde, be mery and glad,
And thanke my brethren two.

Herof to speake, said Adam Bell,
I.will it IS no bote :

The meate, that we must supp withal1,
It runneth yet fast on fote.

Then went they downe into a launde,
Thll8e noble archares all thre:

Eche of them slew a hart of greece,l
The best that they cold se.

Have here the bll8t, Alyce, my wyfe,
Sayde Wyllyam of Cloudeslye;

By cause Ie so bouldly stode by me
When was slayne full nye.

Then went they to snppere
W yth suche meate as they had;

And thanked God of ther fortune:
They were both mery and glad.

And when they had supped well,
Certayne withouten lease,l

CJoudesle sayd, We wyll to our kyng,
To get us a charter of peace.

Alyce sha! be at our sojournyng
In a nunnery here besyde ;

My tow sonnes shall lVJth her go,
And there they shall abyde.

Myne eldest son shall ~o wyth me ;
For hym have' you no care :

And he shall bring you worde B.KlIyn,
How that we do tare.

Thus be these yemen to London gone,
As fast as they might' he,"

Ty-ll they came to the kynge's paIlace,
Where they woulde nedes be.

And whan theY' came to the kynge's court.>,
Unto the pallace gate,

Of no man wold t¥ey aske no leave,
Bnt boldly went in therat.

l,Af<d lurt.
• 'W'1b411'.en~,. • Be-Tole, hao'-

G
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They preced prest1y l into the hall,
Of no man had they dreade :

The porter came after, and dyd them call,
And with them began to chyde.

The usher sayde, Yemen, what wold ye have P
I pray you tell to me :

You myght thus make offycers shent:'
Good syra, of whence be ye P

Byr, we be out-lawes of the forest
Cemyne wiLhouten lease ;

And hether we be come to the kyng,
To get us a charter of peace.

And whan they came before the kyng,
.As it was the lawe of the lande,

The lmeled downe without lettyng,
And eche held up his band.

The sayed, Lord, we beseche the here,
That ye wyll graunt us ~ce;

For we have slayne your fat falow dere
In many a 80ndry place.

What be your nams, then said our king,
Anone that you tell me P

They sayd, Adam Bell, CHm of the Clough,
And Wyllyam of Cloudeslll.

Be ye those theves, then sayd our kyng,
That men have tolde of to me P

Here to God I make an avowe,
Ye sha! be hanged al thre.

Ye shal be dead without mercy,
As I am mge of this lande.

He commanded his officers everichone,
Fast on them to lay hande.

There they toke these good yemen,
And arested them al thre:

So may I thryve, sayd Adam Bell,
Thys game Iyketh not me.

But, good lorde, we beseche you now,
That yee graunt us ~8ce,

Insomuche as' frely' we be to you come,
, As frely' we may fro you pusse,

J Precea preaUy-pr....d quickl,. IShcn~~
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With BUch weapons. as we have here,
TJ'1l we be out of your pl&oe;

And yf we lyve this hundreth yere,
We wyll aske you no grace.

Ye~e proudly, sayd the kynge;
Ye shall be hanp;ed all thre.

That were great pitye;then sayd the quene,
If any grace myght be.

Mylorde, whan I came fynt into this lande
To be your wedded wyfe,

The fyrst boone tbat I wold Bske,
Ye would graunt it me belyfe:1

And I &Bked you never none tyll now;
Therefore, p;ood lorde, l{l'IIunt it me.

Nowaske it, madam. sayd the kynge,
And graunted it sha! be.

Then, p;ood my lord, I you beseche,
These yemen graunt ye me.

Madame, ye myp;ht have asked a boone,
That shuld have been worth them all thre.

Ye myght have &Bleed towres, and townes,
Parkes and forestes plente.

None soe pleaaant to my pay,' shoo sayd;
Nor noue so lefel to me.

Madame, sith it is your desyre,
Your askyng graunted Bhal be ;

But I had lever have given you
Good market townes thre.

The quene was a glad woman,
And lIllyde, Lord, gramarcy ;f

I dare undertake for them,
That true men sha! they be.

But, good my lord, speke som mery word,
That comfort they may se.

I graunt you grace, then sayd our king;
Washe, fel08, and to meate go yeo

They had not setten but a whyIe
Certayne withQut lesyn~e,'

There came messengers out of the north
With letters to our kyng.
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And whan the came before the kynge,
They knelt downe on theyr kne ;

And suyd. Lord, your officers grete you well,
Of Carleile in the north cuntre.

How fareth my justice, sayd the kyng,
And my sherife also P

Syr, they be slayne without leasynge,
And many an officer mo.

Who hath them slayne P sayd the kyng ;
Anone that thou tell me•

.. Adam Bell, and Clime of the Clough,
And Wyllyam of Cloudesle."

Alas for rewth P then sayd our kynge :
My hart is wonderous sore;

I had lever than a thousande pounde,
I had knowne of thys before;

For I have waunted them grace,
And that forthynkethi me:

But had I knowne all thys before,
They had been hanged all thre.

The kyng hee opened the letter anone,
Himselfe he red it thro,

And founde how these outlawes had slain
Thre hundred men and mo:

Fyrst the justice, and the sheryfe,
And the mayre of Carleile towne ;

Of all the constables and catehipolles
Alyve were' scant' left one:

The baylyes, and the bedyls both,
And the sergeauntes of the law,

And forty fosters of the fe, I

These outlawes had yslo.w:

And broke his parks, aud slayne his dere ;
Of all they chose the best;

8o~JlllreloU8out.lawes, lUI they were,
Walked not by easte nor west.

I Bewth-pity. I Forthynketh-np...ua.
I Footen of the !&-for.mr. '111M 1Mg'."---
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When the kynge this letter had red;
In hys harte he syghed sore:

Take up the tables anone he bad,
For I may eat no more.

The kyng called hys best archars
To the buttes! wyth hym to go:

I wyll se the8e felowes shote, he sayd,
In the north have wrought this woo

The m/.te's bowmen bnske them bly.e.'
And: the quene's archers also ;

Bodyd these thre wyghtye yemen;
With them they thought to go.

There twyse or thryse they shote abont
For to 88say theyr hande;

There was no shote these yemen shot,
That any prycke' myght stand.

Then s~ake Wyllyam of Cloudesl~;
By him that for me dyed,

I hold hym never no good archar,
That shoteth at buttes so wyde•

•At what a butte now wold ye shote P'
I pray thee tell to me.

At Buche a but, SyY', he sayd,
As men use in my countree.

Wyllyam wente into a fyeld,
And •with him' his two brethren:

There they set up two well roddest
Twenty score paces betwene.

I hold him an areh&r, said Cloudesle,
That yonder wande cleveth in two.

Here is none suche, sayd the kyng,
Nor no man can ao do.

I shall assaye, f!YT, sayd Cloudesl~,
Or that I farther go.

Cloudesly with a bearyngl arowe
Clave the wand in two.

I Butte1l-6toUo t. ,1Joot at. I BIJT&-g.t ...rul, IlIItmot~.

, Prycke-......t. • H"""lJ rod<.les-Aaz.lroJl.
• Bellr1l1g-fttMr "" .......... IAat~, ",.u, or II ",1oirriIog......-.
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Thou art the best arcber, then said the king,
Forsothe that ever I Be.

Aud yet for your love, sayd Wyllyam,
I wyll do more maystery.

I have a BOnne is Beveu yere oIde,
He is to me full deare ;

I wyll hym tye to a stake;
All BhIill se, that be here ;

And lay an apple upon bys head,
And go syxe score paces hym fro,

And I my selre with a brode arOw
Shall cleve the apple in two.

Now baste the, then sayd the kyDg,
By hym that dyed on a tre,

Bnt yf thou do not, as thou hest sayde,
Hanged shalt thou be.

And thou touche his head or gowne,
In syght that men may se,

B,}" all the sayntes that be in heaven,
I shall hange you all thre.

That I have promised, said William,
That I wyll never forsake.

And there even before the kynge
In the earth he drove a st&ke :

And honnd therto his eldest sonne,
And bad hym stand sryll thereat;

And turned the childe's face him fro,
Because he should not start.

An apple upon his head he set,
And then his howe he bent:

Spe score JlllOCs they were meaten,
And thether Cloudeslll went.

There he drew out a fayr brode arrowe,
Hys bowe was great and longe,

He set that arrowe in his howe,
That was both styife and stronge..

He prayed the peop'le, that wer there,
That they • all still wold ' stand,

For he that shoteth for such a wager
Behoveth a ltedfast hand.
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Muche people prayed for Cloudeale.
That hillyfe saved myght be,

And whan he made hym redy to shote.
There wu many weeping ee.

'But' Cloudeele clefte the apple in two,
, Hia aonne he did not nee:

Over Gods forbode, sayde the kinge.
That thou shold shote at me.

I /{eve thee eil{htene pence a day.
And my howe shalt thou bere,

And over all the north (,,()UDt.re

I make the chyfe rydj)re.
And I tbyrtene pence a day, said the quene,

By Goa, and by my fay;1
Come feche thy payment when thou wylt.

No man shall say the nay.
Wyllyam, I make the a gentleman

Of clothynK, and of fe :
And thy two brethren, yemen of my chambre,

For they are so semely to se.
Your aonne, for he is tendre of age,

Of my wyne-seller he shall be ;
And when he commeth to man's estate.

Better avaunced shall he be.
And, Wyllyam, bring me your wife, aaid the quene.

Me lon~eth her sore to Ie :
She lhall be my chefe gentlewoman.

To governe my nunerye.
The yemen thanked them alI curteously.

To some byshop wyl we wt'nd,
Of all the .ynues, that we have done,

To be UBOyldl at his hand.
So forth be gone these good yemen,

AI fut u they might· he ;'1
And after came and dwelled with the kynge.

And dyed good men all thre.
Thus endeth the lives of thl'se good yemen;

God send them etemall blYlIse;
And all, that with a hand.bowe shoteth:

That oC heven may never myue. Amen.

1 Far-faUlt.



88

THE AGED LOVER RENOUNCETH LOVE.
TUE Grave-dlgger's fIOng In .. Hamlet· is tsken from three mnaa. or
this poem, though greatly altered and disguised by the Bllllad-8lngera of
that age. or by Shakespure himself,in order to suit the character ora
clown. The original is pl'e1le"ed among Surrey's POf:1l18, and ia
attributed to Lord Vaux. .

I LOTH that I did love,
rn youth that I thou~ht swete,

As time requires: for my behovel

Me thinkes they are not mete.2

Mylustes they do me leave,
My faDsies all are fled;

And tract of time bewns to weave
Gray hearl'S upon my hed.

For Age with stelin~ steps
Hath clawde me with his crowch,8

And lusty' Youthe • awaye he leapes,
As there had bene nODe such.

My muse doth not delight
Me, as she did before:

My hand and pen are not in plight,
As they have bene of yore.

For Renaon me denies,
•All' youthly idle rime;

And day hI day to me she cries,
Leave off these toyes in tyme.

The wrinkl!'s in my hrow,
The fUITOWCS in m,. face,

Say, Limping age will 'Iodg-e ' him now,
Where yout.h Ulust geve him place.

The harbenger of death,
To me I se him ride,

The cough, the cold, the gasping breath,
Doth hid me to provide

A pikeax and l\ spade,
And eke a shrowding shete,

A house of clay for to be made
For such a guest moat mete.

J Dchove-bMoq{. I Metll-1llHt,jlt. I Crowch--cratd.
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Me thinkes I heare the clarke,
That knoles the carl.'full knell ;

And bids me leave my • wearye' warkc,
Ere nature me campell.

Mykepers1 knit the knot,
That youth doth laugh to scorne,

Of me that· shall bee cleane' forgot,
As I had • ne'er' bene borne.

Thus must I youth ~eve up,
Whose bad!{e I long did weare:

To them I yeld the wanton cup,
That better may it beare.

Lo here the bared skull;
By whose balde signe I know,

That stonfing &/I;e away shall pull
•What youthful yeres did sow.

For Beautie with her band,
These croked cares had wrought.

And shipped me into the land,
From whence I first was brought.

And ye that bide behinde,
Have ye none other trust:

As ye of claye were cast by kinde,
So shall ye • turne ' to dust.

JEPHTHAH, JUDGE OF ISRAEL.
HAJILET (Act II.) banters Polonlu with lOme ICraps of an old Ballad,
which Percy printOO, for the lint time, from a copy fllmIshed by Mr.
Steevena.

H.LVlIl you not heard, these many years ago,
Jeptha was judge of Israel P

ITe had one only daughter and no mo,
The which he loved passing well:

And, as by lott,
God wot,

It so came to pass,
As God's will was,

That great wars there should be,
And none should be chosen chief hut he.

1 Allodlng, perhaps, to E""I". ~u. 3.
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And when he was appointed judge,
And chieftain of the company,

A solemn vow to God he made;
If he returned with victory,

At hi~ rcturn
To burn

The first live thing,• • •
That should meet with him then,
Oft' his hOWle, when he should return agen.

It came to pass, the war was o'er,
And he returned with victory ;

Hia dear and only daughter first of all
Came to meet her father forem08Uy ;

And all the way,
She did plar

On tabret and pIpe,
Full many a stripe,

With note so high.
For joy that her father ia come so nigh.

But when he saw hia daughter dear
Coming on most foremoaUy,

He 'WI'UD.g his handa, and tore his hair,
And cryed out moat piteoualy ;

Oli I it's thou, said he,
That have brought me

Low,
And troubled me so,
That I know not what to do.

For I have made a vow, he sed.
The which must be replenished:• • •

.. What thou hut spoke
Do not revoke:

What thou hast IBid,
Be not affraid ;

Altho' it be I;
Keep promiaes to God on high.

But, dear father, grant me one request,
That I may go to ilie wilderness,

Three montha there with my frienda to stay;
There to bewail my virginity ;
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And let there be,
Said ahe,

Some two or three
Young maida with me."

So he sent her away,
For to mourn, for to mourn, till her dying day.

A ROBYN JOLLY ROBYN.

91

JJI"Twelfth Night" (Act IT.IIC. 2) the Clown IlIlotroduced IInging part
ot the lint two lItaDzu ot the following lOog; Percy reoovered I~

fkom a HS. volnme "hlch he aulpeel to the reign of Henry VIIL

A RoBYN,
Jolly Robyn,

Tell me how ~h:y lemanl doeth.
And thou ahalt knowe of royn.

" ~ady ia unkynde perde.''J
k! why is she lOP

" She loveth an other better than me;
And yet she will say no."

I fYnde no such doublenea :
1 fynde women true.

My lady loveth me dowtlea, •
And will change for no newe.

"Thou art happy while that doeth laat ;
But I say, as I fynde,

That women's love is but a blast,
And torneth with the wynde."

Suche foIkes can take no harme by love,
That can abide their torn.·

.. But I, alas I can no way prove
In love but lake and morn."

But if thou wilt avoyde thy harme
Lerne this lessen of me,

At others' fleres thy selfe to warme,
And let them warme with the.

1 Leman-lo..... or ...tr....
• Perde (par Dieu)-....ily. •To~
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A SONG TO THE LUTE IN MUSICKE.

THE Author of this Song, mentioned lu .. Romeo and Juliet" (Act I".
80. 6), Is said to have been Richard Edwards, one of tbe cbief wrlterll
and framers of .. The Paradise of Dainty Devices," wblcb appeared In
1678. He wsa horn ahout 1623, and died in the year 1688. Edwards
Is nnmbered among the moat accomplished men of bls age; be was a
muaiclan, a 8Obolar, and one of the earllest of our dramatic writers
&fter tbe reform of the Stage.

WHERE gripinge grefes the hart would wounde
And dolefulle dumps! the mynde oppresse,

There musicke with her silver sound
With spede is wont to send redresse :

Of trobled mynds, in everv sore,
Swete musicke hathe a salve in store.

Injoy yt maks our mirthe abounde,
In woe yt cheres our hevy sprites;

Be-strawghted' heads l'elyef hath founde, '
By musicke's pleasRunt swete delightes :

Our senses all, what shall I say more P
Are subjecte unto musick's lore.

, The Gods by musicke have theire prayse ;
The lyfe, .the soul therein dothe joye:

For, 88 the Romayne poet sayes,
In SellM, whom pyrats8 would destroy,

A dolphin saved from death most sharpe
Arion playing on his harpe.

o heavenly gyft, that rules the mynd,
Even 88 the sterne dothe rule the shippe !

o musicke, whom the Gods 88sinde
To comforte manne, whom cares would nippc !

Since thaw' both man and beste doest move,
What beste ys he, wyll the' disprove P

I Dolcfull. dUlDpll-oad _ditalio,.,.
I n".lmW'l'hlt>d~t...,,:ted. I PyraU-r.!rnl".
• Thow-tiI.... • Jf"Aat h,,,,,t it Iu, ",.u 11,.<1
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KING COPHETUA AND THE BEGGAR-MAID

Is a Itory often alluded to by our old dramatic writers. Shake
speare ("Romeo and JuIlet," .Act 11.110. 1) makes Meroutio sa1

-"Her (Venul's) purblind son and heir,
Young Adam Cupid. he that shot so trim,
When King Cophema loved the beggar.mald."

ThIa ballad, the oldeat which Percy had .""n upon the subj""t, Is
printed from Richard Johnson'. "Crown Garland of Goll1den R08elI,"
1612. conected by another copy,

I READ that once in Affrica
A princely wight) did raine,

Who had to name Cophetua,
AB poets they did faine :

From nature's lawes he did decline,
For sure he was not of my mind,
He cared not for women·kinde,

But did them all disdaine.
But marke what hapned on & day,
AB he out of his window lay,
He saw a bel\'gar all in gray,

The which did cause his paine.

The blinded boy, that shootes so trim,:
From heaven downe did hie;

He drew a dart and shot at him,
In place where he did lye:

Which soone did piene him to the quicke,
And when he felt the arrow pricke,
Which in his tender heart did sticke,

He looketh as he would dye.
What sudden chance is this, quoth he,
That I to love must subject be,
Which never thereto would agree,

But still did it defie P

Then from the window he did come,
And laid him on his bed,

A thousand heapes of care did runne
Within his troubled head :

For now he means to crave her love,
And now he seekes which way to proovc
How he his fancie might remoove,

And not this beggar wed.

) Wlght--t.<J". I Trlm-AMd.
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But CUllid had him 80 in snare,
That this poor begRlU" mUBt prepare
A aalve to cure him of his care,

Or ela he would be dead.
And. as he mUBing thUB did lye,

He thought for to devise
How he miKht have her companye,

That so did 'maze his eyes.
In thee, quoth he, doth reBte my life ;
For surely thou shalt be my wife,
Or else this hand with bloody knife

The Gods shall sure su1lice.
Then from his bed he BOOn arose,
And to his pallaee gate he goes ;
Full little then this begger knowes

When she the king espies.

The Gods preBerve your majesty,
The bell;gers all gan cry :

Vouchsafe to ¢ve your charity
Our children's fOod to buy.

The king to them his pursse did cast,
And they to part it made great haste ;
This silly woman was the last

That after them did hye.
The king he cal'd her back ~ine,
And uuto her he gave his chaine;
And said, With us you shal remaine

Till such time as we dye:
For thou, quoth he, shalt be my wife,

And honoured for my qucene;
With thee I meane to lead my life,

As shortly shall be seene :
Our weddinll: shall appointed be,
And every thing in its degree:
Come ou, quoth he, aud follow me,

Thou shalt go shift thee cleane.
What is thy name, faire maid P quoth he.

PE'nelophon,10 king, quoth she:
With that she made a lowe courtsey ;

A trim one as I weene.

I Shakeopenre (who alIodei to this ballad In hi... T.ove's Labonr Loot,n Art
I.... Ie. 1) gtVCtl the beggar's name z",uloplw., acrording to alI theoldedidoDl;
but thlo II8CtIlA to be a C01T1lption; for Pn.lophon. In the text, IlO1IJlda more
like the name of a woman, The otory of the King and the Beggar b aIao
refened to In " KIng Richard the Second," Act .... Ie. 3.
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Thul hand in hand along they wallce
Unto the king', pall8.ce :

The king with 001lJ'teoUi comly tallce
Thia begger doth imbraoe :

The oogjoter blulheth acarlet red,
And straight ~aine B8 pale as lead,
But not a word at all slie said,

She was in such amaze.
At laat ,he spake with trembling voyce,
And said. 0 king, I doe rejoyce
That you wil take me for your choyce,

A.nd my degree's ao base.

And when the weddinA' day wu come,
The king commanded strait

The noblemen both all and some
Upon the queene to wait.

And ..he behaved henelf that day,
As if she had never walkt the way ;1
She had forgot her gowne of KJ'&y, .

Which ahe did weare of late.
The proverbe old ia come to paBBe,
The prieat, when he belrina hIB maBBe,
Forgets that ever clerke he was ;

He knowth not hia eatate.

Here you may read, Cophetua,
Though long time fancie-fed,

Compelled by the blinded boy
The begger for to wed:

He that did loven lookes diadaine,
To do the same was glad and faine,
Or elBe he would himaelfe have alaine,

In storie, as we read.
Disdaine no whit, 0 lady deere,'
But pitty now thy servant heere,
Least thnt it hap to thee thia yenre,

Aa to that king it did.

And thUi they led a quiet life
During their princely raigne ;

And in a t~mbe were buried both,
As writen sheweth8 plaine.

1 Wal1<t the ...,.-tramped tA, ,tr••t,.
, Hore lhe poel addre.,.. him'elf to hl. mJstreoa.
I Sheweth WlllI anciently lhe plural nwn1ler.
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The lords they tooke it ~evously,
The ladies tooke it heaVily,
The commons cryed pitiously,

Their death to them was paine,
Their fame did sound so passingly,
That it did pierce the starry sky,
And throughout all the world did Bye

To every prince's realme.

TAKE THY OLD CLOAK ABOUT THEE.
SHAKESPEARE (" Othello." Act II.) quotes a stanza of this Ballad, which
is here given In the English Idiom. The Scottish Song was lint
printed in Ramsay's" Tea-Table llIaceUany."

TUIS winter's weather itt waxcth cold,
And frost doth freese on every hill,

.And Boreas blowes hia blasts soo bold,
That all our cattell are like to spill jl

Bell my wiffe, who loves noo strife,
She sayd unto me quietlye,

Rise up, and save cow Crumbocke'slifIe j

Man, put thine old cloake about thee.

HB.
o Bell, why doat thou ilrta' • andscorne P'

Thou kenst my cloak IS very thin :
Itt is soo bare lind overworne

A cricke" he thereon cannot renn :4

Then Ile noe longer borrowe nor lend,
• For once 11e new appareld bee,

To-morrow TIe to towne and spend,'
For TIe have a new cloake about mee.

SUB.

Cow Crumbocke ia a very good cowe,
Shee ha beene alwayes true to the payle.

Shee has helpt us to butter and cheese, I trow,
And other things shee will not rayle:

I wold be 10th to see her pine,'
Good husband, councell take of mee,

It is not for ua to go aoe fine ;
Man, take thine old cloake about thee.
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HE.

My cloake it was a verry ~ood cloake,
Itt hath been alwayes true to the weare,

Dut now it is not worth a K1"Oat ;
I have hnd it four and forty yeere:

Sometime itt was of cloth in graine,
'Tis now but a sigh cloutl as you may Bee,

It will neither hold out winde nor raine ;
And TIe have a new cloake about mee.

SD.

It is four and fortye yeerea agoe
Since the one of us the other did ken,

And we have had betwiJ.t us towe
Of children either nine or ten ;

Wee have brought them up to women and men;
In the feare of God I trow they bee ;

And why wilt thou thyselfe misken pt
Man, take thine old cloake about thee.

HB.

o :Bell my wiffe, why dost thou' lioute!'
Now is nowe, and then was then:

8eeke now all the world throughout,
Thou k:enst not clownes from gentlemen.

They are cladd in blacke, greene, yellowe, or' gray'
Soe far above their owne degree:

Once in my life Ile ' doe as they,'
For Ile have a new cloake about mee.

SHlI.

Kinl{ Stephen was a worthy peere,
His breeches COlt him but a crowne,

He held them lixpence all too deere;
Therefore he calId the taylor Lownc.1

He was a wight of high renowne,
And thonse4 but of a low del{l'ee:

Itt'l pride that putts this oountrye downe ;
Man. take thiDe old cloake abOut thee.

B
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lIB.
• Bell my wife she loves not strife,

Yet she will lead me if she can;
And oft, to live a quiet life,

I am forced to yield, though 1me good-man j'

Itt's not for a man with a woman to threape,l
UnleBse he first gave oer the plea:"

As wee began wee now will leave,
And TIe take mine old cloake about mee.

WILLOW, WIT.LOW, WILLOW.
1'zBoT traoed Shakespeare'llOng of the" WDlow" (" Othello,· Act IY.
10. 8) to the fo1lowIDg lItanZlLI. Desdemona iDtrodUCllll It I.D WI
I4l!otIDg lII&IUler:-

.. )[y mother had a maid call'd Barbua:
She W&l I.D Ion: and he me lov'd proY'd mad,
And did fonall:e her. She had a long of' Willow,'
An old thiDg 'tW&l, but It expreued her fortune,
And me died IIDglng It.·

But Dr. IUmbault CODIIden the ballad to han been written I.D tht
reIgn of Charlea the Second. .. Willow, Willow," W&I a faYourlLe
burden for lOng! I.D the I1l<teenth oentwy.

"'- POORB BOule sat sighing under a sicamore tree ;
o willow, willow, willow!

With his hand on his bosom, his head 011 his knee :
o willow, willow, willow I .
o willow, willow, willow!

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garlAnd.

He sigh'd in his singing, and after each grone,
Come willow, &0.

I am dead to all pleasure, my true-love is gOlle;
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garla.nd.

My love she is turned; untrue she doth prove:
o willow, &0.

She renders me nothing but hate for my love.
o willow, &c.

Bing, 0 the greene willow, &C.

1 Threap&-<u'g"".
I Pl-..pt.adMog, or COlItrc>HrII.
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o pit~ me (cried he), ye lovers, each one;
o willow, &0.

Her heart's hard 81 marble; she!'lllllli not my mone.
o willow, &0-

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

The cold streams ran by him, his eyes wept apace;
o willow, &0.

The salt tears fell from him, which drowned his face:o willow, &c. .
Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

The mute birds Bate by him, made tame by his monel :
o willow, &0.

The Balt tears fell from him, which softened the stones.
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow .hall be my garlAnd I

Let nobody blame me, her IOOrne8 I do prove;
o willow, &0.

She W81 borne to be faire; I, to die for her love.
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garlAnd.

o that beauty should harbonr a heart that's 10 hard I
Bing willow, &0.

My true love rejecting without all regard.
o willow, &0.

SinR', 0 the greene willow, &0.

Let love no more bout him in palace or bower ;
o willow, &0.

For women are trothlel,1 and flote in an houre.
o willow, &0.

Bing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

:But what helps complaining P In vaine I complaine:
o willow, &0.

I must patiently BUffer her scorne and diadaine.
o willow, &0.

Bing, 0 the greene willow, &0.
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Come, all you forsaken, and sit down by me,
o willow, &C.

He that 'plaines of his false love, mine's falser than ahe.
o willow, &c.

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

The willow wreath weare I, since my love did fleet;
o willow, &0.

A garland for lovers forsaken most meete.
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garlAnd!

PUT THE SECOND.

LoWE lay'd br. my sorrow, begot by disdaine;
o willow, WIllow, willow I

Against her too cruelJ, still still I oomplaine,
o willow, willow, willow!
o willow, willow, willow I

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garl~nd !

o love too injurious, to wound my poor heart!
o willow, &c.

To BUffer the triumph, and joy in my smart:
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

o willow, willow, willow I the willow garland,
o willow, &C.

A sign of her falsenesse before me doth stand:
o willow, &C.

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.

As here it doth bid to despair and to dye,
o willow, &c.

So hang it, friends, ore me in grave where I lye:
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garlAnd.

In ~ve where I rest mee, hang this to the view,
o willow, &C.

Of all that doe knowe her, to blazel her untrue.
o willow, &0.

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &0.
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With these words engraven, 8Il epitaph meet,
o willow, &c.

u Here lyes one, drank poyson for potion most Ilweet."
o willow, &C.

Sing, 0 the greene willow, &C.
Though she thus unkindly hath scorned my love,

o willow, &C.
And carelesly smiles at the sorrowes I prove;

o willow, &c.
Sing, 0 the greene willow, &C.
I cannot against her unkindly exclaim,

o willow, &C.
Cause once well I loved her, and honoured her name :

o willow, &C.
Sing, 0 the greene willow, &C.
The name of her sounded so sweete in mine eare,

o willow, &C.
It rays'd my heart lightly, the name of my deare;

o willow, &c.
SinK, 0 the greene willow .hall be my garlAnd.
As then 'twas my comfort, it now is my griefe;

o willow, &c.
It now brings me anguish; then brought me reliefe.

o willow, &c.
Sing, 0 the greene willow, &C.
Farewell, f&ire false hearted: plaints end with my breath!

o willow, willow, willow I
Thou d08t loath me, I love thee, though cauae of my

death.
o willow, willow, willow!
o willow, willow, willow!

Sing, 0 the greene willow shall be my garUmd.

SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE.
TuB subject of thla ballad, quoted In the second part of" Henry the
Fourth,- Act II., II taken from the ancient romance of .. King Arthm"
(commonly called .. Marte d'Arthm"). being a poetical tranalatioD of
Chapters crlll.• clx., ox., Part I., edit. 1681.

W IIBN Arthur first in court began,
And was approved kinK,

:By force of armes great victorys wanue,
And conquest home did bring.
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Then into England stra.illht he came
With fitly good and able

Knights, that resorted unto him,
And were of his Round Table:

And he had justs and turnaments,
Wherto were many prest,l

Wherin some knights .did far excell
And eke' surmount the rest.

But one Sir Lancelot du Lake,
Who was approved well,

He for his deeds and feats of armes
All others did excello

When he had rested him a while,
In J,llay, and geste, and sportt,

He smd he wold goe prove himselfe
In,some adventurous sort.

He armed rode in a forrest wide,
And met a damsell faire,

Who told him of adventures great,
Wherto he gave great eare.

Such wold I find, quoth Lancelott:
For that cause can:e I hither.

Thou seemst, quoth shee, a knight full good,
And I will bring thee thither.

Wheras' a mighty knight doth dwell,
That now is of great fame:

Therfore tell me what wight thou art,
And what may be thy name.

"My name is Lancelot du Lake,"
Quoth she, it likes me than :C

Here dwelles a knight who never was
Yet matcht with any man:

Who has in prison threescore knights
And four, that he did wound;

Knights ofk~ Arthur's court they be,
And of his Table Round,

"Eke-aho.
• Than-tMlo.
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She brought him to a river side,
And also to a tree,

Whereon a cop~er bason hung,
And many shields to see.

Re struck soe hard, the bason broke;
And Tarquin BOOn he spyed :

Who drove a horse before him fast,
Whereon a knight lay tyed.

Sir knight. then sayd Sir LancelOtt,
Bring me that horse-load hither,

And lay him downe, and let him rest;
Weel try our force together:

For, as I understand, thou hast,
Soo far as thou art able,

Done~t despite and shame unto
The knights of the Round Table.

If thou be of the Table Round,
Quoth Tarquin speedilye,

Both thee and all thy fellowship
I utterly defye.

That's over much, quoth Lancelott tho,
Defend thee by and by. .

They sett their speares unto their steeds,
And eache att other flie.

They ooueht theire &pearce, (their horses ran,
AB though there had been thunder)

And strucke them each immidst their shields,
Wherewith they broke in sunder.

Their horses' backes brake under them,
The knights were both astound: 1

To avoyd' their horses they made haste
And light upon the ground.

They tooke them to their shields full fast,
Their swords they drew out than,

With mighty strokes most eagerlye
Each at the other ran.

1AatouDd-.t...."". or -faa.dod.
I AVOld-.tc..,- fro•.
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They wounded were, and bled full sore,
They both for breath did stand.

And leaning on their swords awhile,
Quoth Tarquine, Hold thy hand,

And tell to me what I shall aske.
Say on, quoth Lancelot tho.

Thou art, quoth Tarquine, the best knight
That ever I did know;

ADd like a knight, that I did hate:
Soo that thou be not hee,

I will deliver all the rest,
ADd eke accord with thee.

That is well said, quoth Lancelott;
But sitb it must be soo.

What kniltht is that thou hatest thus P
I pray thee to me show.

His name is Lancelot du Lake.
He slew my brother deere ;

Him I sus}>6ct of all the rest :
I would I had him here.

Thy wish thou hast. but yet unknowne,
I am Lancelot du Lake.

Now kniltht of Arthur's Table Round;
King Haud's son of Schuwake;

And I desire thee do thy worst.
Ho, ho, quoth Tarquin tho,

One of us two shall end our lives
Before that we do go.

lf thou be Lancelot du Lake,
Then welcome shalt thou bee:

Wherfore see thou thyself defend,
For now defye I thee.

Th~ buckled then together so,
Like unto wild boares rashinJt;1

ADd with their swords and shields they ran
At one another slashing :

The ground besprinkled was with blood :
Tarquin bewm to yield;

For he gave backe for weannetl8e,
And lowe did beare his shield.

I Rashlng-.·..ding. lib tAl ",ild boar ..it11io I1ld:o.
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This Iloone Sir Lancelot espyde,
He leapt upon him then,

He pull'd him downe upon his knee,
And rushingl oft' his helm,

Forthwith he Iltrucke his necke in two,
And, when he had soe done,

From prison ihreescore knights and four
Delivered everye one.

CORYDON'S FAREWELL TO PHILLIS,
QUOTED In .. Twelfth Night," Act II. 10. 8. Dr. R1mbanlt found.
much earlier oopy of thlllOng In • rare mal1cal 'f'olume of 1601.

F ARBWBLL, dear love; since thou wilt needs begone,
Mine eyes do she", my life is almost done.

Nay, I will never die, so long as I can apie
There be many mo, thoujth that she doe goe,

There be many mo, I fear not:
Why then let her go, I care not.

Farewell, farewell; Ilince this I find is true;
I will not spend more time in wooing you:

But I will seek elsewhere, if I may find love there :
Shall I bid her goe P what, and if I doe P

Shall I bid her goe, and spare not P
o no, no, no, I dare not.

Ten thousand times farewell ;-yet stay a while:
Sweet, kiss me once; sweet kisRBS time beguile:

I have no power to move. How now am I in love P
Wilt thou needs be gone P Go then, all is one.

Wilt thou needs be Kone P Oh, hie thee I
Nay Iltay, and do no more deny me.

Once more adieu, I see loath to depart
Bids oft adieu to her, that holds my heart.

But seeing I must lose thy love, which I did choose,
Goo thy way for me, since that may not be.

Goe thy ways for me. But whither P
Goe, oh, but where I may come thither.

I Rlllhlng-I.a.....g qff.
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What shall I doe P my love it! now departed.
She is 88 fair, 88 she 18 cruel·hearted.

She would not be intreated, with prayers oft repeated,
If she come no more, shall I die therefore P

If she come no more, what care I P
Faith, let her goo, or come, or tarry.

GERNUTUS THE JEW OF VENICE.
W AB'roN believed Shakespeare to have compooed the ecene between
Shylock and Antonio from thle ballad, In wblch he discovered the
"nakedness" of an original. The story ltoelt was taken &om an Italian
novel-the" Peconme," 1Yritten In the fonrteeuth centlll'J'

THE FIBST PART.

IN Venice towne not long' ag-oe a cruel Jew did dwell,
Which lived all on usUl'ie, 88 Italian writers tell.
Gernutus called W88 the Jew, which never thoug'ht to dye,
Nor ever yet did any good to them in streets that lie.
His life w88like a barrow hO~g'e,l that liveth many a day,
Yet never once doth any good, until men will him slay.
Or like a filthy heap of dung, that Iyeth in a whoard;2
Which never can do any good, till it be spread abroad.
So fares it with the usurer, he cannot sleep in rest,
For feare the thiefe will him pursue to plucke him from

his nest,
Hit! heart doth thinke on many a wile, how to deceive the

poore;
His mouth is almost ful of mucke, yet still he gapes for

more.
His wife must lend a shillina:, for every weeke a penny,
Yet bring a pledge, that is double worth, if that you will

have any.
ADd see, likewise, you keepe your day, or else you loose

it all:
This W88 the living of the wife, her cow' she did it call,

1 Barrow hogg&-o ctUtraU4 boGr. " Whoard-Mo,..
" H", """', .te., seem. to heve IDlI'gceted to Shakespeare Shylock'. argmnent

tOl' 01°7, taken from Jacob'. management of LIlhIIn'. "beep (" Merchant of
VmIoe,' Act I.), to which Antonio repli_

.. Wu thle \naerted to make Interelt good P
Or are your gold and oliver Eweo and rami P

SlIT. 1 cannot tell. 1 malle It .aBED u un."
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Within that oitie dwelt that time a marchant of great
fame,

Which being distressed in his need, unto Gernutus came :

Desiring him to stand his friend for twelve month and a day,
To lend to him an hundred crownes: and he for it would

pay.

Whatsoever he would demand of him, and pledges he
should have.

No (quoth the Jew with flearing1lookes)j Sir, Bske what
you will have.

No penny for the loane of it for one year you shall pay;
You may doe me B8 good a turne, before my dying day.

But we will have a merry jeast, for to be talked long:
You shall make me a bond, quoth he, that shall be large

and strong:

And this shall be the forfeyture j of your owne fleshe a
ponnd.

If you agree, make you the bond, and here is a hundred
crownes.

With right good will! the marchant says: and so the
bOnd was made.

When twelve month and a day drew on that backe it
should be payd,

The marchants ships were all at sea, and money came not in ;
Which way to take, or what to doe to thinke he doth begin:

And to Gernutus strait he comes with cap and bended
knee,

And aayde to him, or curtesie r pray you beare with mee.

My day is come, and I have not the money for to pay:
And little good the rorfeyture will doe you, I dare say.

With all. my heart, Gernutus sayd, commaund it to your
mmde:

In thinges of bigger WRight then this you shall me ready
Hnde.

He goes his way; the day once past Gernutus doth nob
slacke

To get a sergiant presently; and clapt him on the backe I
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And layd him into prison strong, and sued his bond
withall;

And when the judgement day was come, for judgement
he did call.

The marchant's friends came thither fast, with many a
weeping eye,

For other means they could not find, but he that day
must dye.

THE SECOlfD PART•

.. or tbe Jew's crueltle; settlng toorth the merclfulneue of the Jndge
towards the Marchant. To the tUDe of ' Blacke and Yellow: n

SOlliE offered for his hundred crownes five hundred for to

And so;:!~ thousand, two or three, yet still he did denay.1

And at the last ten thousand crownes they offered, him to
save.

Gernutus aayd, I will no gold: my forfeite I will have.

A pound of fleshe is my demand, and that phall be my hire.
'l'lien sayd. the judge, Yet, good my friend, let me of you

desire

To take the flesh from such a place, as yet you let him live:
Do so, and 10! an hundred crownes to thee here will I give.

No, no, quoth he j no: judgment here: for this it shall
be tride,

For I will have my pound of fleshe from under his right
side. .

It grieved all the companie his crueltie to see,
For neither friend nor foe could helpe but he must spoyled

bee.

The bloudie Jew now ready is with whetted blade in hand,'
To spoyle the blond of innocent, by forfeit of his bond.

And as he was about to strike in him the deadly blow:
Stay (quoth the judge) thy crueltie; I charge thee to do BO.

lDena1~"
I The pII88l1ge In 8hal<tlIP"are bean 10 Itrong a resemblance to this as to

render It probable that the ODe IUggested the other. See Act iv. Ie. iI.:-
.. &as. Wlo, dolt lAos eMe u., .boif. 10 .........tI,r' &c.
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Sith needs thou wilt thy forfeit have, which is of flesh a
pound:

Bee that thou shed no drop of bloud, nor yet the man
confound.!

For if thou doe, like murderer, thou here shalt hanged be:
Likewise of flesh see that thou cut no more than longes2

to thee:

For if thou take either more or lease to the value of a mite,
Thou shalt be hanged presently, as is both law and right.

Gernutus now waxt franticke mad, and wotes' not what to
say;

Quoth he at last, Ten thousand crownes, I will that he
shall pay;

And so~t::mtto set him free. The judge doth answere

You shall not have a penny given; your forfeyture now
take.

At the last he doth demaund but for to have his owne.
No, quoth the judge, doe as you list, thy judgement shall

be showne.

Either take your pound of flesh, quoth he, or cancell me
your bond.

o emell judlle, then quoth the Jew, that doth against me
stand!

And so with griping grieved mind he biddeth them fare·well.
• Then' aU the people prays'd the Lord, that ever this heard

tell.

Good people, that doe heare this song, for trueth I dare
weUsay,

That many a wretch as ill as hee doth live now at this day;

That seeketh nothing but the spoyle of many a wealthey
man,

And for to trap the innocent deviseth what they can.

From whome the Lord deliver me, and every Christian too,
And send to them like sentence eke4 that meaneth so to do.

1 Confound-d4otroy.
• Lo~loag,. • Wolei-b.....

• EkC!- also.
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE.

TRESE beav.tIflIl Yenes are quoted In the .. Merry Wlyes of WIndsor"
(Act ill. sc. 1), and were ..ttributed to Sb&kespe&l'll during hb life; the
rea1 ..utbor Is beliend to hue been Kit Merlowe, to whom Walton
ascribes them-K a smooth oong made now ..t least flftyyear& ago.•
He adds that the answer to It W&8 composed by SIr Walter Raleigh In
hb YOIlDger daYL The question hu been caretully examined by Kr.
Hannah.

COKB live with me, and be my love,
And we wi! all the pleasures prove
That hils and vallies, dale and field,
And all the craggy mountains yield.

There will we sit upon the rocke,
And SE'e the shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee beds of roses
With a thousand i'raj{rant posies,
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Imbrodered all with leaves of mirtle;

Agown made of the finest wool,
Which from our l?retty lsmbs wejull ;
Blippers lin'd chOicely for the 001 ;
With buckles of the purest gold ;

A belt of straw, and ivie buds,
With ooral clasps, and amber studs:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Then live with me, .and be my love.

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May morning:
If these delights thy mind may move;
Then live with me, and be my love.

THB NYKPH'S BEPLT.

b that the World and Love were young,
And truth in every shepherd's toung,
These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee, and be thy love.
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But time drives flocks from field to fold,
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold,
And Philomel becometh dumb,
And all complain of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton field
To wayward winter reckoning yield:
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,
Is fancie's spring, but sorrow's fall.

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roae:,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw, and ine buds,
Thy coral clasps, and amber studs ;
All these in me no means can move
To come to thee, and be thy love.

But could youth last, and love still breed;
Had joyes no date, nor age no need;
Then those delights my mind might move
To live with thee, and be thy love.

TITUS ANDRONICUS'S COMPLAINT

II an old ballad on the lI&JIIe subject aathe play of" Tit11ll Andronlcus,"
bat d11ferII from it la lleVeral partlcuJan. Peroy ooalldered the play
to bave been Improved ratber tbaa written by Sbakeopeare; and the
same view haa been adopted by some of the poet's editors; wblle others
aaoept it &I a gennlne work of bla early Ufe.

You noble minds, and famous martialll wights,
That in defence of native country fights,
Give eare to me, that ten yeerea fought for Rome,
Yat reapt disgrace at my returning home.

In Rome I lived in fame fulle threescore yeerea,
My name beloved was of all my peerea ;
FUll five and twenty valiant Bonnes I had,
Whose forwarde vertues made their father glad.
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For when Rome's foes their warlike forces bent,
Against them stille my sonnes and I were sent;
Aitainst the Goths full ten yeeres weary warre
We spent, receiving many a bloudy Se&rre.

Just two and twenty of m~ sonnes were slaine
Before we did returne to Rome agnine :
Of five and twenty sannes, I brought but three
Alive, the stately towers of Rome to see.

WhID wars were done, I conquest home did bring,
And did present my prisoners to the king,
The queene of Goths, her SOIlll, and eke a Moore.
Which did such murders like was nere before.

The emperour did make this queene his wife,
Which bred in Rome debate and deadlie strife;
The Moore with her two sonnes did growe 80 IJroud,
That none like them in Rome might bee allowd.

The Moore soe pleas'd this new.made empl'C88' eie,
That she consented to him socretlye
For to abuse her husband's marriage bed.
And soo in time a blackamore she bred.

Then she, whose thoughts to murder were inclinde.
COIlllented with the Moore of bloody minde
Against myselfe, my kin, and all my friendel.
In emell sort to bring them to their endes.

Boo when in age I thought to live in peace,
Both care and griefe bel1;an then to increase :
Amongst my sonnes I had one daughter brighte.
Which joy'd. and pleased best my aged sight;

My deare Lavinia WIl8 betrothed than
To Cesar's sonne, a young and noble man :
Who in a hunting by the emperour's wife,
And her two 8Onnes, bereaved WIl8 of life.

He beinJ{ slaine, was cast in cruel wise
Into a darksome den from light of skies:
The cruell Moore did come that way all then
With my three sonnes, who fell into the den.

The Moore then fetcht the emperour with speed,
For to accuse them of that murderous deed ;
And when my sonnes within the den were found.
In wrongfull prison they were cast and bound.
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But nowe, behold! what wounded most my mind,
The empresse's two sounes of savage kind
My daughter ravished without remorse,
.And took away her honour, quite perforce.

When they had taated of soe sweete a flowre,
Feariul/; this sweete should shortly turne to sowre,
They cutt her tougue, whereby slie could not tell
How that dishonoure unto her befell.

Then both her haDds they basely cutt oft' quite,
Whereby their wickedness she could not write ;
Nor with her needle on her sampler sowe
The bloudye worken of her direfull woe.

My brother Marcus found her in the wood,
Sta~ the RI'BBie ground with purple bloud,
That trickled from her stnmpes, and bloudlesse armea:
Noe tongue at all she had to tell her harmes.

But wheu I sawe her in that woefull case,
With teares of bloud I wet mine aged face:
For my Lavinia I lamented more
Then for my two and twenty BOnnes before.

When as I sawe she could not write nor BlJ(l&ke,
With grief mine aged heart began to bre&ke ;
We spred an heape of sand upon the ground,
Whereby those bloudy tyrants out we found.

For with a stafFe, without the helpe of hand,
She writt these wordes upon the plat of sand:
.. The lustfull sonnes of the proud empereue
Are doers of this hateful wickedn~."

1 tore the milk-white hairs from oft' mine head,
I curst the houre, wherein I first W&8 bred,
I wisht this hand, that fought for oountrie's fame,
In cradle rockt, had first been stroken lame.

The Moore delighting still in villainy
Did say, to sett my BOnnes from prison free
I should unto the king my right haDd /{ive,
.And then my three imprisoned BOnnes should live.

The Moore I C&us'd to strike it oft' with speede.
Whereat I grieved not to see it bleed,
But for my BOnneB would willinllly imyart.
And for their ranaome send my bleeding heart.

;I
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But u my life did linger thus in paine,
They sent to me my bootlesse hand againe,
And therewithal the heades of my three sonnes,
Which filld my dying heart with fresher moanas.

Then past reliefe I up}> and downe did ~06,

And with my tears WTIt in the dust my woe:
I shot my arrowes1 towards heaven hie,
And for revenge to hell did often crye.

The emprease then, thinking that I was mad,
Like Furies she and both her sonnes were clad,
(She nam'd Revenge, and Rape and Murder they)
To undermine and heare what I would say.

I fed their foolish veines' a certaine space,
Until! my mendes did find a secret place,
Where both her sonnes unto a post were bound,
And just revenge in cruell BOrt was found.

I cut their throates, my daughter held the pan
Betwixt her stumpes, wherein the bloud it ran :
And then I ground their bones to powder small,
And made a paste for pyas streight therewithall.

Then with their fleshe I made two mi~hty pyes,
And at a banquet served in lltately wise :
Defore the empresse set this loatlisome meat;
So of her BOnnes' own flesh she well did eat.

Myselfe bereav'd my daughter then of life,
The empre88e then I slewe with bloud,Y knife,
And stabb'd the emperour immediatehe,
And then myselfe: even S06 did Titus die.

Then this revenge ~nst the Moore was found,
Alive they sett him haife into the ground,
Whereas he stood until! such time he starv'd,
And soe God send all murderers may be serv'd.

I Itthe ballad were written berorethe plaTr I should IDppoIe thI.o to be only
Rmetaphorical expreuloD, lAkeD from that m the PIGl__" The1 ohoo' oal
their &n'OWI. ""en bitter words.N

• .... encouraged them In their IooJlJh hwooon, or tancIea.
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TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY.

Tml lint Itoza of this IODnei 18 In .. Measure for Meunre- (Aei Iy.
10. 1); but tbe complete lOng 18 given In tbe .. RoUon of BeawnOJlt
and Fletcber: the autbonhlp III therefore doubtfDl.

TAKB, oh take those lips away,
That so sweetlye were forsworne ;

And those eyes, the breake of day,
Lil{hta, that do mislllB.de the morne:

But my kisses bring againe,
Seales of love, but seaI'd in vaine.

Hide, oh hide those hills of snowe,
Which thy frozen bosom beares,

On whose tops the pinkes that growe
Are of those that April weares :

But first set my poor heart free,
Bound in those ioy chains by thee.

KING LEIR AND IDS THREE DAUGHTERS.

The date of this Ballad 18 not ueert&lned. aud we are left In doubt
whetber SbuClIpeare copied the Ballad, or wbetber It wu 8ugge8ted
by hili tragedy. The reaemblanee Ie remarkable. especially In tbe hint
of KiDg Lear'8 madneu, whlcb the old Cbronlclea do not mention.
The ballad and tbe play coincide aao In tbe cruelty of the daugbten,
and In the death of Lear.

KING LBIB once ruled in this land with princely power and
_ peace;

And had all things with heart's content, that might his joys
increase.

Amongst those things that nature gave, three daughters fair
had he,

80 princely seeming beautiful, as fairer could not be.

So on a time it pleas'd the king a question thus to move,
Whioh of his daughters to his grace could shew the dearest

love:
For to my age you bring content, quoth he; then let me

hear
Which of you three in plighted troth the kindeat will

appear.
I j
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To whom the eldest thus began; dear father, mind, quoth
she,

:Before your face, to do you good, myblood shall render'd be:
And for your sake my bleeding heart shall here be cut in

twain,
Ere that I see your reverend age the smallest grief BU8tain.

And so will I, tbe second said; dear father, for your sake,
The worst of all extremities I'll gently undertake
And serve your highness night and day with diligence and

love .
That sweet ~ntent and quietneu discomforts may removE'.

In doing so, you Klad my floul, the aged king reply'd;
:But what Baret thou, my youngest girl; how is thy love

ally'dP
My love (quoth young Cordelis then) which to your grace

lowe,
Shall be the duty of a child, and that is all I'll show.

And wilt thou shew no more, quoth he, than doth thy duty
bindP

I well perceive thy-love is small, when as no more I find.
Henoeforth I banish thee my court; thou art no child of

mine;
Nor any part of this my realm by favour shall be thine.

Thy elder sisters' loves are more than well I can demand,
To whom I equally bestow my kingdome and my land,
My j>Ompall state and all my goods, that lovingly I may
With those thy sisters be maintain'd until my dying day.

Thus flattering speeches won renown, by these two sisters
here;

The third had cauaeleu banishment, yet was her love more
dear:

For poor Cordelialatiently went wandring up and down,
Unhelp'd, unpity' gentle maid, through many an Engliah

town:

Until at last in famous France she geutler fortunes found ;
Though poor and bare, yet she was deem'd the fairest on

the ground:
Where when the king her virtues heard, and this fair lady

seen,
With full consent of all his oom he made his wife and

queen.
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Her father king Leir this while with his two daughters
staid;

Forgetful of their promia'd loves, full soon the same
decay'd;

And living in queen Ragan's court, the eldest of the
twam,

She took from him his ohiefeat means, and most of all his
train.

For whereas twenty men were wont to wait with bended
knee:

She gave allowance but to ten, and after Bcarce to three;
Nay, one she thought too much for him; so took she all

away,
m hope that in her court, good king, he would no longer

stay.

Am I rewp~ded thus, quoth he, in givin~ all I bre
Unto my cl.lildren, anlf to beg for what I lately gave P
rUgo unto my Gonorell: my second child, I know,
Will be more kind and pitiful, and will relieve my woe.

Fnll fast he hies then to her court; where when she heard
hiB moan

Retnrn'd him answer, That she griev'd that all his means
were gone:

'But no way could relieve his wants i yet if that he would
stay

Within her kitchen, he should have what scullions gave
away.

When he had heard, with bitter tears, he made his answeJ:
then i

In what I did let me be made example to all men.
I will return again, quoth he, unto my Ralran's court i
She will not use me thus, I hope, but in akinder sort.

Where when he came, she gave command to drive him
thence awal':

When he was well within her court (she said) he would
not stay.

Then back again to Gonorell the woeful king did hie,
That in her kitchen he might have what scullion boys

.etby,
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:But there of that he was deny'd, which she had promia'd
late:

For once refusing, he should not come after to her gate.
Thus twixt his daughters, for relief he wandred up and

down;
:Being glad to feed on beggars' food, that lately wore a

crown.

And calling to remembrance then his youngest daughter's
words,

That said the duty of l\ child was all that love affords :
:But doubting to repair to her, whom he had banish'd BO,
Grew frantick mad; for in his mind he bore the wounds

of woe:

Which made him rend his milk.white locks and tresses
from his head,

And all with blood bestain his cheeks, with age and honour
spread.

To hills and woods and watery founts he mnde his hourly
moan,

Till hills and woods, and senseleB8 things, did seem to sigh
andgraan.

Even thus posscst with discontents, he passed o'er to
France,

In ho~s from fair Cordelia there, to find some gentJ.er
chance;

Most virtuous dsme I which when she heard of this her
father's grief,

As duty bound, she quickly sent him comfort and relief:

And by a train of noble peers, in brave and gallant sort,
She gave in charge he should be brought to Aganippus'

court;
Whose royal king, with noble mind BO freely gave consent..
To muster up his knights at arms, to fame and courage bent.

And so to England came with speed, to repo8BeB8e king
Leir,

And drive his daughters from their thrones by his Cordelia
dear.

Where she, true·hearted noble queen, was in the battel
slain;

Yet he good king, in his old days, po8Best his crown again.
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But when he heard Cordelia'B death, who died indeed for
love

Of her dear father, in whORe cause she did this battle
move;

He swoo~ :fell upon her breast, from whence he never

But onlher bosom left his life, that was so truly hearted.

The lords and nobles when they saw the end of these
event!,

The other sisters nnto death they doomed by consent! ;
ADd being dead, their crowns they left nnto the next of

kiri:
Thus have you seen the fall of pride, and disobedient sin.

YOUTH .AND .AGE,

FBoK the· Pl9Illonate P1lgrim," a collection of PoelDJ, pnblIshed (1&99)
by WUllam Jaggard. The name of Shakespeare on tbe title-page wu
a fraud of tbe bookseller; the pieces being taken from VariOUI
IllItbon.

CRABBED Age and Youth
Cannot live together;

Youth is full of pleasance,
Afote is full of care :

Youth like Bummer mom,
~e like winter weather,

Youth like summer brave,
Age like winter bare :

Youth is full of sport,
Age's breath is short ;

Youth is nimble, Age is lame:
Youth iB hot and bold,
AJte is weak and cold;

Youth is wild, and Age is tame.
~e, I do abhor thee;
Youth, I do adore thee;

0, my love, my love is young:
Age, I do defie thee;
Oh sweet shepheard, hie thee,

For methinks thou stayst too long.
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THE FROLICKSOME DUKE, or THE TINKER'S
GOOD FORTUNE.

IN Burton.... Anatomy of Helaucholy" we read tbe following story:
- Philip tbe Good, Duke of Burgundy, wall wa1Idng, dbguleed, iD the
toWD of BrugN, wben be foud a country fellow drunk, and a1eeplng
on a bnlke. J)lreeting bla attendanbJ to carry the man to the palace,
they sl.ripped him of hi. old clothes, and dreaed him In the court
fashion, and when he waked they penuaded him that be wall IlOIIle
great Duke. 'The poor fellow, admiring how be came there, was
served In state all day long; after supper he saw them dance, and heard
music; but late at night. when he was well t1pled, and agaIu faR
asleep. they put on hla old robel, and 10 CODYeyed him to the place
where they lint found him.'"

The Indu~'tion to tbe .. TamiDg of tbe Shrew" Ia on tbe same sub
Ject. Among tbe books left by the poet Collins, wall a Collection of
Comic Prole Stories by Edwards. printed iD black-Ietter,1670; and,ln
the opinion of Warton, this" story.book was tbe Immediate lOurce
from whicb Shakespeare, or ratber the author of the old 'Taming
of a Shrew,' drew that diYerting apologue." The tale Ia of EuterIl
birth.

Now as fame does report a younp; duke keeps a court,
One that pleases his fancy with frolicksome sport:
But amongst all the rest, here is one I protest,
Which will make you to smile when you hear the true

Jest:
A poor tinker he found, lying drunk on the ground,
As secure in a sleep as if laid in a swound.1

The duke said to his men, William, Richard, and Ben,
Take him home to my palace. we'll sport with him then.
O'er a horse he was Iaia, and with care soon oonvey'd
To the palace, altho' he was poorly arrai'd:
Then tliey stript off his cloaths, both his shirt, shoes, and

hose,
And they put him to bed for to take his repose.

Having pulI'd off his shirt, which was all over durt,
They did give him clean holland, this Wall no great hurt;
On a bed of 80ft down, like a lord of renown,
They did lay him to sleep the drink out of his crown.
In the morning when day, then admiring he lay,'
For to see the rich chamber both gaudy andgay.
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Now he lay something late, in his rich bed of state,
Till at last knights and squires ther. on him did wait;
And the ohamberling bare,. then did likewise declare,
He desired to know what apparel he'd ware:
The poor tinker amaz'd, on the gentleman gaz'd,
And admired' how he to this honour was rais'd.

Tho' he seem'd something mute, yet he chose a rich suit,
Which he straitways put on without longer dispute;
With a star on his side, which the tinker off't eyed,
And it aeem'd for to swell him 'no' little with pride;
For he said to himself, Where is Joan my sweet wifeP
Sure she never did see me so li.ne in her life.

From a convenient place, the right duke his good grace
Did observe his bellavionr in every ClII!e.
To a garden of state on the tinker they wait,
Trumpets sounding before him: thought he, this is great:
Where an hour or two pleasant walks he did view,
With commanders and squires in scarlet and blew.

A fine dinner was dreat, both for him and his guests,
He was plac'd at the table above all the rest,
In a rich chair' or bed,' lin'd with fine crimson red,
With a rich golden canopy over his head :
As he At at his meat, the musick play'd sweet,
With the choicest of singing his joys to compleat.

While the tinker did dine, he had plenty of wine,
Rich canary with sherry and tent mperHne.
Like a right honest soul, faith, he took oft' his bowl,
Till at laSt he began for to tumble and roul
From his chair to the floor, where he sleeping did snore,
Being seven times drunker than ever before.

Then the duke did ordain they should strip him amain,
And restore him his old leather garments again:
'Twas a point next the worst, yet perform it they must,
And they carry'd him etrait where they found him at first;
Then he slept all the night. &II indeed well he might;
But when he did waken, his joys took their flight.
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For his glory •to him' so pleasant did seem,
That he thought it to be but a meer golden dream ;
Till at lenltth he was brought to the duke, where he sought
For a pardon, as fearing he had set him at nought;
But his ~hne8B he said, Thou'rt a jolly bold blade,
Such a frolick before I think never Wall plaid.

Then his highness bespoke him a new suit and cloak,
Which he gave for the sake of this frolicksome joak ;
Nay, and five.hundredpound, with ten acres of ground,
Thou shalt never, said he, ranj!;e the counteries round,
Crying old brass to mend, for I'll be thy j1;ood friend,
Nay, and Joan thy sweet wife shall my duchess attend.

Then the tinkerreply'd, What I must Joan my sweet bride
Be a lady in chariots of pleasure to ride P
Must we have gold and land ev'ry day at command P
Then I shall be a squire I well understand:
Well I thank your ~ood j1;rIlCe, and your love I embrace,
I was never before m so happy a case.

THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY
Is • specImen of Percy', m08a1o-work, chlelly composed from email
f'ragmentl of old ballad, dlspened through Shakeapeare" PlaYI; ea
peelally tholle lung by "Ophelia." Thellnt line of the Ballad Ia from
the .. Taming of the Shrew."

IT was a friar of orders gray
Walkt forth to tell his beades;

And he met with a lady faire
Clad in a pilgrime's weedes.'

N ow Christ thee save. thou reverend friar,
I pray thee tell to me,

If ever at yon holy shrine
My true love thou didst see.

And how should I know your true love
From many another one P

o by hi! cockle hat. and staff,
And by his sandal shoone.2

I W8edea-<>/otMo.
I Theae IlJ'e the dLotlngullhlng marko of a pilgrim. The chief plaooo ot

devotion being beyoud Ilea, the pUgrims ..ere wont to put cockle-obelia in
their hate to denote the Intention or performanoe of their dtn'otion.
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But chiefly By his face and mien,
That were so fair to view;

His flaxen lockB that Bweetly curI'd,
And eyne of lovely blue.

o lady, he is dead and gone I
Lady, he'B dead and gone I

And at hiB head a green graB8 turre,
And at hiB heelB a stone.

Within theBe holy cloystera long
He languiBht, and he dyed,

Lamentin~ of a ladye's love,
And 'playningl of her pride.

Here bore him barefac'd on his bier
Six proper youths and tall,

And many a tear bedew'd his grave
Within yon kirk-yard wall.

And art thou dead. thou gentle youth I
And art thou dead and gone!

And didat thou dye for love of me I
Break, cruel heart of atone I .

o wt'''P not, lady, weep not BOO;
Some ghostly comfort seek:

Let not vain sorrow rive thy heart,
Ne teareB bedew thy cheek.

o do not, do not, holy friar,
My BOrroW now reprove;

For I have lost the BWeetest youth,
That e'er wanS ladye'Blove.

And nowe, alas' for thy sad loae,
I'll evermore weep and sigh;

For thee I only wisht to live,
For thee I wish to dye.

Weep no more, lady, weep no more,
Thy sorrowe iB in vaine:

For violets pluckt the BweeteBt Bhowers
Will ne'er make grow againe.
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Our joys u winged dreams doe flye;
Why then should sorrow lut P

Since Krief but agj{1'llvates thy loeae,
Grieve not for what is put.

o !ay not sOe, thou holy friar ;
I pray thee, Bay not soe :

For sinc.oe my true-love dyed for mee,
'Tis meet my tears should How.

And will he ne'er come ~in P
Will he ne'er come agam P

Ah! no, he is dead and laid in his grave,
For ever to remain.

His cheek wu redder than the roee ;
The comliest youth wu he I

But he is dead, and laid in his grave;
.Alaa, and woe is me I

Sigh no more, lady, sigh no more;
Men were deceIvers ever:

One foot on sea and one on land,
To one thing COIl8tant never.

Hadst thou been fond, he had been false,
And left thee sad and heavy;

For young men ever were fickle found,
Since summer trees were leafy.

Now Bay not soe, thou holy friar,
1 pray thee Bay not BOe;

My love he had the trueet heart ;
o he was ever true I

And art thou dead, thou much-Iov'd youth.
And didst thou dye for mee P

Then farewell home; for ever-more
A pilgrim 1 will bee.

But flrat upon my true.love's grave
My weary limbs 1'11 lay,

And thrice I'll kiss the green-~s turf,
That wraps his breatWeas clay.
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Yet stay, fair lady; rest awhile
Beneath this cloyster wall:

See thro~h the luiwthorn blows the cold wind,
And drizzly rain doth fall.

o stay me not, thou holy friar;
o stay me not, I pray;

No drizzly rain that falls on me
Can wash my fault away.

Yet stay, fair lady, turn again,
And dry those pearly tears ;

For see beneath this gown of gray
Thy owne true.love appears.

Here forc'd by grief. and hopeless love,
These holy weeds I sought;

And here amid these lonely walla
To end my days I thought.

But haply for my year of gracel
Is not yet past away,

Miltht I still hope to win thy love,
No longer would I stay.

Now farewell grief. and welcome joy
Once more unto my heart;

For since I have found thee, lovely youth,
We never more will part.

1 The1- of probatloD, or DOTioIAto.

=
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THE MORE MODERN BALLAD OF CHEVY·CHACE.

Twala the modern venlon of the old Ballad, and _ to beloog to
the time of J amea the First. The phrue "doleful dumpe" fix.. the
chronology with lulllclent exactneu; for In the next lf8Deration It had
puaed Into the burlesque. Each writer hal hll own merlt& The
later excels the earlier In language and sentiment, and II, In turn,
IUrpassed by hIa poetlcul anceltor In dignity and foroe. The clrcum·
ItanC81, and lOme of the incident. of the battle, are more dlatlnctiy
told In the original than In the copy; u In the deacrlption of the
Eng1lah ltandlng with tbelr boWl drawn, and the Scots bearing down
npon them with lpears. Tl)e elegant commentary of Addlaon II con
tained In the" Specutor," NOlI. 70 and 74-" Who will collect the Curl·
OdltiM of Taite?" Johnoon law In thll Ballad only llfeleulmbeclUty,
and a ltory that conld not be told In a manner leu rememberahle.

GOD p1'Ollper long our noble king, our lives and saf'etyee'
all;

A.. woefull hunting once there did in Chevy-Chace befall;

To drive the deere with hound and home, Erle Percy took
his way,

The childmay rue, that is unbome, the hunting octhat day.1

The stout Erie of Northumberland a vow to God did make,
His pleasure in the Scottish woods three summer's days to

take;

The cheefest harts in Chevy-chace to kill and beare away.
These tydings to ErIe Dougla.s came, in Scottland where

he lay:

Who sent ErIe Percy present word, he wold prevent his
sport.

The English ErIe, not fearing that, did to the woods resort,

With fifteen hundred bow-men bold; all chosen men of
might,

Who knew full well in time of neede to syrne their shatl.a
arright.

1 ThiI way of deserlblng the mllfortnnes wblcb tbll battle wonJd bring
upon pnlterlty iJI wonderfully beautiful, and conformable to the way of thInIr..
Inr &DIOlIlr the anciellt poet8,-" Spectator," No. 76.
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The gallant greyhounds swifUy ran; to chase the fallow
deere :

On Munday they began to hunt, ere day-light did appeare;

And lonlt before high Doone they had an hundred fat buekes
elaine;

Then having dined, the drovyers went to rouze the deare
againe.

The bow-men mustered on the hills, well able to endure ;
Theire backsides all, with speciall care, that day were

guarded sure.

The hounds ran swiftly through the woods, the nimble
deere to take,

That with their cryes the hills and dales an eccho shrill
did make.

Lord Percy to the quarryl went, to view the slnughter'd
deere;

Quoth he, ErIe Douglas promised this day to meet me
heere:

But if' I thought he wold not come, noe longer wold I
stay.

With that, a brave younge gentleman thus to the ErIe did
say I

Loa, yonder doth ErIe Douglas come, his men in armour
bright;

Full twenty hundred Scottish speres all marching in our
sight;

All men of pleasant Tivydale,l fast by the riVl'l' Tweede:
o cease :your sports, ErIe Percy said, and take your bowes

With speede:

And now with me, my countrymen, your courage forth
advance;

For there was never champion yett, in Scotland or in
France,

1 Quarry-lr-glUred,-.
I The country or the Scotch 'll'arrlon '11''' a ftne romantic IiNatlon, and

dow a couple or omoot.h 'll'ordllbr vene.-A.u......
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That ever did on horsebacke come, but if my hapl it were,
I durst encounter man for man, with him to break a spere.

ErIe Douglas on his milke-white steede, most like a baron
bold,

Rode formost of his company, whose armour shone like
201d.

Show me, sayd hee, whose men you baa, that hunt soe
boldly heere,

That, without my conaent, doe chase and kill my fallow.
deere.

The first man that did answer make, was noble Percy
hee;

Who sayd, Wee list not to declare, nor shew whose men
wee bee:

Yet wee will spend our deerest blood, thy cheefest harts
to slay.

Then Douglas swore a 80lemnpe oathe, and thUi in rage
did say,

Ere thus I will out.braved bee, one of us two shall dye;
I know thee well, an Erie thou art; Lord Perry, soe

amL

But trust me, Percy, pittye it were, and great offence to
kill

luly of these our guiltlesae men, for they have done no ilL

Let thou and I the battell trye, and set our men uide.
Accurst bee he, Erie Percy sayd, by whome this is denyed.

Then stept a gallant squier forth, Witherington W88 his
name,

Who said, I wold not have it told to Henry our king for
shame,

That ere my captame fought on foote, and I stood looking
on.

You bee two ErIes, saydWitherington,and I a squier alone:

lBa~orft1t"trllu.
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De doe the best that doe I may, while I have power to
stand:

While I have power to weeld my sword, De fight with
hart and hand.

Our English archers bent their bowes, their harts were
good and trew ;I

Att the first flight of arrowes sent, full four-score Scots
they slew.

['Yet bides Earl Douglas on the bent,' as chieftain stout
and good.

.AJI valiant captain, all unmov'd the shock he firmly stood.

His host he parted had in three. as Leader ware4 and try'd.
And soon his spearmen on their foes bare down on every

side.

Throughout the English archery they dealt full many a
wound:

But still our valiant Englishmen all firmly kept their
ground:

And throwing strait their bows away, they grasp'd their
swords so bright:

And now sharp blows, a heavy shower, on shields and
helmets light.]

They closed full fast on everye side, noe slacknes there was
found;

And many a gallant gentleman lay gasping on the ground.

o Christ! it was a wiefe to see, and likewise for to heare,
The cries of men lying in their gore, and scattered here

and there.

At last these two stout ErIes did meet, like captaines o(
great mil/;ht:

Like lyons wood,' they layd on lode, and made a cruell
fight:

lTrew~.

I The four otanzu here Inclosed In brackets, which are borrowed chieflr
from the ancient CopY. are offered to the roader Instead of the following JInes,
In the follo MS. :-

To drive the deere with hound and home, Dongl.. bade on the bent;
Two captalnee moved wlm mlclrle might; their .peres to .bivers went.

• Bent-jl4ld. • Ware-ftHH'Y. • Wood-f_rioIu.
It
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They fought untill they both did sweat, with swords of
tempered steele;

Unti! the blood, like drops of rain, they trickling downe
did feele.

Yeeld thee, Lord Perey, Douglas sayd; in faith I will thee
bringe,

Where thou shalt high advanced bee by James our Scottish
king:

Thy ransome I will freely give, and this report of thee,
Thou art the most couragious knight, that ever I did sec.

Noe, Douglas, quoth ErIe Percy then, thy proffer I doe
scorne;

I will not yeelde to any Scott that ever yett was borne.

With that, there came an arrow keene out of an English
bow,

Which struck ErIe Douglas to the heart, a decpe and
deadlye blow:

Who never spake more words than these-Fight on, my
merry men all ;

For why, my life is at an end: Lord Percy SOO8 my fall.

Then leaving liffe, ErIe Percy tooke the dead man by the
hand;

And said, ErIe Douglas, for thy life wold I had lost my land.

o Christ! my verry hart doth bleed with sorrow for thy
sake;

For sure a more redoubted knight mischance cold never
take.'

A knight amonjt8t the Scotts there was, which saw Erie
Douglas dye,

Who strei/{ht in wrath did vow revenge upon the Lord
Pereye:

Sir Hugh MountKomery was he call'd, who, with a spare
most bright,

Well-mounted on a gallant steed, ran fiercely through the
fight;

I Earl Percy's lamentation over 1m enemy II generoUB, beantll'nl, and _
.lonate. That beautiful line, .. 'taking the dead mao by the hand,' will put
the reader in mind of lEne..' h<havionr toward' LaUlUB, whom he bimIeIt
had o1aln, .. he ....... to tho r"""u. of hls "lied w.her:·-.4.d<I......
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And past the English archers all, without all dread or
feare ;

And throu~hErIe Percye's body then he thrust his hatefull
spere;

With such a vehement force and miKht he did his body
gore,

The staff ran through the other side a large cloth-yard
and more.

So thus did both these nobles dye, whose courage none
could staine ;

An English archer then perceiv'd the noble ErIe was slaine ;

He had a bow bent in his hand, made of a trusty tree ;
An arrow of a cloth.yard long up to the head drew hee:

Against Sir Hugh Mountg-omerye, so right the shaft he
sett,

The grey ~OO8e.wingethat was thereon, in his hart's bloode
was wett.1

This fight did last from breake of day till setting of the
. sun'
For when they rung the evening bell,' the battel scarce

was done.

With stout ErIe Percy there wns slaine Sir John of'
Egprton,

Sir Robert Ratcliff,' and Sir John, Sir James that bold
barron;

And with Sir George and stout Sir James, both knights of
~ood account,

Good Sir Ralph Raby4 there was slaine, whose prowesse
did Burmount.

\ The tbought In tbIa otan. wu nll1'er touched by any other poet, aDd 18
neb on one .. would bal'tllhlned In Homer or Vil"lriL-..tdd.......

"&. Th.""re." bell, amaily runJli at eight o'cloel<; to which the moderniar
IpJlCeIItly aII0de0, Inateod of the· Eyenaong bell," or beil for Velpen. of the
0rlgIn&I author.

I A diatlnguiahed l'amIly in Northumberland.
• j,Jthor one of the onclent poI801IlIOn of Baby Cootie. In the coullty of

l>nrbam, or a oorrnption of Bokeby. tbe name of an eminent fwnily in \'ork•
•hire..

II: 2
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For Witheri.n needs must I wayle, as one in doleful
dumpes ;1

For when his leggs were smitten ow. he fought upon his
stumpes.

And with ErIe Douglll8 there was slaine Sir Hugh Mount
gomerye,

Sir Charles Murray, that from the feeld one foote wold
never flee.

Sir Charles Murray, of Ratcliff, too, his sister's sonne was
hee'

Sir David Lamb, so well esteem'd, yet saved cold not bee.

And the Lord Maxwell in like case did with ErIe Douglas
dye:

Oftwenty hundred Scottish speres, scarce fifty-five did fiye.

Of fifteen hundred En~lishmen, went home but fifty.three;
The rest were slaine ill Chevy.Chase, under the greene

woode tree.

Next day did many widowes come, their husbands to
bewayle;

They washt their wounds in brinish teares, but all wold
not prevayle.

Theyr bodyes, bathed in purple ~ore. they bare with them
away:

They kist them dead a thousand times, ere they were cladd
in clay.

The newes was broull'ht to Eddenborrow,where Scottland's
king did raigne,

That brave ErIe Douglas suddenlye was with an arrow
slaine:

o heavy newes, King James did say, ScottIand may wit-
Dease bee,

1 have not any captaine more of such account as hee.

Like tydings to KinK Henry came, within as short a space,
That Percy of Northumberland was slaine in Chevy·Chase :

I " I, n. one In deep concern, must lament." BaUer baa pleuanUy parodied
tIlla ltanza in the detlCriptioa of Hudlbraa:-

.. EnI'alfM thWl, lOme In tbe rear
Attacked him and lOme eyenwbere,
Till down be fell; yet falllull r~ullht,
An~,.betnll down, .tilliald about;
A. wlddrlnllf,oD, in doleful dumf.">
10 &aid to fight UpoD hIo Itwn,,". '-Part I. c. S.



Dlu.Tu'a FINAL CONQUEST. 13a

Now God be with him, said our king, sith it will noe
better bee;

I trust I have,within my realme, five hundred as good as hee:

Yett shall not Scotts nor Scotland say, but I will vengeance
take:

I'll be revenged on them all, for brave ErIe Pereye's sake.

This vow full well the king perform'd after, at Humble
downe;

In one day fifty knights were slayne, with lords of great
renowne:

And or the rest, of small account, did many thousands crye:
ThUll endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chase, made by the ErIe

Percy.

God save our king, and bless this land with plentye, joy,
and pesce;

And grant henceforth that roule debate 'twixt noblemen
may cease.'

DEATH'S FINAL CONQUEST.

THIs IOlemn flmeral eong Islnll8l'ted here u a kind of Dirge to the
~ng piece. It Is taken from "The Contention of Ajax and
Uly...,..," by James Shirley, b. 159f: d. October 29, 1666. The
poem w.. a favourite of Charles II., to whom, u we are told by Oldya,
It w.. often sung by M Old Bowman."

TUE glories of our birth and state
Are shadows, not substantial things ;

There is DO armour ~ain8t fate :
Death lays his icy hands on kings:

Sceptre and crown
Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made
With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

, "In this •• , year, 1438, aoeordIng to Uector Boethl11l, 'll'U fought the
battle of Pepperden, not fAr from the Cheviot HUla. between the Earl of
Northllmbt>rland lB800nd earl, 60n of Hotllpllr]. and Earl William Dougiall,
of A.npa, ....ith a .mall army of aoollt fom tbouaand men each. In ...bleh tho
latter1wl the advantage. All thla oeemo to have bt>en a private conl1lct
between theee two great ehlel!.llln. of the Bordel' rather than a national
....... It baa been thought to have given rise to tho ceiebrated old ballad of
·Chovy-eh....• ....blch, to render It more pathetlo and Interoatlnlf. baa been
heightened with tragicallncidentll ...boUy tfctltloua."-Bee Ridpath. "Border
BJA.," tto~ p. 40L
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Some men with swords maY' reap the field,
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ;

But their strong nerves at last muat yield;
They tame but one another still.

Early or late
They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath,
When they pale captives creep to death.
The garlands wither on your brow,

Then boast no more your mighty deeds;
Upon death's purple altar now

See where the victor victim bleeds;
All heads must come
To the cold tomb,

Only the actions of the just
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust.

THE RISING IN THE NORTH.
THE subject of thll Ballad II the great Northern Inlurrectlon, In the
tw~lf\h year of Elizabeth, 1669. It happened in thll manner:-

.. A scheme for a marriage between Mary,then a prtlonerin England,
and the Duke of Norfolk, came to the knowledge of Elizabeth, who
Immediately committed the Duke to the Tower, and lummoned the
Earll of Northumberland and Weltmoreland, by whom the alliance
was encouraged, to appear at Court. A report that a party of h!lJ
enemiel w~re come to oel.e him detennlned Northnmberland to lIy
hutily trom Topclilfe, In York,hlre, to the honae of hil friend tbe Earl
of Westmoreland. The' country' gathering, and urging him to take
up arml, they raised their Itandardl, in behalf of the old religion, the
settlement of the Crown, and the protection of the ancient nobility.
The attempt faiied, cbieOy from want of money and provillionl. The
Insurgents ooon melted away, and the advance of Lord SUI.ex, at the
held of a large body of troopa, completed tbe rout. The victory.
n~arly bloodies., wss disllTOced by the utmOBt cruelty; Sir George
Bowe., Marshal of the army, making hil bout that for Ilxty mil.. in
lengtb and lorty In breadlh, between Newcastle and Wetherby, tbere
was scarcely a toWD or a village where he had not executed lOme of the
Inhabitants...

LISTEN, lively lordings all,
Lithe and listen unto mee,

And I will sing_of a noble Earle,
The noblest Earle in the north oounme.

Earle Percy is into his garden gone,
And after him walkes his faire ladle :1

I heard a bird sing in mine eare,
That I must either fight, or flee.

I ThIa !lld1 was Anne, daughter of Henry Someroet, Earl ofWo~
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Now heaven forefend, my dearest lord,
That ever suoh harm should hap to thee:

But goe to Loudon to the court,
And faire fall truth and honeatie.

Now nay, now nay, my ladye f{&y,
Alas I thy oounsell suits not mee ;

Mine enemies prevail so fast,
That at the court I may not bee.

o goe to the court.Jet. good my lord,
And take thy g&ilant men with thee:

If any dare to doe you wrong,
.Then your warrant they may bee.

Now nay, now nay, thou lady faire,
The court is full of subtiltie ;

And if I goa to the court, ladyJ

Never more I may thee see.

Yet goa to the court, my lord, she sayos,
And I myselfe will ryde 'ri' thee:

At court then for my dearest lord,
His faithfull borrowe1 I will bee.

Now nay, now nay, mt lady deare;
Far lever2 had I lose my life,

Than leave among my cmell foes
My love in jeopardy and strife.

But come thou hither, my little foot-page,
Come thou hither unto mee,

To maister Norton thou must goe
In all the haste that ever may bee.

Commend me to that gentleman,
And beare this letter here fro mee ;

And say that earnestly I praye,
He Will ryde in my companie.

One while the little foot-page went,
And another while he ran ;

Untill he came to his journey's end;
The little foot-page never blan.1
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When to that gentleman he came,
Down he kneeled on his knee;

And tooke the letter betwixt his hands,
And lett the gentleman it Bee.

And when the letter it was redd
AWore that p;oodlye companye,

I wis, if you the truthe wold know,
There W88 many a weeping eye.

He sayd, Come thither, Christopher Norton,
A gallant youth thou seemat to bee ;

Whatdoest thou counsell me, my sonne,
Now that good ErIe's in jeopardy P

Father, my coUDselle's fair and free;
That ErIe he is a noble lord,

And whatsoever to him you hight,
I wold not have you breake your word.

Gramercy, Christopher, my sonne,
Thr. counaell well it liketh mee,

And if we speed and acape with life,
Well advanced shalt thou bee.

~&~u hither, my nine good SODDeII,
t men I trowe you bee :

How many of you, my children deare,
Will stand by that good ErIe a.ud mee P

Eiirht of them did answer make,
night of them spake bastilie,

o f"ther, till the dAye we dye
We'll stand by that good ErIe and thee.

Gramercy now, my children deare,
You showe yourselves right bold and brave;

And whethersoe'er I live or dye,
A father's blessing you ahal have.

But what sayn thou, 0 Francis Norton,
Thou art mine eldest SOUDe and heire ~

Somewhat lyes brooding in thy breast;
Whatever it bee, to mee declare.
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Father, yO\\ are an aged man,
Your head is white, your hearde is gray;

It were a shame at these your yeares
For you to ryse in auch a fray.

Now fye upon thee, coward Francis,
Thou never learnedst this of mee:

When thou wert yong and tender of age,
Why did I make soe much of thee P

But, father, I will wend with you,
Unarm'd and naked will I bee ;

And he that strikes against the crowne,
Ever an ill death may he dee.

Then 1'08e that reverend gentleman,
And with him l'lIome a~ood1ye band

To join with the brave Erle Pel't'Y,
And all the flower 0' Northumberland.

With them the noble Nevill came,
The ErIe of Weatmorland was hee:

.At Wetherbve they muatred their hoat,
Thirteen thousand Caire to see.

Lord Westmorland hia aneyentl raiade,
The Dun Bull he rays'd on hye,

And three Dogs with golden collars
Were there sett out moat royallye.'

ErIe Percy there hia ancyent spred,
The Halfe-Moone shininR all soe faire ;'

The N ortona ancyent had the crosse,
And the five wounds our Lord did beare.
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1 Ancyent---otawd4rd.
I The oapportero of tbe NeYlllee, Earll of Wemnoreland, were T'Il'o BuI1I

Argent, dWllllly collared Gold, III'IIIed Or,.te. But I bave not diIcovered the
device mentloDed In the ballad among the badKes, &c. given by tbat hODle.
TbIa, hcnrever, Ie certain, tbat among tboee ofthe N.YIlI.... Lords Aberga
VeDDy (who were the 1lIII1. l'amilvl' Ie a Dun Cow with a J!Olden Collar; &lid
the Nevill.. of Cbyte, In Yoruh re (of the Weotmoreland branch), gav. for
their meet, In 1613. aDoliI (Greybound'l) h.ad erued. 80 tbat It II not Im
probable but Chari.. N.yjJJ.. th. unhappy Earl of Weetmorel&lld bare m.n
tIoned, m\dlt on th!lI ooouion glv. the abov. device on hie baDner. After
all, our oleI mlnatrel'l v...- may hay. underJ!One 10m. corruption; I'or, In
another ballad In the eam. folio MS., &lid apparently written by tb. lamo
band, oontlln\ng the lMlQu.1 of thil Lord W8Itmoreland' I hletory, hie BanDer
ia thu c8crlbed, more conformably to hli mo'll'D bearlnge:-

.. &It •••p .,f..w. Dwtl B.a.
Wit1 Gol<lft ll,,",", AH b«l.... all_ ",.:'

• The IiIvu nt II a well·mown Cr..t or Badge of tbe Northnmber-
land ramny. It probably broUR'ht home !'rom 10m. of the Cruaadea.



138 RBLIQUBS 01' AlfCIBliT POBTRY.

Then Sir Georp;e Bowes he straitwaye rose,
After them some spo~le to make:

ThOBe noble Eries turn d backe &gaine,
And aye they vowed that knight to take.

That baron he to his eutle fled,
To Barnard castle then fled hee.

The uttermost walles were eathel to wiu,
The earles have wonne them presentlle.

The uttermost walles were lime and bricke ;
But thoughe they won them soon anone,

Long e'er they wan the innermost walles,
For they were cut in rocke of stone.

Then newes unto leeve London' came
In all the speede that ever might bee,

And word is brought to our royall queene
Of the rysing in the North countrie.

Her grace she turned her ronnd about,
And like a royall queene shee swore,'

I will ordsyne them such a breakfast,
.As never was in the North before.

Shee caus'd thirty thousand men berays'4,
With horse and harneis4 faire to see;

She caused thirty thousand men be raised,
To take the Earles i' th' North countrie.

Wi' them the false Erie Warwick went,
Th' Erie SU88eX and the Lord Hunsd~n;

Untill they to Yorke castle came
I wiss, they never stint ne blan.

Now sllred thy ancyent, Wl'8tmorland,
Thy Dun Bull faine would we spye:

And thou, the Erie o' Northumberland,
Now rayse thy half moone up on hyco

IEath~.
I Leeve London--<Uar Lottdmo.

I Thlt! I. qnlt<l In character: her MoJeoll would oomellmeo .,,= at her
nobl.., u "ell ao bolt 1.beIr eaR.

" Harneia-oraoar.
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But the Dun Bulle is fled and Kone,
And the halfe moone vanished away:

The ErIes, thoUKh they were brave and bold,
Against soe many could not stay.

Thee, Norton, wi' thine eight good sonnes,
They doom'd to dye, al88! for ruth !

Thy reverend lockes thee could not save,
Nor them their faire and blooming Jouthe.

Wi' them full many a gallant mght
They cruellye bereav'd of life:

And man, a childe made fatherlesse,
And Widowed many a tender wife.

NORTHUMBERLAND BETRAYED BY DOUGLAS.

Tms ballad may be considered as the seqnel of the preceding. After
the nnfortnnate Earl of Northumberland had seen hllJlBelf forsaken by
hi. followers. he endeavoured to withdraw Into Scotland;, but failing
Into the bands of the thievish bord"",... be was stript, and othlft'Wlse 111
treated by them. At length he reached the house of Hector, of Harlaw,
an Armstrong, with whom he hoped to lie concealed: for Heotor had
engaged hlB honour to be true to him, and was under great obligations
to th18 unhappy nobleman. But he betrayed hi. gueat for a sum of
money to Murray the Regent of Scotland, who sent him to the castie
of LoughleTen, then belonglnll to William Douglas. All the write.. of
that time U8ure us, that Hector. who was rich hefore. fell shortly after
Into poverty, and became 80 infamous, that .. to take Hector's cloak,"
«'"Ow into a proverh to express a man who betray. hlB triend. Lord
Northumberland continued in the culle of Loughleven till the year
1672, when he WBB given up to the Lord Hun.&den at Berwic1<, and
sull'ered death at York.

80 far History coincides with the ballad, whloh WBB apparently
written by some Northern Bard BOOn after the event. The introduc
tion of the" Witch-lady" (v. 53) I. probably the Bard'. own invention:
yet, even thU rece!Vell lOme countenance from history; for, about twenty.
live y..... before, the Lady Jane Douglas. Lady GlamiB, sister of the
Earl of Angus, and nearly related to Douglll8 of Lough-Ienn, had suf
fered death for the pretended crime of witchcraft: hence she may be
the WItch-lady alluded to in v. 133.

How long shall fortune faile me nowe,
And harrowel me with feare and dread P

How long shall I in bale' abide,
In misery my life to lead P
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To fall from my bli88, alas the while r
It was my Rore and heavye lott :

And I must leave my native land,
And I must live a man forgot.

One gentle Armstronll; I doe ken,
A Scot he is much bound to moo I

He dwelleth on the border 8ide,
To him I'll goe right priville.

ThU8 did the noble Percy 'plaine,
With a heavy heart and wel-away,l

When he with all his gallant men
On Bramham moor had lost the day.

But when he to the Armstrongs came,
They dealt with him all treAcherouslye J

For they did strip that noble Earle:
And eTer an ill death may they dye.

False Hector to Earl Murray sent,
To shew him where his guest did hide:

Who sent him to the Lough-Iev~n,
With William Douglas to abide.

And when he to the Douglas came,
He halched2 him right curteouslie :

Say'd, Welcome, welcome, noble Earle,
Here thou 8halt BBielye bide with moo.

When he had in Lough-Ieven been
Many a month and many a day ;

To the Rell;ent3 the lord warden4 sent,
That banniaht Earle for to betray.

He offered him Kreat store of gold,
And wrote a letter fair to 8ee :

Saying, Good my lord, grant me my boon,
And yield that baniRht man to mee.

Earle Percy at the 8upper sate
With many a ~oodly gentleman I

The wylie DoulI;las then be8pake,
And thus to flytel with him began:

1 w.I.•way--<J" aclatroalioto 'II 11U1t. • Halched.......z..t..r.
• Jam.. Douglu, Earl or )lorton. e1ected Regent otScotland,Novomber M,

167l1••orODe orilie EngUah lIarch_Lord Hwaden. •F1~
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What makes you be 10 sad, my lord,
And in your mind 80 IOrrowfully~P

To-morrow a shooti~e will bee held
Among the lord! of the North oountrye.

The butt8 are aett, the shootinl{ 's made,
And there will be ~at royaltye :

And I am sworne into my bille,l
Thither to bring my lord Percye.

I'll give thee my hand, thou gentle Douglas.
And here by my true faith, quoth hee,

If thou wilt r:rde to the worlde's end,
I will ryde m thy oompanye.

And then bespake a lady faire,
Mary a Douglas was her name:

You sliall byde here, ~ood English lord;
My brother is a traiteroUB man.

He is a traitor stout and stronge,
As I tell you in privitie :

For he hath tane hverance' of the Earle'
Into England nowe to 'liver thee.

Now nay, now nay, thou goodly lady,
The Regent is a noble lord:

N e for the gold in all England
The Douglas wold not break his word.

When the Regent Wall a banisht man,
With me he did faire welcome find;

And whether weal or woe betide,
I still shall find him true and kind.

Betweene England and Scotland it wold breake truce,
And friends ~aine the:r wold npver bee,

If they shold 'liver a baDlsht ErIe
Wall driven out of his own countrie.

Alas! alas! my lord, she sayes,
Nowe mickle is their tratorie;

Thpnlett my brother ryde his wayes,
.And tell thoae English lord! from thee,

I BWe-I AaH i.U-OIl (J ".."..... , .. tDritlrag.
I Liveranee-""ytllll/for dt'lir:m"p.

• Of tbe Earl of Mortun, the Regent.
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How that you cannot with him ryde,
Because you are it\. an ile of the sea,l

Then ere my brother come againe
To Edenborow C8lltle' TIe carry thee.

To the Lord Hume I will thee brin~,
He is well knowne a true Scots lord,

And he will lose both land and life,
Ere he with thee will break his word.

Much is my woe, Lord Percy sayd,
When I thinke of my own countrie,

When I thinke on the heRvye happel
My friends have suffered there tor mee.

Much is my woe, Lord Percy sayd,
And sore those wars my minde distreBSe ;

Where many a widow lost her mate,
And many a child was fatherlesse.

And now that I a banisht man
Shold bring such evil happe with mee,

To cause my faire and noble friends
To be suspect of treacherie :

This rives4 my heart with double woe ;
And lever had I dye this day,

Than thinke a DouSlas can be false,
Or ever he will his guest betray.

If_you'll give me no trust, my lord,
Nor unto mee no credence yield;

Yet step one moment here asIde,
TIe showe you all your foes in field.

Lady, I never loved witchcraft,
Never dealt in privy wyle;

But evermore held the high-waye
Of truth and honour, free from guile.

If you'll not come yourselfe, my lorde,
Yet send your chamberlaine with mee;

Let me but speak three words with him,
And he shall come again to thee.

I Lake of Leven, .b1ob !wi commnnlcatlon with the lea,

I At tbat time In the banda of the oppostte faction.
• Happe-f_. • Riv"'--'-"
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James Swynard with that lady went,
She showed him through the wemel of her ring

How many En/{Iish lords there were
Waiting Cor his master and him.

And who walkes yonder, my good lady,
So royallye on yonder ~eene P

o yonder is the lord Hunsdlm:1

Alas! he'll doe you drie and teene.·

And who beth yonder, thou gay ladye,
That walkes so proudly him beside P

That is Sir William Drury4 shee sayd,
A keene captaine hee is and tryde.

How many miles is itt, madame,
Betwixt yond En/{lish lords and mee P

Marry it is thrice fifty miles,
To saile to them upon the sea.

I never was on English ground,
Ne never sawe it with mine eye,

But as my book it sheweth mee,
And through my ring I may descrye.

My mother shea was a witch ladye,
And of her skille she learned mee ;

She wold let-me see out of Lou/th.leven
What they did in London citie.

But who is yond, thou lady faire,
That looketh with sic an austerneli face P

Yonder is Sir John Foster,S quoth shee,
Alas I he'll do ye sore disgrace.

He]>ulled his hatt down over his browe ;
He wept; in his heart he was full of woe:

And he is gone to his noble lord,
Those sorrowful tidings him to show.

Now nay, now nay, good Ja.mes Swynard,
I may not believe that witch ladle:

The Douglasses were ever true,
And they can ne'er prove false to mee.

I Weme--ioU"",. I The lord warden ortbe East JllU'l!b...
I Drle andteen~a"d "'"""".

• Govrrnor or Berwick. • AUJtcrne-_.....
• Warden of the JIIddle Karch.
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I have now in LoUjth-Ieven been
The moat part of these years three.

Yett have I never had noe outrake,l
N e no good games that I cold see.

Therefore I'll to yond 8hootinlt wend,
A8 to the Douglas I have hight:1

Betide me weale, betide me woe,
He ne'er shall find my promi8e liKht.

He writhe· a Kold ring from his finger,
And /{Rve itt to that gay ladle:

8aye8, It was all that I cold 8ave,
In Harley woods where I cold bee.4

And wilt thou goe, thou noble lord,
Then farewell truth and hOlle8tie ;

And farewell heart, and farewell hand ;
For never more I 8hall thee see.

The wind was faire, the boatmen call'd,
And all the 81lJlors were on borde;

Then William Douglas took to hi8 boat,
And with him went that noble lord.

Then he cast up a silver wand,
SaY8, Gentlelady, fare thee well I

The lad'y fett' a si~h 80e deep,
And m a dead swoone down 8hee fell.

Now let us go back, Douglas, he sayd,
A 8ickne88 hath taken yond faire ladle ;

If ought befall yond lady but Rood,
Then blamed for ever I 8hall bee.

Come on, come on, my.lord, he sayes;
Come on, come on, and let her bee:

There'8 ladyes enow in Lou~h·leven
For to cheere that gay ladle.

Ifyou'll not turne yourself, my lord,
Let me goe with my chamberlaine;

We will but comfort that faire lad"
And wee will return to you agame.

I OutTake-a.. Ot<tri<k, or 'Z1J.d;lio~. • Hight-pt'01tIiHd.
, Writhe-Iwl.d.

• Where 1 oold bee-1om. I...... • Fetl-/1fcUd.
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Come on, eome on, my lord, he eayes,
Come on, eome on, and let her bee :

My sister it eraftye, and wold beguile
A thousand such as you and mee..

When they had sayled1 fifty myle,
N ow~ mile upon the sea;

Hee sent his man to ask the Douglas,
When they shold that shooting see.

Faire words, quoth he, they make fooles faino,1
And that~theeand thy lord is seen:

You may ha to thinke itt BOOne enough,
Ere you shooting reach, I ween.

Jamye his hatt :llulled over his browe,
He thought his lord then was betray'd;

And he is to ErIe Percy~e,
To tell him what the Douglas sayd.

Hold upp thy head, man, quoth his lord I
Nor therefore lett thy courage Cayle ;

He did it but to prove thy heart,
To lee if he cold make it quail.

When they had other fittv sayld,
Other fifty mile upon the sea,

Lord Percy called to Douglas himselfe,
Bayd, What wilt thou nowe doe with mea P

Looke that your brydle be wight,· my lord,
And your horse goo swift as shipp att sea :

Looke that your spurres be bright and sharpe,
That yon may pricke her while she'll away.

What neadeth this, Douglas P he sayth ;
What neadest thou to flyte with mee P

For I was counted a horseman good
Before that ever I mett with thee.

A false Hector hath my horse,
Who dealt with mee 80 treacherowe,

A false Armstrong hath my spurres,
And all the geere belongs to mea.

I There Ia DO naTlnble otream between Lough.leTen and the lea I but a
baI1ad-mater Ia nol o611ged to und.ntlnd f!8OlJ!&Phy.

•FaW~ • Hap-",,-,. • WIgM-.....,.
L



14.6 BBLIQUBS OJ' .urCIII:NT POETBY.

When they had sayled other fifty mile,
Other fifty mile u~n the sea ;

They landed low by Berwicke side,
A deputed 'laird' landed Lord Pereye.

Then he at Yorke waa doomde to dye,
It W88, alas I a sorrowful sight:

Thus they betrayed that noble Earle,
Who ever W88 a gallant wight.

MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.

THII philOlOphloal Song wu extremely popular In the sixteenth cen
tury, and Hr. Hannah, in his edJUon of" Wotton's PoeD18," suggests a
new claimant to the authorship of It In Sir Edward Dyer, the friend of
Sidney, and who won the pralae of Bpeneer and Bacon.

My minde to me a kingdome is;
Such perfect joy therein I finde

As farre exceeds all earthly blisse,
That God, or Nature, luith aaaignde :

Though much I want, that moat would have,
Yet still my mind forbids to cravc.

Content I live; this is my stay;
I seek no more than may sUffice:

I }>l'8sse to beare no haug~tie sway 1
. Look what I lack my_ mmd supplies.
Loe I thus I triumph like a king,
Content with that my mind doth bring.

I see how plentie surfets oft,
And hastie clymbera soonest fall:

I see that such as sit aloft
Mishap doth threaten moat of all :

These get with toile, and keep with feare :
Such cares my mind could never beare.

N()J>rinoely pomp, nor welthie store,
No force to winne the victorie,

No wylie wit to salve a sore,
No shape to winne a lover's eye;

To none of these I yeeld aa thrall,
For why my mind despiseth all.
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Some have too much, yet still they crave;
I little have, yet seek no more :

They are but p<?Ore, tho' much they have;
And I am nch with little store :

They poor, I rich; they be~, I give;
They lacke, I lend; they pme, I live.

I laugh not at another's losse,
I grudl,re not at another's gaine ;

No worldly wave my mind can tosse ;
I brooke that is another's bane:

I feare no foe, nor fawne on friend;
I lothe not life, nor dread mine end.

I joy not in no earthl! bliss ;
I weigh not Cresns weIth a straw;

For care, I care not what it is ;
I feare not fortune's fatalllaw :

My mind is such as may not move
For beautie bright or force of love.

I wish but what I have at will;
I wander not to seeke for more;

I like the plaine, I clime no hill ;
In greatest storms I sitte on shore,

And laugh at them that toile in vaine
To get what must be lost againe.

I mse not where I wish to kill;
I feigne not love where most I hate ;

I breake no sleep to winne m., will ;
I waYte not at the mightie s gate ;

I scorne no poore, I feare no rich;
I feele no want, nor have too much.

The court, ne cart, I like, ne loath;
Extreames are counted worst of all :

The ~olden meane betwixt them both
Doth surest sit, and fears no fall :

This is my choyce, for why I finde,
No wealth is like a quiet minde.

My weIth is health, anti perfect ease ;
My conscience clere my chiefe defence:

I never Heeke by brybes to please,
Nor by desert to give offence:

Thus do I live, thus will I die;
Would all did so as well as I !

L 2
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THE PATIENT COUNTESS.

Tm:n: Stanzas, founded upon an entertaining Colloq1l1 of EI'lIIIIlIl8,
are taken from .. Albion's England," by William Warner, whom bIa
oontemporarles compared to Virgil, and whose verses drew the critical
eyes of the Star Chamber. Be died March 9th, 1608, 9. Warner Ia
now unread and forgotten. The first edition of .. Albion's England
b believed to han appeared In 1686. Mr. Ballam allows the Poem
to haYe the equivocal merit of great length. Bnt Warner d~
higher prabe I and the editor of .the M H_' Library" was not over·
stepping the boundary ofJut critlclam In calling .. Albion's England
an epitome of British History, and written with great learning, sense,
and spirit. Warner sometimes displays a charming grace of pathos,
as In the description of Rosamond's Ill-treatment by Eleanor:-

M WIth that she dasht her on the IIppes
80 dyed with double red ;

Hard was the heart that gave the blow,
BoA were those IIppes that hied."

IxP.A.TIENCB chaungeth smoke to flame, but jelousie is
hell;

Some wives by patience have reduc'd ill husbanda to live
well:

As did the ladie of an Earle, of whom I now shall tell.

An Earle 'there was' had wedded, lov'd; was lov'd, and
lived long

Full true to his fayre CounteBBe; yet at last he did her
wrong.

Once hunted he untill the chace, long futing, and the
heat

Did house him in a peakish graungel within a forest great.

Where knowne and welcom'd (as the place and persons
might afforde)

:Browne bread, whig,' bacon, curds and milke were set him
on the borde.

A cushion made of lists,· a stoole haIfe backed with a
hoope

Were brought him, and h\3 eitteth down besides a BOrry
coupe.~

1 Peskish grauDge-nuI.f~••
I Wbig--M>V'" 111M" or bwttwaillt.

s LIsts-tAe ..Wag.. 'If ODOOu.... cloa.
• Coupe- ,....for porcJ.tr,.
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The poore old couple wisht their bread were wheat, their
whig were perry,

Their bacon beefe, their milke and curds were creame, to
make him merry.

Mean while (in russet neatly clad, with linen white as
swanne,

Herselfe more white, save rosie where the ruddy colour
ranne:

Whome naked nature, not the aydes of arte made to
excell)

The good man's daUA'hter sturres to see that all were featl
and well;

The Earle did marke her, and admire snch beantie there to
dwell.

Yet fala he to their homely 'fare, and held him at a feast:
But as his hunger slaked, so an amorous heat increast.

When this repast was past, and thanks, and welcome too ;
he saya

Unto his host and hoateue, in the hearing of the mayd :

Yee know, qnoth he, that I am lord of this, and many
townes;

I also know that yon be poore, and I can spare you
pownes.2

Soe will I, so yee will consent, that yonder wse and I
May bargaine for her love; at least, doe give me leave to

trye.
Who needs to know it P nay who dares into my doings pry P

First they mislike, yet at the length for lucre were misled I
And then the gamesome Earle did wowe the damaell for his

bed.

He took her in his armes, as yet so coyish to be kist,
.As mayds that know themselves belov'd, and yieldingly

resist.

In few, his offers were so large she lastly did consent;
With whom he lodged all that night, and early home he

went.

11'~,ortUlIt,
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He tooke occasion oftentimes in such a sort to hunt,
Whom when his lady often mist, contrary to his wont,

And lastly was informed of his amorous haunt elsewhere ;
It greev'd her not a little, though she seem'd it well to

beare.

And thus she reasons with herselfe, Bome fault perhaps in
me;

Somewhat is done, that soe he doth: alas! what may it
beP

How may I winne him to myselfP he is a man, and
men

Have imperfections; it behooves me pardon nature then.

To checke him were to make him checke,' although hee
now were chaste: :

A man controuled of his wife, to her makes leSBer haste.

If duty then, or daliance may prevayle to alter him ;
I will»e dutifull, and make my selfe for daliance trim.

So was she, and so lovingly did entertaine her lord,
As fairer, or more fault1es none could be for bed or bordo

. .
Yet still he loves his leiman,2 and did still pursue that

game,
Suspecting nothing .~SB, than that his lady knew the

Banle:
Wherefore to make him know she knew, she this devise

did frame:

When lon~ she had been wrong'd, and sought the foress.yd
meanes in vaine,

She rideth to the simple graunge but with a slender traine.

She lighteth, entreth, greets them well, and then did
looke about her :

The guiltie houshold knowing her, did wish themselves
without her;

Yet, for she looked merily, the lesse they did misdoubt
her. .

1 To n clleck" II a term In lBlcoll1'1, applied "hen & ha"k Itopo and tnma
a"&1 !'rom biI proper plU'ltllt. To ohecl< aIao I!gnIJleI to reptOTQ or chlde.
It II In thII Tone I1Ied In both oenoeo.

• LelmaD-W-.



THB PJ.TIBliT COUNTBS4. 151

When she had seen the beauteous wench (then blushing
fairnes fairer)

~uch beauty made the countesse hold them both excus'd
the rather.

Who would not bite at such a bait P thought she: and
who (tholllth loth)

So poore a wench, but gold might tempt P sweet errors
lead them both.

Searse one in twenty that had bragj/;'d of profl'er'd gold
denied,

Or of such yeelding beautie baulkt, but, tenne to one,
had lied.

Thus thought she: and she thus declares her cause of
coming thether ;

My lord, oft hunting in these partes, through travel,
night or wether, .

Hath often lodged in your bouse; I thanke you for the
same;

For why P it doth him jolly ease to lie so neare hia game.

But, for you have not furniture beseeming such a guest,
I bring his owne, and come myselfe to see his lodging

drest..

With that two sumptersl were diBcharg'd, in which were
hangings brave,

Bilke coverings, curtens, carpets, plate, and al such turn
should have.

When' all was handsamly dispoB'd, she prayes them to
have care

Thatn~~ hap in their default, that might his health
lIDpau':

And, DamseU, quoth shoo, for it seemes this houshold is
but three, .

And for thy parents' age, that this shall chiefely rest on
thee;

Do me that good, else would to God he hither come no
. more. .

80 tooke she horse, and ere she went bestowed gould good
store.
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Full little thought the Countie1 that his Countesse bad
done so;

Who now return'd from fa.r afFaires did to his sweet
hem go.

No sooner sat he foote within the late deformed cote,S
But that the formall change of things his wondring eies

did note.

But when he knew those goods to be his proper Koods ;
thou~h late,

Scarce taking leave, he home returnes the matter to
debate.

The Countesse was a-bed, and he with her his lodging
tooke;

Sir, welcome home (quoth shee); this night for you I did
not looke.

Then did he question her of l\Jlch his stuffe bestowed S08.
Forsooth, quoth she, because I did your love and lodging

knowe:

Your love to be a proper wench, your lodging nothing
lesse;

I held it for your health, the house more decently to
dresse.

Well wot I, notwithstanding her, your lordship loveth me;
And greater hope to hold you such by quiet then brawles,

•you' see.

Then for my duty, your delight, and to retaine your
favour,

All done I did, and patiently expect your wonted 'haviour

Her patience, witte and answer wrought his gentle teares
to fall:

When (kissing her a score of times), amend, sweet wife,
I shall:

He said, and did it; • so each wife her husband may' recalL

1 COuntle-Qlut. or Earl. • eote-cottag..
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DOWSABELL.

Faa. a Pastoral by Hlchael Drayton [b. 1683-4. 1831]. " DowubellN

18 a pleuant imitation of the style and metre of the old metrical
Romances. which Drayton .... able to feel and to oopy ; tor he had a
mlllical ear, and much playtuln_ offaDcy.

F ABRB in the countrey of Arden,
There wou'd1 a knight, hight Cassemen,

As bolde as Isenbras:
Fell' was he, and eger bent,
In battell and in tournament,

As was the good Sir Topaa.

He had, as antique stories tell,
A daughter cleapedl Dowsabel,

A mayden fayre and free :
And for she was her fathers heire,
Full well she was y-cond4 the leyre

Of Mickle cnrtesie.

The silke well conthl she twist and Wine,
And make the fine march-pine,

And with the needle werke :
. And she couth helpe the priest to say

His mattins on a holy-day,
And sing a psalme in kirke.

She ware a frock or frolicke greene,
Mi~t well beseeme a mayden queene,

Which seemly was to see ;
A hood to that so neat and fine,
In colonr like the oolombine,

Y-wronght fullfeatonsly.e

Her features all as fresh above,
.Aa is the grass that growes by Dove;

And lyth7 as !asse of Kent.
Her skin as soft as Lemster wooll,
.Aa white as snow on Peakish Hull,

Or swanne that swims in Trent.

JWon'~ • Fell-jlwioa.
•C1~ • Y-ecmd-taorgu. • Coutb-«>tlld.

·l'ea1OUI11~. 7 LJth~lasfill.
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This mayden in a mome betime
Went forth, when May was in'her prime,

To get sweete cetywall,l
The honey-suckle, the harlooke,s
The lilly and the lady-smocke,

To deck her summer hall.
Thus, as she wandred here and there,
y.picking of the bloomed breere,

She chanced to espie
A shepheard sitting on a bancke,
Like chauteclere he crowed craucke,'

And pip'd full merrilie.
He lear'd· his sheepe as he him list,'
When he would whistle in his fist,

To feede about him round;
Whilst he full mauy a carroll sung,
Untill the fields and medowes rung,

And all the woods did sound.
In favour this same shepheards swa;ne
Was like the bedlam Tamburlayne,

Which helde prowd kings in awe:
But meeke he was as lamb mought be;
An innocent of ill as hel

Whom his lewd brother slaw.
The shepheard ware a sheepe-gray cloke,
Which was of the finest loke,8

That could be cut with sheere :
His mittens' were of bauzens skiune,
His cockerslO were of cordiwin,ll

His hood of meniveere.1J

His aule and lingelllJ in a thong,
His tar-boxe on his broad belt hong,

His breech of coyntrie blewe :
Full crispe and curled were his lookes,
His browes as white as Albiou rocks :

So like a lover true,
1 CebftIl-tM Aw6 v..zm....

• Harlocb-porAopo toild ,.",.. • Crancke-lowrJ,
•Leu'~w. I Lllt-cu A.1J1_od.

• Allucl!nA' to .. Tambar1aliMl the GTeat, or the BcythIan Shepheard" (ll5llO,
8Yo.), an o1iI rantllu>: PJar, ucribed to Marlowe.

7 Abel • Lolr.e--loet 'If wool.
• )[lt~ orb~~Z:a~~tM tI100l QlI fA. iuiIh.

11Cord1~ /hHMrWo lIatUr, 6111 _ ..._-e.
- 11 lfenfveer&-II alld 'Ifftw.

II ~tANad,for--w.,,,,,,,,,
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DOWAAB<.LL•

.. Thtll m:\:;den In Il mcrne t-ct'mc

\-.:"ent (')I ..b w, .... O :M."\:, >;";'.~~ In h-:-r flirot'.'· Coogk
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And pyping still he spent the day,
80 merry IIlI the popingay;1

Which likedl Doweabel:
That would she ought, or would she nought,
This lad would never from her thought;

She in love.lon~fell.
At length she tucked up her frocke,
White as a lilly was her sIDocke,

She drew the shepheard nye ;
But then the shepheard pyp'd a good,
That all his sheepe forsooke their foode.

To heare his melodye.
The sheepe, quoth she, cannot be leane,
That have a jolly shepheard's swayne,

The which can pipe so well :
Yea but, eayth he, their shepherd may,
IfllYPing thus he pine away

In love of Dowsabel.
Of love, fond boy, take thou no keepe,4
Quoth she; looke thou unto thy sheepe,

Lest they should hap to stray.
Quoth he, So had I done full well,
:Had I not seen fayre Dowsabell

Come forth to gather Maye.
With that she gan to vaile her head,
Her cheeks were like the roses red,

But not a word she sayd :
With that the shepheard gan to frowne,
He threw his pretie pypes adowne,

And on the ground him layd.
Sayth she, I may not stay till night;
And leave my summer·h8ll undight,

And all for lon~ of thee.
My coate,'sayth he, nor yet my foulde
Sliall neither sheepe nor shepheard hould,

Except thou favour mee.
Bayth she, Yet lever where I dead,
Then I should lose my mayden-head,

And all for love of men.
Barth he, Yet are you too unkind,
If m your heart you caunot linde,

To love us now and then.

156
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And I to thee will be as kinde
As Colin was to Rosalinde,

Of curtesie the flower.
Then will I be as true, quoth ahe,
As ever mayden yet might be

Unto her paramour.

With that she bent her snow.white knee,
Down by the shepheard kneeled shee,

And him she sweetly kist:
With that the shepheard whoop'd for joy,
Quoth he, Ther's never shepheards boy

That ever was 80 blist.1

THE FAREWELL TO LOVE.

From BeaIlmont and Fletcher's play, entitled" The Lover's Progreu,
Act lll. BC. 1.

ADIBt1, fond love, farewell, you wanton powers;
I am free again.

Thou dull disease of bloud and idle hours,
Bewitching yain,

Fly to fools, that Sigh away their time :
My nobler love to heaven doth climb,

And there behold beauty still young,
That time can ne'er corrupt, nor death destroy,

Immortal Bweetness by fair angels sung,
And honoured by eternity and joy:

There lies my love, thither my hopes aspire,
Fond love declines, this heavenly love grows higher.
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ULYSSES AND THE SYREN.
FJto... Hymen's Trlumph,~ a pastoral tragl-oomedy, by Samnel
DaDlel [b. 1582-<1.1819], a writer of great reJlnement IIIId eleglllloe.
Mr. Coleridge Bald: .. Read Daniel-the admirable Danlel-In hIa
'C1vll Wars,' IIIId 'TrIumph or Hymen.' The style IIIId llIIIguage
arejllBt auch U lilly pure and manly writer of the present day would
uae. It eeema qDlte modern In oomparlaon with the style of 8hake
speare.-

SYBll:N.
COKB, worthy Greeke, IDrllBe8 come,

P08Se88e these shores WIth me,
The windes and seas are troublesome,

And here we may be free.
Here may we sit and view their toyIe,

That travaile in the deepe,
Enjoy the day in mirth the while,

And spend the night in sleepe.

ULYSSES.

Faire nymph, if fame or honour were
To be attam'd with ease,

Then would I come and rest with thee,
And leave mch toiles as these:

But here it dwels, and here must I
With danger seek it forth ;

To spend the time luxuriously
Becomes not men of wortIL

SYllBN.
IDYllsell, 0 be not deceiv'd

With that unreaU name:
This honour is a thing conceiv'd,

And resta on others' fame.
Begotten only to molest

Our peace and to beKUile
~ebestthingofourlifu)ourr~

And give us up to toyle !

ULYSSllS.

Delicious nymph, suppose there were
Nor honor, nor report,

Yet manllnesse would scome to weare
The time in idle sport:
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For toyle doth give a better touch
.To make us feele our joy;

And ease findeB tediouanlll, as much
.AB labour yeelds annoy.

BYBBlf.

Then pleasure likewise seemes the shore,
Whereto tendes all your toyIe;

Which you forego to make it more,
And perish oft the while.

Who may disport them divenly,
Find never tedious day;

And ease may have variety,
As well as action may.

ULYSSBB.

Bnt natures of the nobleBt frame
TheBe toyles and dan8'ers please ;

And they take comfort m the same,
As much as you in ease:

And with the tho~ht of actions put
Are recreated still:

.When pleasure leaves a touch at last
To shew that it was ill.

SYEBlf.

That doth opinion only cause,
That's out of custom bred;

Which makes us many other laws
Than ever nature did.

No widdowe's waile for our delights,
Our sports are without blood ;

The world we see by warlike wights
ReceiveB more hurt than good.

ULY9SBB.

But yet the state of things require
Tliese motions of unrest,

And theBe great spirits of high desire
Seem borne to turne them best:

To purge the mischiefes, that increase
And all good order mar: ,

-For oft we see a wicked peace
To be well chang'd for war.
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SnBB.
Well, well, my88es, then I see

I shall not liave thee here ;
And therefore I will come to thee,

And take my fortune there.
I must be woune that cannot win,

Yet lost were I not woune :
For beauty hath created bin

T' nndoo, or be 'Wldone.

CUPID'S PASTIME.

159

FaOIl u..e .. Poedc&1 Rhapoody," of "hlch the ftrst edJdon appeared
In 1602, a IeCOnd In 1608, a third In 1611, and a fourth In 1621.
The EdItor waa Francis DaTlson, and the Miscellany contained poems
by Sidney, Raleigh, Spelllle1', and ether eminent writers In the reigns
of Elizabeth and Jame8 the Fint. .. Cupid's Paatlme," whloh, In the
third edition of the .. Rhapaody," Is oalled" A Fiction," Is, In the lint
edition, llIgned "ADamos.· Percy attribute8 it to Francia Davl80n,
the eldest 80n of William Davison, Secretary of State to Queen
EUzabeth. He"aa bom about the year 1676, and Is belleved to have
died before 1619. .

IT chanc'd of late a shepherd swain,
That went to seek his straying sheep,

Within a thicket on a plain
Espied a dainty Nymph asleep.

Her golden hair o'erspred her face;
Her careless arms abroad were cast ;

Her quiver had her pillow's place;
Her breast lay bare to every blast.

The shepherd stood, and gaz'd his fill;
Nought dunt he do; nought dunt he say;

Whilst chance, or else perhaps his will,
Did guide the QQd of Love that way.

The crafty boy that sees her sleep,
Whom, if she wak'd, he dunt not see;

:Behind her closely seeks to creep,
:Before her nap should ended bee.

There come, he steals her shafts away,
And puts his own into their place;

Nor dares he any longer stay,
But, ere she Wakes, hies thence apace.
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Scarce was he gone, but she awakes,
And spies the shepherd standing by :

Her bended bow in haste she takes,
And at the simple swain lets fiye.

Forth fiew the shaR, and piero·d his heart.
That to the ground he fell with pain:

Yet up again forthwith did start,
And to the Nymph he ran amain.

Amazed to see 80 strange a sight, .
She shot, and shot, but all in vain;

The more his wounds, the more his mi~ht,
Love yielded strength amidst his pam.

Her angry eyes were great with tears,
She blames her hand, she blames her akill ;

The bluntneBB of her shaft.s she fears,
And try them on henelf she will.

Take heed, sweet Nymph, trye not thy shaft,
Each little touch will pierce thy heart :

Alas I thou know'st not CUl?id's craft;
Revenge is joy; the end 18 8IIW't.

Yet try she will, and pierce some bare;
Her hands were glov'd, but next to band

Was that fair breast, that breast 80 rare,
That made the shepherd sensel888 st.and.

That breast she piero'd; and through that breast
Love found an entry to her heart ;

At feelinll of this new-come guest,
Lord IhOW this gentle Nymph did start !

She runs not now; she shoots no more ;
Away she throws both shaft and bow:

She seeks for what she shunn'd before;
She thinks the shepherd's haste too slow.

Though mountains meet not, lovers may :
What other lovers do, did they:

The God of Love sate on a tree,
And laught that pleasant sight to see.
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THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE.

DaUJOlOIO> Informa QJ that Ben JODlOD, when he came to Hawthorn
den, had theee Vl!:'SN .. by heart." They read IIlte a collect In rhyme.
The ",iter, Sir Henry Wotton, .... ProV08t of Eton, and died In 1639.
at the ace nf 12.

How happy it he bom or taught,
That serveth not another's will ;

Whose armour is his honest thou~ht,
And simple tmth his highest skill :

Whose pauions not his masters are ;
Whose soul is still prepar'd for death;

Not ty'd unto the world with care
Of prince's ear, or vulgar breath:

Who hath his life from mmours freed i
Whose conacience is his strong retreat:

Whose state can neither flatterers feed,
Nor mine make oppressors great:

Who euviea none, whom chance doth raise,
Or vice: Who never understood

How deepest wounds are Kiven with praise ;
Nor rules of state, but rules of good;

Who God doth late and early pray
More of his grace than Kifta to leud;

And entertsines the harmle88 day
With a well.chosen book or friend.

This man is freed from servile bands
Of hope to rise, or feare to fall ;

Lord of nim.Jelfe, though not of lands ;
And having nothing, yet hath all.
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GILDEROY,
TRE Robin Hood of Scottish mlnsml.y, W&I • noted robber who In
lested the Highlands of Perthshire with his gang, of whom Ileven, being
captured by the StcwarlB of Athol, were execnted February, 1888.
In revenge, Gllderoy burned several hOI1l... belonging to the 8tewarlB:
but the otTer of a lnrge reward (10001.) for his apprehension, caused
him to be pnnued from place to place; and at length, with live of h1s
companion.. he sntTered for h1s crimea at Gallowlee, belween Leith
and Edinburgh, July 1688.

GILDEBOY was a bonnie boy,
Had roses tul1 his shoone,

His stockings were of silken soy,
Wi' garters hangin~ doune :

It was, I weene, a comelie sight,
To see saa trim a boy ;

He was my jot and hearl's delight,
My handSome Gilderoy.

Oh! sike twa charming een he had,
A breath as sweet as rose,

He never ware a HigWand plaid,
But costly silken clotltes;

H~$ain'd the luve of ladies gay,
:Nane eir tull' him was coy:

Ah! wac is mee! I mourn tlte day
For my dear Gilderoy.

My Gilderoy and I were born,
Baith in one toun together,

We scant· were seven years beforn,4

We gan to luve each other;
Our dadies and our mammiea thay,

Were fill'd wi' mickle joy,
To tltink upon the bridal day,

Twixt me and Gilderoy.
For Gilderoy tltat luve of mine,

Gude faith, I freely bought
A wedding sark of holland fino,

Wi' silken flowel'll wrou~ht:
And he gied me a weddin~ ring,

Which I roceiv'd wi' joy,
N ae lad nor la88ie eir could sing,

Like me and Gilderoy.

• EIr tnl1__ to.
• Be!ol'11-l>V.....
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Wi' mickle joy we 8p6tlt our prime,
Till we were baitn sixteen,

And aft we past the langBOme time,
Among the leaves S&e green;

Aft on the banks we'd sit us thair,
And sweetly kiss and toy,

Wi' garlands gay wad deck my hair
My handsome Gilderoy.

Oh! that he still had been content,
Wi' me to lead his life;

But, ah! his manfu' heart was bent,
To stir in feates of strife:

And he in many flo venturous deed,
His coura~e bauld wad try ;

And now thIS garsl mine heart to bleed,
For my dear Gilderoy.

And when of me his leave he tuik,
The tears they wat mine ee,

I gave tull him a parting luik,
" My benisonS gang wi' thee:

God speed thee weil, mine &in dear heart j

For gane ia all myJoy;
My heart ia rent sith we maun part,

My handBOmc Gilderoy."

My Gilderoy baith far and near,
Was fear'd in every toun,

And bauldly bare away the gear,
Of many a lawland loun :

Nane eir dunt meet him man to man,
He was sae brave a boy;

At length wi' numbers he waa tane,
My winBOme Gilderoy.

Wae worth the loun that made the laws,
To hang a man for gear,

To 'reave of life for ox or &88,
For aheep, or horse, or mare:

Had not their lawa been made aae atrick,
I neir had loat my joy,

Wi' sorrow neir had wat my cheek,
For my dear Gilderoy.
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GifF Gilderoy had done amisse.
He mo~hthae banisht been;

Ah I what sair cruelty is this,
To hang sike handsome men:

To hang the flower 0' Scottish land,
Sae sweet and fair a boy;

Nae lady had sae white a hand,
As thee, my Gilderoy.

Of Gilderoy sae £raid they were,
They bound him mickle strong,

Tull Edenburrow they led him thair,
And on a ~allows hung:

They hung him high aboon the rest,
He was sae trim a boy ;

Thair dyed the youth whom I lued beat,
My handsome Gilderoy.

Thus having yielded up his breath,
I bare his corpse away.

Wi' tears, that trickled for his death,
I washt his comelye clay;

And siker! in a grave sae deep,
I laid the dear.lued boy,

'-nd now for evir maun I weep,
My winsome Gilderoy.

WINIFREDA.
A liS. note, by his 1lOIl, gins to J. G. Cooper, the antbor or .. !.etten
concerning Tast<',n tbe honour or wrltlng tbls Song. Bnt the venell
appeared In Lewis' Colleetlon or Poems, 1726, ...ben Cooperwu a child
or tbree ye&l'1l. Dr. Rlmbault sng""ts the nsme or George Alexander
Steven.. a oleverlaureate or drinking-clubs. Here, aloo, time I. advene ;
for BlenDS ..... a yonth at the publlcatlon of n Wlnlft'edLn It Ia
called a translation .. from the ancient British language."

AWAT; let nought t{) lova displeasing,
My Winifreda, move your care ;

Let nought delay the heavenly bleMing,
Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy fear.

What thou~h no grants of royal donol'll
With pompous titles grace our blood;

We'll shme in more substantial honol'll,
And to be noble we'll be good.

I 8IIulr-ocjf..
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Our name, while virtue t.hus we tender,
Will sweetly sound where-e'er 'tis spoke:

And all the great ones, they shall wonder
How they respect such little folk.

What thoul{h from fortune's lavish bounty
No mighty treasures we possess;

We'll find within our pittance plenty,
And be content without exoou.

Still shall each returning season
Sufficient for our wishell give;

For we will live a life of reason,
And that's the only life to live.

ThroIuth youth and age in love excelling,
We1l hand in hand together tread ;

Sweet-smiling peace shall crown our dwelling,
And babes. sweet-lmiling babes, our bed.

How should I love the pretty creatures,
While round my knees they fondly clung;

To see them look their mother's features,
To hear them wp their mother's tongue.

And when with envy time transported,
Shall think to rob us of our joys,

You'll in your girls again be courted,
And I'll go wooing in my boys.

THE WITCH OF WOKEY,

105

WIU'I'I'ZlI' by Dr. Harrington, of Bath. In 174S, but here printed from
a copy supplied ad altered by 8henatoDe. Woltey-hole Ia • famous
cavern Rear Wel18, In Boml!l'8l!tahIre.

IN aunciente days tradition showes
A base and wicked elfe arose,

The Witch of W okey hill:ht :
Oft have I heard the feiufUfl tale
l!'rom Sue, and Roger of the vale,

On BOrne long winter's night.
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Deep in the dreary dismall cell,
Which seem'd and was ;ycle~d' hell,

This blear-eyed hag did hide:
Nine wicked elves, as legends sayne,
She chose to form her guardian trayne,

And kennel near her side.

Here screeching owls oft made their nest,
While wolves its crag~ sides p08sest.

Night-howling tbrO the rock:
No wholesome herb could here be found;
She blasted every plant around,

And bliater'd every flock:.

Her haggard face was foull to see l
Her mouth unmeet a m.outh to bee l

Her eyne of deadly leer,
She nought devia'd, but neighbour's ill J
She wreak'd on all her wayward will,

And marr'd all goodly chaar.

All in her prime, have poets sung,
No gaudy youth, gallant and young,

E'er blest her lon¢ng annes l
And hence &rose her spight to vex.
And blast the youth of either sex.

By dint of lielliah charms.

From Glaston came a lemed wight,
Full bent to marr her fell despight,

And well he did, I ween:
Sich mischief never had been known,
And, since hiB mickle leminge shown.

Sich mischief ne'er has been.

He chauntede out his godlie booke,
He croat the water, blest the brooke.

Then-pater n08ter done,-
The ghastly hag he sprinkled o'er;
When 10 I where stood a hag before.

Now stood a gba.atly atone,

1 YcIeped--eaUC.
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Full well 'tis known adown the dale:
Tho' passin/t straD2:e indeed the tale.

And doubtfull may appear.
I'm bold to say. there's never a one.
That has not seen the witch in stone,

With all her household gear.'

But tho' this lemede clerke did well ;
With grieved heart, alas! I tell,

She left this curse behind:
That W okey.nymphs forsaken quite,
Tho' sense and beauty both unite,

Should find no leman' kind,

For lo! even, as the fiend did say,
The sex have found it to this day,

That men are wondrous scant:
Here's beauty, wit, and lIense combin'd,
With all that's good and virtuous join'd,

Yet hardly one gallant.

Shall then sich maida unpitied moane P
They might as well, like her, be stone,

As thus forsaken dwell.
Since Glaaton now can boast no clerks I
Come down from Oxenford. ye sparks,

And, oh I revoke the spen.

Yet stay-nor thus desl'<lnd, ye fair ;
Virtue's the gods' peculiar care ;

I hear the j{1'aCious voice :
Your sex shall soon be blest agen,
We only wait to find sich men,

As best deserve your choice.
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BRYAN AND PEREENE,

A WBST·INDUN BALLAD,

Is rounded 011 a tset that happened In the Island of St. C!lIutopher,
and was communicated to Percy by hb early and funlllar friend, Dr.
Grainger, the author of the • Sugar Cane."

THl! north-east wind did briskly blow;
The ship was safely moor'd;

Young Bryan thought the boat's-crew slow,
And 80 leapt overboard.

Pereene, the pride of Indian dames,
His heart lonl{ held in thrall ;

And whoso his impatience blamell,
I wot, ne'er lov d at all.

A long lonl{ year, one month and day,
He dwelt on E~lish land,

Nor once in thought or deed would stray.
Tho' ladies sought his hand.

For Bryan he was tall and strong,
Right blythsome roll'd his een,

Sweet was his voice whene'er he Bung,
He scant had twenty seen.

But who the eountlesa charms can draw,
That grac'd his mistreu true;

Such charms the old world seldom saw,
Nor oft I ween the new.

Her raven hair plays round her neck,
Like tltndrils of the vine ;

Her cheeks red dewy rosebuds deck,
Her eyes like diamonds shine.

Soon as his well-known ship she spied,
She cast her weeds away,

And to the palmy shore she hied,
All in her best array.

In sea-jp'e6n silk so neatly clad,
She there impatient stood;

The erew with wonder saw the lad
Repell the foaming flood.
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Her hands a handkerchief display'd,
Which he at parting gave;

Well pleas'd the token he survey'd,
And manlier beat the wave.

Her fair companions one and all,
Rejoicing crowd the strand;

For now her lover swam in call,
And almost touch'd the land.

Then through the white surf did she haste,
To clasp her lovely swain;

When, ah I a shlU'k bit through his waste:
His heart's blood dy'd the main I

He shriek'd! his half sprang from the wave,
Streaming with purple gore,

And BOOn it found a living grave,
And ah! was seen no more.

Now haste, now haste, ye maids, I pray,
Fetch water from the spring:

She falls, she swoons, she dies away,
And BOOn her knell they ring.

Now each May morning round her tomb,
Ye fair, fresh flowerets strew,

80 may your lovers soope his doom,
Her hapleBB fate scspe you.

GENTLE RIVER, GENTLE RIVER.

TRANSLATED PEOK THB SPANISH.

BALLADS make an lntereet1ng chapter of Spanlah literature nndt!!' the
name of Romanee8. They ohielly relate to oonlllota ..Ith the Moon,
and dlaplay the ohlTalroua gallantry of that people. Percy tranBlated
lIOIDe or these pieces, ..hile he .... studying the Spanish language.
".Rio Verde" I. the name of a riTer, and mould haTe been retained.

GENTLB river, gentle river,
1.0, thy streams are stain'd with gore,

Many a brave and noble captain
Floats along thy willow'd shore.

All beside thy limpid waters,
All beside thy sands 80 bright,

Moorish ohiefs and Christian wlU'riors
Join'd in fierce and mortal fight.
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Lords, and dukes, and noble princes
On thy fatal banks were slain:

Fatal banks that gave to slaughter
.All the pride and flower of Spain.

There the hero, brave Alonzo,
Full of wounds and ~lory died:

There the fearless Urdiales
Fell a victim by his side.

Lo! where ;yonder Don Saa.vedra
Thro' their squadrons slow retires I

Proud Seville, his native city, .
Proud Seville his worth admires.

Close behind a renel!'ado1

Loudly shouts with taunting cry ;
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saavedra;

Dost thou from the battle fly P

Well I know thee, haughty Christian,
Long I liv'd beneath thy roof;

Oft I've in the lists of ~lory
Seen thee win the pnze of proof.

Well I know thy aged parents,
Well thy blooming bride I know;

Seven years I was thy captive,
Seven years of pain and woe.

Mil! our prophet grant my wishes,
Ha~hty chief, thou shalt be mine I

Thou shalt drink that cnp of sorrow,
Which I drank when I was thine.

Like a lion turns the warrior,
Back he sends an angry ~lare :

Whizzing came the Moorish javelin,
Vainly whizzing thro' the aIr.

Back the hero fnll of fury
Sent a deep and mortal wound:

Instant sunk the Renegado,
Mute and lifeless on the ground.

I Properly aD &poItate; but lometlmes, u here, aeed to exprea an InJIdelID
pneraI.
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With a thousand Moors surrounded,
Brave Saavedra stands at bay:

Wearied out but never daunted,
Cold at length the warrior lay.

Near him fl~hting great Alonzo
Stout resISts the Paynim bands;

From his slaughter'd steed dismounted
Firm intrench'd behind him stands.

Furious press the hostile squadron,
Furious he repels their rage :

Loss of blood at length enfeebles:
Who can war with thouaands wage I

Where yon rock the plain o'erahadows.
Close beneath its foot retir'd,

Fainting sunk the bleeding hero,
And without a groan expir'd.1

• • • •

ALCANZOR AND ZAYDA,

J. KOOKISR TJ.LB.

DUTATED no. TBJ: BPAJI18B.

SOFTLY blow the eveninl{ breezes,
Softly fall the dews of night;

Yonder walks the Moor Alcanzor,
Shunning every glare of light.

1n_]"on palace lives fair Zaida,
Whom he loves with flame 80 pure;

Loveliest she of Moorish ladies;
He a young and noble Moor.

Waiting for the appointed minute,
Oft he paces to and fro;

Stopping now, now moving forwarda,
Sometimes quick, and sometimes slow.
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Hope and fear alternate teize him,
Oft; he 8~hs with heart.felt care :

See, fond youth, to ,Yonder window
Softly steps the timorous fair.

Lovely seems the moon's fair 11l8tre
To the lost benighted swain,

When all silvery bright she rises,
Gilding mountain, grove, and plain.

Lovely seems the sun's full glory
To the fainting seaman's eyes,

When some horrid storm dispersing
O'er the wave his radiance flies.

But a thousand timllll more lovely
To her longing lover's sight

SteaIs half seen the beaute01l8 maiden
Thro' the glimmerings of the night.

Tip-toe stands the anxious lover,
Whispering forth a gentle sigh:

AlIa! keep thee, lovely lady;
Tell me, am I doom'd to die P

Is it true the dreadful story,
Which thy damsel tells my page,

That seduc'd by sordid riches
Thou wilt sell thy hloom to age P

An old lord from Antiquera
Thy stem father brings along;

But canst thou, inconstant Zaida,
Thua consent my love to wrong P

If 'tis true now plainly tell me,
Nor thus trifle with my woes ;

Hide not then from me the secret,
Which the world 80 clearly knows.

Deeply sigh'd the conscious maiden,
While the pearly tears descend:

Ah! my lord, too true the story ;
Here our tender loves must end.

I 4U4 II the Jlahometan IIII1Ill orGod.
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Our fond friendship is discover'd,
Well are known our mutual vows:

.All my friends are full offury;
Storms of pllBsion shake the house.

Threats, reproaches, fears surround me I
My stern father breaks my heart :

.AlIa knows how dear it costs me,
Generous youth. from thee to part.

Ancient wounds of hostile fury
Long have rent our house and thine I

Wl1y then did thy shining merit
Win this tender heart of mine P

Well thou know'st how dear I lov'd thee
S~ite of all their hateful pride,

Tho I fear'd my haughty father
Ne'er would let me be thy bride.

Well thou know'at what cruel chidinga
Oft I've from my mother borne;

What I've su1ler'd here to meet thee
Still at eve and early morn.

I no longer may resist them I
All, to force my hand combine;

And to-morrow to thy rival
This weak frame I must reeign.

Yet think not thy faithful Zaida
Can survive so great a wrong;

Well my breaking heart IlBsures me
That my woes will not he long.

Farewell then, my dear Alcanzor I
Farewell too my life with thee I

Take this scarf a parting token I
When thou wear'st it think on me.

Soon, lov'd youth, 80me worthier maiden
Shall reward thy generous truth;

Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida
Died for thee in prime of youth.

To him all amllZ'd, confounded,
Thus she did her woes impart:

Deep he sigh'd, then cry'd,-O Zaida I
Vo not, do not break my heart.-
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Canst thou think I thus will lose thee P
Canst thou hold my love 80 small P

No! a thousand times I'll perish!
My cunt rival too Bhall fall.

Canst thou, wilt thou yield thus to them P
o break forth, and fly to me !

This fond heart shall bleed to save thee,
These fond arms shall shelter thee.

'Tis in vain, in vain, Alcanzor,
Spies surround me, bars secure:

Scarce I steal this last dear moment,
While my damsel keeps the door.

Hark, I hear my father stol'lJlinR I
Hark, I hear my mother chide I

I must 1/:0: farewell for ever I
Gracious AlIa be thy guide!

BND 01' BKBIBS THB PIUT.



SERIES THE SECOND.

• 01 JE.

RICHARD OF ALMAIGNE,
FRoII a nry ancient liS. (Harl. IISS. 2US I. 28) In the Brltllh
IIlIIeUDl. and supposed to be not later than the time of Rlcbard II.
The ballad wu .. made by one of the adherente of Simon de Montfort.
Earl of LeIcester. lOOn &fler the battle of Lewel, May 14th. 1264:' A.
few WOrdl wUl explain thla antique libel. The battle followed the
failure olthe Barons to procure a peace by a payment of 80,0001. to
the brother of Henry IlL The King. PrInce Edward hil eon, hll
brother Richard, and many of hll ftienda fell Into the hands of tbelr
enemies; whUe two great Barone of the klng'1 party, John Earl of
Warren, and Hugh Bigot. the klng'1 JOIticiary. escaped Into France.
Thll BaI1ad II aaid to hlYe been a chief caDle ofthe law made In the
third year of Edward I~ .. A.galnlt llanderoua reports or tales, to caDle
dIacord betwixt klng and people."

In the I1nt atanu the lum of 80,0001., al the demand of the klug'l
brothe, II mlarepreaented. In the second ltanza the reader Ie to
remember that Richard, with tbe Earldom of Cornwall, had the
honoura of Wallingford and Eyre conl1rmed to him, on hIa marriage
with Sanchla, daughter of the Count of Proveuce, In 1243. The third
stanza refers to tbe ftlght of Richard, who took refulle In a wlndmUl
which he defended for some time, but In the e..nlug wu obliged to
surrender. The fourth Btanza II explained by the clamonr agalnlt the
attendant I whom Richard W&I abont to bring over from Italy in 1269.
In the I1ftb Btanza tbe writer regretl the escape of the Earl of Warren;
and In the alxth and seventh ltanXU, he Intimates the peril of the
Earl of Warren and Sir Hugb Bigot, In the event of their capture.
Thla alluBion I1xes the date of the Ballad; for in 1266 they landed in
Bootb Wales, and the Boyal party lOOn afterwardl gained the upper
hand.

SI'M'ETH! alle stille, ant herkneth to me ;
The kyn,g of Alemail{Ile,l hi mi Ieaute,'
Thritti thousent pound askede he
For te make the peea4 in the countre,

Ant 80 he dude more.
Richard, thllhB thou he ever trichard,'

Tricthen7 shalt thou never more.
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Richard of Alemaigne, whit that he Wei kying.
He spende al is tresour opon swyvyng,
Haveth he noutl of Walingford oferlyng,
Let him habbe,· ase he brew, bale to drjng,l

Maugre Wyndsore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c.

The kvnsc of Alemaigne. wende do ful weI,
He BalseiIe4 the mulne for a castel,
With hare' sharpe swerdes he grounde the ltel,
He wende that the sayles were mangone17

To helpe Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &0.

The kvng of Alemaigne gederede8 ys hOlt,
Makooe him a castel of a mulne post,
Wende with is prude, ant is muchele host,·
BrohtelO from Alemayne mony sori goat

To store Windesore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c.

By God, that is abovE'n oua, he dude muche lIynne,
That lette passen over see the erl of Warynne :
He hath robbed Engelond, the mores, ant the fenne,
The gold, ant the selver, and y.borenll henne, .

For love of Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &C.

Sire Simond de Monntfort hath suored bi ys chyn,
Hevede htl nou here the erl of Waryn,
Shuld he never more corne to is yn,
N e with Iheld, ne with spE're, ne with other gyn,

To help of Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be ever, &C.

Sir Simond de Montfort hath suore bi ys cop,
Hevede'3 he nou here Sire Hue de Bigot:
All4 he shulde grante here twelfmoneth scotll
Shulde he never more with his sot pot

To helpe W yndesore.
Ricbard, thah thou be ever, &c.

1 Nout--ftowglt. I Rlbbe, .to.--lGw (II" llr.....
I Bole, .to.- ""1 /0 and. • Baioede, I!<o.-Hlud I" .US for II ....u..

• R , .tc.-cit4 tAN ........u. • Btel---J..l.

~
MID nel-aN ..giN'for II...U"f groat 11011...

• Gederede• .to. ..s II" 11..1. • Muehele, .to.-gr«JIbout.
10 Broh .qlt. II Y·boren, .to.-e<1J'rUtl1JflXJl1leN...
\I Suore, Irc.--ftOOJ"lI b,lI" .lIiN. II Reved_lIIJd" _.

" Al-<lUAo"l1l. II Sool-r",n...
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Be the luer, be the loht, sire Edward,
Thou shalt ride sporelesl 0 thy lyard
.AI the ryhte way to Dovere-ward,
Shalt thou never more breke foreward ;

Ant that reweth sore,
Edward, thou dudest as a shreward,'

. Forsoke thyn emes lore,
Richard, &0.

li7

ON THE DEATH OF KING EDWAnD THE FIRST.

Tme early attempt at elegy seems to have been composed soon after
Uledeath of Edward I., July 7th. 1807.

The king had vowed an expedition to the Holy Land; but lIDding
his end approach, he dedicated the mm of a2,OOOI. to thc maintenance
ofa large body of knights (140, say historians, SO, say. our poet), who
were to carry his heart Into Palestine. This dying command was
DeTer performed. The Eleglst attributes the failure to the advice of
the King of France, whose daughter Isabel, the young monarch,
who succeeded, Immediately married. But, In truth, Edward and bls
destructive favonrlte Piers Gaveston spent the money upon their plea
IIW'CS. To do the greater honour to the memory of his hero, our poet
puts his eIoge In the mouth of the Pope, with the same poetic licence
88 a more modem bard would have Introduced Brltannla,or the Genius
of Europe, pouring forth bls praisel.

ALLB, that beoth' of huerte trewe,4
A stounda" herkneth8 to my song

Of duel,7 that Deth hath diht us newe,
That maketh me syke, ant sorewe among ;

Of a knyht, that wee so strong.
Of wham God hath don ys wille;

Me·thuncheth' that deth hath don us wrong,
That he so sone shailligge stille.'

AI Englond ahtelO for te knowe
Of wham that song is. that y synge ;11

Of Edward !cYng, that lith12 so lowe,
Zent'" al this world is nomel' (Jon springe :11
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Trewest mon of alle thinge,
Ant in werre war ant wys,

For him we ahte our honden wrynge,l
Of Cbristendome he her the prys.

Byfore that onre kyng was ded,
He spek ase' mon that wes in care,

.. Clerkes, knyhtes, barons, he sayde,
.. y char~e ou by oure sware,

•• That ye to Engelonde be trewe•
.. Y deze,a y ne may lyven na more ;4

.. Helpeth mi sane, ant orouneth him newe,
.. For he is nest to buen y-oore.1

.. loh biqueth8 myn herte arhyt,
.. That hit be write at my devys,7

.. Over the see tbl\t HueS be diht,
.. With fourscore knyhtes al of prys,

.. In werre that bueng war ant wys,
.. AzeinlO the hethene for te fyhte,

.. To wynne the croizll that lowe lys,
.. Myself ycholde11 zef that y myhte."

Kyng of Fraunoe, thou hevedestl8 , sinne,'
That thou the counsail woldest fonde,

To latte the wille of •Edward kyng'
To wende to the holy londe:

That oure kyng hede take on honde
All Engelond to zeme ant wyll8e,

To wenden in to the holy londe
To wynnen ua heverichel4 blisse.

The messager to the pope com,
And seyde that our kynge was ded:

Y S16 oune hond the lettre he nom,ll
Ywisl7 his herte was full gret :

1 HoDdllD wryJIp--iaadI.";,,g. I .Ao&--u.
• ~d;'. • LYTen Da more---Uoe 100 knIgw.

• Y-eoI'll--doHto. I Ich b1queth-I~.
rD~,.

I ~:,~e ofthe~1s....~o .......:.r.reeide onr~~~.
11 Ycholde-I MotlU if, eu>-<J{/ II H8'f8deet-.\a4lt.

'tlle.eriche--.VaNlol:r.
II r. II probably a OODtractioD of'" 111' orpi .wo.

ll1iOm-tooi:. "Y.n.---u,.
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The Pope him self the lettre redde,
Ant spec a word. of gret honour.

U Alas! he seid, is Edward ded P
.. Of Christendome he her the flour."

The Pope to is chaumbre wende,
For doll ne mihte he speke na more ;

Ant after cardinals he sende,
That muche couthent of Cristes lore,

Bothe the las8e,3 ant eke the more,
Bed hem bothe rede ant synr :

Gret deol me4 myhte se thore,
Mony mon is honde wrynge.

The Pope of Peyter's stod at is masso
With ful gret solempne~,

Ther me con the soule blellse:
.. Kyn~ Edward honoured thou be:

" God love thi sone come after the,
.. Bringe to ende that thou hast bygonne,

"The holy crois y.mad8 of tre,
.. So fam thou woldest hit hay y-wonne.

" Jerusalem, thou hast i.lore7
. "The flour of al chivalrie

" Now kyng Edward liveth na more:
" Alas! that he zet shulde deye !

.. He wolde ha rered up ful heyze
.. Oure banners, that bueth8 broht to grounde ;

" Well longe we mowe clepe' and erie
"Er we a such kyng han y.founde."

Nou is Edward of Carnarvan
King of Engelond al aplyht,lO

God lete him ner be worse man
Then his fader. ne lasse of myht,l1

To holden is pore men to ryht,
And understonde good counsail,

AI Engelong for to wysselt ant dyht;
Of gode knyhtes darhl8 him nout fail.

lDol-~•
• Couthen-1rINto. I LuIe--laa.

• )(e-oNft; 10 in Robert of G1oucMter, "..,..... • Tbor&--aw••
• Y.mad-illad.. 7I·Iore-loot.

• Buetb-are IwofIgTal.
I CI8p&.......u. 10 AI apl1ht--aU .."."IIU.

11 r- ofm1ht--llo. a.f ,,",Tal.
U W,... ant d)'ht-Uacl alld~ 11 Darh-u14.

N2
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Tbahl mi tonge were mad of stel,
Ant min herte yzote' of bras,

The "odness myht y never telle,
That with kyng Edward was :

Kyng, as thou art cleped conqueronr,
In uch' bataille thou hadest prys;

God bringe thi soule to the honour,
That ever wes, ant ever ys.

AN ORIGINAL BALLAD BY CHAUCER.
THE vel'lliftcatton of this Sonnet is of the kind which the French call
Rondeau. Geolfrey Chaucer died Oct. 26, 1400, aged 72.

I.
YOUEE two eyn4 willsle me sodenly,
I may the heaute of them not sustene,
So wendeth6 it thorowout my herte kene.

And but your words will helenS hastely
My hertis7 wound, while that it is grene,
YourI.' two eyn willsle me sodenly.

Upon my trouth I Bey yow feithfully,
That ye ben of my liffe and deth the quene ;
For with my deth the troutb sha} be sene.

YourI.' two eyn, &c.

II.
So hath youre beauty fro your herte chased
Pitee, that me n' availeth not to pleyn ;1
For daungor haltD your mercy in his cheyne.

Giltless my deth thus have ye purchased;
I sey yow soth,lO me nedeth not to fayn :
So hath your beaute fro your herte chased.

Alas, that nature hath in yow compassed
So grete beaute. that no man may atteyn
To mercy, though he sterve for the peyn.l1

So hath yourI.' beaute, &c.

I~.. 'Yoo!..-oU"". 'Uc:h--oac•.
Ern, "".-818. rDilllla, _lfI4d...~'.

• Welldeth--:9",th. 0 Helell-heal. 7H~,.
oPleyn-ca",plaUo. • Hall-Aoldet••

10 I ••y, &0.-1 llll ,... lnIlA. 111'eyn-paia.
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III.
8yn I fro love escaped am so fat,
I Dere thinke to ben in his prison lene ;
8yn I am fre, I counte hym not a bene.1

He may answere, and sey this and that,
I do no fora,' I speak ryght 88 I mene ;
Syn I fro love escaped am so fat.
Love hath my name i.strike out of his eclat,'
And he is strike out of my hokes clene:
For ever mo •ther' is non other mene,

Byn I fro love escaped, &c.

THE TURNAMENT OF TOTTENHAM:
OB, THB WooBING, WINNING, AND WEDDING OJ' TIBBB,

TUB BEEV'S DAVGHTEB THEilE.

WHILlo: Europe was capUnted by the chll!'llll of Cblnlry and
Romance, Chaucer ridiculed Lhe latter In hia Rhyme of" Sir Topaz,"
and In the following poem we haYe a burlesque of the fonner. The
writer introduces a company of clowns Imltatlng all the 801emnltlee of
the Toomey. Bere we lind the regular challenge-the appointed day
-tbe lady for the reward-the preparallo_the dl.play of annour-
the l!CI1tcheona and devl~theoatho taken on entering the Uot&-the
aocldenl.4 of the encounter-the conqueror carrying 011' the prize-the
magnillcent feuUng, and all the other IOlemn fopperieo that uoually
attended the Toomament. The Poem was lI..t printed in 1631, by
W. Bedwell, Rector of Tottmham, ftoom a lIS. lent to hIm by hia
friend George Wither. Percy produced a correcter tranacript from a
copy p""""rved among the" Hart MSS." (~396), and appearing to
ba"e been written In Lhe reign of Henry VI., about 1466. The re
puted author of the .. Tournament" was Gilbert Pilkington, who il
anppooed to han been a predoc8llllOr of Bedwell at Tottenham.
PrIce oonaldered the Poem to be at least u old as the middle of the
Aftftnth century.

OJ' all thes kene conqueroura to carpe4 it were kynde ;
Of fele feyztyngl folk ferly we fynde,
The Turnament of ToteDham have we in mynde ;
It were harme 8ych hardynes were holden byhynde,

In story 88 we rede
Of Hawkyn, of Herry,
Of Tomkyn, of Terry,
Of them that were dughtvt

ADd staIworth7 in dede.

1 Beull-fJ '- qJ'1<lOrfj. I I do, .t:c.-I4"'" ....... I !!<-1.~1nt&.

• Carpt>-op«&J:. • Fele, &O.-jlwCl jIg/lli"fl. • Dughly-dot<glotJ.
7 Btahrorth......t""'"
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It befel in Totenham on a dere day,
Ther W88 mad a Ihurtyngl be the hy-way:
Theder com al the men of the contr_BY,
Of Hyssylton, of Hy-gate, and of Hakenay,

.And all the swete swynkers.2

Ther hopped Hawkyn,
Ther daunsed Dawkyn,
Ther trumped Tomkyn,

.And all were trewe drynkers.

Tvl the day W88 gon and evyn-song p88t,
That thay schuld reckyn ther scot and ther counts cast ;
Perkyn the potter into the press p88t,
And Bard Randol the refe,' a dozterd thou h88t,

Tyb the dere :
Therfor faine wytl wold I,
Whych of all thys bachelery
Were best worthye

To wed hur to hys fere.'

Upstyrt thOB gadelyngys7 wyth ther lang staves,
.And sayd, Randol the refe, lo! thys lad raves;
Boldely amang us thy dozter he craves;
We er rycher men than he, and mor gode haves

Of cattell and corn ;
Then Bard Perkyn, To Tybbe I have hyzLS
That I schal be alway redy in my ryzt,lI
If that it schuld be thys day sevenyzt,

Or elles zet to morn.

Then sayd Randolfe the refe, Ever be he waryd,lO
That about thys carpyng lenger wold be taryd :
I wold not my dozter, that scholl were miscaryd,
But at hur most worschip I wold scho were maryd :

Therfor a Turnament schal begynne
. Thys day BeV{'nyzt,

Wyth a flayl for to fyzt:
.And •he,' that is most of myght

Schal brouke hur wyth wynne.12

1 8hnl'lyng-a pam..e. I 8wynbn-la1>oorrmr.
I Rere-bailiff. • DoIl<!r-d""9'lUf'. I Wyt-bwto ...oxld r.

• Fere-«>i/.. 7 GadeJ1Dgyo--<lagabOlldo•
• Hyst-prt*iled. • Ryzt-rlgAt. 10 Waryci-a«wNd.

11 Bcho---<rM.
U Bchal brooke, Itc.-Mall n,joy Ur JDiti pie,""".
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Whoso berysl hym best in the turnament,
Hym schal be granted the gret be the comon &8Bent,
For to wynne my dozter wyth •du~htrnesse' of dent,'
.And •o<>ppell '4 my brode-henne • that was brozt out of

Kent:
And my dunnyd kowe

For no spens' wyl I spare,
For no cattell wyl I care,
He sohal have my gray mare,

.And my spottyd sowe.

Ther was many •a' bold lad ther bodyes to bede:'
Than thay toke thayr leve, and homward they zedo ;7
And all the weke afterward graythed ther wede,'
Tyll it come to the day, that thay suld do ther dede.

They armed ham in matts i
They set on ther nollys,'
For to kepe ther pollys,18
Gode blake boUys,1I

For batryng of bats.12

Thay sowed tham in sooepeskynnes, for thay schuld
not brest:"

Dk-onl4 toke a blak hat, insted of a crest:
•A basket or a panyer before on ther brest,'
.And a Hayle in ther halide; for to fyght prest,!'

Furth gon tha~fare :18

Ther was dli mekyl fors,
Who sohul best fend hys cors :
He that had no gode hors,

He gat hym a mare.ls

8ych another gadryngl' have I not sene oft,
When all the gret company com rydand:lO to the croft:
Tyb on a gray mare was set up on loft
On a sek ful of fedyrs,11 for ,sooo schuld syt soft,

1 Berya-bomoet.\. I Gr&-priu.
I Dent-otfoob.

• OoJlIHU. W. mil DIe th. pbraoo, " .. eopple-orowned hon."
• Spen&--up.-. • Bed~ug., off....

7 Zed_. I Graythed, &4J.-pr.pared Ilft. elot1loog.
I NoUya-AeaM. 14 Pollya-poUl.

11 BoU,o-bo..lI. 11 B&to-cudgell.
11 n., ....oJ. iU...I••••p i••.v"1"h~by _y qf_.

11 m-ou-.acl O1U. 11 Preot-r.ad,. "Earll• .tC._ Ulq .....t.
17Kyd-.~.

10 It ...... dialmlce to ohivalry to rid. on .. mare.
- Ii Gadryng-gatUring.

• RydaDd, &4J.--ridi"fl to iU ...lonr.. II Fedrn-f«dJon.
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And led • till the gap.'
Foreryeng of the men
Forther wold not Tyb then,
Tylseho had hur brode hen

Set in hur Lap.

A gay gyrdyl Tyb had on, borowed for the nonys,
And a garland on hur hed fuI of rounde bonys,
And a broehe on hur brest ful of' sapphyre' stonys,
Wyth the holy-rode tokenyng,l was wrotyn' for the nonys ;

For no ' spendin~s' thay had spared.
When joly Gyb saw hur thare,
He gyrdS so hys gray mare,
• That seho lete a fowkin'4 fare

At the rereward.

I wow to God, quoth Herry, I sehal not leCe behynde,
May I mete wyth Bernard on Bayard the blynde,
Iell man kepe hym out of my wynde,
For whatsoever that he be, before me I fynde,

I '\Vot I schall hym greve.
Wele sayd, quoth IIawkyn.
And I wow, quoth Dawkyn,
May I mete wyth Tomkyn,

Hys flayle I sehal hym reve.

I make a vow, quoth Hud, Tyb, son sehal thou Be,
Whyeh of all thys bachelery , granted' is the gre:
I sohal seomfeti thaym all, for the love of the;
In what place so I come thay sehal have douteof me,

Myn armes ar so c1ere :
I bere a reddyI, and a rake,
Poudred wyth a brenand drake,7
And three cantells8 of a cake

In yehal cornere.

I wow to God, ll.uoth Hawkyn, yf •l' have the gowt,
AI that I fynde In the felde • thrustand' here aboute,
Have I twyes or thryes redyn thurj1;h the route,
In yeha Itede10 ther tftay me Ie, afme thay schal have doute,

I Wyth the holy-rode tokenyng.....d.~ ",... 10....
• Wrotyn--..n>llgAt. • Gyril-laded.

• J'owldn-.pilH ontrla. • Bcomfet-d~.
I Dout-/_.

7 Breuand drak~.,.iap,ajlr..,.... 10 calUd; /nel ...... it _
to tigftif" /neMJitoJ1 "",b.,." flr<./waruU.

• Cll\l~". I Yoh l. 108ted~
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When I begyn to play.
I make avowe that I ne schall,
But yf Tybbe w;yl me call,
Or I be thryea don fall,

Ryztl onyal com away.
Then sayd Terry, and swore be hys crede;
Saw thou never yonlt boy forther hys body hede,·
For when thaI fyzt fastest and most ar in drede,
I schall take Tyb by the hand, and hur away lade I

I am anned at the full ;
In myn armys 1 bere wele
A doz trogh,' and a pele,
A aadyll wythout a panell,

W yth a flea' of woI1
I make a vow, quoth Dudman, and swor be the stra,
Whyla me ys left my •mare,' thou gets hurr not swa;7
For scho ys wele schapen, and lizt as the rae,s
Ther is no capnlll in thy. myle befor hur sohal ga;

Behe wul ne nozt begyle:
Behe wyI me bere, I dar say,
On a lang somerys day,
Fro H--yssylton to Hakenay,

Nozt other halfmyle.
I make 8 vow, quoth Perkyn, thow speks of cold rost,
I sehal wyrch10 'wyselyer' withouten any boat:
Five of the hest capnlys, that ar in thys oat,
I wot I sehal thaym wynne, and bring thaym to my cost,

And here I grant thaym Tybbe.
Wele boyes here ys he,
That wyI fyzt, and not fie,
For I am in my jolyte,

Wyth so forth, Gybbe.
When thay had ther vowes made, furth can thay hie,
Wyth flayle9, and homea, and tmmpes mad oftre:
Ther were all the bachelerys of that contre ;
Thay were dyztll in aray, as thaymselfea wold be :

Thayr baners were ful bryzt
Of an old rotten fell ;
The cheveron of a plow-mell;lI
And the sehadow of a hell,

Poudred wyth the mone lyzt.11

1~,. • Ryat-rigll. •OD~. • Bed......~'•
• DolI.t1'1>llh-dolrgA-In>Ng4. • Fl_p_. 7s.......... •~OI•
• Capul-......... I. Wyroh, &c.---tr<Jr1< """'. w.l,. U Dyzi--dr_N.

u l'lo....me1l-G oaall _deft .\a....or .....eti....j1zN "' a. p14.,4.
u )l0D811~1l.
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I wot yt •WIUI' no chylderl game, whan thay to~dyr met.
When icha freke' in the feld on hys feloy3 bet,4
And layd on sty!ly, for nothyn~ wold thay let,
And foght ferly' flUlt, tyll ther horses swet,

And few wordys spoken.
Ther were flayl88 al to slatred,'
'.fher were scheldys al to flatred,
Bollys and dysches7 al to schatred,

And many hedyss brokyn.
There WIUI cl~ of cart-sadelys, and clatterynl{ of

cannes;
Of fele frekys in the feld brokyn were their fannes ;'
Of sum were the hedys brokyn, of sum the brayn-pannes,
And yII were thay besene,lo or thay went thanns,

Wyth swyppyngll of swepyls :
Thay were so wery for-fol'tht,lJ
Thay myzt13 not fyzt mare oloft,
But creped a.bout in the •croft,'

AS thay were croked crepyls.14
PerkyIl WlUIsO wery, that he began to loute;
Help, Hud, I am ded in thys ylk rowte :
An hors for forty pens, a gode and a stoute !
That I may lyztly come of my noye oute,1i

For no cost wyl I spare.
He styrt up lUI a anayle,
And hentl8 a ca.pnl be the tayle,
And' reft' Dawkin hys !layle,

And wan there a mare.
Perkyn wan five, and Hud wan twa.:
Glad and blythe thay ware, that they had don sa;
Thay wold have tham to Tyb, and present hur with tha :
The Ca]lnlls were so wery, that thay myzt not ga.

But styl ~on thay stond.
Alas! quoth Hudde, my joye I lese;
Mee had lever then a ston of chese,
That dere Tyb had al these,

And wyst it were my sond.17

1 Chyld8l'--clildr...',. I Frek.............
I Feloy-f.lbnD. I Bet---./id /nat. • Ferly---tDO'lltln'r.uy.

• Slatred-qU"""'''. 7 Boll,Y1l-6otolt ..lId /liMo,.
I Hed~. I Fann-,,,,,",.....ufor .,;.-u.g .......

10 B....me---<'!ad.
11 Bwyppyng, &c._riJri.,1fatt toitA 1M -fltAU.

11 For-foRht---<>Nr,f'OIIII.u.
11 Myat, &c.-'gll MOIJIII"Iu tIlor, CIIqff.

I. CrepyJa-mpplu. II Noye onte-<J.MO.I'fJIIC'. .. Hent-Zaid 1Iol4 'If.
17 ADd wyat, &c.-Alld kMto Of ..... • , ,Ntttg.
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Perkyn turnyd hym about in that ych thrang,
Among thos wery boyes he wrest and he W1'IInll;;
He threw tham donn to the erth. and thrast tham amang,
When he saw Tyrry away wyth Tyb fang,'

And after hym ran ;
Off his hone he hym drofh.t
And gaP h~ of hIS flay ino/lh I
We te he! quoth Tyb, and lugh,'

Ye er a dughty man.

• Thus' thay tugKed, and rugged, tyl' yt was nare nyzt:
All the wyves of Tottenham came t{) se that syzt
Wyth wyspes, and kexis,7 and ryschysS there lyzt,8
To fetch hom ther husbandes, that were tham trouth plyzt ;

And sum brozt gret harwOS,'O
Ther husbandes hom to fetch,
Sum on dores, and sum on hech,lI
Sum on hyrdyllys, and som on crech,1t

And sum on whele-barows.

Thay It&deryd Perkyn about, •on •everych syde.
And grant hym ther 'the we,' the more was hys pryde:
Tyb and he,wyth gret 'mirth,' homward con thay ryde,
And were al nyzt togedyr, tyl the mom tyde;

And thAy 'to church went:'
So wele hys nedys he has sped,
That dere Tyb he ' hath' wed;
The prayse-Folk,J· that hur led,

Were of the Turnament.

To that ylk festH com many for the nones;
Some come hyphalte,'1i and some trippand 'thither' on the

stonys:
Sum a staf in hys hand, and sum two at onys ;
Of sum where the hedes broken. of some the sohulder

bonys;

I Fan~. off. •Drog~.
• TJac-ga•• Ai.. qf lieflail """'flit.

• Te~..no" of ~Iot.... • Lugh-l<lllg""'.
Ty1, &c.-till il ............ nlgM.

7 Xexi~za.". eticlu ....<If... .....au,. •BYI"h~.
• ~;r~j,--AatcIt. 10 8010~~~~ •

.. Mr. Chappell, "peoJring or a l.t..,. age, observ_" A weddinl! ...... or.
mueh gayer character than now. There waa f1ntthe •Bnot'" up,' amoming
eong to wake the hride; then the mwrio to conduct her to ohlUCb, the same
1'l'om ohlUCh:'

.. F...tr-ftalt. 1.1 Byphalt&-"'- ito til Aip.
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With sorrow come thy thedyr.
W 0 was Hawkyn. wo was Herry,
Wo was Tomkyn, wo Wall Terry,
And 80 was all the bachelary,

When thy met togedyr.

At that fest thay wer 8ervyd with a ryche aray,
Every fyve & fyve had a cokenay;'
And 80 thay sat in jolyte al the lun~ day;
And at the last thay went to bed with ful gret dE'rlLy :2

Mek::yl myrth was them amon~;
In every comer of the hoUB
Was melody delycyoUB
For to here precyus

Of six menys Bong,·

FOR THE VICTORY AT AGINCOURT.

Tms Song In praise of the victory at Aglnconrt (Oct. 25tb, UU) Is
printed from a MS. copy In tbe Pepys collection, ..hleb also contalns
tbe muale to It, written, as Dr. R1mbault Informs ua, on nUam, In tbe
Gregorian, or square and lozenge notes. .. In Its original state, this
song may be considered as tbe ftl'llt Englisb regular composition of
..bleb we ba..e any remains." Altbough Henry .. bad forbidden the
minstrels to celebrate his ..Ictory," he was a patron of the" Order," and
both of his biograpbertl mention his lo..e of mwdo.

Dec gratilU, ..4.nglia, redde pro flictoria !

Own kyn~ went forth to Normandy,
With ~ar.e and myzt or chivalry;
The God for hym wrouzt4 marvelously,
Wherefore Englonde may calle, and cry,

Den .qrati.a8 :
Dec gratiru, ..4.lIglia. redde pro flwroria.

1 Every f'rve, Ao.-BHryfl•• lad a cook <w onllioJa to atUIt4 1Ma.
J Deray---1lOil. aM ""'Itl<rion.

I lib tIIft,. Mnlg--i.•.t • .anR for lis: wiees.
..It bu been ouppooed that thio io an aUn.ion to •S- .. ;"",........

whicb requires iii>: perf'ormen i but in aU probability there were many 1I1lcl.
8Onf!lll..a1tbeJullh hut oue oronon .....Iy date hat deocended to 1I8."-Ch&ppeU.
"0" ropular Maai.... p. 87.

. • Wrouat--iorotlqll.



THE NOT-BBOWNE lIIAYD.

He sette a sege; the sothe for to say,
To Harflue toune with ryal any;
That toune he wan, and made a fray,
That Fraunce shall rywe tyl domes day.:

Then went owre kynge, with alle his oste,
Thorowe Fraunce for all the Frenshe boste j

He spared' for' drede of leste, ne most,
Tyl he come to Agincourt coste.'

Than for sothe that knyzt4 comely
In Aginoourt feld he fauzt manly,
Thorow grace of God most myzty
He had bothe the felde, and the VIctory :

Ther dukys, and erlys, lorde and barone,
Were take, and slayne, and that welsone,'
And some were ledde in to Lundone
With joye, and merthe, and grete renone.
Now KJ'Ilcious God he save owre kynge,
His peple, and all his wei wyllynge,
Gef him gode lyfe, and gode endynge,
That we with merth mowe savely syn/te,

Deo gratiaa :
Deo gratiaa, .&nglia, redile pro victoria.

THE NOT·BROWNE MAYD.

189

Tm: Not-browne Haydtlnt appeared about the year lU1,1n • curlOUI
miscellany of odd things, entitled "Arnold's Chronicle." Warton
draWl a proof from the language or the Ballad, that It ..... not written
earlier than tile beginning of the sixteenth century, and he soapected
the lentiment to be too relined for the popular tute. PrIor founded
hla .. Henry and Emma" upon thl. Poem, without preserving Its
natnralnesa or harmony i for the Ballad Is a little drama, arttuIly
'YarIed, and atrl1dDglyoonduoted to III close.

BB it ryght or wrong, these men among
On women do complayne ;'

Affyrmynge this, how that it is
A labour spent in vayne,

) ~tIg., • DamN day-do<nuJa"• Coate--rogwoo. • Knyt.l,-bigU, • 80 •
• Fanner propoaea to read the lira! lin.. thua:-

Be It right or Wl'Ong, 'tis men am011io
On women to oomplaylle.
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To love them wele; for never a delel

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

Thep' favour to att&yne,
Yet, yf a newe do them penue,

Theyr fint true lover than
Laboureth for noullht; for from her' thoup;ht

He is a banyshed man.

I say nat nay, but that all day
It is bothe writ and aayd,

That woman's faith is, as who aayth,
All utterly decayed;

But, neverthelesBe, ryght good wytnesse
In this case might be layd,

That they love true, and continue:
Recorde the Not.browne Mayde:

Which, when her love came, her to prove,
To her to make his mone,

W olde nat depart; for in her hart
She loved but hym alone.

Than betwaine us late us dyscusl

What was all the manere
Betwayne them two: we wy11 also

Tell all the payne, and fere,
That she was m. Nowe I begyn,

So that ye me answere ;
Wherfore, all ye, that present be

I pray yon, gyve an ere.4

.. I am the knyght; I come by nyght,
As Illlcret as I can ;

Sayinge, Alas! thus standeth the case,
I am a banyshed man,"

BUll.-And I your wy11 for to fnlfy11
In this wyll nat refuse;

TTIlIlty~ to shewe, in word~ fewe,
That men have an y11 use

(To theyr own shame) women to blame,
And caullele88e them accuse;

Therfore to you I answere nowe,
All women to excuse,-

1 Del-.l...l.
·D~.
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Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere P
I pray you, tell anone;

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

llE.-It standeth 80; a dede is do
Wherof grete harme shall growe :

My destiny is for to dy
A 8hamefull deth, I trowe I

Or elles to fie: the one must be.
None other way I knowe,

But to withdrawe as an outlawe,
And take me to my bowe.

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

For I must to the grene wade go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

SllE.-O Lord, what is thys worldys blysse,
That chan.Reth as the mone!

My somer's day in lusty May
Is derkedl before the none.

I here you 8ay. Farewell: Nay, nay,
We depart nat so sone.'Wflu.say ye so P wheder' wy11 ye goP

! what have ye done P
All my welf'are to sorrowe and care

Sholde chaunge, yf ye were gone;
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde

I love but you alone.

lli.-I can beleve, it shall you greve,
And somewhat you dystrayne;'

But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde
Withm a day or twayne

Shall sone aslake :. and ye shall take
Comfort to you ap;ayne.

WhJ sholde ye ought P for, to make thought,
Your labour were in vayne.

And thus I do; and pray you to,
As hartely,' as I ('an;

For I must to the grene wOlle go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

19l
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SUB.-NOW, syth that ye have shewed to me
The secret of your mynde,

I shall be playne to you ~ayne,
Lyke as ye shall me fynde.

Syth it is so, that ye wyfi go,
I wolle not leve behynde ;

Shall never be sayd, the Not.browne Mayd
Was to her love unkynde :

Make you redy, for 80 am I,
Allthough it were anone;

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

HB.-Yet I you rede' to take good hede
What men wyll thynke. and say:

O(yonge, and olde it shall be tolde,
That ye be gone away,

Your wanton wyll for to fnlfill,
In grane wode you to play;

And that ye mYKht from your delyght
No lenger make delay.

Rather thlln ye sholde thus for me
Be called an y11 woman,

Y:et wolde I to the Kfeue wode go,
Alone, 8 banyshed man.

SUB.-Though it be son~e of old and yonge,
That I sholde be to blame,

Theyrs be the charge, that speke so large
IIi hurtrnge of my name:

For I wyl prove, that faythfulle love
It is devoyd of shame;

InJour dystre88e, and hevyne88e,
To part with you, the same:

And sure all tho,' that do not so,
True lovers are they none;

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

HB.-I counceyle3 yon, remember howe,
It is no mayden's lawe,

Nothynge to dout, but to rennet out
To wode with an outlil.we:

1 Rede-ad.....
• CoUDCl811o-<>o...ol.
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For ye must there in your hand bere
A bowe, redy to dniwe ;

And, as a thefe, thus must you lyve,
Ever in drede and awe;

Wherl'by to !OU grete harme myght growe :
Yet had I lever! than.

That I had to the grane wode go,
Alone, a banYBhed man.

SHB.-I thinke nat nay, but as ye say,
It is no mayden'8 lore :

But love may make me for your sake,
As I have sayd before,

To come on fote, to hunt, and shote
To gete U8 mete in store ;

For BO that I your oompany
May have, I aske no more :

From which to part, it mueth my hart
As colde as any 8tone ;

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde
I love liut.you alone.

RE.-For an outlawe thi8 is the lawe,
That men hym take and bynde;

Without pytA, hanged to be,
And waver with the wynde.

If I had nede (as God forbede I)
What rescous' coudeIe fynde P

Fonoth, I trowe, ye an your bowe
For fere wolde drawe behynde :

And no mervayle; for lytell avayle
Were in your oounceyle than :

Wherefore I wy11 to the grane wode go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

SHB.-RIght wele knowe y60 that women be
But feble for to fy~ht ;

No womanhede it i8 lUdede
To be bolde as a lmyght :

Yet, in 8uch fere yf that ye were
With enemyes day or nyght,

I walde withstande, with bowe in bande,
To grave them as I myght,

And you to save; 88 women have
FrOm deth •men' many one;

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

1~. J BeMOU r.....
o
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HB.-Yet take jtOOd hede; for ever I drede
That ye coude nat sustayne

The thornie wayes, the depe valeies,
The snowe, the frost, the rayne,

The colde, the hete: for dry, or weta,
We must lodge on the playne ;

And, us above, none other rofe
But a brake bush, or twayne :

Which Ilone sholde KJ'llve you, I beleve ;
And ve walde gladly thAn

That I had to the grene wode go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

SUE.-8yth I have here bene pnrtynere
With you of joy and bly8le.

I must also parte of your wo
Endure, all reson is :

Yet am I sure of one plesUre ;
And shortely, it is thiB :

That, where ye be, me semeth, parde,
I conde natl fare amyne.

Without more speche, I yon beseche
That we were Bone agone;

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

HE.-If ye go thyder, ye must oonsyder,
WhAn Ie have lust to dyne,

There Ilhlill no mete be for yon gate,
Nor drinke, bere, ale, ne wyne.

No shates elene, to lye betwene,
Made of threde and twine ;

None other house, but levet! and bowes,
To cover your hed and myne,

o myne harte Bwete, this evyil dy~te
Sliolde make yon pale and wan;

Wherfore I wyil to the grane wode go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

SUB.-Amonge the wylde dere, such an arcbere,
As men say that Ie be,

Ne may nat fayle a good vitayle,'
Where is 80 grete plente :

•
1 Ooad. aa-.-ld toot•
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And water clere of the ryv6re
Shall be full swete to me ;

With whieh in hele' I shall ryght welf\
Endure, as ye shall see ;

And, or we ~o, a bedde or two
I can provyde anone ;

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

RE.-LaJet, before, ye must do more,
Yfye wyll go with me:

As cut your here' up by your ere,
Your kyrtel by the kne ;

With howe in hande, fOl" to withstande
Your enemyes, yf nede be :

And this same nyght before day-Iyght,
To wOOe.warde wyll I fie.

Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill,
Do it shorlely as ye can:

Eis wyll I to the grane wOOe go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

SHB.-I shall as nowe do more for you
Than Iongeth to womanhede ;

To ahote my here, a bowe to bere,
To ahote in tyme of nede.

o my swete mother, before all other
For you I have moat drede :

But nowe, adue I I must ensue,·
Where fortune doth me lede.

All this make ye: Now let us fie ;
The day cometh fast upon;

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

liB.-Nay, nay, nat so; ye ahall nat go,
And I shall tell ye why,-

Your appetyght is to be lyght
Of love, I wele espy:

For, lyke as ye have sayed to me,
In lyke wyse hardely

Ye wolde answere whosoevel" it Wet'E',

In way of company.
It is aayd ofolde, Sone hote, sone coMe;

And ao is a woman.
Wherfol"e I to the wOOe wyll go,

Alone, a banyahed man.
I H~MaUl. • H__Aair. • Enn-.foU-.
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SHB.-Yfye take hede, it i.e no nede
Such wordes to say by me ;

For oft ye prayed, and longe-assayed,
Orl I you loved, parde :2

And though that I of auncestry
A baron's daughter be,

Yet have you proved howe I you lo.ed,
A squyer onowe dejp'e;

And ever shall, whatso befall;
To dy therlore anone ;1

For, in my mynde, of all mllukynde
I love but you alone.

HB.-A baron's chylde to be begylde !
It were a c1ll'Iled dede ;

To be felawe4 with an outIawe !
Almighty God forbede I

Yet beter were, the pore squyere
Alone to forest yede!

Than ye sholde say another day,
That, by my cuned dade,

Ye were betray'd: Wherfore, ~ood mayd,
The best redes that I can,

Is, that I to the grane wode go,
Alone, a banysJled man.

SHB.-Whatever befall. I never shall
Of this thyng you upbrayd:

But yf ye go, and leve me 80,
Than have ye me betrayd.

Remember you weIe, howe that ye dele;
For, yf ye, as ye sayd,

Be 80 uDkynde, to leve behynde,
Your love, the N ot.browne Mayd,

Trust me truly, that I shall dy
Bone after ye be gone;

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

HB.-Yf that ye went, ye sholde repent;
For in the forest nowe

I have purvayed7 me of a mayd,
Whom I love more than you;

1 ~((ore. I P.rd~ inIa.
I i. ,. for thi.I _; thotIgh I were to die for haTina lO\'ed you.

• Fela__f'UO',..,.,.....,.· •y~.
•R~ , l'unayed-proIIi""'"
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Another fayrere than ever ye were,
I dare it wele avowe;

And of you bothe eche sholde be wrothe
With other as I trowe :

It were myne ese to lyve in peae;l
Bo wy11 I, yf I can j

Wherfore I to the wOOe wy11 go,
Alone, a banyshed man.

BUB.-Though in the wOOe I undyrstode
Ye had a paramour,

All this mar nought remove my thought,
But that I wy11 be your:

And she shall tynde me soft and kynde,
And courteys every hour;

Glad to fulfy11 all tluit she wy11
Commaunde me to my power:

For had ye, 10, an hundred mo,
•Of them I wolde be one j'

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

RB.-Myne owne dere love, I Be the prove
That Ie be kynde and true ;

Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe,
The beat that ever I knewe.

Be mery and glad, be no more sad,
The case is chaun.8'ed newe ;

For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe,
Ye sholde have cause to rewe.

Be nat dismayed; whatsoever I sayd
To you, whan I began;

I "'111 nat to the grene wOOe go;
I am no banyslied man.

BUB.-These tydings be more gladd to me,
Than to be made a quene,

Yf I were sure they sholde endure ;
But it is often sene,

Whan meD wy11 breke promyse, they speke
The word6s on the &plene.

Ye shape some wyle me to begyle,
And stele from me, I wene:

Than were the case worse than it was,
And I more wo.begone :

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

'EM,~CoUH"p-.
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HB.-Ye shall nat nede further to drede ;
I wyll nat dysp~e

You (God defend !), syth ye descend
Of so grete a lyna.~e.

Nowe undyrstande; to Westmarlande,
Which is mYne herytage,

I wyll you brynge; and with a rynge,
By way of mnry~e

I wyll you take, and lady make,
As shortely as I can :

Thus have you won an Erly's son,
And not a banyshed man.

AUTnoE.-Here may ye se, that women be
In love, meke, kynde, and stable:

Latel never man reJlrove them than,
Or call them variable; .

But rather pray God that we may
To them be comfortable;

Which sometyme proveth such, as he loveth,
Yf they be charvtable.

For syth men wolcIe that women sholde
Be meke to them each one;

Moche more ought they to God obey,
And serve but Hym alone.

A BALET: BY THE EARL RIVERS,
b Imltatlon of some verses by Chancer, beginning" Alone walking."
k. It Is the only original poem by that accomplished nobleman.
and wu composed during his Imprisonment. He was beheaded at
Pontetraet, by order of Richard Ill., June 13th, USB.

BUJilWH.A.T musyng, And more mornyng,
In remembringThe unstydfastnes ;

This world being Of such whelyng.'
Me contrarieng, What may I gesse P

I fere dowtles, Remediles,
Is now to sese My wofull chaunce,

[For unkyndness, Withouten leu,
And no redress, Me doth avaunce,

\Vith displesaunce, To my grevaunce,
And no suraunce Of remedy.]

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

I Late-lot. • WhelYJlI_MoU..,..
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Me thynkys truly, Bowndynl am I,
Amf thAt gretly, To be content:

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

Mylyff was lent Me U> on intent,
Hytt3 is ny spent. Welcome fortune I

But I ne went Thus to be abent,4
But abo' hit ment; Such is hur won.'

CUPID'S ASSAULT: BY LORD VAUX.

W AB'I"OIf believed Lord Vanx, the poet, to be TholIUlll the IOn of
NlchoIu, M the ohiniD8 ornament of the Court of Helll"J VIT.," and who
died in the year 1623.

WHBN Cupide scaled first the fort,
Wherein my hart lay wounded sore ;

The batry was of such a sort,
That r must yelde or die therfore.

There sawe I Love upon the wall,
How he his banner did display:

Alanne, alanne, he gan to call:
And bad his souldiours kepe aray.

The armes, the which that Cupide bare,
Were pearced hartes with teares besprent,7'

In silver and sable to declare
The stedfast love he alwayes ment.

There might you se his band all drest
In colours like to white and blacke ;

With powder and with pelletes prest
To bring the fort to spolle and sacke.

Good.wyll, the maister of the shot,
Btode in the rampire brave and proude,

For spence· of pouder he spared not
Assault! assault I to crye aloude.

There might you heare the cannons rore;
Eche pece discharged a lover's loke ;

Which liad the power to rent, and tore
In any place whereas they toke•

• Wry-twA a.rid••
• Sh",,~, 00",",,1IIU4.
6 Won-uagl, or ouloa.
• Spence-IotJHlUl.
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And even with the trumpette's sownel

The scaling ladders were up set,
And Beautie walked up and downe,

With bow in hand, and arrowes whet.

Then first Desire began to seale,
And shrouded him under' his' targe ;'

As one the worthiest of them all,
And aptest for to geve the charge.

Thenjushed souldiers with their pikes,
An halberdes with handy strolCes ;

The argabushe' in Hesh it lightes,
And duns the ayre with misty smokes.

And 88 it is the souldier's use,
When shot and powder gins to want,

I hanlted ul! my fuillge of truce,
Ana pleaded up for my live's grant.

When Fansy thus had made her breche,
And Beauty entred with her band,

With bagge and bllgg~e, sel,.4 wretch,
I yelded into Beautie I hand.

Then Beautie had to blow retrete,
And every souldier to retire,

And Mercy wyn'd with 8J?8de to fet
Me captive bound 118 pnsoner.

Madame, quoth I, lith that this day
Hath served ,you at all_yes,

I :!ilid to 'ou WIthout delay
Here 0 the fortresse all the kayes.

And Bith that I have ben the marke,
At whom you shot at with your eye;

Nedes must you with your handy warke,
Or lIII1ve my sore, or let me die.
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sm ALDINGAR.
THIs Ballad II !!om the foUo H8~ amended IUId oompleted by Percy.
who IUppoIelI the Poet to hue had In his eye the story of Gunhilda,
sometimes oalled E1eIUIor, who was married to the Emperor (here called
KIng) Henry. Soott printed & Ballad, .. SIr Hugh Ie BloDd," which he
beHeved to be the origin&! of " Sir Aldlngar;" the incident. belnl the
nme, excepting that In .. AldInpr" lUI agel dOM baWl !or the Queen
Inate&d of & mort&! ch&lllpion. The (&lee steward II dl1rllrently n&llled
in the two ballads; but 800tt tr&ced & ~b11U1C8 In IOIII1d between
"Aldlngu and RodlDgh&lll," IUId thought that the CIIII might, by
reciters, be euI1y IUbatltuted !or the other.

On kf~:~epta false stewarde,
Sir . they him call;

A falser steward than he was one,
Servde not in bower nor hall

He wolde have layne by our comelye queene,
Her deere wonhippe to betraye :

Our queene she WIUI a~ woman,
And evermore said hun naye.

Sir AIdingar Wall wrothe in his mind,
With her hee was never content,

Till traiteroua meanee he oolde devylle,
In a fyer to have her brent.1

There came a lazar to the king's gate,
A lazar both blinde and lame :

He tooke the lazar upon hiI backe;
Him on the queene's bed baa layne.

.. L:y:e still, luar, wheras thou lyest,
.. Looke thou goe not hence away;

.. TIe make thee a whole man and a BOund
.. In two howen of the day."s

Then went him forth Ilir Aldingar,
And hyed him to our k:iJuz :

.. If I uught have grace. aIl'l have space,
.. Sad tydings I oould bring,"

Say on, 88y on, sir Aldingar,
Saye on the soothe· to mae.

.. Our queene hath chosen a new new love,
.. And shee will have none of thee.
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II If shee had chosen a right good knight,
.. The le88e had beene her shame;

II But she hath chose her a lazar man,
II A lazar both blinde and lame."

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

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

But if it be false, sir Aldingar,
As God nowe grant it bee!

Thy body, I sweare by the holye rood,
Shall hang on the gallows tree.

He brought our king to the queene's chamber,
And opend to him the dore.

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

If thou were a man, as thou art none,
Here on my sword thoust dye;

But a Jlayre of new gallowes shall be built,
And there shalt thou hang on hye.

Forth then hyed our king, I wysse,
And an angry man was hee ;

And soone he found queene Elinore,
That bride so bright of blee.1

Now God you save, our queene, madame,
And Christ you save and see;

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

If you had chosen 8 right good knight,
The lesse had been your shame:

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

Therfore a fyer there shall be built,
And brent all shalt thou bee.--

.. Now out alacke! said our comly queenc,
Sir Aldingar's false to mee.

Now out, alacke! sayd our comIye queene,
My heart with griefe will brast.

I had thou~ht swevens' had never been true ;
I have proved them true at last.

I Bl pluioto. • Swevena--dr......



SIB ALDINGAB.

I dreamt in my sweven on thursday eve,
In my bed wheras I laye,

I dreamt a grypel and a plie beast
Had carryed my crowne awaye;

My gorj1;ett2 and my kirtle of golde,
And all my faire head.geere :

And he wold worrye me with his tU8hJ

And to his nest y-beare:
Saving there came a little' f!;r&y' hawke,

A merlin him they call,
Which untill the grounde did 8trike the grype,

That dead he downe did fall.

Gifl'e4 I were a man, as now I am none,
A battell wold I prove,

To fight with that traitor Aldingar ;
Att him I C88t my glove.

But seeing Ime ahle noe battell to make,
My liege, grant me a knight

To fight with that traitor 8ir Aldingar,
To maintaine me in my right."

.. Now forty daye8 I will give thee
To seeke thee a lrnight therin :

If thou find not a knight in forty dayes
Thy bodye it mU8t brenn."

Then 8hee 8ent east, and 8hee 8ent west,
By north and south hedeene:·

But never a champion colde 8he find,
W olde fight with that knight 800 keene.

Now twenty daye8 were 8pent and gone,
Noe helpe there might be had;

Many a teare shed our comeIye queene,
And aye her hart was 8ad.

Then came one of the queene'8 dllln8elles,
And knelt upon her knee ;

.. Cheare up, cheare up. my gracioU8 dame,
I trU8t yet helpe may be :

And here I will make mine avowe,'
And with the 8ame me binde ;

That never will I return to thee,
Till I some helpe may finde."

• Tuob-tut, or 1oGti•
• Al'ow&--c!OIP.
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Then forth she rode on a faire palfraye
Oer hill and dale about:

But neyer a champion colde she finde,
W olde fighte WIth that knight 80 stout.

And nowe the daye drewe on a 1>&00,
When our Kood queene must dye;

All woe-begone was that faire dainslme,
When she found no helpe was nye.

All woe-begone was that faire damselle,
And the salt teares fell from her eye:

When 10 I as she rode bv a river's side,
She met with a tinye boye.

A tinye boye she mette, God wot,
All clad in mantle of golde;

He seemed noe more in man's liken"
Then a childe of four yoore aIde.

Why grieve you, damaelle faire, he Bayd,
And what doth cause you moane P

The damsell scant walde deigne a looke,
But fast she pricked on.

Yet turn againe, thou Caire damselle,
And fP'OOte thy queene from moo :

When bale is att hyest, boatel is nyest,
Nowe helpe enoughe may bee.

Bid her remember what she dreamt
In her bedd, wheras shea laye :

How when the gry\le and the grimly beast
Walde have camed her erowne awaye,

Even then there came the little I(ray hawke,
And Bayed her from his dawes :

Then bidd the ~ueenebe merry at hart,
For heayen will fende her cause.

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

And when she told liar gracious dame
A gladd woman then was shae.

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

Then woeful, woeful was her hart,
And the teares stood in her eye.
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And nowe a fyer was built of wood;
And a stake was made of tree;

And now queene Elinor forth was led,
A sorrowful sight to see.

'Three times the herault he waved his hand,
And three times spake on hye :

Giff any ROOd knight will fendel this dame,
Come fOrth, or shee must dye.

No knight stood forth, no knight there came,
No helpe apyeared nJ.e :

And now the fyer was lighted up,
Queen Elinor she must dye.

And now the fyer was lighted up,
As hot as hot might bee;

When riding upon a little white steed,
The tinye boy they see•

.. Away with that stake, away with those brands,
And loose our comelye quoone :

I am come to fight with sir A.ldin~,
And prove him a traitor keene."

Forthe then stood sir A.ldingar,
But when he saw_the chylde,

He laughed, and scoffed, and turned his backe,
And weened he had been beguylde.

.. Now turne, now turne thee, A.ldingar,
And eyther flghte or flee ;

I trust that I shall avenge the wronge,
Thoughe I am so small to see."

The bor-e Jlulld forth a well good sworde,
So gilt It dazzled the ee ;

The first stroke stricken at A.ldingar
Smote off his leggs by the knee.

U Stand up, stand up, thou false traitOr,
And fight upon tliy foote,

For and thou thrive, as thou begin'st,
Of height wee shall be meete."

A priest, a priest, sayes A.ldingar,
While I am a man alive.

A priest, a priest, sayes A.ldingilr,
Me for to houzle and shrive.'
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I wolde have laine by our oomlie queene.
Bot shee wolde never conBent ;

Then I thought to betraye her unto our kinge
In a fyer to have her brent.

There came Il lazar to the king's gateB.
A. lazar both blind and lame :

I tooke the lazar upon my backe.
And on her bOOd had hym layne.

Then ranne I to our oomlve king.
Tht'tle tidinp;s sore to tell.

But ever alacke! S&y811 Aldingar.
FalBing never doth well.

ForKive, forgive me. queene. madame.
The short time I mmt live.

JJ Nowe Christ forpve thee. Aldingar.
A.8 freely I forgIve."

Here take thy queene, our king Harryll.
And love her Il8 thy life.

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

King Henrye ran to claBpe hiB queene.
And lOOBed her full sone :

Then turnd to look for the tinye boye ;
--The boye WIl8 v&niBht and gone.

But first he had touchd the lazar man.
And stroakt him 'l'l"ith his hand:

The lazar under the gaIlOWetl tree
All whole and sounde did stand.

The lazar under the ~allowes tree
W Il8 comelye. stral~ht, and tall :

King Henrye made hIm his head &tewarde
To Wilyte 'l'l"ithinn hiB hall.
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THE GAB~LUNZIEMAN.

J. SCOTTISH SONG.

TRADITION Infonna UI that the author of thll lOng wu King James
V. of Sootland. Thll prince (whooe character for wit and llbertlulatr
bean a great resemblance to that of his gay SUCOOllOt', Charles II.) waa
DOted for strolling about his dominions In dlsguJ.se, aud for his lhlquent
gallantries with oountry g1rla. Two adnnturee of this kind he hal
celebrated with his own pen, Ti,., In this ballad of .. The Gaberlanzle
Han,- and In another entitled .. The JoUy Beggar.-

THE pauleyl auld Carle came ovir the lee
Wi' mony good.eens and days to mee,
Sa~, Goodwife, for sour oourtesie,

Will ze lodge a silly poor man P
The night W&II cauld, tlie carle was wat,
And down &ZOut the ingle he sat ;'
My deehter's shoulders he gan to clap,

And cadgily' ranted and sang.

o wow! quo he, were I as free,
As first when I saw this oountrie,
How blyth and merry wad I bee !

And I wad nem think lang.
He grew canty,4 and she grew fain :'
But little did her auld minny ken
What thir alee twal togither were say'n,

When wooinlt they were sa thrang.7

And O! quo he, an uze were as black,
As evir the crown of your dadye's hat,
Tis I wad lay thee by my back,

And awa wi' me thou sould gang.
And O! quoth she, ann I were as white,
As em the snaw lay on the dike,
TId cleads me bmw, and lady-like.

And awa with thee TId gang.
Between the twa was made a plot;
1.'hey raise a wee before the cock,
And wyliely they shot the lock,

And fast to the bent are they f{aDe.

I Panky, 40.......l¥ old .......
, AsotR, 4o.--6oyOlld tMjlr•• which wu In the middle of the 1"OO1Do

I CadIrib'_...,;[,. • <:.nty-e.\ul:flol.
'l'&in-fOlld. s Blee twa-elr t ....

7 Thracg-o'-. • CIead---doLU.
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Up the morn the auld wife raise,
And at her lei.Bure put on her claiths,
Syne to the zervant'l bea ahe gaes

To speir for the sinf poor man.

She gaad to the bed, whair the beggar lay,
The strae was cauld, he was away;
She clapt her handa, cryd, Dulefu' day I

For BOme of our geir will be gant'.
Some ran to coffer, and BOme to kist,l
But nought was stown' that could be mist.
She danoid her lane,' cryd Praise be blest,

I have lodgd a leal poor man.

Since naithings awa, as we can learn,
The kirns to kim,4 and milk to earn,
Gae butt the house, lass, and waken my bairn,

And bid her come quiokly ben. .
The servant gaed where the doohter lay,
The sheets was cauld, ahe was away,
And fast to her goodwife can say

Shes afF with the gaberlunzie-man.

o fy gar ride, and fy gar rin,
Ana hast 118, find theze traitors agen ;
For shees be burnt, and hees be 8lein,

The wearyfou' ~berlunzie.man.
Some rade upo horse, BOme ran a fit,
The wife was wood' and out 0' her wit ;
She could na gang, nor yet could ahe sit,

But ay did ourse and did ban.

Mean time far hind out owre the lee,
For snUj{ in a glen, where Dane could see,
The twa, with kindlie sport and glee,

Cut £rae a new cheeze a whan~,7
The priving' was ~de; it pleas d them baith,
To lo'e her for ay, he gae lier his aith.
Quo she, to leave thee, I will be laith,

My winsome gaberlunzie.man.

I :Kiat--eMIf. • 8to......-..tolft.

•Her~'1~"V·~o. .~
, Wood-.ad. earjii 7 WhaDjr-G largo .1iI»•

• Pri"fiDg-tGItiRg.
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o kend my minny I were wi' zou,
Illfardlyl wad ahe crook her mou,
Sie a ~r man aheld nem trow,

Aftir the Itllberlunzie-mon.
My dear, quo he, zee're zet owre songe ;
And hae na learnt the beggar's tonge,
To follow me £rae toun to toun,

And carrie the gaberlunzie on.

