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fre===x] H E Author of the follow-
fEESI 7 | ing Picce being a young

Y b3Sl Man in an Employment
that daily called him abroad,
ufed over Night to rcad a
Portion of Chaucer, the next Day work
it up on Horfe-back, and write it out
when he came home. Thus, faid he,
I picked up cvery fcrap of Time; kept
my Mind full; barred out ill Guefts ;
preferved my felf chearful ; made my
Journeys caly, and my Bufinefs tolcra-
ble. And this being the true Occafion
A 2 and.




7o the Reader.

and Manner of his writing this Talc,
it’s hoped he may find Pardon forFaults
and Failings, particularly for running a-
way fo often from his Mafter old Fef~
frey, fince the whole is really but the
lictle Rambles of a merry Traveller,
jumbled together, fomctimes a Trot,
fometimes a Gallop. That he had
Thoughts at firft of ftealing it out into
ublick, is not only hinted in the Pro-
oguc and Epilogue, but exprefily faidin
thefe Lines, which he put in the Title
Page :
Parve (recejicio) fine mey Liber,ibis inorbem.
Eft mibi quiéd Domino non libet ire tuo.

Fade, [ed incaltusy qualem decet effé prioviss
Ridiculumaque habitum temporis bujus habe.

But afterwards looking on it as a juve-
nile Trifle, he wrote,

Nos bec novimus effe nikil.

and fo flung it by in a corner of his Stu-
dy, where it hath lain abour thirty
Years; and now being found, asit was

born in the Streets, {o it’s turn’d out a-
gain



70 the Reader.

gain to feek its Fortune, without a Fa-
ther to own it.

He made up two Tales more of the
fame fort, but his Head then turning to
another Subje& in Profe, he feems to
have done them heavily, and invite
Miuervd, and never put his laft Hand
to them. About the middle of the laf*
he made this Diftich,

Cetera cim canerem, [ubitd petit ardua celi
Mufa proterva f[uum rancum indignata Poc=
tam.

and it’s likely there he meant to lave
left off quite; and without doubt it was
a confiderable time before he finithed it
for both the Paper and Ink of the laft
look much different from the firft part.
He had alfo made the Draught of an
Apology for low Poetry, and flung toge--
ther fome uncommon Materials for it,
bur left it imperfed.
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PROLOGUE,
In Imitation of Perfius.

~——Nec fonte labra, &c.

W Have no fhare, that I can scH,
I I'th’ facred Pegafcan Well';
Nor any Tisle to poffefs
One Foot of Ground wupon Parnafs,
So then 1 have (I can't deny)
But poor pretence to Poetry :
And jhould I be accofled thus,
Your humble Servant Minimus
Of Minor Poess: 1 fhon'd bow,
Extreamly pleas'd, and proud of ' soe.
But as 10 thofe rare Gentlemen,
Whofe Birth, and nat'ral Parts have been
So hapyy, as to make'em free
0't4" Heliconiaa Company.:
Tis



PROLOGUE

*Tis they, and only they alone,
Hawve got a Patent of their own,
To trade with Wit to Helicon.

Yet lo! fuch is my Impudence,

And want of Coin, ard Confeience ;
That, tho' I'm but a Countrey Swain,
Prove how jr will, I can’t refrain
From interlopiag in their Trade,

With ruftick Wares thar 1 have made.

For Need pricks forward ev'ry Ninwy
To try, at leaft, to turn the Penny :
And where faint Nature wonld nat do it,
Bure Penury makes many a: Poer.

Pray let me afk you, who does teach
The f[enfelefs Pies, and Parrots Speech 7
Not Nature fure, or Mozher Wit ;

But more ingenions Apperite :

And Hunger, Want, and pinching Pain ;

And Senfe o'1%" Belly, not 0’15’ Brain.
"Tis Want, and bard Neceflry,

That quickens all our Induffry :

And if Rewards enconrage it,

"Twill cafly convert to Wit.

Cow'd



PROLOGUE

Cou'd we but fee the golden Age
Return again, to blefs the Stage :
Cou'd we bt find the welcome Bays,
Producing Pence, as well as Praife ;
0h witey Times! how grear wou'd be
The Change in modern Poetry !

Meer Parrot Poets might, perhaps,
That write, by rote, poor flollen feraps,
Produce Compofures, litrle lefs

Than liads, and Ody(es.

THE
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MILTLER

Trompington, &c.

CANTO. L

The ARGUMENT.

