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FOREWORD

AM much indebted to the Lord Bishop
of Salisbury, the Lord Bishop of Dur-
ham, Dr. Lock, Warden of Keble College,
Oxford; Mr. C. Moule, Senior Fellow and
Librarian of Corpus Christi College, Cam-
bridge; the Rev. C. L. Sanctuary, Mr. H.
Pouncy, and others, for help in various ways
in making this selection from my father's
Dorset poems.
Two lists of poems selected by the late
Prof. F. T. Palgrave (Professor of Poetry in
the University of Oxford), have dso been of

service.
W. M. B.
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THE SPRING

H E N wintry weather's all a-done,
An' brooks do sparklein the zun,

An' naisy-builden rooks do vice

Wi' gtickstoward their elem tree;

When birds do zing, an' we can zee
Upon the boughs the buds o' spring,—
Then |I'm as happy asaking,

A-vield wi' health an' zunsheen.

Vor then the cowdip's hangen flow'r
A-wetted in the zunny show'r,
Do grow wi' vi'lets, sweet o' smell,
Bezide the wood-screen'd graegle's bell;
Where drushes aggs, wi' sky-blue shell,
Do lie in mossy nest among
Thethorns, while they do zing their zong
At evenin in the zunsheen.



THE SPRING

An' God do meake Hiswin' to blow
An' rain to vail vor high an' low,
An' bid His mornen zun to rise
Vor all alike, an' groun' an' kies
Ha' coloursvor the poor man'seyes:
An' inour trials Heis near,
To hear our mwoan an' zee our tear,
An' turn our douds to zunsheen.

An' many times when| do vind

Things all goo wrong, an' vok unkind,

To zee the happy veedén herds

An' hear the zingen o' the birds,

Do soothe my sorrow mware than words
Vor | dozeethat 'tisour sn
Do metke woones soul so dark ‘ithin,

When God would gi'e woone zunsheen.



EASTER ZUNDAY

A ST Easter Jim put on his blue
Frock cwoat, the vu'st time—vier new ;
Wi' yollow buttons all o' brass,
That glitter'd in the zun lik' glass ;
An' pok'd 'ithin the button-hole
A tutty he'd a-begg'd or stole.
A span-new wes'co't, too, he wore,
Wi' yollow stripes all down avore ;
An' tied his breeches' lags below
The knee, wi' ribbon in a bow ;
An' drow'd his kitty-boots azide,
An' put his laggfcns on, an' tied
His shoes wi' strings two vingers wide,
Because 'twer Easter Zunday.

An' after mornen church wer out
He come back hwome, an' stroll'd about
All down the vields, an' drough the leiine,
Wi' sister Kit an' cousin Jeane,

3



EASTER ZUNDAY

A-turnen proudly totheir view

His yollow breast an' back o' blue.

Thelambs did play, the grounds wer green,

Thetreesdid bud, thezun did sheen ;

Thelark did zing below the sky,

An' roadswer all a-blown sodry,

Asif thezummer wer begun ;

An' hehad sich abit o' fun!

He meade the pnaidens squeal an' run,
Because 'twer Easter Zunday.



THE MILK-MAID O' THE FARM

POLL'S the milk-maid o' the farm !

An' Pall's so happy out in groun’,
Wi' her white pail below her earm
As if she wore a goolden crown.

An' Poll don't zit up half the night,
Nor lie vor half the day abed ;
An' zoo her eyes be sparklen bright,

An' zoo her cheaks be bloomen red.

In zummer morncdMis, when thelark
Do rouse the litty lad an' lass

To work, then shes the vu'st to mark
Her steps along the dewy grass.

An' in the evenen, when the zun
Do sheen agean the western brows
O' hills, where bubblen brooks do run,
There she do zing bezide her cows.
5



6

THE MILKMAID O' THE FARM

An'ev'ry cow of hers do stand,
An' never overzet her pail;

Nor try to kick her nimble hand,
Nor switch her wi' her heavy tail.

Noo leady, wi' her muff an' vail,
Do walk wi' sich a steately tread

As she do, wi' her mi Iken pail
A-balanc'd on her comely head.

An' she, at mornén an' at night,
Do skim the yollow cream, an' mwold
An"wring her chesses red an' white,
An' zee the butter vetch'd an' roll'd.

An'in the barken or the ground,
The chaps do always do their best
To milk the vu'st their own cows round
An' then help her to milk the rest.

Zoo Poll's the milk-maid o' the farm !
An' Poll's so happy out in groun',

Wi' her white pail below her earm,
As if she wore a goolden crown.



EVENEN IN THE VILLAGE

OW the light o' the west is a-turn'd to
gloom,
An' the men be at hwome vrom ground ;
An' the bells be azenden all down the Coombe
From tower, their mwoansome sound.
An' the wind is still,
An' the house-dogs do bark,
An' the rooks be avied to the eems high an’
dark,
An' the water do roar at mill.

An' the flickeren light drough the window-
peiine
Vrom the candle's dull fleame do shoot,
An' young Jemmy the smith is agone down
leane,
A-playen his shriil-vaiced flute.
An' the miller's man
Do zit down at his ease
On the sedt that is under the cluster o' trees,
Wi' his pipe an' his cider can.
7



BOB THE FIDDLER

OH I Bob the fiddler is the pride
O' chapsan' maidensvur an' wide;

They can't keep up a merry tide,

But Bob is in the middle.
If merry Bob do come avore ye,
He'll zing a zong, or tell a sory ;
But if you'd zee en in his glory,

Jigt let en have a fiddle.

Aye, let en tuck a crowd below

His chin, an' gi'e his vist a bow, -

He'll dreve his ebow to an' fro',
An' play what you do please.

At Maypolen, or feast, or feair,

His earm wull zet off twenty pedir,

An' meake em dance the groun' dirt-betre,
An' hop about lik"' viees.

8



BOB THE FIDDLER

Long lifeto Bob ! the very soul

O' me'th at merry feast an' pole ;

Vor when the crowd do ledve his jowl,
They'll all bein the dumps.

Zoo at the dance another year,

At Shillinston or Hazelbur',

Mid Bob be there to meake em stir,
In merry jigs, their sumps!"’



12 A BIT O SLY COORTEN

JOHN

Well, he shan't kiss ye, then; you shan't be
kissd :

By hisgirt ugly chops, alanky houn'!

If 1 dozegn, I'lljist wring up my vist

"~ An' knock en down.

I'1l squot his girt pug-nose, if I don't missen ;

I'Ilwarn |'Il spwell hispretty lipsvor kiss&n'!

FANNY

Well, John, I'm surel littlethought tovind

That you had ever sidi ajealous mind.

What then! | sposethat | mugt be a dummy,

An' mussen goo about nor wag my tongue

To any soul, if hésaman, an' young ;

Or dseyou'll work your zelf up mad wi' passion,

An' talk away o' gi'en vo'k adrashen,

An' breakin bwones, an' beaten heads to
pummy |

If you've a-got sich jealous ways about ye,

I'm sure | should be better off 'ithout ye.

JOHN

Well, if girt Jemmy have a-won your heart,
We'd better break the coortship off, an' pedrt.



A BIT 0 SLY COORKN 13

FANNY

Hewon my heart! There, John, don't talk Sch
stuff;

Don't talk noo mwore, vor you've a-zaid enough.

If 1'd a-lik'd another mwore than you,

I'm sure | shoulden come to meet ye 200 ;

Vor I've a-twold to father many a storry,

An' took 0 mother many a scwolden vor ye.

[weeping.']
But 'twull be over now, vor you shan't zee me
Out wi' ye noo mwore, to pick aquarrel wi' me.

JOHN

Well, Fanny, | woon't zay noo mwore, my dear.

Let's medke it up. Come, wipe off thik there
tear.

Let's goo an' zit 0' top 0 théase here dile,

An' rest, an' look about a little while.

FANNY
Now goo away, you crabbed jealous chap !
You shan't kiss me—you'shan't! [I'll gi' ye a
dap.
JOHN

Then you look smilen ; don't you pout an' toss
Your head so much, an' look so very cross



14 A BIT O &Y COORTEN

FANNY

Now, John ! don't squeeze me roun' the middle
zoo.

| woon't sop here noo longer, if you do.

Why, John ! be quiet, wull ye? Fie upon it!

Now zee how you've a-wrumpl'd up my bonnet!

Mother 'ill zeeit after |'m at hwome,

An' gi'eaguessdirectly how it come.

JOHN
Then don't you zay that | bejealous, Fanny.

FANNY

| wull: vor you fojealous, Mister Jahnny.

There's zomebody a-comén down the groun'

Towards the stilee. Who is it? Come, get
down.

| mugt run hwome, upon my word then, now ;

If | do gtay, they'll kick up sch a row.

Good night. | can't gay now.

JOHN

Then good night, Fanny !
Come out a-bit to-morrow evenen, can ye?



SLEEP DID COME WI' THE DEW

W H E N our zun's a-zinken low,
How <oft's the light his feace do drow
Upon the backward road our mind
Do turn an' zee a-left behind ;
When we, in childhood's days did vind
Our jay among the gil'cup flow'rs,
All drough the zummer's zunny hours ;
An' deep did comelvi' thedew.

An' afterwards, when we did zweat

A tweilén in the zummer het,

An' when our daily work wer done

Did meet to have our evenén fun :

Till up above the zetten zun

The sky wer blushén in the west,

An' we laid down in peace to rest,
An' deep did comewi' thedew.

'5



16 SLEEP DID COME WI' THE DEW

Ah ! zome do turn—but tidden right—

The night to day, an' day to night;

But we do zee the vu'st red streak

O' mornen, when the day do break ;

Zoo we don't grow up pedle an' weak,

But we do work wi' health an' strength,

Vrom mornfen drough the whole day's length,
An' deep docomewi' thedew.

An' when, at last, our €thly light

Isjist a-drawén in to night,

We mid be sure that God above,

If we be true when He do prove

Our stedvast faith an' thankvul love,

Wull do vor us what mid be best,

An' teake us into endless rest,
Asdeep do comewi' thedew.



THE BEST MAN IN THE VIELD
Sam and Bod.

SAM

“TMHAT'S dowish work, Bob. What'st a-been
about ?

Thy pookén don't goo on not over sprack.

Why I've a-pook'd my wedle, [0'k zeg, clear out,

An' here | be agean a-turnén back.

BOB

I'Il work wi' thee then, Sammy, any day,
At any work dog like to tedke me at,
Vor any money thou dogt liketo lay.
Now, Mister Sammy, what dogt think o' that?
My weale is nearly twice so big asthine,
Or ds, | warnt, | shouldden be behin\
17



18 THE BEST MAN IN THE VIELD

SAM

Ah ! hang thee, Bob! don't tell sch whoppén
lies.

My wetl€' s the biggest, if do come to sze

'Tisjist the ssAme whatever bist about;

Why, when dost goo a-teddén grass, you doth,

Another hand's a-fwo'c'd to tegke thy zwath,

An' ted a half way back to help thee out;

An' then a-reaken rollers, bist so dack,

Dost keep the very bwoysan' women back.

An' if dog think that thou cang challenge |

At any thing,—then, Bob, well teake a pick
a-piece,

An' woonce thedse zummer, goo an' try

Tomeake arick a-piece.