Wi' uuk and keel, III win zour bread,
And spindles and whorler for them wba need,
Whilk' is a gentil trade indeed

The gaberlunzie to carrie-o.
III bow my leg, and crook my knee,
And draw a black clout owre my ee,
.A. ~ple or blind they will cau me :

While we aall Bing and be merrie-o.

ON THOMAS LORD CROMWELL.

Tn. Ballad IeeDUl to hue been composed bet_n Cromwell.. eommlt
men' to the Tower, June 10, 1640, and hla execntlon on the 2Sth of
.July loUowIDl. Cromwell bad many excellent quaUtlllI. nohr\th
Randlnl tbe dark colour 10 wblch the llbeller portray. blm. Tbla
u&aak aalled 1'ort.h lennI paoqyr!CI.

BoTH man and chylde is ~Jad to here tell
Of that falBe traytoure Thomas Crumwell,
Now that he is set to learne to spell.

Synge trolle on away.

When fortune lokyd the in thy face,
Thou haddyat fayre tyme, but thou lackydyat grace;
Thy cofen with golde thou fyllydBt a-pace.

Both plate and chaIys came to thy fyet,
Thou lockydBt them vp where no man wyst,
Tyll in the kynge's treasoure suche thinges were myst.

Both crust and crumme came thorowe thy handes,
Thy marcbaundyse sayled over the sandes,
Therfore nowe thou art layde fast in bandes.

I mrardly-iU-f.._..u,.
I Splnell.. and whorl_IA. ,...Ira.._ " ..4 for lpiM,"g II &oIJ4Jtd

.JUIHd qf.p•.....,.IlJAooll.
p
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Fyrste when kynge Henry, God saue his grace!
Perceyud myschefe kyndlyd in thy face,
Then it was tyme to purchase the a place.
Hys grace was euer of gentyll nature,
Monyd with petye, and made the hys seruyture ;
But thou, as a wretche, suche thinges dyd procure.
Thou dyd not remembre. false heretyke,
One GOd, one fayth, and one kynge catholyke,
For thou hast bene so long a scysmatyke.
Thou woldyst not learne to knowe these thre ;
But ener was full of iniquite :
Wherfore all this Jande hathe ben troubled with the.
All they, that were ofthe new trycke,
Aa'aynst the churche thou hadde8t them 8tycke ;
Wherfore nowe thou haste touchyd the quycke.
Bothe 8acramentes and 8acramentalles
Thou woldyst not 8uffre within thy walle8 ;
Nor let vs praye for all chrysten soules.
Of what generacyon thou were no tonge can tell,
Whyther of Chaym£>,1 or Syschemell,
Or else sent vs frame the deuyll of hell.
Thou "'oldest neuer to verme applye,
But couetyd euer to clymme tonye,
And nowe haste thou trodden thy shoo awryc.
Who-so-euer <lyd winne thou walde not lose;
Wherfore all Englande doth hate the, as I suppose,
Bycause thou wast false to the redolent rose.
Thou myghtest have learned thy cloth to flocke
Upon thy gresy fuller'sl stocke;
Wherfore lay downe thy heade vpon this blocke.
Yet saue that Boule, that God hath bought,
And for thy carcaa care thou no~ht,

Let it Buffre payne, as it hath wrought.
God Baue kYIlg Henry with all his power,
And prynce Edwarde that goodly flowre,
With al hys lordes of great honoure.

fu'nge trolle on awaye, Byng trolle on away.
Hevye and how rombelowe" trolle on awaye.

1 Charme, or 8yocbemell-Coito, or r.........
• CromweU'. father .. pnerolly IIIlid to baTe been a blacbmlth at Pam.,. :

but the author of tbil ba1Jad woUld inain1Ul&e tbat either be himMI!, or eo_
of biI _lora, were fQllero by trade.

• .. Bombelowe1, ill the burden of llIl old 1ODi.
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HARPALUS.

AJ ANCIBNT BNGLISH PA.STOBA.L.

THE author of these Tenell Is unknown. Preceding the" Shepherd's
Calendar" of Spenser by nearly fifty yean, they have more natural
feeling and melody. Warton regarded the poem .. as perhaps the lint.
example In our language, now remaining, of the pure unmixed Pas
toral: and In the Erotic .pecles for ease of numben, elegance of rural
allusion, and almpliclty of Irn.gery, excelllng everything of the kind
in SpeDser.ft Ita date may be fixed at the commenoement of the a1x
teenth century.

PHYLIDA. W8ll a Caire mayde,
As fresh 8lI any flowre ;

Whom Harpalus the herdman prayde
To be his paramour.

Harpalus, and eke Corin,
Were herdmeu both yfere :1

And Phylida could twist and spinne,
And thereto sing full clere.

But Phylida was all to coye,
For Harpalus to winne:

For Corin was her onely joye,
Who forst her not a pinne.'

How often would she flowers twine P
How often garlandes make

Of couslips and of colombine P
And al for Corm's sake.

But Corin, he had haukes to lure,
And forced more the field: 8

Of lover's !awe he toke no cure;
· For once he was begilde.4

Harpalus prevailed nought;
His labour all was lost;

For he was fardest from her thouJht,
And yet he loved her most.

Therefore warl he both pale and leane,
And drye as clot' of cl8y:

His fleshe it was consumed cleane ;
His colour gone away.

1 Yf...-k.v.tMr.
• Po"~fOJ'O.Il; ,.",rwIlH r.... not ito t1tI Ua#.
• ~o~~ I;o.--..piolllti_'lfiltjlclll~.
:~.-1ta4l_6ua~" ... lovI.

P 2
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His beard it had not lonjt be shave;
His heare hon~ all unkempt:\

A man most fit even for the grave,
Whom apitefulliove had spent.

His eyea were red, and all • forewacht ;"
His {ace besprent with teares :

It semde unhap had him long' hateht,'
In mids of his dispaires.

His clothes were blacke, and also bare ;
All one forlome was he;

Upon his head alwayes he ware
A wreath of wyllow tree.

His beasteB he kept upon the hyll,
And he sate in the dale;

And thus with sighes and 8OrroWes shril,
He gan to tell his tale.

Oh, Harpalusl (thus would he lay)
UnhappieRt under sUDDe!

The cause of thine unhappy day,
By love was first begunne.

For thou wenteBt first by aute to aeeke
A tigre to make tame,

That settes not by thy love a leeke ;1
But mUM thy griefe her game.

As~ it were for to convert
The froet into • a ' flame,

As for to tume a {rowarde hert,
Whom thou 80 faine wouldst frame.

Corin he liveth carelesse :
He leapes among the leaves :

He eateB the frutea of thy redresse:4

Thou • reapat,' he takes the sheavee.

My beasteB, a whyle your foode refraiDe,
And harke your herdman's sounde ;

Whom spitefulllove, alas! hath slaine,
Through-girtl with many a wounde.
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o happy be ye, beastes wilde,
That here your pasture ta.kell :

I se that ye be not begilde
Of thelle your faithfull makes.1

The hart he feedeth by the hinde :
The bucke barde by the do :1

The turtle dove is not unkinde
To him that loves her 80.

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

The calfe with many a lusty lambe
Do fede their hunger full.

But, weI-away! that nature wrought
The, Phyliila, so faire :

For I may say that I have bought
rhy beauty all to deare.

What reason is that cmeltie
With beautie should have part P

Or ela that such great tyranny
Should dwell in woman's hartP

I Ilee therefore to shape my death
She cruelly is prest;·

To th' ende that I may want my breath :
My dayes been at the best.

o Cupide, graunt this my request,
And do not stoppe thine eares ;

That she may feele within her brest
The painell of my diapairee :

Of Corin 'who' is caril_,
That she may crave her fee:

As I have done in ~t diatresse,
That loved her f&1thfully.

But since that I Ilha! die her slave I
Her slave, and eke her thrall:c

Write you, my frendell, upon my gravo
This chaunce that is befall.

II Here lieth unhappy H!u:pallll,
" By cnlelliove now sllune :

II Whom Phylida unjustly thus
" Hath murdred with disdaine."
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ROBIN AND MAKYNE.

AN ANCIENT SCO'rl'ISR FABroR.n.

CmEFLT printed from the" Ever Gnlen~ of .Allan R&IIllIIIY, by whom
It was revlBed and amended. Th~ author was Robert Hemyeon. who
lived about the middle of the 81xteeuth century, and was probably ..
teacher of the yOllDg In the Benedlotine Convent at Dunfermline.

RolliN sat on the gude grene hill,
Keipand' a flock of fie,

Quhen2 mirry Makyne aaid him till,l
.. 0 Robin reW" on me :

II I haif thee luivt baith loud and still,
II Thirl towmonds twa or thre ;

II My dule in dern bot giff thou dill,
II Doubtleaa but dreid III die." I

Robin replied, Now by the rude
N aithing of luve I knaw,

But keip my sheip undir yon wod:
Lo quhair they raik7 on raw.

Quhat can have martS thee in thy mude,'
Thou Makyne to me schaw;

Or quhat is luve, or to be lude P10

Fain wald I leir1 ' that law.

II The law of luve gin thou wald leir,
II Tak thair an A, B, C;

II Be heynd," courtas. and fair of feir,
.. Wyse, hardy, kind and Crie,

II Sae that nae danger do the deir,
II Quhat dule in dern thou drie : 11

II Preaa ay to pleia, and bl~th appeir,ll
II Be patient and privie. ' Jj

Robin, he answert her againe,
I wat not quhat is luve;

But I haif marvel in certaine
Quhat makea thee thus wanrufe.'1

, Keipand, &c.-lto.,n"l/ a jloclc qfcattl<r.
I QlI!Ien-.imo. • Till-lulta. • Re"-ta1c<r,,u,.

• Tim towmonds-IA... ttolJlc. tIIDlItu.
• JI,~ ill I.",.ot if tAo.. do IIOt calIt, ",;a e<rlairtl, I Mall tIN.

-1 llaik, &o.-gafrut in a ,...,.,. I Mart-bri.
I Mud&-Mood. '0 Lude-laced. 11 I.eir--HMII.

'" Heyud-g...t~.
II Quhat &c._Mt griq tAoll "'ff'" ill ,«:ret.

It Pr.... &;;.-60 eagor to pUal' and app6M g",.
U PriTie-o..".el. '" Walirufe-....."".
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The wedderl is fair, and I am fain;
My sheep gais2 hail abuve ;

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

II Robin, tak tentl unto my tale,
.. And wirk all as I reid;

II And thou sail haif my heart all hale,
.. Eik and my maiden.heid:

II Sen' God, he sendis bute for bale,'
II And for murning' remeid,

.. I'dern7 with thee bot gif I dale,
•• Doubtless I am but deid."

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

M9be my sheip may gang besyde,
'luhyle we have hggd full neir;

But mauK!'e haifl I, gif I byde,
Frse they begin to steir,

Quhat Iyes on heart I will nocht hyd.,
Then Makyne mak gude cheir.

II Robin, thou reivs me of my rest;
.. I luve bot thee alane."

Makyne, adieu I the sun J.:oes wCot,
The dar is neir·hand gane.

.. Robin, 1D dule I am so drest,
.. That luve will be my bane."

Mnkyn, gae luve quhnir-eir ye list,
For leman I luid nane.

"Robin, I stand in sic a style,
.. I sich9 and that full sa11'."

Makyne, I have bene here this quyle ;11

At hame I wish I were.
.. Robin, my hinny, talk and smyle,

.. Gif thou will do nae mair."
Makyne, som other man beguyle,

For hameward I will fare.
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IWedd.............a"..
I GallI, I;c.-go aUog6lJtw. I Tak ten~.t, luld.

, 8eD-li"",. • Bute for bal&-good for ...u.
• Mnrning-r_ldy for .......iAg.

~ rdern, !:c._lila. I d,allDitM Iu, /a.-.t.
I Mangre bait, &c.-ill 1pU' 'If ill-triU. I Sleb-lig".

'0 Quy1&-cliU.
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Syne Robin on his ways he went,
As light as leif on tree ;

But Makyne murnt and made lament,
Scho trow'd' him neir to Bee.

Robin he brayd attowre the bent :'
Then Makyne cried on hie,

.. Now may thou sing, for I am shent !
.. Quhat ailia luve at me P"

~e went hame withouten fail,
And weirylie could weil> ;_

Then Robin in a full fair dale
Assemblit all his iheip.

Be that some part of Milkyne's ail,
Out-throw hiB heart could creip ;

Hir fast he follom to usail,
And till her tuke gude keip.

Abyd, abvd, thou fair Makyne,
A word' for ony thing;

For all my luve, it sall be thyne,
Withouten departing.

All hale thy heart for till have myne,
Is all my coveting;

My_sheip to morn quh;yle houris nyne,
Will need of nae kelping.

.. Robin, thou bait heard lIUDg and say,
.. In gests and storys auld,

.. The man that will not when he may,
.. Sall have nocht when he waldo

.. I pray to heaven baith nicht and day,
.. Be eikedl their oares sae oauld, •

.. That presses first with thee to play
.. Be forrest, firth, or fauld."

M~e, the nicht is 80ft and dry,
TIle wether warm and fair,

And thegrene woo richt neir·hand by,
To walk attowre all where :

There may nae janglers us espy,
That iB in luve contrair ;

Therin, Makyne, baith you and I
Unaeen may mak repair.
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II Robin, that warld is now away,
II And quyt brocht tilP an end:

II And nevir again thereto. perfay,'
II Sall it be 8ll thou wend;

II For of my pain thou made but play j

II I worda in vain did spend:
".A.8 thou hut done, sae Ball I eay,

II Mum on, I think to mend."

Mabne, the hope of all my heil,'
MY heart on thee is set ;

I'll evermair to thee be lei!,
Quhyle I may live but lett,

Never to fail as uthera feill,
Quhat grace so eir IJfet.

.. Robin, with thee I w' not deiU;
II Adien, for this we met."

Makyne went hameward bIvth enough,
Outowre the holtia hair =' -

Pure Robin mumd. and Makyne laugh j'

Scho aang, and he sichtS SlUl' :

And 80 left him bayth wo and wrench,
In dolor and in care,

Xeipand his herd under a heuch,7
A.inang the rushy gair.

GENTLE HERDSMAN, TELL TO ME.
DULOGUB BBTWBBlf J. PILGBIV .uJD HBBDSJUlf.

Tm: _ of thla old Ballad Ie laid near WaIslngham. about teTeD
miles from the town of Wella In Norrolk, once famous for Its Image of
the VIrgIn Mary, which, at the dluolution of the Monuteriea In 1688,
_ carried to Chelsea, and there burnt. PUgrimagea to this shrine
commenced In or before the relp of Henry III.. who _ there In
lUI. The poem Ie printed from the roUo 118., and the coDJectural
npplements are dlsUDpW>ed by ltallce.

GBlfTLB heardsman, tell to me,
Of curtesy I thee pray,

Unto the towne of Walsingham
Which is the right and ready way.

I PId'a . 1 Broabt tUl---,1I ..,.,.
J--v,. • Holtlo halr-Aoor wu..

•~w. • /:IIoht-rigW.

I Heil--.U<zlti.

r Heo.ch4UL
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"Unto the towne of Walsingham
" The way ill hard for to be gon ;

.. And verry crooked are those pathes
"For you to find out all alone."

W eere the miles doubled thrille,
And the way never soe ill,

Itt were not enough for mine offence;
Itt ill soe grievous and 80e ill.

" Thy yeeares are young, thy face is faire,
.. Thy witts are weake, thy thoughts are greene;

" Time hath not ~ven thee leave, as rett,
.. For to cOlIlIDltt 80 great a sinne.'

Yes, heard8man, yes, soe woldest thou say,
If thou knewest 80e much as I;

M~witts, and thoUKhts, and all the rest,
Rave well deserved for to dye.

I am not what I seeme to bee,
My clothes and sexe doe differ farr:

I am a woman, woe is me !
Born to greeffe and irksome care.

For my beloved, and well-beloved,
My tIJQ!JWard cruelty could lcill:

And tlwugh my teareB will nouf/.'tt avail,
MOBt dearely I bewail him still.

He waa tlle jlOfDer 01 noble wights,
None ever more 81l1cere colde bee;

OJ' come(y mien and Bhape hee was,
And tenderZye !tee loved mee.

lfnen thUtl I Baw ke loved me well,
I grewe BO proud niB paine to see,

Tltat I, who did not know myselfe,
Tltought Bcorne of Buch a youth as hee.

lAnd grew soo coy and nice to please,
As women's lookes are often soe,

Re might not kisse, nor hand forsooth,
Unltl81le I willed him soe to doe.

I Goldsmith paraphrlUMld theoe .t_ in hie .. lIermit."
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Thus beinl{ wearyed with delayes
To see I pittyed not his greeffe,

He gott hirii to a aecrett place,
And there he dyed without releeffe.

And for hie Bake these weeds I weare,
And sacriffice my tender Bjite i

And every day TIe begg my bread,
To undergoo this pilgrimage.

Thus every day I fast and pray,
And ever will doe till I dye i

And gett me to some secrett r.laee,
For BOO did hee, and BOO will I.

Now, gentle heardBman, aske no more,
But keepe my secretts I thee pray i

Unto the towne of Walsingam
Show me the right and readye way.

II Now goa thy wayes, and God before I
II For he must ever guide thee still :

II Turne downe that dale, the right hand path,
" And BOO, faire pilgrim, fare thee we111"

KING EDWARD IV. AND TANNER OF TAMWORTH

WAS a Itory of great fame among our ancestors. The following ten
ill .elected (with luch other correctionI .. OOCllIJTed) from two copt.,.
In blaelt letter. The copy In the Bodleian library ill Intltled " A merrie,
pleuant, and delectable hlltorle betweene King Edward the Fourth
and a Tanner of Tamworth, &c., printed at London, by John Danter,
1696." Thill copy. ancient .. It now 1.0, appean to have been
modernbed and altered at the time It W&ll publbhed; and many
veetlgel of the more ancient readinge were recovered from another copy
(thongh more recently printed), In one Iheet foUo, without date, In thl
Pepyl ooUeetion.

IN summer time, when leaves Wow greene,
And bl0880ms bedecke the tree,

KinK Edward wolde a hunting ryde,
Some pastime for to Bee.

With hawke and hounde he made him bowne,1
With horne, and eke with howe;

To Drayton Basset he tooke his waye,
With all his lordes a rowe.

I B01l11ll-1 common word in the Nortb for I/o;.,.
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And he had ridden ore dale and downe
By eight of clooke in the day,

When he was ware of a bold tannlk,
Come ryding along the waye.

A fayre russet coat the tanner had on
Fast buttoned under his chin,

And under him a good cow-hide,
And a mare of four shilling.l

N owe stand you still, my good lordes all,
Under the grene wood spraye;

And I will wend to yonder fellowe,
To weet2 what he will saye.

God speede, God speede thee, said our king.
Thou art welcome, sir, sayd hee.

" The readyest waye to Drayton Basset
I praye thee to shewe to mee."

" To Drayton Basset woldst thou goe,
Fro the place where thou dost stand P

The next payre of gallowes thou comest unto,
Turne in upon thy right hand."

That is an unreadye waye, sayd our kinK,
Thou doost but jest I see;

Nowe shewe me out the nearest 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 Brooke my mare,
And I am fasting yett.

" Go with me downe to Drayton Basset,
No daynties we will spare;

All daye shalt thou eate and drinke of the best,
And I will paye thy fare."

Gramercyel for nothing, the tanner replyde,
Thou payest no fare of mine :

I trowe I've more nobles in my purse,
Than thou hast pence in thine.

I In the reign of Edwvd IV•• Dame CeoiIl, lady of TOl'boke in her will"
dated lllllOh 7, "'D. 1668, amoug many other beqa_. baa~.. A1lIo 1
will that mylOnne ThOlD&l of TOrboke bave 1St. 4tI. to bay him an bone."
Now II lSt. 4tI. "oald I>lU'Obue • ,teed lit for. penon of qWllity,,. taJmer'.
hone Jlliibt I'NIOnabfy be TIlIned lOt foar or live ahiDinga.

•W~. • Gramercye, 1I.c.-I t.tak JOf'.
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God give thee joy of them, sayd the Iring,
And send them well to priefe.l

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

What art thou, hee sayde, thou fine fellbwe,
Of thee I am in great feare,

For the cloathes, thou wearetlt upon thy backe,
Might beseeme a lord to weare.

I never stole them, quoth our king,
I tell you, Bir, by the roode.

.. Then thou plafeBt. as many an unthrift doth,
And standeet In middB of thy goode:"

What tydingee heare you, sayd the kynge,
As you ryde farre and neare P

.. I heare no ty~ee, sir, by the maBIle,
But that cowe-hides are deare:'

.. Cowe.hidee! ClOwe.hidea I what things are those P
I marvell what they bee P"

What art thou a foole P the tanner reply'd;
I carry one under mee.

What craftsman art thou, said the king,
I praye thee tell me trowe•

.. I am a barker,- sir, by my trade ;
Nowe tell me what art thou P"

I am a poore courtier, sir, quoth he,
That am forth of service warne;

And faine I wolde thy prentise bee,
Thy cunninge for to learne.

:MB.rrye heaven forfend,· the tanner replyde,
That thou my prentise were ;

Thou woldat spend more good than I shold winne
By fortye aliilling a yere.

Yet one thinge walde I, sayd our king,
If thou wilt not seeme strange:

Thoughe my horae be better than thy mare,
Yet with thee I faine wold change.

I Prlef&--1""'W.
• , .•. hut DO other 'W'88lth but what th01l carry.. about thee.

I i .•. a dealer in bark. , Forf8lld--pNNOlt.
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"Why if with me thou faine wilt change,
As ohanR'e full well maye wee,

By the faith of my bodye, thou proude fellowe,
I will have some bootl of thee."

That were against reason, sayd the king,
I sweare, so motel I thee: .

My horse is better than thy mare,
And that thou well mayst see.

c< Yea, sir, but Brooke is gentle and mild,
And sonly she will fare ;

Thy horse is unrulye and wild, I wiss ;
Aye skipping here and theare."

What boote wilt thou have P our king reply'd;
Now tell me in this stound.1

"Noe pence, nor half pence, by my faye,
But a noble in gold 80 round."

" Here's twentye groates of white moneyll,
Sith thou wilt have it of mee."

I would have swome now, quoth the tanner,
Thou hadst not had one pennie.

But since we two have made a change,
A change we must abide;

Although thou hast gotten Brooke my mare,
Thou gettest not my cowe.hide.

r will not have it, sayd the kynge,
I sweare, so mou/{ht I thee;

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

The tanner hee tooke his good cawe-hide,
That of the cow was hilt;

And threwe it upon the king's sadMle,
That was S06 fayrelye gilte.

" Now help me up, thou fine fellowe,
'Tis time that I were gone:

When I come home to Gyllian my wife,
Shool say I am a gentilmon."

...
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The king he tooke him up by the legge ;
The tanner a --lett fall.

N owe murye, good fellowe, sayd the kyng,
Thy courte8ye is but small.

When the tanner he was in the kinge's sadelle,
And his foote in the stirrup was ;

He marvelled greatlye in his minde,
Whether it were golde or brass.

But when his steede saw the cow's taile wagge,
And eke the blacke cowe.horne;

He stamped, and stared, and awaye he ranne,
As the devill had him borne.

The tanner he pulId, the tanner he Iweat,
And held by the pummil fast:

At length the tanner came tumblin~ downe ;
His necke he had well.nye brast.

Take thy horae again with a vengeance, he sayd,
With moo he shall not byde.

.. My horse would have borne thee well enoughe,
But he knewe not of thy cowe-hide.

Yet if againe thou faine woldst change,
As change full well may wee,

B! the faith of my bod,e, thou jolly tanner,
I will have some boote of thee,"

What boote wilt thou have, the tanner replyd,
Nowe tell me in this stonnde P

.. Noe pence nor halfpence, sir, by my faye,
But I will have twentye pound,"

.. Here's twentye groates out of my purse;
And twentye I have of thiue:

And I have one more, which we will Ipend
Together at the wine,"

The king let a bugle horne to his mouthe,
And blewe both loude and shrille :

And BOOne came lords, and soone came knighta,
Fat ryding over the hille.
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Nowe. out alas! the tanner he cryde,
That ever I sawe this daye I

Thou art a stro~ thiefe, yon come thy fellowes
Will beare my cowe·hlde away.

They are no thieves, the king replyde,
I sweare, soe mote I thee :

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

And BOOne before our king they came,
And knelt downe on the grounde :

Then might the tanner have beene awaye,
He had lever than twentye pounder

A ooller, a coller, here: sayd the king,
A ooller he loud gan crye ;

Then woulde he lever then twentye pound,
He had not beene so nigher

A coller, a ooller, the tanner he sayd,
I trowe it will breed sorrowe ;

After a coller commeth a halter,
I trow I shall be hang'd to-morrowe.

Be not afraid, tanner, said our king;
I tell thee, so m0t1ltht I thee,

Lo here I make thee the best esquire
That is in the North oountrie.1

For Plumpton.parke I will ~ve thee,
With tenements faire beside:

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

Gramercye, my liel{e, the tlmner replyde,
For the favour thou hast me showne ;

If ever thou comest to merry Tamworth,
Neates leather shall clout thy shoen.

'I'1da scansa is reetored from a quotation of this ballad in 8elden·...Til1el
tIf BODOlll'." who produ_ it as a good authority to proTS that on. mod. or
oreating~ at that tim. was by the imposition of a ooJJar. Ria WOI"CIa
are: "Nor II that old p.....phl.t of the 'Tanner of T.....worth and King Ed.
ward the Folll'th' 10 contemptibl., but that wee may thence note aI80 all
ob....-..bl. 1lUIU., wherein the l1I4l of making eaquiree, by giWig ooI1an, la
upreued.,... -
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AS YE CAME FROM THE HOLY LAND.

DIALOGUE BBTWEBlf .&. PILGRIM UD TRA.VRLLBR.

TDI!! !IODg. like a former. io fonnded on the Pilgrimage to WalJingham.
The CoPT was communicated bT Shenstone. who added the OOIIC1ndlng
,taD%&.

Asye came from the holy land
Of bleBBed Walsinghalnl

o met you not with my true love,
As by the way ye came P

.. How should I know your true love,
.. That have met many a one,

" As I came from the holy land,
.. That have both come and gone P"

My love is neither white l nor browne,
But as the heavens faire ;

There is none hath her form divine,
Either in earth or ayre•

.. Such an one did I meet, good sir,
" With an angelicke face ;

.. Who like a nyml?he, a queene appeard
" Both in her galt, her grace."

Yes: she hath cleane forsaken me,
And left me all alone;

Who some time loved me as her life,
And called me her owne•

.. What is the cause she leaves thee thus,
.. And a new way doth take,

.. That some times loved thee as her life,
" And thee her joy did make P"

I that loved her all my youth,
Growe old now as you see;

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

1 Whit&--t>al•.
• Dr. BIi.. qnotes RaleiRb'. admonition to bis oon (Works, viii. 1580) :

If l.et thy maniage be in t1y youn~ and stronf( Yf:"Arll; for believe it! eVE"r
the young wire betrsyeth the old huob8lld; and she that hath thee not Ul thy
Bower will despise thee in thy fall:'

Q
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For love is like a carelell8e childe,
Forgetting promise pBBt :

He is blind, or deaf, whenere he list;
His faith is never fBBt.

His fond desire is fickle found,
And yieldes a truBtleBsejoye ;

W onne with a world of toil and care,
And lost ev'n with a toye.

Such is the love of womankinde,
Or Lou's f&ire name abusde,

Beneathe which many nine desires,
And follyes are exeuade.

• But true love is a lBBtina' fire,
• Which viewless vestaI81 tend,

• That burnes for ever in the soule,
•And knOWeB nor change nor encl.' I

HARDYlL."iUTE.

~ SCOTTISH FUGKBNT•

.. Tm: ballad of HBl'dyknute hu no greatmerit, If It be really ancient.
People ta1k of nature I but mere ObviOlUl nature may be uhiblted with
TOry llttle power ofmind.· The IU8plclon of Johnson wu jut. The
ballad Ie not "anolent.· It wu written by Elbabeth Balke&, who
married Sir Henry Wardlaw, and died aboot 1721, In her llfty.\Im
year. SIr John Brooe, to whom Peroy attributed the v~ wu the
lady" brother·ln·law. Walter Scott called Hardyknute the 11m poem
wbloh he had learned, and tbe lut whloh he mould fbrget. He ob
llel'Yed, bowever, thatdetection wu Inevitable, from the want ofknow
ledge enlIIeIently exact to eapport the genlae of the writer in Ita dIegulee.
Be epeol1led the Introdaotlon of a ohIef, with a Norwegian name, _
e1etlng a None Invaelon at the battle of Large; and the" needle-wcdI:
80 rare,· whloh muet have been IODg posterior to the reign of Alex
ander m. The hIetorical eventa of tbe Ballad are these:-" In 1261,
Haco, KIng of Norway, Invaded the Weetern Wee of 800tland with a
powerfnl1\eet, and having taken and laid waste K1ntlre, he anchored

1"'.~'
I The older copy u more natnral and YllOroae :-

But true 10Te U a durable lyre,
In \he mind er bUI'IIYIIP ;

lIf....er oyobJ.n e. ould, n...... dead I
Pt'OD1 iteelf. o er taraiDp.
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hla lIeet at the CumbraYi. and IleDt a detachment ap the Clyde, which.
landing at Loch Long, dragged their boate acrotllI the Isthm\1l at
Tarbet, and plllDdered the Islands In Loch Lomond. In the mean·
time a storm _ and lIeveral of the IhlpI were driven on shore near
Largs. The Sootoh army attaoked them I and the reinforcement IleDt
to their Uliltance by Baoo brought on the Battle of Larp, October
tad. 1288.W Hr. FInlay pointe oat the aocnraoy of the locallketehes.
Fairly Castle, the residence of Hardyknute, la a elngle lICln&re tower,
8tanding .. high on a bill," by the lide of a mountain atream, that
tumbles «n'er a rook Into a deep chum. The battle-lield" three miles
to the North of the Castle, which overlooka the FIrth of Clyde to the
blue bIl1I of Arran.

BUTBLY atept he east the wa',l
And stately Btept he weat,

Full seventy years he now had seen,
Wi' aearce Beven years of rest.

He liv'd when Britons' breach of faith
Wrollltht Scotland mickle wae:

And ay his aword tauld to their coat,
He WBII their deadlye fae.

Hig!!. on a hill his caatle atood,
With ha'a and tow'l'll a height,

And goodly chambel'll fair to Be,
Where he lodged monya knight.

His dame Bae peerleBa anes and fair,
For chaBt and beauty deem'd,

Nae marrows had in all the land,
Bave ELBNOB the queen.

Full thirteen BODS to him ahe bare,
All men of valour atout :

In bloody fight with aword in hand
Nine loat their liveB botl doubt:

Four yet remain, lang may they live
To atand by liege and land ;

HiKh was their fame, high waa their mi/tht,
And high was their command.

Great love they bare to F .&lilLY fair,
Their aister 8aft and dear,

Her girdle ahaw'd her middle gimp,.
And gowden glia~ her hair.
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What waem' wae her beauty bred P
Waem' to young and aula,

Waefu' I trow to kyth and kin,
As story ever tauld.

The king of N 01'll6 in summer tyde,
Pu1I"d up with pow'r and might,

Landed in fair Scotland the isle
With many a hardy knight.

The tydin~ to our good Scots king
Came, as he aat at dine,

With noble ohiefs in brave aray,
Drinking the blood·red wine.

.. To horse, to horse, my royal liege,
Your faes stand on the strand,

Full twenty thousand glittering spears
The king of Norse commands:

Bring me my steed Mage dap~le gray,
Our ~ood kin~ rose and cry d,

A. trustier beast m a' the land
A Scots king nevir try'd.

Go, little page, tell Hard1knute,
That lives on hill sae hie,

To draw his sword, the dread of faes,
And haste and follow me.

The little page flew swift as dart
Flung by his master's arm,

II Come down, come dowD, lord Hardyknute
And rid your king frae harm:'

Then red red grew his dark.brown cheeks,
Sae did his dark·brown brow;

His looks grew keen, ali they were wont
In dangers great to do;

He's ta'en a horn as green as ~1&B8,
And gi'en five sounds sae shill,1

That trees in green wood shook thereat,
Sae loud rang ilka hill.

His SODS in manly sport and glee
Had past that summer's morn,

When low down in a Itl'&Ssy dale
They heard their father's horn.

I Sae ahill-IO .Arill.
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That hom, quo'they, ne'er sounda in peace,
We've other sport to bide.

And soon they hy'd them up the hill,
And soon were at his side.

"Late late the yestreen1 I ween'd in peace
To end my lengthened life;

My age mi~ht well excnse my arm
Frae manly feata of strife I

But now that None do's proudly boast
Fair Scotland to inthrall,

It's ne'er be said of Hardylmute,
He fear'd to fight or fall.

"Robin of Rothsay, bend thy bow,
Thy arrows shoot sae leel,2

That mony a comely countenance
They've turned to deadly pale.

Brade "Thomas, take you but your lance ;
You need nae weapo11ll mair I

H you fight wi't as you did anes
'Gainst We-tmoreland'. fieroe heir.

" And Malcolm, light of foot as 8tag
That runs iu foren wild,

Get me my thousanda three of men
Well bied to 8word and shield:

Bring me my horae and harniline,1
My blade of mett&! clear.

If faes but ken'd the hand it bare,
They soon had fled for fear.

"Farewell my dame sae peerleu good,
(And took her by the hand),

Fairer to me in age you seem,
Than maida for beauty fam'd.

My youngest Ion shall here remain
To~d these ltately towers,

And shut the silver bolt that keers
Bae fut your painted bowen:

And first she wet her comely chew.
And theu her boddice green,

'Her silkeu corda of twirtle4 twist,
Well plett with silver 8heen ;
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And apron set with mony a diee
or need1e-wark sae rare,

Wove by nae hand, as ye may gueBII,
Save that of F.lIBLY fair.

And he has ridden o'er muir and mOBS,
O'er hills and mony a /!;len,

When he came to a wounded knight
Making a heavy mane;

" Here maun I lye, here maun I dye,
By treacherie's false guiles;

WitleBB I was that e'er ga faith
To wicked woman's milles."

" Sir knight, gin you were in my bower,
To lean on silken seat,

MIJady's kindly care you'd prove,
Who ne'er knew deadly hate:

Herself wou'd watch you a' the day,
Her maids a dead of night;

And FliBLY fair your heart wou'd chear,
.Aa she standi in your sight.

.. Arise young knight, and mount your stead,
Full lowns! the shynand day :

Choose frae my menziel whom ye please
To lead you on the way."

With milleless look, and visage wan
The wounded knight reply'd :

.. Kind chieftain, your intent pursue,
For here I maun abyde.

To me nae after day nor night
Can e're be sweet or fair,

But BOOn beneath some draping tree,
Cauld death shall end my care."

With him nae pleading m~ht prevail;
Brave Hardyknute to gam

With fairest words, and reason strong,
Strave courteously in vain.

SY!1e he has gane far hynd' out o'er
Lord Chattan's land sae wide;

That lord a worthy wight was ay,
When faes his courage Bey'd :.
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Of Pictish race by mother's side,
When PictB rul'd Caledon,

Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid,
When he sav'd Pictish crown,

231

Now with his fierce and stalwart train.
He reach'd a rising hight,

Quhair braid encampit on the dale,
Nons! menzie lay in sicht.

II Yonder my valiant sons and feinl

Our raging reven' wait
On the unconquert Scottish sward

To try with us their fate.

Make orisona4 to him that sav'd
Our sauls u~n the rude ;'

SI!le5 bravely shaw your veins are fill'd
With Caledonian blude:'

Then furth he drew his trusty glave,
While thousands all arounii

Drawn frae their sheaths glane'd in the sun;
And loud the bongles sound.

Tojoyn his king adonn the hill
In hast his merch he made,

While, playand pibrochs, minstralls meit1
Afore hUn stately strade.

II Thrice welcome valiant stoup of weir,l
Thl:;tion's shield and pride;

ThLJ[' nae reason has to fear
When thou art by his side."

When bows were bent and darts were thrawn;
For thrangl scarce cou'd they flee;

The dart8 clove arrows as they met,
The arrows dart the tree.10

1.aIJg did they ~e and fight fu' fierce,
With little shim to mon,

But bloody bloody was the field,
Ere that lang day was done.

"F' .. lTMN_-,. 'Re<re~
~...... • Bad&-cr.....

~.
__ 7 Meit-;>ropor. • 8&0';1" &O.-f'iUar qf 1D(Jf'.

'~. DarllIuo tre&--iiI a. w...
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The king of Scots, that Bindlel brook'd
The war that look'd like play,

Drew his braid sword, and brake his bow,
Bin bowsseem'd but delay.

Quoth noble Rothsay, .. Mfue I'll keep,
I wat it's bled a score."

Haste up my merry men, cry'd the king,
As he rode on before.

The king of Norse he sought to find,
With biro to mense' the fa~ht,

But on his forehead there did light
A sharp unsonsiel shafI; ;

As he hiS hand put up to feel
The wound, an arrow keen,

o waefu' chance! there pinn'd his hand
In midat between his een•

.. Revenge, revenge. cry'd Rothsay's heir,
Your mail·coat sha' na bide

The strength and sharpness of my dart:"
Then sent it through his side.

Another arrow well he mark'd.
It pierc'd his neck in twa,

His liands then quat the silver reins,
He low as earth did fa',

II Bair bleids m,liege, &air, &air he bleeds!"
Again wi' might he drew

And gesture dread his sturdy bow,
Fast the braid arrow flew:

Wae to the knight he ettledf at;
Lament now queen Eigreed ;

Hig!!. dames too wail your darling's fll11,
His youth and comely meed.

II Take afF, take aft' his costly jupel
(Of !told well was it twin'd,

Knit like the fowler's net, through quhilk
His steelly harnen shin'd) ;

Take, Norse, that gin free me, and bid
Him ven~e the blood it bears ;

Bay-, if he face my bended bow,
He sure nae weapon fears."
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Proud None with giant body tall,
Braid shoulders and IU'IDIl stron~,

Cry'd, "Where is Hardyknute sae fam'd,
And fear'd at Britain's throne:

Tho' Britons tremble at his name,
I soon shall make him wail,

That e'er my sword was made sae sharp,
Baa saft his ooat of mail"

That brag his stout heart cou'd na bide,
It lentllim youthfu' micht:

II I'm Hardyknute; this day, he cry'd,
To Scotland's king I heghtl

To lay thee low, as horse's hoof;
My word I mean to keep."

Sy!!e with the first stroke e'er he strake,
He garr'd· his body bleed.

NOrBB' een like gray gosehawk's stair'd wylJ,
He sigh'd wi' shame and spite;

II Disgrac'd is now my far-fam'd arm
That left thee power to strike:"

Then ga' his head a blow sae fell,
It uiade him doun to sto~

.As laigh 88 he to ladiel m'd
In courtly guise to lout.'

Fu' BOOn he raiB'd his bent body,
His bow he marvell'd sair,

Sin blows till then on him but darr'df

.As touch of F AIllLY fair :
Norse marvell'd too as sair as he

To Bee his stately look ;
Baa BOOn as e'er he strake a rae,

Baa BOOn his life he took.

Where like a fire to heather set,
Bauld Thomas did advance,

Ane sturdy fae with look enrag'd
Up toward him did prance;

He spurr'd his steid tliroug~ thickest ranks
The hardy youth to quell,

Wha stood unmov'd at his approach
His fury to repell.
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.. That short brown shaft 8Be meanly trimm'd,
Looks like poor Scotland's gear,l

But dreadfull seems the l'Il8ty point!"
And loud he leugh in jear.'

.. Oft Britons bood has dimm'd its shine;
This 'point cut short their vaunt:"

SYlle plero'd the bouter's bearded oheek j

N ae time he took to taunt.

Short while he in his saddle swang,
His stirrup was nae stay,

Sae feeble h8.ng his unbent knee
Sure taiken he was fey:1

Swithc on the harden't clay he fell,
Right far was heard the thud:6

But Thomas look't nae 811 he lay
.All waltering in his bind:

With careless gesture, mind unmov't,
On rode he north the plain j

His aeem in throng of fieroetlt strife,
When winner ay the same:

Not yet his heart dame's dimplet cheek
CoUld mease' soft love to brnik,

Till vengefu'~ return'd his scorn,
Then Janguid grew his luik.

In thraws of death, with walowit7 cheik
.All {'anting on the plain,

The famting corps of warriours lay,
Ne're to anse again;

Ne're to return to native land,
N ae mair with blithsome sounda

To bo8llt the glories of the day,
.And shaw their shining wounda.

On Norway's coast the widowit dame
May W811h the rocks with tears,
M~ lang luik ow'r the shipless Be88

Befor her mate appears.
Cease, Emma, cease to hope in vain j

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

To carry life away.
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Here on a lee, where stands a cross
Set up for monument,

Thomands £n' fierce that summer's day
Fill'd keen war's black inteut.

Let Scots, while Scots, praise Hardyknute,
Let NdrBe the name ay dread,

Ay how he faught, an how he spar'd,
Shall latest agel read.

Now loud and chill blew th' westlin wind,
Sair beat the heavy IIhower,

Mirk l grew the night ere Hardyknute
Wan' near his stately tower.

His tow'r that us'd wi' torches blaze
To shine sae far at night,

Seem'd now as black as mourning weed,
Naemarvel sair he sigh'd.

.. There's nae li~ht in my lad;r'1I bower,
There's nae light in my ha ;

Nae blink'shines round my FJ.IJlLY fair,
Nor ward· stands on my wa'

.. What bodes it P Robert, Thomas, say;"
N ae answer fitts their dread.

.. Stand back, my liOns, I'le be your guide P"
But by they past with speed,

.. As fast I've B1>6d owre Scotland'. faes,"
There ceas'dhis brag of weir,

Sair sham'd to mind ou/{ht but hi. dame,
And maiden FA.IllLY fair.

Black fear he felt, but what to fear
He wist nae yet; wi' dread

8air shook his bodr, sair his limbs,
And a' the warnor fled,
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l8ooi. H.

A BALLAD OF LUTHER, THE POPE, A CARDINAL.
AND A HUSBANDMAN.

II< the tbrmer Book, the Second SerIes of Poems was brought doWll to
about the middle of the sixteenth centnry. We now lind the )lu_
engaged In theological CODtroVeny. The alteratloD8 made In the esta
blished re1ll1on by Henry VIII., the sudden chlUlges which It under
went In the three succeeding reigns, and the violent lItnIggles between
expiring Popery and growing ProtelItantism. could not fall to Interest
all people. Accordlugly every pel!. was busy In the dlspute. The
followers of the Old and New ProfeMIon had their respective Ballad
makers, and every day produced lOme popular rhymes for or agalnat the
Reformation. The tbllowlng ballad, and that entitled" Little John
Nobody,· may serve as specimens of the writings of each Party.
Both eompoeltlons belong to the reign of Edward VI. ThIs ballad of
.. Luther and the Pope" Is of the dramatic kind, and the character of
the Reformer fa draWll with conaIderahle spirit. It fa printed from the
original black-letter copy In the Pep,. Collection.

THE HUSBUDIUN.

LET us lift up our hartes all,
And prayse the Lorde's magnifieence,

Which hath given thE' wolues a fall,
And is beeome our strong defence :
For the;r thorowe a falae pretens

From Christea hloude dyd all us leade,l
Gettynge from every man his pence, .

As satisfactours for the deade.

For what we with our FLA.YLBS coulde get,
To kepe our houses and aervauntea ;

That did the Freenl from us fet,-
And with our soules played the merchauntrs :
And thus they with theyr false warrantes

Of our 8weate have easelye lyved,
That for fatne88e theyr helyes pantes,

80 greatlye have they us deceaued.

ThllY spared not the fatherlesse,
The carefull, nor the pore wydowe ,

They wolde have somewhat more or lesse,
If it above tile ground did growe :

1 I. a. denied UI the Cap. I Freen-.frlan.
I Fet-fateA.
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:But now we Husbandmen do knowe
AI their aubteltye, and their false caste :1

For the Lorde hath them overthrowe
With his swete word now at the laste.

DOCTOB JUBTIN LUTHllB.

Thou antichrist, with thy thre crownes,
Hast usurped kynge's powers,

.As having power over relilmes and townes,
Whom thou oughtest to serve all houreB :
Thou thinkest bJ thy jugglynK colours

Thou mai.Bt lykeWlse God's word oppreese;
.AJ do the deceatful foulers,

When they theyr nettes craftelye dreese.

Thou fiatterest every prince and lord,
Thretening poore men with swearde and fyre ;

All those, that do (ollowe God's warde,
To make them cleve to thy desire,
Theyr bokes thou burnest in fiaming fire ;

Cursing with boke, bell, and candell,
Such as to reade them have desyre,

Or with them are wyllynge to meddell.

Th~ false power wyl I bryng down,
Thou shalt not raygne many a yere,

I shall dryve the from citye and towne,
Even with this PEN that thou seyste here:
Thou f'vghtest with swerd, shylde, and speare,

:But I wy11 fyght with God's warde;
Which is now so open and cleare,

That it shall brynge the under the borde.s

THB POPB.

Though I brought never so many to hel,
And to utter dampnaoion,

Throughe myne ensample and consel,
Or thorow any abhominaoion,
Yet doth our lawe eXCUBe my fashion.

And thou, Luther, arte accursed;
For blamynge me, and my condicion,

The holy decres have the condempned.

1C~~"q, or contrirJa1lct1.
I i .•. mlllr.e tb•• knock under the table.
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Thou stryvest against my pur~tory,
Because thou findest it not m scripture j

As thoURh I by myne auctorite
Myght not make one for myne honoure.
KnoweBt thou not, that I have power

To make, and mar, in heaven and bell,
In erth, and every creature P

Whatsoever I do it must~ well.

As for scripture, I am above it j

Am not I God's hye1 vicare P
Bhulde I be bounde to folowe it,

As the carpenter his ruler pt
Nay, nay, hereticb ye are,

That will not obey myauctoritie.
With this SWOBDB I wyll declare,

That ye shal al accursed be.

'l'HB C.lBDllfAL.

I am a Cardinall of Rome,
Bent from Christe's hye vieary,

To~untpardon to more, and sume,
That wil Luther resist Itrongly :
He iB~ateheretioke treuly,

And re eth to muoh the scripture j

For e thinketh onell therebY
To subdue the pope's high honoure.

Receive ye this P.lBDOlf devoute!Si'
And loke that yo agaynst him ht;

Plnoke up youre herts, and be ye,
For the pope sayth ye do bnt ryj(ht :
And this be sure, that at one flyghte,

Allthoagh ye be overcome by chaunce,
Yo Bliall to heaven go with greate myghte ;

God can make you no resistaunce.

But these heretikes for their medlynge
Bhall /{O down to hel every one j

For they have not the pope's bJeII8ynge,
Nor regarde his holy p8.rdon :
They thinke from all destruction

By Cb.riBte's bloud to be saved,
Fearynge not our exoommunicacion,

Therefore shall they al be dampned.I

IR~. I'... hiI rule
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JOHN ANDERSON MY JO.

A SCOTTISH SONG.

THE SoottbIb Beform_ eqoalled their EogUab brethren In vebemence.
and sol'pUled them 10 coarseneu. A ravonrlte exerclae or leal wu
the adaptation or Impure lODge to the tunes or bymns In the I.atln
oerrioe. W Green Sleeves and Pudding Ples,- designed to rldlco1e the
Popish clergy. and W lIaggy Lander," and .. John Anderson m:r .10,"
are examples. The original mnalc of all these barlelq08 rb;rmee was
exceedlncl:r fIDe.

WOII.Uf.

JOHN ANDERSON my jo, cum in as zel f{lLe bye,
And ze sall get a sheip'st heid weel baken in a pye ;
Weel baken in a pye, and the haggis in a pat;
John Anderson my jo, cum in, and ze's get that.

:HAN.

And how doe ze, Cnmmer fJ and how hae ze threven P
And how mony bairns hae ze P WOII. Cummer, I haa seven.
M.ur, Are they to zour awin gude manP WOII. Na,

Cummer, na;
For five of tham were gotten, quhan he was awa'.

LITTLE JOHN NOBODY,

Wz baveben a w1tt;r 1Ibe1 on the Beformatlon under KIng Edward VI.,
written aboot the :rear 11110. The veralllcatlon Ia In the alliterative
manner or .. Pierce Plowman" VIslODl," with the addition of rb:rme,
which wu th8ll COIIlInc Into gueral 11I8-

IN December, when the dayes draw to be short,
After November, when the nights wax noisome and long;
.As I past b1. a place privily at a port,
I 8&W one BIt by himself making a song :
Hiswt4 talk of trifles, who told with his tongue
That few were fut j' th' faith. I' fr~ed" that freake,
Whether he wanted wit, or some had done him wrong.

He said, he was little John Nobody, that dunt not
speake.

J z..-,... • Bhelp', heid-ol.~. load. • Cummer-goaip.
• l'8rhape-ll'lffJ talk. • Ere;rned. &c.~'" tltGl Ma.
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J olm Nobody, quoth I, what Dews P thou IOOD note and tell
What maner men thou meane, thou are BO mad.
He said, TheBe gay gallants, that wil construe the Gospel,
As Solomon the sage, with semblance full sad ;
To discusse divinity they Dought adread ;
More meet it were for them to milk kyel at a fleyke.
Thou lyeBt, quoth I, thou losel, like a leud lad.

He laid, he WII little John Nobody, that durst Doi
lpe&ke.

Its meet for every man on this matter to talk,
And the glorious Gospel ghostly to have in mind;
It is BOthe said, that soot but much unseemly skalk,
As boyes babble in books, that in scripture are blind:
Yet to their fancy soon a cause will find ;
As to live in lust, in lechery to leyke :'
Such caitives count to be come of Cain's kind ;1

But that I little John Nobody durst not speake.

For our reverendt father hath set forth an order,
Our service to be said in our seignour's tongne ;
As Solomon the sage set forth the scripture ;
Our lIU1fralzes, and services, with many a sweet song,
With homilies, and I{odly books us among.
That no stiff, stubborn stomacks we should freyke :'
But wretches nere worse to do poor men wrong;

But that I little John Nobody dare not speake.

For bribery was never so great, since born was our Lord,
And whoredom was never les hated, sith Christ harrowed

hel,
And poor men are so BOre punished commonly through the

world, .
That it would ~ieve anyone, that good is, to hear tel.
For al the homilies and good books, yet their hearts be S6

quel,'
That if a man do amisse, with mischie'fe they wi! him

wreake;7
The fashion of these new fellows it is so vile and fell :

But that I little John Nobody dare not speake.

1 Kye, &e.-cotlI. at 1l1owdU. • Leyk&-loM.
e So in Pierce the Plowman'. creed, the proud frian are laid to be

-"ef ~ltJI111l' kinll;" (vid. Big. «. ij. b.)
• Archbisbop Cranmer. I Freyke-indwlg•.

s Quel-eruel. 7 Wreake-p..,._ ......rtgr;fv.U,.
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Thus to live afl.er their lust, that life would they have,
And in lechery to leyke al their lon~ life;
For al the preaching of Paul, yet many a proud knave
Wil move mischiefe in their mind both to maid and wife
To bring them in advoutry,lor else they wilstrife,
And in brawling about baudery, God's commandments

breake:
But of these frantic il fellowes, few of them do thrife ;

Though I little J ohn Nobody dare not speake.

If thou company with them, they wi1 eurrishly oa.rp,t and
not care

According to their foolish fantacy; but fast wi} they
naught:

Prayer with them is but prating; therefore they it forbear :
Both almes deeds, and holiness, they hate it in their

thought:
Therefore pray we to that prince, that with his bloud us

~ht,
That he wiT mend that is amiss: for many a manful freyke
Is sorry for these sects, though they say little or nought;

And that I little John Nobody dare not once speake.

Thus in NO place, this NOBODY, in NO time I met,
Where NO man, 'ne' NOUGHT was, nor NOTHING did

appear ;
Through the sound of a synagogue for sorrow I swett,
That' Aeolus' throu~h the eccho did cause me to hear.
Then I drew me down into a dale, whereas the dumb deer
Did shiver for a shower; but I shunted' from a freyke:
For I would no wight in this world wist who I were,

But little John Nobody, that dare not once speake.

R



QUEEN ELIZABETH'S VERSES, WHILE PRISONER
AT WOODSTOCK,

WlllT WITH CHAIlCOAL ON A SHUTTEIl.

Reatored by Horace Walpole from tbeoorrupted text of HentzDer.

OH, Fortune! how thy restlesse wavering state
Hath fraught with cares my troubled witt!

Witnes this present prisonn, whither fate
Conld bearel me, and the joys I quit.

Thou C8usedest the I{Uiltie to be losed
From bandes, wherein are innocents inclosed :

Causing the guiltles to be straite reserved,
And freeing those that death hath well deserved.

But by her envie can be nothing wroughte,
So GOd send to my fOO8 all they have thoughte.

A.D. KDLV. ELIZABBTHB, PBlSONNBIl.

THE HEIR OF LINNE.

A Bcottl.h Ba11ad revised and enlarged by Percy. The" Heir of
Linne" appean to have been a Laird, who received his title with his
_teo

PUT THB !PlUT.

LITHB' and listen, gentlemen,
To sing a song I will beginne :

It is of a lord of faire Scotland,
Which was the unthrifty heire of Linne.

His father WI8 a right good lord,
His mother a lady of high degree ;

But they, alas! were dead, him froe,
And he lov'd keeping campanie.

To spend the daye with merry cheare,
To drinke and revell every n4tht,

To card and dice from eve to marne,
It was, I ween, his heart's delighte.

I CooIl4""" ill an ancleut idiom, equinl.nt to did b_, or lal1 borv.
• Litb&---attnJ.



THE HEIR OF LINNE.

To ride. to runne, to rant, to roare,
To alwaye spend, and never spare,

I wott, an' it were the kin~ himselfe,
Of gold and fee he mote be bare.

Soe fares the unthrifty lord of Linne,
Till all his gold is gone and spent;

And he maun sell his landes so broad,
His house, and landes, and all his rent.

His father had a keen stewil.rde,
And John 0' the Scales W88 called hee :

But John is become a gentel.man,
And John h88 gott both gold and fee.1

Sayes, Welcome, welcome, lord of Linne,
Let nouRht disturb thy merry cheere;

Iff thou wilt sell thy landes soe broad,
Good store of gold TIe ~ve thee heare.

My gold is gone, my money is spent;
My lande nowe take it unto thee:

Give me the golde, good John 0' the Scales,
And thine for aye my lande shall bee.

Then John he did him to record draw,
And John he cast him a God's.pennie;·

But for every pounde hat John ~reed,

The lande, I wis, W88 well worth three.

He told him the gold upon the borde,
He was right glad his land to winne;

The gold is thine, the land is mine,
And now lie be the lord of Linne.

Thus he hath sold his land soe broad.
Both hill and holt, and moore and fenne,

All but a poore and lonesome lodge.
That stOod far off in a lonely glenne.

For BOO he to his father hight.
My sonne, when I am gonne, sayd hee,

Then thou wilt spend thy lande so broad.
And thou wilt spend thy gold so free :
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11'--.1.
• i.e. .........,...,,; from the 1"rench "n.mer. Diea." At thi, doy•

...hen application il made to the Dean and Oh.pter of Oarlio1e, to accept In
exchange of the tenant nnder one or their1_•• piece ofail..rilp..-entod
by the new -to which ialtill called." God'. PlIOny:'

x2
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But sweare me nowe upon the roode,
That lonesome 10000e thou'lt never spend I

For when all the world doth frown on thee,
Thou there shalt find a faithful friend.

The heire of Linne is full of golde :
And come with me, my friends, sayd hee,

Let's drinke, and rant, and merry make,
And he that spares, ne'er mote he thee.

Ther. ranted, drank, and mer:r made,
Till all his gold it WlIXed thmne ;

And then his friendes they slunk away;
They left the unthrifty heire of Linne.

He had never a penny left in his purse,
Never a penny left but three;

And one was braas, another was lead,
And another it was white mon~y.

Nowe well.a-day, sayd the heire of Linne,
Nowe well-a-day, and woe is mee ;

For when I was the lord of Linne
I never wanted gold nor fee.

But many a trusty!.' friend have I,
And why shold I feel dole or care P

TIe borrow of them all by turnes,
Boe need I not be never bare.

But one, I wis, was not at home;
Anoth!.'r had payd his gold away;

Another l.'all'd liini thriftJe88 loone,
And bade him sharpely wend his way.

Now well-a-day, sayd the heire of Linne,
Now well-a.day, and woe is me;

For when I had my landes 80 broad,
On me they liv'd right merrilee.

To b('~ my bread from door to door
I WIB, it were a brenning. shame:

To rob and steal it were a sinne :
To worke my limbs I cannot frame.

1 BreDning-bvM"Io
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Now TIe away to lonesome lodge,
For there my father bade me wend;

When all the world should frown on mee
I there shold find a trusty friend.

PABT THE SBCOND.

AWAY then hyed the heire of Linne
Oer hill and holt, and moor and fenne,

Untill he came to lonesome lod~,
That stood so lowe in a lonely glenne.

He looked up, he looked downe,
In hope some comfort for to winne:

But bare and lothly! were the wallea:
Here's sorry cheare, quo' the heire of Linne.

The little windowe dim and darke
Was hung with ivy, brere, and yewe;

No shimmering sunn here ever shone ;
No halesome breeze here ever blew.

No chair, nl'l table he mote spye,
No chearful hearth, ne welcome bed,

Nought save a rope with renn~ noose,
That dangling hnng up o'er his head.

And over it in broad letters,
These words were written so plain to see:

II Ah I ~lease wretch, hast spent thine all,
.. And brought thyselfe to penurie P

II All this my boding mind misgave,
II I therefore left this trusty friend:

II Let it now sheeld thy foule disgrace,
II And all thy shame and sorrows end."

Sorely shent' wi' this rebuke,
Sorely shent was the heire of Linne;

His heart, I wis, was near to brast
Willi guilt and sorrolVe, shame and sinne.

Never a word spake the heire of Linn'3,
Never a word he spake but three:

II This is a trusty friend indeed,
II And is right welcome nnto mee."
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Then roun~ his necke the corda he drewe,
And sprang aloft with his bodie:

When 10! the ceiling burst in twaine,
And to the ground CI\lD.e tumbling hee.

Astonylld lay the heire of Linne,
Ne knewe if he were live or dead :

At lenAth he looked, and sawe a bille,1
And m it a key of gold so redd.

He took the bill, and lookt it on,
Strait good comfort found he there:

Itt told lum of a hole in the wall,
In which there stood three chests in.fere.'

Two were full of the beaten golde ;
The third was full of white monl1y ;

And over them in broad letters
These words were written so plaine to sec :

.. Once more, my sonne, I sette thee clere ;
.. Amend thy life and follies past;

.. For but thou amend thee of thy life,
.. That rope must be thy end at last,"

And let it bee, sayd the heire of Linne;
And let it bee, but if 1 amend :3

For here I will make mine avow,
This reade4 shall guide me to the end.

Away then went with a merry cheare,
Away then went the heire of Linne;

I wis, he neither ceas'd ne blanne,
Till John 0' the Scale's house he did winne.

And when he came to John 0' the Scales,
Upp at the speere6 then looked hee ;

There sate three lords upon a rowe,
Were drinking of the wine so free.

And John himself sate at the bord·head,
Because now lord of Linne was hee.

r pray thee, he said, good John 0' the Scales,
One forty pence for to lend mee.

1 Billo-lrlt.... I r..-f.r&-i. e. toJ(ether.
li.•o unless I wllend. .. i .•. advice, counsel

• Perbaps lbe bole in tb. door or wiDdow by which it WIllI '1Heretl,-i . ••
"PRrred. fu.l.oed, or .but. 10 Bale'. Secood Part of the .. Acta of Eng.
Votari.s" .... bav. thia pbru&-":n. tLJre tAerqf '1ft t,.... oplllUd aM
.~agal..·:·
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Away, away. thou thriftlessloone;
Away, away, this may not bee:

For Christ's curse on my head, he sayd,
If ever I trust thee one pennie.

Then bespake the heire of Linne;
To John 0' the Scales' wife then spake he:

Madame, some almes on me bestowe,
I pray, for sweet saint Chantie.

Away, away, thou thriftless loone ;
I swear thou gettest no almes of mee ;

For if we shold hang anr loseJl heere,
The first we wold begm with thee.

Then bespake a good fellowe,
Which sat lit John 0' the Scales his bard;

Sayd, Tnrn againe, thou heire of Linne;
Some time thou wast a well good lord:

Some time a good fellow thou hast been,
And sparedst not thy gold and fee ;

Therefore TIe lend thee forty pence,
And other forty if need bee.

And ever, I pray thee, John 0' the Scales,
To let him sit in thy companie :

For well I wot thou hadst his land,
And a good bargain it was to thee.

Up then spake him John 0' the Scales,
All wooa2 he answer'd him againe:

Now Christ's curse on my head, he sayd,
But I did lose by that bargSine.

And here I proffer thee, heire of Linne,
Before these lords so faire and free,

Thou shalt have it backe again hetter cheape,
By a hundred markes, than I had it of thee.

I drawe you to record, lords, he said.
With that he cast him a God'sopE!nnie:

Now by my fay. sayd the heire of Linne,
And here, good John, is thy moooy.
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And he pull'd forth three bag~ee of A"Old,
And layd them down upon the bord:

All woe begone was John 0' the Scales,
Soe shentl he cold say never a word.

He told him forth the good red ~old,
He told it forth with mickle dinne.

The gold is thine, the land is mine,
And now !me againe the lord of Linne.

Sayee, Have thou here. tholl good fellowe,
Forty pence thou didst lend mee:

Now I am againe the lord of Linne,
And forty pounds I will give thee.

De make the keeper of my forrest,
Both of the wild deere and the tame ;

For but I reward thy bounteous heart,
I wis, good fellowe, I were to blame.

Now welladay! sayth Joan 0' the Scales:
Now welladay I and woe is my life !

Yesterday I was lady of Linne;
Now Ime but John 0' the Scales,hie wife.

Now fare thee well, sayd the heire of Linne ;
Farewell now, John 0' the Scales, said hee:

Christ's curse light on me, if ever again
I bring my lands in jeopardy.
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GASCOIGNE'S PRAISE OF THE FAIR BRIDGES,
AFTERWARDS LADY SANnES,

01' IIBB JUVI1'G .A. seu 11' RllB POBBKUD.

GEORGE GAIOOlon. a poet of the early part of Elizabeth'. reign, ..as
born In Euex. and beeame astudent of Gray'. Inn; but d1allklng the
La.., he sought hla fortune at Court. and afterwardo In the ..an of the
Lo.. Conntrlea. Pen and sword were eqnally unfruitful, and he died
lI& Walthamstow In humble circumstances, bot pol8eSSing"lUch means
as might coutent one ..ho had become a wise and thoughtful mAn."
Southey remarks :-" His age cannot have been under forty; for he
frequently apeai<s of himself as being iu middle Ufe. and says, In one
place, thll& the cro..•...foot had grown under his ey..... Gucolgne Is an
elegant and mlUlica1 ,..nriller. The Lady. whom he oe1ebratel, was
Catherlne,dauBhter of Edmond second Lord ChandOl, wife of WUIlam
Lord 8IIlda.

lB court whoso demaundes
What dame doth most excell ;

For my conceit I must needes say,
Faire Bridges beares the bel.

UJl<ln whose lively cheeke,
To prove myju~enttrue,

The rose and lillie seeme to strive
For equalI change of hewe:

And therewithall so well
Hir graces all agree ;

No frowning cheere dare once presume
In hir sweet face to bee.

Although some lavishe lippes,
Which like some other best,

Will say, the blemishe on hir browe
Disgraoeth all the rest.

Thereto I thus replie ;
God wotte, they little knowe

The hidden cause of that mishap,
Nor how the harm did growe:

For when dame Nature first
Had framde hir heavenly face,

And thoroughly bedecked it
With goodly gleames of grace ;
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It lYked hir so well:
Lo here, quod she, a peece

For perfect shape, that passeth all
Appelles' worke in Greece.

This bayt may chaunce to catche
The ~atest God of love,

Or mi~htie thundring Jove himself,
~hat rules the roast above. .

But out, alas! those wordes
Were vaunted all in vayne :

And some unseen wer present there,
Pore Bridges, to thy pain.

For Cupide, crafty boy,
Close in a corner stoade,

Not blyndfold then, to gaze on hir:
I gesse it did him good.

Yet when he felte the flame
Gall kindle in his brest,

And herd dame Nature boast by hir
To break him of his rest.

His hot newe·chosen love
He chaunged into hate,

And sodeynil with mightie mace
Gall rap hll" on the pate.

It weeved Nature muche
To see the cruell deede :

Mee seemes I see hir, how she wept
To see hir dearling bIeede.

Wei yet, quod she, this hurt
Shal have some helpe I trowe :

And quick with skin she coverd it,
That whiter is than snowe.

Wberwith Dan Cupide fled,
For feare of further flame,

When angel-like he saw hir shine,
Whome he had smit with shame.

1.0, thns was BridR:es hurt
In eradel of hirkind. l

The coward Cupide brake hir browe
To wreke his wounded mynd.

1 III ......1qfAir killd-i••• in tho oradle of her famil,r.
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The skar still there remains;
No force, there let it bee:

There is no cloude that can eclipse
So brip;ht a sunne as she.

FAIR ROSAMOND.
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MOST of our old English anna1lsta ..,...m to have followed Higden. the
monk of Chesler. whose acconnt, with lOme enlargements, Is thWl
flIven by Slow :-" Rosamond. the fayre daughter of Walter Lord
Clifford. concubine to Henry II. (poi80ned by Queen Elianor. as 80Dle
thonght) dyed at Woodstocke [A.D. 1177]. where king Henry had
made for her a house of wonderfull working; 80 that no man or woman
might come to her, but he that wMlnstructed by the king. or snch ...
were right secret with him touching the matter. This house after
some Wl18 Damed LabyrinthWl. or Dedalus ,,"orke, which waa wronght
like unto a knot In a garden, called a Maze;1 but It was commonly
aa1d, that lastly the qneene came to her by a cine of thrldde. or Bilke,
and so dealt with her, that she llved not long after: but when she was
dead she was burled at GodBtow, In an hOWle of nuunes beBide Oxford,
with these vel'lle8 npon her tombe:

.. Hie jacet In tumbi Rosa mundi, non Rosa munda:
.. Non redolet, Bed aiel, qUill redolere solet."

How the qneen gained admittance Into Rosamond's bower 18 dlf
fereDtly related. Holinshed speaks of It. 88 .. the common report of
the people, that the queene .... fonnde hir out by a silken thread, which
the kinghad drawne after him out of hlr chamber with hiB foot, and dealt
with hIr In snch Iharpe and cruell wise, that .he lived not long after."
On the other hand, In Speed'. Hlst. we are told that the jealous queen
found her out .. by a olew of Bilke, fallen from Rosamund'. lappe. as
shee sate to take ayre. and snddenly fieelng from the light of the
oearoher, tbe end of herBlike fastened to her foot, and the olew .tlll
unwinding. remained behlnde: which the queene followed, till shee had
found what she 8Ought. and upon Rosamund so Tented her .pleene, 8lI

the lady llved not long after." Onrballad-maker, with more ingenuity
and probably 88 much truth, tellB ns the clue W88 gained by surprioe
from the knight who W88 left to guard her bower.

It iB observable, that none of the old writers attribute Rosamond'.
death to polsou (Stow mentions It merely 88 a slbtht conjecture);
they only give us to unaerstana, that the queen treated her harshly;
with farlOWl menaces, we may suppose. and sharp expostulations.
whloh had BOch effect on hersplrltll, that she did not long snrvlve them.
Indeed on her tomb-stone was engraven the figure of a oup. This.
which was probably an aocldent&1 ornament (perhaPl only the
ohallce), might In after-times .uggest the notion that.he W88 poisoned;
lit least thl. con.truction was put upon It. when tbe .tone came to be
demolished after the nunnery Wll8 dl..olved. Tbe account Is, that

I CoDBiBtinlf of vaults under ground, arched and ,.alled with brick and
.tune, aooor~.mgto Drayton. Bee Note OD biB .. Epiatle of Rosamond."
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.. the tombltone of Roeamund Cllll'ord was taken up at GodItow, and
broken In pieces, and that upon It were interchangeable wearings
drawn out and decked with ro.... red and green, and the picture of the
cup, out of which abe drank the polson given her b)' the queen, carved
in ltoue."

Rosamond'l father haTing been a great benefactor to the nunnery of
God.tow, where Ihe had also resided he"",lf In the lunocent part of
her \lte, her body was couveyed there, and burled In the middle of the
choir; In which place It remained till the year 1191, when Hugh
Bbhop of LIncoln cauaed It to be removed and huried • without the
church." In what lituation the remalnl of Rosamond were found at
the dlaaolution of the nunnery we learn from Leland :-" Roaamunde's
tombe at GodItowe nunnery was taken up [of] late; it II a stone with
this InllCriptlon,' Tomba Rosamuud.,.' Her bones were CI08ld In lede,
and w1thyn that bones were closyd yn lether. When It was opeued
a very Iwete amell came owt olit." I

Henry had two 80DS b)' Rosamoud-William Longue-eapc; (or Long
sword) Earl of 8alllbury, and Geoll'rey Bishop of Llncoln.~

The Ballad of Fair Rou.mond appears to have been first published
In .. Strange Hl8torlea or Songs and Sonnets, of Klnges, Princee,
Dukea. Lords, Lady.., Knights, and Gentlemen, &c. By Thomas
Delone. Lond. 1612." ..to. It Is now printed (with conjectural
emendations) from four ancient coplea In black-letter; two of them in
the Pep)'. lIbrar)',

W HBN III king Henry rulde this land,
The second of that name,

Besides the queene, he dearly lovde
A faire and comely dame.

Most peerlesse was her beautye founde,
Her favour and her face ;

A sweeter creature in this worlde
Could never prince embrace.

Her crisped lockes like threads of ~olde
Appeard to each man's si~ht ;

Her sparkling eyes, like Onent pearles,
Did cast a heavenlye light.

The blood within her crystal cheekes
Did such a colour drive,

.As though the lillye and the rose
For masterahip did strive.

Yea Rosamonde, fair Rosamonde,
Her name was called 80,

To whom our queene, dame Ellinor,
Was known a deadlye foe.

I ThIs would han paued for miraculoul, it it had happeued In tbe tomb of
IlDY clerloal perIOD, aod beeo rt'CCived .. a proofofhii beiDi II oaint•

• Aflenru'da Archbiahop of York, "'_p. Ricllanl L
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The king therefore, for her defence,
Against the furious queene,

At Woodstocke builded such a bower,
The like was never seene.

Most curiously that bower was built
Of stone and timber strong,

An hundred and fifty doors
Did to this bower belong:

And they so cunninglye contriv'd
With turnings round about,

That none but with a clue of thread,
Could enter in or out.

And for his love and ladye's sake,
That was so faire and brighte,

The keeping of this bower he gave
Unto a valiant knighte.

But fortune, that doth often frowne
Where ahe before did amile,

The kinge's delighte and ladye's joy
Full ROOn shee did beguile:

For why, the kinge's ungracious sonne,
Whom he did high advance,

Against his father raised warres
Within the realme of France.

But yet before our comelye king
The English land forsookc,

Of Rosamond, his lady faire,
His farewelle thus lie tooke :

.. My Rosamonde, my only Rose,
That pleasest best mine eye:

The fairest flower in all the worlde
To feed my fantasye:

The flower of mine affected heart,
Whose sweetness doth excelle:

My royal Rose, a thousand times
I bid thee nowe farwelle !

For I must leave my fairest flower,
My sweetest Rose, a space,

And Cl'OIIS the seas to famous France,
Proud rebelles to abase.
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Butyet, mr RoBe, be sure thou shalt
My commg shortlye see,

And in my heart, when hence I am,
ne beare my Rose with mee:'

When Rosamond, that ladye brighte,
Did heare the king saye soo,

The sorrowe of her grieved heart
Her outward lookes did showe ;

And from her cleare and crystall eyes
The teares gusht out apace,

Which like the silver-pearlOO dewe
Ranne downe her comely face.

Her lippes, erst like the corall roode,
Did waxe both wan and pale,

And for the sorrow she conceivde
Her vitall spirits faile ;

And falling down all in a swoone
Before king Henrye's face,

Full oft he in his pnncelye annes
Her bodye did embrace :

And twentye times, with watery eyes,
He kist her tender cheeke,

Untill he had renvde~e
Her senBes milde and meeke.

Why grieves my Rose, my sweetest Rose P
The king did often say.

:Because, quoth shee, to bloodye warres
My lord must part awaye.

But since your grace on forrayne coastes
Amonge your foes unkinde

Must goe to hazard life and limbe,
Why should I staye behinde P

Nay, rather let me, like a page,
Your sworde and target beare ;

That on my bre/U1t the blowee may lighte,
Which would offeud you there.

Or lett mee. in your royal tent,
Prepare your bed at nighte,

And with sweete baths refresh your grace,
At your returne from fighte.
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So I your presence may enjoye,
No toil I will refuse;

But wanting you, mY' life is death;
Nay. death TId rather chuse !

II Content thy self, my dearest love;
Thy rest at home shall bee

In Englande's sweet and pleasant isle;
For traveil fits not thee.

Faire ladies brooke not bloodye warres ;
Soft peace their sexe delightes ;

• Nat rugged campas, but courtlye bowers ;
Gay feastes, not cruell fightes.'

My Rose shall safely here abide,
With musicke passe the daye ;

Whilst I. amonge the piercing pikes,
My foes seeke far awaye.

My Rose shall shine in pearle and golde,
Whilst Ime in armour dighte ;

GaY'_gaIIiards1 here my love shall dance.
Whilst I my foes goa fighte.

And rou, sir Thomas, whom I truste
To bee my love's defence ;

Be carefull of my gallant Rose,
When I am parted hence."

And therewithall he fetcht a sigh.
As though his heart would breake:

And Rosamonde, for very griefe,
Not one plaine word could speake.

And at their parting well they mighte
In heart be grieved sore:

After that daye faire Rosamonde
The king did see no more.

For when his grace had past the seas,
And into France was gone;

With envious heart, queene EUinor.
To Woodstocke came anone.

And forth she calls this trustye knighte,
In an unhappy houre;

Who with his clue of twined thread,
Came from this famous bower.
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And when that they had wounded him,
The queene this thread' did gette,

And went where ladye Rosamonde
Was like an angell 8ette.

:But when the queene with stedfast eye
:Beheld her beauteous face,

She was amazed in her minde
At her exceeding grace.

Cast off from thee those robes, she said,
That riche and costlye bee;

And drinke thou up this deadlye draught,
Which r have brought to thee.

Then presentlye upon her knees
Sweet RosaInonde did falle ;

And pardon of the ~ueene she orav'd
For her offences all.

II Take pitty on my youthfull yearee,
Faire RoBamonde did erye ;

And lett mee not with poison strange
Enforced bee to dye.

r will renounce my einfnlI life,
And in some eloyster bide;

Or else be banisht, if you please,
To range the world eoe wide.

And for the fault which r have done,
Though r was fore'd theretoe,

Preserve mlj!te, and punish mee
As you t' e meet to dOe,"

And with these words, her lillie handes
She wrunge full often there ;

And downe along her lovely face
Did trickle many a teare.

:But nothing could this furious queene
Therewith appeased bee ;

The cup of deadlye poyson strange,
As she knelt on her knee,

Shoo gave this comelye dame to drinke ;
Who tooke it in her hande,

And from her bendcd knee arose,
And on her feet did stand:
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And casting up her eyes to heaven,
Shee did fm" mercye calle;

And drinking up the poison stronge,
Her life she lost withalle.

And when that death through everye limbe
Had showde its greatest spite,

Her chiefest foell did plaine confesse
Shee was a glorious wi~ht.

Her body then they did entomb,
When life was fled away,

At Godstowe, neare to Oxford towne,
As may be scene this day.

QUEEN ELEANOR'S CONFESSION•
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.. ELEAIIOR, the daughter and heiress of William Duke of Gulenne, and
Count of Polctou. had been married .lxteen ye..... to Louis VII. King
of ."rance. and had attended 111m in a crolsade, which that monarch
commanded against the Infidel.: but having 1000t the all'ectloDB of her
husband, and even fallen under !'Ome su.plcion. of gallantry with a
handllOme Saracen, Loul•• more delicate than politic, procured a divorce
from her. nnd ""stored her tho'. rich provinces, which by her marriage
ahe had annexed to the crO\m of France. The young Conot of Anjon.
afterwards Henry U. King of England, though at that time but In hIa
nineteenth year, neither dlacouraged by the disparity of age, nor by
the reporta of Eleanor'. gallantry, made auch .ucceaslhl courtship to
that prlneesa, that he married her .Ix weeka after her divorce, and got
JlOllI"IlIion of all her dominions 9! a dow!V'. A marriage thus founded
upon Interest wu not likely to be very happy: It bappened accordingly.
Eleanor, who bad disgusted her fI ...t husband by her gallantrlea. wu
no lea oll'eDlllve to her second by ber jealousy: tbus carrying to ex
tremlty, In tbe dlll'erent parte of ber life. every circumstance of female
weaknea. She had several son. by Henry, whom .he .pirlted up to
rebel agaInst him; and endeavouring to escape to tbem. disgnl8ed In
man'. apparel,ln 1178, .be w88 dbcovered and tbrown Into confln..
ment. which .ccma to bave continued till the death of her busband In
1189. Sbe bowever .urvived blm many ye..... : dying In 1204, in the
a1xth year of the relgu of ber youngest IOn. John.· The foIlowlng
'Jallad i. altogetber fabulou.; no Immorality being Imputed to the
Queen during ber aecond marriage.

QUEENB ELIANOB was a sieke woman
And afraid that she should dye:

Then she sent for two fryars of France
To speke with hpr speedilye.

8
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Tae king calld downe his nobles all,
:By one. by two, by three;

II Earl marshall, 11e goe shrive the queena,
And thou shalt wend with mee."

A. boone, 1\ boone; quoth earl marsh811,
And fell on his bended knee;

That whatsoever queene Elianor saye,
No harme therofmay bee.

TIe pawne my landes, the king then cryd,
My sceptre, erowne, and all,

That whatsoere queen Elianor sayes
No harme thereof shall fall.

Do thou put on a fryal"s coat,
And Ill' put on snothel' ;

And we will to queen Elianor j:too
Like fryar and his brother.

Thus both attired then they j!;OO :
When they came to Whitehall,

The bells did ring, and the quiristers sing,
And the torches did lighte them all.

When that they came before the queene
They fell on their bended knee ;

A boone, a boone, our /!;racioUB queene,
That you sent so hastilee.

Are you two fryars of France, she sayd.
As I suppose you bee P

But if you are 00'0 English fryars,
You shall hang on tile gallowes tree.

Weare two fryal's of France, they sayd,
As you suppose we hee,

v.'e have not heen at any masse
Sith we came from the sea.

The fi1'Bt vile thin/{ that ever I did
I will to you nnfolde ;

Eal'l mlll'Rhall had my maidenhed,
Beneath this cloth of golde.

Thats a vile sinne, then sayd the king;
May God forgive it thee!

Amen, amen, quoth earl mal'Rhall ;
With a heavye heart spake hee.

,\
I
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The next vile thing that ever I did,
To you 11e not denye,

I made a boxe of poyson strong,
To poison king Henrye.

That's a vile sinne, then sayd the king,
May God forgive it thee!

Amen, amen, quoth earl marshall ;
And I wish It so may bee.

The next vile thing that ever I did,
To yon I will discover;

I poysoned fair Rosamonde,
All in fair W oodstocke bower.

That's a vile sinne, then sayd the king,
May God forgive it thee!

Amen, amen, 9uoth earl IIllll'llhall ;
And I WIsh It so may bee.

Do you see yonders little boye,
A tossing of the balle P

That is earl marshall's eldest sonne,
And I love him the best of all.

Do you' see yonders little boye,
A catehin~ of the balle P

That is king Henrye's youngest sonne,
And I love him the worst of all.1

His head is fsshyon'd like a bull;
His nose is like a boare.

No matter for that, king Henrye cryd,
I love him the better therfore.

The king pulled off his fryar's coate,
And appeared all in redde :

She shrieked, and cryd, and wrnng her hands,
And Bayd she was betrayde.

The king lookt over hill left shoulder,
And a g-rimme look looked hee ;

Earl marshall, he sayd, but for my oathe,
Or han~ed thou shouldst bee.

1 Sbe mllana that the e1d..t of th.... two ..... by the ll&l'l mwahai, the
10llDgeet by the king.

82
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THE STURDY ROCK.

Tms poem, Itlboer1bed H.T. [perha"" Invertedl,. for T. HianhaJl] Ia
preserved In .. -fhe Paradlee ofDalntle DevIaee.-

THB sturdy rock for all his strength
By raging seas is rent in twaine :

The marble stone is pearet at length,
With little drops of driz~ rain :

The oxe doth yeeld unto the yoke,
The steele obeyeth the hammer stroke,

The stately stagge, that seemes so stout,
By yaIpmg hounds at bay is set:

The swif'\;est bird, that flies about,
Is caught at len~h in fowler's net:

The greatest fish, ill deepest brooke,
Is soon deceived by subtill hooke.

Yea, man himselfe, unto whose will
All thin~ are bounden to obey,

For all his wit and worthie skill,
Doth fade at length. and fall away.

There is nothing but time doeth waste;
The heavens, the earth consume at last.

But venue sits triumphing still
Upon the throne of glorious fame:

Though spiteful death man's body kill.
Yl't hurts he not his vertuoUB name:

By life or .death what so betides,
The itate of veriue never slides.
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THE BEGGAR'S DAUGHTER OF BEDNALL-GREEN.

TIDe popular Bll1lad was written In the reign of Elizabeth; the
concluding Btanzas were altered to make the story more affecting,
and to reconcile It to history. Percy gives four beautiful lines from
an old Song. on the same subJect,ln which we are told of the Beggar,
that" down his neck

-- his reverend lockes
In comelye curies did wave;

And on his aged temples p1l""e
The blossom.. of the pave."

Pepys (June ¥4th, 1663) speaks of dining with Sir William Ryder:
.. This very house was built by the Blind Beggar or Bednall Green, so
much talked of and sang In bll1lads; but they say it was only some
out-houses of It." The house was called Kirby Castle. According to
Mr. Chappell, the Ballad is still kept in print in Seven Dials, and II sung
about the country.

PUT THB FIRST.

ITT was a blind begltar, had long lost his sight,
He had a faire daughter of bewty most bright;
And many a ~allant brave suiter had shea,
For none was soa comelye as pretty Be88ea.

And though shee was of favor most faire,
Yett seeing shee was but a poor beggar's heyre,
Of ancyent housekeepers despised was shee,
Whose sannes came as suitors to prettye Bessee.

Wherefore in great sorrow faire Bessy did say,
Good father, and mother, let me goe away
To seek out my fortune, whatever itt bee.
Thia suite then they granted to prettye Beasee.

Then Bessy, that was of bewtye soe bright,
All cladd in gray russett, and late in the night
From father and mother alone parted shee;
Who sighed and sobbed for prettye B688ea.

Shee went till shee came to Stratford-Ie-Bow;
Then knew shee not whither, nor which way to goa:
With teares shee lamented her hard destinie,
So &add and soa heavy WlUl pretty Bessee.

Shee kept on her journey untill it was day,
And went unto Rumford along the hye way;
Where at the Queene's armes entertained was ahee:
Soa faire and weI favoured WlUl pretty Beaaee. .
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Shee had not beene there a month to an end,
But master and mistres and all was her friend:
And every brave gallant, that once did her see,
Was straight.way enamourd of pretty Beasee.

Great gifts they did send her of silvor and gold,
And in their songs daylye her love was extold;
Her beawtye was blazed in every degree;
Soe faire and soe comelye was pretty Beasee.

The young men of Rumford in her had their joy;
Shee shewed herself curteous, and modestlye coye ;
And at her commandment still wold they bee;
Boe fayre and soe comIye was pretty Bessee.

Foure suitors att once unto her did goo ;
Thl.'Y craved hl.'r favor, but still she sayd noe ;
I wold not wish gentles to marry: with mee ;
Yett ever they honored prettye Bessee.

The first of them was a ltallant younl; knight,
And he came unto hl.'r dlsguisde in the night,
The second B gentleman of good dl.'gree,
Who wooed and sued for prettye Bessee.

A merchant of London, whose wealth was not small,
He was the third suiter, and proper withall :
Her master's own sonne the fourth man must bee,
Who swore he would dye for pretty Bessel.'.

And, if thou wilt marry with mee, guoth the knight.
TIe make thee a ladye with joy and delight;
My hart's so inthralled by thy bewtie,
That soone I shall dye for prettye Beasee.

The jl;entleman sayd, Come, marry with mee,
As fine as a ladye my Bessy sha! bee:
My life is distressed: 0 heara me, quoth hee ;
And grant me thy love, my prettye Bessee.

Let me bee thy husband, the merchant cold say,
Thou shalt live in London both gallant and gay;
My ship~s shall brinjl; home rych jewells for thee,
And I 1Vill for ever love pretty Bessee.

Then Bessy shee sighed, and thus shee did say,
My father and mother I meane to obey;
First gett their good will, and be faithfull to mea,
And you shall enjoye your prettye Beasee.
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To every one this answer shee made.
Wherfore unto her they joyfullye sayd.
This thin~ to fulfill we all doe llKl'ee ;
:But where dwells thy father. my prettye Bessee P

My father, shee said, is soone to be seene:
Tile seely' blind be~gar of Bednall.greene.
That daylye sits oog~ng for charitie.
He is the good father of pretty Be88ee.

His markes and his tokens sre knowen very well;
He alwayes is led with a dogg and a bell :
A seely olde man, God knoweth, is hee.
Yett hee is the father of pretty Be88oo.

Nay then, quot,h the merchant. thou art not for mee :
Nor, quoth the innholder, my wiffe thou shalt bee:
I lathe. ssyd the gentle, a beggar's degree.
And therefore adewe, my pretty Bes&ee !

Why then, quoth the kni~ht, hap better or worse,
I waighe not true love by the waight of the pUl'BC,
And bewtye is bewtye in every degree;
Then welcome unto me, my pretty Beasee.

With thee to thy father forthwith I will goe.
Nay soft, quoth his kinsmen, it mnst not be soe;
A poor beggar's daughter noe ladye shal bee;
'fhen take thy ndew of pretty Bessee.

But soone after this, by breake of the day
The knight had from Rumford stole Bessy away.
The younge ml'n of Rumford. as thieke might bee,
Rode after to feitch againe pretty Bessel'.

As swifte as the winde to ryde they were seene,
Untill they came neare unto Bednall.greene;
And as the knight lighted most courteousl1e,
They all fought against him for pretty Bessee.

But reacew came spepdilye over the plaine.
Or else the young knight for his love had been slainll.
This fray being ended, then straitway he see
His kinsmen come rayling at prett,y Bessee.

I 8edy-"nopu.
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Then spake the blind beggar. Although I bee poore,
Yett rayle not against my child at my own doorI.':
Though shee be not decked in "elvett and pearle,
Yett will I dropp angells1 with you for my girle.

And then, if my gold may better her birthe,
And equaIl the gold that you lay on the earth,
Then neyther rayle nor gTUdge you to see
The blind beggar's daughter a lady to bee.

:But first you shall promise, and have itt well knowne,
The gold that you drop shall all be your owne.
'Vith that they replyed, Contented bee wee.
Then here's, quotli the beggar, for pretty Bessel'.

With that an angell he eHst on the ground,
And dropped in angels full three thousand pound;
And oftentimes itt was proved most plaine,
For the gentlemen's one the beggar droPPt twayne :

Soe that the place, wherin they did sitt,
With gold it VI"&8 covered e"ery whitt.
The gentlemen then having dropt all their store,
Sayd, Now, beggar, hold, for Vl"ee have noe more.

Thou hast fulfilled thy promise arright.
Then marry, quoth he, my girle to this knight;
And heere, added hee, I will now throwI.' JOU downe
A hundred pounds more to buy her a gowne.

The gent.1emen all, that this treasure had seene,
Admired the begj!ar of Bednnll.greene:
And all those, that were her suitors before,
Their fieshe for very anger they tore.

Thus was faire Besse matched to the knight,
And then made a ladye in other's despite :
A fairer ladye there never was seenI.'
Than the blmd beggar's daughter of Bednall.greenc.

TIut of their sumptuous marriage and feast,
What brave lords and knil:hts thither were prest,
The SECOND FITT' shall set forth to your sight
With mllrveilous pleasure, and wished delight.

1 Anl:"ll-a ,gold coi" .",..,1 I•• •1Uli.g••
I The word Fil, lor ParI, !'r"'lUentir occuro in old ballad. and metrical

"'m&nee., and had obtained tha~ melUlUll: in Ibe time of CIuw""r.



THB BKGOAB'S DAUGHTEK OF BKDIULL·GUBN. 265

PABT THB SBCOlllD.

On a blind beggar's daughter most bright,
That late was betrothed unto 810unge knight;
All the discourse therof you di see;
:But now comes the wedding of pretty :Bessee.

Within a gorgeous palace most brave,
Adomed with all the cost they cold have,
This weddinl!: was kept most sumJltuouslle,
And all for the ereditt of pretty Bessee.

All kind of dainties, and delicates sweete
Were bought for the banquet, as it wad most meete ;
Partridge, and plover, and venison mo~t free,
Against the brave wedding of pretty Bessee.

This marriage through England Wad spread by I'eport,
Soo that a great number therto did resort
Of nobles and ll'entIes in every degree;
And all for the fume of prettye Bessee.

To church then went this gallantyoun~eknight;
His bride followed after, an angell most bright,
With tro0l?es of ladye~, the like nere was seene
As went wlth sweete Bessy of Bednall-greene.

Thill ma"1sge being solempnized then,
With mWlIcke performed by the skilfulletlt men,
The nobles and gentles sate downe at that tyde,
Each one admirrng the beautifull bryde.

Now, arter the sumptuous dinner was done,
To talke and to resson a number begunn:
They talkt of the blind beggar's daughter most bright.
And what with his daughter he gave to the knight.

Then spake the nobles, " Much marveil have wee,
This jolly blind bl'ggar wee cannot here see."
My lords, quoth the bride. my father's so base,
He is loth with his presence these states to disgrace•

.. The prayse of a woman in questyon to bringe
:Before her own face, were a flattering thinge ;
But wee thinke thy father's baseness, qnoth they,
Might by thy bewtye be cleene put awayc."
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They had noe sooner these pleasant words spoke,
But in comes the beggar cladd in a silke cloke;
A faire velvet capp, and a fether had hee,
And now a musicyan forsooth he wold bee.

He had a daintye lute under his arme,
He touched the strings, which made such a charme,
Baies, Please you to heare any musicke of mee,
11e sing you a song of pretty Bessee.

With that his lute he twanged straightway,
And thereon be~ann most sweetlye to play;
And after that lessons were plllyd two or three,
He strayn'd out this song most delicatelle•

.. A _poore beggar's daughter did dwell on a greene,

.. Who for her fairenesse might well be a queene:

.. A blithe bonny lasse, and a daintye was shee,

.. And many one called her pretty Bessee.

.. Her father hee had noe goods, nor noe land,

.. But beggd for a penny all day with his hand;

.. And yett to her marriage hee gave thousauds three,

.. And still he hath somewhat for pretty Bessee•

.. And if anyone here her birth doe disdaine,

.. Her father is ready, with mi~ht and with maine,

.. To proove she is come of noble dewee :

.. Therfore never flout att prettye Bessee."

With that the lords and the companye round
With hart:y laughter were readye to swound.
Att last Bald the lords, Full well wee may see,
The bride and the beggar's behoulden to thee.

On this the bride all blu~hing did rise,
The pearlie dropps standing within her faire eyes.
o pardon my father, grave nobles, quoth shee,
That throughe blind affection thus doteth on mee.

If this be thy father. the nobles did say,
Well may he be proud of this happy day;
Yett by his countenauce well may wee see,
His birth and his fortune did never agree :

Aud therfore, blind man, we pray thee bewray,
(And looke that the truth thou to us do say)
%y birth and thy parentage, what itt mil)' bee;
For the love that thou bearest to pretty Bessce.
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I< Then give me leave, nobles and gentles, each one,
.. One song more to sing', and then I have done;
.. And if that itt may not winn good report,
.. Then doe not give me a GROAT for my sport.

I< rSir Simon de Montfort my subject sha! bee;
•• Once chiefe of all the great barons was hee,
.. Yet fortune so cruelle this lorde did abase,
.. Now loste and forgotten are hee and his race.

.. When the baroJ'.q in armes did king Henrye oppose,
I< Sir Simon de Montfort their leader they chose;
.. A leader of courog'e undaunted was hee,
.. And oft-times he made their enemyes fiee.

I< At length in the battle on Eveshame plainel

.. The barons were routed, and Montfort WlLS slaine;

.. Moste fatall that battel did prove unto thee,

.. Thoughe thou WlLSt not borne then, my prettye Bessee !

" Alon~ with tho nobles, that fell at that tyde,
I< His eldest son Henrye, who fought by hJ~ side,
.. W lLS fellde by a blowe he receivde in the fight!
.. A blowe that deprivde him for ever of sight.

.. Among the dead bodyes alllifelesse he laye,

.. Till evening drewe on of the following daye, .

.. When by a yong ladye discoverd was hee ;
'.' And this was thy mother, my prettye Bessee !

.. A baron's faire daughter stept forth in the nighte

.. To search for her father, who fell in the fight,

.. And seeing' yong Montfort, where g-asping he laye,

.. Was moved with pitye, and brought him awaye.

"In secrette she nurst him, and sw~ed his paine,
I< While he throug-he the realme was beleevd to be slaine:
.. At lengthe his fHire bride she consented to bee,
.. And made him glad father of prettye Bessee.

I< And nowe lest oure foes our lives sholde betraye,
I< We clothed ourselves in beggar's arraye ;
I< Her jewelles she solde, and hither came wee:
" All onr comfort and care was our prettye Bessee.]

I The battle of E?eoham ...as fonllht Angu.t., 1265, ...hen Simon d. Mont
fort, the great Earl of Leiceoter, ...as I1ain at the hoa<! olthe barons, and hi.
eJdeot BOn, Henry, feU by his aid.. In conoequence of that defeat, the ...hole
family ."nk for e.er; the King best<>winll their honOlll"ll and poaaeuiona ou
IIis """"nd BOD, Edmund Earl of LanC&llter.
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.. And here have wee lived in fortune's despite,

.. Thoughe poore, yet contented with humble delighte :

.. Full forty winters thus have I beene

.. A silly blind beggar of Bedna.ll.greene.

.. And here, noble lordes, is ended the song

.. Of one, that once to your own ranke did belonA':

.. And thus have you learned a secrette from mee,

.. That ne'er had beene knowne, but for prettye Bessee."

Now when the faire companye everye one,
Had heard the strange tale in the son~ he had showne,
They all were amazed, lIB well they might bee,
Both at the blinde beggar, and pretty Bessee.

With that the {aire bride they all did embrace,
Sayin~, Sure thou art come of an honourable race,
Thy father likewise is of noble degree,
And thou art well worthy a lady to bee.

Thus WIIB the feast ended with joye and delighte,
A brideKI'oome most happy then was the young knighte,
In joy and felicitie long lived hee,
All with his faire ladye, the pretty BeBBee.

FANCY AND DESIRE.

BY THIl EARL OF OXFORD.

EDWARD VERE, famons for his poetical talents In the reign of Eliza
beth, was the seventeenth Earl of Oxford, succeetllng his fath~r in
166~, and dying, an aged man, In 1804. Mr. Camllbell remarks:
.. This nobleman sat aa Great Chamberlain of Enghwd npon the trial
of Mary Queen of Scots. In the year of the Armada, he dMlnguish~d

hiB public spirit by fitting out lOme ships at his private oost. He had
trav.lled In Italy In his youth, and Ia said to have returned the moo'
aeeomIJIIshed coxcomb of Lis age.·

COKB hither, shepherd's swayne:
.. Sir, what do you require P"

I praye thee, shewe to me thy name•
.. My name is FOND DESIRE."

When wert thou borne, Desire ~

.. In pompe and pryme of May."
By whom, sweet boy, wert thou begot P

.. By fond Conceit, men say."
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Tell me who was thy nurse P
.. Fresh youth in sugred joy."

What was thy meate and dayly foodeP
.. Sad sighes with great annoy:'

What hndst thou then to drinke P
.. Unsavoury lovers' teares."

What cradle wert thou rocked in P
.. In hope devoyde of feares:'

What lulld tbpe then aslee~P
.. Sweete speech. which likes me bE'st."

Tell me, where is thy dwelling placeP
.. In gentle hartes I rest:'

What thing doth please thee most P
.. To gaze on beautye sfille."

Whom dost thou think to be thy foe P
.. Disdayn of my good wille:'

Doth eompanye displease P
.. Yes, surelye, many one:'

Where doth Desire delighte to live P
.. He loves to live alone."

Doth either tyme or age
Bringe him unto decaye P

"No. no, Desire both lives and dyes
.. Ten thousand times a day:'

Then, fond Desire, farewelle,
Thou art no mate for mee ;

I sholde be lathe, methinkes, to dwelle
With such a one as thee.
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SIR ANDREW BARTON.