Of Symkin’s felf, and Spoufe, and Danghter,
How th’ Manciple fell into t5’ Water ;
How th Miller did, in Tolling, take up,
And how be (et the Warden's Back up.

w=] [ERIAN Madams (no offence)
2e2); [ come to crave your Influence:

!_ =53 And I'll not be content with lefs,
R , Than what you gave Meonides :

He brought his Trey to great Renown,

And fo wiii I my Trompingten.

The



1o The Miller of Trompingron.

The Scholars know it ; tis a Place
Two Miles from Cambridze, more or lefs.
There flows a plea’ant Brook, which pays
Its welcome Tribute fev'ral ways.

It yieldeth Fifh; and when let out,

Like Nile, (heds Bounty all about.

Not only makes the Corn to grow,,

But drives a Mill, and grinds it too.
There dwelt a Miller many a Day,

As proud as Peacock, and as gay.

Altho’ he wore two clubbed Fifls,

And Fingers big enough for Wrifls ;

Yet he cou'd make "em nimbly labour

On Hautboy, Flute, or Pipe and Tabor.

Nets cow'd he mend, well cou'd he fith ;

Cou'd turn a2 wooden Cup or Difh;

Cou'd wreftle floutly, thew good play,

At trip, or clofe, or any way.

His mighty Strength, and Skill was fuch,

"Tis faid he never met his match,

Hauglity he was as Excifer,

And grim and furly as a Bear.

His Face was broad, his Nofe was flat,

His Eyes as grey as any Cat,

Elis



The Miller of Trompington.

His Whilkers long, and black as Pitch,

His Skull as bald as Monkey's Breech,

His Afpe&t favage, his Stature tall,

Shoulders and Legs huge made withal.

Abroad he very feldom flirr'd,

Without a Ponyard, Tuck and Sword.

He was fo ftout, and void of Fear

He durft exchange a Box o'th” Ear

With Mile, had he been alive :

Tho' at Olymp he's faid to give

With's fivinging Fift fo damn’d a Blow,

That thercwithal he kill'd 2 Cow,

In fine this Miller was accounted

A Fellow not to be affronted ;

And gencrally us'd to pafs

For th' dreadful'ft Blade that ever was.
A Thief he was, as Millers be,

And us'd to toll unconfcionably.

His Name was Sympkin, and his Spoufe

Forfooth was of a noble Houfe,

The Parfon’s Daughter of the Place.

Pewter with her he gave and Brafs;

A Copper Furnace, Tubs to brew,

Which twenty Years before were new :

II

Two



r2  The Miller of Trompington.

Two pair of Sheets, a feather Bed,

A warming Pan without a lid;

With many a picce of houthold Stuff,
For he was glad to pack her off,

Left fhe fhou'd do like many more;
And as her Sifter did before,

That prov'd an errant hackney Whore.

‘To bring about this wilh'd Alliance
Old Father (out of meer compliance]
To Sympkin's Pride and Nicety)

Had bred her up i'th’ Nunnery.

For Sym gave out, he'd ne'er difparage,
He'd ne'er difgrace his Blood by Marriage
Below himfelf : So good 2 Yeoman

May well expeét a Gentlewoman;

Well born, well bred, a Beauty and Virgin,
Or clfe the Devil take the Bargain.

This Wife was lively, brifk, and pert,
And oftentimes moft terrbly tart,
Which Sy regarded not a Fart :

Tho’ her perpetual Mover ftill clack;
He minded it no more than’s Mill clack.

‘We moftly fee the Marriage ftate

A checker work of Love and Hate:



The M:ller of Trompington. I3

This Simile’s not ill apply’d

To furly Sym, and's bickering Bride.
Somctimes like Dog and Bear they'd be:
Sometimes they'd love confoundedly.
"T'was pleafant to behold them two

On Holy Days; how he wou'd go
Before with Tippet on his Head ;

And fhe’d trip after, all in red:

Sym in red Hofe, puff'd up he had "em;
And none durft call her lefs than Madam.
None went fo hardy on the Way

That durft pretend to fport and play
With Madam Millorefs ; for Sym
Wou'd certainly have murther'd him
With Sword or Dagger that he wore:
For jealous Fools are cvermore

Moft perilous; tho’ they encline
(Which well might tempt a Neighbour in)
To have their Wives go finikin fine.
And fine fhe went as any fhe,

And gaudy as 2 Butterfly :

With iron’d Face, and plighted Mouth,
1n prinkum prankum dreft forfooth

B

With



14 The Miller of Trompington,

With various Ribbons Shops afford ;

Not much unlike a Jay (good Lord!)