A rick o' thine wull look a little funny,

When thou's a-done en, |'ll bet any money.

DOB

You noggerhead ! lagt year thou mead'st arick,

An' then wehad totrig en wi' a stick.

An'what did John that tipp'd en zay? Why
zaid

He stood a-top d'en all the while in dread,

A-thinken that avore he should a-done en,

He'd tumbl€ over dap wi' him upon en.



THE BEST MAN IN THE VIELD 19
SAM

Y ou yoppfen clog! | warnt | meiide my rick
So well's thou'mead'st thy Iwoad o' hay last
week.
They'hadden gota hundred yardsto haul en,"
An' then they vound 'twer best to have en boun',
Vor if they hadden, 'twould a-tumbl'd down ;
An' after that | zeed en all but vallén,
An'trigg'd en up \vi' woone o'm's pitchen pick,
Tozeeif | could meske en ride to rick ;
An'when they had the dumpy heap unboun',
He veil to pieces flat upon the groun'.

BOB

Do shut thy lyen chops! What, dosten mind

Thy pitchen tome out in Gully-plot,

A-meaken o' me wait (wast zoo behind)

A half an hour vor ev'ry pitch | got ?

An' how didst groun' thy pick ? an' how didst
quirk

Togetenup onend? Why hadst hard work

To rise a pitch that wer about so big

'S a goodish crow's nest, or a wold man's wig !

Why bist so weak, dost know, as any roller :

Zome o' the women vo'k will beat thee hollor.



20 THE BEST MAN IN THE VIELD

SAM

You shub-nosd flopperchops! | pitch'd so

quick, '
That thou dost know thou hadst a hardish job
To tezkein all the pitches off my pick;
An' disfen zeeme groun' en, nother, Bob.
An' thou bist stronger, thou dogt think, than | ?
Girt bandy-lags! | jist should like to try.
We'll goo, if thou dogt like, an' jist zee which
Can heave the mwost, or car the biggest nitch.

BOB
There, Sam, do meake me zick to hear thy
braggen !
Why bissen strong enough to car a flagon.

SAM
You grinnen fool! why 1'd zet thee a-blowen,
If thou wast wi' me vor a day a-mowin.
I'd wear my cwoat, an' thou midst pull thy rags
Offi
An' then in half a zwath |'d mow thy lags off.

BOB
Thee mow wi' me! Why coossen keep up wi'
me:
Why bissn fit to goo a-vield to skimray,



THE BEST MAN IN THE YIELD 21

Or mow down docks an' thistles! Why I'll bet
A shillen, Samel, that thou cassen whet.

SAM

Now don't thee zay much mwore than what'st
a-zaid,
Or d=e I'll knock thee down, heds over head.

BOB

Thou knock me down, indeed ! Why cassn gi'e
A blow half hard enough to kill a bee.

SAM
Well, thou shalt ved upon thy chops and snout.

BOB

Come on, then, Samel; jist let's have woone
bout.



READEN OV A HEAD-STWONE

S | wer readen ov a stwone
In Grenley church-yard all alwone,
A little maid ran up, wi' pride
To zee me there, an' push'd a-zide
A bunch o' bennets that did hide
A verse her father, as she zaid,
Put up above her mother's head,
To tell how much he loved her.

The verse wer short, but very good,

. | stood an' larn'd en where | stood : —
"Mid God, dear Meary, gi'e me greace

Tovind, lik'thee, a better pleace,

Where | woonce mwore mid zee thy feace ;
An'bringthy childern up to know
His word, that they mid come an' show

Thy soul how much | lov'd thee."

23



READEN OV A HEAD-STWONE

" Where's father, then," | zaid, " my chile?"
" Dead too," she answer'd wi' a smile;
" An' | an' brother Jim do bide
At Betty White's, o' t'other zide
O'road." " Mid He, mychile,” | cried,

" That's father to the fatherless,

Become thy father now, an' bless,

An' keep, an' lead, an' love thee."

Though she've a-lost, | thought, so much,
Still He don't let the thoughts o't touch
Her litsome heart by day or night ;
An' zoo, if we could tedke it right,
Do show He'll meake his burdens light

To weaker souls, an' that his smile

Is sweet upon a harmless chile,

When they be dead that lov'd it.

23



A ZONG OV HARVEST HWOME

HE ground is clear. There's nar a ear
O' sannen corn a-left out now,

Vor win' to blow or rain to drow ;

'Tis all up setfe in barn or mow.

Her€e's health to them that plough'd an' zow'd;

Here's health to them that reap'd an' mow'd,

An' them that had to pitch an' lwoad,

Or tip therick at Harvest Hworae.
Thehappy sight,—themerrynighty -
The metis delight,—the Harvest Hworne.

An' mid noo harm o' vireor sorm

Beval the farmer or his com ;
An' ev'ry zack o' zeed gi'e back

A hunderd-vwold so much in barn.
~ An' mid his M eaker bless his store,

His wife an' all that sheve a-bore,

An' keep all evil out o' door.

Vrom Harvest Hwome to Harvest Hwome.
Thehappy sight,—the merry night,
Themen'sdelight'—the Harvest Hwome.

24



A ZONO OV HARVEST HWOME

Mid nothen ill betide the mill,
As day by day the miller's wheel

Do dreve his clacks, an' heist his zacks,
An' vill hisbins wi' show'ren meal:
Mid's water never overflow
His dousty mill, nor zink too low,
Vrom now till wheat agean do grow,
An' weve another Harvest Hwome.

Thehappy zight,~-themerry nighty

The metis delight,—the Harvest Hwome.

Drough cigerns wet an' malt-kiFs het,
Mid barley pay the maker's pains ;

An' mid noo hurt bevall the wort,
A-bweilen vrom the brewer's grains.
Mid all his beer keep out o' harm
Vrom bu'sted hoop or thunder storm,
That we mid have a mug to warm

Our merry hearts nex'’ Harvest Hwome.

Thehappy zight,—the merry night,
The men'sdelight,—the Hari'est Hwome,

Mid luck an' jay the beaker pay,
As he do hear his vier roar,

Or nimbly catch his hot white batch,
A-reskfen vrom the oven door.

25



.26 A ZONG OV HARVEST HWOME

An' mid it never be too high

Vor our vew zixpences to buy,

When we do hear our childern cry

Vor bread, avore nex' Harvest Hwome.
Thehappy sight,—themerrynight,
Themerisdelight,—theHarvest Hivome.

Wi'jay o' heart mid shooters Sart
Thewhirren pa'tridges in vliocks ;
While shats do viee drough bush an' tree,
An' dogsdo gan' so still as stocks
An' let em ramble round the farms
Wi' guns 'ithin their bended earms,
In goolden zunsheen free 0 gorms,
Reja cen vor the Harvest Hwome.
Thehappy zight,—themerry nighty
Themerisdelight,—theHarvest Hwome.



THE WEATHER-BEATEN TREE

’I“HE woaken tree, abett at night
By stormy winds wi' all their spite,

Mid toss hislim's, an' ply, an' mwoan,

Wi' unknown struggles all awone ;

An' when the day do show his head,

A-stripp'd by winds at last a-laid,

How vew mid think that didden zes

How night-time had atried thik tree.

An' happy vok do sddom know

How hard our unknown gorms do blow,
The while our heads do dowly bend
Bdow the trials God do zend,

Like shivrtbn bennes, beare to all
Thedreven winds o dark'nfen fall.

An' z00 in tryen hardships we

Be lik' the weather-beaten tree.

27



28 THE WEATHER-BEATEN TREE

But Hewill never meake our sheare
O' sorrow mwore than we can bear,
But meake us zeg if 'tis His will,
That He can bring us good vrom ill;
As after winter He do bring,

In His good time, the zunny spring,
An' leaves, an' young vo'k vull o' glee
A-dancen roun' the woaken tree.

Trueloves the ivy that do twine
Unwith'rfen roun' his mossy rine,
When winter's zickly zun do sheen
Upon itsleaves 0 gossy green,
So patiently a-holden vagt

Till gorms an'cwold be all a-pag,
An' only liven vor to be

A-mesated to the woaken tree.



WHAT DICK ANT | DID

LAST wek the Browns ax'd nearly all
The neighbours to a randy,

An' |eft usout 01, girt an' amall,
Vor all welivid so handy ;

An' zoo | zaid to Dick, " We'll trudge,
When they bein their fun, min ;

An' car up zomehat to the rudge,
An' jis gop up thetun, min."

Zoo, wi' theladder vrom therick,
Wegdetowardsthe houss,

An' cropein roun' behind en, lik'
A cat upon a mous2

Then, lookén roun’, Dick whisper'd " How
| stheasejob to bedone min:

Why we do want a faggot now,
Vor soppén up the tun, min."

29



30 WHAT DICK AN' | DID

"Stan' ill," | answerM ; " |'ll teake ceare
0' that: why dussn zee
The IittIeQrinden stwone out there,
Below the appletree ?
Put up the ladder j in a crack
Shalt zee that | wuil run, min,
An' tédke en up upon my back,
An' soon sop up the tun, min."

Zoo up | clomb upon the thatch,
An' clapp'd en on ; an' dided

Right down ageéin, an' run drough hatch,
Behind the hedge, an' hided.

The vier that wer clear avore,
Begun to spwell their fun, min ;

The smoke all rolt'd toward the door,
Vor |I'd a-stopp'd the tun, min.

The maidens cough'd or stopp'd their breath,
The men did hauk an' spet;
The wold vo'k bundled out from he'th
Wi' eyesa-runnen wet.
" 'Pool choke us all," the wold man cried,
" Whatever's to be done, min ?
Why zomeliat is a-vell insde
0' chimney drough the tun, min.



WHAT DICK AN' | DID

Then out they scamper'd all, vull run,
An'outcried Tom," | think
The grinden-stwone is up on tun,
Vor | can zee the wink. .
This is some kindness that the vo'k
At Woodley have a-done, min ;
| wish | had em here, I'd poke
Their numskulls down the tun, min."

Then off he zet, an' come so quick
'Salamplighter, an' brote

Thelittleladder in vrom rick,
Toclear the chimney's droat.

While I, a-chucklen at the joke,
A-dlided down, torun, min,

To hidelock, had a-left the vo'k
As bad as nar a tun, min.
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THE SETTLE AN' THE GIRT
WOOD VIER

AH I naighbour John, snce | an' you

- Wer younggers ev'ry thing is new.

My father'svierswer all o' logs

O' deft-wood, down upon the dogs

Beow our clavy, high, an' brode

Enough to teske a cart an' Iwoad,

Wherebigan' littleall zot down

At bwoth zides, an' bevore, all roun\

An' when | zot among em, |

Could zee all up ageiin the sky

Drough chimney, where our va'k did hitch

The zalt-box an' the beacon vlitch,

An' watch the samoke on out O' vier,

Allup an' out 0' tun, an' higher.

An' there wer beacon up on rack,

An' plestes an' dishes on the tack ;

An' roun’ the walls wer hearbs a-stowed

In peapern bags an' blathers blowed.
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An'just above the clavy-bwoard
Wer father's spurs, an' gun, an' sword ;
An' there wer then, our girtest pride,
The settle by the vier zide.

Ah! gi'eme, if | wer asquier,

The settle an' the girt wood vier.