1m: (dher of Andrew Barton, a Scotchman, having mtrered, by sea,
from the Portuguese, obtained Lette... of 1l1lU'Que for his two IOns to
make reprisals. But complaints BOon reached the Government,
in London, that, under pn>tence of searching for Portuguese goods,
Barton interrupted the English trade. Henry [A.D. l~lll was re
luctant to prO\'oke a quarrel with Scotland; hut the'Earl of SnlT1lY
declared before the Council, that while he had an estate capahle of
f'umu.hlng a ship, or a son able to command it, the narrow seas shonld
not be tnfested. The King accepted Surrey's otrer, and two vesBt'ls
were immediately fitted out under the Earl's ""ns. Thomas and Edward
Howard. Barten was a skilful officer; bnt an obstinate engagement
ended in his defeat. He was killed, fighting bnovely; and his
ships, with their ftdghta and crews, were carried Into the Tham....
Angust 2, all. The hattie of FIOOden Is said to have grown out oC
this capture.

If the Ballad occLolonally wande... from history, It illustrates It with
a Cew I...""r facts. We may conclude many of the little circumstances
oC the story to be rell, when we find one of the mOllt Improbable to be
not very remote from the truth. It Is said that England had beCore
.. but two Shlpa·of-War." Now the" Great Harry" had been built
only seven year., i. e. 1~04, • which was, properly speaking, the lint
ship In the English Navy."

THE FIRST PART•

• WHEN Flora with her fragrant flowers
•Bedeckt the earth so trim and gaye,

• And Neptune with his daintye showers
•Came to present the monthe of Maye;'

King Henrye rode to take the ayre,
Over the river of Thames"'past hee;

When eighty merchants of London came,
And downe they knelt upon their knee.

"0 yee are welcome, rich ml"rchlmts ;
Good saylors, welcome unto mee."

They swore by the rood they were lIllylors good,
But rich merch~nts they cold not bee :

II To France nor Flanders dare we pll88 :
Nor Bourdeaux voyage dare we fare:

And all for a rover that lyes on the seas,
Who robbs us of our merchant ware."

King Henrye frowrid, and turned him rounde,
And swore by the Lord, that was mickle of might,

II I thought he had not beene iu the world,
Durst have wrought England such unright."
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The merchants sighed, and said, alas!
And thuB they did their answer frame,

He is a proud Scott, that robbs on the seas,
And Sir Andrewe Barton is his name.

The kin~ lookt over his left should~r,
And an anwye look then looked hee :

II Have I never a lorde in all my realme,
Will feitch yond traytor unto mee P"

Yea, that dare I, lord Howard sayes ;
Yea, that dare I with heart and hand;

If it please your grace to givA me leave,
Myselfe wil be the only man.

ThoU. art but yong, the kyng replyed :
Yond Scott hath numbred manle a yeare.

II Trust me, my liege, lIe make him quail,
Or before my prince I will never appeare."

Then bowemen and gunners thou shalt have,
And chuse them over my realme so free;

Besides good mariners, and shipp.boyes,
To guide the great shipp on the Bea..

The first man, that lord Howard chose,
Was the ablest ~unner in all the realm,

Thoughe he was threescore yeeres and ten ;
Good Peter Simon was his name.

Peter, aais hee, I must to the sea,
To bring home a traytor live or dead:

:Before all others I have chosen thee;
Of a hundred gunners to be the head.

If you, my lord, have chosen mee
Of a hundred RUnners to be the head,

Then hang me up on your maine·mast tree,
If I misse my marke one shilling bread.!

My lord then chose a boweman rare,
.. 'Vho~e active hands had gained fame.

Iu YorkRhire was this gentleman borne,
And William Horseley was his name.s
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IAn old English word for breadt,.•
• Mr. Lambe, in hi... N oteo to tbe Poem on the Battle of Flodden Field,"

contends that this expert bowman's name was not HorlJelE"Y. 1,ut Huat1er, of
.. fo.mi1ylong oeated neo.r Stockton, in CleTelo.nd, York.hire.
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Honeley. sayd he, I must with speede
Go seeke a traytor on the sea ;

And now of a hundred bowemen brave
To be the head I have chosen thee.

If you, quoth hee, have chosen mel.'
Of a hundred bowemeu to be the head;

On ,our main-mast lIe hanged bee,
I I miss twelvescore one penny bread.

With pikes and gunnes, and bowemen bold,
This noble Howard is !tone to the sea;

With a valyant heart and a pleasant cheare.
Out at Thames mouth sayled he.

And days he scant had eayled three,
Upon the' voyage,' he tooke in hand.

But there he mett with a noble shipp,
And stoutely made itt stay and stand.

Thou must tell me, lord Howard said.
Now who thou art, and what's th'y name;

And shewe me where thy dwelling is:
And whither bound, and whence thou came.

My name is Henry Hunt, quoth hee
With a heavye heart, and a earefull mind;

I and my shipp doe both belonJ{
To the Newcastle, that stands upon Tyne.

Hast thou not heard, Mwe, Henrye Hunt,
As thou hast sayled by daye and by niKht,

Of a Scottish rover on the seas ;
Men call him sir Andrew Barton, knight P

Then ever he sighed, and sayd alas! .
With a grieved mind, and well away I

But over-well I knowe that wight,
I was his prisoner yesterday.

As I was sayling uppon the lea,
A Burdeaux voyage for to fare ;

To his hach-borde he clasped me,
And robd me of all my merchant ware :

And mickle debts, God wot, lowe,
And every man will have his owne ;

And I am nowe to London bounde,
Of our graciou, king to beg a boone.
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That sha.ll not need, lord Howard aais ;
Lett me but once that robber see,

For every penny tane thee froe
. It shall be doubled8h~ three.
Nowe God forefend, the merchant wd,

That you shold seek S08 far amisse !
God keepe you out of that traitor's hands!

Fulllitle ye wott what a man bee is.

Hee is brasse within, and steele without.
With beames on his topcastle strange;

And e~hteen piACell of ordinance
He carries on each side Rlon~ :

And he hath a pinnace deerl,ye dight,l
St. .A.ndrewe's eroslle that IS his ~uide ;

His pinnace beareth ninescore men,
And fifteen canons on each side,

Were ye twentye shippes, and he but one;
I sweare by kirke, and bower, and hall,

He wold overcome them everye one.
lf once his beames they doe downe fall.'

This is cold comfort, sm my lord,
To wellcome a stranger thus to the sea:

Yet TIe bring him and his shipp to shore,
Or to Scottland hee shall carrye mee.

Then a noble ~er you must have,
And he must aim well with his ee,

And sinke his pinnace into the Se&,
Or else hee never orecome will bee :

And if you chance his shipp to borde,
This counsel I must give withalJ.

Let no man to his topcastle goa
To strive to let his beams downe fall.
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I Deerlye dight-noJU,.JItUd ord.
, It should -.n from henoe that, before our marine artillery wu brongh'

w ita preeent \",rfection, lOme nave.! oommandere had recoune w matrll·
mente or machinee, lIimiIar in 11lIe, thongh perhaps unlike in oooetrllcmon, W
tbe heavy .. Dolphillll," made of lead or iron, WJed by the ancient Greelu,
whiob th~ suepended from heamJI or yarde f",tened W the mut, ..,d wlnob
they pr"",pitateiy let fall on the enemy's shipe, in order w link them, by
'-tiDlJ boIee t1lroo£h the botWmJI 01 their undecked Triremee. or otherwioe
damalriDIl .bom. 'l'beee ..... mentioned by Thucydid.... lib. Til., p. 266, ed.
1Mi,10lio, and ..... more follye%)llained In Behetreri de KilitiA N .....Ii, lib.
Ii., cap.•., p. 136, cd. 1663: Mo. "The .. Crow" of Duilillll, ... lINd by the
Bomana in t.heir nare.! 1lVIAnl, wu of .. oimiIar OOlllltruction.

or
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And Beven pieces of ordinance,
I pray your honour lend to mee,

On each side of my shipp along,
And I will lead you on the sea.

A gjIJ.sse TIe sett, that may be seene,
Whether you sa51e by day or night;

And to-morrowe, I sweare, by nine of the clocke,
You shall meet with Sir Andrewe Barton knight.

THB SECOND PART.

THB merchant sett my lorde a glaase
Soe well apparent in his sight,

And on the morrowe, by nine of the clocke,
He shewed him Sir Andrewe Barton knight.

Ris hachebord it was •gilt' with gold,
Soe deerlye dight it dazzled the ee :

Nowe b,. my faith, lord Howarde sais,
This UI a gallant sight to see.

Take in your ancyents,1 standards eke,
So close that no man may them see ;

And put me forth a white willowe wand,
As merchants use to sayle the Ilea.

But they stirred neither top, nor mast ;1
Stoutly they past Sir Andrew by.

What English churles are yonder, he sayd,
That can soc litle curtesye P

Now by the roode, three yeares and more
I have beene admirall over the sea;

And never an En~lish nor Portin~all

Without my leave can T>aBBe thlB way.
Then called he forth his stout pinn80e ;

.. Fetch backe yond pedlars nowe to mee:
I sweare by the masse, yon English churlel

Shall all hang att my maine-mast tree:'

With that the pinnace itt shott off,
Full well lord Howard mi~ht it ken;

For itt stroke down my lord s fore mast,
And killed fourteen of his men.

I i. eo did not ulUUl.
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Come hither, Simon, sayes my lord,
Looke that thy word be true, thou said;

For at my maine-mast thou shalt hang,
!fthou misse thy marke one shilling bread.

Simon was old, but his heart itt was bold;
His ordinance he laid right lowe;

He put in chaine full nine yardes long,1
With other great Bhotte lesse, and moe ;

And he letta goo his ~at KunnCB shott:
Soe well he settled itt with his ee,

The first sijtht that Sir Andrew sawe,
He see his pinn&.ce Bunke in the sea•

.And when he saw his pinnace sunke,
Lord, how his heart with rage did swell !

II Nowe cutt my ropes, itt is time to be gon ;
lIe fetch yond pedlars backe mysell:'

When my lord sawe Sir Andrewe loose,
Withiri his heart hee was full faine :

.. Nowe spread your ancyents, strike up drummes,
Sound all your trompetts out amaine."

Filzht on, my men, Sir Andrewe sw,
Weale howsoever this geere will sway;

Itt is my lord admirall of EnglAnd,
Is come to seeke me on the sea.

Simon had a sonne, who shott right well,
That did Sir .Andrewe mickle scare;

In att his deeke he gave a shott,
Killed threescore of his men ofwarre.

Then Henrye Hunt with rigonr hott
Came bravely on the other side,

Soone he drove downe his fore-mast tree,
And killed fourscore men beside.

Nowe, out alas! Sir Andrewe eryed,
What maya man now thinkl.', or say P

Yonder merchant theefe, that piercetb: mee,
He was my prisoner yesterday.

Come hither to me, thou Gordon !rood,
That aye wast readye att my call ;

I will give thee three hundred markes,
If iliou wilt let my beames dOIVIlC fall.

1 i .•. cn.charged chaill....ot.
T 2
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Lord Howard hee then ralld in hastt>,
.. Horseley see thou be true in stead;

For thou sh8.lt at the maine-mut hang,
If thou miBBe twelveBcore one penny bread."

Then Gordon swarved1 the maine-mast tree,
He swarved it with mi~ht and maine;

But Horseley with a bearing' arrowe,
Stroke the Gordon throu~h the braine J

And he fell unto the haches again,
And sore his deadlye wounde did bleed:

Then word went through Sir Andrew's men,
How that the Gordon hee was dead.

Come hither to mee, James Hambilton,
Thou art my only sister's sonne,

If thou wilt let my bearnes downe fall,
Six hundred nobles thou hast wonne.

With that he swarved the maine·mast tree,
He swarved it with nimble art;

But Horseley with a broad arrowe
Pierced the Harnbilton thorough the h(,llrt :

And downe he fell upon the deck,
That with his bloOd did streame amaine :

Then every Scott cryed, Well-away I
Alas a comelye youth is slaine !

All woe b~ne was Sir Andrew then,
With gnefe and l"Ilge his heart did ~well :

.. Go fetch me forth my armour of proofe,
For I will to the topcaatle mysell."

.. Goa fetch me forth my armour of proofe ;
That gilded is with ~old BOe cleare :

God be with my brother John of Barton I
~ll8t the Portingalls hee it ware;

And when he had on this armour of proofe,
He was a ~ant sight to see:

Ah! nere didat thou meet with living ~ht,
My·deere broth~r, could cope with thee."

Come hither Horseley, sayes my lord,
And looke your shaft that itt goe right,

Shoot a ~ood shoote in time of need,
And for it thou shalt be made a knight.
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TIe shoot my best, quoth Horseley then,
Your honour ahall aee, with might and maine;

But if I were hanged at your maine-maat,
I have now left but arrowes twaine.

Sir Andrew he did swarve the tree,
With ri~ht good will he awarved then:

Upon hia breaat did Horaeley hitt,
lJut the arrow bounded back agen.

Then Horseley apyed a privye plll.Ce
With a perfect eye in a aecrette part J

Under the apole1 of hia right arme
He amote Sir Andrew to the heart•

.. Fil{ht on, my men," Sir Andrew aayea,
.. A little Irile hurt, but yett not Blaine ;

TIe but !'ye downe and bleOO.e awhile,
And then TIe mE' and fight againe.

"Fight on, my men," Sir Andrew aaya,
.. And never flinche before the foe;

And stand fut by St. Andrewe'a croaae,
Untill you heare my whiatle blowe."

They nefer heard hia whiatle blow,-
Which made their hearta waxe BOre adread:

Then Horaeley sayd, Aboard, my lord,
For well I wott Sir Andrew'a dead.

They boarded then hia noble ahipp,
They boarded it with might and maine;

E~hteen score Scota alive they found;
The rest were either maimed or alaine.

Lord Howard tooke a sword in hand,
And off he amote Sir Andrewe's head l

.. I mnat have left England many a dale,
If thou wert alive u thou art dead.'

He cauaed hia body to be cast
Over the hatchboard into the sea,

And about hia middle three hundred crownes:
' .. Wherever thou land thia will bury thee,"

Thna from the warres Lord Howard came,
And backe he aayled ore the maine,

Witll mickle joy and triumphing
Into Thames mouth he call?-e againe.

1 Bpol&-.......pit.
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Lord Howard then a lett~r WI'Ote,

And sealed it 'With seale and ring;
.. Such a noble prize have I brought to your gt'8.Ct',

As never did subject to a king:

Sir Andrewe's shipp I bring 'With mee;
A braver shipp was never none:

N owe hath your grace two shipps of wan,
:Before in England WlUl but one."

King Henrye's gract' 'With royall cheere
Welcorned the noble Howard home,

.. And wht're," said he, " is this rover s~out,

That I myselfe may give the doome P"

.. The rover, he is safe, my Liege,
Full many a fadom in the sea;

If he were alive as he is dead,
I must have left England many a day:

And your grace may thank four men i' the ship
For the victory wee have wonne,

These are William Horsele,Y, Henrr, Hunt,
And Peter Simon, and his sonne. '

To Henry Hunt, the king then sayd,
In lieu of what was from thee tane,

A noble a day now thou shalt have,
Sir Andrewe's jewels and his chayne.

And Horseley thou shalt be a knight,
And lands and livings shalt have store;

Howard shall be erIe Surrye hight,l
As Howards erst have beene before.

Nowe, Peter Simon, thou art old,
I will maintaine thee and thy sonne:

And the men shall have five hundred markt's
For the good st'rvice tht'y have done.

Then in came the queene 'With ladyes fair
To see Sir Andrewe Barton knight:

They wet'nd that hee were brou~ht on shore,
And thought to have seen a gallant sight.

But when they see his deadlye face,
And e~eR BOO hollow in his head,

I wold give, quoth the king, a thousand markes,
This man were alive as he is dead:

1 Hight-calkd.
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Yett for the manful] part hee playd,
Which fought soo well with heart and hand,

His men shall have twelvepence a da"
Till they come to my brother kinK s high land.

LADY ANNE BOTHWELL'S LAMENT.
A SCO'l"l'ISH SONG.

Tm: subject of the Ballad was Anna Bothwell, danghter of a Bishop of
Orkney, who was raised to a temporal peerage with the title of Lord
HolyroodhoD8e. The 10Ter was Sir Alexander Enklne, third IOn oC
John ""venth Earl of Mar. He perished In Dunglass Castle, August
1640, and the lady died oC a broken heart.

BALow,1 my babe, lye still and sieipe!
It I¢eves me sair to see thee weipa:
If thoust be silent, Ise be Klad,
Thy mainin~2maks my heart ful sad.
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy,
Thy father breides me /ll'Cat annoy.

Balow, my babe, Iy stil and sleipe ;
It grievllll me sair to see thee weepe•.

Whan he began to conrt my Iuve,
And with his sugred wordea' to muve,
His faynings fals, and flattering cheire
To me that time did not appeire:
But now I see, most aruell hee
Cares neither for my babe nor mee.

Lye still, my darling, sleipe a while,
And when thou wakest, sweitl;r smile:
But smile not, &8 thy father did,
To cozen maids: nay God forbid I
Bot yett I feire, thou wilt gal' neira
Thy fathem hart, and face to beire.

I cannae chlllle, but ever will
Be luving to thy father still :
Whair-eir he gae, whair-eir he ryde,
My Iuve with him doth still abyde:
In weil or wae, whair-eir he gal',
Mine hart can neire depart him frae.

1 Below-.\ul. I Maining-.oallixg.
I Wh.... IOgar ...... llret Imported into Europe, it ..as a very gr_ dainty;

I&tld therefore tbe epitl1et .. sogred" i. need by all our old writers meta
phorioa1ly to ezpreu extreme aDd delic&te ."eetn_.
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But doe not, doe not, prettie mine.
To faynings fals thine hart incline;
Be loyal to thy lover trew,
And nevir change hir for a new.
If gude or faire, of hir have care,
For women's banningsl wonderoll8"sair.

Bairne, .in thy cruel fathl'r is gane,
Thy winsome smiles maun eitle my paine J
My babe and I'll together live,
Hell comfort me when cares doe gnevl"
My babe and I right saft willly,
And quite forgeit man's cruelty.

Fareweil, fareweil, thou falsest youth,
That evir kist a woman's mouth I
I wish all maides be warnd by mee
Nevir to truat man's curtesy;
For if we doe bot chance to bow,
They'le use us then they care not how.

Balow, my babe, ly stil, and sleipe ;
It grives me sair to see thee weipl'.

THE ¥URDER OF THE KING OF SCOTS.
THE death of HellJ'Y Stewart, Lord Darnley, the llIlfortunare hIlI
band of Mary Queen of Scots, I. the IOqJeet of this Ballad. He wu
murdered February 9, 1667-8, in his twenty-lint year, by the Earl of
BothweJl. HI. youth, hi. beauty, and hi. fall shed a romantlo Inte
rest ot'er bls name, and the writer adorns hl. memory wltb the virtues
which be ought to have poelle88ed. The ballad lK'ellUl to have been
written BOOn after Mary'. escape Into England [1668]. It will be
remembered, at v. I, that this prlnceas (having been lint marri<ld '"
]!'rancl. II., who 'died December ., 1660) W&II Queen Dowager of
France.

W OB worth, woe worth thee, false Scotia-ode!
For thou hut ever wrought by 8le~ht ;

The worthyest prince that ever was bome,
You hariged under a cloud by ni~ht.

The queene of France a letter wrote,
And sealed itt with harte and rin~ J

And bade him come Scotland within, I

And shee wold nt~ and crowne him king:e.
1 Bauuiug--c.rll.,v.
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To be a king is a pleasant thing,
To bee a prince unto a peere:

But you have heard, and soe have I too.
A man may well buy Hold too deare.

There .,.aa an ltalyan in that place,
Was aa well be10ved as ever was hee.

Lord David was his name,
Chamberlaine to the queene was hee.

U the kinlt had risen forth of his place.
He wold have sate him downe in the cheare.

And tho itt beseemed him not 80 well,
Altho the kinge had beene present there.

Some lords in Scotlande waxed wroth,
And quarrelled with him for the nonce ;

I shall you tell how it befell. .
Twelve daggers were in him att once.

When the queene saw her chamberlaine was slaine,
For him her faire cheeks shoo did weete,

And made a vowe for a yeare and a day
The king and shoo wold not come in one sheete.

Then some of the lords they waxed wrothe,
And made their vow all vehementlye ;

For the death of the queene's chamberlaine,
The king himselfe, how he shall dye.

With gun-powder they strewed his roome,
And layd greene rushes in his way:

For the traitors thought that very night
This worthye king for to betray.

To bedd the king he made him bowne;1
To take his rest was his desire;

He was noe sooner ClUlt on sleepe,
But his chamber WIUI on a bIasing fire.

Up he lope, lind the window brake,
And hee had thirtye foote to fall;

Lord Bodwell kept a privy watch.
Underneath his castle wall.
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Who have wee here P lord Bodwell sayd :
Now answer me, that I may know.

If King Henry the eighth my uncle was ;
For his sweete sake BOrne pitty show."

Who have we here P lord Bodwell sayd.
Now answer me when I doe speake:

If Ah, lord Bodwell. I know thee well.
Some pitty on me, I pray thtlSl, take."

TIe pitty thee as much, he sayd,
And as much favor show to thee,

As thou didst to the queene's chamberlaino,
That day thou deemedstl him to die.'

Through ha1lB and towers the king they ledd.
ThrOl1Kh towers and castles that were nye,

Through an arbor into an orchArd,
There on a peare-tree hanged him hye.

When the governor of Scotland heard
How that the worthye king WIUI slaine;

He persued the queen so bitterlye,
That in Scotland shee dare not remaine.

But she is fledd into merry E~land.
And here her residence hath taine;

And through the queene of England's grace,
In England now shee doth remaine.

A SONNET BY QUEEN ELIZABETH.

THIS ~ dlttle mOllt sweet IUld sententious," BI Pattenham eallslt, WlII
written about the year U69, when the partizana of Mary were buay on
her behalf.

THE doubt of future foes exiles my present joy;
And wit me warnes to shun such snares, as threaten mine

annoy.

For falahood now doth flow, and subjects' faith doth
ebbe:

Which would not be, if reason rul'd. or wisdome wove
the webbe.
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But clowdea of jOyell untried do closke aspiring mindes ;
Which tum to mme of late repent, by coone of changed

windes.

The toppa of hope suP,P0sed the roote of ruthe will be ;
And fruteleBBe all thell" graffed guiles, 118 shortly all shall

see.

Then dazeld eyes with pride, which Ifre&t ambition blindes,
Shal be unseeld by worthy wights, whose foretlight fals

hood find!.

The da~hterof debate,1 that discord ay doth sowe,
Shal reape no game whro-e former rule hath ta~ht stil

peace to groWl.'.

No forreine bannisht wight shall ancre in this port ;
Our realme it brookes no strangers' force; let them else

where resort.

Our rusty &Worde with rest shall first his edge employ,
To poll ilie toppes, that seeke such change, or gape for

such like joy.

KING OF SCOTS AND ANDREW BROWNE.

TBu tale, 10 elreumnantlally told, but w1tb DO foundation In hIatory,
waa probably written durlug tbe ~geucy. 01' at least before the death
of the Earl of Mortou, who "&II condemned and executed JUDe 2,
1681, when Jame. W&II In his fifteenth year. The writer, W. Elderton,
had been an attorney, and W&II afterwards a comedian, and the oompoeer
of many popular songs. His end and hi. drunkenul!ll8 are recorded In
a Latin Epitaph. He died before 1692.

'OUT alas!' what a RTiefe is this
That rrincea' subjects cannot be true;

But stil the devill hath some of his,
Will play their parts wh8t11oever ensue;

Forgetting what a ~evous thing
It is to offend the anointed kin~P

Alas for woe, why should it be so,
This makes a sorrowful heigh hOI

1 She endeutly means here the Queen of Soot8.
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In Scotland is a bonnie kin~e,
As proper a youth as neede to be,

W ell ~il"en to every happy thing,
That can be in a kin~e to see:

Yet that unluckie country still
Hath IlWple given to oraltie will.

On Whitsun eve it so befell,
A posset was made to give the king.

Whereof his ladie nurse hard tell,
And that it was a poysoned thing I

She cryed, and called piteouslie ;
Now help, or ela the kmg shall die I

One Browne, that was an English man,
And hard the ladie's piteous crye,

Out with his sword, and bestir'd him than,
Ont of the doores in haste to flie ;

But all the dooreR were made so fast,
Out of a window he got at last,

He met the bishop coming fast,
Havin~ the posset in his hande:

The sight of Browne made him aghast,
Who bad him stoutly staie and stand.

With him were two that ranne awa,
For feare that Browne would make a fray.

BiRhop, quoth Browne, what hast thou there P
Nothing at all, my friend, sayd he;

But a pOSBet to make the king good oheere.
Is it so P sayd Browne, that will I see.

First I will have thyself be~,
Before thou go anr further In ;

Be it weale or woe, it shall be BO.

This makes a sorrowful heigh ho.

The bishop sayde, Browne, I doo know
Thou art a younl{ man poore and bare;

Livings on thee I will bestowe:
Let me ~ on, take thou no care.

No, no, quoth Browne, I will not be
.A. traitour for all Christiantie :

Happe well or woe, it shall bo so ;
Drinlr now with a sorrowful heigh ho.
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The bishop dranke, and by and by
His belly burst, and he fell downe :

A just rewarde for his traitery.
This WII8 a posset indeed, quoth :Browne!

He serched the bishop, and found the keyes,
To come to the kinge when he did plell8e.

.As soon as the king got word of this,
He humbly fell uppon his knee,

And praysed GOO. thaI. ill.' did miBIe
To tll8t of that exiremity :

For that he did perceive and know.
His clerwe would betray him so:

AIIl8, he said, unhappie realme,
My father, and grandfather slaine:1

My mother banished, 0 l.'nreame!
Unhappy' fate, and bitter bayne!

And now like trell80n wrought for me,
'What more unhappie realme can be!

The king did call his nurse to his grace,
And gave her twenty :p<lUndes a yeere j

And trustie :Browne too lU like case,
He knighted him with gallant geere :

! ..nd gave him 'lnnds and livings great,'
For dooing such a manly feat,

.As he did showe, to the bishop's woe,
Which made, &0.

When all this treilBon done and past,
Took not effect of traytery j

Another treason at the lll8t,
They sou!{ht against his majestie:

How they might make their kmge a-;vay,
:By a privie banket2 on a daye.
•Another time' to sell the king

:Beyonde the seas they had decreede :
Three noble Earles heard of this thing,

And did prevent the same with speede.
For a letter came, with such a charine,
That they should do their king no harme :

For further woe, if they did soe,
Would make a sorrowful heigh hoe.

1 Hio f.ther wu Henry Lord Darnl"1' HiI grandfather, the old Earl of
LeDOX, ~nt of Bootland, and father of Lord Darnley, wu murdered &$
8tir\ini, Ilept. 6, 1671.

• nanket-baRqlld.
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The Earle Mourtoo told the Douglas then,
Take heede you do not offend the king;

Bot show yourselves like honest men
Obediently in every thing:

For his ~odmotherl will not see
Her noble childe misus'd to be

With any woe; for if it be 80.
She will make, &C.

God graunt all subjects m4y be true,
In England, Scotland, every where:

That no soch dauoger IUay eosoe,
To pot \he pr:ince or 8tate in feare :

That God the h4rhcst king may see
Obedience as it o1lj!;ht to be,

In wealth or woe, God graunt it be 80,
To avoide the sorrowful heigh ho.

THE BONNY EARL OF MURRAY.

.A. SCOTTISH 80NG.

II' December, 1691, Franc!ll Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, ~llIng In h~

attempt to seize the person of h~ Sovereign James VI., retired towards
the North, and the King commiaaloned the Earl of Hootley to pnnne
Bothwell and bill followen with lire and sword. But Bootley availed
himself of the opp<>rtDnlty to revenge bls own quarrel with Jamee
Stewart, Earl of Murray, a relaUon of Bothwell; and In the night of
February 1, 1682, he beset his honse, on the northem side of the
Forth, bumt It, aud slew Murray, a young man of muoh promise, and
the darling of the people. lIIurray deserved the name of .. bonny,"
being " the tallest and lustiest young nobleman In the kingdom."

YB HiKhlands, and ye Lawlands,
Oh I quhair hae ye beeo P

They hae slaine the Earl of Murray,
And hae laid him 00 the KI'een.

Now wae be to thee, Huntley I
And quhairfore did you Bae I

I bade you bring him wi' you.
But forbade you him to slay.

1 Queen Elizabcl It.
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He was a braw gallant,
And he rid at the ring ;~

And the bonny Earl of Murray,
Oh I he might hae been a king.

He was a braw gallant,
And he playd at the ba' ;

And the bonny Earl of Murray
Was the flower. among them a',

He was a braw gallant,
And he playd at the gluve;'

And the bOnny Earl of Murray,
Oh! he was the Queene's luve.

Oh! lang will his lad
Luke owre the cas~ downe,·

Ere she see the Earl of Murray
Cum sounding throw the towne.

YOUNG WATERS.

A SCOTTISH BALLAD.

287

THIS Ballad I. tbought to allode to tbe partiality which tbe Queen of
James VI. (ADDe of Denmark) i••ald to have sbown for tbe •• boony
Earl of Hnrray;" bot Hr. Finlay oorrects the error of Percy Min
oonntenanclngtbereporttbatJames aided and abetted the morderers:"
on the oontrary, a proc1amatlon WIIll immediately made, .. cbarglng all
nobl'Jlllen. &0., to rise In arms for the pnnnlt of tbe Earl of Hnntley."

.ABOUT Zule,4 quhen the wind blew cule,
And the round tables began,

A'! there is cum to our king's court
Mony a well.favourd man.

The queen luikt owre the castle wa,
Beheld baith dale and down,

And then she saw zoung Waters
Cum riding to the town.

1 That is, bore .....y the ring on m. lanoe at tilting-. feat of~
addr-..-.lIi~.

I Playing ~ tli. glove oeema to have been .nciently • kind of g.me.
I ea.u. do",,", hao been thought to mean the Cutle of Downe, a .eat

belonging to the family of Murray. and giving the title of Viloount to the
eIdeat eon oftbe Earl.

• Zn1e -!/KU; ChrillDUU.
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His footmen they did rin before,
His horsemen rade behind;

Ane mantel of the burning gowd
Did keip him £rae the wind.

Gowden graith'd his hOl'lle befOl't'
And siller shod behind;

The horse zon~ Waters rade upon
W &8 fleeter than the wind.

But than Ilpake a wylie lord,
Unto the queen said he,

o tell me quha's the fairest face
Rides in the company.

I've sene lord, and r.,e sene laird,
And knights of high degree;

Bot a fairer face than zoung Waters
Mine eyne did never Bee.

Out then spack the jealous king,
(And an anjp'y man was he)

0, if he had been twice as fair,
Zou micht have excepted me.

Zou're neither laird nor lord, she saY8,
Bot the king that wears the crown j

Theria not a knight in fair Scotland
Bot to thee maun bow down.

For a' that she could do or say.
Appeasd he wad nae bee ;

Bot for the word! which she had said
Zoung Waters he maun dee.

They baa taen zoung W aterll, and
Put fetters to his feet;

They hae taen zoung \Vaters, and
Thrown him in dungeon deep.

Aft I have ridden thro' Stirlinl{ toWu
In the wind both and the weit .

Bot I neir rade thro' Stirling town
Wi fetters at my feet.

Aft have I ridden thro' Stirlin~ town
In the wind both and the ram ;

Bot I neir rade thro' Stirling town
Nair to return again.
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They hac taen to the heidinp;-hifil
His zoung son in his craddle,

And they hne taen to the heiding.hill
Hia horse both and his saddle.

They hae taen to the heiding-hill
Hia lady fair to see;

And for the words the Queen had spoke
Zoung Waters he did dee.

MARY AMBREE.

IN the year U84, the Spanlsrd.. commanded by the PrInce of Pl1rma,
took Dll1Dy fortre&llell and olties In Flandel'll and Brabant. Some
attempt to regain Gbent, witb the belp of English volunteen, probably
occasioned thlo Ballad, written upon a beroine unknown to history, but
wbom the following rhymes made famous. Ben JOD""D C3US any
remarkable virago by her name. She is a1IIo mentioned in Jfletoher's
.. Scomfnl Lady."

WHEN captaines courawou8, whom death cold not daunte,
Did march to the siege of the citty of Gaunt,
They mnstred their souldiers by two and by three,
And the formost in battle was Mary Ambree.

When brave Sir John Major' was slaine in her sight.
Who was her true lover, lier joy, and delight,
Because he was slaine most treacherouslie,
Then vowd to revenge him Mary Ambree.

Sbll clothed herse1fe from the top to the toe
In bn1fe of the bra'l"est, most seemelye to ahowe;
A faire shirt of malea then slipped on shee ;
Was not this a brave bonny lass, Mary Ambree P

A helmett of proole shee strait did provide,
A strong arminge sword shea I{irt by her side,
On her hand a goodly faire gauntlett put shee ;
Was not this a brave bonny lass, Mary Ambree P

1 Hridi"fl.lill-O. •. h••ding (beheading] hill. The place of execntion "as
anoiently an artillcial hiIlook.

• Or Serjeant Major.
s A pocnliar kind of armonr, oomPOlled of 8lIlll!l rings of iron, and worn

under the clothes. It i. mentioned by Bpenaer, whQ speaks of the lri.h
tr>Uow.glasa, or foot.soldier, as "lW1led in along shirt of mayI,"

11
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Then tooke shee her sworde and her targett in hand,
Bidding all such, as wold, bee of her band;
To wayte on her person came thousand and three:
Was not this a brave bonny lass, Mary Ambree P

My soldiers, she saith, soe valiant and bold,
Nowe followe your captaine, whomlOU doe beholde ;
Still form08t in battel mysl'lfe will bee:
Was not this a brave bonny laBlle, Mary Ambree P

Then cryed out her souldiers, and loude they did say,
Soo well thou becomest this gallant arrey,
Thy harte and thy weapons 800 well do agree,
There was none ever like Mary Ambree.

Shee cheared her souldiers. that foughten for life,
With ancyent and standard, with drum and with fife,
With brave clanging trumpetts, that sounded so free;
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

Before I will see the worst of you all
To come into dan~er of death, or of thrall,
This hand and thiS life I will venture so free:
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

Shee led upp her souldiers in battaile array,
Gainst three times theyr number by breake of the daye ;
Seven howers in skirmish continued shee:
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

She filled the skyes with the smoke of her shott,
And her enemye's bodyes with bullets soe hott;
For one of her owne men a score killed shee :
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

And when her false gunner, to sJ>Oyle her intent,
Away all her pellets and powder had sent,
Streight with her keen weapon shoo slasht him in three :
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

Being falselye betrayed for lucre of hyre,
At length she was forced to make a retyre;
Then her souldiers into a strong castle drew shee:
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree P

Her foos they" besett her on everye side,
As thinking close siege shee cold never abide;
To beate down the "'alletl they all did decree :
But stoutlye deffyd them brave Mary Ambroo.
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Then tooke shee her sword and her targett in hand,
And mounting the walls all undaunted did stKnd,
There daring their captaineg to match any three:
o what a brave captaine was Mary Ambree !

Now sale, English captaine, what woldest thou give
To ransome thy selfe, which else must not live P
Come yield thy selfe qnicklye, or slaine thou must bee.
Then smiled sweetlye brave Mary Ambree.

Ye captaines conragious, of valour so bold,
Whom thinke you before you now you doe beholdP
A knight. sir, of England, and captaine soe free,
Who shortlye with us a prisoner must bee.

No captaine of England; behold in your sight
Two brests in my bosome, and therfore no linight :
N oe knight, Ilirs, of England, nor captaine you see,
But a poor simple-lass, called Mary Ambree.

:But art thou a woman, as thou dost declare,
Whose valor hath Froved so undaunted in warre P
If England doth yIeld such brave lasses as thee,
Full well may they conquer, faire Mary Ambree.

The prince of Great Parma heard of her renowne,
Who 1<>ng had advanced for England's faire crowne ;
Hee wooed her and sued her his mistre88 to bee,
And offerd rich presents to Mary Ambree.

:But thia virtuous mayden despised them all,
lIe nere sell my honour for purple nor pall:
A mayden of England, sir, never will bee
The w-- of a monarcke, quoth Mary Ambree.

Then to her owne country shee backe did returne,
Still holdinR the foes of {aire Enj:(land in scorne:
Therfore, English captaines of every degree,
Bing forth the brave valours of Mary Ambree.

179
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BRAVE LORD ·WILLOUGHBEY.
PEREORIIlE lIERTlE, LORn WILLOUOHBY 01' ERESBY, havIng d1at1n
gul8bed blmself (1686) at tbe siege of Zutphen, ",as, In the following
year, choeen to replace tbe Earl of LeIcester In tbe colmlland of the
Engll8h foreesln tbe United Provinces. Tbe appointment enabled blm
to signalize bI8 courage and still In several conllicts ",Itb tbe Spaniards.
One of tbese, largely exaggerated by popular report, Is probably tbe
subject of this old ballad. Lord Wlllotlghby died In 1601. Hr.
ChappelllnformB us that the tune, witb whieb bI8 name WfoB aasoelated,
continued to be 8.Il popular in tbe Nelhcrlands foB In England long
after bls death. Norris and Turner, of wbom tbe ballad makes
honourable mention. were distinguished soldiers of that age.

THB fifteenth day of July,
With glistering I!)lear and shield,

A famous fight in Flanders
Was foughten in the field:

The most cour&jl;iouB officers
Were English captains three;

But the bravest man in battel
Was brave lord Willoughbcy.

The next was captain Norris;
A valiant man was hee :

The other captain Turner,
From field would never flee.

With fifteen hundred fighting men,
Alas! there were no more,

They fought with fourteen thousand then,
Upon the bloody shore.

Stand to it. noble pikemen,
And look you round about:

And shoot you right. you bow·men,
And we will keep them out:

You musquet and calliverl men,
Do you prove true to me,

1'le be the forniost man in fight,
Says brave lord Willoughbe'y.

And then the bloody enemy
They fiercely did assail,

And fought it out most furiously,
Not doubting to prevail:

I Calliver .... a mllllket of 1\ particnhlr .ize or bore.
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The wounded men on both Bides fell
Most pitious for to see;

Yet nothing could the cou~e quell
Of brave lord Willoughbey.

'For seven hours to all men's view
This fight endured sore,

Until our men so feeble grew
That they could fight no more;

And then upon dead horses
Full savourly they eat,

And drank the puddle water ;
They oould no better get.

When they had fed 80 freely,
They kneeled on the ~und,

And praised God devoutly
For the favour they had found;

And beating up their colours,
The fight they did renew,

And turning tow'rds the Spaniard,
A thousand more they Blew.

The sharp steel-pointed arrows,
And btillets thick did fir;

Then did onr valiant soldiers
Charge on most fnrionsly ;

Which made the Spaniards waver;
They thought it best to fiee ;

They fear'd the stout behaviour
Of brave lord Willoughbey.

Then quoth the Spanish general,
Come let us march away;

I fear we shall be spoiled all,
If here we longer staYJ_

F~onder comes lord Willoughbey
With courage fierce and fell;

He will not give one inch of way
For all the devils in hell.

And then the fearful enemy
Was quickly put to fli~ht;

Our men penned couraglOuslr,
And caught their forces qwte ;
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But at last they gave a shout,
Which ecchoed throu~h the sky,

God and St. George for England I
The conquerere did cry.

This news was brought to England
With all the speed might be,

And soon our gracious queen ",as told
or this same victory.

o this is brave lord Willoughbey,
My love that ever won,

or all the lords or honour
'Tie he great deeds hath done.

To the 80uldiere that ",ere maimed,
And wounded in the fray,

The queen allowed a pension
or fifteen pence a day;

And from all coste and charges
She 9.uit and Ret them free:

And this she did all for the sake
or brave lord Willoughb~y.

Then courage, noble Englishmen,
And never be diemaid ;

If that we be but one to ten,
We will not be afraid

To ~ht with foraign enemies,
And set our nation free.

And thus I end the bloody bout'
Of brave lord WilloughLJey.

1 Bout- eo'lflial.
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VICTORIOUS MEN OF EARTll.

FROIl" Cupid anti Death," a MuqWl by James Shirley, who was born
In 1698, and died In 1688.

VICTORIOUS men of earth, no more
Proclaim how wide your empires are ;

Though you binde in every shore,
.And your triumphs reach as far

As night or day I
Yet yon proud monarchs must obey,

And mmgle with forjtotten ashes, when
Death ca1lll yee to the crond of common men.

Devouring famine, plague, and war,
Eaeh able to undo mankind,

Death's servile emissaries are:
Nor to these alone confin'd;

He hath at will
More quaint and subtle wayes to kill ;

A smile or kiss, as he will use the art,
Shall have the cunning skill to break a heart.

THE WINNING OF CALES.

1'HB tate of the Armada did not quench the fury or the enterpn.e of
Philip If., who pl'epared a second invasion of England. Bn~ Eliza
beth anticipated the attack by a deocent on the Spanish coast. The
annament aa1led from Plymouth June lot, and reached Cadiz on the
20th of that month. A picturesque narratJ,.. of the voyage will be
found In Bouth"".... Naval History." Lord Eaaex, with 8000 men
carried the town, sword In hand. .. The earliest copy of thb ballAd,
contalnlng many variations from Percy, probably written by Thomas
Deloney, wu originally printed In or befON 1696."

LoNG the proud Spaniards had vaunted to oonquer us,
Threatning our oountry with fyer and sword;

Often preparinj!; their navy most sumptuous
With as great plenty as Spain could afford.

Dub a dub, duo a dub, thus strike their drums :
Tantara, tantara, the Englishman comes.
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To the seas presentlye went our lord admiral.
With kni~hts couragious and captains full good;

The brave Earl of E!l8ex. a prosperous /1;encral,
With him prepared to pass the salt flood.

At Plymouth speedilye took "they ship valiantlye;
Braver shi~s never were seen under sayle,

With their flllr colours spread. and streamers ore their head,
Now bragging Spaniards, take heed of your tayle.

Unto Cales cunninglye came we most speedilye.
Where the kinp;e's navy securelye did ryde ;

Being upon their backs. piercing their butts of sacks,
Ere any Spaniards our coming descryde.

Great was the crying, the running and ryding,
Which at that season was made in that place;

The beacons were fyred. as need then required;
To hyde their great treasure they had little space.

There you might see their shipR, how they were fyred fast,1

And how their men drowned themselves in the sea;
There might you hear them cry, wayle. and weep piteously,

When they saw no shift to scape thence away.

The great St. Phillip, the pryde of the Spaniards,
Was burnt to the bottom, and sunk in the sea;

But the St. Andrew, and eke the St. Matthew,
Wee took in fight manfullye, and brought away.

The Earl of E88CX most valiant and hardye,
With horsemen and footmen marched up to the town;

The Spanyards, which saw them. were greatly alarmed,
Did fly for their sl\vegard, and durst not come down.

Now, quoth the noble Earl, courage. my soldiers all;
Fight and be valiant; the spoil you shall have;

And he well rewarded all, from the great to the small;
But looke that the women and children you save.

The Spaniards at that sight. thinking it vain to fight,
HunK upp lIags of truce, and yielded the towne ;

Wee marcht>d in presentlye, decking the walls on hye,
With English colours which purchB8ed renowne.

1 The Duke of Medina, tbe St:::~: admiral•••t fire to th. ships. In order
to prevent t.he.ir foiling Into the of tbe Engliah.
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Entering the houses then, of the most richest men,
For gold and treasure we searched eche day;

In 80me places we) did find, pres baking left behind,
Meate at fire rosting, and tolkes run away.

Full of rich merchandize, every shop catched our eyes,
Damasks, and sattens, and velvets full fayre ;

Which soldiers meatlur'd out by the length of their swords;
Of all commodities eche had a share.

Thus Cales was taken, and our bl'lLve general
March'd to the market-place, where he did stand:

There many frisoners fell to our several shares;
Many crav d mercye, and mercye they fannd.

When our brave General saw they delayed all,
And wold not rausome their towne as they said,

With their fair wanacots, their presses and bedsteds,
Their joint-stoo18 and tables a fire we made;

And when the town burned all in a flame,
With tara, tantara, away wee all came.

THE SPANISH LADY'S LOVE.

PBIItTED from a black-letter copy, corrected In part by the folio MS.
Thle Ballad Ie founded on the capture of Cadiz by Lord E88ex In
1698. The autbor, &88uming hie reade" to be famlllar with tbe expe
dition, and tbe clrcumetances whicb occasioned It, neitber mlllltiona
the time nor the place of hie little drama In rbyme. He Ie equally
silent respecting the names of tbe acton. Tradition hllll been busy In
filling tbe blanke. Devonshire, rich In Ralelghe and C1ll1'orde, makes &
claim to tbe gallant captain; Stall'ordshlre ...ts fortb the merits of
Sir Richard Leveaon of Trentbam, whOIt' pleaoant featnres, In brass,
may be studied In t.he Cburcb of Wolverhampton; Cbesblre Njolces In
Sir Urias Legh of Adlingtou; and Wlltoblre points triumphautly to
the Popbam famlly, and tbe J{rim old manolon of Llttlecote, of which
a BtrikIng sketcb was furnished to Sir Walter Scott by Lord W. Sey
mour. It etands, solemn and lonely, two mllcs from Hnngerrord, In
Berkshire; and the ruety annonr, a large oak table, and a cumbroue
&rm-(lhalr carry the vieltor back to the age of Ellzabetb, and beyond
It. A narrow gnllery, looking Into an ancient garden. Ie bnng with
portraits, chiefly In the Spu.nillh dresses of tbe slxteentb century. Bnt
Lincolnshire _me to ehow the etrongest title to the honoUl'll of
romance In tbe person of John Bolle. of Thorpe Hall, In whoee behalf
& descendant stood forward In the May of 1846. HI. pedigree and
Iltory are given by Archdeacon Illingwortb, In hie acconnt of the Parieh
of Seampton. Having heen knigbted by Elizabetb for hie bravery
at Cadb, Sir Jobn Bolle died In 1606, aged '8, and W&8 bnrled In
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Haugh Church, near Alford. The .Archdeaoon mention! Bome .,ery
Interesting gifts of the Spanl!h lAdy :-" She sent, as presenta to his
wife, a profusion ofjewels &lid other valuables, amongst which wn. ber
portrait drawn In green, a beautiful tapestry-bed wrought In gold by
her own handa, and leveral C&IIeB full of plate, money, and other
tre&81ll'eB; BOrne of which articles are BtIllln JlOSBe"Sion of the family;
though her picture was nnfortunately. and by accident, dispoBed of
about haifa century ago [A. D. 1760]. ThIs portrait being drawn In
greengave occasion to her being called In the neighbourhood of Thorpe
Hall, • The Green Lady" where to this day there iB a traditionary
supentitlon among the volgar, that Thorpe Hall waa haunted by the
Green Lady, who oaed nightly to take her seat In a particular tree
near the mansion; and that during the life of hiB BOn, Sir Charles
Bolle, a knife and fork were always laid for her, If she ChOll8 to make
her AppeArance.• We are told that the gold chain, the lady'S partiq
gIft,ls still preserved. The portrait of Sir John, drawn In 1686, wbea
he Wall In biB thlrty-Beventh year, Wall, In IS46. poeseucd by Mr.
BoB.,We of Ravensfleld Park, YorkBhire. The Ballad Isjulltly regarded
as one of the most perfect compo.ltlOIls of It! 01..... K portraying the
love of adventure, the spirit of honour, respect for high engagement!,
and thoee noble thought! _ted In heart! of courtesy, which the
imagination 11 pleased to aseociate with thiB glorlona period of our
annw."

WILL you hear a Spani8h lady,
How 8hee wooed an Engli8h man P

Garments gay and rich aR may be
Decked with jewel8 8he had on.

Of a comely countenance and grace was she,
And by birth and parentage of high degree.

As hiB 'prisoner there he kept her,
In hlS hands her life did lye;

CUJlid's bands did tye them faRter
By the liking of an eye.

In his courteous company WaR all her joy,
To favour him in any thing she WaR not coy.

But at last there came commandment
For to set the ladies free,

With their jewels still adorned,
None to do them injury.

Then &aid this lady mild, Full woe is me ;
o let me still sustain this kind captivity I

Gallant captain. shew some pity
To a ladye in distresse ;

Leave me not within this city,
For to dye in hcavinesse:

Thou haRt set this J;lrcsent day m:r bodr free,
But my heart in pnson still reDl&1D8 Wlth thee.



THB SPANISH LADY'S LOVB. 299

" How should'st thou, fair lady, love me.
Whom thou knowst thy country's foeP

Thy fair wordes make me s118p8Ct thee :
Serpents lie where flowers grow."

All the harm I wiehe to thee, most courteous knight,
God grant the same upon my head may fully light.

lJIeRSed be the time and lle88on,
That you came on Spanish ground;

Ifour foes you may be termed,
Gentle foes we have you found:

With our city you have won our hearts ache one j

Then to your country bear away that is your owne.

" Rest you still, most gallant lady ;
Rest you still, and Weep no more ;

Of fair loverll there is plenty,
Spain doth yield a wonderous store."

Spaniards fraught with jealousy we ollen find,
But Englishmen through all the world are counted kind.

Leave me not unto a Spaniard;
You alone enjoy my heart ;

I am lovely, young, and tender;
Love is likewise my desert:

Still to serve thee day and night my mind is prest;
The wife of every Englishman is counted blest.

"It wold be a shame, fair lady,
For to bear a woman hence ;

English soldierll never carry
Any such without offence."

I'll quickly change myself, if it be so,
And like a page De follow thee, where'er thou go.

" I have neither gold nor silver
To maintain thee in this case,

And to travel is great charges,
As you know in every place."

My cnaius and jewels every one shal be thy own,
Arid eke five hundred pounds in gold that lies unknown.

"On the lle88 are many dangers ;
Many storms do there arise,

Which wi! be to ladies dreadful,
And force tears from watery eyes."

Well in troth I shall endure extremity:,
For I could find in heart to lose my ilfe for thee.
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" Courteous ladye. leave this fancy ;
Here comes all that breeds the strife.

I in England have already
A sweet woman to my wife:

I will not falsify my vow for gold nor /tain,
Nor yet for all the fairest dames that live in Spain."

o how hBllPY is thBt woman,
That enJoys so true a friend I

Many hBpPf days God send her;
Of my SUIt I make an end:

On my knees I pardon crave for m:r offence,
Which did from love and true affectIon first commence.

Commend me to thy lovely lady;
Bear to her this chain of gold;

And these bracelets for a token;
Grieving that I was so bold:

All my jewels in like sort take thou with thee,
For they are fitting for thy wife, but DOt for me.

I will spend my days in prayer;
Love and all her laws defye;

In a nunnery will I shroud mee
Far from any oompanye :

But ere my prayers have an end, be snre of this,
To pray for thee and for thy love I will not miBB.

Thus farewell, most gallant captain I
Farewell too my heart's content I

Count not Spanish ladies wanton,
Though to thee my love was bent:

Joy and true prosperity goe still with thee!
" The like fall ever to thy share, most fair ladle."
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ARGENTILE AND CURA..N.

FROM· Albion's England," by William Warner. The Ito.,. II belJeved
to be the invention of the poet. Campbell remarks that· Argentlle and
CUraD' .. has some bealltiflll tooches, bnt reqnires to be weeded of
many lines to be read with unqoalifled plell6ure." Though here dlvl4ed
Into stanzas, the metre II the old A1exandriDe of fourteeD ITllable..

TUB Bruton's • being' departed hence
Seaven kingdoms here begonne,

Where diversly in divers broyles
The Suons lost and wonne.

King Edel and king Adelbright
In Diria jointly ra~e;

In loyal concorde dnring life
These kingly friends remaine.

When Adelbright should leave his life,
To Edel thus he sayes;

By those S8'11e bondes of happie love,
That held ll8 friends alwaies;

BY' our by-parted crowne, of which
The moyetiEl is mine;

By God, to whom my soule must passe,
And 80 in time may thine ;

I pray thee, nay I conjure thee,
To nourish, as thine owne,

Thy niece, my daughter Argentilo,
Till she to age be gro\'\"1le ;

And then, as thou receivest it,
Resigne to her my throne.

A promise had for his bequest,
The testatOr he dies ;

But all that Edel undertooke
He afterwards denies.

Yet well he • fosters for' a time
The damsen that was growne

The fairest llldy under heaven;
Whose beautie being knowne,
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A many princes Heeke her love;
But none mi/tht her obtaine ;

For J¢P/?eIP Edel to himselfe
Her kingdome songht to game ;

And for that cause from siKht of such
He did his ward restraine.

By chance one Curan. sonne unto
A prince in Danske,· did see

The maid, with whom he fell in love,
As much as man might bee.

Unhappie youth, what should he doeP
His saint wu kept in mewe ;1

Nor he nor any noble-man
Admitted to her vewe.

One while in melancholy fits
He pines himselfe awaye ;

Anon he tho~ht by force of arms
To win her if he maye :

And still against the king's reatraint
Did secretly invay.

At length the high controller Love,
Whom none may disobay,

Imbased him from lordlines
Into a kitchen drudge,

Tha.t so at least of life or death
She niight become his judge.

Aeeesse so had to see and speake,
He did his love bewray,

And tells his birth: her answer was,
She husbandles would stay.

Meane while the kinK did beate his braine.,
His booty to atehieve,

Nor carinJt what became of her,
So he by her might thrive;

At last his resolution was
Some peuant should her wive.

I Grippell-gripitog. • DanBke-probably D.",aarlo.
I Mewe-cage.
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And (which was working to his wish)
He did observe with jove

How Curan, whom he thought a drudge,
Scapt many an amorous toye.1

The king, peroeivin~ such his veine,
Promotes bis V8ll8al still,

Lest that the basenesse of the man
Should lett,' perhaps, his will.

Assured therefore of his love,
But not suspec~who

The lover was, the kinlt himselfe
In his behalf did woe.

The lady resolute from love,
Unkindly takes that he

Should barre the noble, and nnto
So base a match agree :

And therefore shifting out of doores,
Departed thence by stealth ;

Preferrin~ povertie before
A dangerous life in wealth.

When Curan heard of her escape,
The anguish in his hart

W liS more than much, and after her
From court he did depart ;

Forgetfull of himselfe, his birth,
His country. friends, and all,

And only minding (whom he mist)
The fonndreBBe of his thrall.

Nor meanes he after to frequent
Or court, or stately townes,

But solitarily to live
Amongst the conntry grownes.I

A brace of vears he lived thus.
Well pleased so to lIve.

And shepherd-like to feed a Hooke
Himselfe did wholly give.

303

I Tho oonltMlotioD is, .. How that man;r an amorono toy, or fool.'1 of
IOTe,'ooaprd Curan"-i.•. esc"ped from him, bringoffhil j{Uard.

• Lett-Ai"".... a Gro"oea-gt'Otl""••
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SO Wasting, love, by wor~e, and want,
Grew alm08t to the wame :

But then began a second love,
The waner of the twaine.

A country wench, a neatherd's maid,
Where Curan kept his sheepe,

Did feed her drove: and now on her
Was all the shepherd's keepe.l

He borrowed on the working daies
His holy russets' oft,

And of the bacon's fat, to make
His startops' blacke and soft.

And least his tarbox should offend,
He left it at the folde:

Sweete ~wte,4 or whig,' his bottle had,
As much as it might kolde.

A sheeves of bread as browne as nut,
And cheese as wwte as snow,

And wildings,7 or the 8ell8On's fruit
He did in scrip bestow.

And whilst his py.bald curre8 did sleepe,
And sheep.hooke lay him by,

On hollow quilles of oten straw
He piped melody.

But when he spyed her his saint,
He wip'd his greasie shooes,

And clear'd the drivell from his beard,
And thua the shepheard Wooe8.

.. I have, sweet wench, a peace of cheese,
.. As ~ood as tooth may chawe,

.. And bread and wildings soulinlf well,
(And therewithall did dru.we

1X~.J or fIOtic•.
• Holy.day ruaaeta-i.•o hi. boot cloth...

I Btarlopo-bul:i or 1uJIf-boot.•
• Growte-01Ilall b oariou,ly 'i'UUU.

• Whij!-C.w" or bult......'llt,
• Sh.....l'-4 groat .lice. 7 Wildinr-tld 0P!'"".

I Curre-dog. • Soulillg-rictaaUiRg.

1
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His lardrie1) and in •yeaning' see
.. Yon crumpfu1R2 ewe, quoth he,

" Did twinne this 1all, and twin shouldst thou,
" If I might tup with thee.

"Thou art too elvish, faith thou art,
"Too elvish and too coy :

"Am I, I pray thee, begfPU'ly, .
"That such a lI.ocke enJoy P

II I wis I am not: yet that thou
" Doest hold me in disdaine

"Is brimme" abroad, and made a gybo
" To all that keepe this plaine.

"There be as qusint4 (at least thatthinke
"Themselves as quaint) that crave

"The match, that thou, r wot not why,
"Maist, but mislik'st to have. .

" How wouldst thou match P (for well I wot,
.. Thou art a female) I

" Her know not here that willingly
" With maiden-head would die.

"The plowmau's labour hath no end,
.. Aad he a chmle will prove:

II The craftsman hath more worke in hand
" Then fitteth unto love:

"The merchant, traftlquing abroad,
" Suspects his wife at home:

" A youth will play the wauton; and
.. An old man prove a mome.6

.. Then ohuse a shepheard: with the sun
" He doth his lI.ocke unfold,

" And all the day on hill or plaine
" He merrie chat can hold;

" And with the sun doth foIde againe ;
.. Then jogging home betime,

.. He turnes a crab,5 or turnes a round,
" Or singa some merry ryme.

J~. .Crumpl1ng--<lroo~.

• BrImm&-f'1lhZie.
• QoaInt--tdoe, (IT.I_tical. • Mo_ .u.uPfINO'1'o

5 •••• routI • crab, or apple.
][
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" Nor la.cka he gleefull tales, ","hilst round
.. The nut·brown bowl doth trot;

.. And sitteth singing care away,
.. Till he to bed be got:

.. Theare sleepes he soundly all the night,
.. For~ettiDg morrow·cares;

.. Nor fearea he blasting of his corne,
.. Nor uttering of his wares ;

.. Or stormes by seas, or stirrea on land,
.. Or craeke of credit lost;

" Not spending franklier than his Hooke
.. Shall still defray the cost.

"Well wot I, sooth they say, that say
.. More quiet nights IUld daies

.. The shepheard sleeps and wakes, than h,
.. Whose cattel he doth ~aize.

.. Beleeve me, lasse, a king is but
" A. man, and so am I ;

" Content is worth a monarchie,
.. And mischiefs hit the hie;

.. As late it did a king and his
.. Not dwelling far from hence,

"Who left a daughter, save thyselfe,
.. For fair a matchle88 wencb."-

Here did he pauae, as if his tongue
Had done his heart offence.

The neatresse, l longing for the rest,
Did egga' him on to tell

How faire she was, and who ahe was•
.. She bore, quoth he, the bell

.. For beautie; though I clownish am,
" I know what beautie ia;

.. Or did I not, at seeing thee,
.. I seneeles were to mis.
• • • • •

I Neatreoae-f_ah Ie.."... qf«Jtlu.
• E<igo-lWg' ..; .tiIl UJed In the North of EDglancL
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.. Her stature comely, tall; her gate
" Well graced; and her wit

.. To marvell at, not meddle with,
.. As matchlelllJ I omit.

.. A globe.like head. a gold-like haire,
.. A forehead smooth, and hie,

.. An even nOle ; on either side
.. Did shine a grayish eie :

.. Two rosie ohooh, round ruddy lips,
.. White ~ust-set teeth within i

.. A mouth m meane ;1 and underneathe
.. A round and dimpled chin•

.. Her Bnowie necke, with blewish verne&,
.. Stood bolt upright upon

.. Her portl,. shoulders: beating ballea
.. Her veined breasts, anon

.. Adde more to beautie. Wand·like waB
.. Her middle falling still,

.. And riBinjt whereas women rise I

.. -Imagine nothing ill.

II And more, her long and limber annes
.. Had white and azure wrists;

.. And slender fingers aunsWElre to
. .. Her smooth and lillie fists .

.. A legge in print, a pretie foot;
II Conjecture of the rest ;

.. For amorous eies, observing forme,
.. Think parts obscured best. .

.. With these, 0 raretie I with these
.. Her to~ of speech was spare:

.. But speakmg, Venus seem'd to speake,
.. The balle from Ide to bear.

"With Phmbe, Juno, and with both,
.. Herselfe contends in face;

.. Wheare equall mixture did not want
.. Ofmilde and stately grace.

I III mOlllle-aiddl4-,iud.
x~
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" Her smiles were sobel', and her lookes
"Were chearefull unto all;

eo Even mcb 8.8 neither wanton seeme,
.. Nor waiward ; mell,! nor gall.

" A quiet minde, a patient moode,
eo And not disdaining any ;

"Not gybing, gadding, gawdy: and
"Bweete facUlties had many.

" A nimph, no tong, no heart, no eie
" M~ht praise, might wish, might see ;

.. For life, for love, for forme; more good,
" More worth, more f&ire than shoo.

"Ycaeuch an one, 8.8 such was none,
eo Bave only she was such;

" Of Argentile to say the most,
eo Were to be silent much."

I knew the lady very well,
But wortbles of such praise,

The neatresse said: and muse I do,
A shepheard thus should blaze

The • ooate' of beautie.1 Credit me,
Thy latter apeech bewraiee

Thy clownish ahape a ooined shew.
But wherefore dost thou weepe P

The shepheard wept, and she was 'll"oe,
And both doe silence keepe.

" In troth, quoth he, I am not such,
" As seeming I profe88e:

"But then forner, and no'll" for thee,
" I from myselfe digreeae.

" Her loved I (wretch that I am
"A recreant to be);

eo I loved her that hated love•
.. But now I die for thee.

" At Kirkland is my father's court,
eo And Curan is my name;

.. In Edel's court sometimes in pompe,
" Till love countrould the same:

I Embluoa beauty'. coat. Ed. 11>9'1.
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.. But now-what now P-deare heart, how now P
.. What ailest thou to weepe P"

The damsell wept. and he was woe,
And both did silence keepe.

I graunt, quoth she, it was too much,
That you did love 80 much:

But whom your former could not move,
Your second love doth touch.

Thy twice-beloved Argentile
Bubmitteth her to thee j

And for thy double love presents
Herself a single fee,

In p&88ion not in person chang'd,
And 1, my lord, am she.

They sweetly surfeiting in joy,
And silent for a space,

When as the extasie had end,
Did tenderly imbrace ;

And for their weddi~, and their wish
Got fitting time and place.

Not England (for of Hengist then
Was namM 80 this land)

Then Curan had an hardier Imight ;
His force could none withstand:

Whose sheep.hooke laid apart, he then
Had higher things in lui.nd.

First, making Imowne his lawfull claime
In Argentile her right,

He warr'd in Diria, and he wonne
Bernicial too in fight:

And 80 from treoherous Edel tooke
At onoe his life and crowne,

And of Northumberland was king,
Long raigning in renowne.

I Durbur the Buon heptarchy the Idnadom of Northumberland (oonaIatInlr
ofm Northern oonntleo, besldeo perl ot1lcotland) wu Cor a long time dlnded
Into two leuer lOVere!lfntl..-vtz. nm;J.':?d1n:ere Dlrial, whlc:h oontall8d
the IICl1Ithem parte, ana Be...wu, com thoM whleh 1&1 DOrth.
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CORIN'S FATE.

Or thll Song the three lint ItanzlIa IInl ancient. The appUoatiou wu
added bJ I'llI'C1.

CoBIN, most unhappie swaine,
Whither wilt thou drive thy flocke P

Little foode is on the plaine;
Full of danger is the rocke :

Wolfes and benes doe kepe the woodes l
Forests tangled are with brakes:

Meadowes subjelJt are to floodes ;
Moores are full of miry lakes.

Yet to shun all plaine, and hill,
Forest, moore, and meadow-ground,

Hunger will as surelr kill :
How may then reliefe be found P

Such is hapless Carin's fate :
Since my waywarde love begunne,

Equall doubts begett debate
What to seeke, and what to shunne.

Spare to speke. and spare to speed;
Yet to speke will move disdaine :

If I ace her not I bleec4
Yet her sight augments my paine.

What may then poor Corin doe P
Tell me, shepherdes, quicklye tell;

For to linger thus in woe
11 the lover's sharpest hell.
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JANE SHORE,
lIl!l'I'IlEQ to Edward the Fourth, W&!l livIng, old and po.ll', In the time
of Sir Thom.. More, who, In hili " History of Richard III." hu glYen a
lItrlklug account of her chlU1leter and appearance :-" Hen ue. If they
haYe an evI1 turDe, to write It In marble: and .,..ho doth DB a good tume,
we write It Iu duat. Which fa not wo..... proved by her; for at thi.
day .he beggeth of many at thl. day IlvIug. that at thl. d.y h.d
begged, If .he had not beene," From Drayton we get a lInely-«>loured
picture :-" Her otature wu meane. her halr of a dark yellow, her face
round and full, her eye gray; delicate harmony being betwixt each
pvt'. proportion and each proportion'. colour; her body tat, wblte.
and lIIlooth; her countenance cheerful, and like to her condition.
The pIcture which I have Been of her wu lOch .. she rooe out of her
bed Iu the momlng, havIng nothing on her but a rich mantle ca8t
nnder one arm CTer her obonlder, and .Ittlng on a chair on which her
naked arm did lie. Richard I II., caualng her to do open penance Iu
Paul.. Church-yard. commanded that no man .hould reUeve her;
which the tyrant did, not 80 much for his hatred to slone. bnt that by
maklug hi. brothe... Ufe odious. he might cover his horrible treuonII
the more cunn\ugly." A portrait of Jane Shore III In the Prov_..
houle at Eton: and there I. another In the Lodge of KIng" College,
Cambridge, of both whIch foundation. obe I. believed to haYe been a
benefactor. She dIed In the eIghteenth year of Henry VIII. Granger
mentlODl a lock of her hair, Iu the poooe88Ion of the Duchea of
Montague, which looked 18 Ifft had been powdered with gold dult.
The following ballad fa prtnted (with lOme corrections) from an old
bllCk.letter copy Iu the Pepy. Collection. To every 8tanza '" lIIlIlexed
thiB bardeu:-

Then maid. and wlYe. In time amend,
For love and beauty will have end.

b Roaamonde that was 80 faire,
Had cause her 80rroWes to declare,
Then let Jane Shore with 8orrowe 8ing,
That was beloved of a king.

In maiden yeares my beautye bright
Was lovM dear of lord anQknj~ht;
But yet the love that they requU"d,
It was not as my friends desir'd.

My parents they, for thirst of gaine,l
A husband for me did obtaine ;
And I, their pleasure to fultille,
Was foro'd to weddagainstmy wille.

I BIr Thomu lIore writeo:-- ThI8 woman ..... born In London, wonhlpo
fully trended, honeotly brought up, 8IId very well maryed, BaTing IIOIIlCWhat
to BOOne Lher huab8nd an bonest c1ti1en, J:OOIlll and goodly, and 01 good IO~
otance. But forumuch 1I8 they were coupled ere .he wor well ripe, ob. not
YIlr1 flnently Icmd for whom ohe never 10llllll'l"
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To Matthew Shore I.was a wife,
Till lust brought mine to my life;
And then my life I lewdlye spent,
Which makes my soul for to lament.

In Lombard-street I once did dwelle,
As London yet can witneSB welle;
Where many gallants did beholde
My beautye in a shop of golde.

I spred my plumes, as wantons doe,
Some sweet and secret friende to wooe,
Because chast love I did not finde
Agreeing to my wanton minde.

At last my name in court did ring
Into the eares of Englande's king,
Who C&IIle and lilt'd, and love requir'd,
But 1 made coye what he desir'd:

Yet Mistress Blague, a ne4thbour neara,
Whose friendship I esteemM deare,
Did saye, It was a scallant thing ,
To be beloved of a'king.

lJy her persuaslOlll I was led,
For to defile my marriage-bed,
And wronge my wedded husband Shore,
Whom I had married yeares before.

In heart and mind I did rejoyce,
That I had made so sweet a choice ;
And therefore did my state resigne,
To be king Edward's concubine.

From city then to court I went,
To reape the pleasures of content;
There had the joyes that love could bring,
And knew the secrets of a king.

When I was thus advanc'd on highe
Commandin2' J!,l1wlLrCl Wltn mine eye.
For Mrs. Blitgue I in short space
Obtainde alivinge from his grace.

No friende I had but in short time
I made unto promotion climbe ;
But yet for all this costlye pride,
My husbands could not mee abide•

~

\

I
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His bed, though wrongM by a king,
His heart with deadlye griefe did sting;
From ElljI;land then he goes away
To end his life beyond the sea.

He could not live to see his name
Impaired by my wanton shame;
.Although a prince of peerlesse might
Did reape the pleasure of his right.

Lolljl; time I lived in the courte,
With lords and ladies of great sorte ;
And when I smil'd all men were glad,
But when I frown'd my prince grewe sad.

But yet a gentle minde I bore!
To helplesse people, that were poore ;
I still redrest the orphan's erye,
And sav'd their lives condemnd to dye.

I still had ruth on widowes' tears,
I suceour'd babes of tender yeares;
And never look'd for other gaine
But love and thankes for all my paine•

.At last my royall king did dye,
And then my dayes of woe grew nighe ;
When crook·back Richard got the crowne,
King Edward's friends were loon put downe.

I then was punisht for my sin,
That I so long had lived ill ;

Yea, every one that was his friend,
This tyrant brought to shamefull end.

Then for my lewd and wanton life,
That made a strumpet of a wife,
I peuance did in LOmbard-street,
IIi shamefull manner in a sheet,

Where many thousands did me newe,
Who late in court my credit knewe;
Which made the teares run down my face,
To thinke upon my foul disgrace.

! • In whom the kInlf toke I)l8CIal pleunre, whOle llmlur the De'f'er alnuecI
to &Dy man'. hurt, but to 1D8D1 a 1IIllII" comfort ll1ld rallet."-Sir no.....
JlIW••
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Not thus oontent, they took from mee
My goodes, my livings, and my fee,l
And char~'d that none should me relieve,
Nor any succour to me give.

Then unto Mrs. Blague I went,
To whom my jewelsl: had sent,
In hope therebye to ease my want,
When riches fail'd, and love grew scant:

But she denyed to me the same
When in my need for them I came;
To recompence my former love,
Out of her doores shea did me shove.

So love did vanish with my state,
Which now my soul repents too late ;
Therefore example take by mee,
For friendship parts in povertie.

But yet one friend among the rest,
Whom I before had seen diBtrest,
And Bav'd bislife, condemn'd to die,
Did give me food to succour me :

For which, by lawe, it was decreed
That he was han~M for that deed;
His death did grleve me so much more,
Than had I dyed myself therefore.

Then those to whom I had done good,
Durst not afford mea any food :
Whereby I bell'~ed all the day,
And still in streets by ~ht I lay.

My /ot0WDS beset with pearl and gold,
Were turn'd to'simple garments old;
My chaius and gems and golden rings,
To filthy rags and loathsome things.

Thus was I scom'd of maid and wife,
For leading such a wicked life;
Both sucking babes and children small,
Did make their pastime at my fall.

l-Now then by and by, y'U wer ftJr upr, not for OOTet1Ie, tbe Protector
....t Into the bolJl8 of 8&ore'. rie (for her bWlblmd dwelled not wltb ber)
and opoUed her of all tbIt ever.be bad, above tbe valne of I or 8 tbolllaDd
_to, aDd ....t her bod.T to priloD."-8ir no- NUN.
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I could Dot get one bit of bread,
Whereby my hunger might be fed:
Nor driIik, but such as chanuels yield,
Or stinking ditches in the field.

Thus, weary of mr life, at lengthe
I yielded up my VItal strength
Within a ditch of loathsome scent,
Where carrion dogs did much frequent:

The whieh DOW since my dying daye.
Is Bhoreditch call'd, as writers saye ;1
Which is a witness of my sinne,
For being concubine to a king.

You wanton wives, that fall to lust,
Be you a8II11l" d that GOO. is just;
Wlioredome shall not escape his hand,
Nor pride unpunish'd in this land.

IfGod to me such shame did bring,
That yielded only to a king,
How shall they scape that daily ran
To practise sin with every one P

You husbands, match not but for love,
Lest some disliking after prove;
Women, be warn'd when you are wives,
What plagues are due to sinfnl lives:

TIien maids and wives in time amend,
For love and beauty will have end.

S15

I Bot It bid thIJ name long before, beIDg 10 called !10m Ita being • eommon
IleWef (vulgarl1" ohore") Qf drain.
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CORYDON'S DOLEFUL KNELL.

TUE burthen ot the IOIIg," DIng, Dong," &c,11 at present appropriated
to burlesque Illl1lectl; but In the time ot our poet It OIU&11y accom
panied the mOlt oolemn and mOllJ'lltlll 1ltraIn1. Of thIa kind ill that
line allria1 DIrge In 8hakelpeare'8" Tampellt"-.

.. FDlI tadom live thy father 11es," &c.

My Phillida, adieu love I
For evermore farewell

Ay me I I've lost my true love,
And thus I ring her knell,

Dinl{ dong,.~ dong, ding dong,
My Phillida 18 dead!

I'll stick a branoh of willow
At my fair Phillis' head,

For my fair Phillida
Our bridal bed was made:

But 'stead of silkes so gay,
She in her shroud is laid.

Her corpse shall be attended
By maidetl in fair array,

Till the obsequies are ended, .
And she is wrapt in olay,

Her hene it shall be carried
By youths, that do excell ;

And when that she is buried,
I thus will ring her knell.

A garland shall be framed
By art and nature's skill,

Of sundry-colour'd flowers,
In token of good-will,l

A.nd sundry-colour'd ribbanda
On it I will bestow;

But chiefly black andJ:p'owe:
With her to grave go.

1It ill a llIIItom in IJWI1 parts of England to cvry a 1I0wery pr1&lld beI'ort
the corpoe or a woman who dIeo lIJUD&I'l'iecL
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I'll decke her tomb with flowers,
The rarest ever seen,

And with my tears, as showers,
I'll keepe them freah and green.

Instead of fairest colonra,
Set forth with curious art,l

Her image shall be painted
On my diatreaaed heart.

And thereon shall be graven
Her epitaph so faire,

.. Here lies the loveliest maiden,
.. That e'er gave shepheard care,"

In sable will I mourne;
Blacke shall be all my weede :

Ay me I I am forlome,
Now Phillida is dead I

Ding dong, din/{ dong, ding dong,
My Phillida 18 dead I

I'll stick a branch of willow
At my fair Phillia' head.

1800. lEIl.

THE COMPLAINT OF CONSCIENCE
Is aD allegoric&! aaUre, a manner of morallslng wblch the Author of
.. Piers Ploughman's Vblon" either Introduced or made popular. That
remarkable work Is thougbt to haTe beencom~ towards the end
of 1882, and Is the tlneat remaining example of a metrical style purely
English. The versification of this Ballad bean a relationship to It.
The Anglo-Saxons dld not employ rhyme, but adopted. In tbe place of
It, .. a system of verse, of whlcb the chlU1lCterlatlo was a very regular
alliIeraHorI, 10 arranged that, In every couplet, there should be two
principal words In the lint llne beginning wltb tbe slUDe letter, which
letter muat aIao be the Initial of the drst word on wblcb the au- of
tbe voice falls In tbe second line." Rhyme, wblch came wltb tbe
Anglo-Normans, WIUI received Into tbe Engllsb language before tbe
middle of the twelfth century. Bnt It spread 8lowly. and alUterative
nne kept Ita cbarm Cor the common people antll the appearance of
.. Piers Ploughman" brought It Into fa8blon. It Is found In Scotland
10 late as the age of Dunbar, who lived till abont the middle of the
sixteenth century. When rhyme began to be IlIperadded, all the

I TbIa alIndes to the painted efllgIea of a1abuter, anciently erected upon
tombs and monumenll.
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nlcetle. of Al1Iteration were at lint retained with It; and the lOng of
.. Little John Nobody· exhihits this union very clearly. By degreel
the oorreopondence of final BOundo engl"088lng the whole attenUon of
the poet, and tII11y eatlat'ying the read.r, the Internal embeillahment of
Alliteration was no longer etudied; add this kind of metre was at
length swallowed up, and 100 In our oommou Burleeque Alexandrine,
or Anaplelltlc TOne, DOW used only in balladsand pieces of Ught humour,
as In the following Song of Conoolence, and In that well-known dog.
grel, .. A oobbler there WU, and he llved In a &talL· Degraded In
Eugland, this metrical style found a home In the French heroic line of
twelve syllablee,l which Is the genuine o~rIng of the old GlXhlc
meuure, otrIpt like our AnaplellUc of Its alliteration, and ornamented
with rhyme. To oonclude: lhe metre of .. Plen Ploughman's Vision·
Is altogether unlike that ofBlank vene ; yetlt has a harmony of Itsown,
earp_lng all the merit of tbe French heroic numbers, only lOll
pollllhed, and being sweetened witb the Internal recurrence of oIm1lar
lOunds, Inmed of their final rhymCl. The following Song to printed
from the foUo lilS.; the oorrecl.lone being encloeed between Inverted
·comm...•

As I walked of late by •an' wood Bide,
To God for to meditate WlUl my entent;
Where under a hawthorne I Buddenlye spyed
A silly poore creature ragged and rent;
With bloody teares his face was besprent,

His fieBhe and his color consumed away,
And hiB garments they were all mire, mucke, and clay.

ThiB made me muse, and much •to' desire
To know what kind of man hee shold bee;
I stept to him Btraight, and did him require
His name and his Becretts to Bhew unto mee.
His head he ClUIt up, and wooful was hee,

My name, quoth he, is the cause of my care,
And makes me scorned, and left here so bare.

Then strai~htwayhe turn'd him, and pray'd •me' sit downe,
And I will, Baithe he, declare my whole greefe ;
My name is called CONBCIENCB :-wheratt he did frowne,
He pined to repeate it, and grinded his teethe,
• Thoughe now, Billy wretehe, I'm denyed all releef,'

•Yet' while I was young, and tender of yeereB,
I was entertained with klnges, and with peeres.

1 It Is remarkable that the French alone have retelned thIo old Goth1c metre
for their ..rlouo poemo' while the EngUah, 8pan1ardo, &:c. have adopted the
Italic ve... or tell sylW,I... although the 8panlardl, os well as we, ancientlY
uoed a ohart-lined metre. I believe the OUCC811 with which Petraroh, anil.
perhape oue or two othe... flnt DIed the heroic verse of ten syllabi.. In
Ital1an Poesy, recommended It to the 8pan1llh writers; as It a1Io atd to our
Chancer, who lint attempted It in EngUah; and to his successon Lord 8urTeY,
81r Thomas W)'a1, &c.; who al\erwardl Improved It and brought It to pllJ'o
fecUon.



TO COKPLAIli'T 01' CONSClBNC:ll. 819

There was none in the court that lived in such fame,
For with the k~'s councell •I' sate in commission;
Dukes, earles, and barrons esteem'd of my name;
And how that I liv'd there needs no repetition:
I was ever holden in honeat condition,

For howsoe\'er the lawes went in Westminater-hall,
When sentence was given, for me they wold call.

No incomes at all the landlords wold take,
But one pore peny, that was their fine;
And that they acknowl~ed to be for my sake.
The poore wold doe nothing without councell mine :
I ruled the world with the right line:

For nothing was passed betweene foe and friend,
But Conscience was called to bee at • the' end.

Noe bargaines nor merchandize merchants wold make
But I was called a wittenesse therto :
No use for noe money, nor forfett wold take,
But I wold controule them, if that they did soe:
•And ' that makes lIle live now in~t woe,

For then came in Pride, Sathan's disciple,
That is now entertained with all kind of people.

He bro~htwith him three, whose names •thus they call'
That is Covetousnes, Lecherye, Usury, beside:
They never prevail'd, till they hsd wrought my downe.fall;
Soe Pride was entertained, but Conscience decried,
And •now ever since' abroad have I tryed

To have had entertainment with some one or other;
But I am rejected, and scorned of my brother.

Then went I to the Court the gallants to winD,
But the porter kept me out of the gate :
To Bartlemew Spittle' to \'ray for my sinne,
They bade me goe packe, It was fitt for my state ;
Goe, goe, threed-bare Conscience, and seeke thee a mate.

GoOd Lord, long preserve my king, prince, and queene,
With whom evermore I esteemM have been.

Then went I to London, where once I did' dwell:'
But they bade away with me, when they knew my name;
For he will undoe us to bye and to sell !
They bade me goe packe me, and hye me for shame:
They lought' at my rsggs, and there had good game;

This is old threed-bare Conrience, that dwelt with saint
Peter;

But they wold not admitt me to be a chimney-sweeper.
1 Ilpittle-ioopit4l. • Longbt-l,n.gAtd.
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Not one wold receive me, the Lord •he' doth know;
I having but one poor pennye in my purse,
On an awle and BOme patches I did it beatow ;
• For' I thou/tht better cobble ahOQea than doe wone.
Btraight then all the coblers began for to curse,

And by atatute wold prove me a rogue, and forlome,
.And whipp me out of towne to • seeke' where I was

borne.

Then did I remember, and call to my minde,
The Court of Conscience where once I did. ait:
Not doubting but there I aome favor shold find,
For my name and the place 8oj{l'eed soe fit;
But there of my purpose I fayled a whit,

For' thoughe' the judge DB'd my name in everye
•commiaaion,'

The lawyers with their quillets1 wold ~et· my' dismiBBion.

Then Westminster-hall was noe place- for me ;
Good lord! how the lawyers began to assemble,
.And fearfull they were, leat there I sOOld bee I
The silly poore clarkea began for to tremble;
I showed them my canse, and did not diasemble ;

Boe they gave me BOme money my charges to beare,
But swore me on a booke I must never come there.

Next the Merchants said, Counterfeite, get thee away,
Dost thou remember how wee thee fond P
We baniaht thee the country beyond the salt sea,
.And aott thee on shore in the N ew·found land;
And there thou and wee moat friendly shook hand,

.And we were right j{lad when thou didat refnse us ;
For when we wold reape profitt here thou woldst

accuse us.

Then had I noe way, but for to goe on
To gentlemen's houses of an aneyent name;
Declarin~my greefl'es, and there I made moanp,
• Tellina' how their forefathers held me in fame:
And afletting their fannes •how always I came.'

They sard, Fye upon thee I we may thee curse :
•Theire leases continue, and we fare the worse.

1 Qullleto----pibhlu.
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And then I was forced a beg-ging to goe
To husbandmen's houses, who greeved right sore,
And sware that their landlords had plagued them so,
That they were not able to keepe open doore,
Nor nothing had left to ~ve to the pooro :

Therefore to this wood I doe me repayre,
Where hepps and hawes, that is my best fare.

Yet within this same desert some comfort I have
Of Mercy, of Pittye, and of A.lmes·deeds;
·Who have vowed to company me to my grave.
Wee are 'all' put to silence, and live upon weeds,
, And hence such cold house-keeping proceed~ ;'

Our banishment is its utter decay,
The which the riche glutton will answer one day.

Why then, I said to him, me·thinks it were best
To goe to the Clergie; fol' dailye they preaoh
Eche man to 10veJou above all the rest;
Of Mereye, and Pittie, and Almes-' deeds,' they teach.
0, said he, noe matter of a pin what they preach,

For their wives and their children soe hange them upon,
That whosoever gives almes they will give none.

Then laid he him down, and turned him away,
And prayd me to ~oe, and leave him to rest.
I told him, I haphe might yet see the day
For him and his fellowes to live with the best.
First, said he, banish Pride, then all England were blest'

For then those wold love us, that now sell their land,
And then good 'house.keeping wold revive' out of hand

y



PLAIN TRUTH, AND BLIND IGNORANCE.

Tm8 excellent old ballad I. preserved In the little ancient mIace1lany.
entitled, "The Garland of Goodwill." Ignorance 18 here made to
.peak in the broad SomeraetBhire dialect. The scene we may .uppose
10 be Glutonbwy Abbey.

TBUTH.

GOD speed you, ancient father,
And give you a good daye j

What is the cause, I praye you,
So sadly here you staye P

.And that you keep such gazing
On this decayM place,

The which, for superstition,
Good princes down did raze P

IGNOR.llfCE.

ChillI tell thee, by my vuen,s
That zometimes che3 have knowne

A vair and I/;oodly abbey
. Stand here of bricke and stone;

.And many a holy mer,·
As ich' may say to thee,

Within these l{oodly cloystel'll
Che did full often zoo.

TRUTH.

Then I must tell thee, father,
In truthe and veritie,

A aorta of greater hypocrites
Thou oouldst not likely see;

Deeeivin~of the simple
With false and feiKJlM lillll :

But such an order truly
Christ never did devise.

1 Chill-I rill.
"1. •. talthen; u Iu the JIldland counti.. they 881 "hollletl." "cloom." lor

110-, closea.
I Ch&-L • Vrler-jIoiGr. I Job-I.
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IGNOlUNOB.

Ah I ah I che zmell thee now, man j

Che know well what thou art ;
A vellow of mean learning,

Thee was not worth a vart:
Vor when we had the old lawe,

A merry world was then j

And everything wasllenty
Among all zorta 0 men.

TBUTH.

Thou givest me an antIwer,
.A. did the J ewes sometimes

Unto the~rophet Jl'remye,
When he accus'd their crimes:

'Twas merry. sayd the people,
And joyfull in our rea'me,

When we did offer spice.cakes
Unto the queen of heav'n.

IGNOllANCB.

Chill tell thee what, good vellowe,
Before the mers went hence,

A bushell of the best wheate
Was zold vor vourteen pence ;

And vorty egl{es a penny,
That were both good and newe;

And this che zay my zelf have zeeno,
And yet ich am no J ewe.

TRUTlI.

Within the sacred Bible
We find it written plain.

The latter days should troublesome
And dangerous be, oertaine ;

That we should be self.lovers,
And charity 1l"&X colde j

Then 'tis not true relifPon
That makes thee gnef to holde.

yj

•
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IGNOlU.NCB.

Chill tell thee my opinion plaine,
And chouI'dl that well ye knewe,

Ich care not for the Bible booke ;
Tis too big to be true.

Our blessed Ladye's psalter
Zhall for my money goe;

Zuch pretty prayers, as there bee,1
The Bible cannot zhowe.

TRUTH.

Nowe hast thou spoken trulye,
For in that book indeede

No mention of our Lady,
Or Hamish saint we read:

For by the blessed Spirit
That book indited was,

And not by simple persons,
As was the foolish masse.

IGNOlU.NCE.

Cham' zure they were not voolishe
That made the masse, che trowe ;

Why, man, 'tis all in Latine,
And vools no Latine knowe.

Were not our fathers wise men,
And they did like it well ;

Who very much rejoyced
To heare the zacring bellP·

TRUTH.

But many kinges aud prophets,
As I may say to thee,

Have wiBht the light that you have,
And could it never soo :

For what art thou the better
A Latin song to heare,

And understandest nothing,
That they Bing in the quiere P

I Cboul'd-tOOfdd.
I Probably alluding to tbe lIlu rnlnated pealten, mIaaa1t,.to.

• Cham-I ......
• Sacrlug bell, rung to IIWlOlIlUle the elevation of the Holt.
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IGJlOB.A.lfCL

o hold thy peace, cbe pray thee,
The noise was paB9ing trim.

To heare the vriers zinging,
As we did enter in :

And then to zee the rood-loft
Zo bravely zet with zaints ;

But now to zee them wandrinK
My heart WIth zarrow nints.'

TBUTH.

The Lord did /{ive commandment,
No image thoo shouldst make,

Nor that unto idolatry
You should your self betake:

The Kolden calf of Iarael
Moeea did therefore spoile;

And Baal's priests and temple
Were brought to utter foile.

IGNOB.A.NCB.

But our lady of Wallinghame
W lUI a pure and holy zain'

And many men in pilgrimage
Did ahew to her comp¥nt.

Yea with zweet Thomas Becket,
And many other moe :

The holy maid of Kentl likewise
Did many wonders zhowe.

TRUTH.

Such saints are well agreeing
To your profession sure;

And to the men that made them
So precious and so pure ;

The one for being a trsytoure,
Met an untimely death;

The other eke for treason
Did end her hateful breath.

J Valnt.-f.....u.
I D1 name Ella. Barton, eucuted April 11, 16M.



826 BBLIQUBS OF .ll'lCIBNT POETBT.

IGNOIUNCB•

. Yea, yea, it is DO matter,
Dispraise them hall" you wille:

But zure they did much goodnesse;
Would they were with us stille'

We had our holy water,
And holy bread likewise,

And many holy reliques
We zaw before our eyes.

TRUTH.

And all this while they fed you
With vain and empty showe,

. Which never Christ commanded,
As learned doctors knowe:

Search then the holy scriptures,
And thou shalt plainly see

That headlong to damnation
They alway trained thee.

IGNORA.NCB.

If it be true. good vellowe,
As thou dost zay to mee,

Unto my heavenly Fader
Alone then will 1 flee:

Believing in the GQllpel,
And passion of his Zon,

And with the zubtil papistea
lob have for ever done.



327

THE WANDERING JEW.
IN the year 1228, an Armenian ArohblRhop waa entertained at the
Monastery of St. Albans; llnd Matthew Paris, a member of the Society,
recorda the parttcnlare of the visit. A Monk, who sat near the
atranger, Inquired, "If he had ever seen or heard of the famona penon
named Joaeph, that was 80 much talked of; who was present at onr
Lord's crucifixion and convened with him, and who was still alive In
con1lrmation of the ChrIstian faith." The Archblahop answered. That
the fact was troe. And afIerwards one of his train. who waa well
known to a .."ant of the Abbot, Interpreting bls master's words, told
them In French, "That hla lord knew the penon they spoke of very
well: that he had dined at hla table bnt a little wblle before be left
tbe East: that be bad been Pontlns Pilate·s porter, by name Cart&
pbUna; 'lObo, wben tbey were dragging J 08US out of tbe door of the
Judgment-hall, strock him with hlBlist on the back. Baying,' Go faster.
Jesna, go faster; wby doot thou linger?' Upon which Jesns lookcd
at hlm with a frown. and said, • I Indeed am going. but thou shalt
tarry tm I come: Soon after he was couverted, and baptized by the
name of Josepb. He lives for ever; but at tbe end of every bundred
y8&1'8 falla Into an Incurable I11n.... and at length Into a lit or costasy;
ont of wblcb. when be reooven. be relums to tbe same .tate of yonth
he was In wben Jesus sulfered, being then about thirty yeare of age.
He remembera all the clrcnmstanClell of tbe death and l'8IUJTeCtion
of Christ. the saints Ibat lIJ'05e with him. tbe composing of tbe
Apostles' creed, their preaching and dispersion; and Is hlmself a
very gr.lve and holy penon.' Since tbe time of Matthew ParIa,
several Impoeton bave assumed the name and cbaracter of the
Wandering Jew. Tbe story In tbe following ballad Is of one 'lObo
appeared at Hamburgb In IU7, and said that be bad been a Jewish
Iboemaker at tbe Crnclllxlon of Jesus. The ballad, however.
seems to be of a later date. It Ia prese"ed In black.letter In tbe
Pepys Collection.

WHBN as in faire Jerusalem
Our Saviour Christ did liV£l,

And for the sins of all the worlde
His own deare life did give;

The wicked J ewes with scofl'es and scornes
Did dailye him molest,

That never till he left his life,
Our Saviour could not rest.

When they had crown'd his head with thomes,
And scourg'd him to dis/P"&C6'

In scomfull sort they led him forthe
Unto his dying place,

Where thousand thousands in the streete
Beheld him passe along,

Yet not one gentle heart was there,
That pityed this his wrong.
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Both old and young reviled him,
As in the streete he wente,

And nought he found but churlish taantes,
By every one's eonsente :

His owne deare crosse he bore himselfe,
A burthen far too great,

Which made him in the street to fainte,
With blooQ ana. water sweat.

Being weary thus, he sought for rest,
To ease his burthened soule,

Upon a stone; the which a wretch
I>id churlisWy controule;

And sayd, Awaye, thou kinlt of Jewes,
Thou shalt not rest thee here;

Pass on; thy execution place
Thou S66St nowe draweth neare.

And thereupon he thrust him thence ;
At which our Saviour saJd,

I sure will rest, but thou shalt walke,
And have no journey stayed.

With that this cursed shoemaker,
For offering Christ this wrong,

Lell. '\'fife and children, house and all,
And went from thence along.

Where after he had seene the bloude
Of Jesus Christ thus shed,

And to the crosse his bodye nail'd,
Awaye with speed he fled,

Without returning backe againe
Unto his dwelling/lace,

And wandred up an downe the '\'forlde,
A runnagate moat base.

No restinK could he !inde at all,
No ease, nor heart's content;

No house, nor home, nor biding place:
But wandrinK forth he went

From towne to towne in foreigne landetl.
With grieved couseience still,

Repenting for the heinous guilt
Of his fore-passed ill.
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THii: WANDERING Jr~W.

--Awaye. thou luot or Jew•.
'Tho') IIh&lt. not. r-t. Lbeoe he....."
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Thus after some few ages past
In wandrin~up and downe ;

He much agam desired to see
Jerusalem's renowne;

But finding it all quite destroyd,
He wandred thence with woe,

Our Saviour's wordes, which he had spoke,
To verifie and showe.

" 111 rest, sard hee, but thou shalt walke ;"
So doth th18 wandring Jew

From place to place, but cannot rest
For seeinjt countries newe ;

Declaring still the power of him,
Whereas he comes or ~oes,

And of all things done in the east,
Since Christ his death, he showes.

The world he hath still compast round,
And seene those nations strange,

That hearing of the name of Christ.
Their idol gods doe chan/{e:

To whom he hath told wondrous thinges
Of time forepast. and gone,

And to the princes of the worlde
Declares his cause of moane :

Desiring still to be Wssolv'd,
And yeild his mortal breath;

But. if the Lord hath thus decreed,
He shall not yet see death.

For neither loolies he old nor young,
But as he did those times,

When Christ did suffer on the Cl'0888
For mortall sinners' crimes.
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He hath past through many a foreigne place,
Arabia, Egypt, Africa,

Grecia, Syria, and great Thrace,
And throughout au Hungaria.

Where Paul and Peter preached Christ,
Those blest Apostles deare;

There he hath told our Saviour's wordes,
In countries far and neare.
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And lately in Bohemia,
With many a German towne;

And now in Flanders, as 'tis thought,
He wandreth up and downe :

Where learned men with him conferre
Of those his lingering dayes,

And wonder much to heare him tell
His journeyes and his wayes.

If people give this Jew an almes,
The most that he will take

Is not above a groat a time:
Which he, for Jesus' sake,

Will kindlye /pve unto the poore,
And thereof make no spare;

Affirming still that Jesus Christ
Of him hath dailye care.

He ne'er was seene to laugh nor smile,
But weepe and make great moane ;

Lamenting still his miseries,
And dayes forepast and gone:

If he heare_any one blaspheme,
Or take God's name in vaine,

He telles them that thoy crucifie
Their Saviour Christe againe.

If you had Beene his death, saith he,
As these mine eyes have done,

Ten thousand thousand times would yee
His torments think upon: .

And suffer for his sake all paine
Of torments, and all woes.

These aro his wordes and eke his lifo
Whereas he comes or goes.
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"THE LYE."

BY SIB WALTER RALEIGH.

Tn authorship of these noble nrsea has been examined by the ReY.
John Hannah In his edltJon of Ralelgn's Poems. The common report,
that the· Lye" was written by Raleigh on the nlght before his exeon
tion (October 29, 1818) Is dlspl'OTed by Ita pnbllcatJon In the" Poetical
Rhapaody,"1608. Nor Ie the dimcnlty lessened by opposing Raleigh
to han composed the poem under the apprehension of death In 1608;
for a MS. copy Ie traoed to 1698. Other names are, therefore, sng
geated, and among them we find Richard Edwards, Lord EsellX. F.
DaTilon, whom Ritson confidently amrmed to be the author, and
Joehna Sylvester, whose eIaim Ie 8upported by Ems. The evidence Ie
strong In Iavonr of Raleigh; for while he yet lived the poem wu
openly ascribed to him. Mr. Hannah notices 80me minor pointe; In
partloular he mentions a transcript of the" Lye" among the" Chetham
1188., of which the date does not seem to fan mnch later than the
period of Raleigh's death, and which has the full slgnatore-' Wa.
Raleigh"" If we admit Raleigh to have written the poem, the tradition
respecting It may be easily explained. It seems that he did .. really
compose one short piece, If not a aecond, the very night before hII
exeentlon ; the rnmonr of these being soon spread abroad, the popular
appetite for pri80n verses wonld enconrage conjectnres on their nature ,,,
and any moral versea, Indicating the near approach of death, would be
eagerly accepted as a dying meditatioD.

GOE, soule, the bodie's gul.'.st,
Upon a thankelesse arrant j

Feare not to touche the best,
The truth shall be thy warrant:

Goo, since I needs must dye,
And give the world the lye.

Goe, tell the Court, it glowes
And shines like rotten wood j

Goa, tell the Church, it showes
What's good, and doth no good:

If Church and Court reply,
Then give them both the lye.

Tell Potentates, they live,
Aetin~ by others' actions j

Not lov d, unlesse they ¢ve,
Not stroug, hut by their factious j

If Potentates reply,
Give Potentates the lye.
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Tell men of hi~h condition,
That rule affairs of state,

Their purpOl.'e is ambition,
ThelrlrBctise onely hate;

An if they once reply,
Tnen give them all the lye.

Ten them that brave it; moat,
Ther be~ for more by spending,

Who, In their lfT8atest cost,
Seek nothing but commending;

And if they make reply,
Spare not to give the lye.

Ten Zeale, it lacks devotion;
Tell Love, it is but lust j

Tell Time, it is but motion;
Tell Flesh, it is but dnst ;

And wish them not reply,
For thou must give the lye.

Tell Age, it dJu1y wasteth ;
Tell Honour, how it alters ;

Tell Beauty, how she blasteth ;
Tell Favour, how she falters;

And as they shall reply,
Give each of them the lye.