Fine-feather'd, yet an ugly Bird.
Becaufe (thank God) by Birth fhe was

A Clergy Woman ; and becaufe

She was (which no Man can deny)

Genteclly bred i'th’ Nunncry:

And “caufe fhe deem’d her felf a Beauty,

She thouglit it truly was her Duty

To put on State and Peevifhnels:

Thus Gentlewomen fhou'd exprefs

Their Quality ; for otherwife

Each Foan wou'd Lady foon defpife.

Fantaftick Tofs; and Pride, and State,

Are Virtues that difcriminate

Degrees of Women that excell:

Were't not for thefe, pray who cou'd tell

A Dutchefs from a dirty Jill.

Take thefe away, and fie for thame,

*Twou'd dwindle Madam into Damne,

And all the Sex wou'd fcem the fame,
This worthy Pair (God blefs 'em) were

The Parents of a Daughter dear,

Of Age perhaps fome twenty Year,

S H VY aSEV VoS NPV N



The Miller of Trompington.

Or thereabouts, whofe Namec was Bery ;
And had no more (the more's the pity)
Except a fucking Child i'th' Cradle,

That was fo young it could not waddle,
A jolly thriving thumping Boy,

Jutt like its Dad, as Midwives fay.

This Wench was thick, had grown apace,
Her Nofe was flat, Eyes grey as Glafs :
Her Buttocks fpread like Flanders Mare;
Her quiv'ring Breafts were large and bare;
Her Hair was yellow, much-what like
The wholcfome Drug call'd Arfenick.

That fov'reign Cure where Love makes fick,

Old Parfon, ’caule fhe was fo fair,
Defigned Beszy for his Heir :
And fet himfelf upon the watch
To find her out a worthy Match.
Was fond, and criticaliy nice
(All old Men take themfelves for wile)
He purpos'd to beftow her high,
In fome good ancient Family.
For holy Church’s Goods may be
Difpended very lawfully

131



16 The Miller of Trompington.

On her, whofe Pedigree’s fo good
To come of holy Church's Blood.
And he'll refufe no Care or Trouble,
To join his holy Blood to noble.
His holy Confcience doth not bar it,
For holy Ones have right to fhare it,
Tho" holy Church may fuffer for it.
This Trompingtenian Miller ground
Almott for all the Countrey round ;
For Cambridge too, and for a College,
Where old Fools fold to young Fools Knowledge,
Call'd Scholars Hall fo long ago,
But known by th' name of Clare Hall now ;
Of Trav'llers worth the being fcen,
Tho' "twere but for its Bowling-green.
The Students number there was great,
And fo they fpent a deal of Wheat ;
For each of them a Mouth had gotten
To eat, as well as gabble Latin :
But Malt they {pent ten times as much,
For moft an end we find that fuch
Whofe thirfty Souls are ftill a-dry
To fuck in Learning greedily,

Have



The Miller of Trompington. 17

Havce grievous thirfty Bodies too,
And fuck in wet as Sponges do,
And then their Notions brikkly flow.,

Now on a Seafon it befcl
The College Manciple fell ill:
And many of them wifely ween,
That dye he muft, for they had feen
The Doctor there; and think no other,
But Death and Doé&or go together.
The truth on't is, he was a Fellow
That would be often fine and mellow,
And us'd to bear it neat; but now
H’ad been as drunk as David's Sow,
Moft damnably indeed paid off,
With Brain and Belly full enough:
So reel'd i'th’ Night, rufh into th’ River,
And's Head from Swimmer turn'd a Diver.
‘That Cold and Surfeit caus'd a Fever.

‘While thus he lay in great Diftrefs,
Uncapable of Bufinefs,
The Miller rogu'd it ten times more
Than ever he had done before.
"Tis true, he ever would difpenfe
A little with his Confcience ;

B3 Azd



18 The Miller of Trompington.

And difh too deep ; but whereas he

Then ftole, as ‘twere, but courteoully ;

He now flew out beyond belief,

And grew a moft outrageous Thief.
At which good Warden juftly warm'd,

At firft grew paffionate and ftorm'd :

But after, Reafon taking place,

Thus argu'd with him to his Face.
Why Sym, a feurvy ill Report

Troubles minc Ear, I'm forry for't ;

And fince you impudently thus

And wickedly have injur'd us,

"Tis plain, you ha'n't deferv'd of me,

And can't cxpeé much Courtefie:

And therefore without more ado,

¥'ll tell you what 1 fay to you.

Sym, you're a Murth'rer, thus I prove it;

(Tho' I confefs 1little love it)

Who 1akes away onc’s Life muft be

A Murtherer moft certainly ;

But you take Life away, and are

Ergo (d'ye fee) a Murthcerer.

Suppofe the Minor you deny,

I'll prove it to you prefently.

Of



The Miller of Trompington.