But they've a-wall'd up now wi' bricks
The vier pleace vor dogs an' sticks,
An'only left alittle hole
To teiike alittle greiite o' coal,
So small that only twos or drees
Can jist push in an' warm their knees.
An' then the carpets they do use,
Ben't fit to tread wi' ouer shoes ;
An' chairsan' couches be so neat,
Y ou mussen teake em vor a segt ;
They be so fine, that vo'k mus' pleace
All over em an' outer cease,
An' then the cover, when 'tis on,
Is still too fine to loll upon.
Ah'! gi'e me, if | wer asquier,
The settle an' the girt wood vier.

Carpets, indeed !  You coulden hurt
The stwone-vloor wi' a little dirt;
D
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Vor what wer brought in doors by men,
The women soon mopp'd out agean.
Zoo we did come vrom'muck an' mire,
An'walk in straight avore the vier ;
But now, a man's a-kept at door
At work a pirty while, avore
He's screap'd an' rubb'd, an' clean and fit
To goo in where his wife do zit.
An'then if he should have awhiff
In there-, 'twould only breed a miff:
He can't smoke there, vor smoke woon't goo
'Ithin the footy little flue.

Ah'! gi'e me, if | wer asquier,

The settle an' the girt wood vier.



MEARY-ANN'S CHILD

EARY-ANN wer alwonewi' her bedby in
earms,
In her house wi' the trees over head,
Vor her hushan' wer out in the night an' the
storms,
In his business a-tweileén vor bread ;
An' she, asthe wind in the ems did roar,
Did grievy vor Robert all night out o' door.

An' he kinsvok an' nai'bours did zay ov he

chile,
(Under the high dem treg),
That aprettier never did babble or gmile
Up o' top ov a proud mathe's knee;

An' his mother did toss en, an' kissen, an'
call

En he darléen, an' life, an' he hope an' he
all
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But she vound in the evenen the chile werden

well,
(Under the dark elem tree),

An' she thought she could gi‘e all the worold to

tell,
Vor atruth what his alfen mid be ;

An' she thought oO'en last in her prayers at
night,

An' she look'd at en last as she put out the
light.

An' she vound en grow wo'se in the dead o' the

night,
(Under the dark elem tree),

An' she pressd en agean her warm bosom so

tight,
An' sherock'd en so sorrowfully;

An' there laid a-nestlén the poor little bwoy,

Till his struggles grew weak, an' his cries died
awoy.

An' the moon wer asheenen down into the
pleace,
(Under the dark elem tree).
An' his mother could zee that his lips an' his
feace
Wer so white as clean axen could be ;
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An' her tongue wer a-tied an' her still heart did
zwell,

Till her senses come back wi' the vu'st tear that
veil.

Never mwore can she veel his warm feace in
her breast,
(Under the green elem tree),
Vor his eyes be a-shut, an' his hands be at rest,
An' he's now vrom his pain azet free ;
Vor his soul, we do know, is to heaven a-vled,
Where noo pain is a-known, an' noo tears be
a-shed.



FATHER COME HWOME
John, Wife, an' Child.

CHILD

MOTHER, mother! be the tezties done?
Here's father now a-com*n down the track.

Hes got his nitch o' wood upon his back,

An' duch aspeskerinen! [1'l1 be bound,

He's long enough to reach vrom ground

Up to the top ov ouer tun ;

‘Tisjist the very thing vor Jack an' |

To goo a-colepecksen wi' by an' by.

WIFE
The tegties mugt be ready pretty nigh ;
Do teske woone up upon the fork an' try.
The cegke upon the vier, too, 's a-burnen,
| be afeard : do run an' zeg an' turn en.

JOHN
Well, mother! here | be woonce mwore, at

hwome.
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WIFE
Ah! | be very glad you be acome.
Y ou be a-tired an' cwold enough, | spose;
Zit down an' rest your bwones, an' warm your
nose.

JOHN
Why | be nippy : what is there to eat ?

WIFE
Your supper's nearly ready. |I've a got
Some teaties here a-doen in the pot;
| wish wi'all my heart | had some meat.
| got a little ceake too, here, abesken o'n
Upon the vier. 'Tis done by this time though.
He's nice an' moist; vor when | wer ameaken o'n
| stuck some bits ov apple in the dough.

CHILD

Well, father ; what d'yethink? The pig got out
This mornen ; an' avore we zeed or heard en,
He run about, an' got out into gearden,

An' routed up the groun' zoo wi' his snout!

JOHN

Now only think o' that! You must contrive
To keep en in, or else he'll never thrive.
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CHILD

An' father, what d'yethink ? | voun' to-day
The nest where thik wold hen ov pur's do lay :
'"Twer out in orcha'd hedge, an' had vive aggs.

WIFE

Lo'k there: how wet you got your veet an' lags'!
How did ye get in such a pickle, Jahn ?

JOHN

| broke my hoss, an’ been a-fwo'ced to stan'
All'sday in mud an' water vor to dig,
An' meade myzelf so wetshod as a pig.

CHILD

Father, teake off your shoes then, come, and |
Will bring your wold woonesvor ye, nicean' dry.

WIFE
An' have ye got much hedgen mwore to do?

JOHN

Enough to lagt vor dree weeks mwore or zoo.
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WIFE

An' when y'ave done thejob you be about,
D'ye think you'll have another vound ye out ?

JOHN

O ess, ther€'ll be some mwore : vor after that,
| got ajob o' trenchen to goo at;

An' then zometreestoshroud, an' wood toveil,—
Zoo | do hope to rub on pretty well

Till zummer time; an' then | beto cut

The wood an' do the trenchén by the tut.

CHILD
An' nex' week, father, 1'm a-gwain to goo
A-pickén stwones, d'ye know, vor Farmer True.

WIFE

An' little Jack, you know, 's a-gwain to edrn
A penny too, a-keepén birds off corn.

JOHN
O brave! What wages do 'e medn to gi'e?

WIFE
She dreppence vor a day, an''twopence he.
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JOHN

Well, Polly ; thou must work alittle spracker
When thou bist out, or ese thou wu'ten pick
A dungpot Iwoad o' swones up very quick.

CHILD

Oh! yes | shall. But Jack do want a clacker:
An' father, wull ye teake an' cut
A dtick or two to meiike his hut.

JOHN

You wench ! why you be always up a-baggén.
| betoo tired now to-night, I'm sure,
To zet a-doén any mwore :
Zoo | shall goo up out o' theway o' the waggon.



THE MAID VOR MY BRIDE

H ! don't tell o' maidens! the woone vor my
bride
Islittle lik' too many maidens bezide,—
Not bran ten, nor spitevul, nor wild ; sheVe a
mind
To think o' what's right, an' a heart to be kind.

She's straight an' she's slender, but not over
tall, :

Wt' lim'sthat be lightsome, but not over small;

The goodness o' heaven do breathe in her feace,

An' a queen, to be steately, must walk wi' her
peace.

Her frocks be a-medde all becomén an' plain,
An' cléan as a blossom undimm'd by a stain ;
Her bonnet ha' got but two ribbons, a-tied
Up under her chin, or let down at the zide.
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When she do speak to woone, she don't se&re
an' grin;

There'ssensein her looks, vrom her eyesto her
chin,

An' her words be so kind, an' her speech is 0
meek,

As her eyes do look down a-beginn&n to speak.

Her skin is so whiteas alily, an' each

Ov her cheaks is so downy an' red as a peach ;

She's pretty a-zitten ; but oh ! how my love

Do watch her to madness when woonce she do
move.

An' when she do walk hwome vrom church
drough the groun'.

Wi' woone earm in mine, an' wi' woone a-hung
down,

| do think, an' do ved mwore o' sheame than o
pride,

That do meake me look ugly to walk by her zide.

Zoo don't talk 0 maidens! the woone vor my
bride

Isbut little lik' too many maidens bezide—

Not branten, nor spitevul, nor wild; sheveamind

Tothink o' what'sright, an' a heart to be kind.



UNCLE OUT O' DEBT AN'" OUT O
DANGER

ES ; uncle had thik small hwomcstead,
The leiizes an' the bits o' mead,
Besides the orcha'd in his prime,
An' copse-wood vor the winter time.
His wold black medre, that draw'd his cart,
An' he, wer seldom long apeart;
Vor hework'd hard an' pdid his woy,
An' zung so iitsom as a bwoy,
As he tossd an' work'd,
An' blow'd an' quirk'd,
" 1'm out o' debt an' out o' danger,
An' | can feace a friend or a stranger ;

I'veavist vor friends, an' I'll vind a pedir
Vor the vu's that do meddle wi' me or my
meare."

His metre's long viexy vetlocks grow'd
Down roun' her hoofs so black an' brode ;
Her head hung low, her tail reach'd down
A-bobbén nearly to the groun\
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" The cwoat that uncle mwostly wore

Wer long behind an' straight avore,

An' in his shoes he had girt buckles,

An' breeches button'd round hishuckles5 -

An' hezungwi’ pride,
By'swold mear€'s zide,

"1'm out o' debt an' out o' danger,

An' | can feace afriend or stranger ;
I'veavigt vor friends, an' |'ll vind a pe&ir
Vor the wu's that do meddle wi' me or my

meare."

An' hewould work,—an' Iwoad, an' shoot,

An' spur his heaps o' dung or zoot;

‘Or car out hay, to sar his vew

Milch cowsin cornersdry an' lew ;

Or dreve a zyve, or work a pick,

To pitch or meake hislittlerick ;

Or thatch en up wi' straw or zedge,

Or gop ashard, or gap, in hedge ;

An' hework'dan' flung
Hisearms, an' zung

" Pm out ' debt an' out o' danger,

An' | can feaee afriend or stranger ;
I'veavig vor friends, an' I'll vind a peair
Vor the w's that do meddle wi' me or my

meare."
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An' when his méare an' he'd a-done
Their work, an' tired evWy bwone,
He zot avore the vier, to spend
His evenen wi' hiswife or friend ;
An'wi' his lags out-stratch'd vor rest,
An' woone hand in his wescoat breast,
While burnen sticks did hiss an' crack,
An' fleames did bleazy up the back,
There he zung so proud
In a bakky cloud,

"1'm out o' debt an' out o' danger,
An' | can feace a friend or stranger ;
IVeavist vor friends, an' I'll vind a peair
Vor the vu'st that do meddle wi' me or my

meare."

From market how he used to ride,
Wi' pot's a-bumpen by his zide
W' things a-bought—but not vor trust,
Vor what he had he paid vor vu'st;
An' when he trotted up the yard,
The calves did bleary to be sar'd,
An' pigs did scoat all drough the muck,
An' geese did hiss, an' hens did cluck ;
An' he zung aloud,
So pleased an' proud,
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" I'm out o' debt an' out o' danger,
An' | can feace a friend or stranger ;

Pve a vist vor friends, an' I'll vind a peair'
Vor th(_a vu'st that do meddle wi' me or my
meare."

When he wer joggén hwome woone night
Vrom market, after candle-light,
(Hemid a-took a drop o' beer,
Or midden, vor he had noo fear,)
Zome ugly, long-lagg'd, herrén ribs,
Jump'd out an' ax'd en vor his dibs;
But he soon gi'ed en such a mawlén,
That there he left en down a-sprawlén,
While hejogg'd along
W' his own wold zong,
" 1I'm out o' debt an' out o' danger,
An' | can feace a friend or stranger;
Pve a vist vor friends, an' I'll vind a peair
‘Vor the vu'st that do meddle wi' me or my
meare."