Tell Wit. how much it wrangles
In tickle l points of nicenease;

Tell Wisedome, she entangles
Herselfe in over·wisenesse;

And if they do reply, _
Straight give them both the lye.

Tell Physicke of her boldnesse ;
Tell Skill, it is pretension;

Tell Charity of coldness;
Tell Law, it is cootention;

And 88 they yield reply,
So give them still the lye.
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Tell Fortune of her blindnesse ;
Tell Nature of decay;

Tell :Friendship of unkindnesse ;
Tell Justice of delay:

And if they dare reply,
Then give them all the lye.

Tell Arts, they haTe IlQ soundnesse,
But vary by esteeming;

Tell Schooles, they want profoundnesse.
And stand too much on seeming:

If Arts and Schooles reply,
Give Arts and Schooles the lye.

Tell Faith, it's fled the citie;
Tell how the countrey erreth;

Tell, Manhood shakes off pitie;
Tell, Vertue least preferreth ;

And, if they doe reply,
Spare not to give the lye.

So. when thou hast, as I
Commanded thee, dOlle blabbing,

Althou~h to Alve tho lye
Deserves no less than stabbing,

Yet stab at thee who will,
No stab the soule can kill.

VERSES BY KING JAMES I.

833

A SONNET ADDRESSED BY XING .TAKES TO HIS SON
PRINCE HENRY.

JAKES wu a great versifier. Of the two following poems, written In
hIa belt and his wo....t manner, the first would not dlabonour any
author of that time, while the secoud is a complete example of the
Bath08.

GOD gives not kings the stile of Gods in vaine,
For on his throne his scepter do they swey :
And as their subjects o~M them to obey,

So kings should feare and serve their God againe.
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If then ye would enjoy a happie reigne,
Observe the statutes of our heavenly King;
And from his law make all your laws to spring;

Since his lieutenant here ye should remaine.

Rewarde the just; be stedfast, true and plaine;
Represse tlie proud, maintaYIling aye the right;
W &Ike always so, as ever in HIS sight,

Who lrUlU'des the ~dly, plaguing the prophane.
Ane! so ye shall in princely vertues shine,
Resembling right your mightie King divine.

A SONNBT OCCA.8IONBD BY THB BAD WBATHEB WHICH
HINDBBBD THE SPORTS AT NBW-lUBKBT

IN l.ll'l'UABY 1616.

How cruelly these catin's do conspire P
What loathsome love breeds such a baleful band
Betwixt the cankred king of Creta land,'

That melaneholy old and angry sire,

And him, who wont to quench debate and ire
Among tho Romans, when his ports were clos'd pi
But now his double face is still Wspos'd,

With Saturn's help, to freeze us at the fire.

The earth ore-covered with a sheet of snow,
Refuses food to fowl, to bird, and beast:

The chilling cold lets everything to grow,
And surfeits cattle with a starving feast.

Curs'd be that love, and mought' continue short,
Which kills all creatures, and doth spoil our sport.

I s.tunI. l.1anl1l.



KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY.

Tn eommon popnlar ballad of" King John and the Abbot" seeml to
bave bet>n abridged and modemiAed, abont the time of Jamee In from
one mnch older, and entitled, "K1njt John and the Bishop of Canter
bury." Acoordlng to Dr, Rlmbault, "the story of this ballad may be
found in the adventures of • Howle-gl..... originally printed In the
lower Saxon dialect, 1488, bnt translated Into English, and printed
by Copland In the following century. It is a1Io In • El Patrailuelo,'
a collection of Spanllh n01'8I1, 1576."

Alii ancient storr TIe tell you anon
Of a notable pnnce, that was called King John;
And he ruled England with maine and with might,
For he did great wrong. and maintein'd little right.

And TIe teU you a story, a story 80 merrye,
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbiirye ;
How for his house-keeping, and high renowne,
They rode poste for him to fair London towne.

An hundred men, the king did heare say,
The abbot kept in his house every day;
And fifty golde chaynes, without any doubt,
In velvet coates walted the abbot about.

How now, father abbot, I heare it of thee,
Thou keepest a farre better house than mel',
And for thy house-keeping and high renowne,
I feare thou work'st treason against my crown.

My liege, quo' the abbot, I would it were knowne,
I never spend nothing, but what is my owne ;
And I trust, your grace will doe me no deere, I

For spending of my own true-gotten geere.

Yes, ye8, father abbot, thy fault it is highe,
And now for the same thou needest must dye;
For except thou can8t answer me questions three,
Thy head shall be smitten from thy bodie.

And first. quo' the king, when I'm in this stet.d,
With my crowne of golde so faire on my head,
Among all my liege.men 80 noble of birthe,
Thou must tell me to one penny what I am worthe.
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Secondlye, tell me, without any doubt,
How soone I may ride the whole world about.
And at the third question thou must not shrink,
But tell me here truly what I do think.

0, these are hard questions for my shallow witt,
Nor I cannot answer your grace &8 yet:
But if you will give me but three weekes' space,
TIe do my endeavour to answer your grace.

Now three weeks' space to thee will I give,
And that is the longest time thou hast to live;
For if thou dost not answer my questions three,
Thy lands and thy livings are forfeit to mee.

Away rode the abbot all sad at that word,
And he rode to Cambridge, and Oxenford;
But never a doctor there W&8 so wise,
That could with his learning an answer devise.

Then home rode the abbot of comfort so cold,
And he mett his shepheard a going to fold:
How now, my lord abbot, you are welcome home;
What newes do you bring us from good King John P

II Sad neweSt sad newes, shepheard, I must give;
That I have but three days more to live:
For if I do not answer hIm questions three.
My head will be smitten from my bodle.

The first is to tell him there in that stead.
With his crowne of golde so fair on his head,
Among all his liege men so noble of birth,
To within one penny of what he is worth.

The seeonde, to tell him, without any doubt,
How soone he may ride this whole world about:
And at the third question I must not shrinke,
But tell him there truly what he doel thinke."

Now cheare up, sire abbot, did you never hear yet.
That a fool he may learn a wise man witt P
Lend me horse, and serving men, and your apparel.
And I'll ride to London to answere your quarrel.

Nay frowne not, if it hath bin told unto mee,
I am like your lordship, as ever may bee:
And if you will but lend me your g~wne,

There is none shall knowe us at fair London towne.
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Now horses. and serving-men thou shalt have.
With sumlltuous array most gallant and bral'''"
With crozIer. and miter, and rochet. and cope.
Fit to appeare 'fore our fader the pope.

Now welcome. sire abbot, the king he did say.
Tis well thou'rt come back to keepe th.y day;
For and if thou canst answer my questIons three.
Thy life and thy living both saved. shall bee.

And first, when thou seest me here in this atead.
With my crown of golde BO fair on my head,
Among an my liege-men BO noble of birthe,
Tell me to one penny what I am worth.

.. For thirty pence our Saviour was sold
Amonlte the falBe JeweB. as I have bin told;
And twenty.nine is the worth of thee,
For I thinke thou art one penny worser than hee."

The king he laughed, and swore by St. Bittel,1
I did not think I had been worth BO littel!
-Now secondly tell me, without any doubt,
How Boone I may ride this whole world about.

II You must rise with the sun. and ride with the same.
U nti! the next morning he riseth againe ;
~d then your grace need not make any doubt.
BJit in twenty-four hours you'll ride it about:'

The king he lau~hed. and swore by St, J one,
I did not think It could be ~one so soone I
-Now from the third question thou must not Bhrinke,
:But tell me here truly what I do thinke•

.. Yea, that shall I do, and make your~e merry :
You thinke I'm the abbot of Canterbury ;
:But I'm his poor shepheard, as plain you may Bee,
That am come to beg pardon for him and for mea:'

The king he laughed. and swore~ the maSBe,
TIe make thee lord abbot this day m his place I
.. N owe naye, my liege. be not in Buch sf,eede,
For alacke I can neither write ne reade.•

I Mc:mIng probably st. Botolph
Z
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Four nobles a weeke then I will give thee,
For this merry jest thou hast ahowne unto mee ;
And tell the old abbot, when thou comest home,
Thou hast brought him a pardon from good king John.

YOU MEANER BEAUTIES.

FaoK the" Rellqullil Wottonlanlll" (1661), with lOme oorreetions from
an old 1[8, ClOPy. The lOng was written by SIr Henry Wotton, when
aboat lItty.two yean old, upon Ellubeth daughter of Jamee I .• and
wife of the Elector Palatine. chosen king of Bohemia, September 5th.
1819. Itwas IMlt to millie, and printed In l6U.

You meaner beauties of the night,
That poorly satisfie our eies

More by your number than your light;
You common people of the skies,
What are you when the Moon shall rise P

Ye violets that first appea.re,
By your pure :\,wyle mantles known,

Like the ]lroud VIrgins of the yeare,
As if the Spring were altyour own ;
What are you when the Rose is blown P

Ye curious chsunter& of the wood,
That warble forth dame Nature's layes,

Thinking your passions understood
By your weali accentB: what's your praise,
When Philomell her voyce shall raise P

So when my Mistris aha1 be seene
In sweetnesse of her looks and minde ;

By virtue first, then choyce' a Queen;
Tell me, if she was not design'd
Th' eclypse and glory of her kind P

• Two addltlonallltaD2u are printed, In a note, by Mr. Hannah:
You rubIea, that do gml. adorne,

And u.pph\rea with your IIZIIJ1l hue,
LIke to the UIeo, or blushing marne,

How pel.. your brlghtn... to our YIew,
When dlaniondo are m1xt with you I

The rooe, the T1olet, all the oprIng
Unto her breath tor oweetn... run I

The diamond'. dark'ned In the ring.
Iflhe appear, the )loon'. undone,
Aaln the preI8IIOll of the Sun.
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THE OLD AND YOUNG COURTIER.

Tms excellent old song, the subject of which Is a comparison between
the manne", of the old gentry, as 1tI1111Ubslltlng In the times of E1I%a
beth, and the modern refinements a1I'ected by their sons In the reigns
of her sueeeeso.... Is g1Yen, with corrections, from an ancient blaclt
letter copy In the Pepys collectlou, compared with another printed
among some mlsoellaneous .. poems and sougs" In a book entitled,
.. Le Prince d'Amour," 1860. Pepys writes In his Diary, Jane 16,
16~6, "Come to Newbery, and there dined-and muslck; a song of the
• Old Coartler of Queen Elizabeth: and how he was changed upon the
coming In of the King, did please me mightily, and I did cause W.
Hewer to write It out." The copy of the ballad, among the" Ashmo
lean MSS.," begIna, .. With an old song made by an old aged pate."
In former times, " Chery Chaoe" and the .. Old Courtier" were orna
mente of the mantei-piece. This Ballad seems to have been 1IfIIt
printed In the reign of Jam.. L

AN old song made by an aged old pate,
Of an old worshipful gentleman, who had a greate estate,
That kept a brave old house at a bountiful rate,
And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate ;

Like an old courtier of the queen's,
And the queen's old courtier.

With an old lady, whose ~er one word aIlswages ;
They every quarter paid their old servants their wages,
And never knew what belong'd to coachmen, footmen,

nor pages,
But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and badges;

With an old study fill'd full of learned old books,
'Vith an old reverend chaplain, you might know him by

his looks.
With an old buttery hatch worn quite off the hooks,
And an old kitchen, that maintain'd halfa dozen old cooks;

With an old hall, hung about with pikes, guns, and bow8,
With old swords, and bucklers, tllat had borne many

shrewde blows,
And an old frize coat, to cover his worship's trunk hose,
And a cup of old sherry, to comfort his copper nose;

With a good old fashion, when Christmasse was come.
To call in all his old nei~hbours with bagpipe &I1d drum,
With good chaar enough to furnish every old room,
And old liquor able to make a cat speak, and man dumb.

J1i2
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With an old falconer, huntsman, and a kennel of hounds,
That never hawked, nor hunted, but in his own grounds.
Who, like a wise man, kept himself within his own

bounds,
And when he -dyed gave every child a thousand good

pounds;

But to his eldest son his house and land he assign'd,
Chargin!1: him in his will to keep the old bountifull mind,
To be good to his old tenants, and to his neighbours be

kind:
But in the ensuing ditty you shall hear how he was mclin'd;

Like a young courtier of the king's, .
And the king's young courtier.

Like a flourishing young ~allant, newly come to his land,
Who keeps a brace of pamted madams at his command,
And takes up a thousand pound upon his father's land,
And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neither go nor

stnnd.

With a new.fangled lady, that is dainty, nice, and spare,
Who never knew what belollR'd to good house-keeping,

or care,
Who buyes gaudy-color'd faus to play with wanton air,
And seven or eight different dre8Bings of other women's

hair.

With a new-fashion'd hall, built where the old one stood,
Hung round with new pictures, that do the poor no good,
With a fine marble chimney, wherein bums neither coal

nor wood,
And a new smooth shovelboard, whereon no victuals ne'er

stood.

With a new stndy, stuft full of pamphlets, and plays,
And a new chaplain, that swears faster than he prays,
With a new buttery hatch, that opens once in four or five

days,
And a new French cook, to devise fine kickshaws and toys.

With a new fashion, when Christmas is drawing on,
On a new journey to London straight we all must begone,
And leave none to keep house, but our new porter John,
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with 1\

stone.
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With a new gentleman-usher, whose carriage is compleat,
With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to carry up

the meat,
With a waiting-gentlewoman, whose dressing is very neat,
Who when her lady has din'd, lets the servants not eat.

With new titles of honour bought with his father's old gold,
For which sundry of his ancestor's old manors are sold;
And this is the course most of our new ga.llants hold,
Which makes that good house-keeping is now grown so

cold,
Among the young courtiers of the king,
Or the king's young courtiers.

sm JOHN SUCKLING'S CA.MPAIG~E.

TOls lively PasquU Is thought to have been written by Suckling
hilD8elf [b. 1608, d. lUI], as a bauter upon his own disgrace. When
the Scottish Covenanters advanced to the English borders, in 1689, !:iir
John raised a troop ofhol'>lC which co.t him 12,0001., and behaved with
l(I'eat cowardice In the field. Some of hi. contemporaries, however,
attributed the verses to Sir John Hennis, a Poet of thOlle Wn"".

SIB John he got him an ambling nag,
To Scotla.nd for to ride-a,

With a hundred horse more, all his own he swore,
To guard him on every side-a.

No Errant.knight ever went to fight
With halfe so gay a bravada,

Had you seen but his look, you'ld have sworn on a book,
Hee'ld have conquer'd a whole armada.

The ladies ran all to the windows to see
So K&l\ant and warlike a sight-a,

And as he pass'd b:y:, they said with a sigh,
Sir John, why will you go fight-aP

But he, like a cruel knight, spurr'd on;
His heart would not relent-a,

For, till he came there, what had he to fear P
Or why should he repent-a P
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The king (God bless him I) had singular hopeI
OC him and all his troop-a:

The borderers they, 88 they met him on the way,
For joy did hollow, and whoop.a.

None lik'd him 80 well, as his own colonell,
Who took him Cor John de Wert-a ;1

But when there were shows oC gunnin~ and blows,
My gallant was nothing 80 pert-a.

For 'l'l'"hen the Scots army came within sight,
And all prepared to fight-a,

He ran to his tent, they ask'd what he meant,
He swore he must needs goo sh-re-a.

The colonell sent Cor him back agen,
To quarter him in the van-a,

But Sir John did swear, he would not come there,
To be kill'd the very first man-a.

To cure his fear, he was lent to the reare,
Somo ten miles back, and more-a;

Where Sir John did play at trip and away,
And ne'er saw the enemy more-a.

TO ALTHEA FROM PRISON.

FIlo." Lneuta," a collection of Poelld by RIchard Lonlace, [b. 181S.
d. 1668]. whom the Bou... of Commonl committed to the Gate-houoe,
Wl!lItmlnater, April, 1642, for presenting a pootltlon In fnvour of tbe
King's restoration to hll authority... In 1646 he formed a regiment
for the aervloe uf the French king, was colonel of It, and was wounded
at Dunkirk. On thll occasion hla mlltreu, Lneuta, a Hlal Lucy
Sacheverell, married another, hearing tllat he had died of hi. woudl.·

W HBN love with unconfined wings
Hovers within my gatt's,

And my divine Althea brings
To whisper at my grates ;

1 John De Wert .... a German ~eraI of great reputation, and the terror
oflhe French in the reign of r",u," XIII.: hence biI name became proverbial
In France, where he w,," called Do Vert.
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When I lye tan~led in her haire,
And fetter'd with her eye,

The birds that wanton in the aire,
Know no such libertye.

When flowing CIlp8 run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames, l

Our carelesse heads with roses crown'd,
Our hearts with loyal flames ;

When thirsty griefe ill wine we steepe.
When healths and dra~ht8 goe free,

Fishell, that tipple in the deepe,
Know no such libertie.

When, linnet-like, confinM I
With shriller note shall sing

The mercye, sweetness, majestye,
And llories oC my king;

When shall voyce aloud how good
He is, how great should be,

Th' enlargM windes, that curle the flood,
Know no such libertie.

Stone walls doe not a prison make.
Nor iron barres 8 cage ;

Mindes, innocent and quiet. take
That Cor an hermitage:

If I have freedom in my love,
And in my soule am free,

AJuzeIa alone, that S061'8 above,
Enjoy such libertie.

1 Thamfll I. here aaed for water In seueraJ.
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THE DOWNFALL OF CHARING.CROSS.

CBARIIIG CROSS, as It stood before the Clvll Wars, was one of those
beau~ Gothic obellsb erected by Edward I. to mark every place
where the helll'Be of his beloved Eleanor rested In Its way from Lin
colnlhlre to Weetmlnster. Itl demolition In 1647, by order of the
Houseof Commons,oocflllioned the following sarcasm. The plot, noticed
In verse 17, wu that of Waller the poet, and oUters. It WII to reduce
the clty and tower to the service of the king; for which two of the
conspirators, Nathaniel Tomkins and Richard ChaloDer, lutrered death,
July~, 1642.

UNDONE, undone, the lawyers are;
They wander &.bout the towne ;

Nor can find the way to Westminster,
Now Charinj1;.cross is downe :

At the end of the Strand they make a stand,
Swearing they are at a loss,

And chaffing say, that's not the way
They must ~o by Charing-cross.

The Parliament to vote it down
Conceived it very fitting,

For fear it should falI, and kill them all,
In the house, as they were sitting.

They were told, god.wot, it had a plot,
Which made them so hard-hearted,

To /tive command, it should not stand,
But he taken down and carted.

Men talk of plots; this might have been worse
For any thing I know,

Than that Tomkins and Chaloner
Were hang'd for long agoo.

Our Parliament did that prevent,
And wisely them defended;

For plots they will discover still,
Before they were intended.

But neither man, woman, nor child,
Will say, I'm confident,

They ever heard it speak one word
Against the Parliament.

An informer swore, it letters bore,
Or else it had been freed;

I'll take, in troth, my Bible oath,
It could neither write nor read.
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The committee said, that verily
To pope7 it was bent;

For ought know, it might be so,
For to church it never went.

What with excise, and such device,
The kingdom doth begin

To think you'll leave them ne'er 0. cross,
Without doors nor within.

MethiJ1ks the common-councilshou'd
Of it have taken pity,

'Cause, good old cross, it always stood
So firmly to the city.

8ince crosses you so much disdain,
Faith, if I were 8S you,

For fear the kin~should rule again,
I'd pull down Tiburn too.

LOYALTY CONFINED.

345

WRrr1'Ell',IICCO~g to tradition, by Sir Roger L'Estrange.whodled
Deoember II, 1704, aged eighty-elght. He was the Court pl\Dlphleteer,
pert, alfected, and clever. But this Song Is In a purer vein.

BBAT on, proud billows; Boreas blow;
Swell, curled waves, high as Jove's roof;

Your incivility doth show,
That innocence is tempest proof;

Though surly Nereus frown, my thoughts are calm;
Then strike, AHliction, for thy wounds are balm.

That which the world miscalls a jail,
__A private closet is to me :

Whilst a good consoience is my bail,
And innocence my liberty :

Locks, bars, and solitude, together met,
Make me no prisoner, but an anchoret.

I, whilst I wisht to be retir'd,
Into this private room was tum'd;

As if their wisdoms had conspir'd
The salamander should be burn'd;

Or like those sophists, that would drown a fish,
I am constrain'd to suffer what I wish.



The cynick 10v88 his poverty ;
The pelican her wildernellll ;

And 'tis the Indian's pride to be
Naked on frozen CauClUl1lll :

Contentment cannot smart Stoicks, we lee ;
Make torments 88IIie to their apathy.

These m&llllCl811 upon my arm
I, as my mistre88' favours, wear;

And for to keel? my ancletl warm,
I have 80me ll'On shackles there:

These walls are hut my j{&rriSOD; this cell,
Which men call jail, doth prove my citadel.

I'm in the cabinet lookt up,
Like 80me h~h.prized margarite,l

Or, like the Great Mogul or Pope,
Am cloyster'd up from J!ublick siRht:

Retiredness is a piece of maJesty,
And thus proud sultan, I'm as great as thee.

Here sin for want of food must starve,
Where tempting objects are not seen;

And these strong walls do only serve
To keep vice out, and keeIJ me in :

Malice of late's grown charitable sure.
I'm not committed, but am kept secure.

So he that struck at Jason'lIlife,'
Thinkinl{ t' have made his purpose sure,

BY' a maliCIOUS friendly knife
Did only wound him to a cure :

Malice, I see, wanta wit; for what is meant
Mischief, oft.times proves favour by th' event.

When once my prince afIlictiou hath,
Prosperity doth treason seem;

And to make smooth so rough a path,
I can learn patience from him :

Now not to suffer shews no loyal heart,
When kings want ease subjects must bear a part.

1 )I&l'llV!te---<J ~arl.
I See tim remarkable otory In drero de :N at. Doorum, lib. UL 0. lSI CIo. cit

0lII0. lib. I. 0. 30 I ... aIao Val. HaL I. S.
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What though I cannot see my king
Neither in pel'llOn or in coin;

Yet contemplation is a thing
That renders what I have not, mine:

My king from me what adamant can part,
Whom I do wear engraven on my heart P

Have you not seen the nilthtingale,
A prisoner like, coopt in a cage,

How doth she chaunt 'her wonted tale
In that her narrow hermitage P

Even then her charming melody doth prove,
That all her bars are trees, her cage a grove.

I am that bird, whom they combine
Thua to deprive of liberty ;

But though they do my corps confine,
Yet maugre hate, my soul is free:

And though immur'd, yet can I chirp, and sing
Diagraoe to rebels, glory to my king.

My soul is free, as ambient air,
Although my bll.ller part's immew'd,

Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair
T' accompany my solitude:

Although rebellion do my body binde,
My king alone can captivate my minde.

VERSES BY KING CHARLES I.

84.7

WBlT'l'I:lf in Carlabrook Castle (1648), and Pre&en'ed by Barnet.

GRlU.T monarch of the world, from whose power springs
The potency and power of kinltS,
Record the royal woe my suffering sings ;

And teach m., tongue, that ever did confine
Its faculties 10 truth's seraphick line,
To track the treuons of thy foes and mine.

Nature and law, by thy divine decree,
(The only root ofrighteoua royaltie)
With this dim diadem invested me:
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With it, the sacred scepter, purple robe,
The holy unction, and the royal globe:
Yet IlID. I levell'd with the life of Job.

The fiercest furies, that do daily tread
Upon my !!:rief, my grey discrowned head,
Are those that owe my bounty for their bread.

They' raise a war, IlUd christen it THE CAUSE,
While.sacrilegious hands have best a~plause,

Plunder and murder are the kingdom slaws;

1'jrllUny bears the title of taxation,
Revenge and robbery are reformation,
Oppre88ion gains the nllID.e of sequestration.

My loyal subjects, who in this bad season
Attend me (by the law of God IlUd reason),
They dare impeach, and punish for high treason.

Next at the olergy do their furies frown,
Pious e:p'iscopacy must go down,
They will destroy the crosier IlUd the crown.

Churchmen are chain'd, IlUd schismatic.ks are freed,
MechllUicks preach, and holy fathers bleed,
The crown is crucified with the creed.

The church of England doth all factions foster,
The pulpit is usurpt by each impostor,
Extempore excludes the Pate1'1Wlter.

The Presbyter, and Independent seed
SprinWl with broad blades. To make religion bleed
Herod IlUd Pontius Pilate are agreed.

The corner stone's misplac'd by every J?avier:
Wlth such a bloody method IlUd behavIOur
Their llUoostors did crucifie our Saviour.

My royal consort. from whose fruitful womb
So mnny princes legally have come,
ls forced m pi!grimaKe to seek a tomb.

Great Britain's heir is forcM into France,
WI.rilst on his father's head his foes advance :
Poor child! he weeps out his inheritllUoe.
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With my own power my.mat~sethey wound,
In the king's name the king' If's uncrown'd:
80 doth the dust destroy the diamond.

With propositions daily they enchant
My people's ears, such as do reason daunt,
And the Almighty will not let me grant.

They promise to erect my royal stem,
To make me great, t' advance my diadem,
If I will first fall down, and worship them!

But for refusal they devour my thrones,
Distress my children, and destroy my bones;
I fear they'll force me to make bread of stones.

My life they prize at snch a slender rate,
That in my absence they draw bills of hate,
To prove the king a traytor to the state.

Felons obtain more privilejte than I,
They are allow'd to answer ere they die;
'Tis death for me to ask the reason, why.

But, sacred Sanom, with thy words I woo
Thee to forjtive, and not be bitter to
Such, as thou know'st do not know what they do.

For since they from their Lord are so disjointed,
As to contemn those edicts he appointed,
How can they prize the power of his anointed P

Augment my patience, nnllifie my hate,
Preserve my issue, And inspire my mate ;
Yet, though we perish, BLESS THIS CHURCH and STATB!

1 Hume remarb ofth""e vet'S"". which are almost the only known metricoJ
composition of Charlet!, "that the truth of the seutlment, rather than the
elegance or the expl'Oll8lon, renders them very pathetle."
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THE SALE OF REBELLIOUS HOUSEHOLD·STUFF.

FaoMIoD old blaclt-letter copy In the Pepy. colleol.lon, corrected by two
ot.hen.

RBBBLLION hath broken up house,
And hath lell; me old lumber to sell;

Come hither, and take your choice,
I'll promise to use you well :

Will you buy the old speaker's chairP
Wliich was warm and easie to sit in,

And oll; hath been clean'd, I declare,
When as it was fouler than fittinj{.

Bayl old Simon the king, &c.

Will you buy any bscoD.flitchee,
The fattest that ever were spent P

They're the sides of the old committee8,
Fed up in the long Parliament.

Here's a pair of bellows, and tongs,
And for a small matter I'll sell ye 'urn ;

They are made of the presbyters' lungs,
To blow up the coals of rebellion.

I had thouKht to have !{iven them once
To lome black.smith for his forge;

But now I have considered on't,
They are consecrate to the church:

So 111 give them unto some quire,
They will make the big organs roar,

And the little pipes to squeeke higher,
Than ever they could before.

Here's a couple of stools for sale,
One's square, and t'other is round;

Betwixt them both the tail
Of the RUMP fell down to the KrDund.

Will you buy the states council.table,
Wliich was made of the good wain Scot P

The frame was a tottering Babt>l
To uphold the Independent plot.

Here's the bee80m of Reformation,
Which should have made clean the floor;

But it SWl'pt the wealth out ofthe nation,
And lell; us dirt good store.
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WMyou buy the states spinninp;-wheel,
Which spun for the roper's trade P

But better it had stood still,
For now it has spun a. fair thread.

Here's a glyster-pipe well try'd,
Which was made of a butcher's Stump,1

And has been safely apply'd,
To cure the colds of the rump.

Here's a lump of Pil~'s-Salve,

Which once was a Justice of peace,
Who Noll and the Devil did serve;

But now it is come to this.

Here's a. roll of the states tobacco,
If any good fellow will take it;

No Virginia. had e'er such a smack-o.
And I'll tell you how they did make it :

'Tis th' Engagement, and Covenant cookt
Up with the Abjuration oath;

And many of them, that have took't,
Complain it was foul in the mouth.

Yet the ashes may happily serve
To cure the scab of the nation,

Whene'er 't has an itch to swerve
To Rebellion by innovation.

A Lanthorn here is to be bought,
The like was searce Elver gotten,

For many plota it has found out
Before they ever were thought on.

Will lOU buY' the RUMP'S great saddle,
With which it jocky'd the nationP

And here is the bitt, and the bridle,
And curb of Dissimulation:

And here's the trunk-hose of the RUMP,
And their fair di8llembling cloak,

And a Presbyterian jump,
With an Independent smock.

Will you buy a Conscience oft turn'd,
Which serv'd the high-court of justice,

And Btretch'd until England it mourn'd :
But Hell will buy that if the worst is.

I Al1udIDg probably to Ml\lor-General Harrlaon, & butcher's IOU, who
umted CromwelllD tumlDg out the Long Parliament, April 20, 16G3.
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Here's Joan l Cromwell's kitching.stufF tub,
Wherein is the rat of the Rumpers,

With which old Noll's horns she did rub,
When he was got drunk with false bumpers.

Here's the pune of the public faith ;
Here's ilie model of the Sequestration,

When the old wives u'pon their ~ood troth,
Lent thimbles to rume the nat10B.2

Here's Dick Cromwell's Protectorship,
And here are Lambert's commiuions,

And here is Hugh Peters his scrill
Cramm'd with the tumultuous Petitions.

And here are old Noll's brewin~ v_eIs,
And here are his dray, and hIS slings;

Here are Hewson's awl, and his bristles;8
. With diverse other odd things :
And what is the price doth belon~

To all these matters before ye P
I'll sell them all for an old song,

And so I do end my story.
Says old Simon the king, &C.

THE BAFFLED KNIGHT, OR LADY'S POLICY.

GIVEI' (with some corrections) from a MS. ropy, and collated with t ...o
printed copies In Roman character In the PepYI Collection.

THERE was a knight was drunk with wine,
A ridinl{ alon~ the way, sir;

And there he met with a lady fine,
Among the cocks of hay, sir.

Shall you and I, 0 lady faire,
Amonl{ the grass lye down·a:

And I will have a special care
Of rumpling of your gowne-a.

I TIm a cant name glven to Cromwell'. wll'e by the Boyall8tl. tho~
her name w Ellzabelh. She ..... tnxed with cxcbaJuring the kitchen••tutl'
for the candleo IlIed In the Protector'. bonoebold. See" Gent. Mag." for
:March, 1788, p. W.

I See Grey'. "HudibrBll," Part I., cant. J, T. 6\'0, &C.
I Cromw.11 bad in hi. younger yClll'll followed the brewlnlf trade at HUD

IlngdoD. CoL Hewoon Ia oaId to have been orlglnall: a cobbler.
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Upon the~ there is a dewe,
Will spoil my: damask gowne, sir:

My gowne and kirtle they are newe,
And cost me many a crowne, sir.

I have a cloak of scarlet red,
Upon the ground I'll throwe it;

Then, lady Caire, come lay thy head ;
We'll play, and none shalllmowe it.

o yonder stands my steed 80 free
Among the cocks of hay, sir;

And if the pinner should chance to see,
He'll take my steed a1l"ay, sir.

Upon my finger I have a ring,
l:t's made of finest gold.a;

And,lady, it thy steed shall bring
Out of the pinner's fold·a.

o go with me to my father's hall;
Fair chambers there are three, m:

AndloU shall have the beat of all.
An I'll your chamberlaine bee, sir.

He mounted himself on his steed so tall,
And her on her dapple gray. sir:

And there they rode to her father's hall,
F88t prickirig along the way, sir.

To her father's hall they amved strait;
'Tw88 moated round ahont-a ;

She slipped herself within the gate,
And lockt the kni~ht without-a.

Ht're is a silver peuny to spend,
And take it for your pain, sir;

And two of my father's men I'll send
To wait on you back aKain, sir.

He from his scabbard drew his brand,
And wiped it u~n his sleeve·a:

And cursed, he saId, be every man,
That will a maid believe.a!

She drew a bodkin from her haire,
And whip'd it upon her gown·a;

And curs'd be every maiden faire,
That will with men lye down·a!

A. A.
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A herb there is, that lowly tp'OWI,
And some do call it rue, SI1":

The smallest dunghill cock that crows,
Would make a capon of you, sir.

A flower there is, that shineth bright,
Some call it mary.gold.a:

He that wold not when hI' might,
He shall not when he lfQld-a.

The knight WllIl riding another day,
With cloak and hat and feather:

He met again with that lady f{ay,
Who Wllll anj{ling in the river.

Now, lady faire, I've met with you,
You shall no more escape me;

Rememher, how not long &gOO
You falsely did intrap me.

The lady blnshM scarlet red,
And trembled at the stranger:

How shall I guard my maidenhead
From this approaching danger P

He from hil laddle down did light,
In all his riehe attyer;

And eryed, As I am a noble knight,
I do thy charms admyer.

He took the lady by the hand,
Who seemingly consented;

And would no more dispnting ltand:
She had a plot invented.

Looke yonder, good sir knight, I pray,
Methinks I now discover

A riding upon his dapple gray,
My former constant lover.

On tip.toe peering stood the knight,
FllIlt by the river's brink'a ;

The lady p1l8ht with all her might:
Sir knight, now swim or sink·a.

O'er head and ears he pluUj{M in,
The bottom faire he sounded ;

Then riling up, he cried amain,
Help, helpe, or el8e I'm drownded I
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Now, fare-yon.well, sir knight, adien I
Yon see what comes of fooling:

That is the fittest place for yon;
Your courage wanted cooling.

Ere many days, in her father's park,
J u~t at the close of eve·a,

Again she met with her angry sparke;
"Which made this lady grieve-a.

False lady, here thou'rt in my powre,
And no one now can hear thee :

And thou shalt IOrelr rue the hour,
That e'er thou dar dst to jeer me,

I pray, sir knight, be not 10 warm
With a young silly maid·a :

I vow and swear I thought no harm ;
'Twu a gentle jest I playd.a.

A gentle jest, in soothe, he cry'd,
To tumble me in and leave me I

What if I had in the river dy'd P-
That fetch will not deceive me.

Once more I'll pardon thee this day,
Tho' injur'd out of meuure ;

But then prepare without delay
To yield thee to my pleuure.

Well then, if I must grant your mit,
Yet think of your boots and spurs, sir :

Let me pull off' both spur and boot,
Or elBe you cannot stir, sir.

He set him down upon the grua,
And be~g'd her liind usistanco;

Now, smiling thought thil lovely Ius,
I'll make you keep your distance.

Then pullinjt off' his boots half.way ;
Sir kniKht, now I'm/our betters :

Yon shall not make 0 me your prey ;
Sit there like a knave in fetters.

The knight when she had serv~d 100,
He fretted, fum'd, and grumbled:

For he could neither stand nor goo,
But like a cripple tumbled.

...... 2

1
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Farewell, sir knight, the clock strikes ten,
Yet do not move nor stir, sir:

I'll send you my father's serving men,
To pull off your boots and spurs, sir.

This merry jest you must excuse,
You are but a stingle811 nettle:

You'd never have stood for boots or shoes,
Had you been a man of mettle.

All night in I¢evous ra,re he lay,
Rolling upon the plain-a;

Next momin~ a shepherd past that way,
Who let him riglit again-L

Then mounting upon his steed so tall,
By hill and dale he swore-a:

111 ride at once to her father'8 hall;
She shall escape no more-a.

111 take her father by the beard,
111 challenge all her kindred;

Each dastard soulllhall stand afl'eard ;
My wrath shall no more be hindred.

He rode unto her father's house,
Which every side was moated :

The lady heard his furious vows,
And all his vengeance noted.

Thought shee, sir kni~ht, to quench your ra~e,
Once more 1 will endeavour :

This water shall your fury 'swage,
Or else it shall bum for ever.

Then faining penitence and feare,
She did invite a parley:

Sir knight, if you'll forgive me heare,
Henceforth I'll love you dearly.

My father he is now from home,
And 1 am all alone, sir :

Therefore a-cr0a8 the water come;
And 1 am all your own, sir.

False maid, thou canst no more deceive;
1 scorn the treacherous bait-a:

If thou wouldst have me thee believe,
Now open me the gate-a.
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The bridsce is drawn, the gate is barr'd,
My father he has the keys, sir;

But I have for my love prepar'd
A shorter way and eaaier.

Over the moate I've laid a plank
Full seventeen feet in measure :

Then step a-cross to the other bank,
And there we'll take our pleasure.

These words she had no sooner spoke,
But strait he came tripping over:

The plank. was saw'd, it snapping broke;
And 8Ous'd the unhappy lover.

WHY SO PALEP

BY SIB ,JOIIX SUCKLING.

W BY so pale and wan, fond lover P
Prethee, why so pale P

Will, when looking well can't move her,
Looking ill prevail P
Prethee, why 80 pale P

Why so dull and mute, young sinner P
Prethee, why so mute P

Will, when speaking well can't win her,
Saying nothing doe't P
Prethee, why 80 mute P

Quit, quit for shame; this will not move,
This cannot take her;

If of herself she will not love,
Nothing can make her.
The devil take her I
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OLD TOM OF BEDLAM.

)U]) 1I0NG TlIlI :rIBIIT.

Or these a1x Mad Songll, the three 11m are orlglnw. while the merit
ofthe three lut b chleOy that of imitation. The 1Irat &lid BeOOI1d were
probably written at the beginning of the I8venteenth century: the
third abont the middle of It; the foorth &lid sixth towarda the end;
&lid the ft1\b within the eighteenth century. The EngUlh are llid to
baye more IODglI on the subject of madn_ than any of their ne!«h.
boon, &lid Mr. Payne Colller explalnl the fact by the diIlIolatioD ot
the nlUsiona HoDICI, which left the poor without &IIY ftxed prorillon,
while Idle w&IIderers Illumed the character mOlt Ukely to awalten
sympathy, and IleCIlnl them ftom detection. Accordingly madn_
wu a favourite dlaguhle, &lid .. Bedlam beggars" became a dIatIno
the title. The autbor of thll rhapoody II IIld. by Wallon, to hue
been William Baue. who composed the .. choice lOng" of the" Hunter
In hiI Career;" bnt Hr. Chappell thlnb that the .. Toms ofBedlam" were
10 numerona u to pnlyent the Identlflcatlon ot the particular lOng to
which Walton aIIudea.

FORTH from my sad and darksome cell,
Or from the deepe abYlIse of hell,
Mad Tom is come into the world &gaine,
To !lee if he can cure his distempered braine.

Fearell and cares oppresse my BOule;
Harke, howe the anme Fureys houle !
Pluto laughes, and Proserpine is gladd
To see poore naked Tom of BedlaIn madd.

Through the world I wander nil{ht and day
To seeke my straggling senses.

In an angrye moode I mett old Time,
With his Pentateuch of teIl8e8 :

When me he spyad,
Away he hyed,

For TUne will stay for no man :
In vaine with eryes
I rent the skyes,

For pity is not common.

Cold and comfortless I lye:
Helpe, oh helpe! or else I dye!

Harke! I heare Apollo's teame,
The carman 'gins to whistle;

Chast Diana benda her howe,
The boare begins to bristlo.
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Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackles,
To knocke off'my troublesome shackles j

Bid Charles make ready his waine
To fetch me my lenses againe.

Last night I heard the dO~-8tar bark j

Mars met Venus in the duke j

Limpin~ Vulcan het an iron barr.
And furiouslye made at the god of war :

Mars with his weapon laid about,
But Vulcan's temples had the gout,
For his broad horns did 80 hang in his light,
He oould not see to aim his blowes aright:

Mercurye, the nimble post of heaven,
Stood still to see the quarrell j

Gorrel.bellyed1 Bacch1l8, gyant-like,
Bestryd a strong-becre barrell.

To mee he dranke,
I did him thanke,

But I could get no cyder j

He dranke whole butts
Till he burst his gutts,

But mine were ne'er the wyder.

Poore naked Tom is very drye:
A little drinke for charitye !
Harke. I hear Aoteon's home!

The huntsmen whoop and hallowe I

Ringwood, Boyster, BOwman, J owler,
All the ohaIe do followe.

The man in the moone drinkes clarret,
Eates powder'd beef, turnip, and carret,
But a cup of old Malalra sack
Will fire the bushe at 'his backe.

1 Gorrel-f..t.
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THE DISTRACTED PURITAN,'

llA.D SONG THB SECOND,

WA.S written, aboot the beginning of the lleventeenlh century, by
Richard Corbet [b. 1682, d. 1686]. aOCCl'88lvely Dean of Christ ChIU'Ch
and Blahop of Oxford and Norwich. Aubrey tell. some amnalng atorlell
of hIa humour, and deacrlbee hIa upect as .. grave and venerable."

All I mad, 0 noble Festus,
When zeal and ~odly knowledge

Have put me m hope
To deal with the Pope,

As well as the best in the college P
Boldly I preach, hate a cross, hate a surplice,

Mitres, copes, and rochets ;
Come hear me pray nine times a day,

And fill your heads with crochets.

In the house of pure Emanuel'
I had my education,

Where my friends surmise
I dazeI'd my eyes

With the sight of revelation.

They bound me like a bedlam,
They lash'd my four poor quarters ;

Whilst this I endure,
Faith makes me sure

To be one of Foxe's martyrs.

These injuries I suffer
Through antichrist's perswasion :

Take off this chain,
Neither Rome nor Spain

Can resist my strong invasion.

Of the beast's ten horns (God bless us !)
I have knock'd off three already;
If they let me alone
I'll leave him none:

But they say I am too heady.

1 EmaDuel College, Cambridge, ..... orlglnall.r a aemlWU'J' of PurltanL
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When I sack'd the seven.hill'd city,
I met the ~at red dragon;

I kept hun aloof
With the armour of proof,

Though here I have never a rag on.

With a fiery sword and target,
There fOUA"ht I with this monster:

But the sons of pride
My zeal deride,

And all my deeds misoonster.

I un-hors'd the Whore of Babel,
With the lance of Inspiration;

I made her stink,
And spill the drink

In her cup of abomination.

I have seen two in a vision
With a flyin~ bookl between them.

I have been in despair
Five times in a year.

And been cur'd by reading Greenham.'

I observ'd in Perkins' tablesl

The black line of damnation;
Those crooked veins
So stuck in my brains,

That I fear'd my reprobation.

In the holy ton~e of Canaan
I pjac'd my chiefest pleasure:

Till I prick'd my foot
With an Hebrew root.

That I bled beyond all measure.

36l

I Alluding to lOme vl8iODary oxpotlltion of Zech.,ch. v. ver. 1; or, l!the date
of thia BOng would 1'!"""'1t, one might IUppooe It aimed at one Coppe, a suaugl)
enthnaiaBt, whooe life may be seen In Wood's" Athen.... vol. Ii. p. SOl. He
WllI author of a book, entitled .. The Fiery FIl.\ng Roll;" aud afterwards pub
lIshed a I'OOlUItatton, part of whole title Ie, •The Fiery Flying Roll's Wingo
{;!ipt," &c.

• See Greenham's Works, foL 1flllli, partlonlariy the traot entitled .. A Sweet
Comfort for an Afllicted Conscience,"

• See Perklns's WorD, filL 1618, vol. I, p. 11; where Ie a large half sheet
raided, containing" A surveYI or table, declaring the order of the CIUI888 of
salvatlon and damnation, &C. ' the pedigree of damnation being dlstingulehed
by a broad, black, zig-zag line. .
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I appear'd before the ar('hbishop,l
And all the high commisaion ;

I gave him no grace,
But told him to his face,

That he favour'd luperatition.
Boldly I preach, hate a CroBB, hate a surplice,

Mitres, copes, and rochets :
Come hear me pray nine times a day,

And fill your heads with crotchets.

THE LUNATIC LOVER,

IUD SONG TUB TUIBD,

18 given from an old printed oopy In the Brltleb 1lI11eenm, compared
with another In the Pepyl Collection I both In black·letter.

GRII( k~ of the ghosts, make haste,
And bnng hither all your train ;

See how the pale moon doeB waste,
And just now is in the wane.

Come, you night-hags, with all your oharms,
And revelling witches away,

And hug me close in your arms ;
To you my respects I'll pay.

I'll court you, and think you fair,
Since love does distract my brain :

I'll go, I'll wed the night-mare,
And kiss her, and ki88 her again :

But if she prove peevish and proud,
Then, a piae on her love! let her go ;

I'll seek me a winding shroud,
And down to the shadel below.

A lunacy sad I endure,
Since reason departs away;

I call to those hags for a cure,
As knowing not what I say.

The beauty, whom I do adore,
Now slights me with scorn and disdain;

I never shall see her no more:
Ah I how ahalll bear my pain !

I LInd.
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I ramble, and range about
To find out my charming saint;

While she at my grief does flout,
And smiles at my loud complaint.

Distraction I see is my doom,
ot' this I am now too sure;

A rival is got in my_ room,
While torments I do endure.

Strange fancies do fill my head,
While wanderin~ in despair,

I am to the desam lead,
EX{lecting to find her there.

Methmks in a spangled cloud
I see her enthroned on high;

Then to her I erie aloud,
And labour to reach the sky.

When thus I have raved awhile,
And wearyed myself in vain,

I lye on the barren soil,
And bitterly do complain.

Till slumber hath quieted me,
In sorrow I sigh and weep;

The clouds are my canopy
To cover me while I sleep.

I dream that my charming fair
Is then in my rival's bed,

Whose tre88ell of golden hair
Are on the fair pillow bespread.

Then this doth my passion inflame,
I start, and no longer can lie :

Ah 1Sylvia, art thou not to blame
To ruin a loverP I cry.

Grim king of the ghosts, be true,
And hurry me hence away,

My lanltUiBhin~life to you
A tribute I freely pay.

To the Elysian shalles t post
In hopes to be freed from care,

Where many a bleeding ghost
Is hovering in the air.
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THE LADY DISTRACTED WITH LOVE,

JU.D 80NG TUB POUliTU,

WAI probably oomJlOlt!d by Tom D'Urte)', a popular Songster, who
died Febnuuy 28, 1728.

FlioJ( rosie bowen, where 8leepll the god of love,
Hither ye little wanton oupids fly ;

Teach me in loft melodious strains to move
With tender passion my heart's darling joy:

Ah ! let the soul of musick tune my voice,
To win dear Strephon, who my soul enjoys.

Or. ifmore influen('!in~
II to be brisk and aIrY.

With a step and a bound,
With a frisk from the ground,

I'll trip like any fairy•
.As once on Ida dancing

Were three celesti&1 bodie. :
With an air, and a face, •
And a Ihape, and a grace,

I'll charm, like beauty's goddeBl.
Ah! 'til in vain I 'tis all, 'til all in vain!
Death and despair must end the ratal pain :
Cold, cold despair, disguis'd like snow and rain,
Falll on my breast; bleak winds in tempeats blow;
My veins all shiver, and my fingers glow:
My pulse beats a dead march for lost repose,

And to a solid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze.
Or say, ye powers, my peace to crown,
Shall I thaw myself, and drown

Among the foaming billows P
Increasing all with tears I shed,

On beds of ooze, and crystal pilloW'S,
Lay down, lay down my love·sick head P
No, no, I'll strait run mad, mad, mad ;

That soon my heart will warm ;
When once the seDle is fled, is fled,

Love has no power to charm.
Wild thro' the woods I'll fly, I'll fly,

Robes, locks-t!hall thus--be tore !
A thousand, thousand times I'll dye
Ere thus, thus, in vain,-ere thus in vain adore.
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THE DISTRACTED LOVER.

KAD 80RG THB FIrTH,

WAI written by Henry Carey, a well-known mUBlclan. and the author
of the worda and music of • Sally In our Alley." lie died, by hIa own
hand, October4,lH3.

I GO to the Elysian shade,
. Where sorrow ne'er shall wound me ;

Where nothing shall my rest invade,
But joy shall still surround me.

I fly from Celia's cold disdain,
From her disdain I fly ;

She is the cause of all my pain,
For her alone I die.

Her eyes are brighter than the mid-day sun,
When he but half his radiant course has run,
When his merid,i.an glories gaily shine,
And gild all nature with a warmth divine.

See yonder river's f1o}finA' tide,
Which now 80 full appears ;

Those streams, that do so swiftly glide,
Are nothing but my tears.

There I have wept till I could wepp no more,
And curst mine eyes, when they have wept their store:
Then, like the clouds that rob the azure main,
I've drain'd the flood to weep it back again.

Pity my pains,
Ye gentle swains!

Cover me with ice and snow;
I scorch, I burn, I flame, I glow!

Furies, tear me,
Quickly bear me

To the dismal shades below!
Where yplIing, and howling,
And grw;nblin~, and growling,

Strike the ear With horrid woe•

•
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Hissing makes,
Fiery lakes,

Would be a pleasure and a cure ;
Nat all the hells,
Where Pluto dwella,

Can give such pain aa I endure.

To some peaceful plain convey me,
On a massey carpet lay me,
Fan me with ambrosial breeze,
Let me die, and 80 have ease!

THE FRANTIC LADY,

X.A.D SONG THE SIXTH,

O!uOIllALLY I1I1lIIn ODe orD'Urfey'. oomedllll of" Don QttlxClt@.~ lint
acted about the year 1684, lLIld probably written by that popular
compoeel'.

I BUBN; my brain eonsumes to aahes !
Each eye.ball too like lightning Huhes !
Within my breaat there glows a solid fire,
Which in a thousand ages can't expire I

Blow, blow, the winds' great ruler!
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither ;
'Tis sultry weather;
Pour them all on my soul,
It will hiss like a coal,

But be never the cooler.

'Twaa pride hot aa hell,
That first made me reben.

From love's awful throne a curst angel I fell ;
And mourn now my fate,
Which myself did create :

Fool, fool, that consider'd not when I was weill

Adieu I ye vain transporting joys I
Off, ye vain fantaatic toys I

That dress this face-this body-to alluro !
Bring me daggers, poison, fire I
Since scorn is turn'a into desire.

All hell feels not the rage, which I, poor I, endure.
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LILLI BURLERO.

GZIfEBAL RICIlAllD TALBOT, newly created Earl of Tyrconnel, and a
fUrlOD8 papist, had been nominated by KJng Jamlll 11. to the Lieu
tenancy of Ireland, 1888. This Ballad was written, or at leut re-pub
Iished, on the Earl's second visit to Ireland In October 1888, and wo
are told by Burnet, that Ita elfect apon the royal army cannot be Ima
gined by those who did not _It. Boldlers and people, the city and
the country, were IInging It contlnaally. .. LIl1Ibnrlero" and .. Bullen-a
lah" are aald to have been the distinctive watehworda of the IrIah
Romanlst81n their massacre of the Prote8tanta, 1641. The Bong was
atUibated to Lord Wharton; but, according to Lord Dartmouth, the
Ballad contains a particular expreNlon which the King remembered to
han osed to Lord Donet. whom, therefore, he concluded to be the
writer.

Ho! broder Teague, dOllt hear de decree P
Lilli burlero, bullen a·la.

Dat we shall have a new deputie,
Lilli burlero, bullen a-Ia.

Lero lero,lilli burlero, lero lero, bullen a.la.
Lero lero,lilli burlero,lero lero, bullen a-Ja.

Ho! by shaint Tyburn, it is de TalbOte :
Lilli, &C.

And he will cut de Englishmen's troate.

Dough by my shoul de English do praat,
Lilli &c

De law,.'on dare side, and Creish knows what.

But if dispenoe do come from de pope,
Lilli, &C,

We'n hang Magna Charta and dem in a rope.

For de ltOod Talbot is made a lord,
LUra, &c.

And with brave lade is coming aboard:

Who all in France have taken a sware,
Lilli, &C.

Dat dey will have no protestant heir.

Ara I but why does he stay behind P
Lilli, &C.

Ho! by my shoul 'tis a proteBtant wind.
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But Ree de Tyrconnel is now come ashore,
Lilli, &c.

And we shall have commissions gillore.1

And he dat will not go to de mass,
Lilli, &C.

Shall be tum out, and look like an ass.

Now, now de hereticks all go down,
Lilli, &c.

By Chrish and shaint Patrick, de nation's onr own.

Dare was an old prophesy found in a bog,
Lilli, &C.

"Irelsnd shall be rul'd by an ass and a dog."

And now dis prophesy is come to pass,
Lilli, &c.

For Talbot's de dog, and J£"s is de ass.
Lilli, &c.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

IN IMIT£TION OP THB £NOIENT SCOTS MANNEB.

THIS Song waa written In imitation at an old 8cottWl Ballad on a
IlImilar snbject, with the lWIle burden to each stanza. The Author,
WUIIam Hamilton, of Bangour, dled March 26, 17U, aged fifty.

A. BUSK' ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow,

Buskle, busk ye, mr bonny bonny bride,
An think nae mmr on the Braes of Yarrow.

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride P
Where ~t ye that winsome marrow P

A. I gat her where I dare na weil be seen,
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow.

WeeJl not, weep not, my bon~y bonny bride,
Weep not, weep not, my WID.Bome marrow ;

Nor let thy heart lament to lieve
Puin~ the birks on the Braes of Yarrow.

• Buak-dr....



THB BRABS OF YARROW.

B. Why does she weep, thy bonny bonny bride P
Why does she weep, thy winsome marrow P

And why dare ye nae mair weil be seen
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow P

869

..d. Lan~ mann she weep, lang mann she, mann she weep,
Lang maun she weep with dule and sorrow;

And lang mann I nae mair weil be seen ,
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow.

For she has tintl her Inver, luver dear,
Her Inver dear, the canse of BOrrow;

And I haa slain the comliest swain
That eir pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow.

Why rins thy stream, 0 Yarrow, Yarrow, reid pt
Why on thy braes heard the voice of sorrow P

And why yon melancholious weids
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow P

What's yonder floats on the rueful rueful flude P
What's yonder floats P 0 dule and sorrow!

o 'tis he the comely s\'I"ain I slew
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow.

Wash, 0 wash his wounds, his wonnds in tears,
His wonnds in teRrs with dule and sorrow;

And wrap his limbs in mourningweids,
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow.

Then build, then build, ye sisters, sisters sad,
Ye sisters sad, his tomb with BOrroW;

And weep around in waeful wise
His haple88 fate on the Braes of Yarrow.

Curse ye, curse ye, his useless, useless shield,
My arm that wrought tile deed of BOrrow,

The fatal spear that pierc'd his breast,
His comely breast on the Braes of Yarrow.

Did I not warn thee, not to, not to luve P
And warn from fi~ht P but to my sorrow

Too rashly bauld a stron~er arm
Thou mett'st, and feU'st on the Braes of Yarrow.

1 Tint-lo,t.
D B

, Reld-1'ed,
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Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green grows the grass,
Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan,

Fair hanW! the apple frae the rock, .
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan.

Flows Yarrow sweet P 88 sweet, 88 sweet flows Tweed,
As green its grRBS, its gowan as yellow,

As sweet smells on its braes the birk,
The apPle frae its rock 88 mellow.

Fair W88 thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve,
In flow'ry bands thou didst him fetter;

Tho' he W88 fair, and wei1 beluv'd again
Than me he never luv'd thee better.

Busk ye, then busk, my bonny bonny bride,
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow,

Busk/e, and luve me on the banks of Tweed,
An think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow.

C. How can I busk a bonny bonny bride P
How can I busk a winsome marrow P

How Inve him upon the banks of Tweed,
That slew my luve on the Braes of YarrowP

o Yarrow fields, may never never rain
Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover,

For there W88 b88ely slain my luve,
My luve, 88 he had not been a lover.

The boy put on his robes, his robes of ~een,

His purple vest, 'tw88 my awn sewin~ :
Ah! wretched me! I little, little kenn d

He W88 in these to meet his ruin.

The boy took out his milk.white, milk.white steed.
Unheedful of mf dule and sorrow:

But ere the toofall of the night
He lay a corps on the Braes of Yarrow.

Much I rejoyc'd that waeful waerul day;
I sang, my voice the woods returning:

But lang ere night the spear W88 flown,
That slew my luve, and left me mourning.

I Tootall--t..iUgit.
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What can my bal'bal'ous bal'b&1'ous father do,
But with his cruel ra~e pursue me P

My)uver's blood is on thy spear,
How canst thou, barbarous man, then wooe me ?

MyJlappy sisters may be, may be proud
With eruel and UDl'\'entle Bcoffin',

May bid me seek on Yarrow's Braes
My luver nailed in his coffin.

My brother Douglas may upbraid, upbraid,
And strive with threatning warda to muve me :

My luver's blood is on thy spear,
How canst thou ever bid me luve thee P

Yes, .,es, prepare the bed, the bed of luve,
With bridal sheets my body cover,

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door,
Let in the expected husband lover.

But who the expected husband husband is P
Ris hands, methinks, are bath'd in slaughter:

Ah me! what ghastly spectre's yon
Comes in his pale shroud, bleeding after P

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down.
o lay his cold head on my pillow;

Take afr, tWi:e afr these bridal weida,
And crown my careful head with willow.

Pale tho' thou art, yet best, yet best belnv'd,
o could my warmth to life restore thee I

Yet lye all mght between my breists,
No youth lay ever there before thee.

Pale, pale indeed, 0 luvely luvely youth !
Forgive, forgive so foul a slallghter:

And lye all night between my breists ;
No youth shall ever lye there after.

'A. Return, return, 0 mournful, mournful bride,
Return, and dry thy usele88 sorrow:

ThX luver heeds none of thy sighs,
He lyes a corps in the Braes of Yarrow.

B B 2
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ADMIRAL nOSIER'S GHOST

WAS a Pariy Song, written by Glover, the author of " Leouldu,· OD
the takiJlg of Porto Bello ft'Om the Spanlardl by Admlral Vernon,
November ~~, 1739. The c..... of Hosler, which la here 80 pathetically
represented, wal brielly this. In April, 1726, he wu IeIlt with a
strong lieet to the Spanish West Indies, to block up the galleon. In
the ports of that country, or If they presumed to come out, to seize
and earry them Into England. He accordingly arrived at the Basti
mentas, near Porto Bello; but being employed rather to overawe
than to attack the Spaniards, with whom It was probably not our
luteresttogo to war, he continued long Inactin on that lliation, to his
OWll great regret. He afterwards removed to Carthagena, and remained
cMlizlng In these aeu, tlll the greater part of hla men perished deplo
rably by the disease. of that unhealthy climate. Thl. brave man,
seeing hi. best officers and men thus daily swept away, hls ship.!
exposed to Ine,-itable destruction. and hllD8elf made the sport of tbe
enemy,la aaid to have died of a broken heart.

As near Porto-Bello lying
On the gently swelling flood,

At midni~ht WIth streamers flying
Our triumphant navy rode;

There while Vernon sate all-glorious
From the Spaniards'late defeat:

And his crews, with shouts victorious,
Drank success to England's fleet:

On a sudden Bhrilly Bounding,
Hideous yells and shrieks were heard ;

Then each heart with fear confounding,
A sad troop of ghosts appear'd,

All in dreary hammocks shrouded,
Which for winding-sheets they wore,

And with looks by sorrow clouded
Frowning on that hostile shore.

On them gleam'd the moon's wan lustre,
When the shade of Hosier brave

His pale bands were seen to muster
Rising from their watery grave.

O'er the glimmerin~ wave he hy'd him,
Where the Burfordl rear'd her sail,

With three thousand ghosts beside bini,
And in groans did Vernoll hail.

1 Admlral Vernon's ship.
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Heed, oh heed our fatal story;
I am Hosier's injur'd ~host,

You who now have purchas'd ~Iory
At this place where I was lost!

Tho' in Porto.Bello's ruin
You now triumph free from fears,

When you think on our undoin~,

You will mix your joy with tears.
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See these mournful spectres sweeping
Ghastly o'er thiR hated wave,

Whose wan cheeks are stain'd with weepin;;- ;
These were English captains brave.

Mark those numbers pale and horrid,
Those were once my sailors bold:

Lo, each hangs his drooping forehead,
While his dillmal talo is told.

I, by twenty sail attended,
DId this Spanish town affright J

Nothing then its wealth defended
But my orders not to fiKht.

Oh! that in this rolling ocean
I had cast th':m with disdain,

And obey'd my heart's warm motion
To have quell'd the pride of Spain I

For resistanoe I could fear none,
But with twenty ships had done

What thou, brave and happy Vernon,
Hast atchiev'd with six alone.

Then the Bastimentos never
Had our foul dishonour seen;

Nor the sea the sad reoeiver
Of this gallant train had been.

Thus, like thee, proud Spain dismaying,
And her ~alleons leadIDK home,

Though condemned for disobeying,
I had met a traitor's doom,

To have fallen, my country: crying
He has play'd an English part,

Had been better far than dY1D~
Of a griev'd and broken heart.
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Unrepinin~at thy glory,
Thy successful arms we hail;

But remcmber our sad story,
And let Hosier's wron~s prevail.

Sent in this foul clime to languish,
Think what thousands fell ill vain,

Wasted with disease and anguish,
Not in glorious battle slain.

Hence with all my train attending
From their oozy tombs below,

Thro' the hoary foam ascending,
Here I feed my constant woe:

Here the Bastimentos viewing,
We recal our shameful doom,

.And our plaintive cries renewinlt'
""ander thro' the midnight gloom.

O'er these waves for ever mourning
Shall we roam deprived of rest,

If to Britain's shores returning
You neglect my just request;

After this proud foe subduing,
When your patriot friends you see,

Think on vengeance for my ruin,
And for England sham'd in me.

JEMMY DAWSON.

JAJlE8 DA'II"8OII', a Manchester rebel, WIIA hanged, drawn, and quar
ten:<! on Kennington Common, July 80, 11'6. This Ballad is founded
on a remarkable fllct, which was reported to have happened at h1lI
execntlon. It was written by WlUlam Shenstone soon attt.r the event,
and Is here given with some IIIlght variations from the printed copy.

COMB listen to my mournful tale,
Ye tender hearts, and lovers dear ;

Nor will you Bcorn to heave a silth,
Nor will y'0u blush to shed a tear.

And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid,
Do thon a pensive ear incline;

For thou canst weep at every woe,
And pity every plaint but mine.
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Youn" Dawson was a "allant youth,
A bri/thter never trod the plain;

And well he lov'd one charmm/t maid,
And dearly was he lov'd again.

One tender maid she lov'd him dear,
Of Kentle blood the damsel came,

And faultless was her beauteous form,
And spotless was her virgin fame.

But curse on parly's hateful strife,
That led the faithful youth astray

The day the rebel clans appear'd :
Oh had he never seen that day!

Their colours and their sash he wore,
And in the fatal dress was found;

And now he must that death endure,
Which gives the brave the keenest wound.

How pale was then his true love's cheek,
When Jemmy's sentence reach'd her car!

For never yet did Alpine snows
So pale nor yet 80 chill appear.

With faltering voice she weeping said,
Oh, Dawson, monarch of my heart,

Think not thy death shall end our loves,
For thou and I will never part.

Yet JlliEht sweet mercy find a place,
And-bring' relief to Jemmy's woes,

o GBORGB, without a prayer for thee
My orisons should never close.

The gracious prince that gives him life
Would crown a never-dying flame,

And every tender babe I bore
Should learn to lisp the giver's name.

But though, dear you'b, thou should'st be drngg'd
To yonder ignominious tree,

Thou shalt not want a faithful friend
To share thy bitter fate with thee.

o then her mourning-coach was call'd,
The sledge mov'd Slowly on before;

Tho' borne in a triumphal car,
She had not lov'd her favourite more.
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She followed him, prepar'd to view
The terrible behests of law;

And the last scene of Jemmy's woes
With calm and stedfaat eye she saw.

Distorted was that blooming face,
Which she bad fondly lov'd so long:

And stifled was that tuneful breath,
Which in her praise bad sweetly sung:

And sever'd was that beauteous neck,
Round which her arms had fondly CI08'd :

And mangled was that beauteous breast,
On which her love·sick head repos'd:

And ravish'd was that constant heart,
She did to every heart prefer;

For though it could his kmg forget,
'Twas true and loyal still to her.

Amid those unrelenting flames
She bore this constant heart to see;

But when 'twas moulder'd into dust,
Now, now, she cried, I'll follow thee.

My death, my death alone can show
The pure and lasting love I bore:

Acoept, 0 heaven, of woes like ours,
And let us, let us weep no more.

The dismalsccne was o'er and past.
The lover's mournful hearse retir'd ;

The maid drew back her languid head,
And sighing forth his name expir'd.

Tho' justice ever must prevail,
The tear my Kitty sheds is due;

For seldom shall she hear a tale
So sad, 80 tender, and 80 true.

END OF SEBIllS THB SECOND.
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1300k lEo

THE BOY A.L~D THE MANTLE

Is printed verbatim from tbe folio MS. The Incidents· of tbe Mantle
and the Knife are believed not to bave been borrowed from any other
writer. -The former of tbese .uggested to Spenser hi. ooneeit of
Florlmel'. Girdle. (F. Q.. b. IV., e. 6, .t. 3). The Uial of the Hom
occnnln the old Romance .. Morte d'Arthur," ..Weh ..as translated ont
ofFrench in the time of Edward IV., and lint printed UBi. In other
respects the two stories dl1fer widely; and the Ballad was probably
written before the translation of the Romance. Queen Guenever
maintain. the character ..Weh i. given of ber In old Chronlcl....
Holinshed observes that .. she ..a.s evil reported of. lllI noted of incon
tinence and breach of fulth to her husband."

IN the third day of May,
To Carlelle did come
A kind curteOUB child,
That coldl much of wiBdome.

A kirtle and a mantle
This child had uppon,
With' brouches and ringes
Full richelye bedone.1

He had a sute of silke
About his middle diaW'l1e;
Without he cold of curtesye
He tltought itt mul!It shame.

God speed thee, king Arthur,
Sitting at thy meate :
And the goodly queene GulSnever,
I cannott her forgett.

1 CoJd-hfto.
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I tell rou, lords, in this hall ;
I hett you all to· heede;'
Except you be the more surer
Is you for to dread.

He/lucked out of his I poterner,' I

An long-er wold not dwell,
He pulled forth a pretty mantle,
Betweene two nut-shells.

Have thou here, king' Arthur ;
Have thou heere of mee :
Give itt UI thy comely queene
Shapen 88 itt is alreadye.

Itt shall never become that wiffe,
That hath once done amisse.
Then every knight in the kings court
:Began to care for' his.'

Forth came dame Guenever;
To the mantle shee her' hied ;'
'The Indye shee W88 newfanglc,3
But yett shoo W88 aH'rayd.

When shee had taken the mantle;
Shee stoode 88 shee had beene madd I

It was from the top to the toe
.As sheeres had itt shread.

One while was it •gule ;'4
Another while W88 itt greene;
Another while W88 it wadded :'
ill itt did her beseeme.

Another while was it blacke,
And bore the worst hue:
By my troth, quoth king Arthur,
I thinke thou be not true.

Shee threw downe the mantle,
That bright W88 of blee ;
Fast with a rudd' redd,
To her chamber can7 shoo flee.

I Het~. • Potemer-p..-Aap, pock6/, or pot<Cl.
• Newl'angle-fOJld qj ..-f.../u01I'.

-Gule-rt'd.
'Waddrd-perhmps fTom troad; i .•. 'II II ligTtt hiM' col<ntr.

• Budd-rudd,. 7 I:an---g..... hlg..".
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She curst the weaver, and the walker,l
That clothe that had wrought:
And bade a venp;eance on his crowne,
That hither hath itt brought.

I hsd rather be in a wood,
Under a ~eene tree ;
Than in king Arthur's court
Shamed for to bee.

Kay called forth his ladye,
And bade her come neere ;
Saies, Madam, and thou be guiltyc,
I pray thee hold thee there.

Forth came his ladye
Shortlye and anon;
Boldlye to the mantle
Then is shee gone.

When she had tane the mantle,
And cast it her about;
Then was shee barll
•Before all the rout.'

Then every knight,
That was lD the king's court,
Talked, laughed, and showted
Full oft att that sport.

Shea threw downe the mantle,
That bright was of blee ;
Fast, with a red rudd,
To her chamber can shee flee.

Forth came an old knight
Pattering ore a creede,
And he profered to this title boy
Twenty markes to his meade;

And all the time of the Christmn.sso
Willinglye to ffeade ;
For why this mantle might
Doe his wiffe some need.

1 Waiker-fiUl....
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When she had tane the mantle,
Of cloth that was made,
Shee had no more left on her,
But a tassell and a threed :
Then every knight in the lring's court
Bade evill might shee speed.

Shl.'e threw downe the mantil.',
That bright was of bll.'e ;
And fast, with a rl.'dd rudd,
To her chamber can shee flee.

tJraddocke called forth his ladye,
And bade her come in ;
Saith, Winnl.' this mantle, ladyI.',
With a litle dinne..

Winne this mantle, ladyI.',
And it sha! be thine,
If thou never did amisse
Since thou wast mine.

Forth caml.' Craddocke's ladye
Shortlye and anon;
But boldlye to the mantle
Then is shee gone.

When she had tane the mantle,
And cast it her about,
Upp att her ~eat toe
It began to crinkle and crowt:1

Shee said, bowl.' downe, mantle,
And shame me not for nought.

Once I did amisse,
I tell you certainlye,
When I kist Craddocke's mouth
Under a greene tree;
When I kist Craddocke's mouth
Before he marryed mee.

When shee had her shreeven,
And her sines shee had toIde;
The mantle stoodI.' about her
Right as shee wold:
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Seemelre of coulour
Glittenng like gold:
Then every knight in Arthur's court
Did her behold.

Then spake dame Guenever
To Arthur our king;
She hath tane yonder mantle
Not with right, but with wronge.

See you not yonder woman,
That maketh herself soe ' cleane P'
I have seene tane out of hor bedd
Of men fiveteene;1

Priests, clukes, and wedded men
From her bedeene :2

Yett shee taketh the mantle,
And maketh her self cleane.

Then spake the litle boy,
That kept the mantie in hold;
Sayes, King, chasten thy wi1fe,
Of her words shee is to bold:

Shea is a bitch and a witch,
And a whore bold:
King, in thine owne hall
Thou art a cuckold.

The litle boy stoode
Looking out adore;
, And there as he was lookinge
'He was ware of a wyld bore:

He was ware of a wyld bore,
Wold have werryed a man:
He pulld forth a wood kni1fe,
Fast thither that he ran:
He brought in the bore's head,
And quitted him like a man.

He brought in the bore's head,
And was wonderous bold:
He said there was nevcr a cuckold's kni1fe
Carve itt that cold.

1 Fl'l'etceD-.llfUOXO.
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Some rubbed their knives
Uppon a whetstone:
Some threw them under the table,
And said thcy had none.

King Arthur and the child
Stood looking upon them;
All their knivcs' edges
Turned backe againe.

Craddock'e had a litle knive
Of iron and of steele;
He britled1 the bore's head
W onderous weele;
That every knight in the king's court
Had a monsell.

The litle boy had & horue,
Of red gold that ronge :
He said, there was noe cuckolde
Shall drinke of my home;
But he shold it shecde
Either behind or befome.

Some shedd on their shoulder,
And some on their knee ;
He that cold not hitt his mouthe,
Put it in his eye:
And he that was a cuckold
Every man might him see.

Craddocke wan the horue,
And the bore's head:
His ladie wan the mantle
Unto her mecde.
Everye such a lovely ladye
GOO send her well to spcede.

1 Britled--<'Gr'W4.



383

THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWArNE

h chlelly taken fhlm the fioagment of an 01<1 ballad In the folio MS.,
and III thought to have supplied Chaucer with his • Wife of Bath's
Tale." Gower has a story upou the same subJect; but, like Chaucer,
he may have been acquainted with an earlier version In the • Goat.
Romanorum." Scott was reminded of this Ballad by the copy of
.. King Henrie," which he printed In the" lllinstrelsy," Iii. 274.

PART THB FIRST.

KING Arthur lives in merry Carleile,
And seemely is to see;

And there with him queene Guenever,
That bride soe bright of blee.

And there with him queene Gnenever,
That bride so bril{ht in bowre :

And all his barons about him stoode,
That were both stiffe and stowre.

The kin~ a royale Christmasse kept,
With mirth and princelye cheare ;

To him repairE'd many a knighte,
That came both farre and neare.

And when they were to dinner sette,
And cups went freely round:

Before them came a faIre dalI1lleIle,.
And knelt upon the ground.

A boone, a boone, 0 kinge Arthw-e,
I beg a boone of thee;

A.venge me of a carlish knighte.
Wlio hath shentl my love and mee.

At Tearne.Wadling' his castle stands,
Near to that lake so fair,

And proudlye rise the battlements,
And streamers dE'ck the air.

1 Shent--abv••d.
• Tearne-wadlinJr iJI the name or. small lake near Hesketh, In Cumberland,

on the road from Penrlth to Carlisle. There iJI • tradition, that an old C8IItle
once atood near the lake. the remains 01 which were not long since visible.
Team, in the dialect 01 the country, signlflea " 1IDall1ake, and III still in use.
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Noe gentle knighte, nor ladye gay,
May pass that csstle-walle:

But from that foule discurteous knighte,
Mishappe will them befalle.

Hee's twyce the size of common men,
Wi' thewes, and sinewes stronge,

And on his backe he bears a dubbe,
That is both thicke and longe.

This grimme barone 'twas our harde happe
But yester marne to see j

When to his bowre he bare my love,
And sore IWsused mee.

And when I told him, king Arthu.re
As lyttle shold him spare j

Goe tell, sayd hee, that cuckold kinge,
To meete mee if he dare.

Upp then sterted king ArthUre,
And sware by hilla and dale,

He ne'er wolde quitt that grimme barone,
Till he had made him quail.

Goe fetch my sword Excalibar :
Goe saddle mee my steede j

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

And when he came to Tearne Wadlinge
Benethe the castle walle:

.. Come forth j come forth j thou proude barone,
Or yielde thyself my thrallc."

On magicke ~rounde that castle stoodc,
And fenc'd with many a spelle :

Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon,
But straite his courage felle.

Forth then rush'd that carlish knight,
King Arthur felte the charme:

His sturdy sinewes lost their strengthe,
Downe sunke his feeble armco

N owe yit'ld thee, yield thee, kinge Arthilre,
Now yield thee unto mee:

Or fi~htc with mee, or lose thy lande,
Noe bctter termcs maye bee,
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Unl_ thou sweare upon the rood,
And promise on thy faye,

Here to returne to Tearne-Wa.dling,
Upon the new-yeare's daye:

And bringe me worde what thing it is
All women lD08te desyre :

This is thy rSll8Ome, Arthur, he BAYes,
De have no other hyre.

King Arthur then belde up his hande,
And sware upon his faye,

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

And he rode east, and he rode west,
And did of all inquyre,

What thing it is all women crave,
And what they most desyre.

Some told him riches, pompe, 01' state ;
Some rayment fine and bri2'hte;

Some told him mirthe; some flatterye ;
And some a jollye knighte.

In letters all king Arthur wrote,
And seal'd them with his ringe:

But still his minde was helde in doubte,
Each toIde a different thinge.

As ruthfulle he rode over a more,
He saw a ladye sette

Bet"'eene an oke, and a greene holMye,
All clad in redl scarlette.

Her nose was crookt, and turnd outwsrde ;
Her chin stoode all awrye ;

And where as sholde have been her mouthe,
1.o! there was set her eye:

Hel' haires, like Sel']Mlnta, clung aboute
Her cheekes of deadlye hewe :

A worse.form'd ladye than she was,
No man mote ever viewe.

1 Th!I .... a common phrue In OUT old wrltero. 8n Chaueer,ln his rro
Jogue to the " CanlerbuJ'y Talee," &&yl or the wl1'e of Bath-

H". ......".·qffru_lotra.
c c
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To hail the king in l16emelye sorte
This ladye was fulle faine :

:But king ArthUre all sore amaz'd,
No aunswere made againe.

What wi~ht art thou, the ladye sayd,
That wilt not speake to mee;

Sir, I may chance to ease thy paine,
Though I bee foule to see.

If thou wilt ease my paine, he sayd,
And helpe me in my neede;

Ask what thou wilt, thou grimme lady~,
And it shall bee thy meede.

o sweare mee this upon the roode,
And promise on thy faye;

And here the secrette I will telle,
That shall thy ransome paye.

King Arthur promis'd on his faye,
And aware upon the roode ;

The secrette then the ladye told,
As lightlye well shee cou'de.

Now this shall be my paye, sir king,
And this my guerdon bee,

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

Fast then prickild king Arthu.re
Ore hille, IIl1d ds.le, and downe :

And soone he founde the barone's bowre:
And BOOne the grimme barou.ne.

He bare his clubbe upon his backe, .
Ree stoode bothe stiffe and stronge;

And when he had the letters reade,
Awaye the lettres 1lunge.

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

For this is not thy paye, sir king,
Nor may thy ransome bee.

Yet hold thy hand, thou proud barone,
I praye thee hold thy hand;

And Kive mee leave to speake once more
In reskewe of my land.



TlI1I JU.lI.lI.UGB OF 8IlI. GJ.WAINB. 887

This morne, as I came over a more,
I saw a ladye sette

Betwene an oke, and a ~ene holleye,
All clad in red scarlette.

Shee sares, all women will have their will:!,
This IS their chief desyre ;

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

An earlye vengeaunce light on her!
The carlish baron swore:

Shee was my sister toIde thee this,
And shee's a mishapen whore.

But here I will make mine avowe,
To do her as ill a turne:

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

PART THB SECONDB.

HOllBWABDB pricked king Arth\ire,
And a wearye man was hee ;

And soone he mette queene Guenever,
That bride so bri/{ht of blee.

What newes! what newes! thou noble king,
Howe, Arthur, hast thou sped P

Where hast thou hun~ the carlish knighte P
And where bestow'd his head P

The carlish knight is safe for mee,
And free fro mortal harme :

On magicke ~unde his castle stands,
And fenc'd with many a charme.

To howe to him I was fulle faine,
And yielde mee to his hand:

And but for a lothly ladye, there
I shoIde have lost my land.

And nowe this fills my hearte with woc,
And BOrrowe of my life;

I swore a yonge and courtlye knight,
Sholde marry her to his wife.

(' (' 2
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Then bespake him Bir Gawmne,
That was ever a/entle knil{hte :

That lothly ladye will wed ;
Therefore be merrye and J.i.Khte.

Nowe naye, nowe naye, I{ood Bir Gawaine;
My BiBter'B Bonne yee bee ;

This lothlye ladye'B all too grimme,
And all too foule for yee.

Her nose is erookt, and turn'd outwarde;
Her chin standB all awrye ;

A worse form'd ladye than Bhee is
Was ne'fer seen with eye.

What thouKh her chin Btand all awrye,
And Bhee be foule to Bee :

I'll~ her, unkle, for thy Bake,
And III thy ranBome bee.

N owe thankeB, nowe thankea, good air GawAine ;
And a bleBling thee betyde I

To-morrow wee'll have knights and squires,
And wee'll goe fetch thy bride.

And wee'll have hawkllll, and wee'll have honndes,
To CO'fer our intent;

And wee'll away to the greene forest,
AB wee a hunting went.

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

And foremoate of the companye
There rode the Btewarde Kaye:

Soo did Bir Banier and air Bore,
And eke Bir Garratte keene;

Sir TriBtram too, that gentle knight,
To the foreBt freBhe and greene.

And when they came to the j{reene forr~Bt,
Beneathe II. faire holley tree,

There sate that ladye in red Bearliltte
That unaeemelye was to Bee.

Sir Kay beheld that lady'B face,
And looked upon her Bweere;1

Whoe'fer kiBBllll that ladye, he sayea,
Of his kisBe he BtandB in feare.
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Sir Kay beheld that ladye againe,
And looked upon her snout;

Whoever kisses that ladye, he sayes,
Of his kisse he stands in doubt.

Peace, brother Kay, sayde sir Gawaine,
And amend thee of thy life :

For there is a knight amons.!'t us all,
Must marry her to his wife.

What marry this foule queane, quoth Kay,
l' the devil's name anone ;

Gatt mee a wife wherever I maye, '
In sooth shea shall be none.

Then some tooke up their hawkes in haste,
And some took up their houndes ;

And sayd they wolde not marry her,
.For cities, nor for townes.

Then bespa.ke him king Arthure,
And sware there by this daye ;

For a little foule sighte and mislilrlnge,
Yea shall not say her naye.

Peace, lordlings, peace; sir Gawaine sayd;
Nor make debate and strife;

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

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good sir Gawaine,
And a ble88inge be thy meede!

For as I am thine owne ladye,
Thou never shalt rue this deede.

Then up they took that lothly dame,
And home anone they bringe :

And there sir Gawaine he her wed,
And married her with a ringe.

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

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

Sir Gawaine scant could lift; his head,
For sorrowe and for care ;

When, 10 I instead of that lothelye dame,
Ree sawe a young ladye faire.
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S\l"eet blusbes st8yn'd her rnd-red cbeeke.
Her eyen were blacke as sloe :

The ripening cberrye swellde her lippe,
Ancf all her necke W88 snowe.

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that lady faire,
Lying upon the sbeete :

And swore, as he was a true knigbte,
The spice was never soe sweete.

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that lady brighte,
Lying tbere by his side:

.. The fairest flower is not soe faire :
Thou never can'st bee my bride."

I am thy bride, mine owne deare lorde,
The same which thou didst knowe,

That was 80e lothlye, and was wont
Upon the wild more to goo.

Nowe, gentle Gawaine, cbuse, quoth shee,
And make thY' choice with care ;

Whether by night, or else by daye,
Shall I be fowe or faire P

.. To have thee foule still in the ni~ht,

When I with thee should playe I
I had rather farre, my lady deare,

To have thee foule by daye."

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

Alaa! then I must hide myself,
I must not goe with mine P

.. Mi faire lady~:' sir Gawaine sayd,
.. yield me to thy skille ;

Because thou art mine owne lad,f6
Thou shalt have all thy wille. '

Nowe blellsed be thou, sweete Gaw8ine,
And the daye that I thee see ;

For as thou soost mee at this time,
Soe shall I ever bee.
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My father was an aged knighte,
And yet it chanced soe,

He tooke to wife a false lady~,
Whiche broughte me to this woe.

Shee witeh'd mee, beinll a f&ire yonge maide,
In the greene forest to dwelle ;

And there to abide in lothlye shape,
Most like a fiend of helle.

Midst mOrel! and mOBBe!I, woods and wilds,
To lead a lonesome life:

, Till lOme yong f&ire and courtlye knighte
W olde marrye me to his wife :

Nor fnlly to gaine mine owne trewe shape,
Such was her devilish skille ;

Until he wolde yielde to be rul'd by mee,
And let mee have all my wille.

She witchd my brother to a carlish boore,
And made him stiffe and strange ;

And built him a bowre on magicke grounde,
To live by rapine and wronger

But now the &pelle is broken throughc,
And wronge is turnde to righte ;

Henceforth I shall bee a f&ire lndye,
And hee be a gentle knighte.
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KING RYENCE'S CHALLENGE;
SlllfO beftlre Queen Elizabeth, at Kennwortb. In 1676, and probab17
composed for that occasion. The story In .. Morte d'Artbur." wbence
the Song Is taken, rons thna:-" Came a messenger bastely from
KiDg Ryence of North Wales. saying. that King Ryenee had
dIsoomllted and overoomen eleaven kings. and neriche oC them
did him homage. and that wu this: they gave him thelr'bearda
cleane lIarne otl'; wherefore the m_uger came tor KIn. Artbll....
beard; for King Ryence had purfeled a mantell with kings' beards.,
and there lacked for one a place of the mantell, wherefore be sent
for his beard, or else he would enter Into his landa, and breDn and
slay, and never leave till he have thy head and thy beard. Well, said
KIng Artbur. thon bast said tlly message. which Is the most vlllainoae
and lewdeat message that ever man heard sent to a king. A.bo thou
mayest lee my beard Is fun young yet for to make a purCell of; but tell
thon the king that-or It be long he shall do to me bomage an both hid
knees, or else he shall leese his head." [B. I., c. 26. See aUo the same
Romance, B. I., c. 92.]

Stow tell. DB, that King Artbnr kept his round table at .. divene
places, bllt ....peclally at Cullon. Winchester. and Camalet, In Somer
setshlre." Thla Camalet, .. sometimes a flUDOlII town. or castle, 18
aituate on a very high tor or hlll, &:.c." (Stow'...Annals," ed.IUI, p. 66.)

As it fell out on a Pentecost day,
King Arthur at Camelot kept his court royall,

With his faire queene dame Guenever the gay j

And many bold b&1'Ons sitting in hall;
With ladles attired in purple and l?e:II;

And heraulta in hewkes,l-hooting on high,
Cryed, Largu86, Large886,t Olwvalw8 tr68-ltardlllo
A doughty dwarfe to the uppermost deasl

Right pertlyegan pricke~kneeling on knee;
With steven' fulle stoute amidB all the preas,'

Sayd, Nowe sir king Arthur, God. Bave thee, and 8CO!
Sir Ryenee of North-galea8greeteth well thee,

And bids thee thy beard anon to him send,
Or elae from thy jaws he will it off rend.
For his robe of state is a rich scarlet mantle,

With eleven king's beards bordered7 about,
And there is room lefte yet in a kantle,8

For thine to stande, to make the twelfth out:
This mUllt be done, be thou never so stout;

I Hewkes-Mrald" coaU.
• Larrt_, JArg_. The beralds resounded these words .. oft .. they

recclvoo of the bounty of the knlghtJ. The expresalott Is .tl1l uJBd in Ute
form ofinatalilng KnlghtJ of the Garter.

• Deu--o\ig.\ tab/«. • Steven--<>Oic<'. I~
• Nortb-p1es-Norl.\ Wak,.

7 .... aet round tho bo.nler. .. fun are now round the goWDJ of magis-
tnltee. s Kantle-cor"....
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This must be done, I tell thee no fable,
Maugre the teethe of all thy round table.
When this mortal me88age from his mouthe past,

Great Wll8 the noyse bathe in hall and in bower:
The Iring fum'd i the queene screecht; ladies were aghast;

Princes puff'd; barous blustred; lords began lower;
Knights stormed i squires startled, like steeds in a

stower i
Pages and yeomen yell'd out in the hall,
Then in came sir Kay, the' king's' seneschal.
Silence, my BOveraignes, quoth this courteous knight,

And in that stound the stowre1 began still :
, Then' the dwarfe's dinner full deerE'ly was dight i

Of wine and wassel~ he had his wille :
And when he had eaten and drunken his fill,

An hundred pieces of fine ooyned gold
W ere ~iven this dwarf for his mCllll&gO bold.
But say to sir Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth the Iring,

That for his bold measage I do him defye j

And shortI~e with basins and pans will him ring
Out of ~ orth-gales; where he and I
With awords, and not razors, quickly shall trye,

Whether he or Iring Arthur will/rove the best harbor i
And therewith he ahook his goo sword Escala.bor.

KING ARTHUR'S DEATH.

A FBAGMBNT.

TUE IUbJect of tbls Ballad Ie taken, with lOme variations, from .. Horte
d'ArthW'." In the concluding .tanz.. the writer seems to follow tbe
tradldons of the old Welsh BlU'ds, who believed that King Arthur waa
only conveyed by the Fairlea Into a pleuaDt place. from wbence he
would return. after a seaoon, and reign again In triumph. According
to a popular .upel'lltldon In Sicily, ArthW' I. preserved alive by bi.
sloter, La Fata Morgana, whoee .. fairy palace Ie OCCllBlonally seeu
from Reggio, In the opposite sea of MeoaIna."

ON Trinitye Mondaye in the marne,
This BOre battayle was doom'd to bee;

Where manre a knighte cry'd, Well.awaye I
Alacke, it was the more pittie.

1 n..t_teM tv.aU ..... AIIM<Id.
J WIllIe1-g00d""'.
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Ere the first crowinge of the cocke,
When 808 the kinge in his bed laye,

Re thoughte sir Gawaine to him came,l
And there to him these wordes did saye,

Nowe, as you are mine unlcle deare,
And as you prize your life, this daye

o meet not with your foe in fighte ;
Putt off the battayle, if yee maye.

For sir Launcelot is nowe in Frauuc~,

And with him many an hardye knighte:
Who will within this moneth be backe,

And willll88iste yee in the fighte.

The kinge then call'd his nobles all,
Before the breakinge of the daye ;

And tolde them howe sir Gawaine came,
And there to him these wordes did sa1e.

Ris nobles all this counsayle gave,
That earlye in the morning, hee

Shold send awaye an herauld at armes,
To 808ke a parley faire and free.

Then twelve /tood knightes king Arthure chose,
The best of all that with him were :

To parley with the foe in field,
And'make with him agreement faire,

The Iring he char~M.all his hoste,
In readinesse there for to bee :

But noe man sholde noe weapon sturre,
Unlesse a sword drawne they shold see.

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

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

Sir Mordred alsoe charged his hoste,
In readinesse there for to bee ;

But noe man sholde noe weapon sturre,
But if a sworde drawne they Mold see.

1 Sir Oawalne had been ldlled at Arthur'. landing, on hiI return from
ab,,*,- See the nen B&1Iad, Y. 73, p. 401.
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For he durste not his unkle truste,
Nor he his nephewe, sothe to tell :

Alacke! it W88 a woefulle case,
As ere in Christentye befelle.

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

And a month's league betweene them sette,
Before the battayle sholde be foughte ;

An addere crept forth of a bushe,
Stunge one 0' th' king's knightes on the knee:

Alacke! it wu a woefulle chance,
As ever W88 in Christent.ie.

When the knighte found him wounded sore,
And sawe the wild-wormel hanginge there;

His sworde he from his 8cabberde drewe :
A piteous case, 88 ye shall heare.

For when the two h08tes sawe the swordc,
They joyned batt&yle inst&ntlye ;

Till of Roe manye noble knightes,
On one side there were left but three.

For all were slain that dl11'8t abide,
And but some fewe that fled awaye:

Ay mee I it W88 a bloodye flelde,
As ere W88 foughte on summer's daye.

Upon Kin~ Arthur's own party~,
Onlj'e h1Dl8elfe escaped there,

And Lukyn Duke of Gloster free,
And the king's butler Bedevere.

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

The teares fast trickled downe his face;
That manIye face in fight 80 bolde.

Nowe reate yee all, brave knights, he said,
Soe true and faithful to your trust:

And must yee then, ye valiant hearts,
Be Iefte to moulder into dust!

1 WUd.worme-•..,,"".
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Most loyal have yee been to mee,
Most true and faithful unto deathe:

And, oh I to rayse yee up 8.jtaine,
How freelye could I yield my breathe I

But see the traitor's yet alive,
Lo where hee stalkes amonjl" the deade!

Nowe bitterlye he shall abye:\
And vengeance fall upon his head.

o staye, my liege, then sayd the duke;
o staye for love and clui.ritie ;

Remember what the vision spake,
Nor meete your foe, ifit may bee.

o staye mee not, thou worthye wight,
This debt my loyal knights lowe:

Betide me life, betide me death,
I will avenge them of their foe.

Then straite he grasp'd his truBtye speare,
And on his horse then mounted hee :

As his butler holpe him to his horse,
His bowels gushM to his knee. .

Alas ! then sayd the noble king,
That I should live this sight to see!

To 8ee thi8 ~ood knight here be slaine,
.All for his love in helping mee I

He put his speare into his reate.
And to 8ir Mordred loud gan orye ;

Nowe 8ette thY8elf upon thy guarde,
For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye.

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde,
And fierce to meet the king ran hee :

The king his speare he throu~hhim thrust;
A fathom thorow his bodie.

When Mordred felt the stroke of death,
And found that he was wounded soe;

He thruste him8elfe upon the speare,
And strucke the king a deadlye blowe.

Then grimmlye dyed 8ir Mordered,
Presentlye upon that tree :

And bloody 8treames nnne from the kinge
Ere to the duke returned hee.
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Sir Lukyn then he thus bespake,
Sir knighte, thou hll8t beene faithfl111e tryde,

Nowe take my sword Excalibar,1
That hangs 80 melye by my syde:

o take my sword Excalibar,
And there into the river throwe :

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

And fare thee well, thou trustye sword,
A better neer had valiant knighte,

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

With this good fauehion in my hande,
Oft. have I reapd the bloody feelde :

But nowe the fatalle houre is come,
That never more I may thee weelde.

The duke to the river side he went,
And there his owne sword in threwe he :

But he kept back Excalibar,
He kept it baek in privitie.

For all of ooleynei was the blade;
And all thebilte of precious stone:

And ever, alaeke! then sayd the knighte.
Must such a sword awaye be throwne P

Then backe he came unto the ki~,
Who ~8yd, sir Lukyn, what did yee see P

Nothing, my liege, save that the winde
Blewe oer the waters faire and free.

o goe againe, then said the kinge,
o jtood Sir Lukyn, goo againe :

Into the ril"ere throwe my sword,
Nor keepe me lingering here in paine.

The duke then to the river went,
And the king's scabberd in threwe hee j

But hee kept backe Excalibar,
And hid it undemethe a tree.

I More commoD1J' called CalibtrnI. In the folio MS.z,~
• Col8)"1l&-fU.I.

897
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Then backe he came to tell the kinKt',
Who sayde. Sjr Lukyn, sawe ye oughte P

Nothinge. my Ilege, save that the winde
Nowe with the angrye waters fought.

o Lukyn, Lukyn, said the kinge,
Twice haste thou dealt deceytfullye:

Alacke, whom may wee ever truste,
When Buche a linighte soo false can bee P

Saye, wouldat thou have thy master dead;
All for a sword, that wins thine eye:

N owe goe againe, and throwe it in,
Or here the one of us shall dye.

The duke, all shent with this rebuke,
No aunswere made unto the kinge :

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

A hande and an arme did meete the sworde,
And flourishd three times in the air;

Then sunke benethe the renninge streme,
And of the duke was seene noe mair.

All sore astonied stood the duke;
He stood as still, as still mote bee:

Then hasteud backe to telIe the kinge ;
But he \Vas gone from under the tree.

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

But hee sawe a barge goe from the land,
And hee heard lad,es howle and cryc.1

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

For from that sad and direfulle daye,
Hee never more was Beene on moIde.

I Not unIII<e that pusage In VIrgII-
Br.....oqw IIlIolanuot .....uc. II,.,,"".

N r,adIca" "u the word our old English writers uaed lOr "N1Il1Ph.:'
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THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUR;

AMElmED from the folio MS. We have here a short summary of
Arthur's History. as It is told by Geotrrey of Monmouth and the old
Chronicles; a rew clrcumatances being added from" Morte d'Arthur."

OIl' Brutus' blood, in Brittaine borne,
King Arthur I am to name;

Through Christendome, and Heathynesse, I

Well knowne is my worthy fame.

In Jesus Christ I doe beleeve;
I am a christyan bore:1

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

In the four hundred ninetieth yeere,
Over Brittaine I did rayne,-

Aft~r my Savior Christ h18 byrth :
What time I did maintaine

The fellowship;£> of the table round,
Soe famous m those dayes ;

Whereatt a hundred noble knights,
And thirty sat alwayes :

Who for their deeds and martiall fentes,
As bookes done yett record,

Amongst all other natious
Wer feared throwgh the world.

And in the castle off TyntaJPll4
King Uther mee begate

Of AJcr'ana a be~ous ladye,5
And come of 'hie' estate.

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

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

I The heathen part of the world.
.1lo........-hono.

• He began hiI reI~ .LO. 616, aecordlng to the .. Chronlclee."
• Tyntagill-TIIotagel Caotu i. 00rnJaJ.l.

• She Is named Igtnta In the old" Chronicles."
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And drove the Saxons from the realme,
Who had opprest this land;

All Scotland then throughe manly feats
I conquered with my band. .

Ireland. Denmarke, N orwar'
Theile countryes wan I al ;

Iseland. Gothl'land, and Swethland ;
And made their kings my thrall.

I conquered all Gally&,
That now is call1ld France ;

And slew the hardye Frolll in feild
My honor to advance.

And the u/!'ly gyant Dynabua
Soa terrible to vewe,

That in Saint Barna.t'dI mount did lye,
By force of armes I slew:

And Lucyus the emperour of Rome
I brought to deadly 'Hacke;

And a thousand more of noble knightes
For feare did turne their backe :

Five kinges of' paynims ' I did kill
Amidst that bloody strife;

Besides the Grecian emperour
Who alsoe lost his lifle

Whose carcuse I did send to Rome
Cladd poorlye on a beere ;

And afterward I past Mount-Joye
The next approaching yeere.

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

And by all the eardinalls solempnelyo
I was crowned an emperour.

One winter there I made abode:
Then word to mee was brou~ht

Howe Mordred had oppressd the crowne :
What treason he had wrought

1 Froll, aooordInlr to tbe .. ChroD!cleo,~ wu • Boman lmIght, governor 01
Gaul
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Att home in Brittaine with~ queene;
Therfore I came with speede

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

And BOOne at Sandwiche I arrivde,
Where Mordred me withstoode:

B~ett at last I landed there,
With effuaion of much blood.

For there my nephew sir Gawaine dyed,
Be~ wounded in that sore,

The whiche sir Lancelot in fight
Had given him before.

Thence chased I Mordered away,
Who fledd to London right,

From London to Winchester, and
To Cornewalle tooke his flyght.

And still I him pursued with speed
Till at the last wee mett :

Wherby an appointed day of fight
Was there ~ed and aett.

Where we did fight, of mortal life
Eche other to ileprive,

Till of a hundred thousand men
Scarce one was left alive.

There all the noble chivalrye
Of Brittaine tooke their end.

o see how fickle is their state
That doe on feateR l depend I

There all the traiterona men were Blaine,
Not one escapte away;

And there dyed all my vallyant knightes :
Alas I that woefull day 1

Two and twenty yeere I ware the crowno
In honor and great fame;

And thus by death was suddenlye
Depriv~d of the Bame.