Of Livelihood who us deprives,
Takes away in effeét our Lives;

But you deprive us: Ergo, Clown,
The Confequence is fure and found.
Now you'll fay, Negeminorem again:
But I'll fay Prebe, mighty plain.

Who fteals our Corn for Drink and Food,
Deprives us of our Livcliliood.

But you fteal: Erge the Conclufion,
Sir Dufly Pell, is your Confufion.
Thus I could (Sirrah) Syllogife on,
Trom Barbara Celarent, to Ferifon.
But here's cnough: next I'fl let fly
Apocryphal Artillery.

Whence (I allow) I fetch'd the Point
And Edge of all my Argument.
You'll find in Ecclefiafticus

The four and twentieth Chapter, thus ;
‘The Bread o'th’ Needy is their Lifc ;
He that thereof doth him deprive,
And takes his Neighbour's Livelihood,
Is (faith the Greek) a Man of Bload.

19
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s The Miller of Trompington.

As tho’ he'd faid, it matters not ; y

Who Belly ftarves, kills ev'ry jot

As much as he that cuts a Throat.

This you can't fay you feldom do,

For all your Trade of Life is fo.

And now your Crime’s fo plain in fight,

Yon cannot poflibly deny't.

And "tis fuch murth'rous deadly Abufe,

*T'will not admit the leaft Excufe,

And if you don’t your Manners alter,

Tho' you may "hap to flip the Halter,

Yet than't you the Vice-Chanc'lor’s Court;

There I'll expofe, and judge you for'.

And ignominioufly, laft of all,

Expell you out of Scholars Hall,

But Symon, Symen, if you'll mend,

I'll pardon all, and be your Friend.

Turn honeft Man, and there's an cnd.
This faid, he triumph'd in his Heart,

‘Well pleas’d h'ad been fo very fmart.

And pufh'd fo home his Argument,

And prefs'd fo clofe his Confequent ;

And fhew'd in the concluding part

Such fuper-fine Philippick Art,
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Out-doing even Cicere
For Logick, and for Ethicks too;
And Mercy with ftri¢t Juftice mixt ;
And i'th’ Refulr, laid him betwixt
A lufty pair of Torturers,
O'th’ right hand Hopes, o'th’ left hand Fears;
To flog him 'till he grew a new Man,
And from a Milfer turn'd a true Man.
But Symkin was fo void of Grace,
He'd fuch 2 curfed brazen Face;
He nc'er beg'd Pardon for’s Offence,
But fur'd it all with Impudence :
And frown'd, and ftamp'd, and flung, and tore,
And gnath'd, and foam'd, and curs'd, and fivore;
And ram'd, and damn’d the Devil to do,
And faid they ly'd that told him fo.

CANTO



22 The Miller of Trompington.

CANTO IL

The ARGUMENT.

Two Lads are bent upon a Projelt 5

;f/é pow'rful Rhetorick, and Logick.
benwhat the Wardenw's Worfbip's Will is,

Then what a wond’rous thing a Mill is.

Here were two Sizers in the College,
T Who truly, tho' they had no fmall edge
To Books, and Lit'rature, were yet
More notable for waggifth Wit ;

And had no Strength, or Courage lacking,
For any daring Undertaking.
Thefe two (caufe Likenefs caufeth Love)
Were (as the Proverb) Hand and Glove ;
Together ftill in Company,
Sworn Brothers in Iniquity,
Still enterprizing fomething : This is
Like Diomedes; that Ulyffes,

They come, and beg fubmiflively,
With earneft Importunity,



The Miller of Trompington. 23

The Warden's Worlhip (whom God blefs
With long Life, Health, and Happinef)
That of his great Benignity,
He'd but vouchfafe 'em gracioufly
A thing they'd beg; but were alham'd
His Revercnce fhou'd hear it nam'd:
Yet, to their Comfort, fince they find
He's cver gracioufly inclin'd,
So kind, fo good, fo cv'ry way
Beyond what they can think or fay;
They are cncourag'd to hope he'd give
Their poor Unwortlunefles leave
To let their trembiing Tongues exprefs
Unto his Worlhip's Gracioufnefs
Their poor Requeft; and they fhou'd pray,
On bare bent Knees, both Night and Day,
(As truly they're in Duty bound)
Upon the bare and humble Ground,
That God Almighty, i'th Firmament,
Wou'd mercifully pleafe to grant,
Whatever he can wifh or want.