THE VAICES THAT BE GONE

HEN everien sheedes o' trees do hide
A body by the hedge's zide,
An' twitt'ren birds, wi' playsome flight,
Do viceto roost at comén night,
Then | do saunter out 0' zight
In orchad, where the pleace woonce rung
Wi' laughs a-laugh'd an' zongs a-zung
By vaices that be gone.

There's still the tree that bore our swing,
An' others where the birds did zing ;
But long-leav'd docks do overgrow
The groun' we trampled beare below,
Wi' merry skippensto an' fro

Bezide the banks, where Jim did zit

A-playen o' the clarinit

To vaices that be gone.
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How mother, when we usd to gun

Her head wi' all our naisy fun,

Did wish usall a-gone vrom hwome:

An' now that zome be dead, an' zome

A-gone, an' all the pleaceisdum’,
How she do wish, wi' usdesstears,
To have ageain about her ears

The véices that be gone

Vor all the maidens an' the bwoys
But I, bemarri'd off all woys
Or dead an' gone; but | do bide
At hwome, alwone, at mother's zide,
An' often, at the evenen-tide,
| «till do saunter out, wi' tears,
Down drough the orcha'd, where my ears
Do mibs the vaices gone



JEANE O' GRENLEY MILL

H E N in happy times we met,
Then by look an' deed | show'd
How my love wer all a-zet
In the smiles that she bestow'd.
She mid have, o' left an' right,
Maidens feairest to the zight ;
I'd a-chose among em still,
Pretty Jeiine o' Grenley Mill.

She wer feairer, by her cows

In her work-day frock a-drest,
Than the rest wi'scornvul brows

All a-flantén in their best.
Gay did seem, at feast or fedir,
Zights that | had her to sheiire ;
Gay would be my own heart still,
But vor Jeane o' Grenley Mill.
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Jetine—archeckEn ov her love—
Lean'd to woone that, as she guessd,

Stood in worldly wealth above
Me she know'd she lik'd the best.

He wer wild, an' soon run drough

All that he'd a-come into,

Heartlessly atreaten ill

Pretty Jtne o' Grenley Mill.

Oh'! poor Jenny ! thou'st a-tore

Hopen love vrom my poor heart,
Losen vrom thy own small store,

All the better, sweeter peart
Hearts a-dlighted must vorseske
Slighters, though a-doom'd to break ;
| must scorn, but love thee still,
Pretty Jeane o' Grenley Mill.

Oh! if ever thy soft eyes
Could ha turn'd vrom outward show,
To alover born to rise
When a higher woone wer low ;
If thy love, when zoo a-tried,
Could ha' stood agean thy pride,
How should | ha' lov'd thee still,
Pretty Jeane o' Grenley Mill.



A WITCH

HERE'S thik wold hag, Moll Brown, look
Zee, jus past !
| wish the ugly dy wold witch
Would tumble over into ditch ;
I woulden pull her out not very vast.
No, no. | don't think she's a bit belied,
No, sheés a witch, aye, Molly's evil-eyed.
Vor | do know o' many a-withrén blight
A-cast on vo'k by Molly's muttered spite ;
She did, woone time, adreadvul deiil o' harm
To Farmer GrufTsvo'k, down at Lower Farm.
Vor there, woone day, they happened to offend
her,
An' not a little to their sorrow,
Because they woulden gi'e or lend her
Zome'hat she come to bag or borrow ;
An' zoo, they soon began to vind
That shed agone an' left behind
Her evil wish that had such pow'r,
That she did meake their milk an' esle turn zour,
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~An' addle all the aggs their vowls did lay;

They coulden vetch the butter in the churn,

An' all the cheese begun to turn

Ail back agean to curds an' whey;

Thelittle pigs, a-runnen wi' the zow,

Did zicken, zomehow, noobody know'd how,

An' vail, an' turn their snouts towkrd the sky.

An' only gi'e woone little grunt, and die;

An' all thelittle ducks an' chicken

Wer death-struck out in yard a-pickén

Their bits o' food, an' veil upon their head,

An' flapp'd their little wings an' drapp'd down
dead.

They coulden fat the calves, they woulden
thrive;

They coulden seéve their lambs alive ;

Their sheep wer all a-coath'd, or gi'ed noo wool;

The hossss veil away to skin an' bwones,

An' got so weak they coulden pull

A half a peck o' stwones :

The dog got dead-alive an' drowsy,

The cat veil zick an' woulden mousy;

An® every time the vo'k went up to bed,

They wer a-hag-rod till they wer half dead.

They usd to keep her out o' housg, 'tis true,

A-nailen up at door a hosses shoe;

An' I've a-heard the farmer's wife did try
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To dawk a needle or a pin

In drough her wold hard wither'd skin,
An' draw her blood, a-comen by :

But she could never vetch a drap,

For pins would ply an' needless snap
Agean her kin ; an' that, in cod'se,
Did méake the hag bewitch em woo'sa
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BLACKMWORE MAIDENS

HE primrwose in the sheade do blow,
The cowslip in the zun,

The thyme upon the down do grow,

The clote where streams do run ;

An' where do pretty maidens grow

An' blow, but where the tow'r

Do rise among the bricken tuns,

In Blackmwore by the Stour.

If you could zee their comely gait,
An' pretty féaces amiles,

A-trippen on o light o' waight,

An' steppen off the iles;

A-gwain to church, as bells do swing
An' ring'ithin the tow'r,

You'd own the pretty maidens pleace
I's Blackmwore by the Stour.
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If you vrom Wimborne took your road,
To Stower or Paladore, '

An' all the farmers housen show'd
Their daughters at the door ;

You'd cry to bachelors at hwomc—

" Here, come: 'ithin an hour

You'll vind ten maidens to your mind,
In Blackmwore by the Stour."

An' if you look'd 'ithin their door,

To zee em in their pleace,

A-doén housework up avore

Their smilen mother's feace ;

You'd cry—" Why, if a man would wive
An' thrive, 'ithout a dow'r,

Then let en look en out a wife

In Blackmwore by the Stour."

As | upon my road did pass

A school-house back in May,
There out upon the beaten grass
Wer maidens at their play ;

An' as the pretty souls did tweil
An' smile, | cried, " Theflow'r
O' beauty, then, is still in bud

In Blackmwore by the Stour."



THE WAGGON A-STOODED
Dreeo'ma-laken eft.

(1) ELL, here we be, then, wi' the vu'st
poor lwoad
O vuzz we brought, astooded in the road.

(2) Theroad, George, no. There's ndr a road.
Ttiads wrong.
If weld a road, we mid ha got aong.

(1) Nooroad! Ees'tis, the road that we do goo.

(2) Do goo, George, no. The pleace we can't
get drough.

(1) Well, there, the vu'st Iwoad we 've a-haul'd
to day
Is here astoodéd in thegie bed O' clay.
Here's rotten groun’! an' how the wheds do
cut!
The little woone's anmk up to the nut.

(3) An' yeet this rotten groun’ don't reech alug.

(1) Well, come, then, gi‘e the plow another tug.
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-(2) They medres wull never pull the waggon out,
A-lwoaded, an' a-stooded in thik rout.

(3) We'll try. Come, Smiler, come! Cup,-
Whitevoot, gee !

(2) White-voot wi' lags all over mud! Hee!
Hee!

(3) Twoon't wag. We shall but snap our gear,
An' overstrain the meares. 'Twoon't wag,
'tis clear.

(1) That's your work, William. No, in coo'se,
‘twoon't wag.
Why did ye dreve en into thease here quag ?
The vore-wheels be azunk above the nuts.

(3) What then? | coulden leave the beaten

track,

To turn the waggon over on the back

Ov woone o' theasem wheel-high emmet-
butts.

If you be sich a drever, an' do know't,

You dreve the plow, then ; but you'll over-
draw 't.

(1) 1 dréve the plow, indeed! Oh! ees, what,
now
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The wheels woon't wag, then, / mid dréve
the plow !

We'd better dig away the groun' below

The wheels. (2) There's nar a speade to
dig wi\

(1) An' teake an' cut alock o' frith, an' drow
Upon the clay. (2) Nor hook to cut atwig
wi' '

(i) Oh! heré'sabwoy a-comén. Here, my lad,

Dost know vor ar a speade, that can be
had?

(B) At father's. (1) Well, where's that? (Boy)
At Sam'el Riddick's.

(2) Well run, an' ax vor woone. Fling up your
heels,
An' mind: a speade to dig out thelisem
wheels,
An' hook to cut alittle lock o' widdicks.

(3) Why, we shall want zix ho'ses, or a dozen,
To pull the waggon out, wi' all thease
vuzzen.

(1) Well, we mus lighten en; come, Jeames,
then, hop
Upon the lwoad, an' jus' fling off the top.
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(2) If I canclim'em; but 'tis my consait,
That | shall overzet en wi' my wai'ght.

(1) Youoverzeten! No, Jeames, hewon'tvail;
The lwoad's a-built so firm as any wall.

(2) Here! lend a hand or shoulder vor my knee
Or voot. |'ll scramble to the top an' zee
What | can do. Well, here | be, among
The fakkets, vor abit, but not vor long.
Heigh, George! Ha! ha! Why this wull
never stand.

Your firm 'sawall, is all so loose as zand ;

'Tis all acome to pieces. Oh! Teake
celire!

Ho! I'm avalen, yuzz an' all! Hat!
There!

(1) Lo'k there, thik fellorisa-vell lik' lead,
An' half the fuzzen wi 'n, heels over head !
There's all the vuzz a-lyen lik' a staddle,
An' he adeftb'd wi' mud. Oh! Here's a
caddie!

(3) An' zoo you soon got down zome vuzzen,
Jimmy.

(2) Ees, | do know 'tis down, | brought it wi'
me.
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(3) Your Iwoad, George, wer a rather slick-
built thing,

But there, ‘twer prickly vor the hands!
Didsting!

(1) Oh ! ees, dye teake me vor a nincompoop,
No, no. The lwoad wer up so firm 's arock,
But two o' theasem emmet-butts would

knock
The tightest barrel nearly out o’ hoop.

“(3) Oh'! now then, here's the bwoy a-bringfen

back
The speade. Well done, my man. That
idden slack.

(2) Well done, my lad, shat have aho'se toride
When thou'st a medre. (Boy) Next neverV
tide.

(3) Now let's dig out a spit or two
O’ clay, avore the little wheels ;
~ Oh'! s0's | can't pull up my heels,
| be a-stogg'd up ‘over shoe. '

(1) Come, William, dig away! Why you do
spuddle

A'most so weak's a child. How you do
muddle 1
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Gi'e me the spedde a-bit. A pig would rout
It out a'most so nimbly wi'. his snout.

(3) Oh! «'s d'ye hear it, then. How we caa
thunder!

How big we be, then George ! what next |
wonder ?

(1) Now, William,. gi'e the waggon waoone
mwor e twitch.
The wheels be free, an' 'tis a lighter nitch.