P f.alo of /l1'li'.

DD



A DYTTIE TO HEY DOWNE;

CoPIED &om IUl old :MS. In the Cotton Library [Vup• .4.. 26]. Intitled
• DiTen Th1nll8 or Hen. v1IJ,'s time.n

WHO sekes to tame the bl1l8tering winde,
Or causse the floods bend to his wyll,

Or ela against dame nature's kinde
To ' change' things frame by cunning skyll :

That man I thinke bestoweth paine, .
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine.

Who strives to breake the lturdye steele,
Or tb~t: about to staye tlle sonne;

Who . s to causse an oke to reele,
Which never can by force be done:

That man likewiBe bcstoweth paine,
Thoughe that hiB laboure be in vaine.

Who thinks to stryve against the streame,
And for to sayle without a maste;

Unlesse he thinks perhapps to faine,
His travell ys forelorne and waste ;

And so in cure of all hiB paine,
RiB tr8vell ys his chefI'est gaine.

So he lykewise, that goes about
To please eche eye and every eare,

Had nede to have withouten doubt
A golden gyft with hym to beare ;

For eryll report shall be his Itaine.
Though he oestowe both toyle and paine.

God grant eche man one to amend;
God send us !ill a happy place;

And let us pray unto the end,
That we may have our prince's grace:

Amen, amen! so shall we gaine
A dewe reward for all our pn.ine.
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GLASGERION;

FROM the folio M8. G1UFion (whom Chaneer cetebratel under the
Dame of Gla8kerlon) wu a Celtic bard, wh08e mnalcal powen were
the theme of old Scot.t1ah poet8. Blohop Douglas compared blm to
Orphens, and he waa Bald to M harp" the fish.. out of the ..&, and
water from Bton... It IB thonght that Otway, In hlB tncedy of the
., Orphan," had thiB .. old ditty· In remembrance when he wrote.

GLAlIGBBION was a king's owne sonne;
And a harper he was goode :

He harped in the kiuge's ohambere,
Where onppe and caudle stoode.

And S06 did hee in ihe queen's chamber,
Till ladies waxed' glad.'

And then bespake the kingc"s dlm/?hter;
And these wordea thus shee saya.

Strike on, strike on, Glasgerion,
Of thy strik~ doe not blinne:1

There's never a stroke comes o'er thy harpe;
But it glads my hart withinne.

Fairet might he fall, ladye, quoth hee,
Who taught you nowe to speake!

I have loved you, ladye, seven long yeere ;
My minde I neere dW'8t breake.

But come to my bower, my Glasgerion,
When all men are att rest:

.A!I I am a ladie true of my promise,
Thou shalt bee a welcome guest.

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

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

For the kinge's daughter of Normandye
Hath ~tedmee my boone:

And att her chambere must I bee
BeWare the cocke have crowen.

IB~. J Fal~. a:c._'U _y 11 IlriN,
DD 2



iii» BBLIQUBS OJ' AlfOIBNT POETB't.

o muter, muter, then quoth hee,
Lay your head downe on this stone:

For I will waken you, master deere,
Afore it be time to gone.

But up then rose that litherlladd,
And hose and shoone did on :

A coller he cast upon his necke ;
Ree seemed a gentleman.

And when he came to the ladie's chamber,
He thrild upon a pinn ;1

The lady was true of her promise,
Rose up, and lett him in.

He did not take the lady gaye
To boulater or to bed:

•Nor, thougbe hee had his wicked wille,
•A single word he sed:

He did not kisse that ladye's monthc,
Nor when he came, nor youd ;3

And sore mistrusted that ladye gay,
He was of some churl's bloud.

But home then came that lither ladd,
And did off his hose and shoone ;

And cast the coller from off his nooke :
Re '1'1"88 but a churle'. sonne.

Awake, awake, my deere master,
The cock hath well.nigh crowen;

Awake, awake, my master deere,
I hold it time to be gone.

For I have saddled your horsse, master,
Well bridled I have your steede;

And I have served you a good breakfast:
For thereofye have need.

Up then rose good Glasgerion,
And did on hose and shoone ;

And cast a coller about his nooke :
For he was a kinge his sonne.

JLlth~.
• ThIa Sa ell8Wh8l'8 aprtlIMd .. hlJirU4 a. pi..... or • firW aI 1M pla," and

_ to refer to the tumlDg J'OlIJld the button on the ouUlde of • door, 0'1
"hIoh the latch rIIeo, .tlll uaed In eottageo.

sYow!_#IIt.
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And when he came to the ladye's chamber,
He thrild upon the pinne :

The ladye WIL8 more than true of promise,
And rose and let him inn.

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

Or are you returned backe .ine
To know more of my love P

G~on lWore a full RN&t othe,
By oake, and ashe, and thorne ;1

Lad", I 11'88 never in-"our chamber,
Slth the time that I 11'88 borne.

o then it was your lither foot-page ;
He hath beiuilM mee;

Then shee pulled forth a little pen.knlffe,
That hangM by her knee.

Sayes, there shall never noe churlll's blood
Within my body spring:

No churlf)s blood shall ever defile
The daughter of a kinge.

Home then went Glug~rion,
And woe, good lord, was hee ;

Ss:res, come thou hither, Jacke my boy,
Come hither unto moo.

If I had killed a man to night,
J acke, I would tell it thee I

But if I have not killed a man to nigh~
J acke, thou hast killed three.

And he yuld out his bright brown IWOrd,
And dryed it on hiB sleeve,

And he smote off that lither ladd'll head,
Who did his ladye grieve.

He sett the sword's poynt till his brest,
The pummil until[a stone:

Throw the falsenesse of that lither ladd,
These three lives were all gone.

I Mr. P1n1a,)'tbInb that of the mesn1Dg of thMe tMw oathl nothing..
Iiultorr ClID be laid I but In the """'" he~ an a1111S1oD to the CrowD of
1'hvu.



OLD ROBIN OF PORTINGALE.

Corrected ftom the folio liS.

LET never again soe old a man
Marrye soe yonge a wife,

A.1l did old Robin of Portingale ;
Who may rue all the dayes of his life.

For the mayor's da~hter of Lin, god wott,
He chose her to his wife,

And thought with her to have lived in 10l"e,
But they fell to hate and strife.

They scarce were in their wed·bed laid,
And searce was hee asleepe,

But upp shee rose, and forth ahee goes,
To tlie steward, and gan to weepe.

Sleepe you, wake you, faire sirl Gyles P
Or be you not within P

Sleepe you, wake you, faire sir Gyles
Arise and let me inn.

0, I am waking, sweete, he said,
Sweete ladye, what is your will P

I have unbethought' me of a wile
How my wed·lord weell spilL·

Twenty.four good kni~hts, shee sayes,
That dwell about thIS towne,

Even twenty.four of my next COZ~DS,

Will helpe to dinl'te4 him downe.

All that beheard his lit1e footepage,
AJJ he watered hiI master's steed;

And for his muter's sad perille
His verry heart did bleed.

He mourned still, and wept full sore ;
I ,weare by the holy roOde

The teareB he for hiI master wept
Were blent water and bloude.

1 The title of .. Sir" ill ginn to the otewvd, not .. being • knight, bnt ea.
probebl1, bo1ongIng to lOme interior order of priesthood.

I Cntiethought-properly OIIhft4ollg.U, tor ll0tA0ttgll, end atIll ued In the
IlldleDd oountl...

I SpW-.u,t,...,. • DInge--hoo,t.
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And that beheard his deare master
.As he stood at his garden pale:

Bayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot-page,
What e&uae. thee to wail P

Hath anyone done to thee wronge.
Any of thy fellowps here P

Or is any of thy good friends dead,
That thou shedst manye a teare P

Or. if it be my head bookes-man,1
Aggrieved he shal bee :

For no man here within my hawse
Shall doe wrong unto thee.

0. it is not your head bookes.man.
Nor none of his degree :

But, on to-morrow ere it be noone
All deemedl to die are yee.

And of that bethank your head stew&rd.
And thank your gay ladie.

If this be true, my litle foot-page.
The heyre of my land thouat bee.

If it be not true. my dear masU)r.
No good death let me die.

Ir it be not true. thou litle foot-page.
A dead corse shalt thou lie.

o call now downe my faire ladye.
o call her downe to moo :

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

DOWDe then came his ladye faire•
.lli clad in purple and Pall :

The rings. that were on her flnl{~rs.
Cast light thorrow the hall.

What is 10ur will. myowne wed·lordP
What 18 your will with mee P

o Bee. my ladye deere. how Bicke.
And like to die 1 bee.

·~l;or~.

• Deemed JlDD••
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And thou be sicke, my own wed-lord,
Soe sore it grieveth me : .

Butmy five maydens and myselfe
Will'wateh thy' bedde for thee.

And at the wBkina' or your first sleepe,
We will a hottQrlnke make :

And at the wakiug of your' next' .leepe,
Your sorrowea we will slake.

He put a silk cotel on his backe,
And mail of manye a fold:

And hee eutt a steele cap on his head,
Was gilt with good red gold.

H1:ld a bright browne sword by his side,
another att his feate :

, And twentye good knights he placed at hand,
To watch hiin in his sleepe.'

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

Sir Giles he was the foremost man,
The leader of that ginn.2

Old Robin with his bright browne sword
Sir Gyles' head BOOn did winn:

And seant of all those twenty.four
Went out one quick' agenu.

None save only a litle foot page,
Crept forth at a window of .tone :

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

Up~then came that ladie gaye
With torches buruing bright:

She thought to have brought sir Gll~a drinke,
Butt she fonnd her owne wedd knight.

The first~e that she stumbled on
If; was sir Gyles his foote:

Ba~es, Ever al8eke, and woe is mee I
Here lyes my sweete hart.roote.

leote---l.
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The next thin..se that she stumbled on
It W&8 sir llyles his heade :

Sayes, Ever, alacke, and woe is mee I
Ree1'8 Iyes my true love deade.

Roo cutt the pappea beside her brest,
And did her body s'p'ille ;

He cutt the eareB beside her heade,
And bade her love her fille.

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

And sayd, henceforth my worldlye goodes
And countrye I fonweare.

He shope! the croue on his right shouldar,
Of the white' clothe' and the redde,l

And went him into the holy land,
Wheraa Christ W&8 quicke and dead.

CHILD WATERS.

409

CmI.D 1I1111ld .. a TItle by oar old writers. and II repeatedly given to
PrfDce "'",,111' In the • Faerie Queen." 1D the ume poem the 1011 of a
Idq II caUed • ChIld. Trim&m."

CHILDB W A.TB)lS in his stable stoode,
And stroakt his milke-white steede:

To him a fayre yonge ladye came
As ever 'Ware woman's weede.

Sayes, Christ you save, good Childe Waten ;
Sayes, ChriSt you save, and see :

Hr girdle of gold that W&8 too longe,
Is now too ahort for mee.

And all is with one chyld of yonn,
I feele aturre att my side:

HI Rowne of greene it is too straighte;
Before, it 'Wal too wide.

1~.

• Eftry penon who went on • cTUIlIde to the Hol1 Land aaua111 wore •
_ on1lr. upper garment, on the right ehoulder, u. badge of hIa prof...
lion. DIlI'ereI1t uatiOlUl were dlll.tngu1lhed b1 croaeo of dUferent oolours:
thu the~hwore white, the l'rench red, &0. TbIa olrcumataIIoe __
to be -rolIiided In the ballad.
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If the child be mine, Caire Ellen, he aayd,
Be mine as you tell mee ;

Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both,
Take them your owne to bee.

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he sayd,
Be mine, as you doe Bweare ;

Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both,
And make that child your heyre.

Shee Baies, I had rather have one kisae,
Child Waters, of thy month ;

Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire both,
That lye by North and South.

And I had rather have one twinkllng,
Childe Watars, of thine ee :

Then I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire both,
To take them mine owne to bee.

To morrow, Ellen, I must forth ryde
Fan into the north connme;

The fairest lady that I can find,
Ellen, must go with mee.

I Thoughe I am not that lady fayre,
I Yet let me go with thee :'

And ever I pray yon, Child W &tera,
Your foot-page let me bee.

Ifyou will my foot-page be, Ell~n,
As you doe tell to mee ;

Then :you must cut your gowne of greene,
An mch above your Jm:ee : .

Soo must you doe your yellowe lockee,
An inch above your ee :

You must tell no man what is my name ;
My foot-page then you Bhall bee.

Shee, all the long day Child Watera rode,
Ran barefoote by his Bide;

Yett was he never Boe courteous a knighte,
To say, Ellen, will you ryde P

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

Yett hee was never BOB curteous a knights,
To say, Put on your ahoone.



CHILD WA.TIUU~.

Ride aofUye, shee aayd, 0 ChiIde Waters,
Why doe you ryde soe fast P

The childe, which is no man's but thine,
My bodye itt will brut.

Hee say!h, Beest thou yonder water, Ellen,
That flows from banke to brimme.-

r trust to God, 0 Child Waters,
You never will seel mee swimme.

But when shee came to the water's lide,
Shee sayled to the chinne :

Except the Lord of heaven be my speed,
Now must r learne to swimme.

The salt waters bare up her clothes i
Our Ladye bare upp her chmne:

ChiIde Waters was a woe man, good Lord,
To see faire Ellen swimme.

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

He said, Come hither, thou faire Ell~,

Loe yonder what r see,

Beest thou not~onderhall, Ellen P
Of redd ~old shines the yate :

Of twenty-foura faire ladyes there,
The fl1U'eBt is my mate.

Soost thou not yonder hall, Ellen P
Of redd gold shines the towre :

There are twenty.four faire ladyes there,
The fairest is my paramoura.

r see the hall now, Child Waters,
Of redd gold ahines the yate :

God give you good now ofyourBelfe,
And of your W'orthye mate.

r see the hall now, Child Waters,
Of redd golde shines the towre:

God give you good now of yourselfe,
And of your p~oura.

411
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There twenty.four fayre ladyes were
A playing att the ball:

And Ellen, the fairest ladye there,
Must bring his steed to the stall.

There twenty.four fapoe ladyes were
A pla~ at the chesse;

And Ellen, the fapest ladye there,
Must bring his hol'lle to grease.

And then bespake ChiIde Waters' sister;
These were the wordes said shee :

You have the prettyest foot-page, brother,
That ever I aaw with mine ee.

But that his bellye it is soe big~,
His girdle Itoes wonderous hie:

And let him, I pray you. ChiIde Waters,
Goe into the i:h&mber with mee.

It is not fit for a little foot-page,
That has run throuKhe mOS8e and myre,

T0-.80 into the chamber with any ladye,
That weares S08 riche attyre.

It is more meete for a litle foote.page,
That has run throughe m088e and myre,

To take his supper upon his knee,
And sitt downe by the kitchen fyer..

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

He sayd, come hither, my little foot-page,
And hearken what I aaye.

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

The fayrest ladye that thou can finde,
Hyer her in mine armes to sleepe,

And take her up in thine armes twaine,
For filinge l of' her feete.

Ellen is gone into the towne
And low into the streete :

The fairest ladle that shee cold find,
Shee hyred m his armes to sleepe ;

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

1 .... fear of cleft1lDB.



CWLD WATBRS.

I ~raye you nowe, good Childe Waters,
Let mee lye at your bedd's feete :

For there is noe ~lace about this house,
Where I may saye1 a sleepe.

, He gave her leave, and faire Elllln
'Down at his bed's feet laye:'

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

Ree sayd, Rise up, my litIe foot-page,
Give my steede corne and haye ;

And soe doe thou the good black oats,
To carry mee better awaye.

Up then rose the faire Ell~n,
And gave his steede corne and haye:

And soe shee did the good blacke oates,
To carry him the better awaye.

Shee leaned her backe to the m&Ilj(er side,
And grievouslye did RI'oane :

Shee leaned "her back to the manjter side,
And there sliee made her moans.

And that beheard his mother deere,
Shea heard her tbere monand.2

Shee sayd, Rise up, thou Childe Watllrs,
I think thee a cursed man.

For in thy stable is a ghost,
That grievouslye doth grane :

Or else some woman laboures of childe,
She is BOB woe-begone.

Up then rose Childe Waters soon,
And did on his shirte of silke ;

And them he put on his other clothes,
On bis body as white as milke.

And when he came to the stable dare,
Full still there hee did stand,

That hee mighte heare his fayre Elllln,
Howe shee made her mona.nd.

4013

I i. I. -1, attempt. • i. I. moaning. bemoaning, ole.
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She 8llyd. Lullabye, mine owne deere child,
Lullabye, dere child, dere ;

I wold thy father were a king,
Thy mother layd on a biere.

Peace now, hee said, good faire Ellj)n,
Be of good cheere, I praye;

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

PHILLIDA AND CORYDON,

By Nlcholu Breton [b. 16M. d. 1624]. a musical writer of pastoral
Verae&. This BOng won the hononr of being commanded a second time,
and .. highly graced with cheerfnl acoeptance and commendation." by
Elizabeth, at an entertainment given to her by the Earl of Hertford.

IN the merrie moneth of Maye.
In a morne by break of daye,
With a troope of damselles playing
Forthe •I yode' forsooth a-Maying :

When anon by a wood side,
Where as Maye was in his pride,
IespiM all alone
Phillida and Corydon.

Much adoe there was, god wot;
He wold love, and she wold not.
She sayde. never man was trewe ;
He sayes. none was false to you.

He sayde, hee had lovde her longe :
She sayes, love should have no wronge.
Corydon wold kisse her then:
She sayes. maydes must kisse no men,

Tvll they doe for good and all
When she made the shepperde call
All the heavens to wytnes truthe,
.Never loved a truer youthe.



LITTLlI MUSGRAVB AND LADY BARNARD. 4115

Then with manie a prettie othe,
Yea and nay, and faith and trothe;
Suche as seelie shepperdes use
When they will not love abulle ;

Love, that had bene long deluded,
W DB with kiBBes lIweete concluded;
And Phillida with garlands /taye
Was made the lady of the Maye.

LITl'LE MUSGRAVE AND LADY BARNARD;

Fao. lID old printed copy, with correction.. In tbe Brltlsb )Iuaenm.
R1tl1on declared Ibe only genuine copy to be In Dryden's· Collection of
KIBoellul!ODll Poema." The Ballad Is quoted In many old plays I and
II exIata, according to Motberwell, under many f0rtD8 in Scotland.

.As it fell out on a highc holye daye,
.As many Dee in the yeare,

When yong men and maides together do goe,
Their IIlA88es and mattins to heare,

Little Musf.tl'Ave came to the church door;
The Jlriest WDB at the mass;

But he had more mind of the fine women
Then he had of our Ladye'll grace.

And some of them were clad in greene,
And others were clad in pall ;

And then came in my lord Barnarde's wife,
The fuirest among them all.

Shee caat an eye on little Musgrave
.As bright as the summer sunne :

o then bethought him little MusgrAve,
This ladye's heart I have wonne.

Quoth she, I have loved thee, little Musgrave,
Fulle long and manye a daye.

So have I loved you, ladye faire,
Yet word I never dunt saye.
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I have a bower at Bucklesford.Bury,
Full daintilye bedight;

If thoult wend thither, my little Musgrbe,
Thoust Jig in mine annes all night.

Quoth hee, I thanke yee, ladye £aire,
This kindneS8 yee shew to mee ;

And whether it be to my weale or woe,
This night will I Jig with thee•

.All this beheard a litle foot-page,
By his ladye's coach as he ranne:

Quoth he, thoughe I am my ladye'. psge,
Yet rme my lord Barnarde's manne.

My lord Barnard shall knowe of this,
Although I lose a limbe.

And ever whereas the bridges were broke,
He layd him downe to swimme.

Asleep or awake, thou lord Barnard,
As thou art a man of life,

Lo! this same night at Bucklesford.Bury
Litle Musgrave's in bed with thy wife.

lf it be trew, thou litle foote.page,
This tale thou hast told to mee,

Then all my lands in Bucklesford.Bury
I freelye will give to thee.

But and it be a lye, thou litle foote.psge,
This tale thou hast told to mee,

On the highest tree in Bucklesford·Bury
.All hanged shalt thou bee.

Rise up, rise up, my merry men an.
And saddle me my j{ood steede;

This night must I to Bucklesford-bury ;
God wott, I had never more neede.

Then some they whistled, and some they 1IlDg,
And some did loudlye saye,

Whenever lord Barnarde's horne it blewe,
Awaye, Musgrave, away.

Methinkes I heare the throstle cocke,
Methinkes I heare the jay,

Methinkes I heRre lord Barnard's horne;
I would I were awaye.
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Lye still, lye still, thou little Musgri.ve,
And hug~le me from the cold;

For it is but some shepharde's boye
A whistling his sheepe to the fold.

Is not thy hawke upon the pearehe,
Thy horse eating corne and haye P

And thou a gay lady within thine armes:
And wouldst thou be awaye P

By this lord Barnard was come to the dore,
And lilthted upon a stone:

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

He lifted up the coverlett,
He lifted up the sheete ;

How now, how now, thou little Musgrave,
Dost find my gaye ladye sweete P

I find her sweete, quoth little Musgrave,
The more is my griefe and paine;

Ide gladl~e !/;ive three hundred poundes
That 1 were on yonder plaine.

Arise, arise, thou little Musgrave,
And put thy cloathee nowe on ;

It shall never be said in my countree,
That I killed a naked man.

1 have two swordee in one scabbArde,
Full deare they cost my purse ;

And thou shalt have the hest of them,
And 1 will have the worse.

The first stroke that little Musgrave struck",
He hurt lord Barnard sore;

The next stroke that lord Barnard strucke,
Little Musgrave never strucke more.

With that bespake the ladye faire,
In bed whereas she laye,

Althou~he thou art dead, my little Musgr8ve,
Yet for thee I will praye:

And wishe well to thy soule will I,
So long as I have life;

So will 1 not do for thee, Barnard,
Thoughe I am thy wedded wife.

BB
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He cut her paJ?pe8 from off her brest;
Great pitye It was to see

The drops of this fair ladye's bloode
Run trickling downe her knee.

W 0 worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all,
You never were borne for my goode:

Why did you not offer to stay my handa,
When you sawe me wax so woode pI

For I have slaine the fairest sir lmighte,
That ever rode on a steede;

So have I done the fairest lady,
That ever ware woman's weede.

A grave, a grave, lord ~arnard cryde,
To putt thcsc lovers 1U ;

But lay my ladye 0' the upper hande,
For shee comes 0' the better kin.

THE EW-BUGHTS, MARION.

A. SCOTTISH SONG.

The writer of thIa aimpie Song Ia unknown.

WILL ze gae to the ew-hughts,' Marion.
And wear in the sheip wi' mee P

The SUD shines sweit, my Marion,
But nae half sac sweit as thee.

o Marion's a bonnie lass ;
And the blythl blinks in her ee :

And fain wacf I marrie Marion,
Gin Marion wad marrie mee.

Theire's gowd in zour garters, Marion J
And siller on zour white hauss-bane:

Fou faine wad I ki88e my Marion
At eene quhan I cum hame.

I Woode-fralltie.
• Small llIIclO81lreo, or pen.. Into which lUmen clrbe thelr milch ew..

r~orningand evening to mIllt them.
• DI.rtb-i",.

• H_batoo--i. e. tho neck·bone. JilArion bad probably a 111.... locket on,
t10d .1_ to her neck with .. riblllld, an usual ornament In Sootland. wheze
a lOre throat lo callod .. a _ AGue,.. properly 1lGlH.
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Theire's braw lads in Earnslaw, Marion,
Quha gape and glowr wi' their ee

At kirk, quhan they see my Marion;
Bot nane of them lues like meet

Ive nine milk-ews, my Marion,
A cow and a brawney Cluay;l

!se gie them au to my Marion,
Just on her bridal day.

And zeeel get a grein seyl apron.
And waistcote 0' London broun;

And wow bot ze will be vaporing
Quhaneir ze gang to the toun.

Ime yong and stout, my Marion,
None dance lik mee on the greine ;

And gin ze forsak me, Marion,
!se een gae draw u1' wi' Jeane.

Bae put on zour pearhns,4 Marion,
And kirtle oth eramasie,l

And sune as my chin has nae haire on.
I sall cum west. and see zee.

THE KNIGHT. AND SHEPHERD'S DAUGHTER.

THIs Ballad (given ftoom an old blaet-Ietter copy, with lOme correc
tlor.s) was popular In the time of Queeu Elizabeth, belng nsually
printed with her picture before it. It Is quoted in Fletcher's comedy
of the" Pilgrim," Act Iv., lie. 1.

THERB W8ll a shepherd's daughter
Came tripping on the waye ;

And there by chance a knighte shee mett,
Which caused her to staye.

Good morrowe to you, beauteous maide.
These words pronounced hee :

o I shall dye tliia daye, he sayd,
If Ive not my wille of thee.



420 BBLIQtlB8 Oil ANCIBNT POETRY.

The Lord forbid, the maide replyde,
That you shold waxe 80 wode P

I But for all that shee could do or 8&ye,
I He wold not be withstood.'

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

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

Some do call mee J acke, Bweet heart,
And 80me do call mee Jille ;

But when I come to the kinK'S faire courte
They call me Wilfulle Wille.

He sett his foot into the stirrup,
And awaye then he did ride;

She tuckt her girdle about hEIr middle,
And ranne close by his Bide.

But when she came to the brode water,
She sett her brest and swamme ;

And when she was Kot out againe,
She tooke to her heels and ranne.

He never was the courteous ~hte,
To Baye, f&ire maide, will ye rIde P

And Bhe was ever too loving a maide
To Baye, sir knighte abide.

When she came to the king's faire court{',
She knocked at the rin~ ;

So readye WII8 the kinK himself
To let this faire maide in.

Now Christ you save, my graciouB liege,
Now Christ lOU Bave and see,

You have a kmghte within your courte
This daye hath robbed mee.

What hath he robbed thee of, Bweet heart P
Of purple or of pall P

Or hath he took thy Itaye gold ring
From off thy finger small P
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He hath not robbed mee, my ll.'i~e,
Of purple nor of pall :

But he hath gotten my maiden head,
Which grieves mee worst ofall.

Now if he be a batchelor,
His bodye Ill.' give to thee ;1

But if he be a married man,
High hanged he shall bee.

He called downe l118 merry men all,
By one, by two, by three;

Sir William used to bee the first,
But nowe the last came hee.

He brought her downe full fortye pound1.',
Tyed Ull withinne a glove:

F&ire maid, TIe give the same to thee ;
Go, seeke thee another love.

o TIe have none of your gold, she sayde,
Nor TIe have none of your fee;

But your f&ire bodye I must have,
Tlie king hath granted mee.

Sir William ranne and fetchd her then
Five hundred p"ound in golde,

Saying, f&ire m81de, take this to thee,
Thy fault will never be toIde.

'Tis not the gold that shall mel.' tempt,
These words then auswered shee;

But your own bodye I must have,
Tlie king hath granted mel.'.

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

Rather than any shepherd's brat
Shold bee a ladye of mine I

Would I had dranke the puddle louIe,
When I did drink the &le,

Rather than ever a shepherd's brat
ShoId tell me such a tale I

I Ell w,. Il4 give to 1M.. nu..... agreabl8 to the feudal caftomIl
The lord bad • rilrbt to give. wife to hII vuaIL Bee 8hakapeere'••~.
Well that Endl WelLU
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A shepherd's brat even lUI I was,
Yon mote have let me bee ;

I never had come to the king's f&ire courte,
To crave any love of thee.

He sett her on a milk·white steede,
And himself upon a l{l'8ye;

He hnng a bugle abont his nacke,
And soe they rode awaye.

Bnt when they came unto the place,
Where marriage.rites were done,

She proved herself a duke's daughter,
And he but a squire's sonne.

Now marrye me, or not, sir knight,
Your pleasure shall be free:

Ifyou make me ladye of one good towne,
lIe make you lord of three.

Ah I cursed bee the gold, he sayd,
If thou hadst not been trewe,

I shold have forsakeu my sweet love,
And have changed her for a newe.

And now their hearts being linkM fast,
They joyned hand in hande:

Thus he had both purse and person too,
And all at his commande.

THE SHEPHERD'S ADDRESS TO HIS MUSE.

BY N. BJlBTON.

GOOD Muse, rocke me aslepe
With some sweete harmony:

This wearle eyes is not to kepe
Thy wary company.

Sweete Love, beJ.'(OD a while,
Thou seest my heaviues :

-Beantie is borne but to beguyle
My harte of happines.
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See howe my little flocke,
That lovde to feede on highe,

Doe headlonge tumble downe the rocke,
.And in the valley dye.

The bll8hea and the trees, .
That were so freshe and greene,

Doe all their deintie colours leese,l
.And not a leafe is seene.

The blacke birde and the thrnshe,
That made the woodes to rin~e,

With all the rest, are now at hll8hl',
.And not a note they singe.

Swete Philomele, the birde
That hath the heavenly throte,

Doth nowe, alas I not once aff'orde
Recordinge oC a note.

The flowers have had a frost,
The herbs have loste their savouro ;

.And Phillida the faire hath lost
• For me her wonted' favour.

Thus all these careful sights
So kill me in conceit:

That now to hope upon delights,
It is but meere deceite.

And therefore, my: sweete Mll8e,
That knowest what helpe is beat,

Doe nowe thy heavenlie conninge use
To sett my harte at rest:

.And in a dreame bewraie
What fate sha! be my frende ;

Whether my life shall still decaye,
Or when my 8Orrowes ende.

I~



WBD THOMAS AND FAIR ELLINOR.

CoIUlECTED from a black·lette:r copy In the PepYB Collection. Jamie
IOn prlnta a long ballad, .. Swed Willie and Fair Annie," npon the
8&D1e .ubJect, and which he "took down" from the recltatlon 01 a lady
In AberbrothlCL

LORD THoJUs he waa a bold forrester,
And a chaser of the king's deere ;

Faire Ellinor wu a fine womAn,
And lord Thomas he loved her deare.

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he sayd,
And riddle U8 both as one i

Whether I shall marrye with faire Ellinor,
And let the browne girl alone P

The browne girl she hall got houses and landa,
Faire Ellinor she has got none,

And therefore I char~e thee on my bleBBlng,
To bring me the browne girl home.

And as it befelle on a high holidaye,
As many there are beside,

Lord Thomas he went to faire Ellinar,
That should have been his bride.

And when he came to faire Ellinor's bower,
He knocked there at the rin~.

And who was so readye as faire Ellinor,
To lett lord Thomaa withinn.

What newes, what newes, lord Thomas, she sayd P
What newes dost thou bring to mel' P

I am come to bid thee to my wedding,
And that it bad new(>ll for thee.

o God forbid, lord Thomas, she sayd,
That such a thing should be done;

I thought to have been the bride my selfe,
And thou to have been the bridegrome.

Come riddle my riddle, I dear mother, she sayd,
And riddle it all in one i

Whether I shall goo to lord Thomas his wedding,
Or whether shall tarry at home P

I It mould Probabl1 bo :a.ade _, read, &c.-i. e. AdTLoe me, adrlae.
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TheTe are manye that are your mendes, daughter,
And manye a one your foe,

Therefore I charge you on my blessing,
To lord ThoIl1llB his weddirig don't goe.

There are manye that are my mendes, mothilr ;
But were every one my foe,

Betide me life, betide me death,
To lord ThomB8 his wedding I'ld goa.

She cloathed herself in gallant attire,
And her merrye men all in /!Teene;

And B8 they rid through every towne,
They took her to be some queene.

But when she came to lord ThomB8 his gate,
She knocked there at the ring;

And who WB8 80 readye B8 lord Thom8B,
To lett faire Ellinor in P

Is this your bride P fair Ellinor sayd ;
Metliinks she looks wonderous browne;

Thou mightest have had B8 faire a womAn,
As ever trod on the grounde.

Despise her not, fair Ellin, he sayd,
Despise her not unto mee ;

For better I love thy little fing~r,

Than all her whole bodile.

This browne bride had a little penknife,
That WB8 both long and sharpe,

And betwixt the short ribs and the long,
She prick'd faire Ellinor's harte.

o Christ thee save, lord Thomas hee sayd,
Methinks thon lookst wonderous wan;

Thou usedst to look with B8 fresh a colour,
As ever the Bun shone on.

Oh, art thou blind, lord ThoIl1llB P she sayd,
. Or canst thou not very wellllee P
Oh! d08t thou not see my owne heart's bloode

Run trickling down my knee P

Lord Thomas he had a sword by his side;
As he walked about the halle,

He cut off his bride's head from her shouldm,
And threw it against the walle.
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He set the hilte against the grounde.
And the point against his barte.

There never three lovers together did meete.
That sooner agame did parte.

CUPID AND CAMPASPE.

Faoll the third Act of .. Alexander and Campaape,w by John Lyly
[b. 1654, d. 1600l, the once farnom author of .. Euphuea"_ book
which atl'ected not only the Court of Elizabeth, but the literatnre oil
the age. Lyly" wrote nine play., In IIOme of which there IA consi
derable wit and hnmour, rescued from the Jargon of his rnourlte
.yltem."

CUPID and my Campaspe playd
At cardes for ki88es; CupId payd :
He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows.
His mother's doves, and teame of sparrows;
Loses them too; then down he throws
The coral of his lippe, the rose
Growing on's cheek (but none knows how).
With these, the crystal of his browe,
And then the dimple of his chinne;
All these did my Campasye winne.
At last he set her both his eyes.
She won. and Cupid blind dId rise.

o Love! has she done this to thee P
What shall, alas I become of mee ~



THE LADY TURNED SERVING.MAN.

Faoll a written copy, with modem Improvements, upon the popalar
Ballad, entitled .. The famou ftower of Serving-men: or the Lady
turned Servlng·man."

You beauteous ladyes, great and small,
I write unto you, one and all,
Whereby that you may understand
What I have s1lffered m the land.

I was by birth a lady faire,
An anCIent baron's only heil:e,
And when my good old father dyed,
Then I became a young knighte's bride.

And there my love built me a bower,
Bedeck'd with many a frajtf'&nt flower;
A braver bower you ne'er did see
Then my true.love did build for mee.

And there I livde a ladye ~y,
Till fortune wrought our love's decay;
For there came foes so fierce a band,
That soon they over·run the land.

They came upon us in the night,
And brent my bower, and slew my knight;
And tremblinl!: hid in man's array,
I scant' with life escap'd away.

In the midst of this extremitle,
My servants all did from me flee:
Tlius was I left myself alone,
With heart more cold than any stone.

Yet though my heart was full of care,
Beaven would not suffer me to dispaire,
Wherefore in haste I ohan~ my name
From faire Elise, to sweet Williame:

And therewithall I cut my haire,
Resolv'd my man's attire to weare;
And in my beaver, hose, and hand,
I traveIl'd far through many a land.
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At length all weaned with my toil,
I sate me downe to rest awhile;
My heart it was so fill'd with woe,
That downe my cheeke the teares did flow.

It chanc'd the king of that same place
With all his lords a hunting was,
And seeing me weepe, upon the same
ABkt who I was, and whence I came.

Then to his grace I did replye,
I am a poore and friendlesse bOl,e,
Though nobly borne, nowe fore d to bee
A serving.man of lowe degree.

Stand up, faire youth, the king reply'd,
For thee a service I'll provyde:
But tell me first what thou canal; do;
Thou shalt be fitted thereunto.

Wilt thou be usher of my hall,
To wait upon my nobles all P
Or wilt be taster of my wine,
To 'tend on me when I shall dine P

Or wilt thou be my chamberlaine,
About my person to remaine P
Or wilt thou be one of my guard,
And I will give thee great reward P

ChUBe, gentle louth, said he, thy place.
Then I reply' ,If it please your grace
To shew sUl.'h favour unto mee,
Your chamberlaine I faine would bee.

The king then smiling gave consent,
And straitwaye to his court I went;
Where I behavde so faithfullie,
That hee great favour showd to mee.

Now marke what fortune did provide;
Tbe king he would a hunting ride
With all his lords and noble traina,
Sweet William must at home remaine.

ThUB being left alone behind,
My former state came in my mind :
I wept to see my man's array;
No longer now a ladye gay.
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And meetinK with a ladye's vest,
Within the same myself I drest ;
With silken robes, and jewels rare,
I deckt me, as a ladye faire :

And taking up a lute straitwaye,
Upon the same I strove to pla:y;
And sweetly to the same did llUlg,
As made both hall and chamber ring.

II My father was as brave a lord,
II As ever Europe miKht afford;
II My mother was a la~a~riKht;
.. My husband was a V • t knight:

II And I myself a ladye gay,
II Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array;
II The happiest lady in the land
II Had not more pleasure at command.

II I had m:r musicke every day
II Harmonlollllles80ns for to play;
II I had my virgins fair and free
II Continually to wait on mea.

II But now, alas! my husband's dead,
II And all my friends are from me fled ;
II My former days are past and Kone,
II Arid I am now a lIel"Ving-man."

And fetching many a tender lIiSh,
All thinking no one then was mgh,
In pensive mood I laid me lowe,
My heart was full, the tears did flowe.

The kinlt, who had a huntinKe gone,
Grewe weary of his sport anone,
And leaving of his gallant traine,
Turn'd on the sudden home againe:

And when he reach'd his statelye tower,
Hearing one sinK within his bower,
He stopt to listen, and to see
Who sung there 80 melodioualle.

Thus heard he everye word I sed,
And saw the pearlye teares I shed,
And found to his amazement there,
Bweete William was a ladye faire.
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Then stepping in, Faire ladye, rise,
And dry, said he, those lovelye eyes,
For I have heard thy mournful tale,
The which shall turne to thy availe.

A crimson dye my face orespred,
I blusht for shame, and hung my head,
To find my sex and story knowne,
When as I thoughi I was alone.

But to be briefe, his royall grace
Grewe so enamour'd of my face,
The richest gifts he proffered moe,
His mistress if that I would bee.

Ah! no, my lie~e, I firmlye sayd,
I'll rather in my grave be layd;
And thoujth your grace hath won my heart,
I ne'er will act soc base a part.

Faire ladye, pardon me, sayd hee,
Thy virtue shall rewarded bee,
And sinoe it is soc fairly tryde
Thou shalt become my royal bride.

Then strait to end his amorous strife,
He tooke sweet William to his wife.
The like before was never seene,
A serving-man became a queena.
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GIL MORRICE.

A 8COTTI 8 H BAL LAD.

GIL lIOUICB Is one of the most popular ballads PI'elleJ'Ted among the
ScotU.h peaaantry. Tradition refe.. It to BOme remote period, and
pointaout the scene of the story. From Mr. Motherwell we learn that
the" green wood" of the ballad waa the ancient forest of Dnndllll'. In
Stirllngohlre, while "Lord Bernard's caat1e Is said to have occupied
a preclpltons clift' overhanging the water of Carron, on the landa of
Halbertahlre. A small burn which join. the Carron, about ·llve milea
above these lands. Is called the Earl...bnm. and the h\lI. near the
BOnree of that stream. I. called the Earls-hm; both deriving their appel.
lation. trom the unfortunate • Erle·...son.· who Is the hero of the
Ballad." According to the same tradition, he was remarkable for the
IA!ngth and beauty of his yellow hair. "Gil Morrice" haa been fruitful
In oft'8prlng. having suggeated the tragedy of· Dougl.." to Home, and
.. Owen of Carron" to Langhorn. Burna regarded the Ballad aa a
modem compoaltion. and clB88ed It with • Hardyknute." Mr.
Jamleaon [" Popular Ballads and Bongo," I. 8] has reprinted, trom the
folio MS. the" very old and Imperfeet copy" which Percy mentions.

GIL MORRICR! was an ErIe's son;
His name it waxed wide;

It was nae for his I{l"eat riches,
Nor zet hill mickle pride j

Bot it was for a lady ga,y.
That livd on Carron slde.

Quhair sall I ~et a. bonny boy,
That will Will hose and shoen;

That will gae to lord .Barnard's ha',
And bid his lady cum P

And ze maun rin my errand, Willie;t
And ze may rin wi' pride;

Quhen other boys gae on their foot,
On horse·back ze sail ride.

o no! Oh no! my master dear I
I dare nae for my life;

I'll no gae to the bauld baron's,
For to mest furth his wife.

My bird Willie, my boy Willie;
My dear Willie, he sayd:

How can ze strive against the stream P
For I sall be obeyd.

1 Mr. Moth..wel1 aees In U Morrice" an evident corruption of "NorIoe," a
"""",ling or footer. • Something seems wanting here.
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Bot, 0 my IIllUIter dear! he cryd,
In grene wad ze're zour lain ;1

Gi owre sic tho~hts, I walde ze rede,'
For fear ze should be tain.

Haste, haste, I say, gae to the ha',
Bid hir cum here wi speid :

If ze refuse my heigh command.
III gar zour body bleid.

Gae bid hir take this gay manMl,
'Tis a' I{owd botl the hem;

Bid hir cum to the gude grene wade,
And bring nane bot hir lain :

And there it ill, a lIilken sarke,
Hir ain hand sewd the sleive ;

And bid hir cum to Gill Morice,
Speir4 nae bauld baron's leave.

Yetl, I will gae zour black errand,
ThoURh it be to zour cost;

Sen ze by me will nae be warn'd.
In it ze lIall find frost.

The baron he is a man of might,
He neir could bide to taunt,

As ze willllee before its nicht,
How 1lDla' ze hac to vaunt.

And lien I maun sour errand rin
Sae &air against my will,

I'se mak a vow, and keip it trow,
It sall be done for ill.

And quhen he came to broken brigue,A
He bent his bow and swam;

And quhen he came to grass growing,
Set down his feet and ran.

And quhen he came to Barnard's ha',
Would neither chaps nor ca' :

Bot set his bent bow to his breist,
And lichtly lap the wa'.7
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He wauld nae tell the man his errand,
Though he atude at the gait ;

Bot atraiht into the ha' he cam,
Quhair they were set at meit.

Hail I hail I my ltentIe aire and dame I
My message winna waite ;

Dame, ze maun to the gude grane woo
Before that it be late.

Ze're bidden tak this gay mantl)l,
Tis a' jtowd bot the hem:

Zou mann jtaa to the gude grene wode,
Ev'n by your sel alAne.

And there it is, a silken sarke,
Your ain hand sewd the sleive;

Ze mann gae apeik to Gill Morice:
Speir naa bawd baron's leave.

The lady atamvM 1fi' hir foot,
And winkM"wi' hir ee ;

Bot s' that she coud say or do,
Forbidden he wad nae bee.

It's surely to my bow'r.woman ;
It neir could be to me.

1 brocht it to lord Barnard'a lady;
I trow that ze be she.

Then up and spack the wylie nurse,
(The bairn upon hir knee)

If it be cum frae Gill Morice,
It's deir welcum to mee.

Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurse,
Saa loud I heird ze lee ;1

I brocht it to lord Barnard's lady;
I trow ze be nae shee.

Then up and spack the bauld baron,
An angry man was hee ;

He's tain the table wi' his foot,
Sae has he wi' hia knee ;

Till siller cu~ and • mazer 't dish
In flinders he gard4 flee.

1 PerM,,", Wtul "" r Mfr••
I i .•.• driDklng-cup oC maple.

• PJiDdlll'l-lplillt..... • Gard--.r..
., Ii"
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Gae brin~ a rope of zour eliding,l
That hmge upon the pin;

And I'll gae to the gude grane wade,
And speik wi' zour lemman.

o bide at harne, now lord BarnArd,
I warde! ze bide at harne ;

Neir wyte' a man for violence,
That neir wate· ze wi' nane.

Gil Morice sate in gude grane wade,'
He whistled and he sang:

o what mt'an a' the folk coming,
My mother tarries lang.

His hair was like the threeds of gold,
Drawne frae Minerva's leome:

His lipps like roses drapping dew,
His breath was a' perfume.

His brow was like the mountain mae
Gilt by the morning beam :

His cheeks like living roses glow:
His een like azure stream.

The boy was clad in robes of grane,
Sweete as the infant spring:

And like the mavis on the bush,
He gart the vallies ring.

The baron came to the grene wade,
Wi' mickle dule and care,

And there he first spied Gill Morice
Kameing his zellow hair :

That sweetly wavd around his face,
That face beyond compare :

He sanK sae sweet it miKht dispel
A' rage but fell despair.'

I C1\dlng-clot.Wtlg. •Ward~
• Wyt&-ilnN. • Wate--b""-'.

I In the beautltnl and IImp\e ba1lad or·OU Morrl." eome alI'ected~
bu otuck In one or two factl.tIoue v...-, which, Ilke vuIger penone In a
drawing-room, betray themeelv.. by their over-finery. TbUl, lifter the e1mp1e
end alI'ectIng vene whkh preperee the reeder for the coming tnsed1-

• Oil Morrioe oat In good greeD woOO," &c.-
Some each • vIcloue intromitter" u we heve deeerlbed (to UI8 a barbllroue
phrue lor. barbaroaa prooeedIng) bu Introduced the Collowlng qutn___
01 alI'ectatioo :-

" HIe lookl were Ilk.," &e.
-Walter Scott, • MIoetreIey," \v., 19.

I So :MlJton-
• Vemal de1la'ht ,,!,d Jol' able to drive
AIl~Dut~:' B.1T.,v.m.
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N ae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice,
My lady loed thee weel,

The fairest part of my bodie
Is blacker than thy heel.

Zet neir the less now, Gill Morice,
For a' thy great beautie,

Ze's rew the day ze eir was born ;
That head sall gae wi'me.

Now he has drawn his trusty brand,
And slaited1 on the strae ;

And thro' Gill Morice' fair body
He's gar cauld iron gae,

And he has tain Gill Morice' head
And set it on a s'peir;

The meanest man In a' his train
Has gotten that head to bear.

And he has tain Gill Morice up,
Laid him across his steid,

And brocht him to his painted bowr,
And laid him on a bed.

The lady sat on castil wa',
Beheld baith dale and doun ;

And there she 88W Gill Morice' head
Cum trailing to the toun.

Far better I loe that b1uidr head,
Both and that zellow hair,

Than lord Barnard, and a' his lands,
As they lig here and thair.

And she has tain her Gill Morice,
And kissd baith mouth and chin :

I was once as fow~ of Gill Morice,
As the hipS is of the stean.

I got ze in my father's house,
Wi' mickle sin and shame;

I brocht thee up in gude greI1e wode,
Under the heavy rain.

1 Slaited-1oMCUd, or perhaps tDipd. Kr. Kothe",ell oar-" ThiJ Une, to
get at Ita meanlnll', .bould be printed, •And olaIt It on the otn.e;'. and he
wid.. "that the elpreoalono of tDipiRg OJ! lluJ .u_, dryi~0lI 1M fI'/'GN, and
.14itiRg 0·... 1M .tnu, alway. occur IIIlUcb ballads as indiCate a dnbloWl and
protracted and lIOmewbat eqnal combat."

• Fow-fwll. • Hlp, &c.-tAo b.,.,., io qf1M 010•••
.... 2
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Oft have I by thy cradle sitten,
And fondly seen thee sleip;

But now I gae about thy I{I'llve,
The saut tears for to weip.

And syne she kiud his bluidy cheik,
And syne hia bluidy chin :

o better I loe my Gill Morice
Than a' my kith and kin!

IAw-a,Y', away, ze ill woman,
And an il deith mait ze dee:

Gin I had kend he'd bin zour son,
He'd neir bin slain for mee.

Obraid me not, my lord Barnard I
Obraid me not for shame!

Wi' that saim speir 0 pierce my heart !
And put me out o'pain.

Since nothing bot Gill Morice head
Thy jelous rage could quell,

Let that saim hand now tak hir life,
That neir to thee did ill.

To me nae after days nor nichts
Will eir be saft or kind j

I'll fill the air with heavy sighs,
And greet' till I am blind.

Enouch of blood by me's bin spilt,
Seek not zour death frae mee j

I rather lourd it had been my sel
Than eather him or thee.

With waefo wac I hear zour plaint;
Sair, sair I rew the deid,

That eir this cursed hand of mine
Had gard hill body bleid. .

Dry up 80ur tears, my winsome dame,
Ze neir can heal the wound j

Ze see hill head upon the speir,
His heart's blude on the ground.

1 The lOlllle of "wlJ'e.drawn recrimination" betwoon LordB&nIarcland 1m
lady, which II quite out of keeplns with the charIcter of the U bold banlu..
10 enonsh to Ihow that the ballad hu pused thronsb refining banda. JIr.
R1taon and Mr. Jamieson agree In l'lllecting U IJlUrlollll tbe ItanDa wbidl
follow-" A_ awl, Ie ill woman." ilr. :Mothe'l'WelJ reco~ered a COP1, ft'OIIII
the recitation of an old woman, which appears to conIJnu this 'flew.

IG~.



TBB LEGEND 01" SIR GUY,

I curse the hand that did the deid,
The heart that thocht the ill ;

The feet that bore me wi' silk speid,
The comely zouth to kill.

I'll ay lament for Gill Morice,
As gin he were mine ain ;

I'll neir forget the dreiry day
On which the zouth was slain•

.
1800k mr.

THE LEGEND OF SIR GUY
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CoJITAI1fB a short snmmary of the exploits of this famons champion, as
recorded In tbe old story. books, and Is commonly entilled "A pleuant
song of the valiant deeds of chivalry atehieved uy that noble knight
sir Gny of Warwick, who, for the love of flLlr Phelis, became a hermit,
and dyed In a cave of craggy rocke, a mile distllnt from Warwick."
The history of Sir Gny, though of English growth, was an early fa
vourite with other nations. It appeared In French in 1626, and Is
mentioned In the old Spanish romance," Tirante el Blanco," written
soon after 1430. We are told by Vngdale, that an English travelier,
abont the year 1410, was hOllpltably received at Jerusalem "by the Sol
dan's hentenant ; who, hearing tbat he WIUI descended from tbe famonl
Guy of Warwick, who... story they bad In books of tholr own language,
Invited him to his palace," and p1'l!8ented him with many cooUy gilla.
The original of all these stories h traced to a very ancient Romance
In Engllah verse, which Ia quoted by Chaucer as a favourite piece even
In bla time, beIng snng to the harp at Chrlslm.. dinners and marriage
feasts. The following Legend Is printed from an old copy In the folio
KS., oollated with two printed copies, of which one, in black-letter. Ia
in tbe Pepys Collection.

WAS ever knight for ladye's sake
Soo tost in love, as I sir Guy

For Phelis fayre, that lady bnl{ht
As ever man beheld with eye P

She Kave me leave myself to try,
The valiant kniKht with sheeld and speare,

Ere that her 10'l"e shee wold grant me ;
Which made mee venture far and neare.
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Then proved I a baron bold,
In deeds of armes the do~htyestknight

That in thOlle dayes in England '\Villi,

With 8\l'orde and speare in felld to fight.

An En~lish man I Willi by birthe :
In f&1th of Christ a christyan true :

The wicked lawes of infidells
I sought by prowesse to subdue.

•Nine' hundred twenty reere and odde
After our Saviour Chnst his birth,

When king Athelstone wore the crowne,
I lived heere upon the earth.

Sometime I Willi of Warwicke ErIe,
And, as I sayd, of very truth

A ladye's love did me constraine
To seeke strange ventures in my youth.

To win me fame by feates of armes
In strange and sundry heathen lande ;

Where I atehievM for fier sake
Right dangerous conquests with my handa.

For first I sayled to Normandye,
And there I stoutlye wan in fight

The emperour's dau~hter of Almaine,
From manye a vallyant worthye knight.

Then passed I the sellll to Greece
To helpe the emperour in his right;

Against the mightye soulden's hoaste
Of puissant Persians for to fight.

Where I did slay of Sarazens,
And heathen pagans, manye a man ;

And slew the souldan's cozen deere,
Who had to name doughtye ColdrAn.

Eskeldered a famous knight
To death likewise I did pursue:

And Elmayne king of Tyre alsoe,
Most terrible in fight to viewe.

I went into the souldan's hOllllt,
Being thither on embassage sent,

And brought his hl'ad aware with mee ;
I having slaine him in hIS tent.
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There was a dragon in that land
Most fiercelye mett me by the waye

As hee a lyon did pursue,
Which I myself did alsoe slay.

Then soon I past the seas from Greece,
And came to Pavye land arillht :

Where I the duke of Pavye killed,
His hainous treason to requite.

To Enp;land then I came with speede,
To wood faire Phelis ladY' briKht :

For love of whome I travelled farr
To try my manhood and my might.

But when I had espousM her,
I stayd with her but fortye dayes,

Ere that I left this ladye faire,
And went from her beyond the seas.

All cladd in gray, in pilgrim sort,
My voyage from her I did take

Unto the blessed Holy.land,
For J eBUS Christ my Saviour's sake.

Where I ErIe Jonas did redeeme,
And all his BOnnes, which were fiftccne,

Who with the emell Sarazens
In prison for long time had beene.

I slew the ~antAmarant
In batte1 fiercelye hand to hand:

And doughty Barkoard killM I,
A treacherous ~ht of Pavye land.

Then I to En~land came againe,
And here WIth Colbronde fell I fought:

An uKly gyant, which the Danes
Had for their champion hither brought.

I overcame him in the feild,
And slewe him BOOne right valliantlye ;

Whereb~e this land I did redeeme
From Danish tribute utterlye.

And afterwards I offered upp
The use of weapons solemnIye

At Winchester, whereas I fought,
In sight of manye farr and nye.
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• But first,' neare Winsor. I did slaye
A bore of passing might and strength ;

Whose like in England never was
For hugene88e both in bredth and length.

Some of his bones in Warwicke yett
Within the castle there doe lye:

One of his sheeld.bones to this day
Hangs in the citye of Coventrye,

On Dwwnore heath I alaoe siewe
A monstrous wyld and emell beast,

Calld the Dun.cow of Dunamore heath l
Which manye people had opprest.

Some of her bones in Warwicke yett
Still for a monument doe lye;

And there exposed to looker's viewe
As wonderous strange, they may espye..

A llragon in Northumberland
I woe did in fijl;ht destroye,

Which did bothe man and beast oppresse,
And all the countrye sore annoye,

At length to Warwicke I did come,
Like pilgrim poore, and was not Gowne ;

And there I lived a hermitt's life
A mile and more out of the towne ;

Where with my hands I hewed a house
Out of a crag/{y rocke of lltolle ;

And lived like a palmer poore
Within that cave myself olone :

And daylye came to bejl;g my bread
Of Phelis att my castlegate ;

Not knowne unto my loved wiffe,
Who dailye mourned for her mate.

Till att the last I fell sore sicke,
Yea sicke soe sore that I must dye;

I sent to her a ring of golde,
By which shee knew me presentlye.

Then shee. repairing to the cave
Before that I gave up the ghost,

Herself closd u.p my dying eyes:
My Phew f&lre, whom I loyd most.
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Thus dreadful death did me arrest,
To bring my corpes unto the grave;

And like a palmer dyed I,
Wherby I sought my soule to 88ve.

My body that endured this toyle,
Though now it be consumed to mold j

My statue faire en~ven in stone,
In Warwicke still you may behold.

GUY AND AMARANT.

4n

FROII "tbe (amoua Blltorie of Guy Earl of Wanrick,- by Samuel
Rowlandl, wbo lived III the reign. of Elizabeth, J amel, IUld Charlel
tbe Fint, and llsuppoeed to bave died In 163'. He waa a coploDll
writer of protle IUld vene, and III bI. ligbter manner iIOJIletimea anti
cipates Butler. The "llIItorIe" WaR pr!Ilted III 16'8.

GUY journeyes towards that aanctifyed jt1'Ound,
Whereas the J ewea fayre citye sometime stood,

Wherin our Saviour's sacred head was crownd,
And where for sinfull man he shed his blood :

To see the sepulcher was his intent,
The tombe that Joseph unto Jeauslent.

With tedious miles he tyred his wearye feet,
And passed desart places full of danger,

At last with a most woefull wight· did meet.
A man that unto BOrroW was noe stranger:

For he had fifteen sonnea, made captives all
To slavish bondage, in extremeat thrall.

A gyant called Amarant detaind them,
Whom noe man durst encounter for his strength:

Who in a castle, which he held, had chaind them:
Guy questions, where Pand understands at length

The place not farr.-Lend me thy sword, quoth hee,
lie lend my manhood all thy sonnes to free.

I Eric Jouu, mentioned In the foregoing bWJad.
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With that he /toes, and lays upon the dore,
Like one that sayes, I must, and will come in :

The gyant never was BOe rowz'd before :
For noe such knocking at his gate had bin :

Boo takes his keyes, and clubb, and cometh out
Staring with ireful countenance about.
Sirr&, quoth hee, what busines hast thou heere P

Art come to feast the crowes about my walls P
Didst never heare, noe ransome can him cleere,

That in the compasse of my furye falls P
For making me to take a ~orter's paines,
With this saIDe clubb I will dash out thy braines.
Gyant, quoth Guy, y'are quarrelsome I see,

Choller and you seem very neere of kin :
Most dangerous at the clubb belike you bee ;

I have bin better armd, though now I{OO thin ;
But shew thy utmost hate, enlarge thy spight,
Keene is my weapon, and shall doe me nght.
Boo draws his sword, salutes him with the same

About the head, the shoulders, and the side:
Whilst his erected clubb doth death proclaime,

Standinge with huge Colossns' spacious stride,
Putting such vigour to his knotty beame,
That like a furnace he did smoke extreame.
But on the ground he spent his strokes in vaine,

For Guy was nimble to avoyde them still,
And ever ere he heav'd his clubb againe,

Did brush his plated coat against his will :
Att such advantaKe Guy wold never fayle,
To bang him soundlye In his coate of mayle.
Att last through thirst the gyant feeble wewe,

And sayd to Guy, As thou'rt of humane race,
Shew itt lD this, give nature's wants their dewe,

Let me but goo, and drinke in yonder place :
Thou canst not yeeld to •me ' a smaller thing,
Then to graunt life, that's given by the spring.
I graunt thee leave, quoth Guye, goo drink thy lust,

Go pledge the dragon, and the salvage bore :1

Succeed the tragedyes that they have past,
But never thinke to taste cold water more:

Drinke deepe to Death, and unto him carouse:
Bid him receive thee in his earthen house.

1 WhIch GUJ' bad .1aIn before.



Boa to the IlprinK he l!'oeB, and slakes his thirst;
Takeing the water in extremely like

Bome wracked shipp that on a rocke is burst,
Whose forced hulke agaimt the stones does stryke ;

ScoopinK it in soe fast with both his hands,
That Guy admiring to behold it stands.

Come on, quoth Guy, let us to worke againe,
Thou stayest about thy liquor overlong;

The fish, which in the river doe remaine,
Will want thereby; thy drinking doth them wrong :

But I will see their satisfaction made,
With gyant's blood they must and shall be payd.

Villaine, quoth Amannt, TIe crush thee streight;
Thy life shall pay thy daring toung's offence:

This clubb, which 18 about some hundred weijtht,
Is deathe's commission to dispatch thee hence:

DresBe thee for raven's dyett I must nepdcs;
And breake thy bones, as they were made of reades.

Incensed much by these bold pagan bostes,
Which worthye Guy cold ill endure to heare,

He hewes upon those bigg supporting postes,
Which like two pillars did h18 body beare :

Amannt for those wounds in choller growes,
And desperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes :

Which did directly on his body light,
Boo violent, and weighty there·withall,

That downe to ground on sudden came the knight;
And, ere he cold recover from the fall,

The !!'fant gott his clubb againe in fist,
And IWIld a stroke that wonderfullye mist.

Traytor, quoth Guy, thy falshood TIe repay,
This coward act to intercept my bloode.

Sayes Amarant, TIe murther any way,
With enemyes all vantages are good:

o could I pOison in thy nostrills blowe,
Besure of It wold dispatch thee 806.

It's well, aaid Guy, thy honest thoughts appeare,
Within that beastlye bulke where devills dwell;

Which are thY' tenants while thou livest heare,
But will be landlords when thou comest in holl:

Vile miscreant, prepare thee for their den,
Inhumane monster, hatefull unto men.

--
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But breathe thy selfe a time, while I goo drinke ;
For flameing PhlJlbus with his fye7e eye

Torments me soe with burning heat, thinke
My thirst wold serve to drinke an ooean drye:

Forbear a litle, u I delt with thee.
Quoth A.mara.nt, 'Thou hut noe foole of mee.
N00, sillye wretch, my father taught more witt,

How I shold use such enemyes u thou;
By all my ~ods I doe reJoice at itt,

To understand that th1rllt conatrainetl thee now;
For all the treuure, that the world containetl,
One drop of water shall not coole thy vaines.
Releeve my foe! why, 'twere a madman's part:

Refresh an advenarye to my wrong I
If thou imagine this, a child thou art :

Noe, fellow, I have known the world too Ion/;
To be aoe simple: now I know thy want,
A minute's space of breathing I'll not grant.
And with these words heaving aloft his clubb

Into the ayre, he swings the same about:
Then lhaketl his lookes, and doth his temples rubb,

And, like the Cyclops, in his pride doth strout :1
Birrs, sayes hee, I have you at a lift,
Now you are come unto your latest shift.
Perish forever: with this stroke I send thee

A medicine, that will doe thy thirat much /(ood ;
Take noe more care for drinke before I end thee,

And then we'll have carouses of thy blood:
Here's at thee with a butcher's downright blow,
To please my furye with thine overthrow.

Infernall, false, obdurate feend, said Guy,
That seemst a lumpe of crueltye from hell ;

Ungratefull mODster, since thou dost deny
The thing to mee wherin I used thee well:

'Vith more revenge, than ere my sword did make,
On thy accursed head revenge lie tll.ke.

Thy g-Jant's longitude shall shorter shrinke,
Except thy sun.lcorcht skin be weapon proof:

Fare" ell my thirst; I doe disdaine to drinko;
Streames keepe your waters to your owne behoof;

Or let wild beasts be welcome thereunto ;
With those pearle drops I will not have to do.

1 strout-,lnlt, or ....u """
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Here, tyrant, take a taste of my ~ood.will,

For tnus I doe begin my bloodye bout:
You cannot chuse but like the greetin~ ill;

It is not that BamI.' clubb will beare you out;
And take this payment on thy sha/{gye erowne-
A blowe that brought him with a vengeance downe.

Then Guy sett foot upon the monBter's brest,
And from hiB Bhoulders did his head divide;

Which with a yawningI.' mouth did gape, unblest ;
Noe dragon's jawes were ever seene soe wide

To open and to shut, till life WlI.lI Bpent.
Then Guy tooke keyes, and to the castle went.

Where manye woefull captives he did find,
Which had beene tyred with extrl."mityes ;

Whom he i:l freindly manner did unbind,
And reasoned with them of their miseryes :

Eche told a tale with teares, and si~hes, and cryes,
All weepinft to him with complaining eyes.

There tender ladyes in darke dungeons lay,
That were surprisM in the desut wood,

And had noe other dyett everye day,
Bllt flesh of humane creatures for their food :

Some with their 10Ter's bodyea had beene fed,
And in their wombes their husbands buryed.

Now he bethinkes him of his beinjl; there,
To enlarge the wrongM brethren from their woes :

And, &8 he searcheth, doth great clamours heare,
Br. which sad souud's direction on he goes,

Untill he findes a darksome obscure gate,
Arm'd strongly ouer all with iron plate.

That he unlockes, and enters, where appeares
The stran~estobJect that he ever saw;

Men that with famishment of many yearea,
Were like deathe's picture, which the painters draw ;

Divers of them were hanged by eche thombe;
Others head·downward: by the middle some.

With diligence he takes them from the walle,
With lybertye their thraldome to acquaint:

Then the perplexed knight their father calls,
And sayeR, Receive thy sonneR though poore and faint:

I pl'Ornisd you their lives, acCl."pt of that;
But did not warrant you they shold be fat.
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The castle I doe give thee, heere's the keyes,
Where tyranye for many yeeres did dwell:

Procure the gentle tender ladycs' easc,
For pittyes sake, use wronged women well:

Men easilye revenge the wrongs men do ;
But poore weake women have not !Itrength thereto.
The good old man, even overjoyed with this,

Fell on the ground, and wold have kist Guy's foote:
Father, quoth he, refraine soo base a kiss,

For age to honor youth I hold unmeete :
Ambitious pryde hath hurt mee all it can,
I goo to mortifie a sinfull man.

THE AULD GOOD.MAN.

J. SCOTTISH SONG.

LA.TE in an evening forth I went
A little before the sun gade down,

And there I chanc't, by accident,
To light on a battle new be~n :

A man and his wife wer fawn! in a strife,
I canna weel tell ye how it be~an ;

But aye she wail'd her wretched life,
Cryeng, Evir alake, mine auld goodman!

RH.

Thy auld goodman, that thou tells of,
The country kens where he was born,

Was but a silly poor v~abond,
And ilka ane leugh him to scorn :

For he did spend and make an end
Of gear ' his fathers nevir' wan ;

He gart the poor stand frae the door;
Bae tell nae mm of thy auld goodman.

SHE.

My_heart, alake! is liken to break,
Whan I think on my winsome John,

His blinkan ee, and gate sae free,
Was naithing like thee, thou dOlend! drone;

1 Fawn-.faUex.
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Wi' his 1'08ie face, and flaxen hair,
And skin as white as ony swan,

He was large and t&ll, and comely withall ;
Thou'lt nem be like mine auld goodman.

RH.

Why dost thou plein pI I thee maintein ;
For meal and mawt: thou disna want:

But thy wild bees I canna please,
Now whan our gear gins to grow scant:

Of houshold stuff thou hast enough;
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ;

Of sicklike ware he left thee bare;
Baa tell nne mair of thy auld goodman.

SRJ:.

Yes I may tell, and fret my sell,l
To think on those blyth days I had,

Whan I and he together ley
In armes into a well·made bed:

But now I sigh, and may be sad ;
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan,

Thou ralds th:y feet, and fa's asleep;
Thou'It neVU' be like mine auld goodman.

Then coming was the night sae dark,
And gane was a' the hght of day ;

The carle was {ear'd to miss his mark,
And therefore wad nae longer stay:

Then up he gat, and ran his way,
I trowe, the wife the day she wan ;

And aye the owreword4 of the fray
Was, Em alake ! mine auld goodman..
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FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM.

Tms HeIDI to be tbe old 80Dg qnoted in Fletcher'1 .. Knight of the
HllI"Ding Peetle I- although tbe Ill< llnes there preser1'ed IU"ll IOmewbU
dltTerent trom thOle In the ballad, wblch iI here gi\'eD from a modena
taU ClOpy.

As it fell ant on a long summer's day,
'1'wo lovers they 8at on a hill ;

They sat to~ether that IanI\' summer's day,
And could not talk. their fill.

I see no harm by yon, Mar~t,
And you see none by mee ;

Before to-morrow at eight 0' the clock
A rich wedding you shall lee.

Fair Margaret sat in her bower-window,
Combing her yellow hair;

There she spyed sweet William and his bride,
As they were a riding near.

Then down she layd her ivory combe,
And braided her hair in twain:

She wpnt alive out of her bower,
:But ne'er came alive in't again.

When day Will I{one. and light was come,
And all men fast aslepp,

Then came the spirit of fair Marg'ret,
And stood at William's feet.

Are you awake, Iweet William Pshee said;
Or, sweet William, are you asleep P

God I{ive you joy of your gay bride.bed,
And me of my winding sheet.

When day Will come, and night was gone,
And all men wak'd from sleep,

Sweet William to his lady sayd,
My dear, I have canse to weep.

I drpamt a dream, my dear lady?l,
Such dreames are never good :

I dreamt my bower was full of red' wine,'
And my bride·bed full of blood.
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Such dreams, such dreams, my honoured Sir,
They never do prove good ;

To dream thy bower was full of red' wine,'
And thy bride·bed full of blood.

He callM up his merry men all,
By one, by two, and by three;

SaYIng, I'll away to fair Mug'ret's bower,
By the leave of my ladie.

And when he came to fair Mug'ret's bower,
He knocked at the ring ;

And who so ready as her seven brethren
To let sweet William in.

Then he turned up the covering.sheet,
Pray let me see the dead ;

Methfuks she looks all pale and wan,
She hath lost her cherry red.

I'll do more for thee, Margan)t,
Than any of thy kin;

For I will kiss thy--pale wan lips,
Though a smile I cannot win.

With that bespake the seven brethren,
Making most piteous moue:

You may go kiss your jolly brown bride,
And let our sister alone.

If I do ki88 my jolly brown bride,
I do but what is right;

I neer made a vow to yonder poor corpse
By day, nor yet by night.

Deal on, deal on, my merry men all,
Deal on your cake and your wine :1

For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day,
Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine.

Fair Margaret dyed to.day, to-day,
Sweet William dyed the morrow;

Fair MarJt&ret dyed for pure true love,
Sweet William dyed for sorrow.

I JJ1ud1tttr to Uta dole anclenUr g1T8D at ttmerala.
GG
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Margaret was buryed in the lower ehancN,
And William in the higher :

Out of' her brest there spnmg a roee.
And out of' hit a briar.

They grew till they grew unto the church top,
And then they could grow no higher;

And there they tyed in a true lovel'll knot,
Which made aU the people admire.

Then oame the clerk of' the parish,
As you the truth shall hear,

And by misfortune cut them down,
Or they had now been there.

BARBARA ALLEN'S CRUELTY.

GIVE., with OOrrectlODl,ftoom aD old black.leUeroopYlllltlUed .. Barbara
AIleD'. cruelty, or the JODDg man" tragedy.-

IN Scarlet towne. where I wu borne,
There was a f'aire maid dwellin,

Made every youth arye, Wel-awaye I
Her name was Barbara Allen.

All in the merrye month or May,
When I{l'eene buds they were swellin,

Yong Jemmye Grove on his death·bed lay,
For love of' Barbara Allen.

He Bent his man unto her then,
To the town where shoo was dwellin ;

You must come to my master deare,
Gi1F your name be Barbara Allen.

For death is printed on his f'ace,
And ore hiS hart is stealin :

Then haste away to comfort him,
o lovelye Barbara Allen.

Though death be printed on his f'BOO,
And ore his harte is stealin,

Yet little better shall he bee
For bonny Barbara Allen.
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So slowly, slowly, she came up,
And slowly she came nye hIm;

And all she saId, when there she came,
Yong man, I think y'are dying.

He turnd his face unto her strait,
With deadlye sorrow sighing ;

o lovely maid, come pity mee,
!me on my deth·bed lying.

If on your death-bed you doe lye,
WhAt needs the tale you are tellin ;

I cannot keep you from your death:
Farewell, sayd Barbara Allen.

He turnd his face unto the wall,
As deadlye panlP' he fell in:

Adieu I adieu I adieu to you all,
Adieu to Barbara Allen.

As she WaR walking ore the fields,
She heard the bell a hellin ;

And every stroke did seem to saye,
Unworthy Barbara Allen.

She turnd her bodye round about,
And spied the corps 8 coming :

Lal'e down, laIe down the corps, she sayd,
That I may look upon Ium.

With scomfuJ eye she ]ookM downe,
Her cheeke with laughter swellin ;

Whilst all her friends cryd out amaine,
Unworthye Barbara Allen.

When he was dead, and laid in Itl'Sve,
Her harte was stmck with sorrowe,

o mother, mother, make my bed,
For I shall dye to-morrowe.

Hard-harted creature him to slight,
Who 10vM me so dearlye:

o that I had beene more kind to him,
When he was alive and neare me!

She, on her death·bed as she ]aye,
Beg'd to be buried by him ;

And sore repented of the daye,
That she did ere denye him.

GG 2

451



4052 ULIQUJ:S OP LNCIJllfT POJ:TBY.

Farewell, she sayd, ye virgins all,
.And shun the fault I fell in :

Henceforth take warning by the fall
Of cruel Barbara Allen.

SWEET WILLIAM'S GHOST.

J. SCOTTISH BJ.LUD.

Fao. Allan Rallll&y'e .. Tea-Table lIlecel1aDy." The _cJadlD,
etanu of thII piece eeeme to be modem.

TB:BBB came a ghost to Margaret'. door,
With many a Itrievous ~one,

And ay he tirlMI at the pm;
But answer made she none.

Is this my father Philip P
Or is't my brother JohnP

Or is't my true love Willie,
From Scotland new come home P

'Tis not thy father Philip ;
Nor yet thy hrother John :

But 'tis thy true love Willie
From Scotland new come home.

o sweet Margret! 0 dear Margret I
I pray thee speak to mee :

Give me my faith and troth, Margret,
As I gave it to thee.

Thy faith and troth thou'se nevir get,
•Of me shalt nevir win,'

Till that thou come within my bower,
.And kiss my cheek and chin.

If I should come within thy bower,
I am no earthly man :

And should I kiss thy rosy lipp,
Thy deys will not be lang.

I Tirled-ttoirlH.
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o sweet Margret, 0 dear Margret,
I pray thee speak to mee :

Give me my faith and troth, Margret,
.As I gave it to thee.

Thy faith and troth thou'se nem get,
• Of me shalt nem win,'

Till thou take me to yon kirk yard,
And wed me with a ring.

My bones are buried in a kirk yard
Afar beyond the sea,

And it is but my sprite, Margret,
That's speakfug now to thee.

She stretched out her lilly-white hand,
.As for to do her best:

Rae there lour faith and troth, Willie,
God lien your !IOu! good rest.

Now she has kilted her robes of green,
A piece below her knee :

And a' the live-Ian/{ winter night
The dead COrpl followed shee.

la there any room at your head, Willie P
Or any room at your feet P

Or any room at your lide, Willie,
Wherein that I may creep P

There's nae room at my head, Margret,
There's nae room at my Ceet,

There's no room at my lide, Margret,
My coffin is made 10 meet.

Then up and crew the red red Cock,
And up then crew the gray:

Tis time, tis time, my dear Margret,
That •I' were gane away.

No more the ghoet to Marl{l"et said,
But, with a grievous grone,

Evanish'd in a cloud of mist,
And left her all alone.

o stay, my only true love, ltay,
The constant Margret cried :

Wan wew her cheeks, she clos'd her een,
Stretch'd her saft limbs, and died.



sm JOHN GREHME AND BARBARA. ALLAN.

J. lIComSH BJ.LLJ.D.

PIl1JlTED, with a few 00I\Jectural emeDdatlOlll, from a written copy.

IT was in and about the Martinmu time,
When the greene leaves wer a fallan ;

That Sir John Grehme 0' the wellt oountrye,
Fell in luve wi' Barbara Allan.

He sent his man down throw the towne,
To the plaice wher she was dwellan :

o haste and cum to my maister deare,
Gin ye bin Barbara Allan.

o hooly, hooly raise she up,
To the plaice wher he was Iran I

And whan she drew the curtain by,
Young man, I think ye'ra dyan.

o its I'm sick, and very very sick,
And its a' for Barbara Allan.

o the better for me -,e'se never be,
Though your hart s blude wer spillan.

Remember ye nat in the tavern, sir,
Whan ye the cups wer fillan ;

How ye made the liealths gae round and round,
And slighted Barbara Allan P

He turn'd his faee unto the wa',
And death was with him dealan ;

Adiew I adiew I my dear friends a'
Be kind to Barbara Allan.

Then hooly, hooly raise she up,
And hooly, hooly left him;

And sighan said, she could not stay,
Since death of life had raft him.

She had not gane a mile but twa,
Whan she heard the deid.bell knellan ;

Andev~ jow the deid-bell geid,
Cried, Wae to Barbara Allan I



TEB B~L1D'S Dj,UGIITKB OP ISLIlfGTON, 4.55

o mither, mither, mak my bed.
o mak it saft and narrow:

Since my love died for me to day,
Ise die for him to morrowe.

THE BAILIFF'S DAUGHTER OF ISLINGTON.

IMPROVED from. black·letter oopy lD the PepYll Colleotiou. llling.
tan In Norfolk II enppoeed ta be the place bere meant.

TIIBBB wu a youthe, and & well·beloved youthe,
And he wu a SSuire's son :

He loved the batu~~daughter deare,
That lived in . n.

Yet she was ooye, and would Dot believe
That he did love her soe ; ,

Noa, nor at any time would she
Any countenance to him showe.

But when his friendes did underatand
His fond and foolish minde,

They sent him up to faire London
An apprentice for to binde.

And when he had been seven long yearea,
And never his love could Bee :

MllIlY a teare have I shed for her sake,
When she little thought of mae.

Then all the maids of Islington
Went forth to sport and playe,

All but the bayliffe's daughter deare;
She secretly stole awaye.

She pulled off her gowne of greene,
.AIid lIut on ragged attire,

And to faire London she would go
Her true love to enquire.

And as she went along the high road,
The weather being hot and drye,

She sat her downe upon a green bank,
And her true love came riding bye.

J
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She started up, with a colour soo redd,
Catching hold of his bridle-reine j

Ol1Eljl8nny, one penny, kind sir, she sayd,
Will ease me of much paine.

Before I give you one penny, sweet-heart,
Praye tell me where you were borne.

At Islinjtton, kind sir, sayd shee,
Where I have had many a scome.

I prythee, Bweet-heart, then tell to mea,
o tell me, whether you knowe

The balliff'e'B daughter of Islington.
She 18 dead, Bir, long agoo.

If she be dead, then take my hone,Mi saddle and bridle alsO ;
For will into Bome farr countrye,

Where noo man shall me knOWs.

o staye, 0 Btaye, thou goodlye youthe,
She Btandeth by thy side j

She is here alive, she is not dead,
And readye to be thy bride.

o farewell griefe, and welcome joye,
Ten thousand times therefore j

For nowe I have founde mine owne true love,
Whom I thought I should never Bee more.

THE WILLOW TREE.

J. PJ.BTOBJ.L DIJ.LOGUB.

FROII the llDall black·letter collection entitled "The Golden Garland
')f princely Delllhtlll" oollated with two other COplllll. and corrected by
conjecture.

WILLY.

How now, shepherde, what meanes that P
Why that willowe in thy hat P
Why thy scarffes of red and yellowe
Turil'd to brancheB of greene willowe P



THB WILLOW ftBB.

CUDDY.

They are chang'd, and 10 am I;
Sorrowes live, but pleasures die :
Phillis hath forsaken mee,
Which makes me weare the willowe-tree.

WILLY.

Phillis I shee that lov'd thee long P
Is shee the lass hath done thee wrong P
Shee that lov'd thee long and best,
Is her love turned to a jest P

CUDDY.

Shee that long true love profest,
She hath robb'd my heart of rest:
For she a new love loves, not mee ;
Which makes me wear the willowe.tree.

WILLY.

Come then, shepherde, let us joine,
Since thy happ is like to mine :
For the maid I thou/tht most trne
Mee hath also bid adieu.

CUDDY.

Thy hard hapl' doth mine appease;
ComJ>8Dy;e doth IOrrowe ease :
Yet, Phillis, stilll pine for thee,
And still must weare the willowe-tree.

WILLY.

Shepherde, be advis'd by mee,
Cast off grief and willowe-tree:
For thy grief brings her content,
She is ple8ll'd if thou lament.

CUDDY.

Herdsman, I'll be rul'd by thee,
There lyes gI'ief and willowe-tree :
Henceforth I will do 811 they,
And love a new love every day.
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THE LADY'S FALL.

Faoll the f'olIo HS.,ooI1&ted with two prlnW oopt_ln blaok-letter.

Mllll:B well my heavy: dolefull tale,
You loyallioven all,

And heedfully beare in your brest
A gallant ladye'l fall.

Long was Ihe wooed, ere ahoo was WOlllle,
To lead a wedded life;

But folly wrought her overthrowe
Before ahoo wu a wife.

Too soone, alas I ahe gave consent,
And yeelded to hil will,

Though: he proteBted to be true,
And Caithfull to her Itill.

Shoo felt her body altered quite;
Her bright hue waxed J;lale j

Her lovelye cheeks chang d color white.
Her Itrength began to Cayle.

Boe that with many a sorrowful sigh,
ThiB beauteous ladye milde,

Withgreeved hart perceived herselfe
To have conceived with childe.

Shee kept it from her parent'l sight,
AI close as close might bee,

And 106 put on her silken gowne
None might her swelling aee.

Unto her lover secretly
Her greefe shoo did bewray,

And, walking with him hand in hand.
These words to him did aay j

Behold. quoth ahee, a maid's distresse
By love brou~ht to thy bowe j

Behold I goe WIth childe by thee,
Tho none thereof doth knowe.

The litle babe springs in my wombe
To heare ita father's voyce j

Lett it not be a bastard o8lled.
Sith I made thee my choyce :

,
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Come, come, my love, perform thy vowe
And wed me out of hand;

o leave me not in this extreme
Of griefe, alas! to stand.

Think on thy former promises,
Thy oathes and vowes eche one;

Remember with what bitter teares
To mee thou madest thy moane.

Convay me to some seerett place,
And marry me with speede ;

Or with thy rapyer end my life,
Ere further shame proceede.

Alooke 1my beauteous love, quoth hee,
My joye, and only dear;

WhiCh: way can I conny thee hence,
When dangers are 10 near P

Thy friends are all of hye degree,
And I of meane estate ;

Full hard it is to gett thee forthe
Out of thy father's gate.

Dread not thy life to Rave my fame,
For if thou taken bee,

My selfe will step betweene the swords,
And take the hanne on mee :

Boo shall I SCipe dishonor quite ;
And if I should be Blaine,

What oould they say. but that true love
Had wrought a ladye's bane.

But feare not any further harms;
My selfe will soe devise,

That I will ryde away with thee
Unknowen ofmortall eyes:

Dislluis4ld like lOme pretty pagene meete thee in the darke,
And all alone TIe oome to thee

Hard by my father's parke.

And there, quoth hee, Ile meete my deve,
If God soe lend me life,

On this day month without all fayle
I will make thee my wife.
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Then with a sweet and loving kisse,
They parted presentlye.

And att their partinge brinish teares .
Stoode in eche others eye.

Att lenjtth the wisMd day was come,
On which this beauteous mayd.

With longing eyes, and strange attire,
For her true lover stayd.

When any person shee e8pyed
Come ryding ore the plAine,

She hop'd it was her owne true love:
But all her hopes were vaine.

Then did shee weepe, and sore bewayle
Her most nnhaPklY fate ;

Then did shoo speake these woefull worda.
As succourless she sate ;

o false, forsworne, and faithlesse man,
Disloyall in thy love,

Hast thou forgott thy promise past,
And wilt thou peI'Jured prove P

And hast thon now forsaken moo
In this my great distreelle,

To end my dayes in open shame,
Which thou mightst well redresae P

Woe worth the time I oor believ'd
That flatterinK tongue of thine :

Wold God that I had never seene
The tearee of thy false eyne.

And thus with many a sorrowful sigh,
Homewards shee went againe;

Nos rest came in her waterye eyel,
Shee felt luch privye paine.

In travail strong shoo fell that night,
With many a bitter throwe ;

What woefull paines shoo then did feel,
Doth eche gOod woman knowe.

Shee called up her waiting mayd,
That la~ at her bedd's feete,

Who mUSIDIt at her mistreB8' woe,
Began full fast to weepe.
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Weepe not, said shee, but shutt the dores,
And windowes round about;

Let none bewray my wretched state,
But keepe all persons out.

o mistress, call your mother deare;
Of women you have neede,

And of some skilfull midwife's helpe,
That better may you speed.

Call not my mother for thy life,
Nor fetch no woman here;

The midwife's helpe comes all too late,
My death I doe not feare.

With that the babe sp~ from her wombe,
No creature being nye,

And with one sighe, which brake her hart,
This gentle dame did dye.

The lovely litle infant younge,
The mother being dead,

Resigned ita new received breath
To him that had it made.

Next morning came her own trne love,
Aifrighted at the newes,

And he for sorrow slew himselfe,
Whom eche one did accuse.

The mother with her new borne babe,
Were laide both in one grave:

Thcir parenta overworne with woe
No JOY thenceforth cold have.

Take heed, :you dayntye damsells all,
Of flattenng worda beware,

And to the honour of your name
Have an cspecial care.

Too trne, alas! this story is,
As manr one can tell :

By others harmes learne to be wise,
And you shall do full well.
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WALY WALY, LOV E BE BONNY.

A SCOTTISH SOl'G.

THE berolne of tbts Songwal Lad)' Barbara Enldne, daagbter of 301m.
ninth Earl of Mar, and wife of Jamee, eecond Marqule of DoucJ
.. Tblllad)',lJl&JTIed In 1670, W&II divorced, or at least upe1lecl from
tbe eocIety of her hUlband, tn coneeqnence of ocandale which a dilap
pointed lover, Lowrie of Blackwood, buely inBIDoated tnto the ear uf
tbe Marqule.-

o WAI.yl waly up the bank,
And waly waly down the brae,

And waly waly yon burn side,
Where I and my love wer wont to 1{&8.

I leant my back unto an aik,
I thou~ht it was a trusty tree ;

But fint It bow'd, and syne it brak,
Sae my true love did lichtly' me.

o waly wal1' gin love be bonny,
A little time while it is new;

But when ita auld it waxeth cauld,
And fades awa' like morning dew.

o wherfore shuld I busk my head P
Or wherfore .huld I kame my hair ~

For my true love has me forsook,
And say. he'll never loe me mm.

Now Arthur-seat' saIl be my bed,
The sheets shall neir be tyl'd' by me:

Saint Anton's well sall be my drink,
Since my true love has forsaken me.

Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw,
And shake the green leaves a1f tlIe tree P

o gentle death, whan wilt thou cum P
For of my life I am wcarie.

'Tis not the frost, that freezes fell,
Nor blawing snaws' inclemencie;

'Tis not sic cauld, that makes me cry,
But my love's heart grown cauld to me

I WBly--ol<u1 • Llchtly-Uglt/l.
I Arthur-oe_. hlll near EdInburgh, at the bottom ui which Ie St. A..

boot. Well. • Fyl'd~
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Whan we came in by Glugowe town,
We were a comely sight to see,

My love was cled in black velvet,
And I my sell in cramuie.1

But had I wist, before I kiBst,
That love had been sae ill to WIn ;

I had lockt my heart in a case of gowd,
And pinnd It with a siller pin.

And, oh I if my young babe were born,
And set upon the nurse's knee,

And I my sell were dead and 1t&n81
For a maid again !se never be.

THE BRIDE'S BURIAL.

FROII two aucieDt ClClJII- In black·letter: one III the Peprl Collection.
Ihe other In the BrIU1h JI-.

COllB mourne. come mourne with mee.
You loyall lovers all;

Lament my 1088 in weeds of woe.
Whom griping grief doth thrall.

Like to the droopi~vine.
Cut by the gardener'. knife.

Even so my heart. with sorrow alaine,
Doth bleed for my sweet wife.

By death, that grislye ghost.
My turtle dove is slaine,

And I am left, unhapPY' man,
To spend my dayes 10 paine.

Her beauty late so bright.
Like roBeS in their prime.

Is wasted like the mountain snowe,
Before warme Phebus' shine.

Her faire red oolour'd cheeks
Now pale and wan; her eyes,

Th.tt late did shine like crystal stars,
Alas. their light it dies :
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Her prettye lilly hands,
WIth fin~er8 long and small,

In colour like the eartWy claye,
Yea, cold and stiff withall.

When as the mornin/{-star
Her golden gates had spred,

And that the glitterin~ sun arose
Forth from fair Thetis' bed;

Then did my love awake,
Most like a lilly-flower,

And as the lovely queene of heaven,
So shone shee in her bower.

Attired was shee then
Like Flora in heUride,

Like one of bright Diana's nymphs,
So look'd my loving bride.

And as fair Helens face
Did Grecian dames besmirche,l

80 did my dear exceed in sight
All virgins in the church.

When we had knitt the knott
Of holy wedlock-band,

Like alabaster joyn'd to jett,
So stood we hand in hand;

Then lo! a chillin~ cold
Strucke every Vltal part,

And wiping grief, like pangs of death,
Seiz'd on my true love's heart.

Down in a swoon she fell,
As cold as any stone;

Like Venus picture lacking life,
So was my love brought home.

At length her r08ye red,
Throughout her comely face,

As Phrebus beames with watry cloudes
Was cover'd for a space.

When with a wievous groane,
And voice both hoarse and drye,

Farewell, quoth she, my loving friend,
For I th18 dayc must dye;

I llesmlrcbe-diocoloxr.
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The messenger of God
With golden trumpe I see,

With manye other angels more,
Which sound and call for mel.'.

Instead of musicke sweet,
Go toll my passing beli ;

And with sweet flowers strow fLy grave,
That in my chamber smell

Strip off my bride's arraye,
My cork shoes from my feet;

And, gentle mother, be not coyI.'
To bring my winding-sheet.

My wedding dinner drest,
Bestowe upon the poor,

And on the hungry, needy, maimde,
Now craving at the door.

Instead of vir~ns yang,
My bride-bed for to see,

Go cause some cunning carpenter,
To make a ch&Jt for mee.

My bride laces of silk
Bestowd, for maidens meet,

Mal fitly serve, when I am dead,
10 tye my hands and feet.

And thou, my lover true,
My husband and my friend,

Let me intreRt thee here to staye,
Until my life doth end.

Now leave to talk of love,
And humblye on your knee,

Direct your prayers unto God:
But mourn no more for mee.

In love as we have Hvde,
In love let us depart;

And I, in token of my love,
Do kiss thee with my heart.

o staunch those bootless teares ;
Thy weeping tis in vainI.' ;

I am not lost, for wee in heaven
Shall one daye meet againI.'.

xu
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With that shea turn'd aside,
As one dispos'd to sleep.

And like a lamb departed life:
Whose friends did sorely weep.

Her tnle love seeing this,
Did fetch a grievous /{roane,

.As tho' his heart would burst in twaine.
And thus he made his moane.

o darke and dismal daye,
A daye of grief and care,

That hath bereft the sun so bright.
Whose beams refresht the air.

Now woe unto the world,
And all that therein dwell ;

o that I were with thee in heaven,
For here I live in hell.

And now this lover lives
A discontented life,

Whose bride was brought unto the grave
A maiden and a wife.

A garland fresh and faire
Of lillies there was made,

In sign of her virA'init;ye,
And on her coffin lrod.

Six maidens all in white,
Did beare her to the ground:

The bells did ring in solemn sort,
And made a doleful1 sound.

In earth they laid her then,
For hungry wormes a preye ;

So shall the fairest face alive
At length be brought to claye.
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DULCINA.

FROII two ancient coples in black·letter. The Song's mentioned Il8
very popular in Walton'... Angler;" and has been ascribed to Raldgll
on very doubtful authority•

.As at noone Dnlcina rested
In her sweete and shady bower,

Came a shepherd, and requested
In her lapp to sleepe an hour.

But from her looke
A wounde he tooke

Soo deepe, that for a further boone
The nymph he prayes.
Wherto shee sayes,

Forgoeme now, come to me soone.

But in vayne shea did conjure him
To depart her presence soe ;

Having a thousand ton~ues to allure him,
And but one to bid him goe;

Where lipps invit~,

And eyes delight,
And cheekes, as fresh as rose in June,

Persuade delay;
What boots she say,

Forgoe me now, come to me BOOne P

He demands what time for pleasure
Can there be more fit than now:

She sayes, night gives love that leysure,
Which the day can not allow.

He sayes, the si~ht

• Improves deligl~t;
Which she denies: Ni,ltht's mirkie noons

In Venua· playes
Makes bold, shea sayes ;

Forgoo me now, come to mea soone.

But what ;promise or profession
From hiS hands cou1d purchase scope P

Who would sell the sweet possession
Of suche beautye for a hope P

uu2
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Or for the sijlht
Of lingering nijlht

Forgoo the prellent joyes of noone P
Though ne'er soo faire
Her speeches were,

Forgoo me now, come to me soone.

How, at last, agreed these lovers P
Shea was fayre, and he was yOUDj1;:

The tonj1;Ue may tell what th'eye discov'ml;
Joyes unseene are never sung.

Did shee consent,
Or he relent;

Accepts he night, or KI'ants shea noone ;
Left he her a mnyd,
Or not; she sayd,

Forgoe me now, come to me 800ne.

THE LADY ISABELLA'S TRAGEDY.

FaolillD old black-letter copy In the Pepys Collection, collal.ed with
llDother In the British MlIkWD.

THEBE was a lord of worthy fame,
And a hunting he would ride,

Attended by a noble traine
Of gentrye by his side.

And while be did in chase remaino
To 8ee both sport and playe ;

His ladye went, as she did feigne,
Unto the church to prayc.

This lord he had a daughter deare.
Whose beauty shone so brill;ht.,

She was belov'd, both far andneare,
Ofmany a lord and knight.

Fair Isabella was ahe call'd ;
A creature faire was shee;

She was her father's only joye I
As you shall after aee.
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Therefore her. crnel step-mother
Did envye her so much,

That daye by daye she sought her life,
Her malice it wu such.

She bargain'd with the muter-cook,
To take her life awaye :

And takin~ of her dsughter's boole,
She thus to her did saye.

Go home, sweet daughter, I thee praya,
Go hasten presentlie ;

And tell unto the master-cook
These wordes that I tell thee.

And bid him dresse to dinner streiltht
That faire and milke-white doe,

That in the parke doth shine so bright,
There's none so faire to showe.

This ladye fearing of no harme,
Obey'd her mother's will ;

And presentlye she hasted home,
Her pleuure to fulfill.

She streight into the kitchen went,
Her message for to tell ;

And there she spied the master-cook,
Who did with malice swell.

Nowe, muter-cook, it must be soo,
Do that which I thee tell :

You needes must dresse the milk-white doe,
Which you do knowe full well.

Then streight his cmell bloodye hands
He on the ladye layd ;

Who quivering and shaking stands,
While thus to her he sayd :

Thou art the doe that I must dresse ;
See here, behold my knife;

For it ia pointed presently
To ridd thee of thy life.

o then, cried out the scullion-boye,
As loud as loud might bee;

o save her life, jtood master-cook,
And make your pyes of mel" !
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For pitye's sake do not destroye
My ladye with your knife;

You know shee is her father's joye,
For Chri8te's sake save her life.

r will not save her life, he sayd,
N or make my pyes of thee ;

Yet if thou dost this deed bewravt':
Thy butcher I will bee.

Now when this lord he did comecoml'
For to sit downe and eat;

He called for his daughter deare,
To come and carve his meat.

Now sit you downe, his lndye sayd,
o sit you downe to ment:

Into some nunnery she is gone j

Your daughter deare forget.

Then solemnlye he made a vowe,
Before the companie,

That he would neither eat nor drinke
Until he did her see.

o then be8pake the scullion-boye,
With a loud voice so hye :

If now you will your daughter see,
My lord, cut up that pye :

Wherein her Heshe is mincM small,
And parched with the fire;

All caused by her step-mother,
Who did her death desire.

And cursM bee the master-cook,
o cursed may he bee I

I proffered him my own heart's blood.
From death to set her tree.

Then all in blacke this lord did mourne;
And for his daughter's sake

He judged her cruellstep-mother
To be burnt at a stake.

Likewise he judg'd the master-cook
In boiling lead to stand;

And made the simple scullion-boye
The heire of all his land.
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A HUE AND CRY AFTER CUPID.

THIs lOng, from Ben Jonson's" MlUlQue at the marriage of Lord
Haddlngton," Is freely translated from & poem of '£&880, who copied
the lint ,. ldylllum" of Moschua.

BBAUTIBS, have yee seen a toy.
Called Love, a httle boy,
Almost naked, wanton, blinde;
Cruel now, and then as kindeP
If he be amongst yee, say;
He is Venus' run-away.

Shee, that will but now discover
Where the winged wag doth hover,
Shall to.night receive a kisse,
How and where herselfe would wish:
But 'Who brings him to his mother
Shall have that kisse, and another.

Markes he hath about him plentie ;
You may know him among twentie :
All his body is a fire,
And his breath a flame entire:
Which, being shot, like lightning, in,
Wounds the heart, but not the skin.

Wings he hath, which though yee clip.
He willleape from lip to lip,
Over liver, li~hta, and heart ;
Yet not stay w any part.
And, if chance his arrow miBBes,
He will shoot himselfll in kiBBes.

He doth beare a golden bow,
And a quiver hanging low,
Full of arrowes, which outbrave
Dian's shafts; where, if he have
An., head more sharpe than other,
WIth that first he strikes his mother.

Still the fairest are his fnell,
When his daies are to be cruell ;
Lovers' hearts are all his food,
And his baths their warmest blond:
N ought but wounds his hand doth season,
And he hates none like to Reason.
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Trust him not: his words, though lWeet
Seldome with his heart doe meet:
.All his practice is deceit;
Everie iPft is but a bait:
Not a kJue but poyson bearea ;
And most treason's in his teares.

Idle minutes are his raigoe ;
Then the stral{~lermakes hia ~ine,
By presentin~maids with toyes,
And would have yee thinke hem joyes ;
'Tis the ambition of the elfe
To have all childish as himselfe.

If by these yee please to know him,
Beauties, be not nice, but show him.
Though yee had a will to hide him,
Now, we hope, YEte'le not abide him,
Since yee heare this falser's play,
And that he is Venus' run-away.

THE KING OF FRANCE'S DAUGHTER.

Tull lito.,. of thl. Ballad seems to be taken from an incident In the
domeotlc blstory of Charlee the Bald, King of France. Db da1lllhtn'
Jndlth .... betrothed to Ethe1wulph King of England: but before the
marriage was consummated Ethelwulph dIed, and .he returned to
France, whence she was carried off hy Baldwin, Foreater of Flanden;
who, after many ero...e. and dimeultles, at length obtained the king>.
COllleJlt to thelr marriage, and was made Earl of Flanden. Tbl. hap
pened about A.D. 863.

The fbUowlng copy I. given from the folio MS.,collated with another
In black-letter, In the Pep,.. Collection, and occuionally amended.

IN the dayes of old,
When faire France did flourish,

Storyea plaine have told,
Loven felt annoye.

The queene a daughoor bare,
Whom beautye's queene did nourish,

She was lovelye faire,
She was her father'8 joye,
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~rince of En~land came,
Whose deeds did merit fame,

Bnt he was exil'd, and outcast:
Love his soul did fire,
Shoo ~ted his desire.