4. Now rev'rend, worthy, honour'd Sir,
Neceffity’s a povw'rful Spar
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To prick us on to do a thing,
\Which, tho't look odd, we're fure will hring
Upon our very certain Knowledge,
A gen'ral Good to all the College.
A. Sage Sir, tho' Books can feed the Mind,
They can't the Body, as we can find.
Can Charta be, can any think,
Good Food, or Atramentum Drink ?
Our Bodies muft be nourifhed,
And call, at lealk, for Beer and Bread.
But now of late, they're both fo finall,
As ne'er was known in Scholars Hall,
Until of late, Sir; and we know, Sir,
The Fault is not, i'th’ leaft, in you, Sir;
But in the Miller; and we (hall
Prove he's the Thief, that robs us all:
If, Sir, you pleafe but give Confent,
We may go on with our Intent,
. Sir, like’t who can; but fuch our Cafe is,
We Scholars are meer Millers Affes.
Shall fuch 2 Pudding-head as he
Out-wit an Univerfity 2
Shall fuch a Scoundrel, Rafcal Rogue,
Confounded, mangie, mungrel Dog,

Wwhy



The Miller of Trompington. 2§

Who is not worthy te be fad

With Chippings of our Colicge Bread,
Nor wath with Ale his mealy Brain
Till we have pifs'd it out again,

Qur Tyrant be, and fet a gabel

On all that cometh tq our Table ?
Shall he that fhould be Slave to ferve us,
Be our Allowancer to ftatve us 2

How dares he have the Impudence,
To make his Miller's Conlcience
The only Sizndard, Sir, that we
Muft meafure all our Stomachs by ?

A. Therc's not in Cambridge any Had
Or College, but has nappy Ale,
Excepting ours : And, Sir, fhali we
Like Gideon's Liccce alone be dry ¢
And can your Rev'reace-think it fit,
And will your Worthip, Sir, pennit
A TFamine of Bread (hou'd make us keeo
Eternal Faft, when Wheat's fo chean ?

4. And all this, honour'd Sir, by th'imean:
Of Plaguey Svm, and’s curfed Queans,
To ftuff the Toad’s ungodly Guts,

And panper a Pair of fowifh Shxs,
C | 519
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His tawdry Wife, and frapping Daughrer,
‘That fcorn oth' World, and (hame of Nature
A. They're fuch asVirgil Harpys calls ;
And we may call our Canibals.
T'hey fleal our Malt, they fteal our Wheat,
That we fhou'd drink, that we fhoud eat;
And fo, Sir, as the Cafe has ftood,
Effectively they had as good
Devour our Flefh, and gulp our Blood.
J. Moft good and gracious Sir, alas!
This is our Cafe, our wretched Calc,
But Words what need we muluply 2
You know it true as well as we.
4. You know, Sir, all things ; are the fage,
The knowing Neffor of the Age.
7. Ah Sir, that Head of yours contains
A noble Cabinet of Brains;
YWhoft rich fill'd Drawers hold no jefs,
Than all the learned Languages,
And sll the Afts and Sciences.
A. "Tis fure; there can't be folid Senfe,
Without a long Experfence ;
For truly young Mens nat'ral Wit,
Is Wifdom but ith’ Bloffom yet ;

The
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The Brain's not fruitful, till we fee

The Head bloom like the Almond Tree;

Then, then's the time for Fruit to grow ;

For young Mcn Learn, but old Mcn Know,
. Your Reverences Almond Head

Appals us fo with awful dread,

That maugre ow Neceflities, Z
We fhould not dare tell our device,
Were you not Good, as well as Wife, S

A. Knowledge, if Goodnefs be not by,
Serves but to perfect Villany.
No Man deferves much preference,
Upon the fole account of Senfe,
Without good Humour; Deyil’s fee
Ten Thoufand Matters more than we ;
Yer are, "caufe Cruel, Fell, and Ficree,
The more they know, fo much the worle.
. Baut Sir, of you it muft be faid,
It is your Heart that crowns your Head.
A. That's fo beneficent and good,
It bubbles Balm, inftead of Blood.
F. So grand, fo good, it is become
Qur Decns ¢ Prafidizm,

Cz A And



28  The Miller of Trompington.

4. And worthily is {lyl'd the Pater
Qf Cantabrigian Alma Mater.

F. Yes Sir, t4 Pater, tu Patronus;

Si deferir ; Lord have Mercy on us,

A. So, with fubmiffion, Sir, we pray
You'd pleafe to hear us what we'd ay,

$. And Sir, 'tis this we'd be upon ;

We two wou'd goto Trempingten,

With Wheat togrind. We'll lay our Neeks,
We'il fo prevent his thisving Tricks,

That for his Blood he fhall not feal,

No not a Thimble full of Meal.