(3) Come, Smiler, gee! Cup, White-voot. (1)
That wull do.
(2) Do wag. (1) Do goo at last. (3) Well
done. 'Tis drough.
(1) Now, William, till you have mwore ho'ses
lags,
Don't dreve the waggon into theasem quags.

(3) You build your Iwoads up tight enough to
ride.

(1) I can't do less, d'ye know, \vi' you vor guide.



FATHERHOOD

ET en zit, wi' his dog an' his cat,
Wi their noses a-turn'd to the vier,
An' have all that a man should desire ;
But there idden much readship in that.
Whether vo'k mid have childern or no,
Wou'dden meake mighty odds in the main ;
They do bring us mwore jay wi' mwore ho,
An' wi' nwone we've lessjay wi' less pain.
We be all lik" a zull's idle sheare out,
An' shall rust out, unless we do wear out,
Lik' clo-notHen, rue-nothén,
Dead alive dumps.

As vor me, why my life idden bound
To my own heart alwone, among men ;
| do live in myzelf, an' agean
In the lives o' my childern all round :
| dolivewi' my bwoy in his play,
An' agean wi' my maid in her zongs ;
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An'my heart isastirr'd wi' their jay,
An' would burn at the zight o' their wrongs.
I ha hine lives, an' zoo if a half
Om do cry, why the rest 0m mid laugh
Ali so playvully, jayvully,
Happy wi' hope.

T'other night | come hwome a long road,
When the wegther did sting an' did vreeze ;

An' the snow—vor the day had asnow'd—
Wer avroze on the boughs o' the trees ;

An' my tooes an' my vingers wer num',
An' my veet wer S0 lumpy as logs,

An' my earswer sored'sa cock'scwom’;
An' my nose wer so cwold as a dog's ;

But so soon's | got hwome | vorgot

Where my limbs wer a-cwold or wer hot,
When wi' loud cries an' proud cries

They coll'd me so cwold.

Vor thevu'st that | happen'd to meet
Come to pull my girtcwoat vrom my earm,
An' another did rub my feace warm,
An' another hot-dlipper'd my veet;
While their mother did cast on a stick,
Vor to keep the red vier dive;
F .
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An' they all come so busy an' thick
As the bees vlee-én into their hive,
An' they meade me so ﬁappy an' proud,
That my heart could ha' crowed out a-loud ;
They didtweil zoo, an' smile zoo,
An' coll me so cwold.

As | zot wi' my teacup, at rest,
There | pull'd out the tays | did bring ;
Men a-kickéen, a-wagg'd wi' a string,
An' goggle-ey'd dolls to be drest;
An' oh! vrom the childern there sprung
Such a charm when they handled their tays,
That vor pleasure the bigger woones wrung
Their two hands at the zight o' their jays ;
Asthe bwoys' bigger vaices veil in
Wi' the maidens a-titteren thin,
An' their dancen an' prancén,
An'little mouth's laughs.

Though 'tis hard stripes to breed em all up,

If I'm only a-blest vrom above,

They'll meake me amends wi' their love,
Vor their pillow, their pleate, an' their cup ;
Though | shall be never a-spweil'd

Wi' the sarvice that money can buy ;
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Still the hands ov a wife an' a child
Be the blesséns ov low or ov high’;
An'if there be mouths to be ved,
He that zent em can zend me their bread,
An' will smile on the chile
That's anew on the knee.



THE YOUNG THAT DIED IN
BEAUTY

IF souls should only sheen so bright
In heaven as in €'thly light,

An' nothen better wer the cease,

How comely still, in sheape an' feace,

Would many reach thik happy pleace—

The hopeful souls that in their prime

Ha' seem'd a-took avore their time—

The young that died in beauty.

But when woone's lim's ha' lost their strangth.
A-tweilen drough a lifetime's langth,
An' over cheaks a-growen wold
The slowly-weasten years ha' rolled,
The deep'nen wrinkle's hollow vwold ;
When life is ripe, then death do call
Vor less ov thought, than when do vail
On young vo'ks in their. beauty.
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But pintn souls, wi' heads a-hung

In heavy sorrow vor the young,

The sister ov the brother dead,
Thefather wi' a child a-vled,

The hushand when his bride ha' laid
Her head at rest, noo mwore to turn,
Have all a-vound the time to murn
Vor youth that died in beauty.

An' yeet the church, where prayer do rise
Vrom thoughtvul souls wi' downcast eyes.
An' village greens, a-bdit half beare

By dancers that do meet, an' weftr

Such merry looks at feast an' feair,

Do gather under leatest skies,

Their bloomen cheaks an' sparklen eyes,
Though young ha' died in beauty.

But still-the dead shall mwore than keep
The beauty ov their early deep ;

Wher e comdy looks shall never wesr
Uncomely, under tweil an' ceare.

The fegir at death be always fedir,

Still feair to livers thought an' love,

An' feairer still to God above,

Than when they died in beauty.
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*T"WER when the vo'k wer out to hawl
A vield o' hay a day in June,

An' when the zun begun to vail

Toward the west in afternoon,

Woone only wer aleft behind

To bide indoors, at h worne, an' mind

The house, an' answer vo'k avore

The gesate or door,—young Fanny Deane.

The air 'ithin the gearden wall

Wer deadly still, unless the bee

Did hummy by, or in the hall

The clock did ring a-hetten dree,
An' there, wi' busy hands, inside
The iron ceasement, oben'd wide,
Did zit an' pull wi' nimble twitch
Her tiny stitch, young Fanny Deane.
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As there she zot she heard two blows
A-knock'd upon the rumbten door,
An' laid azide her work, an' rose,

An' walk'd out feair, athirt the vloor ;
An' there, a-holden in his hand

His bridled meare, a youth did stand,
An' mildly twold his neame and pleace
Avore the feace o' Fanny Deane.

He twold her that he had on hand
Zome business on his father's zide,
But what she didden understand ;
An' zoo she ax'd en if he'd ride

Out where her father mid be vound,
Bezide the plow, in Cowslip Ground ;
An' there he went, but left his mind
Back there behind, wi' Fanny Deane.

An' oh ! his hwomeward road wer gay
In air a-blowen, whiff by whiff,
While sheenen water-weaves did play
An' boughs did sway above the cliff;
Vor Time had now a-show'd en dim
Thejay it had in storevor him ;

An' when he went thik road agean
His errand then wer Fanny Deane.
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How strangely things be brought about
By Providence, noo tongue can tell,

She minded house, when vole wer out,
An' zoo mus bid the house farewell;
The bess mid hum, the clock mid call
The lwonesome hours ‘'ithin the hall,

But in behind the woaken door,

There's now noo mwore a Fanny Deane.



OUR FATHERS' WORKS

H ! | dothink, as | do tread
Thease path, wi' elems overhead,
A-climen slowly up vrom Bridge,
By essy steps, to Broadwoak Ridge,
That all thease roads that we do bruise
Wi' bosses shoes, or heavy lwoads ;
An' hedges bands, where trees in row
Do rise an' grow aroun' the lands,
Be works that we've a-vound a-wrought
By our vorefathers' ceare an' thought.

They clear'd the groun' vor grass to teske
The pleace that bore the brembie breake,
An' drain'd the fen, where water spread,
A-lyen dead, a beane to men ;
An' built the mill, where still the wheel
Do grind our meal, below the hill;
An'turn'd the bridge, wi' arch a-spread,
Below aroad, vor us to tread.
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They vound a plesce, where we mid seek
The gifts 0' gretice vrom week to week ;
An' built wi' stwone, upon the hill,

A tow'r we still do call our own ;

With bells to use, an' me&ke rejaice,
Wi' giant vaice, at our good news :

An' lifted stwones an' beams to keep
The rain an' cwold vrom us asleep.

Zoo now mid nwone ov us vorget

The pattern our vorefathers zet ;

But each be fain to underteake

Some work to meake vor others' gain,
That we mid leave mwore good to sheiire
Less ills to bear, less souls to grieve,

An' when our hands do vail to rest,

It mid be vrom a work a-blest.



BLEAKE'S HOUSE IN BLACKMWORE

OHN BLEAKE he had a bit o' ground
Come to en by his mother's zide ;
An' after that, two hunderd pound
His uncle left en when he died;
"“Well now,"” cried John, "my mind's a-bent
To build a house, an' pay noo rent."
An' Meary gi‘ed en her consent.
" Do, do,"—the maidens cried ;
" True, true,"—his wife replied.
" Done, done,—a house o' brick or stwone
Cried merry Bleake o' Blackmwore.

Then John he call'd vor men o' sk
An' builders answer'd to his call ;
An' met to reckon, each his bill ;
Vor vioor an' window, ruf an' wall.
An' woone did mark it on the groun’,
An' woone did think, an' scratch his crown,
An' reckon work, an' writeit down :
75
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" Z00, z0o,"—woone treadesman cried,

" True, true," —woone mworereplied.

" Aye, aye,—good work, an' have good pay,”
Cried merry Bleake o' Blackmwore.

The work begun, an' trowels rung,

An' up the bricken wall did rise,

An' up the slanten refters sprung,

W i' busy blows, an' lusty cries |

An' woone brought planks to meake a vloor,

An' woone did come wi' durns or door,

An' woone did zaw, an' woone did bore.

" Brick, brick,—there down below,

Quick, quick,—why b'ye so slow ?"

" Lime, lime,—why we do weiiste the time,
rry Bleake o' Blackmwore."

ver up vrom groan' to tun,
agean the rainy sky,
to the noonday zun,
e rushy Stour do wander by.
'n coo'se he had a pworch to screen
The inside door, when win's wer keen,
An' out avore the pworch, a green.
" Here! here!"—thechildern cried: -
" Dear ! dear ! "—the wife replied
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" There, there—the house is perty feair,"
Cried merry Bleake o' Blackmwore.

Then John he ax'd his friends to warm
His house, an' they, a goodish batch,
Did come alwone, or earm in earm,

All roads, a-meaken vor his hatch :

An' there below the clavy beam -

The kettle-spout did zing an' steam ;
An' there wer cedkes, an' tea wi' cream.
" Lo! lo!"—thewomen cried ;

" Ho! ho!"—the men replied ;

" Health, health,—attend ye wi' your wealth,
Good merry Blegke o' Blackmwore."

Then John, a-praisd, flung up his crown,
All back a-laughen in aroar.

They praisd his wife, an' she look'd down
A-simperen towards the vioor.

Then up they sprung a-dancen reels,

An' up went tooes, an' up went heds,
A-winden roun' in knots an' wheds.

" Brisk, brisk,"—the maidens cried ;

" Frisk, frisk,"—the men replied ;

" Quick, quick,—therewi' your fiddle-stick,"
Cried merry Bleake o' Blackmwore,
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An' when the morrow's zun did sheen,
John Bleake beheld, wi'jay an' pride,
His bricken house, an' pworch, an' green,
Above the Stour's rushy zide.

The zwallows left the lwonesome groves,
To build below the thatchen oves

An' robins come vor crumbs o' lwoaves :
" Tweet, tweet,"—the birds all cried ;

" Swest, sweet,"—John's wife replied ;

" Dad, dad,"—the childern cried so glad,
To merry Bleake o' Blackmwore.