Their hearts in one were linkM fast.
Which when her father proved,
Sorelye he was moved,

And tormented in his minde.
He sought for to prevent them;
And, to discontent them,

Fortune crou'd these lovers kinde.

When these princes twaine
Were thus barr'd of pleasure,

Throu~h the kinge's disdaine,
Which their joyes withstoode:

The lady soon prepar'd
Her jewells and her treasure :

Havinjt no regard
For state and royall bloode ;

In homelye poore array
She went from court away,

To meet her joye and heart's delight;
Who in a forrest great
Had taken up his seat,

To wayt her coming in the night.
But, lo! what sudden danjter
To this princely stranger

Chanced, as he sate alone I
By outlawes he was robbed.
And with ponyards stabbed,

Uttering many a dying RTOne.

The princesse, arm'd by 10Te,
And by chaste desire,

All the ~ht did rove
Without dread at all :

Still unltnowne she \last
In her stJoanlte atttre ,

Cominlt at the last
Within echoe's call,

You faire woods, quoth shea,
Honoured may you bee,
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Harbouring my heart's delight;
Which encompass here
My joye and only deare,

My trustye friend, and comelye knight.
Sweete, I come unto thee,
Sweete, I come to woo thee ;

That thou mayst not angry bee
For my long delayinl{ ;
For thy curteous staying

Soone amendes lie make to thee.

Passing thus alone
Through the silent forest,

Many a grievous grane
Sounded in her eares :

She heard one complayne
And la.ment the sorest,

Seeminl{ all in payne,
Sheddinl{ deadly teares.

Farewell, my deare, quoth hee,
Whom I must never see;

For why my life is att an end,
Through villa.ine's crueltye :
For thy sweet sake I dye,

To show I am a faithfull friend.
Here I lye a bleeding,
While my thoughts are feeding

On the rarest beautye found.
o hard happ, that may be!
Little howes my ladye

My hearte's blood IYel! on the ground.

With that a grane he sends
Which did burst in sunder

All the tender bands
Of his Kentle heart,

She, who knewe his voice,
At his wordes did wonder;

All her former joyes
Did to griefe convert.

Strait she ran to see,
Who this man shold bee,

That soe like her love did seeme :
Her lovely lord she found
Lye slaine upon the ground,

Smear'd With gore a gbastlye streame.
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Which his lady spying,
Shrieking, fainting, crying,

Her sorrows could not uttered bee :
Fate. she eryed, too erueIl :
For thee-my dearest jewell,

Would God! that I had dyed for thee.

His pale lippes, alas !
Twentye times she kissed.

And his face did wash
With her trickling teares:

Every gapinlt wound
Tenderlye -she preBsed,

And did wipe it round
With her golden haire9.

Speake, faire love, quoth shee,
Speake, faire prince, to mee,

One sweete word of comfort give:
Lift up thy deare eyes,
Listen to my cryes,

Thinke in what sad griefe I live.
All in vaine she sued,
All in vaine she wooed,

The pnnce's life was fled and gone.
There stood she still mourning,
Till the sun's retourning,

And brill;ht day was coming on.

In this great distresse
Weeping, wayling ever,

Oft shee eryed, alas !
What will become of mee P

To my father's court
I returne will never:

But in lowlye sort
I will a servant bee.

While thus she made her mone,
Weeping all alone,

In this deepe and deadlye fcare I

A for'ster all in greene,
Most comelye to be seene,

Ranging the woods did find her there.
Moved with her sorrowe,
Maid, quoth hee, good morrowe,
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What hard happ haa brou/{ht thee here P
Harder happ did never
Two kinde hearts dissever:

Here lyes slaine my brother deare.
Where may I remaine,

Gentle for'ster, shew me,
'Till I can obtaine

A service in my neede P
Paines I will not spare:

Thill kinde favour doe mee.
It will eMe my care;

Heaven shall be thy meede,
The for'liter all amazed,
On her beautye gazed,

Till hill heart waa set on fire.
If, fsire maid, quoth hee,
You will goe With mee,

You shall have your heart's desire.
He brought her to his mother,
And above all other

He sett forth this maiden's praise.
Long waa hill heart inflamed;
At len/{th her love he /tained.

And fortune crown'd his future dayes.

Thus unknowne he wedde
With a king's faire daughter:

Children seven they had,
Ere she told her birth.

Which when once he knew,
Humblye he besought her,

He to the world mi/{ht shew
Her rank and princelye worth.

He cloath'd his ohildren then,
(Not like other men)

In {l8!'tye.colours stran,:te to see I

The rl~ht side cloth of gold,
The left lIide to behold,

Of woollen cloth still framM bee.'

1 Thi. will remind the ""ader of the n1'ery and drnce of CharI.. Brandcm,
a private fC'!Dtloman, who matried the Queen DowljleJ' 01 France, odIter or
Henry VIII. At 11 tournament which he beld at bill wedding, the trapplnp of
Iu. bone were bDJf clotb of gold and bDJf frieoe, wltb the followlng"",",,:-

~ Cloth ofGold, do not desplle,
~ Tho' thou art matcbt with Cloth of FrIze I
~ C10tb of Friu. he not too bold,
~ Tho' tbou art matcht with Cloth of Gold.~
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Men thereatt did wonder;
Golden fame did thunder

This strange deede in every place :
The king of France came thither,
It being pleasant weather,

In those woods the hart to chase.

The children then they brin~,
So their mother will'd it.

Where the royall king
Must of force come bye:

Their mother's riche array
Was of crimson velvet:

Their father's all of /{I'8y,
Seemelye to the eye.

Then this famous king,
N otinl{ everythinl{,

Askt how he d1ll'8t be so bold
To let his wife SOl" weare,
And decke his children there

In costly robes of pearl and gold.
The forrester replyinl{.
And the cause descrying}

To the kinK these words did say:
Well may they, by their mother,
Weare rich clothes with other,

Being by birth a princesse gay.

The king aroused thus,
More heedfullye beheld them,

Till a crimson blush
His remembrance crost.

The more I fix my mind
On thy wife and children.

The more methinks 1 find
The daughter which I lost.

Falling on her knee,
I am that child, quoth shee;

Pardon mee, my sovcraino liege.
The king percei\ing this,
His dau~hter dcaro did kiss.

While joyful! tcarcs did stopp hia speeohe.

1 i .•. describing.



4.78 BBLIQUBS OF" ANCIBNT POftBy.

With his traine he tourned,
And with them sojourned.

Strait he dubb'd her husband knight;
Then made him ErIe of Flanders,
And chiefe of his commanders:

Thus were thcir sorrowes put to 1light.

THE SWEET NEGLECT.

Io'BOIl lieu Jonson's" Silent Woman" (Act I. Ie. I), and Imitated ft'lIIIl
, LaUo Poem, priDteeI at the end of" PetronlUl.-

STILL to be neat, still to be drest,
As iOU were going to a feast :
StH to be poud'red, still!.erfum'd :
Lady, it is to be pret!um' ,
Though art's hid causes are not found,
All is not sweet, all is not sound.

Give me a looke, l1;ive me 1\ face,
That makes simplicitie a ~race ;
Robes loosely flowing, haire as free :
Such sweet ne~lect more taketh me,
Than all th' adulteries of art,
That strike mine eyes, but not my heart.
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THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD.

ADDlSOIf call. thl. Ballad one of the darling lOngs of the common
people. and the delljtbt of moat Engli.hmen In lOme part ofthelr age.
Percy considered the lubject to be taken from an old play, entitled,
M Two Lamentable Tragediel; the ODe of the murder of MaI.ter Beech,
a chandler In Thames·ltreete, &e. The other of U yODng cbild mDr.
thered In a wood by two mlllanl. with the conaent of hia unkle. By
Rob. Yarrington, 1801, 4to." And he writ.. : Our ballad-maker haa
.trlctly followed tbe play In the deocriptlon of the falber and mother'.
dying charge: in the uncle's proml"" to take care of tbeJr lasue: bl.
hiring two mman. to deltroy hi. ward. under pretence of sending him
to ochool: their choosing a wood to perpetrate the murder In: one of
the mlllana releDtlng, aDd a battle ensuing. &e. In other respects he
h.. departed from the play. In the latter the ocene Is laid In Padua:
there il bDt one child. which II murdered by a sudden .tab of the
nnrelentlng mman: he Is Ilaln hlm..lf by hi. IC88 bloody compaulon I
but ere he dies gives the other a mortal wonnd. the latter living JDSt
long enough to Impeach tbe uDcle; who, In consequence of thl. 1m.
peachment, I. arraljtned and executed by the hand of jllltice. &e.
Whoever comparel the play with the ballad. will have no doubt but
the former I. the original; the language ia far more ohoolete, and .nch
a vein of Ilmpllcity mnl through the whole performance. that. had the
ballad been written lint. there I. no donbt but every circumstance of
It would have been receJved Into the drama: where.. thl. w.. probably
built on lOme ltaUan novel. Ritson, however,lUlIigned an earlier date
to the ballad, and Mr. Chappell conllnnl It from the Registers of the
Stationers' Company. October 15th. 159:1, "ThumaaMillington entred
forhl.scopie w.derthe handesofbothe the Warden•• a ballad entltuJed•
• The Norfolk Gentleman. hi. Will and Testament, and bowe he com
mytted the keeping of hll children to hi. own brother, who delt. moste
wickedly with them. and howe God plagned him for It:" ThIa entry
correl1ponds, almost literally, wllh the title of the Ballad In tb. Pepy.
Collection, which I. of later date. Mr. Chappell quotes a conJectnre
of Sharun Turner. that the Ballad of "The Children In tbe Wood
may h&'fe been written on Richard III. and hJ. nepbew.. hal'0llI It
was qulte aafe to .t1gmat1ae him more openly.-

Now ponder well, you parents dearl',
These wordes which I shall write;

A doleful story you shall heare,
In time brot1~ht forth to light.

A. gentleman ot good account
In Norfolke dwelt of late,

Who did in honour far surmount
Most men of his estate.

Sore sicke he WBS, and like to dye.
No helpe his life could save;

Hill wife by him 811 sicke did lye,
And both P08lellt one grave.
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No love between these two was lost,
Each was to other kinde;

In love they liv'd, in love they dyed,
And left too babes behinde:

The one a fine and pretty boy,
Not p88Bin~ three yeares aIde;

The other a girl more young than he.
And fram'd in beantye·s molda.

The father left his little son,
.As plamlye doth appeare,

When he to perfect age should come,
Three hundred poundes a yeare.

And to his little daughter Jane
Five hundred poundes in gold,

To be 'paid downe on marriage-day,
WhICh might not be controU'd:

But if the children chance to dye,
Ere they to age should come,

Their uncle should possesBe their wealth J
For so the wille did run,

Now, brother, said the dying man,
Look to my children deare;

Be good unto my boy and girl,
No friendes else have they here :

To God and you I recommend
My children deare this daye;

But little while be sure we have
Within this world to staye.

You must be father and mother both,
And unclc all in one;

God knowcs what will become oftheDlt
When I am dead and gone.

With that bespake their mother deare.
o brother kinde. quoth shee,

You are the man must bring our babell
To wealth or miserie :

And if you keep thl'm carefully,
Then God will you re" ard;

But if you otherwise should deal,
God will your deedtls regard.
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With lillpe8 as cold as any stone,
They kist their children small :

God bless you both. my children deare ;
With that the teares did falV

These s~eches then their brother spake
To this sicke couple there,

The keeping of your little ones
Sweet sister. do not feare:

God never prosper me nor mine,
Nor au~ht else that I have.

U I do wrong your children deare,
When you are layd in grave.

The parents being dead and gone,
The children home he takes,

And bringes them straite unto his house,
Where much of them he IIlAkes.

He had not kept these pretty babes
A. twelvemonth and a daye,

But, for their wealth, he did devise
To make them both awaye.

He bargain'd with two ruffians strong.
Which were of furious mood,

That they should take these children young,
And slare them in a wood.

He told his wife an artful tale,
He would the children send

To be brought up in faire London,
With one that was hia friend.

Away then went those pretty babes,
Rejoycing at that tide,

RejOYCID/I; with a merry minde,
They should on oooli·horse ride.

They prate and prattle pleasantly,
Ail they rode on the waye,

To those that should their butchers be,
And work their lives' decaye:

So that the pretty speeche they had,
Made Murder's heart relent;

And they that undertooke the deed,
Full sore did now repent.

1 .. The oondition !P"""h, ...d behaTionr of the dying pu'8DtI, with tho
age. inDocence, ...ddiatr_ or the children, ..... lOt rorth in luch tender elr·
OU_OOlI that it io impoooibJe ror .. reader or common hllllUlllitJ not to be
lllI'eoted witlllhem."-Addioon, "Spectator," No. 86.

I I
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Yet one of them more hard of heart,
Did vowe to do his char~e,

:Because the wretch, that hlred him,
Had paid him very large.

The other won't agree thereto,
So here they fall to strife;

With one another they did fight.
About the children's life :

And he that Willi of mildest mood,
Did slaye the other there,

Within an unfrequented wood;
The babes did quake for feare I

He took the children by the hand,
Teares standing in their eye,

And bad them straitwaye folloW' him,
And look they did not crye :

And two long miles he ledd them on,
While they for food complaine:

St/lye here, quoth he. I'll bring you bread,
When I come back againe.

These pretty babes, with hand in hand,
Went wandering. up and downe ;

But never more could see the man
A,Pproaching from the town:

Theil' prettye lippes with black.berriet!,
Were all besmear'd and dyed j

And when they sawe the darksome night.
They sat them downe and cryed.

Thus wandered these poor innocents,
Till deathe did end their grief;

In one another's armes they dyed,
As wanting due relief:

No burial ' this' pretty' pair'
Of any man receives,

Till Robin.red.brellllt piously
Did cover them with leaves.1

I " AI for the circwnltanoo of thio Robin red-breNt it Ie indeed •~
orJlllDent; and, to mow the geniul oftheoutbor &IIli;L;t 011 hie IImplieity,lt
Ia juot tbe l&II1e kind of IIction whicb one of the ll1'eoteot of tbe Latin p.
boil mode DIe of upon • 1l&l'Il11el ooouion-I mean that p8MIlgt' in Hone&,
wbere he deocnb.. bimoelr, when be WII • child, fWIen u1...p in "d.....
wood, and e<rrere<i with lea.... by the turUeo tIIIt look pity on him.~
.dIU......,
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And now the heavy wrathe of God
Upon their uncle fell ;

Yea. fearfull fiends did haunt his honse,
His conscience felt an hell:

His barnes were fir'd, his /toodes consUIn'd,
His landea were barren made,

His cattle dyed within the field.
And nothing with him stayd.

And in a voy~e to Portu2&l
Two of hiS sonnes did dye;

And to conclude, himselfe was brought
To want and miserye:

He pawn'd and mortgsged all his land
Ere seven yeares came about;

And now at length this wicked act
Did by this meanes come out:

The fellowe, that did take in hand
These children for to kill,

Was for a robbery judg'd to dye;
Such was God's blelllled will ;

Who did confess the very truth,
As here hath been disJllay'd :

Their uncle havin~ dyed in ~ol,
Where he for debt WBI layd.

You that executors be made, .
And overseers eke

Of children that be fatherless,
And infants mild and meek;

Takel0u example by this thing,
An yield to each his ~ht,

Lest God with such like ml8erye
Your wicked minds requite.

I 12
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A LOVER OF LATE.

FaoM the Colio MS.; with Blight corrections•

.A LoVER of late was I,
For Cupid would have it B08 ;

The boy that hath never an eye,
AB every man doth know:

I sighed and sobbed, and eryed, alas I
For her that laught, and called me ass.

Then knew not I what to doe,
When I saw itt was in vaine

.A lady soe eoy to wooe,
Who gave me the asee soe plaine:

Yet would Iner asse freelye bee,
Boo shoe would helpe, and beare with mee.

An' I were as faire as shoe.
Or she were as kind as I,

What payre cold have made, as weo.
Boo prettye a sympathye :

I was as kind as shee was faire ;
But for all this wee cold not paire.

PaiN with her that will for mee,
With her I will never paire ;

That cunningly can be coy,
For being a little faire.

The asse Ile leave to her disdaine ;
And now I am myselfe againe.



THE KING AND MILLER OF MANSFIELD.

IT hili been a favourite sollleet with Englilh hallad-maken to represent
our kings convening, either by accident or design, with the meanest of
\helr subJeetI. Of the former kind, besides this Song of the" KIng and
the Miller," we haTe d King Henry and the Soldier ;" .. King Jamea I.
and the Tinker;" d King "\l11l1am III. and the Forester," &C. Of the
latter sort. are .. King AJbed and the Shepherd;" .. King Edward IV.
and the Tanner:" .. King Henry VIII. and the Cobbler." &c.-A few
of the beat of these are admitted Into tb1I colleoUon. Both the author
of the following ballad, and others who have written on the aame plan,
seem to have copied a very ancient poem. entitled .. John the Reeve,"
which Ia boot on an adventure of the same kind. that happened
betweene KIng Edward Longshankl and one of hi. RecTes or Baillffa.
Thil Is a pleoe of great antiquity. being written before the time of
Edward IV.; and for Ito genuIne humour, diverting Ineldento, and faith
ful picture of matle manuers, I. Inllnitely auperlor to all the veraea that
l.ave been a1nce written In imitation of It.

The following Is printed. with COrreot!ODl, from the foUo 1'118. collated
with an old black-letter copy In the Pepys Collection, entitled .. A
plealant ballad of KIng Henry IL and the Miller of Manslleld," &0.

PART THB FIRST.

HBNRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting
To the greene forest so pleasant and faire ;

To see the harts skipping, and dainty does tripping:
Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repaire;

Hawke and liound were unbound, all things prepar'd
For the game, in the same, with good regard.

All a long summer's day rode the king pleasantlye,
With all his princes and nobles eohe one;

Chasing the hart and hind, and the bucko gallantlye,
Till the dark evening forc'd all to turne home.

Then at last, riding fast, he had lost quite
All his lords in the wood, late in the night.

Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and downe,
With a rude miller he mett at the last:

Aslring the ready way unto faire Nott~ham ;
Sir, quoth the miller, I meane not to Jest,

Yet I thinke, what I thinke, sooth for to say,
You doe not lightlye ride out of your way.

Why, what dost thou think of me, quoth our king merrily,
Passing thy judgment upon me 80 briefe P

Good faith, sayd the miller, I meane not to flatter thee;
I gnesa thee to bee but some gentleman thiefe ;

Stand thee backe, in the darke; light not adowne,
Leat that I presentlye crack thy biave's crowne.
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Thou dOBt abuse me much, quoth the king. Baying ibm;
I am a gentleman; lodging I lacke.

Thou hast not, 9.uoth th' miller, one groat in thy pu!Ill ;
All thy inhentance hangea on thy backe.

I haTe gold to discharge all that I Call ,I
If it be forty pence, I will pay all.
If thon boost a trne man, then quoth the miller,

I sweare by my toll-dish, rlll~e thee all night.
Here's my hand, quoth the king, that WB8 I eYer.

Nay, soft, quoth the miller, thou maY'Bt be a sprUe.
Better I'll know thee, ere hands we will shake »
With none but honest men hands will I take.
Thus they went all along unto the miller's house:

Where they were seething of }luddings and BOUIe:
The miller first enter'd in, after him went the lriDg;

Never came hee in lIoe Bmoakye a house.
Now, quoth hee, let me see here what you are.
Quoth our king, looke your fill. and doe not spare.
I like well thy countenance; thou hast an honest fBClfl ,

With my SOD Richard this ~ht thon shalt lye.
Quoth his wife, by my troth, it 11 a handsome youth;

Yet it's beet, husband, to dealwarilye.
Art thou no run away, prythee, youth, tellP
Shew me thy pusport, and all ahal be well
Then our king presentlye, making lowe courtesye,

With his hatt in his hand, thus he did lI8y »
I have no pB88port, nor never WB8 servitor,

But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way:
And for your kindness here offered to mee,
I will requite you in everye degree.
Then to the miller hill wifew~'d lleClI'6tlle.

Saying, It seemeth this youth s of good kin.
Both by hiB apparel, and eke by his manuel'll ;

To tome hiiJ:i out, certainlye, were a great sin.
Yea, quoth hee, you may see he hath some grace
When he doth speake to his bettel'll in place.
Well, quo' the miller's wife, young man, ye're welcome

And, though I 88)' it, welllodgM shall be: [here ;
Fresh stTaw will I have, laid on thl bed 80 brave,

And good brown hempen sheets hkewise, !luoth eh.ee.
Aye, qnoth the good man; and when that 11 done,
Thou iihalt lye with no worse than our own sonne.

1 The kiDg 18Y' thl-.
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Nay, first, quoth Richard, good-fellowe. tell me true,
Hast thou noe creepers within thy ~ay hose P

Or art thou not troubled with the scabbado P
I pray, quoth the king, what creatures are those P

Art thou not lowsy, nor scabby P quoth he:
If thon beest. surely thou lyest not with mee.
This caus'd the kin~, suddenlye, to Isugh most heartilye.

Till the teares trickled fast downe from his eyes.
Then to their supper were they set orderlye.

With hot bag-puddings and good apple-pyes ;
Napyy ale, good and stale, in a browne bowIe,
Wliich did about the board merrilye trowle.
Here, quoth the milll."r, good fellowe, I drinke to thee,

And to all •cuckholds, wherever they bee.'
I pledge thee. quoth our king, and thanke thee heartilye

For mye welcome in every good degree:
And here, in like manner, I drinke to th,.lOnne.
Do then, quoth Richard, and quicke let It come.
Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth l~htfoote,

And of his sweetnesse a little well taste.
A fair ven'son pastye brought she out presentlye.

Eate, quoth the miller, but. sir, make no waste.
Here's dainty lightfoote! In faith. sayd the king,
J neTer before eat 10 daintye a thing.
I wis, quoth Richard, no daintye at all it is,

For we doe eate of it everye day.
In what pIsce, sayd our king, may be bought like to this!'

We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay:
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ;
Now and then we make bold with our kinK's deer.
Then I thinke, sayd our king, that it is venison.

Eche foole, quoth Richard. full well may know that:
Never are wee without two or three iu the roof,

Very well fleshed. and excellent fat:
But. prythee. say nothing wherever thou goe ;
We wonld not. for two pence. the~ shonld it knowe.
Doubt not. then sayd the king. my promist secresye;

The king shall never know more on't for mel.".
A cnpp oflambs·wooP they dranke unto him then,

And to their bOOds they past presentlie.
The nobles, next morning, went all up and down,
For to seeke out the king in everye towne.

1 Lamb·.....oo1-CI elI.1 plwCl..for ..u CIlItl rot1IUd IIppla.
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At last, at the miller's • cott,' BOOne they eapy'd him om,
As he was mounting upon his faire steede;

To whom they came presently, falling down on their knee;
Which made the miller's heart wofully bleede ;

Shaking and quaking, before him he stood,
Thinking he should have been hang'd, by the Rood.

The king perceiving him fearfully trembling,
Drew forth his sword, but nothin~ he sed ~

The miller downe did fall, crying before them aD,
Doubting the king would have cut off his head.

But he, his kind courtesye for to requite,
Gave him great living, and dubb'd him a kuight.

paT TUB SBCONDE.

W BEN as our royall king earne home from Nottingham,
And with his nobles at Westminster lay; _

Recounting the sports and pastimes they had taken,
In this late proRJ'e88 along on the way;

Of them all, great and small, he did protest,
The miller of Mansfield's sport liked him best.

And now, my lords, quoth the king, I am determined
Against St. George's next sumptuous fe88t,

That this old miller, our new confirm'd knight.
With his son Riehard, shall here be my guest:

For, in this merryment, 'tis my desire
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young squire.

When as the noble lords saw the kinge's pleasantness.
They were right joyfull and glad in their hearts:

A pursuivant there was sent straighte on the business,
The which had often-times been in those parts.

When he came to the place, where they did dwell,
His message orderlye then 'gan he tell.

God save your worshippe, then said the me88enger,
And RTant your ladye her own heart's desire;

And to your soune Richard ~ood fortune and happines8 ;
That sweet, gentle, and gallant youn~ squire.

Our king greets you well. and thus he doth say,
You must come to the court on St. George's day;
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Therfore, in any case, faile not to be in J?lace.
I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd Jest:

What should we doe there P faith, I am halfe afraid.
I doubt, quoth Richard, to he hang'd at the least.

Nay, 9uoth the messenger, you doe mistake:
Our kmg he provides a great feast for your sake.

Then sayd the miller, By my troth, messenger,
Thou hast contented my worshippe full well.

Hold, here are three farthings, to quite thy gentleness,
For these happy tydings which thou dost tell.

Let me see, hear thou mee; tell to our king,
W e'llwayt on his mastershipp in everye thing.

The pursuivant smiled at their simplicitye,
And, making many le~gs, tooke their reward ;

And his leave taking with great humilitye
To the king's court againe he repair'd;

Shewing unto his grace, me~ and free,
The knighte's most liberall gUt and bountie.

When he was gone away, thus gan the miller say,
Here come expences and charges indeed;

Now must we needs be brave, tho' we spend all we have;
For of new garments we have fP'llat need:

Of horses and serving-men we must have store,
With bridles and saddles, and twentye things more.

Tushe, sir John, quoth his wife, why should you frett, or
You shall ne'er be att no charges for mee; [frowne P

For I will turne and trim up myoId russet gowne,
With everye thing else as fine as may bee;

And on our mill-horses swift we will ride,
With pillowes and pannells, as we shall provide.

In this most statelye sort, rode they unt~ the court,
Their jolly sonne Richard rode foremost of all ;

Who set up, for good hap,l a cock's feather in his cap,
And so they jetted2 downe to the king's hall ;

The merry old miller with hands on his side;
His wife, like maid Marian,' did mince at that tide.

1 Pr>r goor!. ....~••• for good luck: they were golog au • hazardOUl
aneditiou. ' Jetted-_Ued.

t ••id Marian, in the mania dauoe, WM repr"'""'ted by & mao in womaU'1
clothea, who W1lI to take Jhort llepi in order to I1lItaIn the female char&cler.
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The king and his nobles that heard of their coming,
Meeting this ~llant knight with his brave traine ;

Welcome, sir kDl~ht, quoth he, with your ~y lady:
Good sir iTohn Cockle, once welcome agame :

And so is the squire of oouraKe soe free.
Quoth Dicke, A bots on you I do you know mee P

Quoth our king gentlye, how should I forget thee P
That wast my owne bed.fellowe, well it I wot.

Yea, sir, quotn Richard, and by the same token,
Thou WIth thy f-- didst make the bed hot.

Thou whore.son unhapp,Y knave, then quoth the knight,
Speake cleanly to our lung, or else go --.

The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily,
While the kinK taketh them both bv the hand;

With the court-dames, and maids, like to the queen of
spades

The miller's wife did S08 orderly ltand.
A milk.maid's oourlesye at every word ;
And downe all the folkes were let to the board.

There the kin~I:?ally, in prinoelye majestye,
Sate at his . er withd'oy &Ild delight;

When they had eaten we ,then he to jestiIij( fen.
And in a bowIe of wine dranke to the knight:

Here's to you both, in wine, ale, and beer;
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer.

Quoth sir John Cockle, I'll pledge you a pottle,
Were it the best ale in Nottin/Shamahire :

But then said our king, now I think of a thing;
Bome of your li~htfoote I would we had here.

Ho! ho I quoth Rlohard, Cull well I may say it,
'Tia knavery to cate it, and then to betray It.

Why art thou anlSfY P quoth our king merrUye ;
1Ji faith I take It now very unkind:

I thought thou wouldat pledge me in ale and wint
heartil .

Quoth Dicli'e, You are like to stay till I have din'd :
You feed UI with twatling dishes aoe lmaII ;
Zounds, a blacke.pudding is better than all.

Aye, marry, quoth our king, that were a daintye thing,
Could a man get but one here for to cate' [hOle.

With that Dicke .traite aroae, and pluckt one frOm his
Which with heat of his breech gan to tweate,
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The king made a proffer to snatch it away :-
'Tia meat for your master: good air, you must stay.

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly spent;
And then the ladyes preJlared to dance.

Old Sir John Cookie, and Richard, incontinentl

Unto their places the king did advance.
Here with the ladyee such sport they did make,
The nobles with laughing did make their Bides ake.

Many thankes for their paines did the king give them,
Asking young Richard then, if he would wed;

AmOJlj( these l&dyes free, tell me which liketh thee P
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, Sir, with the red head:

She's my love, she's my life, her will I wed;
She hath sworn I shall have her maidenhead.

Then sir John Cockle the king call'd unto him,
And oC merry Sherwood made him o'er-seer ;

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound yearlye
Take heed now you steale no more of my deer:

And once a quarter let's here have your view;
And now, sir John Cookie, I bid you adieu.

THE SHEPHERD'S RESOLUTION.

Fao... The :Hl.Iu- at PhIlarete,n b1 Georp Wither, b. JlIDe 1).

16SS, d. 1(&1 2,1867.

SULL I, wasting in dispaire,
Dye because a woman's faire P
Or make pale my cheeks with care
'Cause another's rosie are P
Be shee fairer then the day,
Or the Howry meads in May;

If she be not 10 to me,
What care I how faire shee be P

Shall my foolish heart be pin'd
'Cause I see a woman kind P
Or a well-disposed nature
Joyned with a lovely feature P
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Be shee meeker, kinder, than
The turtle.dove or pelican :

If shee be not 80 to me,
What care I how kind 8hee be P

Shall a woman'8 virtuell move
Me to perish for her love P
Or, her well-deservings lmowne,
Make me quite forget mine owne P
Be shee with that goodne88e blest,
Which may merit name of Beet;

If 8he be not such to me,
What care I how good she be P

Cause her fortune 8eem8 too high,
Shall I plaY' the foole and dye P
Those that beare a noble mmde,
Where they want of riches find,
Thinke what with them they would doE',
That without them dare to woe;

And, unlesse that minde I see,
What care I how great 8he be P

Great or good, or kind or faire,
I will ne'er the more dispaire:
If 8he love me, this beleeve;
I will die ere 8he 8hall grieve,
If 8he 8light me when I wooe,
I can 8corne and let her goo :

If 8hee be not fit for me,
What care I for whom she be ~
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QUEEN DIDO.

FaOM the folio HS., oollated with two printed copies, both In blact
letter, in the Pepyl Collection. The reader will observe the Gotlllc
ooncllllloD which the Ballad-mater hal engrafted aD the Itory of
Virgil.

WHEN Troy towne had, for ten yeeres I past,'
Withstood the Greekes in manfull wise,

Then did their foes encrease soe fast,
That to resist none could suffice :

Wast lye those walls, that were soe ~ood.

And corne now growes where Troy towne stoode.

Eneas, wandering prince of Troy,
. When he for land long time had sought,

At length arriving with great joy,
To mighty Carthage walls was brought;

Where Dido queene, with sumptuous feast,
Did entertame that wandering guest.

And, as in hall at meate they sate,
The queene, desirous newes to hearl',

I Says, of thy Troy's unhappy fate'
Declare to me thou TrOjan deare :

The heavy hap and ohance soe bad,
That thou, poore wandering prince, hast had.

And then anon this comelye knight,
With words demure, as he cold well,

Of his unhappy ten yeares ' fight,'
Soe true a tale began to tell,

With words soe sweete, and sighes soe deepe,
That oft he made them all to weepe.

And then a thousand sighes he fet,
And every' sigh brought teares amaine ;

That where he sate the place was wett,
As though he had seene those warrs agBine :

Soe that the queene, with ruth therfore,
Said, Worthy prince, enough, no more.

And then the darksome night drew on,
And twinkling starres the skye bespred ;

When he his dolefull tale had done,
And every one was layd in bedd:

Where they full sweetly tooke their rest,
Save only Dido's boyling brest.
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This silly woman never slept,
But in her chamber, all alone,

As one unhappye. alwayes wept,
And to the walls shee made her mone;

That she shold still desire in vaine
The thing she never must obtaine.

And thus in ~etre she spent the nijtht.
Till twinklmg stures the skye were fled,

And Phmbus, with his Itlistering light,
Through misty cloudes appeared red ;

Then tidings came to her anon,
That all the Trojan ahipps were gone.

And then the queane with bloody knife
Did arme her hart as hard as stone;

Yet. something loth to loose her lire,
In woefull wise she made her mone ;

And, rowling on her carefull bed,
With sighes and sobbs these words shee sayd:

o wretched Dido queene! quoth shee,
I see thy end approacheth neare ;

For hee is fled away from thee,
Whom thou didst love and hold so deare :

What, is he gone and passed by P
o hart, prepare thyselfe to dye.

Though reason says, thou shouldst forbeare,
And stay: thy hand from bloudy stroke;

Yet fancy bids thee not to fear,
Which fetter'd thee in Cupid's yoke.

Come death, quoth shea, resolve my smart!
And with those words shee peerced her hart.

When death had pierced the tender hart
Of Dido, Carth~nian queene ;

Whose bloudy knife did end the smart,
Which shee sustain'd in mournfull teene;1

~neas being shipt and gone,
Whose flattery eaueM all her mone ;

Her funerall most costly made,
And all thin~ finisht mournfullye;

Her body fine m mold Will laid,
Where itt consumj)d speedilye:

Her si8ter's teares her tombe bestrewde ;
Her subject's griefe their kindne18e shewed.
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Then was ..Eneas in an ile
In Greey&, where he stayd long space,

Wheras her sister in short while
Writt to him to his vile disgraoe;

In speeches bitter to his mind .
tihee told him plaine he was unkind.

False-harted wretch, quoth shee. thou art;
And traiterouslye tliou hut betraid

Unto thy lure a gentle hart.
Which unto thee much welcome made;

My sister deare, and Carthage' joy,
Whose folly bred her deere annoy.

Yett on her death.bed when shee lay,
Shee {'rayd for thy prosperitye,

Beseeching God, tlui.t every day
Might breed thy great felicitye :

Thus by thy meanes I lost a friend;
Heavens send thee such untimely end.

When he these lines, full fraught with gall,
Perused had, and wayed them right,

His lofty courage then did fall ;
And straight appeared in his sight

Queene Dido's ~host, both grim and pale:
Which made this valliant souldier quaile•

..Eneas, 'tuoth thia ghutly ghost.
My whole delight when I did live,

Thee of all men I loved most;
My fancy and my will did give;

For entertainment I thee gave,
Unthankefully thou didst me grave.

Therfore prepare thy flitting soule
To wander with me in the aire :

Where deadlye griefe shall make it howle,
:Because of me thou tookst no care :

Delay not time, thy glasse is run.
Thy date is past, thy life is done.

o stay a while, thou lovely sprite,
:Be not soe hasty to conny

M~soule into eternall night.
Where itt shall ne're behold bright day.

o doe not frowne; thl angry looke
Hath •all my lOuIe WIth horror shooke. '1

I :MS. BaJ" made my br.th my Iile £ol"lOOk...
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But, woe is me! all is in vaine,
And bootleBB is my dismall crye ;

Time will not be reCalled againe,
Nor thou surcease before I dye.

o lett me live, and make amends
To some of my most dearest friends.

But seeinl't thou obdurate art,
And wilt no pittye on me show,

Because from thee I did depart,
And left unpaid what I did owe:

I must content myselfe to take
What Iott to me thou wilt partake.

And thus, as one being in a trance,
A multitude of uglre feinds

About this woffull prmce did dance ;
He had no helpe of any friends:

His body then they tooke away,
And no man knew his dying day.

THE WITCHES' SONG.

I'aoll Ben Jonson'... Muque of Queen.," preIIIlted u WbiAlulll.
Feb.2,lG09.

1 WITCH.

I HAVB been all day looking after
A raven feeding upon a quarter:
And, soone as she turn'd her beak to the south,
I snatch'd this morsell out of her mouth.

2 WITCH.

I have haene g-athering wolve's haires,
The madd dOg'ges foames, and adder's eares ;
The spursing of a deadman's eyes:
And all smce the evening sture did rise.

SWITCH.

I last night lay all alone
O· the ground, to heare the mandrake grane ;
And pluckt him up, though he g-rew full low :
And, as I had done, the cocke did crow.
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40 WITCH.

And I ha' beene chusinj;( out this scull
Fonn charnell houses that were full ;
From private grots, and publike pits ;
And frighted a sexton out of his wits.

5 WITCH.

Under a cradle I did crepe
By day; and, when the childe was a.sleepe
At ni~ht, I suck'd the breath; and rOle,
And pluck'd the nodding nurse by the nOle.

6 WITCH.

I had a ~ger: what did I with that P
Killed an infatlt to have his fat.
A piper it ~ot at a church·ale.·
I bade him again blow wind i' the taile.

7 WITCH.

A murderer, yonder, was hunjt in chaines;
The sunne and the wind had shrunke his veines :
I bit off a sinew; I clipp'd hiB haire;
I brought off his ragges, that danc'd i' the ayre.

8 WITCH.

The scrich-owle's e~ges and the feathers blacke,
The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe
I have been getting; and made of his skin
A purset, to keepe sir eranions in.

9 WITCH.

And I ha' beene plucking (plants among)
Hemlock, henbane, adders.ton~e,
Night-shade, moone.wort, libbards·bane;
And twiBe by the dogges was like to be tane.

10 WITCH.

I from the jawes of a gardiner's bitch
Did snatch these bones, and then leap'd the ditch:
Yet went I back to the house againe,
Kill'd the blacke cat, and here 18 the braine.

I CInueIa-ale- -a.
J[ It

• CruloD--doIll.
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11 WITCH.

I went to the toad, breedes under the wan,
I charmed him out, and he came at my call;
I scratch'd out the eyes of the o... le Defore ;
I tore the batt's wing: what would you ha\"6 more!

DUIE.

Yes: I have brought, to helpe your vows,
Horned poppie, cypresse boughes,

The fil\'.tree wild, that Krowes on tombes,
And juice, that from the larch-tree comell.

The bll8iliske's bloud, and the viper's skin :
And now our orgies let's be~in.

ROBIN GOOD.FELLOW,

ALIAS Pucke, alias Hobgoblin, In the creed of ancient superstltioa,....
a kind of merry .prite, whOlle character and achlevemen&a are..-xu..t
In thl. Ballad, and In the well-known line. of Milton', L'AUqro.

FROIl Oberon, in Cairye land,
The king of ghosts and shadowes there,

Mad Robin I, at his command,
Am sent to viewe the night-sports here.

What revell ront
Is kept about,

In every corner where I go,
I will.u'eraee,
And merry bee,

And make good sport, with ho, ho, ho!

More swift than lightening can I flye
About this aery welkin' soone,

And, in a minute's space, descrye
J<.:ach thing that's done belowe the moone.

There's not a hag,
Or ghost shall wag,

Or cry, ware Goblins! where I go ;
But Robin I
Their feates will spy,

And send them home, with ho, ho, he I

1 Welkin-lM Ut,.
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Whene'er snch wanderers I meete,
As from their niKht-sports they trudge home j

With counterfeiting voice I greete
And call them on, with lUe to roame

Thro' wood~, thro' lakes,
Thl'o' bog'S, thro' brakes j

Or else, nnseene, with them I go,
All in the nicke
To play some tricke,

And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho I

Sometimes I meete them like a man j

Sometimes an ox, sometimes a hound j

And to a horse I turn me can j

To trip and trot about them round.
But if, to ride,
My backe they stride,

More swift than willd away I go.
Ore hedge and lands,
Thro' pools and ponds

I whirry,lallithing, ho, ho, ho I

When lads and lasses merry be,
With possels and with juncatesl fine j

Unseene of all the company.
I eat their cakes, and sip their wine j

And, to make sport,
I -- and snort j

And out the candles I do blow:
The maids I kiss j

They shrieke-Who's this P
I lUIswer nought, but ho, ho, ho I

Yet now and then, the msids to please,
At midnight I card up their wooll j

And while they sleepe, and take their ease.
With wheel to threads their flax I pull.

I ~ind at mill
Their malt up still j

I dress their hemp, I spin their tow.
If any 'wake,
And would me take,

I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho I
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When house or harth doth sluttish lye,
I pinch the maidens black and blue l

The bed·clothes from the bedd pull I,
And lay them naked all to view.

'T'ifixt sleepe and wake,
I do them take,

And on the key-cold l floor them throw.
If out they cry,
Then forth I fly,

And loudly laugh out, ho, ho, ho !

When any need to borrowe ought,
We lend them 'ifhat they do require:

And for the use demand we nought l.
Our owne is all we do desire.

!fto repay,
They do delay,

Abroad amonF;lIt them then I go,
And nip;ht by night,
I them affri~ht

With pinchings, dreamea, and ho, ho, ho !

When lazie qneans have noup;ht to do,
But study how to cof and lye ;

To make debate and mischief too,
'Twixt one another 3ecretlye:

I marke thp.ir p;loze,'
And it disclose,

To them whom they have wron~d 80 l
When I have done,
I get me gone,

And leave them llcolding, ho, hOI ho!

When men do traps and engim set
In loop-holes, where the verminI' creepe,

Who from their foldes and houses get -
Their dnckes and geese, and lambell and-sheepe:

I spy the gin,
And enter in,

And seeme a verminI' taken 110 l
But 'ifhen they there
Approach me neare,

I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho!
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By wells and rills, in meadowes greene.
We nightly dance our hey-day guise;

And to our fairye king and queene
We chant our moon-light minstrelsies.

When larks 'gin sinK,
Away we fling;

And babes new borne steal as we go,
And elfe in bed
We leave instead,

And wend UlI laughing, ho, ho, ho!
From hag-bred Merlin's time have I

Thus nightly rcvt'Il'd to and fro:
And for my pranks men call me by

The name of Robin Good-fellow.
Fiends, ghosts, and sprites,
Who haunt tho nightes,

The hags and goblins do me know;
And beldames old
My feates have told;

So Vale, Vale; ho, ho, ho!

501

THE FAIRY QUEEN.
WE haTe here a short dllplay of the popular benef concernlDg Fairlea.
Dr. Rlmbault mentions au early copy of tbls Ballad In a Tract
entitled, .. A Description of the King and Queen of Fairlea, &c., 16U."

This Song II given (with BOme corrections) from a book entitled
.. The Mysteries or Love and Eloquence, &c." Lond. 1658, S,"o.

COllB, follow, follow me,
You, fairy elves that be :
Which circle on the weene,
Come follow Mab your queene.

Hand in hand let's dance around,
For this place is fairye ground.

When mortals are at rest,
And snoring in their nest;
Unheard, and unespy'd.
Throogh key.holes we do glide;

Over tables, stools, and shelves,
We trip it with our fairy elves.

And, if the house be foul
With platter, dish. or howl,
Up stairs we nimbly creep,
And find the sluts asleep:
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There we pinch their armes and thighes ;
None escapes, nor none espies.

But if the house be swept,
And from uncleanness kept,
We prsi8e the houshold maid.
.And duely she is paid:

For we use before we goo
To drop a tester in her shoe.

Upon a mushroome's head
Our table-cloth we spread;
A grain of rve, or wheat,
Is manchet,f which we eat;

Pearly drops of dew we drink
In acom cups fill'd to the brink.

The brains of ni~htingales,
With unctuous fat of snsiles,
Between two cockles stew'd,
Is meat that's easily chew'd;

Tailes of wonnes, and marrow of mice.
Do make a dish that's wonderous nice.

The grasllOpper, gnat, and fly,
Serve for our minstrelsie ;
Grace said, we dance a while,
.And 80 the time beguile:

And if the moon doth hide her head,
The gloe.worm lights us home to bed.

On tops of dewie grRsse
So nimbly do we passe;
The young and tender stalk
Ne'er bends when we do walk:

Yet in the morning may be peen
Where we the night before have been.
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THE FAIRIES' FAREWELL.

BY BISHOP COBBET.

F A.REWELL rewards and Fairies!
Good housewives now may say;

For now foule sluU! in dairies
Doe fare as well as they:

And thou~h they sweepe their hearths no less
Than mayds were wont to doe,

Yet who of late for cleaneliness
Finds sixe-pence in her shoe P

Lament, lament, old Abbies,
The fairies' lost command;

They did hut chanj1;e priests' babies,
But 80me have chang'd your land:

And all your children stoln from thence
Are now growne PuritanelJ,

Who live lUI chauj1;elings ever aince,
For love of your demaines.

At morning and at evening both
You merry were and ~lad ;

So little care of slcepe and sloth
These prettie ladies had.

When Tom came home from labour,
Or Ciss to milkinj{ rose,

Then merrily went their tabour.
And nimbly went their toes.

Witness those rin~ and roundelayea
Of theirs, which vet remaine ;

Were footed in queene Marie's daye.
On many a grassy playne.

But since of late EhzabeLh
And later James came in :

They never danc'd on any heath,
As when the time hath bin.

By which wee note the fairies
Were of the old profl'ssion:

Their songs were Ave .:.lfarie"
Their dances were proce88ioD.
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But now, al8ll! they all are dead,
Or gone beyond the seu,

Or farther for religion fled,
Or else. they take their eue.

A tell.tale in their company
They never could endure;

And whoso kept not secretly
Their mirth, was puuish'd lure:

It was a just and christian deed
To pinch such blacke and blue:

o how the common-weIth doth need
Such justices as you!

Now they have left our quarters i
A Register they have,

Who can preserve their charters i
A man both wise and grave.

An hundred of their merry prankl
By one that I could name

Are k~t in store; con twenty thanb
To William for the same.

To William Churne of StaJrordshire
Give laud and praises due,

Who ever.v meale can mend your eheare
With tales both old and true :

To William all give audience,
And pray yee for his noddle:

For all the fairies' evidence
Were 1000t, if it were addle.
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THE BIRTH OF ST. GEORGE.

THE incidents In thl•• and the other Ballad of .. St. George and the
Dragon," are chlelly taken from the old story·book of the .. Seven
ChamploDi of Chrlstendome;" whlcb, though now tbe pla7tbing of
cbildren, wu once In billih repnte.

Tbe anthor, Rlcbard Jobnson, lived In the reigns of Elizabetb and
Jam.. J.. and tbe • motory of tbe Seven Cbampions" is qnoted .. a
popular book 10 early .. 1698. It contains some strong Gothio
painting, togd.ber with the rlcber colonrs of old Arabian romance.
Warton tbonght Spenler to have been acqnainted with tbe story, and
oboe"ed that tbe departure of eacb of his twelve knights .. from one
place by a dlll'erent way, to perform a dill'erent adventure, exactly
r...,mbl.. that of the leven knights entering npon their several expe
'Jitions In the Romance."

Tbe following Ballad. for tbe moot part, Ia modern.

LISTEN, lords. in bower and hall,
I sing the wonderous birth

Of brave St. George, whose valorous arm
Rid monsters from the earth:

Distretl8ed ladies to relieve
He traveIl'd many a day;

In honour of the Christian faith,
Which shall endure for aye.

In Coventry sometime did dwell
A knight of worthy fame,

High steward of this noble realme;
Lord Albert was his name.

He had to wife, a princely dame,
Whose beauty did excell.

This virtuous lady, being with child,
In sudden sadness fell :

Forthirty nillhts no sooner sleep
Had clos'd her wakeful eyes,

But, lo! a foul Rnd fearful dream
Her fancy would surprize :

She dreamt a d~on fierce and fell
Conceiv'd within her womb;

Whose mortal fangs ber body rent
Ere he to life could come.
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All woe-begone, and sad was she;
She nourisht constant woe:

Yet strove to hide it from her lord,
Lest he should sorrow know.

In vam she st.ro'l"e; her tender lord,
Who watch'd her slightest look,

Discover'd soon her secret pain,
And soon that pain partook.

Ana when to him the fearful cause
She ,,-eeping did impart,

With kindpst speech he strove to heal
The anguish of her heart.

Be comforted, my lady dear,
Those pearly drops refrain;

Betide me weal, betide me woe,'
I'll try to ease thy pain.

And for this foul and fearful dream,
That causeth all thy woe,

Trust me I'll travel far away
But I'll the meaning knowe.

Then givin~ many a fond embrace,
And sheddinA' many a teare,

To the weIrd lady of the woods,
He purpos'd to repaire.

To the weIrd lady of the woods,
Full long and many a day,

Thro' lonely shades and thickets rough
He winds his weary way.

At length he reach'd a dreary dell
With dismal yews o'erhung ;

Where eypress spred its mournful boughs,
And pois'nous nightshade sprung.

No chearful gleams here pierc'd the gloom;
He hears no chearful BOund j

But shrill night-ravens' yellin~ scream,
And serpents hissing round.

The shriek of fiends and damned ghosts
Ran howlinA' thro' his car:

A chilling horror froze his hcart,
Tho' all UDus'd to fear,
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Three times he strives to win his way,
And pierce those sickly dews:

Three tImes to bear his trembling cone
His knocking knees refuse.

At len~h upon his beatinK breast
He signs the holy crosse;

And, rouzinK up hIs wonted might,
He treads th' unhallow'd mOBse.

Beneath a pendant craggy cliff,
All vaulted like 1\ grave,

And opening in the solid rock,
He found the inchanted cave.

An iron /rate clos'd up the mouth,
All hideous and forlorne ;

And, fasten'd by a silver ehain,
Near hung a brazed horne.

Then offering up a secret prayer,
Three times lie blowes amaine :

Three times a deepe and hollow sound
Did answer him againe.

.. Sir knight, thy lady beares a son,
.. Who, like a dragon bright,

.. Shall prove most dreadful to his foes,
.. And terrible in fight.

.. His name advanc'd in future times
.. On bannera shall be worn:

.. But lo! thy lady's life must passe
.. Before he can be born."

All sore opprest with fear and doubt
Long time lord Albert stood;

At length he winds his doubtful way
Back thro' the dreary wood.

Eager to clasp his lovely dame
Then fast he travels back:

But when he reach'd his castle gate,
His gate was hung with black.

In every courl aud hall he found
A sullen silence reigne ;

Save where, amid the lonely towers,
He heard her maidens 'plaine;
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And bitterly lament and weep,
With many a grievous grone :

Then sore his bleedin~ heart misgave,
His lady's life was gone.

With fauItering step he enters in,
Yet half alfraid to goe ;

With trembling voice asks why they grieve,
Yet fears the cause to knowe.

.. Three times the sun hath rose and set,"
They said, then stopt to weep-

.. Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare
.. In death's eternal sleep.

.. For, ah! in travel sore she fell,
.. So sore that she must dye;

.. Unless some shrewd and cunning leech
.. Could ease her preaentlye.

.. But when a cunning leech was fet,
.. Too soon declared he,

.. She, or her babe must lose its life;
.. Both saved could not be.

.. Now take my life, thy lady said;
.. My little mfant save:

.. And 0, commend me to my lord,
.. When I am laid in grave.

.. 0 tell him how that precious babe
.. Cost him a tender wife:

.. And teach my son to lisp her name,
.. Who died to save hia life.

.. Then callinl{ still upon thy name,
.. And prayin~ still for thee ;

.. Without repinlllg or complaint,
.. Her gentle soul did flee."

What tong'Ue can paint lord Albert's woe,
The bitter tears he shed,

'lha bitter pangs that wrung his hearL,
To find his lady dead P

He beat his breast: he tore his hair ;
And shedding many a tear,

At length he askt to see his son,
The SOil that cost so dear.
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New sorrowe seiz'd the damsells all:
At length they faultering say:

.. Alas! my lord. how shall we tell P
.. Thy son is stoln away.

.. Fair as the sweetest flower of spring',
.. Such was his infant mien:

.. And on his little body stampt
.. Three wonderoUB marks were seen:

.. A blood.red cross was on his arm;
.. A d1'llj1;0n on his breast:

.. A little garter all of gold
.. Was round his leg exprest.

.. Three carefull nurses we provide
.. Our little lord to keep:

.. One gave him sucke, one gave him food,
.. And one did lull to sleep.

.. But lo! all in the dead of night,
.. We heard a fearful sound:

.. Loud thunder clapt; the castle shook;
.. And lightning f1asht around.

.. Dead with affri~ht at first we lay;
.. But rousing up anon,

.. We ran to see our little lord :
.. Our little lord was gone!

.. But how or where we could not tell ;
.. For lying on the ground,

.. In deep and magic slumbers laid,
.. The nUI'lle8 there we found."

o grief on ~ef! lord Albert said:
No more his tongue cou'd say.

When falling in a deadly swoone,
Long time he lifeless lay.

At length restor'd to life and sense
He nourisht endless woe ;

No future joy his heart could taste,
No future comfort know.

80 withers on the mountain top
A fair and stately oake,

Whose vigorous arms are tome away
By some rude thunder·stroke.
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At length his castle irksome grew;
He loathes his wonted home;

His nati,'e country he forsakes,
In foreign lands to roame.

There up and downe he wandered far.
Clad in a pohlll'r's ~own :

Till his brown locks grew white as wool,
His beard as thi~tle down.

At len~th. all wl'aried, down in death
He laid his reverend head.

Meantime amid the lonely wilda
His little son \'I'1!8 bred.

There the weird lady of the woods
Had borne him far away.

And train'd him up in feates of armes,
And every martIal play.

ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON.

CORREC1'ED from two ancient black·letter copll)8 in the Pepya Coll..e
tion. The 8tOry of St. George and the faire Sabra 18 taken almo<t
v..batim from the le,l!end of .. Syr Bevl. of Hampton," an antique
poem very famous In Chaucer', time.

OF Hector's deeds did Homer sing;
And of the sack of stately Troy,

What griefs fair Hell'na did bring,
Which was sir Paris' only joy:

And by my pl'n I will recite
St. GeorJ::e's deeds, an English knight.
Against the Sarazens so rude

Fought he fuUlong and ms.ny s. day;
Where many gyants he subdu'd,

. In honour of the Christian way:
And s.fter many ad"entures past
To Egypt land he came at lut.
Now, lUI the story plain doth tell,

Within that countrey there did reat
A dreadful drR~on fierce and fell,

Whereby they were full sore oppreet:
Who by hisloioonous breath each day,
Did many 0 the city slay,
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The wief whereof did grow so went
Throughout the limits of the land,

That they their wise· men did intreat
To shew their cunning out of hand j

What way they might this fiend destroy,
'",-,hat did the countrey thus annoy.

The wise-men all before the kinjt
This answer fram'd incontinent;

The dragon none to death mig-ht brinl{
By any means they could invent:

His skin more hard than br8~s was found,
That sword nor spear could pierce nor wound.

When this the people understood,
They cryt'd out most piteouslye,

The dragon's brt'ath infects their blood,
That every day in heaps they dye:

Among them such a plague it bred,
The living scarce could bury the dead.

liIo m('ans there were, as they could hear,
For to appease the dragon's rage,

But to present some virjtin (·lear,
Whose blood his fury might 89S\fage ;

Each day he would a maiden eat,
For to allay his hunger great.

This thing by art the wise-men found,
Which truly must observild be;

Wherefore throu>(hout the city round
A virgin \lure of good degree

Was by the klDjt's commission still
Taken up to serve the dragon's will.

Thus did the dnl/;on every day
Untimely crop some virgin flowr,

Till all the maids were worn away,
And none were left him to devour:

Saving the king's fair daughter bright,
Her father's only heart's delight.

Then came the officers to the king
That heavy mess8l/;e to declare,

Which did his heart with sorrow sting,
She is, quoth he, my kingdom's heir:

o lei UB all be poisoned here,
Ere she should die, that is my dear.
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Then rose the people presently,
And to the king in rage they 1I"ent;

TheY' said his daul'{hter dear shoUld dye,
The dragon's fury to prevent:

Our daughters all are dead, quoth they,
And have been made the dragon's prey:

And by their blood 1I"e rescued 1I"ere,
And thou hast sav'd thy life thereby;

And now in sooth it is but faire,
For us thy daughter so should die.

o sa,"e my daughter, said the king;
And let JlE feel the dragon's sting.

Then fell fair Sabra on her knee,
And to her father dear did say,

o father, IItrive not thus for me,
But let me be the dragon's prey;

It maY' be, for my sake alone
This plague upon the land was thrown.

'Tis better I should dye, she said,
Than all your subjects perish quite;

Perhllps the dragon here was laid,
For my offence to work his spite :

And af\er he hath suckt my gore,
Your land shall feel the gnef no more.

What hast thou done, my daughter dear,
For to deserve this heavy scourge P

It isElY fault, as may appear,
Which makes the ~ods our state to purge ;

Then ought I die, to stmt the strife,
And to preserve thy happy life.

Like mad-men, all the people cried,
Thy death to us can do no good ;

Our safety only doth abide
In making her the dragon's food.

Lo! here I am, I come, ~uoth she,
Therefore do what you will with me.

Nay stay, dear daughter, quoth the queen.
And as thou art a virgin bright,

That hast for vertue famous been,
Bo let me cloath thee all in white;

And crown thy head with flowers sweet,
An ornament for virgins meet.
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And when sbe was attired so,
According to ber mother's mind,

Unto the stake then did she ~o;
To which her tender limbs they bina::

And being bound to stake a thrall,
She bade farewell unto them all.

Farewell, my father dear, quoth she,
And my sweet mother meek and mild •

TakeJou no thought nor weep for mo:
For you may have another child:

Since for my country's~~I dye,
Death I receive most w . lye.

The king and queen and all their train
With weepinl{ eyes went then their way,

And let their daughter there remain,
To be the hungry d~on's prey:

But as she did there weeping lye,
Behold St, George came riding by.

And seeinlt there a lady bright
So rudely tyed unto a stake,

.As well became a valiant knight,
He straight to her his way did take:

Tell me, sweet maiden, then quoth he,
What caitif thus abuseth thee P
And, 10 ! by Christ his Cl'08II I vow,

Which here is ~red on my breaaG,
I will revenge it on hiS brow,

And break my lance upon his chest:
And apeakin~ thus whereas he 8tood,
The dragon leaued from the wood.

The lady that did first espy
Tbe dreadful d.re.w>n coming 80,

Unto St. Georjte aloud did cry,
And willed him away to go;

Here comes that cunw)d fiend, quoth ahE',
That soon will make an end of me.

St. George then looking round about,
The fiery dra!{on soon espy'd,

And like a koi/{ht of oo~e IltoUt,
.A~lIin8t him did most fiercely ride J

Aud WIth such blows he did him ~reet,

He fell beneath hia horse's feet.
L L
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For with his launce that 11111I 80 strong,
As he came gaping in his face,

In at his mouth he thrust along;
For he could pierce no other place:

And thus within the lady's view
This mighty dragon straight he slew.

The savour of his poisoned breath
Could do this holy knight no han:o\

Thus he the lady sav'd from death,
And home he led her bY' the arm i

Which when king Ptolemy did see,
There was great mirth and melody.

When 88 that valiant champion there
Had slain the dralton in the field,

To court he brought the lady fair.
Which to their hearts much joy did yield.

He in the court of Egypt staid
Till he most falsely was betray'd.

That lady dearly lov'd the knight,
He counted her his only joy;

But when their love Wllll brought to light;.
It tum'd unto their great annoy:

Th' Morocco king WIlll in the court,
Who to the orchard did resort,

Dayl! to take the pleasant air,
For pleasure sake he us'd to walk.

Under a wall he oft did hear
St. George with lady Sabra talk :

Their love he shew'd unto the king,
Which to St. George great woe did brin~.

Those kings together did devise
To make the Christian kni~ht away.

With letters him in curteous wIse
They straightway sent to Persia &

But wrote to the Sophy him to kill,
And treacherously his blood to spill.

Thus they for good did him reward
With evil, and most subtilly

By BUch vile meanes they had~
To work his death most cruelly;

Who, aa through Persia land he rode,
With zeal destroy'd each idol god.
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For which offence he straight was thrown
Into a dungeon dark and deep;

Where, when he thou~ht his wrongs upon,
He bitterly did wail and weep:

Yet like a knight of cou~e stout,
At length his way he digged out.

Three grooms of the kin~ of Persia
By night this valiant champion slew,

Though he had fasted many a day;
And then away from thence he flew

On the best steed the Sophy had;
Which when he knew he was full mad.

Towards Christendom he made his flight,
But met a In'ant by the way,

With whom in combat he did fi/-(ht
Most valiantly a summer's day:

Who yet, for all his bats of steel,
Was forc'd the sting of death to feel.

Back o'er the seas with many bands
·Jf warlike souldiers soon he past,

Vowing upon those heathen lands
To work revenge; which at the last,

Ere thrice three years were gone and spent,
He wrought unto his heart's con\.ent.

Save onely E~ypt land he spar'd
For Sabra lJlight her only sake,

And, ere for her he had regard,
He meant a tryal kind to make:

Mean while the king, o'ercome in field,
Unto St. George did quickly yield.

Then straight Morocco's king he slew,
And took fair Sabra to his wife;

But meant to try if she were true
Ere with her he would lead his life:

And, tho' he had her in his train,
She did a.virgin pure remain.

Toward England then that lovely dame
The brave St. George conducted strait,

An eunuch also with them came,
Who did upon the lady wait;

These three from Egypt went alone.
Now mark St. George s valour shown.

L L 2
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When as they in a forest were,
The lady did desire to rest;

Mean while St. George to kill a deer
For their repast did think it beet:

Leaving her with the eunuch there,
Whilst he did go to kill the deer.

But 10 I all in his absence came
Two hungry lyons fierce and fell,

And tore the eunuch on the same
In pieces small, the truth to tell i

Down by the lady then they laid,
Whereby they shew'd she was a maid.

But when he came from hunting back,
And did behold this heavy chance.

Then for his lovely vir¢n's sake
His courage strait he did adv&D;)8,

And came into the lion's sight,
Who ran at him with all their might.

Their rage did him no whit dismay.
Who, like a stout and valiant knight.

Did both the hunm lyons slar
Within the lady Sabra's SIght:

Who all this while, sad and demure,
There stood most like a virgin pure.

Now when St. George did surely know
This lady was & virgin true,

His heart was glad, that erst was woe.
And all his love did soon renew:

He set her on a palfrey steed,
And towards England came with speed.

Where being in short space arriv'd
Unto his native dwelling place,

Therein with his dear love he !iv'd,
And fortune did his nuptials grace :

They many years of joy did see,
And led their lives at Coventry.
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LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY.

1bIs ancient Song 18 given from a modern COPT,

01'1111 the mountains,
And over the waves ;

Under the fountains,
And under the graves;

Under floods that are deepest,
Which Neptune obey;

Over rocks that al'e steepest,
Love will find out the way.

Where there is no place
For the glow-worm to lye;

Where there lS no space
For receipt of a fly;

Where the mitilte dares not venture,
Lest herself fast she lay;

If love come, he will enter,
. And soon find out his way.

You may esteem him
A child for his might;

Or you may deem him
A coward from his flight:

But if she, whom love doth honour,
Be conceal'd from the day,

Set a thousand guards upon her,
Love will find out the way.

Some think to 10lle him,
By having him confin'd;

And some do suppose him,
Poor thin~, to be blind;

But if ne'er 80 close ye wall him,
Do the best that you may,

Blind love, if so ye calI him,
Will find out his way.

You may train the eagle
To Iltoop to your fist;

Or you may invei~le
The phenix of the east;

The lionells, ye may move her
To give o'er her prey;

But you'll ne'er stop a lover:
He will find out his way.
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LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET,

.A. SCOTTISH B.A.LllD,

BUlls to be <01IIpo8l'd-with Improvemenl~~at or two aDclen\ EftJI'
lI.h ballad. printed In the former part of thl. volume. It I. ginA, with
lOme oorrceUona, from a MS. copy t.raIWDItted from lleotland.

LORD Thomas and fair Annet
Sate a' day on a hill ;

Whan night was cnm, and sun was aett,
TheV had not talkt their fill.

Lord Thomas said a word in jest;
Fair Annet took it ill :

A'! I will nevir wed a wife
Againat my ain friends' will.

Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife,
.A wife wull neir wed .,ee.

Sae he is hame to tell hts mither,
And knelt upon hia knee:

o rede, 0 rede, mither, he saya,
A gude rede gie to mee :

o sall I tak the nut.bro'll'Ile bride,
And let faire Annet bee P

The nut·browne bride haE's ~owd and gear,
Fair Annet she has gat nane ;

And the little beauty fair Annet has,
o it wull aoon be gane !

And he has till his brother gane:
Now, brother, rede ye mee;

A' sall I marrie the nut-browne bride,
And let fair Annet bee P

The nut·browne bride has oxen, brother,
The nut·browne bride has kye;

I wad hae ye marrie the nut·browne bride,
And cast fair Annet bye,

Her oxen may dye i' the house, Biille,
And her kye into the byre ;

And I sall hae nothing to my sell,
Bot a fat fadge l by the fyre.



LOllD THOIU8 AND :um ANlIfll'l'. 619

And he has till his sister ~e:
Now, sister, rede ye mel';

o 8lill I marne the nut·browne bride,
And set fair Annet free P

Ise rede ye talc fair Annet, Thomas,
And let the browne bride alane ;

Les~ye sould sigh and say, Alace!
What is this we brought hame P

No, I will tak my mither's colll18el,
And marne me owt o' hand;

And I will tak the nut·browne bride;
Fair Annet may leive the land.

UJl then rose fair Annet's father
Twa hours or it wer day,

And he is gane into the bower,
Wherein fair Annet lay.

Rise up, rial' up, fair Annet, he says,
Put on your silken sheene ;

Let us gao to St. Marie's kirke,
And see that rich weddeen.

My maides, gae to my dressing.roome,
And dreBS to me my hair;

Whair·eir yee laid a plait before,
See yee lay ten times mair.

My maids, gae to my dressing.room,
And dress to me my smock;

The one half is o' the holland fine,
The other o' needle.work.

The horse fair Annet rade upon,
He amblit like the wind;

Wi' siller he was shod before,
Wi' burning gowd behind.

Four and twanty siller bells
Wer a' tyed till his mane,

And yae tiftl 0' the norland wind,
They tinkled ane by ane.

Four and twanty gay gude knichts
Rade by fair Annet's side,

And four and twanty fair ladies,
All gin she had bin a bride.
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And whan sbe cam to Marie's kirk,
She sat on Marie's stean:

The eleading that fair Annet had on
It skinkled1 in their een.

And whan she cam into the kirk,
She shimmer'dt like the sun;

The belt that was about her waist,
Was a' wi' pearles bedone,

She sat her by the nut-browne bride,
And her een they wer saa clear,

Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride,
When fair Annet she drew near.

He bad a rose into his hand,
And he ~ave it kisses three,

And reachmg by the nut·browne bride,
Laid it on faiio Annet's knee.

Up than spak the nut-browne bride;
She spak wi' meikle spite ;

And whair gat ye that rose.water,
That does mak yee sae white P

o I did get the l'OIle·water
Whair ye wuIl neir get nane,

For I did get that very rose·water
lutomy mither'swame.'

The bride she drew a long bodkin,
Frae out her gay head.gear,

And strake fair Annet unto the heart,
That word she never spak mair.

Lord Thomas he saw fair Annet wex pale.
And marvelit what mote bee:

But whan he saw her dear heart's blude,
A' wood·wroth' waxed hee.

He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp,
That was sae sharp and meet,

And drave into the nut-browne bride,
That fell deid at his feit.
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Now stay for me, dear Annet, he Bed.
Now stay, my dear, he crx'd;

Then strake the daA'ger until! his heart.
And fell deid by her aide.

Lord Thomas WaB buried without kirk.wa',
Fair Annet within the quiere ;

And 0' the tane thair grew a birk,
The other a bonny briere.

And ay they grew, and ay they threw,
.Aa they wad faine be neare ;

And by this ye msy ken right weil,
They were twa luvers deara.

UNFADING BEAUTY.
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J'ROII PoeDl8 by Thoma Carew [b. 1689, d. 1839]. He wu In the
bo...ehold or Charles I., and wrote lOme nry graeernI and reined
v_. The third etanu 11 omltted, .. belDg or anequal merit.

HEB, that loves a rosie cheeke,
Or a ooralllip admires,

Or from star.like eyes doth seeke
Fuell to maintaine his fires,

.Aa old time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and stedfast mind,
Gentle thoughts, and calme desires,

Hearts with equal Jove oombin'd,
Kindle never.dying fires :

Where these are not, I despise
Lovely cheekes, or lips, or lOyes.

• • • • •
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GEORGE BARNWELL.

'I'm8 Ballad Inoplred the well-kno1F1l Play, by George LI1lo. 8nt KtIlI
..boot 1780. The narrative, which seems to he follD4ed _ bet,
printed before the middle of the 1K!1'enteenth eentwy.

THE FIRST PABT.

ALL youths of fair England
That dwell both far and near,

Regard my story that I tell,
And to my song give ear.

A London lad I was,
A merchant's prentice bound;

My_name George Barnwell; that did spend
My master many a pound.

Take heed of harlots then,
And their enticing trains ;

For by that means I have been brought
To hang alive in chains.

As I, upon a day,
Was walking through the street

About my master's busineas,
A wanton I did meet.

A gallant dainty dame,
And sumptuous in attire ;

With smiling look she greeted me,
And did my name require.

Which when I had declar'd,
She ~ave me then a kiss,

And sald, if I would come to her,
I should have more than this.

Fair mistress, then quoth I,
If I the place may know,

This evening I will be with you,
For I abroad must go

To gather monies in,
That are my master's due:

And ere that I do home return,
I'll oome and visit you.
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Good Barnwell, then quoth she,
Do thou to Shoreditch come,

And lI8k. for Mrs. Millwood's houee,
Next door unto the Gun.

And trust me on my truth,
If thou keep touch with me,

My dearest friend, as my own heart
Thou shalt right welcome be.

Thus parted we in peace,
And home I passed rig'ht ;

Then went abroad, and gathered in,
By six o'clock at night,

An hundred pound and one:
With bag' under my arm

I went to Mrs. Millwood's house,
And thought on little harm;

And knocking at the door,
Straightway herself came down;

Rustling in most brave attire,
With hood and silken gown.

Who, through her beauty bright,
So glorioUsly did IIhine,

That she amaz'd my dazzling eyes,
She Roomed 80 divine.

She took me by the hand,
And with a modest grace,

Welcome, sweet Barnwell, then quoth she,
Unto this homely place.

And since I have thee found
As good lI8 thy word to be :

A homelY' supper, ere we part,
Thou shalt take here with me.

o pardon me, quoth I,
Fair mistress, I you pray;

For why, out of my IDlI8ter's house,
So long I dare not stay•

.Alas, good sir, she said,
Are you so strictly ty'd,

You may not with your dearest friend
One hour or two abide P

623
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Faith, then the caRC is hard:
If it be so, quoth she,

I 'would I were a f'rentice bound.
To live along "nth thee :

Therefore, my dearest George,
List well what I shall 88y,

And do not blame a woman much,
Her fancy to bewray.

Let not affection's force
Be counted lewd desire;

Nor think it not immodesty,
I should thy love require.

With that she turn'd aside,
And with a blushing red,

A mournful motion she bewray'd
By hanging down her head.

,
A handkerchief sbe had

All wrought with silk: and gold:
Which she to stay her trickliDg tears

Before her eyes did hold.

This thing unto my sight
Was wondrous rare and stranlt8 ;

And in my soul and inward thought
It wrought a sudden change :

That I 80 hardy grew,
To take her by the hand:

Baying, Sweet mistress, why do you
So dull and pensive stand P

Call me no mistress now,
But Sarah, thy true friend,

Thy servant, Millwood, honouring thee.
Until her lifj3 hath end.

If thou wouldst here alledge,
Thou art in years a boy ;

So was Adonis, yet was he
Fair Venus' only joy.

Thus I, who ne'er before
Of woman found such~,

But seeing now so fair a dame
Give me a kind embrace,
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I snpt with her that ni~bt,

With joys that did abound;
And for tbe same paid presently,

In money twice three pound.

An hundred kisses then
For my fare\\'"el she gave;

Crying, Sweet Barn\\'"ell, when shall I
Again thy company have P

o stay not hence too long,
Sweet George; have me in mind.

Her words bewicht my childishness,
She uttered them so kind:

So that I made a vow,
Next Sunday without fail,

With my sweet Sarah once again
To tell some pleasant tale.

•
When sbe heard me say so,

The tears fell from her eye;
o Georp;e, quoth she, if tholl dost fail,

Thy Sarah sure will dye.

Though lonp;, yet loe! at last,
The appointed day \\'"as come,

That I must with m"y Sarah meet;
Having a mighty sum

Of money in my band,'
Unto her house went I,

Whereas my love upon her bed
In saddest sort did lye.

What ails my heart's delight,
My Sarah dear P quoth I ;

Let not my love lament and grieve,
Nor sighing pine, and die.

But tell me, dearest friend,
What may thy \\'"068 amend,

And thou shalt lack no melllJS of help,
Though forty pound I spend.
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With tbat sbe turn'd her head,
And sickly tbus did say,

Oh me, sweet George, my grief is gTL'llt;.
Ten pound 1 have to pay

Unto a cruel wretch;
And God he knows, quotb she,

I have it not. Tush, rise, 1 said,
And take it here of me.

Ten pounds. nor ten times ten,
Shall make my love decay.

Then from my bag into her lap,
,1 cast ten pound straightway.

All blithe and pleallaIlt then,
To banqueting we go ;

She proffered me to lye with her,
And said it should be so.

And after that same time,
1 gave her store of cOfn,

Yea, sometimes fifty pound at once;
All which 1 did purloyn.

·And thus 1 did pass on;
Until my matlter then

Did call to have his reckoning in
Cast up among his men.

The which when as I heard,
1 knew not what to say:

For well 1 knew that 1 WBS out
Two hundred pound that day.

Then from my master straight
I ran in secret sort;

And unto Sarah Millwood there
My case I did report.

II But how she us'd this youth,
II In this bis care and woe,

II And all a strumpet's wiley ways,
II The SECOND PART may showe:'

THB sRCOND PART.

YOUNG Barnwell coml'S to thee,
Sweet Sarah, my delight;

I am undone, unless thou Atand
My faithful friend this night.
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Our master to aooomptll
Hath just occasion found;

And I am caught behind the hand
Above two hundred pound;

And now his wrath to 'scape,
MY' love, I fly to thee,

Hllpmg some time I may remaine
In safety here with thee.

With that she knit her brows,
And lookin~ all aquoy,l

Quoth she, What should I have to do
With any prentice boy P

And seeing you have purloyn'd
Your IIlWlter's ~oods away,

The case is bad, and therefore here
You shall no longer stay.

W!ty, dear, thou know'st, I said,
How all which I could get,

I gave it, and did spend it all
Upon thee every whit.

Quoth she, Thou art a knave,
To chal"lte me in this sort,

Being a woman of credit fair,
And known of good report;

Therefore I tell thee flat,
Be packing with ~ood speed;

I do delie thee from my heart,
And scorn thy filthy deed.

Is this the friendship that
You did to me protestP

Is this the great affection which
You so to me exprest P

Now fie on subtle shrews!
The best is, I may speed

To get a lodgiug any where
For money in my need.

False woman, now farewell,
Whilst twenty pound doth last,

My anchor in some other haven
With freedom I will cast.

52V
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When she peroeiv'd by this,
I had store of money there :

B~, George, qoo.th she,.thou art~.ooqwck :
Why, man, I did but Jeer:

Dost think for all my speech,
That I would let thee go P

Faith no, said she, my love to thee
I wi.u ia more than so.

Yon scome a prentice boy,
I heard you ~ust now swear,

Wherefore I will not trouble you.-
--Nay, George, hark in thine ear;

Thou shalt not go to.night,
What chance soe're befall:

But man we'll have a bed for thee,
o else the devil take all.

80 I by wiles bewitcht,
And snar'd with fancy still,

Had then no power to '/tet' away,
Or to withstand her will.

For wine on wine I call'd,
And cheer upon good cheer;

And nothing in the world I thought
For Sarah's love too dear.

Whilst in her com~any, .
I had such merriment;

All, all too little I did think,
That I npon her spent.

A ~. for care and thought I
When all mr gold is gone,

In faith, my g'lrl, we will have more,
Whoever I light upon.

My father's rich, why then
Should I nnt store of gold P

Nay with a father sure, quoth she,
A son may well make bold.

I've a siater richly wed,
I'll rob her ('re I'll want.

Na~ then, quoth Sarah, they xnay well
Consider of your acant.
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Nay, I an uncle have;
At Ludlow he doth dwell :

He is a grazier, which in wealth
Doth all the rest excell.

Ere I will live in lack,
And have no coyn for thee:

Il1 rob his house, and murder him.
Why should you not P quoth she:

Was I a man, ere I
Would IiVI.' in poor estate ;

On father, friends, and all my kin.
I would my talons grate.

For without money, George,
A man is but a beast:

But brinKing money, thou shalt be
Always my welcome guest.

For shouldst thou be pnrsued
With twenty hues Bnd cry-ea,

And with a warrant searched for
With Argua' hundred eyea,

Yet here thou shalt be safe;
Such privy ways there be,

That if they sou~ht an hundred yean,
They could not find out thee.

And so carousing both
Their~leB8ures to content:

GE'Or~e Barnwell had in little apace
His money wholly spent.

Which done, to Ludlow straight
He did provide to go,

To rob his wealthy uncle there ;
His minion would it so.

And once he thou~ht to take
His father by the way,

But that he fear'd his mB8ter had
Took order for his stay.1

1 i. •. ror stopping, aDd app1'eb...ding him at biI falb.....
JIJI
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Unto his uncle then
He rode with might and main,

'Vho with a welcome and good cheer
Did Barnwell entertain.

One fortni~ht's space he stayed.
Until it chanced so,

His uncle with his cattle did
Unto a market ~o.

HiM kin8JIlan rode with him,
Where he did see riKht plain.

Great store of money he had took :
When coming home again,

Sudden within a wood,
He struck his uncle down,

And beat his brains out of his head;
So sore he crackt his crown.

Then seizing fourscore pound,
To London straight lie hyed,

And unto Sarah Millwood au
The crueIl fact descryed.1

Tush,. 'w no matter, George,
So we the money have

To have A'ood cheer inJ'oIly sort.
And deck us fine an brave.

Thus lived in filthy sort,
Until their store WIl8 ~one:

When means to get them any more.
I wis, poor George had none.

Therefore in railing sort,
She thrust him out of door:

Which is the just reward of those
Who spend upon a whore.

o I do me not disgrace
In this my need, quoth he.

She call'd him thief and murderer.
With all the spiKht might be:

To the constable she sent.
To have him apprehended;

And shewed how far, in each degree.
He had the laws oftimded.

1 Deocryed-ducrib.d.
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When Barnwell ~aw her drift,
To sea he got straightway;

Where fear and sting of conscience
Continually on him

Unto the lord mayor then,
He did a letter write;

II! whieh his own and Sarah's fault
He did at large recite.

'Whereby she seized was
And then to Ludlow sent:

Where she wasjudg'd, condemn'd, and hang'd,
For murder incontinent.

There dyed this gallant quean,l
Su('h was her ~eatest gaios :

For murder io Polonia
Was Barnwell hang'd in chains.

La! here's the e"\d of youth,
That after harlots haunt;

Who in the spoil of other men
About the streets do flaunt.

THE STEDFAST SHEPHERD.

BY GBORGB WITHER.

HBNCB away, thou Syren, leave me,
Pish! unclaspe these wanton armes ;

Sugred words can ne'er deceive me,
(Though thou prove a thousand charmes).

Fie, fie, forbeare ;
No common snare

Can ever my affection chaine:
Thy painted baits,
And poore deceits,

Are all bestowed on me in vainI.'.

) Quean-6cu. cO.mI.

11112
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rme no slave to such as you be;
Neither shall that suowy brest,

Rowling eye, and lip of ruby
Ever robb me of my rest:

Goo, goe, display
Thy beautie's ray

To some more soone enaDlour'd swaine:
Those common wiles
Of sighs and smiles

Are all bestowed on me in vaine.

I ha\"'e elsewhere vowed a dutie ;
Tume away thy temptinf'{ eye:

Shew not me a painted beautie ;
These impostures I delie:

My spirit lothes
Where ~awdy clothes

And fainM othes may love obtaine:
I love her so,
Whose looke sweares No;

That all your labours will be vaine.

Can he prize the tainted posies,
Which on every brest are warne;

Thut may plucke the virg-in roses
From their ne\"'er-touchM thorne P

I can goo rest
On her sweet bl'f'st,

That is the pride of Cynthia's traine:
Then stay thy tongue;
Thy mermaid song

Is all bestoll-ed on me in vaine.

Hee's a foole, that basely dallies,
Where each peasant mates with him :

Shall I haunt the throngM valli('J(ll,
Whilst ther's uoble hils to climbeP

No, no, though c!ownes
Are sClIr'd with frownes,

I know the best l'lln but disdaine:
And those lie prove;
So will thy love

Be all bestowed on me in vaine.
I doe scome to vow 1\ dutie.

Where eaclllustfulllad may wooe:
Gi\"'e me her, "hose sun.like beulltie

Buzzards dure not soare unto :

J
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Shee. shee it i8
Alfoords that bli8~e .

For which I would refuse no paine:
But such as you,
Fond rooles, adieu;

You Beeke to captive me in vaine.

Leave me then, you Syrens. leave me;
Seeke no more to worke my harmes:

Cranie wiles can not deceive me,
Who am proofe ag-aillst your charmes:

You lauour may
To lead astray

The heare that ('olJ~laut 8hall remaine :
And I the while
Will Bit and smile

To ace you spend your time in vaine.

THE SPANISH VIRGIN, OR EFFECTS OF JEALOUSY.

THE subject of this Ballad Is taken from a collection of traglcal storl....
entitled .. The Theatre of God', Judp:ment•• by Dr. Beard and Dr.
Taylor.1642." Pt. Ii. p. 89.-The text Is given (with correction.) from
two copt... ; one of them In black-letter in the Pepys Collection. In
thi. every stan.u II accompanied with the following distich, bT waT at
burden:-

M Oh jealouole I thou art BUrst In hell :
.. Depart from henee, and therein dwell."

ALL tender hearts, that ake io hear
Of those that suffer wrong;

All vOU, that never shed a tear,
Give heed unto my song.

Fair Isabella's tragedy
My tale doth rar exceed :

.AIBS. that so much cruelty
In female hearts should breed I

In Spain a lady !iv'd of late.
Who was of high degree;

WhOlle wayward temper did crente
Much woe and misery.

.,
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Stran\re jealousies 80 fill'd her head
"\Vith many a vain surmize,

She thoulrht ht>r lord had \n'Ong'd her bed.
And did her love despise.

A gentlewoman passinjt fair
Did on thiR lady wait;

With bravest dames she might compare i
TIer beauty was complent.

TIer Indy cast a jealous t>yo
Upon this Il'entle maid;

And taxt her with diriloyaItye i
And did her oft upbraid.

In RHence Rtill this maiden mCl'k
Her bittt>r taunts would bear,

WIt:Je oft adown ht>r lovely cheek
Would steal the falling tear.

In nin in humble sort she strovo
Her fury to disarm ;

As well the meeknt>RS of the dove
The hloody hawke mi~ht charm.

Her lord, of humour lig-ht and gay.
And innocent the whilp,

As oft as 8he came in his wav,
Would on the damsell smtle.

And oft before his lady's f8('e,
As thinking ber her friend,

He would the maiden's modest grace
And comeliness commend.

All which incens'd his lady 110,

She burnt with wrath extreame ;
At length the fire that long did glow

Burst forth into a flame.

For on a day it 80 befell,
"\Vhen he was gone from home,

The lady all with rage did 8well,
And to the damsell come.

And charging her ,,·ith went offence.
And maoy a ATievous fault;

Sho hade her servants drag her thence.
Into a dismal vault.
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Thllt lay beneath the common-shore !
A dungeon dark and deep:

'VhE're they were wont, in days of yore,
Offenders great to keep.

There never light of chearful day
Dispers'd the hideous ~loom;

But dank and noiAome vapours play
Around the wretched room :

And adders, snakes, and toads therein•
.As afterwards was known,

Long in this loathsome vault had bin.
And were to monsters grown.

Into this foul and fearful place,
The fair one innocent

Was cast, before her lady's {aer.
Her malice to content.

This maid no sooner enter'd is,
But strait, alas! she hears

The toads to croak, and snakes to hiss I

Then grievously she fears.

Soon from their holes the vipers creep,
And fiercely her assail:

Which makes the damsel sorely weep,
And her sad fate bewail.

With her fair hands she strivCll in vain
Her body to defend:

With shrieks Ilnd cries she doth complain,
But all is to no end.

A servant listning near the door.
Struck with her doleful noise,

Strait ran his lady to implore ;
But Ilhe'll not hear his voice.

With bleeding heart he goes agen
To mark the maiden's groans;

And plainly hears, within the den,
How she herself bemOllUS.

Again he to his 19.dy hies
With all the haste he may:

She into furious pusion flies.
And orders him away.
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Still back again does he return
To hear her tender ('nee;

The virgin now had ceas'd to mourn;
Which fill'd him with surprize.

In l{rief, and horror, and affright,
He listens at the walls;

But finding all 11'88 silent quite,
He to his lady calla.

Too sure, 0 lady, now quoth he,
Your cruelty hath aped;

Make haat, for shame, and come and Bee ;
I fear the virgin's dead.

She sum to hear her audden fate,
And does with torches run:

But all her hute was now too late,
For death his worst had done.

The door being open'd, strait they found
The virgin stretch'd along:

Two dreadfulanakes had wrapt her round,
Which her to death had stung.

One round her legs, her thighs. her wast,
Had twin'd his fatal wreath:

The other close her neck embrac'd,
And aOOpt her gentle breath.

The anakea, being from her body throat,
Their bellies were so fill'd.

That with excesa of blood they bunt,
Thna with their prey were kill'd.

The wicked lady, at this aight,
With horror atrait ran mad;

So raving dy'd. 8ll was moat right,
'Canae ahe no pity had.

Let me advise you. ladies all.
Of jealousy beware :

It caulleth many a one to fall,
And is the devil's anare.
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JEALOUSY, TYRANT OF THE MIND.

FROM· Love Triumphant," a Trajt!-Comedy. by John Dryden [b. 1881,
d.1700J; acted early In IGH, and printed during the same year.

WHA.T 8tate of life can be 80 blest,
As love that warms the gentle brest i
Two 80uls in one; the Bame desire
To grant the bliss, and to require P

If in this heaven a hell we find,
Tis all from thee,
o J ealousie !

Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind.

All other ills, though sharp they prove,
Serve to refine and perfect love:
In absence, or unkind disdaine,
Sweet hope relieves the lover's paine:

But oh, no cure but death we find
To sett us free
From jealousie,

Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind.

False in thy glass alI objects are,
Some sett too near, and some too far:
Thou art the fire of endless ni/o\"ht,
The fire that burns, and gives no li~ht.

.All torments of the damn'd we find
In only thee,
o J ealousie !

Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind.
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CONSTANT PENELOPE.

From the original black-letter In the Pepys Collection.

WHEN Greeks and Trojans fell at strife.
And lords in armour bright were seen;

When many a gallant lost his life
About f&lr Hellen. beauty's queen;

Ulysses, ~eneral so free,
Did leave his dear Penelope.

When she this wofull news did hear,
That he would to the warrs of Troy;

For grief she shed full many a tear.
At partin~ from her only joy:

Her ladies all about her came,
To comfort up this Grecian dame.

Ulysses, with a heavy heart,
Uuto her then did mildly say,

The time is come that we must part ;
My honour calls me hence away;

Yet III my absence, dearest. be
My constant wife, Penelope.

Let me no lonlter live, she sayd,
Then to my lord I true reIIlain ;

My_honour shall not be betray'
Until I see my love ~a.in;

For I will ever constant prove,
As is the loyal turtle·dove.

Thus did they part with heavy ch!'lr,
And to the ships his way he took;

Her tender eyes dropt many a tear;
Still casting many a 10njotIDl{ look:

She saw him on the SUTltes 111ide,
And unto Neptune thus she cry'd:

Thou/od, whose power is in the deep.
An rulest in the ocean main,

My loving lord in safety keep
Till he return to me 8lI;ain :

That I his person may behold.
To me more precious far than gold.
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Then straight the ships wi"h nimble sails
Were all convey'd out of her sight:

Her cruel fate she then bewails,
Since she had lost,her heart's delight.

Now shall my practice be, quoth she,
True vertue and humility.
MyJlatience I will put in ure,1

My charity I ,,"ill extend;
Since for my woe there is no cure,

The helpless now I will befriend:
The widow and the fatherless
I will relieve, when in distress.
Thus she continued year by year

In doing good to every one;
Her fame was noi~6d every where,

To young and old the same was known.
That she no company would mind,
Who were to vanity inclin'd.
Mean while ffi;Y3ses fought for fame,

'Mongst Trojans hazarding his life:
Young gallants, hearing of her name,

Came flocking for to tempt his wife:
"For she was lovely, young, and fllir,
No lady might with her compare.
With costly gifts and jewels fine,

They did endeavour her to win;
\Vith banquets and the choicest wine.

For to allure her unto sin:
Most persons were of high degree,
Who courted fair Penelope.
\Vith modesty and comely grace

Their wanton suits she did denye :
No tempting charms could e'er deface

Her dearest husband's memory I.' ;

But constant she would still remain,
Hopeing to see him once again.
Her book her dayly comfort was,

And that she often did peruse;
She seldom looked in her glRBB ;

Powdcr and paint she ne'er wonld use.
I wish all ladies were as free
From pride as was Penelope.

lU.......-.
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She in her needle took deli~ht,
And likewise in her spinning-wheel;

Hl'r maids about her every night
Did use the distaff and the reel:

The spiders, that on rafters twine,
Scarce spin a tllrl'ad more soft and fine.

Sometimes she would bewail the 1086
And absence of her dearest love:

Sometimes she thonght the seas to Cl"OIl8,
Her fortune on the \Yave~ to prove.

I fear my lord is slain, quoth she,
He stays so from Penelope.

At length the ten years' siege of Troy
Did end; in flames the city burn'd;

And to the Grecians was ltl'8at joy,
To see the towers to ashes turn'd:

Then came (JJysses home to see
His constant, dear Penelope.

o blame her not if she was glad
When she her lord a~nin had seen.

Thrice-welcome home, my dE'ar, she said,
A long time absent thou hast been:

The wars shallnevE'r more deprive
Me of my lord whilst I'm alive.

Fair ladies all, example take;
And hence a worthy lesson learn,

All youthful follies to forsake,
And vice from virtue to diseern:

And let all women strive to be
As constant 88 Penelope.

TO LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WARS.

From the " Lucaata" of Richard Lo'l'elace.

TELL me not, sweet, I am unkinde,
That from the nunnene

Of thy chaste brea.st and !luiet minde,
To warre and armes I ilie.
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Trne. a new mistress!' now I chase,
The first foe in the field;

And with a strongcr faith imbrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such,
As yOll too shall adore;

I could not love thee. deara, so much,
Lov'd I not honour more.

VALENTINE AND URSINE.

541

TnB old Story-book of .. Valentine and Onon," which suggested the
plan of thll We, but II not Itrlctly followed In It, ....u orlglnal1y a
tranglatlon from a very early l'rench Romance. The circumstance
of the bridge of bell. II token from the metrlcol legend of .. Sir
Bedl.· An old aud mutllatcd poem In the foUo MS. furnlahed aome
partlcu1al'll.

PART THB FIBST.

WHEN Flora 'gins to decke the fields
With colours fresh and fine,

Then holy clerkes their mattins sing
To good Saint Valentine!

The kin~ of France that morninK fair
He "ould a hunting ride:

To Artois forest prancin~ forth
In all his prim·elye pride.

To grace his sports a courtly train
Of gallant J;>cers attcnd :

And with their loud lind cheerful cryes
The hills and valleys rend.

Through the deep forest swift they pass,
Throu~h woods und thickets wild;

'When down within a lonely dell
They found a new-born child;

All in a scarlet kercher lay'd
Of silk so fine and thin:

A golden mantle "rapt him round
Pinn'd'l'l"ith a silver pin.

The sudden sight surpriz'd them all;
ThE' courtiers gather'd rounr! ;

They look. they eall, the mother seek;
No mother could be found.
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At length the king himsl:'lf drew near
And M hl" gazin~ stands,

The pretty babe look'd up and amil'd.
And strl'tch'd his little hands.

Now, by the rood, king Pepin says,
This child is passin" fair:

I wot he is of /tentle blood;
Perhaps some prince's heir.

Goe bear him home unto my court
With all the care ye may:

Let him be chrislen'd Valentine,
In honour of this day:

And look me out some cunning nurse;
Well nurtur'd let him bee;

N or ou~ht be wanting that becomes
A b&lrn' of high degree.

They look'd him out a cunning nurse,
And nunur'd well was hee;

Nor au~ht was wantin~ that became
A bwrn of high degree.

Thus wewe the little Valentine,
Belov'd of king and peers;

And shew'd in all he spake or did
A wit beyond his years.

But chief in gallant feates of arms
He did himself advance,

That ere he grewe to man's estate
He had no peere in France.

And now the early downe began
To shade his youthful chin j

When Valentiue WM dubb'd a lmigllt,
That he might glory win.

A boon, a boon, my wacious liege,
I beg a boon of thee !

The first adventure that befalla,
May be reserv'd for mee.

The first adventure shall be thine;
The kin/t did smiling say.

Nor many days, when lo! there came
Three palmers clad in graye.



M2,

\'ALI!:STINI!: AND URSINI!:,

.. At Jen~th the kwA Limalf d..... no:u-.
And •• be Au.tn, ~J\D.t1•."
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Help, ~racious lord, they weeping say'd ;
Aud knelt, aa it was meet:

From t~to)'s forest we be come,
With weak and wearye feet.

Within those deep and drearye woods
There wends a saval(e boy;

Whose fierce aud mortal rage doth yield
Thy subjects dire annoy.

'Mon~ ruthless heares he sure was bred;
He lurks within their den:

With beures he lives; with beares he feeds,
And drinks the blood of men.

To more than savage strength he joins
A more than human skill :

:For arms, ne cunnin~ may suffice
His cruel rage to still :

Up then rose sir Valentine,
And claim'd that arduous deed.

Go forth and conquer, say'd the king,
And great shall be thy meed.

Well mounted on a milk-white steed,
His armour white as snow;

As well beseem'd a virl(in knight,
Who ne'er had fought a foe:

To Artoys forE'st he repairs
With ull the haste he may;

And soon he spies the savage youth
A rending of his prey.

His unkE'mpt hair all mattE'd hung
His sh~gy shoulders round:

His eBl(er eye all fiery glow'd :
His face with fury frown'd.

Like E'a~lE's' talons grE'W his nails:
His limbs were thick and strong';

And dreadful was the knotted oak
He bare with him along.

Soon as sir Valentine approach'd,
He starts with sudden spring;

And yelling forth a hideous howl,
He made the forests ring.
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As '1'1"hen a ty~er fierce and fell
Hath spyed a passing roe.

And leaps at once upon his throat ;
So sprung the savage foe ;

So lightly leap'd with furious foree
The gentle knight to seize:

Bnt met his tall uplifted spear.
Which sunk him on his knees.

A sellOnd stroke so stiff' and stern
Had laid the llavage low;

nut springing up, he rais'd his club,
And aim'd a dreadful blow.

The watchful warrior bent his head.
And shun'd the cominj{ stroke;

Upon his taper spear it fell,
And all to shivers broke.

Then lighting nimbly from his steed.
He drew his bumlsht brand:

The savage quick as lightning flew
To wrest it from his hand.

Three times he grasp'd the silver hilt;
Three times he felt the blade;

Three times it fell with ful:'ious force ;
Three ghastly wounds it made.

Now with redoub)pd rsge he roar'd;
His eye.ball flash'd with fire ;

Each hairy limb with fury shook;
And all his heart was ire.

Then c1osin~ fllllt with furioU!l gripe
He clasp'd the champion round,

And with a strong and sudden twist
He laid him on the ground.

But soon the knight, with active spring,
O'ertum'd his hairy foe:

And now between their sturdy JiJta
Past many a bruisin~ blow.

They roll'd and grappled on the ground,
And there they stru~j{led lonjt:

Skilful and active was the knight;
The savage he was strong
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But brutal force and 8&v~e strength
To art and skill must yleld :

Sir Valentine at length prevail'd,
And won the well-fought field.

Then binding strait his conquer'd foe
Fast with an iron chain,

He tyes him to his horse's tail,
And leads him o'er the plain.

To court his hairy captive soon
Sir Valentine doth bring;

And kneeling downe upon his knee,
Presents him to the king.

With loss of blood and 1088 of strength
The 8&VBKe tamer grew;

And to sir Vall:'ntine became
A servant try'd and true.

And 'cause with beares he erst was bred,
Ursine they call his name;

A name which unto future times
The MU8e8 shall proclame.

P.lIlT THB SBCOND.

IN high renown with prince and peere
Now liv'd sir Vall:'ntine:

His hi~h renown with prince and peere
Made envious hearts repine.

It chanc'd the king upon a day
Prepar'd a sumptuous feast:

And there came lords and dainty damllll,
And many a noble guest.

Amid their cups, that freely How'd,
Their revelry, and mirth,

A youthful knlj{ht w'd Valentine
Of base and doubtful birth.

The foul reproach, so grossly urg'd,
His generous heart did wound:

And strait he \"ow'd he ne'er would rest
Till he his parents found.

NN
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Then bidding king and peen adieu,
Early one summer's day,

With faithful Ursine by his Bide,
From court he took his way.

O'er bill and valley, DlOIl8 and moor,
For many a day they pl88;

At length. upon a moated lake,l
They found a bridge of b1'll88.

Beyond it rose a caatle fair,
o Y.built of marble stone:
The battlements were gilt with gold,

And glittred in the sun.
Beneath the bridge, with strange devic4,
. A hundred bells were hunp; j

That man, nOl' beaat, might pl88 thereon.
But strait their larum runlf.

This quickly found the youthf'ul pair,
Who boldly crossing o'er,

The jangling sound bedeaft their ears.
And rung from shore to shore.