A. And when he fees we watch his Water ;
He'll never dare to fteal hereater.

. Then Worthy, Honour'd Sir, we pray
Your Worthip's Goodnels would give way,
That we may go to morrow Morn,

As we have faid, to watch our Cora.

<. You are fo Gracious and fo Wife

To know and follow good Advice,
(For which the Lord be cver bleft)
F'hat we ne'er doubt it in the leaft,

But that yeu'll grant us our Requett.
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And thus they glozed fulfomely,
And paid him home with Flattery,
For wifc old Men will never hear,
Unlefs you tickle up their Ear
With praife of Aged Sapience,
Difcretion, Knowledge, Wiflom, Senfe,
Which long Experience, Ufe, and Thought,
Have perfefted, as well as taught,

At Iaft they made 2 rev'rend Bow,
With high refpeét profoundly low ;
And tho' their praying Tongues had donc,
Their begging Eyes requefted on.

Grave Warden made 2 little Paufe,
And firoak'd his learned Beard and Jaws,
Then fixt his Eye upon the Ground,
With Afpéé thinking and profound ;
Then pok'd his Finger in his Ear,
And twirl'd with fuch 2 Motion there,
As tho' he wound up living Clock,
Anon its hammer Tongue thus ftruck.

Ah Time, my Time ! how doft thou flee ?
And yet how much I vaiue thee!
King Priam, and all Trey I count,
¥eaall the World, not tantamount.

29
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30 The Mibler of Trompington.
I can remember well the time,

Young Lads, when "twas a crying Crime,
An Impudence beyond a Pardon,

For Boys to fpcak unte the Warden,
Unlsis he call'd "em; But(dye fec)

The times are alter'd mightily :

And thofe good Days are gonc and paft,
And Jo (d'ye fee) we're come at laft,

To th’ Dregs oth’ World, and Grounds and Grub:
For this round World is like a Tub ;

And Time's the Liguor it contains,
Which ever drizzleth out, and drains

The faid great Tub, At firft (d'ye fee)
*T'was clear, without Impurity,

All Spirit fine. Bur ev'ry Hour,

Ran worfe and worfe, at length ran Sow'r:
And fo by unperceiv'd degrees,,

Tacito pede, the Poet fays,

In thefe your Days it runs mere Lees.
Hence good old Cuftomes are (alas?)
Left off ; and bad ufurp their place.

So Honour duc to Men of Age,

Whomn wife Experiettce maketh fage,
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And unto Men of Dignity,
As this fame I is now (d'ye fee)
Js much neglected.  Yet altho’
While I was young ‘twas nothing fo,
I'll do (d'ye fee) as others do,
And fuffer you to fpeak.

But hold !
Youngfters, methinks you're fomething bold.
If you opine, you're fit ta fly,
And fetch Difcretion from the Sky,
And Counfel wife; why then fay 1
Youwr callow Chins are certain proof,
Your Brains are fcarcely fledg'd enough.
Young Iearus came tumbling down,
And fo did flutt'ring Phacton,
You think your felves Neforian wife,
When you thruft on me your Advice;
But fince you do’t with fomne Refpect,
1'll count it but a mere Defe
That's incident to Youth, to be
Thus underftock’d with Modcfty,
And AII'd with Self-conceit (d'ye fec)
Which goces off as Expericnce
Cotnes on, and teacheth {ounder Senfe.

3
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But to th’ Requeft. Young dMen, I fee
Its Matter and Form perfpicuoudly,
Its firlt two Principles; but yet,
It wants the third to be conipleat,
And that’s Privation: So I give
Determination negative,
For many Reafons I cou'd fhew,
Had 1 but eifure fo to do.
For, as one well exprefleth it,
My osium non [uppetit,

But mind, Aufcult with open Ears:
I'll thred up fome Panticulars,
As to your fad Complzint, I muft,
And will acknowledge, "tiv bat juft,
The matter of Fa& indecd is true;
And here (d'ye fee) 1 clofe with you.
In fhort (I love to be but brief)
1 pofitively do beiieve,
The Miller is an errant Thief.
Bur as to th’ Means that you propofe
Peor Remedy, I cannot clofe;
Nor (young Men} can 1 be inclin'd,
‘To be direétly of your Mind,

Fo:
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For weighty Reafons Ifhall tell,

Obferve (d'ye fee) and heed “em well.
And firlt, the Honour, and Dignity

Of Cambridge Univerfity

Will fuffer Prejudice, I fear,

If once the feoffing World thou'd hear,

Qur Scholars are employ'd fo ill,

At to be fent with Grifts to Mill.