THE SLANTEN LIGHT O' FALL

H ! Jeane, my maid, | stood to you,
When you wer christen'd, small an' light,
Wi' tiny earms o' red an' blue,
A-hangen in your robe o' white.
We brought ye to the hallow'd stwone,
Vor Christ to teiike ye vor his own,
When harvest work wer all a-done,
An' time brought round October zun—
The slanten light o' Fall.

An' | can mind the wind wer rough,

An' gather'd clouds, but brought noo storms,
An' you did nesse warm enough,

'Ithin your smiten mother's earms.
The whindlen grass did quiver light,
Among the stubble, feaded white,
An'if at times the zunlight broke
Upon the ground, or on the vo'k,

"Twer slanten light o' Fall.
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An' when we brought ye drough the door

O' Knapton Church, a child o' grezce,
There cluster'd round amost a score

O' vok to zee your tiny feace
An' there we all did vedso proud,
To zee an' op'nen in the cloud,
An' then a stream o' light break drough,
A-sheenén brightly down on you—

The dantfen light o' Fall.

But now your time's acome to stand
In church, ablushen at my zide,

The while a bridegroom vrom my hand
Ha' took ye vor his faithvul bride.

Your christen neame we gi'd ye here,

When Fall did cool the weasten year ;

An' now, agean, we brought ye drough

The doorway, wi' your surneame new,

In danten light o' Fall.

An' zoo vur, Jeane, your life is feair,
An' God ha been your steadvast friend,
An' mid ye have mwore jay than ceare,
Vor ever, till your journey's end'
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An' I'vea-watch'd ye on wi' pride,
But now | soon mus leave your zide,
Vor you ha' still life's spring-tide zun,
" But my life, Jeane, is now a-run
To danten light o' Fall.
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THESHY MAN

H ! good Measter Gwillet, that you mid ha'
know'd,
Wer a-bred up at Coomb, an' went little abroad ;
An' if he got in among strangers, he velt
His poor heart in a twitter, an' ready to melt;
Orif, by ill luck, in hisrambles, he met
Wi' zome maidens a-titt'ren, he burn'd wi' ahet,
That shot all drough the linVs o'n, an' left a
cwold zweat,
The poor little chap wer so shy,
He wer ready to drap, an' to die.

But at last Hwer thelot o' the poor little man

To vail deeply in love, as the best ov us can ;

An' 'twer noo easy task vor a shy man to tell

Sich a dazzlen feair maid that he loved her so
well;

An' jwoone day when he met her, his knees

nearly smote
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Woone another, an' then wi' a struggle he bro't
A vew vords to his tongue, wi' some mwore in
his droat. _
But she, 'ithout doubt, could soon vind
Vrom two words that come out, zix behind.

Zoo at iangth, when he vound her so smilen an'
kind,
Why he wrote her zome lains, vor to tell her his
mind,
Though 'twer then a hard task vor a man that
wer shy,
To be married in church, wi' a crowd stannén
by.
But hetwold her woone day, " | have housen an'
|ands,
We could marry by licence, if you don't like
banns,"
An' he cover'd his eyes up wi' woone ov hisban's,
Vor his head seem'd to zwim as he spoke,
An' the air look'd so dim as a smoke.

Well! he vound a good naighbour to goo in his
plesce

Vor to buy the goold ring, vor he hadden the
feace.
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An' when he went up vor to put in the banns,
He did sheake in his lags, an' did sheake in his
han's. . '
Then they ax'd vor her neéme, an' her parish or
town, :
An' he gi'ed 'em a leaf, wi' her neame a-wrote
down;
Vor he coulden ha twold 'em outright, vor a
poun’,
Vor his tongue wer so weak an' so loase,
When he wanted to speak 'twer noo use.

Zoo they went to be married, an' when they got-
there
All thevo'k wer a-gather'd as if 'twer afedir,
An' he thought, though his pleace mid be
" pleazen to zome,
He could all but ha wish'd that he hadden a-
come.
The bride wer a-amilfen as fresh as a rwose,
An' when he come wi' her, an' show'd his poor
nose,
All thelittle bwoys shouted, an' cried " Therehe
goes,” _
" Therehegoes." Oh | vor his peart he velt
As if the poor heart o'n would melt.
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An' when they sood up by the chancel together,
Oh ! aman mid ha' knock'd en right down wi'
a veather, '
He did veel zoo asheam'd that he thought he
would rather
He weérden the bridegroom, but only the father.
But, though 'tis so funny to zee en 0 shy,
Yeet hismind is so lowly, his aims be so high,
That to do a mean deed, or totell woone a lie,
You'd vind that hed shun mwore by half,
Than to gan' vor vo'ks fun, or their laugh.



FALSE FRIENDS-LIKE

W HEN | wer still abwoy,an” mother's pride,
A bigger bwoy spoke up to me so kind-
like,

" If you do like, I'll treat ye \vi' aride

In thease wheel-barrow here” Zoo | wer blind-
like

To what he had a-worken in his mind-like,

An' mounted vor a passenger inside ;

An’ comen to a puddle, perty wide,

He tipp'd me in, a-grinnen back behind-like.

Z0oo when a man do come to me so thick-like,

An' sheske my hand, where woonce he passd
me by,

An'tell me he would do me this or that,

| can't help thinken o' the big bwoy's triclc-like.

An' then, vor all | can but wag my hat

An'thank en, | do ved alittle shy.



THE BACHELOR

N 0! | don't begrudge en his life,
Nor hisgoold, nor his housen, nor lands ;
Teake all 0't, an' gi'e me my wife,
A wife's be the cheapest ov hands.
Lieawone! sigh alwone! die alwone!
Then be vorgot.
No! | becontent wi' my lot.

Ah'! where be the vingers so feair,
Vor to pat en so soft on the feace,
To mend ev'ry stitch that do tear,
An' keep ev'ry button in pletce ?
Crack a-tore! brack atore! back a-tore!
Buttons a-vled!
Vor want ov awife wi' her thread.
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Ah'! whereis the sweet-perty head
That do nod till he's gone out o' zight ?
An' where be the two eéarms a-spread,
To show en hés welcome at night ?
Dinealwone! pinealwone! whine alwone!
Oh'! what alife!
Til have afriend in a wife.

An' when vrom a meeten o' me'th
Each husban''do lead hworne his bride,
Then he do dink hwome to his he'th,
Wi" hisearm a-hung down his cwold zide.
Slinken on ! blinken on ! thinkfen on !
Gloomy an' glum';
Nothén but dullness to come.

An' when he do onlock his door,
Do rumble as hollow's adrum,
An' the vearies a-hid roun' the vioor,
Do grin vor to se en so glum.
K eep alwone | desp alwone! weep alwone !
Therelet en bide,
I'll have a wife at my zide.
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But when he's a-laid on his bed
In a zickness, O, what wull he do !
Vor the hands that would lift up his head,
An' sheake up his pillor anew.
IIIstocome! pillstocome! billstocome!
Noo soul to sheare
The trials the poor wratch must bear.



THE WIFE A-LOST

INCE | noo mwore do zee your feiice,
Up stedtrs or down below,
['ll zit me in the lwonesome pleiice,
Where flat-bough'd beech do grow :
Below the beeches bough, my love,
Where you did never come,
An' | don't look to meet ye now,
As | dolook at hwome.

Since you noo mwore be at my zide,
In walks in zummer het,

HI goo alwone where mist do ride,
Drough trees a-dripp™n wet:

Below the rain-wet bough, my love,
Where you did never come,

An' | don't grieve to miss ye now,
As | do grieve at home.
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Since_.now bezide my dinner-bwoard
Your vaice do never sound,

I'll eat the bit | can avword,
A-vield upon theground ;

Below the darksome bough, my love,

“Where you did never dine,

An' | don't grieve to miss ye now,

As | a hwome do pine.

Since | do miss your vaice an' feiice
In prayer at eventide,

Il pray wi' woone said vaice vor greace
To goo where you do bide;

Above the tree an' bough, my love,
Where you be gone avore,

An' be awaiten vor me now,
To come vor evermwore.



VO'K A-COMEN INTO CHURCH

HE church do zeem a touchen zight,
When vo'k, acomen in at door,
Do softly tread the long-ail'd vioor
Below the pillar'd arches height,
Wi' bells a-peaten,
Vo'k akneeen,
Hearts a-hedlen, wi' the love
An' pesce azent 'em vrom above.

An' there, wi' mild an' thoughtvul feace
Wi' downcagt eyes an' valices dum',
The wold an' young do dowly come,

An' teakein gillness each hispleace,

A-zinken dowly,
Kneeten lowly,
Seeken holy thoughts alwone,
In pray'r avoretheir Meaker's throne.
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An' therebe sonsin youtthI pride,
An' fathersweak wi' yearsan' pain,
An' daughtersin their mother'strain,

Thetall wi' smaller at their zide;

Headsin murnén
" Never turnén,
Cheaks a-burnén, wi' the het
O' youth, an' eyesnoo tears do wet.

There friends do settle, zide by zide,
The knower speechless to the known ;
Their vaice isthere vor God alwone

To flesh an' blood their tongues be tied.

Grief a-wringén,

Jay a-zingén,
Pray'r a-bringen welcome rest
So softly to the troubled breast.
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OH I thik Gammony Gay is so droll,

That if he's at hwome by the he'th,

Or wi' vo'k out o' door, he's the soul

C the meeten vor antics an' me'th ;

He do cast off the thoughts ov ill luck

As the water's a-shot vrom a duck ;

He do zing where his naighbours would cry—
He do laugh where the rest o's would sigh :
Noo other'sso merry o' feiice,

In the pleace, as Gammony Gay.

An' o' worken days, Oh ! he do wear

Such a funny roun' hat—you mid know't—

Wi'abrimall a-strout roun' his heair,

“ An' his glissenén eyes down below't ;

An' acwoat wi'broad skirts that do viee

In thewind ov his walk, round his knee ;
o
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An' a peair o' girt pockets lik' bags,

That do swing an' do bob at hislags :
While me'th do walk out drough the pleace,
In the feace o' Gammony Gay.

An' if he do goo over groun'

W' noo soul vor to greet wi' his words,
The fedce o'n do look up an' down,

An' round en so quick as a bird's :

An' if hedo vail in wi' vok,

Why, tidden vor want ov ajoke,

If he-don't zend em on vrom the pleace
Wi'asmile oragrin on their feace ;
An' the young wi' the wold have a-heard
A kind word vrom Gammony Gay.

An' when he do whissel or hum,

‘Ithout thinken o' what he's a-doen,

He'll beat hisown lags vor a drum,

An' bob his gay head to the tuén ;

An' then you mid zee, 'etween whiles,
Hisfeace all alive wi' his smiles,

An' his gay-breathen bozom do rise,

An' hisme'th do sheen out ov his eyes:
An'at last to have praise or have bleame,
Isthe seame to Gammony Gay.
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When he drove his wold cart out, an’ broke
Thenut o' thewheel at a butt,

Therewer " woo'sethings" hecried, wi’ ajoke,
" To grieveat than crackfcn a nut.”

An' when he tipp'd over a Iwoad

Ov his reed-sheaves woone day on the rwoad,
Then he et in his han's, out 0' deeves,

An' whissd'd, an' flung up his sheaves,

As very vew others can wag,

Earm or lag, but Gammony Gay.