Quick at the sound the castle gates
Unlock'd and opened wide,

And strait a gyant huge and grim
StaIk'd forth with stately pride.

Now yield you. ca:rtift's, to my will;
He cried with hideous roar;

Or else the wolves shall eat your fleeh.
And raveDI drink your gore,

Vain boaster, said the youthful knight.
I scorn thy threats and thee:

I trust to force thy brazen gates,
And set thy captives free.

Then putting spurs unto his steed,
He aim'd a dreadful thrust;

The spear ~ainst the gyant Iflano'd,
And caua d the blood to burst.

Mad and out~eouswith the pain,.
He whirl'd hiS mace of steel:

The very wind of such a blow
Had made the champion reel

~ "' ••• Jake t/lal I8ned tor • mo.! to • eutJe.
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It haply mist; and now the knil{ht
. His glitterinl{ sword display'd,
And ridiul( round with whIrlwind speed

on made him feel the blade.

As when a lal'Ke and monstrous oak
UnceuinK sxes hew:

So fast around the lO'ant's limbs
The blows quick-darting flew.

As when the boughs with hideous fall
Some hapless woodman crush:

With such a force the enormous foe
Did on the champion ruah.

A fl'arful blow, alaa I there came,
Both horse and knight it took,

And laid them seuselesa in the dust;
So fatal was the stroke.

Then smiling forth a hideous grin,
The gyant strides in haste,

And. stooping, aims a second stroke:
.. Now caytilf breathe thy last 1"

But ere it fell, two thundering blows
Upon his scull descend:

From Ursine's J..-notty club they came,
Who ran to save hie friend.

Down IUnk thl' gyant gaping wide,
Aud rollinl( his gt'im eyes :

The hairy youth repeats his blows:
He gasps, he 1(l'O&n8, he diN.

Quickly sir Valentine reviv'd
With Ursinl"s timely care:

And now to search the castle walls
The venturous youths repair.

The blood and bones of murder'd knights
They found where'er they Clime:

At length within a lonely cell
They saw a mournful dame.

Her gentle eyea were dim'd with tears;
Her cheekR were :pale with woe:

And long sir Valentane besought
Her doleful tale to know. •

11'Jl~
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.. Allis! young knight," she weeping said,
.. Coudole my lI'retehed fate; .

.. A childle118 mother here you see j

.. A wife without a mate.

.. These twt'nty winters here forlorn
.. I've drawn my hated breath;

.1 Sole witness of a monster's crimee,
.. And wishing aye for death•

.. Know, I am sister of a king,
.. And in my early years

.. Was married to a mi!{bty prince,
.. The fairest of his peers.

.. With him I sweetly liv'd in love
.. A twelvemonth and a day:

.. When, lo! a foul snd treacherous priest
.. Y-wrought our loves' decay•

.. His seeming goodneas wan him pow'r j

.. He had his master's ear:
.. And lonl!' to me and all the world

.. He did a saint appear.

.. One day, when we were all alone,
.. He proffer'd odious love:

.. The wretch with horrour I repuls'd.
.. And from my presence drove.

.. He feign'd remorse, and piteoUII bt'g'd
.. His crime I'd not reveal:

.. Which, for his seemin~ penitence,
.. I promis'd to conceal.

.. With treason, villainy, and wrong,
.. My goodness he repay'd :

.. With jealous doubts he fill'd my lord,
.. And me to woe betray'd.

.. He hid a slave within my bed.
.. Then rais'd a bitter cry.

.. MyJord, possest with rage, condemn'd
.. Me, all unheard, tc dye.

.. But, 'cause I tht'n was Itl"eat with child.
II At length my life he spar'd:

.. But bade me instant quit the realme,
.. One trusty knight my guard.



TALBIfTIl'l'B AND URSINB•

•• Forth on my journey I dl.'part,
.. Opprl.'st with I!rief and woe;

.. And tow'rds my brother's distant court,
.. With breaking heart, I goo.

.. Lonlt time thro' sundry foreign landa
.. We slowly pace along:

.. At lenltth, within a forest wild,
.. I fell in labour strong:

.. And while the knight for succour sought,
.. And left me there forlorn,

.. Mr. childbed pains ~o fast increast
.. Two lovely boys were born.

.. The eldl.'st fair, and ~mooth, as snow
.. That tips the mount.ain hoar:

.. The youn~er's little body rough
.. With hairs was cover'd o'er•

.. But here afre~h beJ(in my woes:
.. While tender cllre I took

.. To shield my eldest from the cold,
.. And wrap him in my cloak,

.. A prowlinlt bear bunt from the wood,
.. And seiz'd my youn~er son:

.. Affection lent my WE'lIkneS8 wings,
.. And after them I run.

.. But all foreweaned. weak, and spent,
.. I quickly swoon'd away;

.. A.nd there beneath the greenwood shade
.. Long time I lifdeS8 lay.

.. At len~h the kni~ht brought me relief,
.. And rais'd me from the ground:

.. But neither of my pretty babes
.. Could ever more be found.

.. And, while in search WE' wander'd far,
.. We met that gyant grim;

.. Who rutWess slew m., trusty knight,
.. A.nd bare me off wilh him.

.. But charm'd by heav'n, or else my griefs,
.. He offer'd me no wron~ ;

.. Save that within these lonely walls
.. I've been immur'd 80 long."
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Now, mrely. said the youthful knight.
You are lady BalliBallC8,

Wife to the Grecian EmPl!ror :
Your brother's king of Franee.

For in your royal brother's court
Myself my breeding had;

Where on the story of your Woell
Hath made my bosom lad.

If so,know your accuser's dead,
And dying own'd his crime;

And lon~ your lord hath BOlIght you ad
Thro'eYery foreign clime.

And when no tidings he eould learn
or his much.wronJtM wife,

He vow'd thenceforth withiD u oourt
To lead a hermit's life.

Now lteaven is kind! the lady said»
And dropt a joyful tear:

Shall I once more behold my lord P
That lord I love so dear P

But, madam, said sir Valentine,
And knelt upon his knee ;

Know you the cloak that wrapt your babe.
If you the IBJDe shoald lee.

And ~ling forth the cloth of gold,
In which himself was found»

The lady gave a sudden shriek,
And fainted on the ground.

But by his pious care reviv'd,
H is tale she heard anon;

And 800n by other tokeos found,
He wu indeed her son.

But who'. this hairy youth P she said J
He much reeembles thee :

The bear devour'd my younger BOD,
Or sure that ion were he.

Madam, this youth with bears was bred,
And rl.'&r'd within their den.

But recollect ye any mark
To know your IOD agq P
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Upon his little side, quoth ahe,
Was stampt a blooOY 1'OIIe.

Here, ladf' see the crimson mark
Upon hls body grows I

Then clasping both her new-found BODS
She bath'd their cheeks with tears;

And BOOn to1rards her brother's court
Her joyful eourse she .teers.

What pen can paint king Pepin's joy,
His sister thm restor'd I

And soon a messenger was sent
To chear her drooping lord :

Who came in haste with all his peera,
To fetch her home to Greece;

Where many happy/ears they reign'd
In perfect love an peace.

To them sir Ursine did succeed.
And long the scepter bare.

Sir Valentine he stay'd in France,
And W81 his uncle's heir.

THE DRAGON OF W.A.NTLEY.

631.

THIs humoroua Song II to old metrical romances and bllliadl of
cblvalry wbat Don QuIxote II to prose narratives of tbat klnd,-a
lively .atlre on their extravagant IIctionl. But Illthough the IIItire II
thus general, tbeonlllect of thll Ballad II local and pecaIIar.

Warnc1ure Lod/le and WarncUlI'e Wood (YDlprly pronounced
Wantley) are in tbe pariah of Pennllton, Yorkshire. The rectory or
Pennblcn was part of Ibe diuolved HoouterT of St. Stephen'., West
mln.tar, and wu granted to tbe Duke of Norfolk, who endowed with
It a hoopltll1 for women, wblch he built at Sbeflleld. The truate8 let
the Impropriatioo of tbe great tithes of Pennla10n to the Wortley
family, who got a great deal by the U'I'aIIgeIIIenl, and wanted to get
more; for Hr. Nlcbolas Wortley tried to take the tlthelln kind, but
Hr. Fnmcil BoevUle opposed him, and there WI8 a decree In f.,.our of
the modus In 87th Elizabeth. The Yicaru.«e of Pennillcn did not go
along with tbe reclcry, bnt with the copyhold reolll, and WI8 part of a
large pnrchue made by Ralph BoeYiJle from Queen Elisabeth, In tbe
IllCOnd year of her reign: and that part he &Old In nth EIiJabeth
to bll elder brother Godfrey, the father of Fnmcm I ,,110 Jeft. It, with
tbe rest of hll estate, to bll wife, for her Ure, and then to Ralph, third
.on ofhllnncle Ralpb. The widow married L,J0Del :aow.-oae, Jived
e1ihteen yean, and I1Il'TlTed Ralph.
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'lbe Billad IpporenUy relate. to tbe laWl'1llt earried _ CODCenliJlc
thlo claim of nth.. mod. hy Ute Wortley family. M Ho_ aDd
Church.. were to blm Geeoe and Turkeyl :" wblcb are titheablet~
tbe Dragon chooetoUveon. Sir Franclo Wortley. the IOD of :Kicbolu,
Ittempted agaln to take the Tltb.. In kind: but tbe parishiooen
lubocrlbed an agret'ment to defend tbeir modUlI. And u; me head of
the agret'mellt "II Lyon.1 Rowl..tone, wbo I••up~ to be ODe 01
.. the 81on.., delr Jack, whleb the Dragon 80uld not erack.- Tbe
agreemeut 10 still preserved In a Ilflfe .heet of parchmeot,. dated 1st
of Jam... I., and II full of nam.. and ,,"I., wblch might be meaDt by
the coat of armour... with spikes all about, botb within and ....UboorL..
More of More-bin wao either the attorney or con....Uor who c0n

ducted the .ult. He I. not di.tinctly remembered. but M~olI
remlll,. It the very bottom of Wantley [Warnclilfe] Wood. and Ii"" 10

low. that It might be .aid to be in a well: II the DrtIgl)D'. dllll
[Wamcllll'e Lodllej WII It the top of tbe wood," with Mltthew's boIaIe
hard by It," The Keepon belonging to tbe Wortley family ......
named, for many generation., Matthew Nortball: the last of tbem
left thl. lodge to be Keeper to the Dnke of Norfolk. The aIayiq
the • Dragon witb nothing at all" refen to the payment--& roae
a ye&l'-wblch WII. In e(feet. nothIng at all. The 80mbat o~ •• two
day. and a nlgbt" WII probably the trial at law. Anoth....1~
current In the Wortley family, .tates tbe dragon .. to have been a
formidable drinker, wbo WII at length drunk dead by the chieftain aI
tbe opposite moon," But Mr. Ellio believed the mon.ter to han: beeII
a wolf, or otber lIerce aollnal, who was IInally hunted down by M~
of More Hall. The Ballad 10 printed from a oopy ia Roman-Jeuer.
In tbe PeJl1ll OoIJectlon.

OLD stories Ml, how Hercules
A dragon slew at Lerna,

With seven heads, and fourteen eyes,
To see and well discern·a:

But he had a club, this dra~on to drub,
Or he had ne'er done it, I warrant ye:

But More of More.Hall. with nothing at all.
He slew the dra~on of Wantley.

This dm,..,O'On had two furious winW!,
Each one upon each shoulder;

With a stin~ In his tayl. as lon~ as a flayl.
Which made him bolder and bolder.

He had long claws, and in his jaws
Four and forty teeth of iron;

With a hide as tough as any buff,
Which did him round environ.

Have you not heard how the Trojan horse
Held seventy men in his belly P

This ~on Wall not quite so big,
But very near, I'll tell yeo
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Devoured he poor children three,
That could not with bim ~pplc;

And at one sup he eat them up,
As one would eat an apple.
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All sorts of cattle this dragon did eat.
Some say he ate up trees,

And that the forests sure he would
Devour up by degrees :

For houses and churches were to him geese and tnrkiea ;
He ate all, and left none behind,

But some stones, dear Jack, that he r.ould not cr.wk.
Which on the hills you will find.

In Yorkshirt', near fair Rotherham,l
The place I know it well i

Some two or three miles, or thereabouts.
I vow I cannot tell ;

But there is a hedge, just on the hill edge.
And Matthew's house hard by it;

o there and then was this dragon's den.
Yon could not chuse but spy it.

Some say this dragon was a witch;
Some say he was a devil,

For from his nose a smoke arose,
And with it bnrning snivel;

Which he cast off, when he did cough,
In a well that he did stand by;

Which made it look, just like a brook
Running with burning brandy.

Hard by a furious kni~ht there dwelt.
Of whom all towns did rin~,

For he could wrestle, play at quarter.stafF. kick, oufF
and huff,

Call son of a whore, do any kind of thing:
BY' the tail and the main, with his hands twain

He swung a horse till he was dead;
And that which is stranger, he for very anger

Eat him all up but his head.
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Th('llll cbildren, as I told, being ea~ J
Men, women. girls, and boya,

Sigbing and aobbiDK, came to his lodging.
And made n hideoUll noillf' :

o save us all, More of More-ball,
Thou peerle88 knight of these woods;

Do but slay thia dra~n, who won't leave UIl a ng 011,
We'll give thee all our gooda.

Tut, tnt, quoth he, DO jtoode I want;
But I want, I want, in sooth.,

. A fair maid of sixteen, that'a briak and keen.
With smiles about the mouth;

Hair black as sloe, skin white as mow.
With blushes her cheeks adorning;

To anoynt me o'er night, ere I ito to fight.
And to dress me in the mommg.

This bt'ing done, he did engage
To hew the dragon down;

But first he went, new armour to
BesP.E'ak at Sheffield town;

With spIkes all about, not within but without.
Of steel so sharp and strong;

Both behind and before, arms, legs. and all o'er.
Some five or six inchea long.

Had you but seen him in this dress,
How fierce he look'd, and how bilt.

You would have thought him for to be
Some Egyptian porcupig:

He fri~hted all, catB, doga, and all,
Each cow, each horse, and each holt:

For fear they did flee, for they took him to be
Some strange outlandish hedge.hog.

To see this fight, all people then
Got up on trees and houses,

On churches some, and chimneys too;
But these put on their trowses,

Not to apoil their hose. As soon BlI he I'OIe.,
To make him strong and mighty,

He drank by the tale six potB of ale,
And a quart of aqua-vitle.
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It is not atren~h that ahrayt wins,
For wit dotli strength excell ;

Which made our cunnin~ champion
Creep down into a well ;

Where he did think this dragon would drink;
And so he did in truth;

And as he stoop'd low, he roee up and cry'd, boh I
And hit him in the mouth.

Oh, quoth the dragon, pox take thee, come out,
Thon disturb'at me in my drink:

And then he tum'd, and s-- at him ;
Good lack how he did stink:

Be~hrew thy soul, thy body's foul,
Thy dun~ smells not like balsam;

Thou BOn of a whore, thou stink'st 10 lOre.
Sure thy diet is unwholesome.

Our politick knight, on the other side,
Crept out upon the brink,

And gave the ilragon luch a donae,
He knew not what to think :

By rock, quoth he, say you BO, do you see P
And then at him he let By

With hand and with foot. and 80 they went to't;
And the word it was, Hey boy.. hey!
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Your words, quoth the dragon, I don't undentand;
Then to it they fell at all,

Like two wild boars 80 Herce, if I may
Compare great thinga with amall.

Two days and a night, with this dragon did fight
Our champion on the ground;

Tho' their strength it was /{reat, their Ikill it wu neat.
They never had one wound.

At length the hard earth be/{BU to quake,
The dragon ~ave him a knock,

Which made him to reel, and atraitwlY he thought,
To lift him 88 hillh as a rook,

And thence let him fall. But More of More.hall,
Like a valiant BOn of Mara,

As he came like a lout, so he tum'd him about.
And hit him a kick on the a-
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Oh, quoth the d~on, with a deep siRh,
And turn'd six times together,

Sobbinj( and tearing, cursing and swearing
Out of his throat of leather;

More of More-hall! 0 thou rasdll
Would I had seen thee never; [Kl\t.

With the thinj( at thy foot, thou hast prick'd my a-
And I'm quite undone for ever.
Mut'der, murder, the dragon cry'd,

Alack, alack, for I¢ef i
Had you but mist that place, you could

Have doue me no mischief.
Then his head he shaked, trembled and quaked,

And down he laid and cry'd i
First on one knee, then on back tumbled he,

80 groan'd, kickt, --, and dy'do

ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND.

THB FIBST PART.

TuE former Song r1dlcaJea the extrangant Incident. In old ballada
and metrl",,1 romanllell, and the preoent u a borle.;que of their atyle.
Tbe Ballad I. given from an old black-letter copy In the Pepya Col
lection, "imprinted a' London, IOU."

WHY doe you boast of Arlhur and his kuightes,
Knowing' well' how many men have endured fightes P
For besiaes king Arthur, and Lancelot du Lake,
Or sir Tristram de Lionel, that fought for ladies' &ake ;
Read in old histories, and there you shall see
How St. Geot'ge, St. Georj(e the dragon made to flee.

.st. George he was for Enltland; St. Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Honi .oit q_i mal y pe1Ue.

Mark out' father Abraham, when first he reackued Lot
Onely with his household, what conquest there he got ,
David was elected a prophet and a bng,
He slew the great Golillh, with a stone within a sling:
Yet these were not knighteB of the table round;
Nor St. George, St. George, who the dragon did con

found.
St. George he was for England i St. Dennis was for France ;

Sing, H01Ii 60it qui mal y pe1Ue.



ST. GEOBGB FOR ENGLAND. 657

Jephthah and Gideon did lead their men to fi~ht,

They conquered the Amorites, and put them all to flight:
Hercules his labours' were' on the plaines of Basse ;
And Sampson slew a thousand WIth the jawbone of

an aBBe,
And eke he threw a temple dowDe, and did a mighty

IIpoyle:
But St. Georg-e, St. Georg-e he did the dragon foyle.

St. George he "'as for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, Hlmi ,oit qui mal !I pense.

The W&rreS of ancient monarchs it were too long to tell,
And likewise of the Romans, how farre the1 did excell;
Hannyball and Scipio in many a fielde did fighte:
Orlando Furi080 he Wll8 & worthy kni~hte :
Remus and Romulus, were they that Rome did bnilde :
But St. George, St. Geo~e the dragon made to yielde.

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France;
• Sing, Honi ,ait qui mal !I pense.

The noble Alphonso, that was the Spanish kingo,
The order of the red scarffes and bandrollea in did

bring:'
He had a troope of mighty knightes, when first he did

begin,
Which sought adventures farre and neare, that conqut'st

they might win;
The ranks of tho Pag-ans he often put to flight:
But St. George, St. George did With the dr~on fight.

St. George he was for Englaud; St. Dennis Wll8 for France;
Sing, Honi ,oit qui mal !I peMe.

Many •knights' have fought with proud Tamberlaine:
Cutlu the Dnne, great warres he did mnintaine :
Rowland of Hearne, and good' sir' Olivere,
In the forest of Acon slew both woolfe and beare:
Besides that noble Hollander, •sir' Goward with the bill:
But St. George, St. George the dragon's blood did spill.

St. George he Wll8 for England; St. Dennis was for France;
SinK, Honi soit qui maly pense.

1 Thi. pt'Obably sDnd... to .. An Ancient Order or Knighthood, called tha
Order orthe Band, in.lilnled by Don AlphoDllUS, king of Spain .•• to w....
.. red riband or t.hree f1nll"ro b'-th," Ao.
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Valentine and Orson were of king Pepin's blood:
Alfride ud Henry they were brave kni/(hte8 ud Kood :
The four SOUl of Aymon, that follow'd CharJemaine:
Sir Hughon of Burdeaux, and Godfrey of Bollaine :
These were all French knil{htetl that hved in that age:
But St. George, St. Georl{6 the drBf{on did lo8Iuage.

St. Georl{e he W88 for EDl{land; St. Dennis wu for France;
Sing, Boni mt gsi mal~pnH.

Bevia conquered Aecapart, and after alew the boa.re,
And then he croat beyond the seas to combat with the

Moore:
Sir Iaenbr.. and ElPamore, they were knighiee mOllt

bold;
And I{OOd Sir John Manderille of travel much hath told:
There were many Engli.eh knights that Pagana did

convert:
But St. George, St. George pluckt out the drajtOn'lI heart.

St. Georll'e he WBI for England; St. Dennia WBI Cor Fraooe;
Sin/{, Boni ,oit g_i ..all p_~.

The noble earl of Warwick, that wu caU'd sir Guy,
The infidels ud pagaD8 .toutlie did deHe :
He alew the giant Brandimore, and after was the death
Of that moat ghastly dun cowe, the divell of Dunsmore

heath;
Besides his noble deeds all done beyond thl.' aeu :
But St. George, St. George the drajtOn did ap~.

St. Georl{e he was for England; St. Dennis WBI for France;
Sinl{, Honi .oat glli Mal ~p_.

:R.ichard Creur·de-lion, erat king of this land,
HI.' the lion !tored with his nakl.'d hand:1

The false duke of Austria nothing did he fl.'are;
Hut hiB son he killed with a bOJ:e on the care;
Bellides his famous aetes done in the holy lande :
But St. Georj{6, St. Georjl;e the dragon did with.tande.

St. Grorge he was for Enl'\'land; St. Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Hom.oat pi _l ~pe1U~.

Henry the fifth he conquered all France,
And quartered their arms, hiB honour to advance I

He their cities razed, IUId threw their castlea down&,
And his head he honoured with a double crowne :

1 ADudlDJ to the tabaIoua upIoila ro&tributed to thiI na, ill the 0lil
romaDOeII.
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He thumped the French·men, and after home he came:
But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tamt'o

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France ;
Sing, H01Ii .mt qW ..all petue.

St. David of 'Walea thtl Welah·men much advance:
St. JaqueB of Spaine, that never yet broke lance:
St. Patricke of Ireland, which was St. GeorKe's boy,
Seven yeart'B he kept his horse, and then stole him away:
For which knavish act, as slavea they doe remaine:
But St. Geor~e, St. George the dragon he hath slaine.

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France ;
Sing, Huni ,vit IJvi mall pe1U6.

ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND,

THB SECOND PART,

WAS written by John Grubb, X.A. of Christ Chnrch. Oxford. on the
following occhlon. Some gentlemen of the Unlve....lty had formt'd
themselvee hIla a Club, all the memben of which "'ere to have the
Dame of George. Onr authon dgqualillcation w.. dlspenoed with,
on condition of hll oompoalng a OODIf In honour of tholr Patron
Saint, and adding a new stanza to he lung on each Annual Festival.
Thll diverting poem. grew out of that uudertaklng. and aller a IanI!'
circulation In MS. w.. pubUlhed at Oxford In 16BB. Grubb \T&I
Head Muter of the Grammar School at Chrlat Church; he aller
warda held a oImllar appolatment at G1011Ce1tA1r, when he died
April 2, lU7, In the 1I1t,-4nt year of hie ace.

Tn story of king Arthur old
Is very memoJ'lible,-

The number of his valiant knights,
And roundneBB of hiB table:

The knights around his table in
A circle Bate, d'ye S('8:

And altogether made up one
Large hoop of chivalry.

He had a sword, both broad and sharp,
Y-cleped Caliburn,

Would cut a flint more elIsily
Than pen-knife cuts a corn;
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As case.knife does a capon carve,
So 'l'fould it carve a rock,

And split a man at sin~le slash,
From noddle down to nock.

As Roman Augur's steel of yore
Dissected Tarquin's riddle,

80 this would cut both conjurer
.And whetstone thro' the middle.

He was the cream of Breclrnock,
And flower of all the Welsh:

But George he did the dragon fell,
And gave him a plaWlY squelsh.1

St. Georg!' he was for EnA'land; St. Dennis was for Frace;
Sing, Honi .oit qui mal !I penBe.
Pendragon, like his father Jove,

Was fed with milk of goat;
.And like him made a noble shield

Of she.goat's shaggy coat:
On top of bumisht helmet he

Did wear a crest of leeks;
And onions' heads. whose dreadful nod

Drew tears down hostile cheeks.
Itch and Welsh blood did make him hot,

And very prone to ire;
H' was ting'd with brimstone, like a match.

And would as soon take fire.
As brimstone he took inwardly

When scurf gave him occasion,
His postem puff of wind was a

Sulphureous exhalation.
The Briton never tergivers'd,

But was for adverse drubbing,
And never turn'd his back to aught,

But to a post for scrubbin!i"
His sword would serve for battle, or

For dinner, if you pleue ;
When it had slain a Cheshire man,

'Twould toast a Cheshire cheese.
He wounded, and, in their own blood,

Did anabaptize Pagans:
But Georg-e he made the dragon an

Example to all dragons.
8t. Ge01'~ehe "'as for England; St. Dennis was for France;

Sing, Hani Bait qui mal !I pellBe.

1 Sque1Bb-.llow.
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Brave Warwick Gny, at dinner time,
ChBllen~'d a gyant sava~e;

And streight came out the nnweildy lout
Brim.full of wrath and cabbage:

He had a phiz of latitude,
And was full thick i' th' middle;

The cheeks of puffed trumpeter,
And pannch of squire Beadle.!

But the kni~ht fell'd him, like an oak,
And did upon his back tread;

The valiant knight his weazon cut,
And Atropos his pnckthread.

Besides he fo~ht with a dun cow,
As say the poets witty,

A dreadful dun, and horned too,
Like dun of Oxford city:

The fervent dog.days made her mad,
B'y cansin~ heat of weather,

Synus and Procyon baited her,
As bull.dogs did her father:

Grasiers, nor butchers this fell beast,
E'er of her frolick hindred ;

John Dosset2 she'd knock down as flat,
As John knocks down her kindred:

Her heels would lay ye all along,
And kick into a swoon;

Frewin'sa cow.heels keep up your corpse,
But hers would beat you down.

She vanquisht many a sturdy wight,
And proud was of the honour;

Was J.lufR by mauling butchers so,
As if themselves had blown her.

A.t once she kickt, and pusht at Guy,
But all that would not fright him;

Who wav'd his winyard o'er sir.loyn,
As if he'd Kone to knight him.

He let her blood, frenzy to cure,
And eke he did her gall rip;

His trenchant blade, like cook's long spit,
Ran thro' the monster's bald-rib:

He rear'd up the vast crooked rib,
Instead of arch triumphal:
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I Men of bulk llIUJ....erable to their plllCt'll, .. ill ....elllmown at Oxford.
• A Lutcher who then BerT'ed the college.

• A cook, ....ho on faai nighll ...... hunolll for eelling co....·beel.nd tri~.
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But George hit th' dra«ou such a pelt.
As made him on his Dum fall.

St. George he was for England; St. Dennia..ferF~.
Smg, Eoni .oit qui _I ~~.

Tamerlain, with Tartarian bow,
The Turkish squadrons alew ;

And fetch'd the pagan cresrent dOlrD,
With half-moon made of yew:

His trusty bow proud Turkll did gaD
With showers of arrows thick,

And bow-strings, without strangling,~
Grand-Visien to old Nick:

Much turbants, and much PllI{lUl patel
He made to humble in dust. ;

And heads of SaraoetlS he iixt
On spear, as on a sign-poet:

He coop'd in C8jte Bajazet, the prop
Of Mahomet's religion,

As if't had been the whispering bird,
That prompted him, the pigeon.

In Turkey.leather scabbard he
Did sheath his blade so trenchant:

But George he swing'd the dragon's tail.
And cut off every inch on't.

St.. George he was for Enl{land; St. Dennis was for FraDCt,
Smg, EQni suit quf mal ~~.

The amazon Thalestris W88
Both beautiful and bold;

She sear'd her breasts with iron hot,
And banj{'d her foes with cold.

Her hand was like the tool, wherewith
Jove keeps ~roud mortals under:

It shone just hke his lightnin/t'
And batter'd like his thunder.

Her eye darts lightning, that wonld bl.t
The proudest he that swaj{ger'd,

And melt the rapier of his soul,
In its corporeal scabbard.

Her beauty, and her drum, to foes
Did cause amazement double j

As timorous larks am8z~d are
With light, and with a low.bell:
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With beauty, and that Lapland-charm,1
Poor men she did bewitch all j

Still a blind whinin~ lover had,
As Pallas had her scrich-owl.

She kept the chastness of a nun
In armour, as in cloyster :

But George undid the dragon just
As you'd undo an oyster.

St. Geor~ehe was for England; St. Dennis was for Francc ;
SIDg, Honi soit glli mal !I p_.

Stout Hercules wy offspring of
Great Jove and fair Alcmene:

One part of him celestial was,
One part of him terrene.

To seale the hero's cradle walls
Two fiery snakes combin'd,

And, curling into swaddling cloaths,
About the infant twin'd:

But he pnt out these dragons' fires,
And did their hiBBing step ;

As red.hot iron with hissing noise
Is quencht in blacksmith's shop.

He cleans'd a stable, and rubb'd down
The horses of new-comers;

And out of horse.dung he rais'd fame,
As Tom Wrench! does cucumbers.

He made a river help him through;
Alpheus W88 undel'-groom ;

The stream, disgust at office mean,
Ran murmurinl{ thro' the room:

This liquid ostlel' to prevent
Being tired with that long work,

His father Neptune's trident took, .
Instead of three-tooth'd dnng-fork.

This Hel'cules, 88 soldier, and
As spinster, could take pains;

His club would sometimes spin ye flax,
And sometimes knock out brains:

H' was fol'c'd to spin his miss a shift
By Juno's wrath and her-spite;

Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel,
As cook whips barking turn-spit.

I The drum.
J He kep~ Paradise Gardellll at Orlord.

00 2
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From man, or churn, be well knew how
To get him lasting fame:

He'd pound a giant, till the blood,
And milk till butter came.

Often he fou~ht with huge battoon,
And oftentimes he boxed;

Tapt a fresh monster once a month,
As Hervey· doth fresh hogshead.

He gave AnteU8 such a hug,
As wrestlers give in Cornwall :

But George he did the dra~on kill,
As dead as any door-nail.

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France:
Sing, Honi 80it g"i mal !/ PC1l8c.

The Gemini, sprung from an egg,
Were put into a cradle:

Their brains with knocks and bottled.ale,
Were often·times full addle:

And, scarcely hatch'd, these sons of him.
That hurls the bolt trisulcate,

With helmet-shell on tendl'r hl'nd,
Did tustle with red.ey'd pole-cnt.

Castor a horseman, Pollux tho'
A boxer was, I wist:

The one was fam'd for iron heel;
Th' other for leaden fist.

Pollux to shew he 11'88 a !;\'od,
When he was in a passIOn

With fist made noses fall down flat
By way of adoration:

This fist, as sure as French disease,
Demolisb'd noses' ridges:

He like a certain lordS was fam'd
For breaking down of bridges.

Castor the flame of fiery steed,
'Vith well.spur'd boots took down ;

As men, with leathern buckets, quench
A fire in country town.

His famous horse, that liv'd on oats,
Is sung on oaten quill ;

• A nol..d draw•• It tbe Mt'l'Jtllid lITem in Orlan!.
I Lord Lovelace broke down tbe bri,'/{"" about Oxford al.11N!o bettimoiac~

£::'Dle;7l~~ioD. See 00 thiB luujoct " ballad in BmiLb'l .. Poaaos,• p.
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This shelly brood on none but knaves
Employ'd their brisk artillery:

And flew as naturally at rogues,
As eggs at thief in pillory. I

Much sweat they spent in furious fight,
Much blood they did e£fund:

Their whites they vented thro' the pores;
Their yolks thro' gaping wound:

Then both were cleans'd from blood and dust
To make a heavenly sign;

The lads were,like their armour, scowr'd,
And then hung up to shine;

Such were the heavenly doulne.Dicks,
The sons of Jove and Tyndar:

But George he cut the dr~on up,
As he had bin duck or wmdar.':!

81. Geor~e he was for En~land; St. Dennis was for France;
Smg, Honi Boit qui mal !I pellse,

Gorgon a twisted adder wore
For knot upon her shoulder;

She kemb'd her hissing periwi~,
And curling snakes did powder.

These snakes thcy made stiff changelings
Of all the folks they hist on ;

They turned barbars mto hones,
And masons into free.stone :

Swarded magnetic Amazon
Her shield to load·stone changes;

Then amorous sword bv magic belt
Clun~ fast unto her haunches.

This shield long village did protect,
And kept the army from.town,

And chang'd the bullies into rocks,
That came t'invade Long.Compton.3

She post.diluvian st~res unmans,
And Pyrrha's work unravels;

And stares Deucalion's hardy boys
Into their primitive pebbles.

1 It ball been 8l1lW!8ted, by an ingenioUJI corretlpondent, that thio .... a
popular 8l1bject atthat time :-

Ie Not carted bawd. or nan Defoe,
In wooden ruft ere blUBter·d lo.'"-Bmith's U Poem.:' p. 117.

• Windar-perhaptl the contl'llCtion or WindhoTer-a Jrilld of"""'J:.
• See the account or Rolricht Ston.., in Dr. Plott'... Hilt. or Oxford•

•hire,"
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Red noses she to rubies turns,
And noddles into bricks:

But George made dragon laxative;
And gave him a blood,r flix.

St. Georll'e he WBlI for EnKland; St. Dennis was for France;
SlDg, Honi ,oit 'P'i mal ]/PeMfJ.

By boar.spear Meleager got
An everlBllting name,

And out of haunoh of bBlIted swine,
He hew'd eternal fame.

This beast each hero's trouzers ript,
And rudely shew'd his bare-breech,

Prickt but the wem, and out there came
Heroio guts and garbadge.

LeKS were seour'd by iron boots
No more than peas by peasooos :

Brass helmets, with inolosed soulls,
Wou'd crackle in's mouth like chesnuts.

His tawny hairs erected were
By rage, that was resistless;

And wrath, instead of cobler's wax,
Did stiffen his risin~ bristles.

His tusk lay'd dogs so dead asleep,
Nor horn, nor whip cou'd wake 'nm:

It made them vent bOth their last blood,
And their lBllt album.grecum.

But the knight ~or'd him with his spear.
To make of him a tame on8,

And arrows thick, instead of cloves,
He stuck in monster's gammon.

For monumental pillar, that
His victory might be known,

He rais'd up, in cylindrio form,
A collar of the brawn.

He sent his shade to shades below,
In Stygian mud to wallow;

And eke the stout St. George eftsoou,
He made the dragon follow.

St. Georfte he was for England; St. Dennis was for Fran~;
SIng, Honi ,ait gui mal ]/ peMe.

Achilles of old Chiron learnt
'fhe great horse for to ride;

H' was taught by th' Centaur'. rational part.
The hinnible to bestride.
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Bright silver feet, and shininll face
Had that stout hero's mother;

As rapier's silver'd at one end,
.And wounds you at the other.

Her feet were bright, his feet were ewif\,
As Hawk pursuing sparrow:

Hers had the metal, his the speed
Of Braburn'sl silver arrow,

Thetis to double pedagogue
Commits her dearest boy ;

Who bred him from a slender twig
To be the scourge of Troy :

But ere he lasht the Trojans, h' 11'81
In Stygian waters steept;

As birch is soakM first in 
When boY8 are to be whipt.

With akin exoeedin~ bard, he rose
From lake, so black and muddy,

As lobsters from ilia ocean rise,
With shell about their body:

.And, &8 from lobster's broken claw,
Pick out the fish you might:

So might you from one unshell'd heei
Dig pieces of the knight.

His myrmidons robb'd Priam'8 barna
.And hen-roosts, says the song;

Carried away both com and eggs,
Like anta from whenoe they 8prung.

Himself tore Hector's pantaloonB,
And sent him down bare·breech'd

To pedant Radamanthua, in
A ~ture to be ewitch'd.

But ueorge he made the dragon look,
As if he had been bewitch'd,

St. Georj1;e he W&8 for England; St, Dennis was for France;
Sing, Honi Boit qui mal y pmH.

Full fatal to the Romane was
The Carthaginian Hanni·

bal; him I mean, who gave them 8uch
A devilish thump at CanDm :

Moors thick, &8 goats on Penmenmure,
Stood on the Alpes's front:

1 Bra1>uJ'II, .. gentleman commoner of Lincoln eonegeJ pTe .. sil.er Im'OW
to be .bot for by the archen or the UniTeraity 01 O1Iora.
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Their one-eyed guide,1 like blinking mole.
Bor'd thro' the hind'ring mount:

Who, batHed by the massy rock,
Took vinegar for relief;

Like plowmen, when they hew their way
1'hro' stubborn rump of beef.

As dancing louts from humid toes
Cast atoms of ill savour

To blinking Hyatt,2 when on vile crowd
He merriment dot'.B endeavour,

And saws from sufferinl{ timber out
Some wretched tune to quiver:

So Romans stunk and squeak'd at sight
Of Affrican carnivor.

The tawny surface of his phiz
Did serve instead of vizzard :

But George he made the dragon have
A grumblingin his gizzard.

St. Geor({e he was for England; St. Dennis W88 for F:raDet;
Smg, H01Ii ,oit qui mal !/ pense.

The valour of Domitian,
It must not be forgotten;

Who from the jaws of worm-blowing flies,
Protected veal and mutton.

A squadron of flies errant,
Against the foe appears ;

With regiments of buzzing knil{hts,
And swarms of volunteers :

The warlike wasp encourag'd 'em
With animating hum;

And the loud brazen hornet next;
He was their kettle-drum :

The Spanish don Cantharido
Did him most sorely pester,

And rais'd on skin of vent'rous knight
Full many a plaguy blister.

A bee whipt thro' his button-hole,
As thro' key-hole a witch,

And stabb'd him with her little tuck
Drawn out of scabbard breech:

By bards' immortal provender
The nag surviveth still.

. I HonnibaJ had hut oue eye.
I A one-eyed reU""!! who pret<'nded to make Jlddlee u weD .. play <II

them, well k.o.o1nl at UIM time in Onord. '



HARGARBT'S GHOST, 569

But the undaunted knight lifts up
An arm both big and brawny,

And slasht her so, that here lay head,
And there lay bag and honey:

Then 'mongst the rout he flew as swift,
As weapon made by Cyclops,

And bravely quell'd seditious buz,
By dint of massy fly-flops.

Surviving flies do cnrses breathe,
And maggots too at Cresar:

But George he shav'd the dragon's beard,
And Askelon1 was his razor.

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France;
Sing, HQ11i 80it qui mal !I pen8t1.

MARGARET'S GHOST.

Tms Ballad, by David Mallet [b. 169S, d. 1765], appeued In the
thlrty-slxth nnmber of Aaron Hlll's .. Plain Dealer," July 24, 1724.
It was founded on the real history of a woman whom Mallet had often
seen, and whose death happened In the manner here described. Some
Ume after the writer had Been the" mother and her cWld laid in one
grave together," he" chanced," BS he Informed the" Plain Dealer,· to
look Into a comedy of Fletcher's, called" The Knight of the Burning
Pestle." • The place I fell upon was where old Merrythonght repeate
these venea :-

, W1Ien It was grown to dark midnight,
And all were fast asleep,

In came Margaret's I¢mly ghost,
And stood at William's feet.'

Th_ lines, naked of ornament, and simple as they are, atruck my
fancy: I closed the book, and bethonght myself that the unhappy
adventure wWch I have menUoned above, wWch then came fresh Into
my mind, might naturally raiBe a tale upon the appearance of this
ghost. It was then midnight. All around me was still and qlllet.
The ooncurrlng elrcnmstances worked my soul to a powerful melan
choly. I oould not Bleep. And at that time I lInlshed my Uttle poem,
such as yon see It here."

'TwAS at the silent solemn hour,
When night and morning meet;

In glided MarWlret's grimly ghost,
And stood at William's feet.

, The name of St. George's sword.
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Her face was like an April morn,
Clad in a wintry cloud:

And clay-cold WI8 her lily hand,
That held her sable ahrowd.

So shall the fairest face appear,
When youth and yean are Hown:

Such is the robe that kings must wear,
When death baa reft their crown.

Her bloom was like the springing flower,
That sips the silver dew;

The rose was budded in her cheek,
Just opening to the view.

But love had, like the canker-worm,
Consum'd her early prime:

The rose~w pale, and left her cheek;
She dy d before her time.

.. Awake I" she cry'd, I< thy true love calls,
.. Come from her midnight grave;

.. Now let thy pity hear tlie maid
.. Thy love refus'd to save.

I< This is the dark and dreary hour
.. When inJur'd ghosts complain;

•• Now yawnmg graves give up their dead,
ff To haunt the faithleBB swain.

I< Bethink thee, William, of thy fault,
I< Thy pledge and broken oath:

.. And give me back my maiden vow,
.. And give me back my troth.

.. Why did you promise love to me,
.. And not that promise keep P

.. Why did you swear mine eYN were bright.
.. Yet leue thOle eyee to weep P

.. How could you say my face WI8 fair,
.. And yet that face forsake P

.. How could you win my virgin heart,
.. Yet leave that heart to break P

.. Why did you say my lip was sweet,
.. And made the scarlet pale P

.. And why did I, young witIeBB maid,
.. Believe the flattering tale P
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.. That face, alas! no more is fair;
.. These lips no longer red :

.. Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death,
.. And every charm is fled.

.. The hungry worm my sister is I
.. This winding-sheet I wear:

.. And cold and weary luts our night,
.. Till that last mom appear.

.. But hark! the ooek has warn'd me hence I
.. A long and last adieu !

.. Come see, false man, how low she lies,
.. Who dy'd for love of you."

The lark Bung loud; the morning smil'd
With beams of ros, red:

Pale William shook m ev'ry limb,
And raving left his bed.

He hyed him to the fatal place
Where Margaret's body lay:

And Btretch'd him on the grass-ween turf,
That wrapt her breatWess clay:

And thrice he caU'd on Margaret'. name,
And thrice he wept full sore:

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave,
And word spake never more.

, LUCY AND COLIN

571

1

WAS written by Tbomu Tlekell [b. 1686, d. 1140]. Gray culed It
.. the prettiest" ballad In the world. It is thought to haTe been
composed at Cut1etown, In the oounty of Kildare, at the request of a
lady, and w... probably founded on lODle recent eTent In that neigh
bourhood.

01' Leinster, (am'd (or maidens fair,
Bri~ht Luoy was the graoe ;

Nor e'er did Liffy'slimpid stream
Reflect BO fair a face.
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Till luckless love and pining care
Impair'd her rosy hue,

Her coral lip, and damask cheek,
And eyes of glossy blue.

Oh! have you seen a lily pale,
When beating rains descend P

So droop'd the slow-consuming maid>
Her life now near its end.

By Lucy warn'd, of flattering swains
Take heed, ye easy fair:

Of vengeance due to broken vows,
Ye perjured swains, beware.

Three times, all in the dead of night,
A bell was heard to ring;

And at her window, shrieking thrice,
The raven flap'd his wing.

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew
That solemn boding sound;

And thns, in dying words, bespoke
The virgins weeping round.

.. I hear a voice you cannot hear,
.. Which suys. I must not stay:

.. I see a hand you cannot see,
.. 'Vhich beckons me away.

.. By a false heart, and broken "OWl',
.. In early youth I die.

.. Am I to blame, because his bride
.. Is thrice as rich as I P

.. Ah Colin! give not her thy vows;
.. Vows dne to me alone:

.. Nor thou, fond maid, reoeive his kiss,
.. Nor think him all thy own.

.. To-morrow in the church to wed,
.. Impatient, both prepare ;

.. But know, fond maid, and know, false man,
I' That Lucy will be there.

.. Then, bear my corse, ye comrades, bear,
.. The bridegroom blithe to meet;

.. He in his wedding-trim so gay,
.. I in my winding.sheet."
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She spoke, she died ;-her corse was borne,
The hridegroom blithe to meet;

He in his wedding-trim so gay,
She in her winding-sheet.

Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts P
How were those nuptials kept P

The bride-men flock'd round Lucy dead,
.And all the village wept.

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair,
At once his bosom swell:

The damps of death bpdcw'd his brow,
He shook, he groan'd, he fell.

From the vain bride (ah, bride no more!)
The varying crimson fled,

When, stretch'd before her rival's corse,
She saw her husband dead.

Then to his Lucy's new-mnde grave,
Convey'd by trembling swains,

One mould WIth her, beneath one sod,
For ever now remains.

Oft at their grave the constant hind
And plighted maid are seen;

With garlands gay, and true-love knots,
They deck the sacred green.

But, swain forsworn, whoe'cr thou art,
This hallow'd spot forbear;

Remember Colin's dreadful fate,
And fear to meet lJim there.

573



574

THE BOY AND THE MANTLE,

AS REVISED ARD ALTERED BY .... IlODEBN lLUiD.

W AIlTOIf derlnd the lIct10n of the • Boy and the Hude- ftoom Ul old
French piece, .. Le Court Mantel;" while Hr. Evans. tbe Edhar 01
.. Specimen. of Weloh Poetry,n afI1rmed Ii to have been takeD ft'OIIl wbaS
I. related In some ancient Weloh )[88., ofT~E&r1nln. ODe of JUDe
Arth1ll"'ll ml.tre88.., who 18 .ald to have poeoeued a mantle tU&
wonld not lit any Immodest woman.

IN Carleile dwelt king Arthur,
A prince of passing might;

And there maintain'd his table round.
Beset with many a knight.

And there he kept his Ohristmu
With mirth and princely eheare,

When, lo! a straunge and cunning boy
Before him did appeare.

A kirtle and Ii mantle
This boy had him upon,

With brooches, rings, and owckea,'
Full daintily bedone.

He had a sarke of silk
About his middle meet;

And thus, with seemely eurtely,
He did king Arthur greet.

.. God speed thee, brave king Arthur,
.. Thus feasting in thy bowre ;

.. And GUl'never thy goodly queen,
.. That fair and peerlcsse flowre•

.. Ye ~ant lords, and lordin~,

.. I wish you all take heed,
.. Lest, what ye deem a bloomin~ rose

.. Should prove a cankred weed:'

Then straitway from his bosome
A little wand he drew;

And with it eke a mantle
Of wondrous shape and hew.

1 O..ch..-6...., "" ""110.. qf gold.
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"Now have thou he~, king Arthur,
.. Have this here of mee,

II And give unto thy comely queen,
II .All.shapen u you Bee.

II No wife it Bhall become,
II That once hath been to blame."

Then every knight in Arthur'B com
Slye glaunced at his dame.

And firat came lady Guenever,
The mantle .he must trye.

ThiB dame, Bhe was new-fangled,
And of a roving eye.

When Bhe had tane the mantIe,
And all was with it cIadde,

From top to toe it Bhiver'd down,
AI tho' with aheera beahradde.

One while it wu too loug,
Another while too short,

And wrinkled on her shoulden
In most unseemly IOrt.

Now green, now red it .eemed,
Then all of Bable hue.

II BeBhrew me, quoth king Arthur,
.. I think thou beest not true."

Down ahe threw the mantIe,
Ne longer would not stay;

But, Btorming like a fury,
To her chamber flung &Way.

She curst the whoreson weaver,
That had the mantle wrought:

And doubly eurat the froward impe,
Who thither had it brought.

II I had rather live in desarta
.. Beneath the green-wood tree :

II Than here, base king, amon~ thy groomCB,
.. The sport of them and thee."

Sir Kay eall'd forth hiB lady,
And badE.' hel' to come near :

II Yet dame, if thou be guilty,
.. I pray thee now forbear."
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This lady. pertly gigling.
'Vith forward step came on,

And boldly to the little boy
With fearle88 face is gone.

'Vhen she had tane the mantle,
With purpose for to wear:

It shrunk up to her shoulder,
And left her b-side bare.

Then every merry knight,
That was in Arthur's court,

Gib'd, and laught, and flouted,
To see that pleasant sport.

Downe she threw the mantle,
No longer bold or gay.

But with a face all pale and wan,
To her chamber slunk away.

Then forth came an old knif{ht,
A pattering o'er his creed;

And proffer'd to the little boy
Fi¥e nobles to his meed;

.. And all the time of Christmas8
.. Plumb-~rridge shall be thine,

.. If thou Wilt let my Indy fair
.. Within the mantle shinc."

A saint his lady seemed,
With step demure and slow,

And gravely to the mantle
With mincing pace dot1l goo.

When she the same had taken,
That was so fine and thin,

It shrivell'd all about her,
And show'd her dainty skin.

Ah I little did HER mincing,
Or HIS long prayers beMtead ;

She had no more hung on her,
Than a taBBel and a thread.

Down she threwe the mantle,
With terror and dismay,

And, with a face of scarlet,
To her ehamber hyed away_
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Sir Cradock call'd his lady,
And bade her to come neare :

.. Come win this mantle, lady,
.. And do me credit here•

.. Come win this mantle, lady,
.. For now it shall be thine,

.. If thou hast never done ami8S,
.. Sith first I made thee mine."

The lady gently blushing,
With modest grace came on,

And now to trye the wondrous chan:J.
Courageoualy is gone.

When she had tane the mantle,
And put it on her backe,

About the heni it seemed
To wrinkle and to cracke.

.. Lye still," shee cryed, .. 0 mantle!
.. And shame me not for nought,

.. I'll freely own whate'er amiss,
.. Or blameful I have wrought.

.. Once I kist Sir Cradocke
.. Beneathe the Itl'een wood tree:

.. Once I kist Sir Cradocke's mouth
.. Before he married mee."

When thus she had her shriven,
And her worst fault had told,

The mantle soon became her
Right comely aa it shold.

Most rich and fair of colour,
Like gold it glitterinJ> shone:

And much the knights 10 Arthur's court
Admir'd her every one.

Then towards king Arthur's table
The boy he turn'd his eye:

Where stood a boar's head garnished
With bayes and rosemarye.

When thrice he o'er the boar's head
His little wand had drawne,

Quoth he, .. There's never a cuckold's knife
.. Can carve this head of brawne."

pp
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Then lOme their whittlell rubbed
On whetstone, and on hone:

Bome threwe them under the table,
And swore that they had none.

Bir Cradock had a little knife,
Of steel and iron made;

And in an instant thro' the skull
He thrust the lIhining blade.

He thrust the shining blade
Full easily and fast;

And every knight in Arthurs oouri
A morsel had to taste.

The boy brought forth a home,
All golden was the rim :

Baid he, .. No l'Uckolde el"t'r can
" Set mouth unto the brim.

" No cu('kold can this little horne
" Lift fllirly to his head;

" But or 011 this, or that side,
" He shall the liquor shed."

Borne lIhed it on their shoulder,
Some shed it on their thig-h ;

And hee that could not hit his mouth,
Was sure to hit his eye.

Thus be, that was a ruckold,
Was known of evt'ry man:

But Cradock lifted easily,
And wan the golden can.

Thus boar's head, horn and mantle,,Vere this fuir couplt"s meed:
And all such constant lovt're,

God send them well to speed.

Then down in rajl'C came Guenever,
And thus could spi/(hlful say,

" Sir Cradock's wife most wrongfully
"Hath borne the prize away.

" See yonder shamelt'B8 woman,
" That makt's hereelfe so clean :

"Yet from her pillow taken
"Thrice five gallants have been.
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.. Priests, clarkes, and wedded men,
" Have her lewd pillow prest:

.. Yet she the wonderous prize forsooth
" Must beare from all the rest:'

Then be811ake the little boy,
Who had the same in hold:

.. Chastize thy wife, king Arthur,
" Of speech she is too bold:

.. Of speech she is too bold,
.. or carriage all too free;

.. Sir kinl\. she hath within thy hall
" A cuckold made of thee•

.. All frolick liitht and wanton
" She hath her carriage borne:

.. And ~ven thee for a kin/(Iy crown
"To wear a cuckold's horne."

THE ANCIENT FRAGMENT OF THE MARRIAGE OF
SIR GAWliNE.

A POEII In this Volume. lutltled .. The Marriage ot Sir Gawalne.
having been offered to the Reader with large conjectnral Snpplementa
aad Corrections. the old Fragment It""lfis here literally and eXlICtly
printed from the folio MS. with a\l Its defects, InaOCDrIlCI... and
llITata; that snch austere Antiquaries &8 complain that the ancient
oopl.. have not been alway. rigidly adhered to may Bee how nnllt for
JlIIDUcatlon many of the piece. would have been. it all the blunders,
oorrnptlODS, and nonoen.e of 1II1terste Reciters and Transcribers
bad been .upersUUonaly retained, wltbout ..,me attempt to correct
and amend them.

ThIs Ballad had most nnfortnnately snll'ered by having half ot"cry
leaf In thi. part of the MS. torn away; and. as about Nine Stanzaa
generally occur In the half-page now ....mainlng. It Is concluded that
the other balf contained nearly tbe same Dumber of stanzas.

KnICK Arthur liues in merry C&rleile
and seemely is to see
and there he h",th W'b him Queene Genev'
y' bride so bright of blee

A.nd there he bl\th w... him Queene Genever
y' bJide soe bright in bower
& all his barons ",bout him stoode
y' were both stiffe and stowre

p p 2
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The K. kept a lOyall Christm_
oC mirth &:. great honor
•• when .••

[About NiM &awm. tIltIIItioog.]
And bring me word what thing it is
y" a woman most desire
this shalLa thy ransome Arthur he_yes
For Ile haue noe other hier

K. Arthur then held vp his hand
a.ocording thene as was the law
he tooke his leaue of the baron there
and homword can he draw

And when he came to Merry Carlile
to his chamber he is gone
and ther came to him bis Cozen S' Gawaiue
as he did make his mone

And there came to him his Cozen S' Gawaine1

y' was a curteous knight
why sigh yoU BOO sore vnckle Arthur he said
or who hatb done thee vnright

o peace 0 peace thou gentle Gawaine
y' f..ire may thee be W..ll
Cor if thou knew my sighing 80e dcopc
thou wold not meruaile att all

Ffor when I came to teame wadling
a bold barron tbere I fand
w'" a great club vpon his backe
standing stiffe &:. strong

And he asked me wether I wold fight
or from him 1 sbold be gone
o' else I must bim a r&osome pay
& soo dep't him from

To fight w·b bim I saw noe cause
me thought it Wl\8 not meet
for be was stiffe &:. strong w'" all
his strokes were nothing sweete

1 Sic. I Sic.
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Therfor this is my ran80me Gawaine
I ought to him to pay
I must come againe &8 I am sworne
vpon the Newyeers day

And I must bring him word what thing it is
[About Nim Stanzas toanti"{l.)

Then king Arthnr drest him for to ryde.
in one soe rich array
toward the fores&id Te&rne wadling
y' he might keepe his day.

And &8 he rode over a more
hee see a lady where shee sate
betwixt an oke and a greene hollen
she W&8 cladd in red llC&I'lett

Then there &8 shold have stood her month
then there was sett her eye
the other W&8 in her forhead fast
the way that she might see

Her nose W&8 crooked &I turnd outward
her mouth stood foule a wry
a worse formed lady then shoo was
neuerman saw w'" his eye

To halch vpon him k. Arthur
this lady W&8 full !aine
but k. Arthur had forgott his 18880D
what he shold say againe

What knight art thou the lady sayd
that wilt not speake tome
of me thou nothing dismayd
tho I be vgly to see

for I haue halched yo" curteouslye
&I yoU will not me againe
yett I may happen S' knight shoo said
to ease thee of thy paine

Giue thou ease me lady he said
or helpe me any thing
thou shalt haue,fentie Gawame my cozen
&I marry him waring



682 BBLIQU.£lI OF UCIBNT POETJlY.

Why if I helpe thee not thou noble k • .Arthur
of thy OWDe hearts desiringe
of gentle Gawa.iDe .••..•

[.About Niu Slma=tu~]

And when he came to the tearne wr.dling
the baron there cold be srinde'
w&h a great weapon on his backe
standing stitl'e &; stl'ODge

And then he tooke k. Arthurs letters in his banda
&; away he cold them ftin~

&; then he puld out. good browne sword
&; cryd himaelfe a k.

And he BByd I hane thee &; thy land Arthur
to doe as it pleaseth me
for this is not thy mnsome sure
tht!rfore yeeld thee to me

And then bespoke him noble Arthur
&; bad him hold his hands
&; give me leave to speake my mind
in defence of all my land

the' said as I came over a More
I see • lady where shee BBte
betweene lUI oke &; a grt'en holleD
shee was clad in red sca.rlette

And she says a woman will haue her will
&; this is all her cheef desire
doe me right as thou art. baron of ackill
this is thy raDsome &; all thy hyer

He Bayes nn early vengeance light on her
she walkes on yonder more
it was my sister that told thee thie
she iRa misshappen hore

But heer TIe make mine avow to god
to do her.n euill tume
for.n euer I may thate CowIe theefe get
in a fyer I will her burne

[About NiM &alUOl -.tillg.]

'lmM8.
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THE SECOND PART.

Sm Lancelott & s' Steven bold
lhey rode w·h them that day
and the formost of the company
there rode the steward Kay

Boo did sr Ranier & S' Bore
sr Garrett wlh them soe gay
soe did sr Tristemm y' gentle k'
to tho forrest fresh & gay

And when he came to the greene fol'relR
vndemeath Agreene holly tree
their sate that lady in red scarlet
y' vnaeemly was to see

sr Kay beheld this Ladys face
& looked vppon her suire
whosoeuer kiaaN thiN lady he sayes
of his kisso he stande in fears

S' Kay beheld this lady &gaine
& looked vpon her snout
whosoeuer kisses this lady he saies
of his kiase he stande in doubt

Peace coz. Kay then said S' Gawaine
amend thee of thy life
for th"re is a knight amonget us all
y' must marry her to his wife

WhAt wedd her to wiffe then said sr Kay
in the diuells name anon
geit me a wiffe where ere I may
for I had rather be alaine

Thom BOOrne tooke vp their hawkes in ha8i
& BOme tooke vp their hounde
& BOrne sware they wold not marry her
for Citty nor for towne

And then be spake him noble k. Arthur
<1:. sware there by this day
for a litle foule sight & misliking

I

.oJ
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Then shoo said choose thee gentle Gawaine
truth &B I doe say
wether thou wilt haue me in this likn_
in the night or else in the day

And then beBpake him Gentle Gawame
will one soe mild of moode
Bayes well I know what I wold say
god grant it may be good

To haue thee fowle in the night
when I will thee shold play
yet I had rather if I might
haue thee fowle in the day

What when Lords goa wIh ther seireel shoo said
both to the Ale and wine
alas then I must hyde my selfe
I must not goa withinne

And then bespake him gentle gawaino
said Lady thats but a skill
And because thou art my owne lady
thou sbalt haue all thy will

Then she Mid blesed be thou gentle Gawaine
this day y' I thee see
for as thou see me att this time
from hencforth I wilbe

My father was an old knight
& yett it chauced soe
that he marryed a younge lady
y' brought me to this woe

Shee witched me being a faire young Lady
to the greene forrest to dwell
& lhere I must walke in wom&DS likn6llse
most like a feeind of hell

She witched my brother to a Carlist B ....
[About nine 8ta=u 1IIGIIIiftg.]

that looked soe foule & that was wont
on the wild more to goa

1 Sic in lilS. prof...._ .... mate..
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Come kisse her Brothe~ Kay ~en said S' Gawaine
and amend the of thy lliFe
I sweare this is the same lady
l' I marryed to my wift"e.

S' Kay kissed that lady bright
standing vpon his ffeete
he swore as he Wll.8 trew knight
the spice was neuer soa sweete

Well Ooz. aawaine sayes S' Kay
thy chance is fallen arright
for thou hast~tten one of the fairest maids
I euer saw w my sight

It is my fortune said gr Gawaine
for my Vnckle Arthurs sake
I am glad as grasee wold be of raine
great Joy that I may take

sr Gawaine tooke the lady by the one armo
gr Kay tooke her by the tother
they led her straight to k. Arthur
as they were brother &; brother

K. Arthur welcomed them there all
&; soo did lady Geneuer his queene
w'" all the knight.ll of the round table
most seemly to be seene

K. Arthur beheld that lady fairs
that was soo faire &; bright
he thanked christ in trinity
for gr Gawaine that gentle knight

Soe did the knights both more and lesse
reioyced all that day
fer the good chance y' hapened was
to sr Gawaine &; his lady gay. Ffinis.'

, In the rae-simile ""pleo, after ll1I the care which bas been tok<'1l, it Ia TOry
poeeible that • redlllldant t, &c., may have been added or omitted.

BND OF SEBIES THB THIRD.
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THE HERMIT OF W.ARKWORTH,

BY BI8HOP PBRCY.

I TAKE tbll pleuant Introduction to the Ballad troin .. Rsmbla Ia
Nortbumb<'rland and On tbe Seottllh Border." (1885). .. Tbe Her
mitage of Warkwortb II litnated on the north bank of the Coquet, aDd
about a mile above the CILIUe. The penon ..ho ha charge of tb&
CaUe bill al80 care of !be Hermitage. and a boat II kept by him for
the accommodation of persoUI d8llroUl of viat/ng the lattel' place..
Leaving the CILIUe-yard. and pUling round the exterior of the keep.
-on tbe north lide of which II the lIgure of a lion. the armorial m.
tinction of the Percy_a foot-path leadl down the declivity OR tb&
....t to the river. and forma by Ita lide a IDOIt deUgbt1ill walk for
UpWardl of a mile. Entering the boat abont a quarter of a mlle abcwe
the CILIUe, and rowing a Ihort dlltance along the river. the !>aDb oL
which are mo.t beautifully adorned with treeo, the villtor Ia IandN at
the foot of a plelLlant walk which leadl directly to tbe Herm.ltace
ThlJ IIlCluded retreat eonliltl of tbree omall apartment.. hoUnwed oort
of the f....tone ellll' ..hleb overlooD the river. An ucent of lIeYeIl
teen stepe leadl to the entrance of the onter and principal aplU'tmmt..
..hleh II about eighteen feet long; Ita width bell1j{ lOVeD feet &lid a
half. and Its beight nearly the Mme. Above the doorway are tile
remalnl of BOrne letten. no.. illegible. but ..hlch are nppooed, w"
perfect. to hllve exp.....d. from the LaUD ..erIlon of the PIaIma, the
word_" Fuerunt mlhl lacryme mese panel die ae nocte.~ .. MY'
nABI HAVE BEEII' MY MEAT DAT AlID !'lIGHT." Tbe roofla chiaelJed
in imitation of a groin. formed by two Intersecting arcb.. ; and at the
out end...here the lIoor II raised two lteps, II an altar occupying the
whole width of the apartmcnt. In the centre, Immediately abonl
the altar. II a niche In which there hal probably ltood a I\gure either of
Chrllt or of the Virgin. Ne.. to the altar. on the BOOth lide. there ill
carved In the wall a monumental lIgure of a female n!CWI1beDt, IIJId
having at her feet what lOme ant/quarl81 have called a dog and otber8
a ball'l head. There II not within the Hemlitage the sllghtelt vesti3e
ot artDI or InllCripUon to IlllLot a curious Inquirer in hill endeavOUl'8 to
dIaeover her name, her family. or her fate. In a niche near tbe fo<>'
of the monument II the lIgure of a man. conjectured to be that of the
first hermit, On hll kneel, with hli head resting ou hll right hand, and
billeft placed upon his brelLlt. On the wall. on the lame Ilde, Is cut
a baIiD for the reoeptlon of holy water; and between the principal
lIgure and the door are two smllli wlndo.... At the ..est end there Is
a third Imall wlndo... of the form of a quatrefoil. Over the eDtrano..
On the InBlde, a shield II sculptured; but It Is nO" BO much elfaced.,
that It Ia impouible to malte ont the artDI with ..hlch It had~
charged. Bome penonl have fancied that they could d1lJCleJ1l the
lIgure of a gauntlet within the sbleld. but thill be... a "err remoIe
resemblance to the arml of tbe Bertram family. one of ..hom Is Alp
posed to have formed thll Hennltage.

.. From tbla apartment, ..hlch appears to have been the Hennlt..
chapel. a door-way 01"'01 Into an loner one, about live feet wide, aa4
having aIIo an altar at the cut end, with a buin for holy water Clllt Ia
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the wall. In the north wall ofthllinner chamber an arched_fa
cut, tbe bue of which II of lumclent len~h and breadtb to admit of
a middle-sized man reclining. An opening. cut 8lant·wlse tbrongh the
wall dividing tbe ehambe.... allowl a penon lying In tbi. reeeu to _
the monument In the cbapel. Thll opening, bowever. Dr. PeroT
deacrlbelin bIa poem, ..

• The lattloe tor confealon framed:

In tbe aame wall tbere II ratber an elegantly-formed window. which
admits tbe light from tbe ouwr apartment. To the north of tbe inner
obamber fa a tblrd excavation. mucb smaller tban the other two.
whlob led to an outer gallery to the west, commanding a view of the
river. Tbia gallery, which bas been muoh Injured by the fall of a
part 01' tbe clift". Is .ald to have been arched like a cloister. After
returning from those dlmly.llghted cells to open day. and puslng
tbrough a stoue archway, a IiLtle to the east of the entrance to the
cbapel, a lIIght of steps out In tbe Bide of the rock leads to the Hermit's
garden at the top-a little patch of ground planted wltb a few ahrubl
and 1I0we......wblch gives to Dr. Percy's description another trait ot
verisimilitude. A small J.u1ld1ng. wblob appe.... to bave been erected
in addition to tbe Hermitage, when a later occupant no longer felt
Inclined to lubmlt to tbe privatloU8 end ured by bli predeoeuora, \a
greatly decayed.

" It fa uncertain at wbat period tbe Hennltage w.. formed; thougb
Judging from tbe style of arcbitecture of tbe roof and windows of the
ohapel. and from the carving of the monuments, an earlier date cannot
be uBIgned tban the reign of Edward II. ; and .. there Is no record of
itl being formed since the Barony of Warkwortb came Into poueaslon
althe Percy•• about tbe seventh year of the relpl of Edward III., It fa
DOt un1lll:ely tbat tbe date Is between 1307 and J 334. AI cav.. formed
In the cllllil of the lide of rlnrs are by no meaDs uncommon In
Nortbumberland and the border couDtle. of Scotland, I am iucllned to
think tbat tbe IIrst Hermit had found a great part of these exoavatlona
already made. and had thuo been Induced to mate cbolce of them ..
a place of retirement, and that be bad enlarged and ornamented them
In later years..

J'IT I.

DABIl: was the night. and wild the storm,
And loud the torrent's roar;

And loud the sea was heard to dash
Against the distant shore.

Musing on mau's weak hapless state,
The lonely Hermit lay;

When, lo! he heard a female voice
Lament in sore dismay.

With hOllpitable haste he rose,
And walc'd his sleeping fire;

And snatching up a lighted brand,
Forth hied the rev'rend lire.
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All sad beneath a neilothbouring tree
A beauteous maid he found,

Who beat her breast, and with her wars
Bedew'd the moasy ground.

.. 0 weep not, lady, weep not so ;
Nor let vain fears alarm ;

My little cell shall shelter thee,
And keep thee safe from harm."

.. It is not for my~elf I weep,
Nor for myself I fear;

But formy dear and only friend,
Who lately left me here :

.. And while some sheltering bower he 80ught
Within this lonely wood,

Ah I sore I fear his wanderinl{ fel't
Have slipt in yonder flood."

.. O! trust in Heaven," the Hermit aaid,
.. And to my cell repair!

Doubt not but I shall find thr friend,
And ease thee of thy care.'

Then climbinl{ up his rocky stairs,
He scales the cliff so high;

And calls aloud, and waves his ligllt
To guide the stranger's eye.

Among the thickets long he winds,
With careful steps and slow:

At lenl{th a voice retum'd his call,
Quick answering from below:

II 0 tell me, father, tell me true,
Hyou have chanc'd to see

A gentle maid, I lately left
Beneath some neighbouring tree :

.. But either I have lost the place,
Or she hath gone astray:

And much I fear this fatal stream
Hath snatch'd her hence away."

.. Praise Heaven, my son," the Hermit said;
.. The lady's safe and well :"

And soon he join'd the wandering youth,
And brought him to his cell.
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Then well was seen, these genUo friends,
They lov'd each other dear:

The youth he pre8Bed her to his heart;
The maid let fall a tear.

Ah! seldom had their host, I ween,
Beheld 80 sweet a pair:

The youth was tall, with manly bloom;
She, slender, soft, and fair.

The youth was clad in forest green,
With bu~le.hornso bright:

She in a silken robe and scarf,
Snatch'd up in hasty flight.

"Sit down, my children," says the sago;
"Sweet rest your limbs require:"

Then heaps fresh fuel on the hearth,
And mends his little fire.
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" Partake," he said, "my simple store,
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds;"

And spreading all upon the board,
InVites with kindly words.

"Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare ;"
The youthful couple say:

Then freely ate, and made !tood cheer,
And talk'd their cares away.

" Now say, my children (for perchance
My counsel may avail),

What strange adventure brought you here
Within this lonely dale P"

"First tell me, father," said the youth,
" (Nor blame mine e&j1;er tongue),

What town is near P What lands are these P
And to what lord belongP"

.. Alas! mv son," the Hermit said,
"Why ao I live to say,

The ri~htfullord of these domains
Is banish'd far away P

II Ten winters now have shed their mows
On this my lowly hall,

Since valiant Hotspur (80 tho North
Onr youthful lord did call)
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II A~instFourth Henry Bolingbroke
Led up his northern powers,

And stoutly fighting. lost his life
Near proud Salopia's towers•

.. One BOn he left, a lovely boy,
His country's hope and heir;

And, oh! to 8B.ve him from his foeti
It was his grandsire's care•

.. In Scotland safe he plao'd the child
Beyond the reach of strife,

Nor lon~ before the brave old Earl
At Braham lost his life•

.. And now tho Percy name, so long
Our northern pride and boast,

Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud;
Their honours reft and loat.

.. No chieftain of that noble house
Now leads our youth to arms;

The bordering Soots despoil our fields,
And ravage all our farms.

If Their halls and castles, once so fair.
Now moulder in decay;

Proud stran~ers now usurp their lands,
And bear their wealth away.

.. Not far from hence, where yon full stream.
Runs winding down the lea,

Fair Warkworth lifts her lofty towers,
And overlooks the sea.

.. Those towers, alas! now lie forlorn,
With noisome weeds o'eNpread.

Where feasted lords and courtly dam...
And where the poor were fed.

.. Meantime far off, 'mid Scottish hi1l.a,
The Percy lives unknown:

On strangers' bounty he depends,
And may not claim his own.

" 0 might I ~'ith these aged eyes
But hve to see him here,

Th('n should my Boul depart in bliss !"
Re said, and dropt a tear.
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.. And is the Percy still so lov'd
Of all his friends and thee P

Then bless me, father," said the youth,
.. For I, thy guest, am he,"

Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd aside
To wipe the tears he shed;

And liftmg up his hands and eyes,
Pour'd blessings on his head:

"Welcome, our dear and much.lov'd lord,
Thy country's hope and care:

But who may this young lad, be,
That is so wondrous fair P'

.. Now, father! listen to my tale,
And thou shalt know the truth:

And let thy sage advice direct
My inexperienc'd youth.

.. In Scotland I've been nobly bred
Beneath the Regent'sl hand,

In feats of arms, and every lore
To fit me for command•

.. With fond impatience long I burn'd
My native land to see:

At length I won my guardian friend
To yield that boon to me,

.. Then np and down in hunter's garb
I wandcr'd RS in chase,

Till in the noble Ncvillc's2 house
I gain'd a hunt{!r's place.

.. Some time with him I liv'd unknown,
Till I'd the hap so rare

To please this young and gentle dame,
That baron's daughter fair."

.. Now, Percy," said the blushing maid,
.. The truth I must reveal ;

Bouls great Rnd generous, like to thine,
Their noble deeds conceal.
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1 Robert 81oart, Du1re of Albany. Bee the oontinnation or Fordun's
It Sooti.Chronil"on,'t cap IS, cap. za, &0.

s Ralph ~ ""ill., first Earl of W...tmoreland, "ho chiofty reoided at his t"o
outIea of lIrancepeth and Baby, both in the biahoprick of DlIl"lwn.
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II It happen'd on a summer's day,
Led by the fragrant breeze,

I wander'd forth to take the air
Among the green.wood trees.

II Sudden a band of ru/or/ored Soota,
That near in ambu8h lay,

MORs.troopers from the bOrder-side,
There seiz'd me for their prey.

.. My shrieks had all been spent in vain;
But Heaven. that saw my wief,

Brought this brave youth within my can.
Who flew to my relief.

.. With nothing but his hunting spear.
And dagger in his hand,

He sprnng like lightninl; on my foes.
And caus'd them soon to stand.

.. He fought till more assistance came :
The Scota were overthrown ;

Thus freed me. captive. from their banda.
To make me more his own."

" 0 happy day!" the youth replied:
II Blest were the wounds I bear I

From that fond hour she deign'd to smile,
And listen to my prayer.

II And when she knew my name and birth.
Sho vow'd to be my bride;

But ohl we fear'd (alas. the while!)
Her princely mother's pride:

II Sister of haughty Bolingbroke.1

Our house's anCient foe.
To me, I thought, a banish'd wight.

Could ne'er such favour sbew.

"Despairing then to gain consent,
At le~th to fiy with me

I won this lovely timorous maid;
To Scotland boWld are we.

I JOIUl, Count<>ooofWNtmore1aDd, motbrrof thOy<lU1lllladT, .....~
of Jobn of Gannt, and b&If-aioter of KiDg llcnry IV. ~ •
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.. This evening, 88 the night drew on,
Fearing we were pursued,

We turn'd &down the right-hand path,
And ~ain'd this lonely wood:

.. Then lighting from our weary steeds
To shun the pelting shower,

We met thy kind conducting hand,
And reach'd this friendly bower."

.. Now rest ye both," the Hermit said ;
.. Awhile your cares forego:

Nor, Lady, BOOm my humble bed:
-We'll pUll the night belOW:'1

FIT II.

LoVELY smil'd the blushing mom,
And every storm W88 fled:

But lovelier far, with sweeter smile,
Fair Eleanor left her bed.

She found her Henry all alone,
And cheer'd him with her sight;

The youth conBul~with his friend
Had wateh'd the livelong night.

What sweet surprise o'erpower'd her breast I
Her cheek wliat blushes dyed,

When fondly he beso~hther there
To yield to be his bnde1-

.. Within this lonely hermitage
There ii a chapel meet:

Then grant, dear maid, my fond request,
And make my bli88 complete:'

.. 0 Henry, when thou deign'at to sue,
Can I thy mit withstand P

When thou,lov'd youth, hast won my heart,
Can I refuse my hand P

.. For thee I left a father's smiles,
And mother's tender care ;

And whether weal or WtN betide,
Thy lot I mean to share:'
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I Adjolningto the olIlf ...bleb oontallll the Chapel of the Hermitage, are the
remaino ole omall building, in ...hich tb~ hermit d....a. Thla coD8iatecl of
one lower apMt......" with .. Iit.tle b<>cI-chamber or.r it, aDd ilIllO'II' in ninaI
_-.0 the chapel, CIlIt in the ooIid rock, ill .till 'ffIr1 entire aDd pedeot.
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.. And wilt thou then, 0 Il'euerous maid I
Such mBtchletl8 favour show,

To share with me, a banillh'd wight,
My peril, pain, or woe P

.. Now Heaveu, I trust, hath joys in store
To crown thy constant breast:

For know, tond hope BBBUre8 my heart
That we sha1lllOOn be bleat.

.. Not far from hence stands Coquet Ialel
Surrounded by the sea j

There dwells a holy friar, well known
To all thy friends and thee j

.. 'Tis Father Bernard, so rever'd
For every worthy deed j

To Raby Castle he shallj{o,
And for us kindly plead•

.. To fetch this good and holy man
Our reverend~hostis gone;

And soon, I trust, his piOUS hands
Will join us both in one."

Thus they in sweet and tender talk
The lingerinj{ hours beguile:

At length they see the hoarr 8B~e
Come from the neighbourmg isle.

With pious joy and wonder mix'd
He greets the noble pair,

And Rlad consents to join their hands
With many a fervent prayer.

Then strait to Raby's distant walls
He kindly wends his wa, :

Meantime in love and dalliance sweet
They spend the livelong day.

And now, attended by their host,
The Hermitage they view'd,

Deep.hewn within Bc~gy cliff,
And overhung with wood.

'ID the little Wand of'Coquet, D.... Wonworth, .... 1tlIl_ the ruiDa 01
• ceU, "hich beIoDpd to the BeDecIictiDe IDODb at TiDemoutb. Abbey.
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And near a flig-ht of aha~ly steps,
All cut with niceat akill,

And piercin~ throul{h a atony arch,
Ran winding up the hill :

There deck'd with many a flower and herb
His little j{arden atands ;

With fruitful trees in shady rowa,
All planted by his hands.

Then, scoop'd within the solid rock,
Three sacred vaults he shows:

The chief, a chapel, neatly arch'd,
On branching columns rose.

:Each proper ornament wu there,
That should a chapel grace ;

The lattice for confeaaion £ram'a,
And holy-water vase.

O'er either door a sacred text
Invitt's to godly fear;

And in a little BCutcheon hung
The cross, and crown, and Spear.

Up_to the altar's ample breadth
Two eaay steps ascend;

And near, a glimmerinK aolemn li~ht
Two well-wrought windows lend.

Beside the altar rose a tomb
All in the living stone;

On which a younK and beauteous maid
In goodly aculpture shone.

A kneeling angel, fairly carv'd,
Lean'd hoverinj{ o'er her breut;

A weeping- warrior at her feet;
And near to thei18 her Cr6at.1

The clift, the vault, but chief the tomb
Attract the wondering' pair:

:E8I(er they uk, .. What lial'leaa dame
Lies scu1ptur'd here 80 f&lrP"
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1 This ill • Bnll'. Head, the oreot of the Widdrington family. .AUIhe
fljlU...... Itc., here ~hed are .till mible, only IOmewhet daoed with
leIlgth oftime.

QQ 2



698 THB BBBKIT OF W....rwOBTH.

The Hermit sigh'd, the Hermit wept,
For 8Orrow acarce could apeak:

A.t length he wip'd the trickling tears
That all bedew'd his cheek.

" A.laa! my children, human life
Is but a vale of woe ;

And very mournful is the tale
Which ye 80 fain would know'"

TUB JIllBKIT'S TALB.

YOUNG lord, thy grandBire had a friend
In days of youthful fame;

Yon distant hills were his domains,
Sir Bertram was his name.

Where'er the nobleP~ fought,
HiB friend was at his side;

And many a skirmish with the Soota
Their early valour tried.

Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maid,
As fair as fair might be ;

The dew-drop on the lily's cheek
Was not so fair as she.

Fair Widdrinj{ton the maiden's name,
Yon towers her dwelling-place;1

Her Bire an old N orthumbrian chief,
Devoted to thy race.

Many a lord, and many a knight,
To thiB fair damsel came;

But Bertram was her only choice;
For him Bhe felt a flame.

Lord Percy pleaded for hiB friend,
Her father Boon conBents ;

None but the beauteous maid herself
HiB wishes now prevents.

1 Wlddrington CutJe ;. about lin! milee oouth of W...1nrorth.
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But she, with studied fond delays,
Defers the bli88ful hour;

And loves to try his oonstancy,
And prove her maiden power.

II That heart," she said, .. is lightly priz'd,
Which is too lightly won;

And long shall rue that easy maid
Who yields her love too soon."

Lord Percy made a solemn feast
In Alnwick's princely hall:

And there came lords, and there came knights,
His chiefs and barons all.

With wBSllail, mirth, and revelry,
The castle rang around:

Lord Percy call'd for song and harp,
And pipes of martial80und.

The minstrels of thy noble house,
All clad in robes of blue,

With silver crescents on their anna,
Attend in order due.

The great achievements of thy raoe
They sung: their high command:

How valiant Mainfred o'er the Seal
First led his northern band.!

Brave Galfred next to Normandy
With venturous Rollo came;

And, from his Norman castles won,
ABBum'd the Percy name.'

They sun~ how in the Conqueror's fleet
Lord Wilham shipp'd his powers,

And ~'d & fair young Saxon bride
Wlth all her lands and towers.'
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1 Bee J>acdaIe'...~.. p. 1811, .to.
I In Lo.....". NOl'ID&IIdy .... tI.ree p1aoel of the IlUIUl of Peroy, wblmce the

family took the 8urDalDe or De Percy.
I William de Percy (ftfth in deecent from Galfred or Gelfery de p~, lIOII

of Mainfred) lIllIiAted In the ooDqueet of Bnlrland, and bad gi.en hUn the
!arll" pc>IIIMBiODB, in Yorbbire, or Emma de "'porte (10 the Norman writen
DIme her). :w"'- father, • Kreat Saxon lord, bad been elain, lla:hting IIong
with HaroJa. Thia young lady, William, from • principle of'hoaoUr and
generosity, married; for,l>a.mg bad all herlaDdo beotowed nponhim b" the
Conqneror, .. he (to nee the warde of the old Whit"" Chronicle), ....tidded
hyr that .......~ heire to them, in discharging or hit oo"";en",,:' See
BarL HBB.. fllII (1l6). He died at HODD~oy, near J eruoalem, in the llrIt
cnIIllde.
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Then journeyinl{ to the Holy Land,
There bravely fought and died ;

But first the silver crescent won,
Some paynim Soldan's pride.

They sung how .ARlles, beauteous heir.
The Queen's own brother wed,

Lord Josceline, sprung from Charlemagne,
In princely Brabant bred;1

How he the Percy name reviv'd,
And how his noble line,

Still foremost in their country's cause,
With godlike ardour shine.

With loud acclaims the list'ning crowd
Applaud the master's song,

And deeds of arms and war became
The thorne of every tongue.

Now high heroic acts they tell,
Their perils past recall :

When, lo! a damsel young and fair
Stepp'd forward throllJth the hall.

She Bertram courteously addreas'd;
And, kneeling on her knee,-

" Sir knight, the lady of thy love
Hath sent this !tift to thee."

Then forth she drew a glittering helm,
Well plaited many a fold;

The casque was wrought of temper'd steel.
The crest of burnish'd gold.

" Sir knight. thy lady sends thee this,
And yields to be tnr bride,

When thou hast prov d this maiden gift
Where sharpest blows are tried."

Young Bertram took the shining helm,
And thrice he kiss'd the same:

" Trust me. I'll prove this precious rasque
With deeds of noblest fame."

1 A.«n" de Percy, 001. beireoo of ber boo.., married JoooeliDe de LoaTahooo..
10unl("Oi eon of Godfrey BarbatUl, Duk. of Brab""t, and brother of Qu......
Adeli.... aeoond ....if. of fUng Henry I. H. took tb. name of POft'y, ..a _
aneNtor of tbe Earla of Northumberland. Hill eon, Ion! Riabard 4., Pereo<.
..... on. of Lhe t....enL1-&u barollll oboaen to _ the x..,.. Charta d6iq
obanTed.
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Lord Percy, and his Barons bold,
Then fix upon a day

To scour the marches, late opprest,
And ScOttish wrongs repay.

The knights assembled on the hills
A thousand horse or more :

Brave Widdrington, though sunk in years,
The Pe~ standard bore.

Tweed's limpid current soon they pass,
And range the borders round:

Down the green slopes of Tiviotdale
Their bugle-horns resound.

As 'when a lion in his den
Hath heard the hunters' eries,

And rushes forth to meet his foes;
So did the Douglas rise.

Attendant on their chiefs command
A thousand warriors wait:

And now the fatal hour drew on
Of cruel keen debate.

A chosen troop of Scottish youths
Advance before the rest ;

Lord Percy mark'd their ltlillant mien,
And thus his friend adeIress'd:

"Now, Bertram, prove thy lady's helm,
Attack yon forward baild;

Dead or alive I'll rescue thee,
Or perish by their hand."

YOllIlA' Bertram bow'd, with glad &ll8ent,
And spurr'd his eager steed, .

And calling on his lady's name,
Rush'd forth with whirlwind speed.

As when a grove of sapling oaks
The livid l~htning rends;

So fiercely 'mid the opposing ranks
Sir Bertram's sword descends.

Thill way and that he drives the steel,
And keenly pierces through;

And many a tall and comely knight
With furious force he alew.
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Now (lloaing fast on every aide,
They hem Sir Bertram round:

But.dauntlesa he repela their~,
And deals forth many a wound.

The vigour of hiB Bingle arm
Had well nigh won the field;

When ponderous fell a Scottish axe,
And Clave his lifted shield.

Another blow his temples took.
And reft his helm in twain;

That beauteous helm, his lady's llift!
- His blood bedew'd the plain.

LordP~ saw his champion fall
Amid th unequal fight;

.. And now, my noble frienda," he laid,
.. Let's aave this gallant knight."

Then 1'11lJhing in, with stretch'd·out shield.
He o'er the warrior hung,

.As lOme fierce eagle spreads her wing
To guard her eallow young.

Three times they strove to seize their prey,
Three timt'.ll tIIey quick retire :

What force could stand hill furious strokes.
Or meet his -martial fire P

Now gatllering round on every part
The battle rag'd amain;

And many a lady wept her lord,
That hour untimely slain.

Pe!'CY and Doup;laa, great in arms,
There all tIIelr courage show'd;

And all the field waa strew'd with dead,
And all witll erimaon flow'd.

At lenrlh the glory of tile day
The'"Rcots reluctant yield,

And, after wondrous valour shown,
They alowly quit the field.
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All pale, extended on their shields,
And welterinl{ in his gore,

Lord Percy's knIghts their bleeding friend
To Wark's fair C&IItle bore.1

"Well hast thou earn'd my daughter's love,"
Her father kindly said ;

" And she herself shall dress thy wounds,
And tend thee in thy bed."

A menage went; no daughter came,
Fair Isabel ne'er appears:

" Beshrew me," said the aged chief,
.. Young maidens have their fears.

': Cheer up, my son, thou shalt her see,
So soon as thou canst ride;

And she shall nurse thee in her bower,
And she shall be thy bride."

Sir Bertram at her name reviv'd,
He bless'd the soothinll' sound;

Fond hope BUp{llied the nurse's care,
And hea!.'d his ghastly wound.

PIT III.

ONB early morn, while dewy drops
Hung trembling on the tree,

Sir Bertram from hiB sick-bed rose;
HiB bride he would go see.

A brother he had in prime of youth,
Ofco~e firm and keen;

And he would 'tend him on the way,
Because his wounds were green.

All day o'er mOll8 and moor they rode,
By many a lonely tower;

And 'twas the dew·fall of the night
Ere they drew near her bower.
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MOlt drear and dark the castle seem'd,
That wont to shine so bright;

And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd
Ere he beheld a light.

At leIlltth her &jI;ed nul'lle &rOle,
Willi voice 80 shrill and clear,-

.. What wight iI this, that calla so loud,
And knocks 80 boldly here P"

.. 'Til Bertram calls, thy lady's love,
Come from his bed of care :

All day I've ridden o'er moor and mOBS
To see thy lady fair."

" N ow ~ut, wI" she loudly shriek'd;
.. Alas! how may this be P

For six long days are gone and past
SinOI' she set out to thee."

Sad terror seiz'd Sir Bertram's heart,
And ready was he to fall ;

When now the drawbridge was let down,
And gates were opened all.

.. Six days, young knight, are put and gone,
Since she set out to thee ;

And sure, if no sad harm had happ'd,
Long sinOI' thou wouldst her see.

" For when "he heard thy ~ievoU8 chanoe,
She tore her hair, and cned,

• Alas! I've slain the oomeliest knight,
All through my folly and pride!

... And now to atone for my sad fault
And his dear health regiun,

I'll go myself, and nurse my love,
And BOOthe his bed of pam.'

" Then mounted she her milk·white stel'ld
One mom at break of day ;

And two tall yeomen went with her,
To guard her on the way."

Sad terror smote Sir Bertram's heart,
And grief o'erwhelm'd hi" mind:

.. Trust me," said he, .. I ne'er will rest
Till I thy lady find:'
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That night he spent in BOrrow and care ;
And with sad.boding heart

Or ever the dawning of the day
His brother and he depart,

u Now, brother, we'll our ways divide
O'er Scottish hills to range;

Do thou_go north, and I'll go west;
And all oor dresa we'll ohange,

.. Some Scottish carle hath seiz'd my love,
And borne her to his den;

And ne'er will I tread Enillish ground
Till she's restor'd again:'

The brothers straight their pathl divide,
O'er Scottish hills to ran~e;

And hide themselves in quamt disguise,
And oft their dresa they ohange.

Sir Bertram, clad in gown of grey,
Most like a palmer poor,

To halls and castles wanders round,
And begs from door to door.

Sometimes a minstrel's ~b he welll'!l,
With pipe so sweet and shrill ;

And wends to every tower and town,
O'er every dale and hill,

One day as he sat under a thom,
All sunk in deep despair,

An ~ed pilgriIn paBll'd him by,
. Who mark'd hIB face of care,

II All minstrels yeJ; that e'er I Ball'
Are full of game and ~lee ;

But thou art sad and woe·begone I
I marvel whence it be!"

II Father, I serve an aged lord,
Whose I¢ef afflicts my mind;

His only child is stolen away,
And fain I would her find."

.. Cheer up, my son; perchance," he said,
u Some tidin~ I may bear:

For oft when human hopes have fail'd,
Then heavenly comfort's near.
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.. Behind yon hills so steep and high,
Down in a lowly glen,

There stands a castle fair and strong,
Far from the abode of men.

U As late I chanc'd to crave an alma,
About this evening hour,

Methought I heard a lady's voice
Lamenting in the tower.

U And when I w'd what harm had happ'd,
What lady sick there lay P

They rudely drove me from the gate,
And bade me wend away."

These tidings caught Sir Bertram's ear,
He thank'd him for his tale;

And soon he hasted o'er the hills,
And BOOn he reach'd the vwe.

Then drawing near thOle lonely towers,
Which stoOd in dale BO low,

And Bitting down beside the gate,
His pipes he 'gan to blow.

.. Sir Porter, is thy lord at home,
To hear a minstrel's BOng;

Or may I crave a lodging here,
Without offence or wrong P"

.. My lord," he said, .. is not at home,
To hear a minstrel's song;

And, should I lend thee lodging here,
My life would not be long."

He play'd again so soft a strain,
Such power sweet BOunds impart,

He won the churlish porter's ear,
And mov'd his stubbom heart.

.. Minstrel," he said, .. thou flay'at BO sweet,
Fair entrance thou should st win ;

But. alas! I'm swom upon the rood
To let no stranger in.

.. Yot, minstrel, in yon rising cliff
Thou'lt find a shelteri~ cave;

And here thou shalt my supper share,
And there thy lod~ing have:'
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A.ll day he sits beside the gate,
And pipes both loud and clear:

All night 11e watches round the walls,
In hopes his love to hear.

The fint night, u he silent watch'd
All at the midnil{ht hour,

He plainly heard hl8 lady's voice
Liunen~ in the tower.

The second night, the moon shone clear,
And gilt the Bpangled dew;

He Baw his lady through the grate,
But 'twu a tranaient view.

The third niKht, wearied out, he Blept
'Till near the morning tide;

When, Btartin,{ up, he Beiz'd hiB BWOrd,
And to the cutle hied.

When, lo! he Baw a ladder of ropes
Depending from the wall :

A.nd o'er the moat waB newly laid
A poplar Btrong and tall.

And lOOn he ow hiB love descend
Wrapt in a tartan plaid,

AasiBtea by a Bturdy youth
In Highland garb y-clad.

Amaz'd, confounded at the sight,
He lay unBeen and Btill ;

And lOOn he BlIW them 0r08B the Btream,
And mount the neighbouring hill.

Unheard, unknown of all within,
The youthful couple fly;

But what can 'BMpe the lover's ken,
Or Ilhun his piercing eye P

With Bilent Btep he followB close
Behind the flying pair,

And Baw her han~ upon hiB arm
With fond familiar air.

.. ThankB, gentle youth," ~he often said;
.. My thanks thou well ha.~t won:

For me what wiles ha8t thou contriv'd!
For me what dangers run!
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" And ever Bhall my grateful heart
Thy aervicea repay :"-

Sir Bertram would no further hear,
But cried, "Vile traitor, Btay !

" Vile traitor! yield that lady up I"
And quick hiB 8wOrd he drew ;

The 8tranger tum'd in 8udden rage,
And at Sir Bertram flew.

With mortal hate their vigorous arms
Gave many a vengeful blow;

But Bertram'B Btronger hand prevail'd.
And laid the 8tranger low.

"Die, traitor, diel"-A deadly throat
Attends l.'ach furious word.

Ah! then fair laabel knew hiB voice,
And ru8h'd beneath biB BWOrd.

.. 0 8top," 8he cried, " 0 8top thy arm I
Thou dOBt thy brother 81ay 1"-

And here the hermit paus'd, and wept;
HiB tongue no more could .y.

At length he cried, "Ye lovely pair.
How 8hall I tell the re8t Y

Ere I could Rtop mr piercing 8WOrd,
It fell, and 8tabb d her breaat:'

.. Wert thou thyself that hapleu youth P
Ah I cruel fate I" they said.

The Hermit wept, and BO did they:
They Bigh'd; he hung hi8 head.

.. 0 blind and jealous rage," he cried.
.. What evilB from thee flow P"

The Hermit paus'd; they Bilent mourn'd:
He wept, and they were woe.

Ah! when I heard my brother's name,
And Baw my lady bleed,

I rav'd, I wept, I curg'd my arm
That wrought the fatal deed.

In vain I claap'd her to my breaat,
And cloB'd the ghaRtly wound;

In vain I preBB'd hiB bleeding corpse,
And raia'd it from the ground.



BY lI18BOP pueT.

My_brother, alas! spake never more,
His precious life was flown:

She kindly strove to soothe my pain,
Regardless of her own.

.. Bertram," she said, .. be comforted,
And live to think on me:

M"y we in heaven that union prove,
Whioh here was not to be !

.. Bertram," she said, .. I still was true ;
Thou only hadst my heart:

M"y we hereafter meet in blias I
We now, alas! must part.

.. For thee I left my father's hall,
And flew to tby relief,

When, lo! near Cheviot's fatal hills
I met 8 Scottish chief,

.. Lord Malcolm's son, whose proffer'd love
I had refus'd with scorn ;

He slew my guards, and seiz'd on me
Upon that fatal morn;

.. And in these dreary hated walls
He kept me close confin'd;

And fondly sued, and warmly preas'd,
To win me to his mind.

.. Each rising morn increas'd my pain,
Each night increas'd my fear!

When, wandering in this northern garb,
Thy brother found me here.

.. He quickly form'd the brave design
To set me, captive, free ;

And on the moor his horses wait,
Tied to a neighbouring tree.

"Then ha.8te, my love, escape awa.y,
And for thyself provide;

And sometimes fondly think on her
Who should have been thy bride,"

Thus, pouring comfort on my BOul,
Even with her latest breath,

She gave one parting, fond embrace,
And clos'd her eyes in death.
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In wild amaze, in speechlea woe.
Devoid of sense, 1 lay :

Then lUdden, all in frantio mood,
I meant myself to 11&1.

And, riling up in furious hute.
I w'd the bloodl brand:1

A. sturdy arm here mterpos'd,
And wrench'd it from my hand.

A. crowd, that from the eastle came,
Had mi88'd their lovely ward;

And seizing me, to prison bare,
And deep in dungeon harr'd.

It chano'd that on that very morn
Their chief was prisoner ta'en;

Lord Percy had us soon exohang'd,
And strove to soothe my pain.

And soon thOle honour'd dear remailW
To England were convey'd;

And there within their silent tombs.
With holy rites, were laid.

For me, I loath'd my wretched life,
And long to end it thou~ht;

Till time, and books, and holy men,
Had better counsels taught.

They rais'd my heart to that rure 8011l'Oe
Whence heavenly comfort flows:

They ~:~me to despise the world,
And y bear ita woes.

No more the slave ot human pride,
V&in hope, and sordid care,

I meekly vow'd to spend my life
In penitence and prayer.

The bold Sir Bertram, now no more
Impetuous, haught}', wild;

But poor and humble Benedict,
Now lowly, patient, mild.

11. ......ord.
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My lands I gave to feed the poor,
And sacred altars raise ;

And here, a lonely anchorite,
I came to end my days,

ThiJ sweet sequester'd vale I ohose,
These rookS, and han~g grove;

For oft beaide that murmuring stream
My love was wont to rove,

My noble friend approv'd my ohoice;
Thi8 blest retreat he gave:

And here I carv'd her beauteous form,
And scoop'd this holy cave.

Full fifW winters, all forlorn,
My liIe I've l~er'd here;

And daily o'er thill sculptur'd lIaint
I drop the pensive tear,

And thou, dear brother of my heart !
So faithful and 80 true,

The lIad remembrance of thy fate
Still makell my bosom rue !

Yet Dot unpitied pa8s'd my life,
Fonllken or forgot,

The Percy and his Doble sons
Would grace my lowly cot;

Oft the R1'eat Earl, from toils of state
And cumbrous pomp of power,

Would gladly seek my little cell,
To spend the tranqUil hour.

But lenl{th of life is length of woe !
I liv'lI to mourn his fall:

I liv'd to mourn hiJ godlike sons
And friends and followerll all.

But thou the hanourll of thy race,
Lov'd youth, shalt now restore;

And raise again the Percy name
More glorious than before,

He ceas'd; and on the lovely pair
His choicest bleBBings laid:

While they, with thanks and pitying te&rll.
His mournful tale repaid.
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And now what present coune to take
They ask the 200d old sire;

And. guided by his sage advice.
To Scotland they retire.

Meantime their BUit BUch favour found
At Baby's Btatel:r hall,

Earl Neville and his princely BJIOWI&
Now gladly pardon all.

She, suppliant, at her nephew'sl throne
The royal grace implor'd:

To all the honours ofhis race
The Percy was restor'd.

The youthful Earl still more and more
Admlr'd biB beauteous dame:

Nine noble SOnK to him ahe bore.
A..ll worthy of their name.

J Kiq Hllm'J V.