Befides the Meanne(s of it too,

It will be reprefented fo,

As if we Cantabrigians took

More care for th' Butt'ry, than our Book.
But fecondly (d'ye fee) 1 fay,

Were this Objection wafh'd away,

"T'is probable, the Care and Pain

You undertake will prove in vain.

For Sympkin is a cunning Thief;

And therefore truly, I believe,

Tho' you look on, yet he'll commaznd,

Unfeen by you, his flight of Hand:

And fo when you are gone from's Houfe,

He'll render you ridiculous ;

And
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And fay mere Scholars are mere Fools ;

And fo our famous learned Schools

Breed only Woodcocks up and Owls.
But laftly, for I'll fay no more,

'Caufe I have urg'd enough before,

This Argument is not ad rem

So much as 'tis ad hominem ;

For to your proper felves it is chief,

I’'m horribly afraid of Mifchief.

Sym's ftout as Hercules in a Duel;

And as Mezantius, bloody cruel.

Now if he find you watch fo well,

And cramp him that he cannot fteal :

Or if you catch kim in the Fa&,

He'll certainly have no refpect

Unto your Gowns; but flrait fall foul

Upon you both: And by my Soul,

(D'yefee, young Men) and by my troth,

1 fear it muth, he'lt flay you both.
Remember, Children, it was thus

With Nifus and Eurialus,

Two Head-frong Youths, as you may read,

I'th’ ninth (I think "tis) ZEneid,

Then
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Then when fome fad Antilochus

Brings News that x)) Naregxa®,

How fhall we moan, lament, and cry,

Alas! his finis Priami !

This Thought c'en makes my Heart to bleed,

And "twere a dreadful thing indeed ;

A dircful Tragedy, good Loxd,

As any Age cou'd c'er record.

And therefore be not rafh, but wife,

And follow temperate Advice.

Let this your odd Defign alone,

And truft to me; "us ten to one,

But I fhall find a lucky Day,

To trap the Thief another way.

And then (good young Men) I'il redrefs

Your Injuries and Grievances.

So now repair both to your Study;

Take Time, while rempus is but hodiv.

Thus ended good, old, grave Sir Noddy.
The titt'ring Younkers all the while,

Do what they cou'd, were like to fmile

In's very Tecth, young Rogues, to fes

Grave Warden's quaint Dehivery ;

For
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For Hand, and Foot, and Head, and Face,
All mov'd at ev'ry emphatick Place.
To Eycs and Ears, he feem'd to fpeak;
His Body was all Rhetorick.

An Apenc'er looks fo like an Ape,
As when he wears a Doéor’s Cap.
Tho' many 2 Notion did remain
Stor'd up i'th’ Archives of his Brain ;
Yet they lay all fo quiet there,
That of themfelves they would not flir.
And fo to make 'em budge, he did
At ev'ry Period jerk his Head.
They faw he play'd old Coxcomb gravely,
And fpouted learned Nonfenfe bravely.
And when he told his Tale of Tub,
And how the Times were Grounds and Grub,
With preaching Looks, and pos'tive Face,
As tho't had been Don Secrates ;
Their Lungs recoil'd, and ¢'cn betray'd
Their merry Senfe of what he faid.

But when arifing by and by,
To dirc cothurnate Tragedy;
Where Homer, Virgil, Greece and Trey,
Al fagotted together lay

In
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In complex Thought, and made old Owl
Look like a Dog at coftive Stool,

With Shoulders up to's Ears, a ftriving;
And Knecs half bent, a ftraining ; giving
His Verjuice Face pathetick fqueez,
Which made the Water ftand in's Eyes
They e'en laugh'd out; with much ado
Refrain'd, it took their Fancy fo.

When he gave o'er his Eloquence,
They with profoundeft Reverence
Attack again ; and thus addrefs.

%. We feem too bold, Sir, we confefs;
But, gracious Sir, when Necds do call,
Good Manners are difpens'd withal.

A, We humbly know we are but Sizers,
And don't pretend to be Advifers ;
Efpecially to one fo wifc,

He cannot nced our poor Advice:

“But only, Sir, becaufe we find

Your better Thoughts take up your Mind
From fuch like mere corporeal Carcs,
We're bold to be Remembrancers.

This neither fhould we dare to be,
Were't not for pure Neceffity.