He wer wi' us woone night when'the band
W er a-comevor to gi'eusa hop,

An' he pulvd Grammer out by the hand
All down drough the dance vrom the top ;
An' Grammer did hobble an' squall,

Wi' Gammon a-leaden the ball;

While Gammon did sheake up his knee
An' hisvoot, an' zing " Diddle-ee-dee !"
An' we laugh'd ourzdves all out o' breath
At theme'th o Gammony Gay.

When our tun wer' o' vier herod

Out to help us, an' meade us sich fun,
Vo'heclomb up to drevein a wad

O' wet thorns, to the he'th, vrom the tun ;
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An' therehedid samp wi' hisvoot,

To push down the thornsan' the zoat,
Till at last down the chimney'sblack wall
Went thewad, an' poor Gammon an' al | :
An' seafe on thehe'th, wi' agrin

On hischin pitch'd Gammony Gay.

All the house-dogs do waggle their tails,
If they dobut catch zight ov his feace ;
An' theho'sss do look over rails,

An' dowhicker to zegn at the pleace ;
An' he'll always bestow a good word
On acat or awhisssien bird ;

An' even if culvers do coo,

Or an owl isa-cryén " Hoo, hoo,"
Wher e heis, theré's always ajoke
Tobe spoke, by Gammony Gay.
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E Do'set, though we mid be hwomely,
Be'nt ashedm'd to own our pledce ;
An' we've zome women not uncomely;
Nor ashedm'd to show their fedce :
We've a medd or two wo'th mowen,
WeVe an oxor two wo'th showen,
‘In the village,
At the tillage,
Come along an' you shall vind
That Do'set men don't shedme their kind.
Friend an' wife,
lfat'hers, mothers, sisters, brothers,
Happy, happy, be their life!
Vor Do'set dear,
Then gi'e woone cheer;
D'ye hear ? woone cheer !

If you in Do'set be a-roamen,

An' ha' business at a farm,
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Then woon't ye zee your eale a-foamen !
Or your cider down to warm ?
Woon't ye have brown bread a-put ye,
An' somevinny cheese a-cut ye ?
Butter ?>—rolls o't!
Cream ?—why bowls o't !
Woon't ye have, in short, your vill,
A-gi'ed wi' aright good will ?
Friend an' wife,
Fathers, mothers, ssers, brothers,
Happy, happy, betheir life!
Vor Do'sst dear,
Then gi'e woone cheer ;
D'ye hear ? woone cheer !

An' woon't ye have vor ev'ry shillen,
Shilten's wo'th at any shop,
Though Do'set chaps be up to zdlen,
An' can medke atidy swop ?
Use 'em well, they'll use you better ;
In good turns they woon't be debtor.
An' so comély,
An' so hwomely,
Be the maidens, if your son
Took woone o'm, then you'd cry " Well done !"
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Friend an' wife,

Fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers,
Happy, happy, be their life!
Vor Do'set dear,

Then gi'e woone cheer;
D'ye hear ? woone cheer!

If you do zee our good men travel,
Down a-voot, or ontheir metres,
Along the windfen leanes o' gravel,
To the markets or the feairs—
Though their ho'ses cwoats be ragged,
Though the men be muddy-lagged,

Be they roughish,
Bethey gruffish,

They be sound, an' they will stand
By what isright wi' heart an' hand.

Friend an' wife,

Fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers,
Happy, happy, be their life!

Vor Do'set dear,

Then gie' woone cheer ;

D'ye hear? woone cheer !



WOAK HILL

H E N sycamore leaves wer a-spreadén,
Green-ruddy, in hedges,
Bezide the red doust o' the ridges,
A-dried at Woak Hill;

| packed up my goods all a-sheenen
Wi' long years o' handlen,

On dousty red wheels ov a waggon,
To ride at Woak Hill.

Thebrown thatchen ruf o' the dwelléd,
| then wer a-leavén,

Had shelter'd the deek head o' Meliry,
My bride at Woak Hill.

But now vor zome years, her light voot-vall
'S a-iost vrom the vioorén.

Too soon vor my jay an' my childern,
She died at Woak Hill.
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But still 1 do think that, in soul,
She do hover about us;;

To ho vor her motherless childern,
Her pride at Woak Hill.

Zoo—leg she should tell me hereafter
| stole off ‘ithout her,

An' left her, uncall'd at houseriddfen,
To bide at Woak Hill—

| call'd her so fondly,, wi' lippens
All.soundlesstoothers,

An' took her wi' air-reachen hand,
Tomy zideat Woak Hill.

On theroad | did look round, a-talken
To light at my shoulder,

An' then led her in at the door-way,
Mileswidevrom Woak Hill.

An' that'swhy vo'k thought, vor a season,
My mind wer a-wandren

Wi' sorrow, when | wer so sorey
A-tried at Woak Hill
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But no; that my Meary mid never
Behold herzdf dighted,

| wanted to think that | guided
My guide vrom Woak Hill.



IN THE SPRING

Y love is the maid ov all maidens,
Though all mid be comely,
Her skin's lik' the jessamy blossom
A-spread in the Spring.

Her smile is so sweet as a beaby's
Y oung smile on his mother,

Her eyes be as bright as the dew drop
A-shed in the Spring.

O grey-leafy pinks o' the gearden,
Now bear her sweet blossoms ;
Now deck wi' a rwose-bud, O briar,

Her head in the Spring.

O light-roll'en wind blow me hither
The vaice ov her talken, _

Or bring vrom her veet the light doust
She do tread in the Spring.
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O zun, meake the gil'cups all glitter
In goold all around her ;

An' meake o' the deaisys white flowers
A bed in the Spring.

O whissle gay birds, up bezide her,
In drong-way, an' woodlands,

O zing, swingkn lark, now the clouds
Be avled in the Spring.

An'who, youmid ax, bemy praises
A-meiikén so much o,

An'oh! 'tisthe maid I'm a-hopén
To wed in the Spring.
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AY E! they had vvoone child bezide,
An' afiner your eyes never met,
Twer a dear little fellow that died
In the zummer that come wi' such het;
By the mowers, too thoughtless in fun,
He wer then azent off vrom our eyes,
Vrom the light ov the dew-dryen zun,—
Aye! vrom days under blue-hollow'd skies.

He went out to the mowers in mead,
When the zun wer arose to his height,
An' the men wer a-swingen the snead,
Wi' their earms in white deeves, left an'
right;
An' out there, as they rested at noon,
" O! they drench'd en vrom eéale-horns too
deep,
Till his thoughts wer a-drown'd in a swoon ;
Aye! his life wer a-smother'd in sleep.
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Then they laid en there-right on the ground,
' On a grass-heap, a-zweltren wr' het,
W' his heair all a-wetted around
His young feece, wi' the big drops o' zweat;
In his little left palm he'd a-zet,
Wi' hisright hand, his vore-vinger's tip,
As for zomehat he woulden vorget,—
Ayel zome thought that he woulden let dip.

Then they took en in hworne to his bed,
An' he rose vrorn his pillow noo mwore,
Vor the curls on his deek little head
To be blown by the wind out o' door.
Vor he died while the hay rusded grey
On the staddle so leately begun :
Lik' the mown-grass a-dried by the day,—
Aye! the zwath-flow'r's a-killed by the zun.



THE HUMSTRUM

HY woonce, at Chrismas-tide, avore
The wold year wer a-reckon'd out'
The humstrums here did come about,
A-soundén up at ev'ry door.
But now a bow do never screiipc
A hum strum, any where all round,
An' zome can't tell a humstrum's sheipc,
An' never heard hisjinglén sound.
As ing-an-ing did ring the string,
As ang-an-ang the wires did clang.

The strings a-tighten'd lik' to crack

Athirt the canister's tin zide,

Did reach, a glitt'ren, zide by zide,

Above the humstrum's hollow back.

An' there the bwoy, wr' bended stick,
A-strung wi' héair, to meake a bow,

Did dreve his elbow, light'nén quick,
Athirt the strings from high to low.

As ing-an-ing did ring the string,

As ang-an-ang the wires did clang.
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The mother there did stan' an' hush
Her child, to hear the jingl'ea sound,
The merry maid, a-scrubbén round
Her white-steavd pail, did stop her brush.
The misess there, vor wold time's seake,
Had gifts to gi'e, and smiles to show,
An' messter, too, did stan' an' sheske
His two broad zides, a-chucklén low,
While ing-an-ing did ring the string,
While ang-an-ang the wires did clang.

The players' pockets wer a-strout,
Wi ' wold brown pence, a-rottléenin,
Their zwangeén bags did soon begin,
Wi brocks an' scraps, to plim well out.
The childern all did run an' poke
Their heads vrom hatch or door, an' shout
A-runnen back to woider vo'k.
Why, here ! the humstrums be about!
As ing-an-ing did ring the string,
As ang-an-ang the wires did clang.



MY LOVE IS GOOD

Y love is good, my love is feair,
She's comely to behold, O,
In ev'rything that she do wear,
Altho' 'tis new or wold, O.

My heart do leap to see her walk,
So straight do step her veet, O,
My tongue is dura to hear her talk,
Her vaice do sound so sweet, O.
Theflow'ry groun' wi' floor o' green
Do bear but vew, so good an' true.

When she do zit, then she do seem
The feairest to my zight, O,

Till she do stan' an' | do deem,

- She's feairest at her height, O.

An' she do sfem 'ithin a room
The feairest on a floor, O,

Till 1 agean do zee her bloom
Still feairer out o' door, O.

Where flow'ry groun' wi' floor o' green

Do bear but vew, so good an' true.
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An'when the deaisies be apressd
Below her vootsteps waight, O,
Do seem as if she look'd the best
Ov all in wakén gait, O.
Till 1 do zee her zit upright
Behind the ho'ses neck, O,
A-holdén wi' the rain so tight
His tossn head in check, O,
Where flow'ry groinV wi' floor o' green
Do bear but vew, so good an' true.

| wish | had my own free land
To keep a ho'se to ride, O,

| wish | had a hose in hand
To ride en at her zide, O.

Vor if | wer as high in rank
As any duke or lord, O,

Or had the goold the richest bank
Can shovel from his horde, O,

I'd love her still, if even then

She wer a leaser in a glen.



DONT CEARE

T thefeadt, | do mind very well, all the vo'ks
Wer a-took in a happerén storm,
But we chaps took the maidens, an' kept 'em wi'
clokes
Under shelter, all dry an' all warm ;
An' to my lot veil Jeane, that's my bride,
That did titter, ahung at my zide ;
Zaid her aunt, " Why the vo'k 'ull talk finely o'
you,"
An', cried she, " | don't ceare if they do."

When the time o' the féast wer agean a-come
round,
An' the vo'k wer a-gather'd woonce mwore,
Why she guessd if she went there, she'd soon
be a-vound
An' a-took seafely hwome to her door.
Zaid her mother, " 'Tis sure to be wet."

Zaid her cousin, "'T'ull rain by zunzet."
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Zaid her aunt, ” Why the douds there do look
black an' blue"
An', said she " ! don't ceare if they do."

An' at lagt, when she own'd | mid meske her
my bride,
Vor to help me, an' sheare all my lot,
An" wi' faithvulness keep all her life at my zide,
Though my way mid be happy or not.
Zaid her naighbours, " Why wedlock's a clog,
An' awifésa-tied up lik' a dog."
Zaid her aunt, " You'll vind trials enough vor to
rue'
An', zaid she, " | don't ceareif | do"

Now shés married, an' still in the midst ov her
tweils :
She's as happy's the daylight is long,
Shedo goo out abroad wi' her feicevull o' amiles,
An' dowork in the house wi' a zong.
An', zayswoone, " She don't grieve, you can tell."
Zays another, " Why, don't she look well!"
Zays her aunt, " Why the young vo'k do envy
you two,"
An', zays she, " i don't cetre if they do."
1
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Now vor me | can zing in my business abrode,
Though the storm do bedt down on my poll,
There's a wife-brighten'd vier at the end o' my

road,
An' her lovevor thejay o' my soul.
Out o' door | wi' rogues mid be tried :
Out o' door be brow-bedten wi' pride;
Men mid scowl out o' door, if my wife is but
true—
Let em scowl, " | don't ceare if they do."



THE TURNSTILE

AH ! sad wer we aswe did peace
The wold church road, wi' downcast feace,
The while the bells, that mwoan'd so deep
Above our child a-left asdeep,
Wer now azingen all alive
Wi t'other bells to meake the vive.
But up at woone pleace we come by,
"Twer hard to keep woone's two eyes dry :
On Stean-cliflf road, 'ithin the drong,
Up where, as vo'k do pass along,
The turnen stile, a-painted white,
Do sheen by day an' show by night.
Vor always there, as we did goo
To church, thik stile did let us drough,
W' spreaden earms that wheel'd to guide
Us each in turn to t'other tide.
An'vu'st ov all the train he took
My wife, wi' winsome gait an' look ;
An' then zent on my little maid,
A-skippen onward, overjay'd
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To reach agegn the pledce o' pride,
Her comely mother's left han' zide.
An' then, awheelén roun', he took
On me, 'ithin his third white nook.
An' in the fourth, a-shesken wild,
He zent us on our giddy child.

But eesterday he guided dow

My downcast Jenny,-vull o' woe,
An' then my little maid in black,
A-walken softly on her track ;

An' after he'd a-turn'd agean,

To let me goo along the lering,

He had noo little bwoy to vill

His last white efirms, an' they stood still.



JOHN BLOOM IN LON'ON
{All true)

"OHN BLOOM he wer ajolly soul,
A grinder 0' the best o' meal,

Bezide a river that did roll,

Vrom week to week, to push his wheel.
His flour wer all a-meade o' wheat;
An' fit for bread that vo'k mid eat;
Vor he would starve avore he'd cheat.
" 'Tis pure,” woone woman cried ;
" Aye, sure)” woone mwore replied ;
" You'll vind it nice. Buy woonce, buy twice"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

Athirt the chest he wer so wide

As two or dree ov me or you.
An' wider still vrom zide to zide,

An' | do think still thicker drough.
Vail down, he coulden, he did lie
When he wer up on-zide so high
As up on-end or perty nigh.
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" Meiike room,” woone naighbour cried ;
" 'Tis Blooln,” woone mwore replied ;

" Good morn t'ye all, bwoth girt an' small/'
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

Noo stings o' conscience ever broke
His rest, a-twitén o'n wi' wrong,
Z00 he did deep till morn&n broke,

An' birds did call en wi' their zong.
But he did love a harmless joke,
An' love his evengn whiff o' smoke,
A-zitten in his cheiiir o' woak.
"Your cup,” his daughter cried ;
" Vill'd up," his wife replied ;
" Aye, aye; adrap avore my nap,"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

When Lon'on vo'k did meake a show

O' their girt glassen house woone year,
An' people went, bwoth high an' low,

To zee the zight, vrom vur an' near,
"O well," cried Bloom, "why I've aright
So well's the rest to zee the zight;

['ll goo, and teake the rail outright."
" Your feare" the booker cried ;
" There, there," good Bloom replied ;
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" Why this June het do meake woone zwest,"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

Then up the guard did whissle sh'ill,
An' then the engine pank'd a-blast,

An' rottled on so loud's a mill,
Avore the train, vrom sow to vast.

An'oh! at last how they did spank

By cuttEn deep, an' high-cast bank

The while their iron ho'se did pank.

" Do whizzy," woone o'm cried ;

" I'm dizzy," woone replied ;

" Aye, here's the road to hawl a Iwoad,"

Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

In Lon'on John zent out to call
A tidy trap, that he mid ride
To zee the glassen house, an' all
The lot o' things a-stow'd inside.
" Here, Boots, come here," cried he, " 'l dab
A sixpence in your han' to nab
Down street atidy little cab."
" A feare," the boots then cried ;
" 1'm there," the man replied.
" The glassen pleace, your quickest peace,"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.
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The steps went down wi' rottlen dap,
The zwingén door went open wide :
Wide? no; vor when the worthy chap

Stepp'd up to teake his pleace inside,
Breast-foremost, he wer twice too wide
Vor thik theredoor. An' then hetried
To edge in woone an' t'other zide.
" '"Twon't do," thedrever cried ;
" Can't goo," good Bloom replied ;
"That you should bring thease vooty thing !"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.

" Come" cried thedrever. " Pay your feare
You'll teake up all my time, good man."

"Well," answer'd Bloom, "to meake that square,
You teake up me, then, if you can."

" | comeat call,” the man did nod.

"What then?" cried Bloom, " | han't a-rod,
An' can't in thik there hodmadod."

" Girt lump," thedrever cried ;

" Small sump," good Bloom replied ;

" A little mite, to meake so light,

O'jolly Bloom the miller."

" You'd begt be off how perty quick,"
Cried Bloom, " an' vind a lighter Iwoad,
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Or else 'l vetch my voot, an' kick
The vooty thing athirt the road."
"Who is the man?" they cried, “meiike room/'
" A halfstatv'd Do'set man," cried Bloom ;
" You be?" another cried ;
" Hee! Hee!" woone mwore replied.
" Aye, shrunk so thin, to bwone an' skin,"
Cried worthy Bloom the miller.



A LOT O MAIDENS A-RUNNEN
THE VIELDS'

“¢OME on. Be sprack, alaggen back."
"Oh'! be there any cows to hook ?"
" Lauk she's afraid, a silly maid,"
Cows? No, the cows be down by brook.
" O herethen, oh ! hereisalot."
"A lot o' what? what is it? what?"
" Why blackberries, as thick
As ever they can stick."
" I've dewberries, oh ! twice
As good as they ; so nice."
" Look here. Thease boughs be all but blue
Wi' snags.”
"Oh! gi'e me down avew."
" Come here, oh ! do but look."
" What's that ? what is it now ?"
" Why nuts a-slippen shell."
' The idea, though but little of the substance, of this poem,

will be found in alittle Italian poem called Caccia, written by
Franco Sacchetti.
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" Hee! hee! pull down the bough."
"1 wish | had a crook."
" There, zome o'm be a-vell."
(One sings) .

" | wish | was on Bimport Hill,
| would zit down and cry my vill."
" Hee! hee! there's Jenny zomewhere nigh,
A-zingen that shed like to cry.”

(Jenny sings)

" | would zit down and cry my vill
Until my tears would dreve a mill."
" Oh! heré's an ugly crawlen thing,
A sneake” " A slooworm ; he won't sting."
" Hee! hee! how she did squal an' hop,
A-spinnen roun' so quick's a top."
" Look here, oh ! quick, be quick."
" What is it? what then? where?"
" A rabbit." " No, a heare.”
" Ooh! ooh! the thorns do prick."
" How he did scote along the ground
As if he wer avore a hound."
" Now, mind the thistles" " Hee, hee, hee,
Why they be knapweeds."
" No." "They be"
" I've zome'hat in my shoe."
" Zit down, an' sheiike it out.”
" Oh! emmets, oh! ooh, ooh,
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A-crawl6én all about."
"What bird isthat ? O barken, hush.
How sweetly he do zing."
" A nightingeale." " La! no, adrush."
"Oh! heres afunny thing."
"Oh'! how the bull do hook,
An' blettre, an' fling the dirt."
" Oh! won't he come athirt?"
" No, he's beyond the brook."
"Olauk ! ahornet rose
Up clwose avore my nose."
"Oh! what wer that so white
Rush'd out o' thik tree's top ?"
"Anowl." "How | did hop,
How | do sheake wi' fright."
" A musheroom." " O lau!

A twoadstool! Pwoison! Augh."
" What's that, a mouse ?"

" O no,

Teake ceare, why 'tis a shrow."
" Be sure don't let en come
An'run athirt your shoe
He'll meake your voot so numb
That you won't veel a tooe." '
" Oh! what wer that so loud

' Thefolkloreis, that if a shrew-mouse run over a person's
foot, it will lame him.
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A-rumblen?" " Why, aclap

O' thunder. Here's a cloud

O' rain. | veel adrap."

" A thunderstorm. Do rain.

Run hwome wi' might an' main."

" Hee! hee! oh! theresadrop
A-trickled down my back. Hee! hee!"
" My head's as wet's a mop.".

"Oh! thunder." "There'sacrack. Oh! Oh!"
" Oh! I'vea-got the stitch, Oh !"

" Oh!l Vea-lost my shoe, Oh! "
"There's Fanny into ditch, Oh !"

" 1'm wet all drough an' drough, Oh !"



THE MOTHER'S DREAM

‘D a dream to-night
As | veil asleep

Oh! the touch&n zight

Still do meiike me weep,—
Ov my little bwoy
That's a-took away ;
Aye, about my joy

I wer not to keep.

As in heaven high
I my child did seek,
There, in train, come by
Children feair an' meek ;
Each in lilywhite,
Wi' alamp alight
Each wer clear to zight,
But noo words did speak.
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Then a-lookén sad

Come my child in turn ;
But the lamp he had

Oh'! hedidden burn ;
He, to clear my doubt,
Zaid, a-turn'd about,
Your tears put en out ;

Mother, never murn.



THE GEATE A-VALLEN TO

N the sunsheen of our summers
Wi' the hay time now acome,
How busy wer we out a-vield
Wi' vew aleft at hwome,
When waggons rumbled out ov yard
Red wheeled, wi' body blue,
And back behind 'em loudly slamnvd
The geate a-vallen to.

Drough day sheen for how many years
The geate ha' now a-swung,

Behind the veet o' vull-grown men
And vootsteps of the young

Drough years o' days it swung to us
Behind each little shoe,

As we tripped lightly on avore
The geate a-valléen to.
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In evenén time o' starry night
How mother zot at hworne

And kept her blazing vier bright
Till father should ha' come,

And how she quickened up and smiled,
And stirred her vier anew,

To hear the trampen hosses steps
And geate a-vailén to.

There's moonsheen now in nights o' Fall
When leaves be brown vrom green,

When to the slammen of the geate
Our Jenney's ears be keen,

When the wold dog do wag his tail,
And Jean could tell to who,

As he do comme in drough the geate
The geate a-vallén to.

And oft do come a saddened hour
When there must goo away

One well-beloved to our heart's core,
Vor long, perhaps vor aye,

And oh ! it is a touchén thing
The lovéen heart must rue

To hear behind his last farewell
The gedte a-vallén to.
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