D 4. For,



38 The Miller of Trompington.

. For, Sir, ‘twere hard, ’twere hard indced,
Might we not pray for daily Bread.
Our croaking Bowels, Sir, we find
Are fill'd with nothing clfe but Wind :
"That Wind's their Voice; and oh! they cry,
Poor Celon's hungry and a dry.
Qur Guts have Speech, yet have no Lungs;
And tell their Needs, yet have no Tongues,
And 'tis to you, Sir, they petition :
Oh! put on Bowels of Compaflion,
According to your wonted fathion.
A. Now, with Submiffion and Refped,
As to the things you pleafet’ obje& ;
We know our felves, and can't believe
That famous Cambridge can reccive
Difgrace from what we Sizers do:
Qur Station is fo very low,
We're little better than Bed-makers ¢
Mean Folk may be mean Undertakers.
F. As to the Miller's cunning, Sir,
We'll make him prove a filly Cur,
And were the Rafcal ne’er fo wife ;
He has but Two, but we Four Eyes.

A. You
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A. You fay he's ftout; what tho’ he be 2
Look, we have Limbs as well as he.
Altho’ he doth a huffing keep :
We value not his Boobyfhip,
Nor fear what he can do unto us:
Ne Herc'les quideis contra duos,

. Then gracious Sir, regard our Woe, 2
For th' good o'th’ Callege let us go,
And sym’s Confufion ; good Sir, do. S

The Warden fomething fatisfy'd,
And almoft tired out belide,
With fo much Importunity,
And melted down with Flattery;
At length gave way they might repair,
Next Morn, according to defire,
‘To th' Houfe of Wheels ; which feem’d to look
Much like a2 monftrous wooden Clock.
But here a mighty diff ‘rence lay:
Clocks tell how much Time fteals away «
But when the Miller pilfers Meal,
Mills clack indeed, but never tell.

D2 CANTO
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CANTO 1L

The ARGUMENT.

This Canto fings juft touching Ball Horfe
Long Converfation of the Scholars.

But *caufe the Story does not need ity
The Reader is nor bound to read it.

OHN one was called, £len t'other;
And both were born and bred at Szrother,

A Town far North; I know not where.

Next Morn they fitted up their Gear,
Flung off their Gowns, and put on Swords
And Bucklers, like two Spanifi Lords
And (cedans armis toga) {wagger'd;
And loaded BaZ until he ftagger'd,
‘The Warden's ftone Horfe, lufty Bali,
So Horfe and Men equipped all,
Lo! out they troop'd, and fo began
Their March, with little Caravan.

Like loaders to a Mill they walk'd,
But yet like Scholars thus they +alk'd;

And
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And being merry pleafant Rogues,
Had thefe enfuing Dialogues.
. Methinks our Warden's like the Devil,
But pleafe him and he's wond'rous civil,
A. When any Perfon doth cxa&t
A deal of worfhipful Refped,
I ftrait retire in Thought to know
What claim of Merit he can fhew:
And if he's worthlefs ; tho' his Station
Demand of me Subordination ;
Yet all the while I muft abhor,
And fcorn the Fool I'm forc'd t'adore,
J. When Chaos liquid hodge-podge was,
Each piece of Marter took its place,
And fettled low, or mounted high
According to the jult degree
Of its intrinfick Gravity.
Oh'! had grave Warden there been found,
His leaden Pate had twank'd him round;
And fhew’d a mighty merry fight,
His Head i'th’ Mud, his Heels upright,
A. I'th’ order of things that live berween
An Oyfter and a Seraphin,,

D
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Nature has made his place to fall
Amongft the good for nothing at all,
. I'th’ living Library of Men,
If you wou'd rightly put him in,
His duc and proper Rank and Place is
I'th’ loweft Shelf o'th’ loweft Claflis.

A. When Nature turn'd the Difh of's Skull,
Inftead of Brains, fhe dipp'd it full,

Out of his Grandmother's Clofe-ftool.

%. Yet time and time I've heard it faid,
When th' Midwife brought his Mother a-bed
She quite forgot to clap on’s Head.

A. Our haughty, trifling Tutor and he
May very weil keep Company.

§. They weigh fo like, add but a Chip,
*Twill make that end o'th’ balance dip,

A. You lately made his Choler rife,

And now you fpeak with prejudice =

For as he Le@ur'd he perceiv'd

That what he preach’d you fcarce believ'ad:
And fo he box'd you: Reafon's clear,
Faith fhould be driven thro’ the Ear.

F. A wife Man ventures not Difcretion
So weakly as to be in Pa{fion,
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A. A wife Man He! Diftinétion fave us!
Of Sapicntum he's Ottavus,

5. His Leéures arc an even piece
Of Nonfenfe mixt with Sotti(hnefs,
O'er-charg'd with Speeches long and dry,
And tedious fage Tautology.

A. That like fome Sermons, more behalf
Incline a Man to fleep than laugh.

$. How ftrangely in him there accords
An Ebb of Senfe, and Tiide of Words!

A. So {fmall's his Wit, and jumbl'd fo
With Trath, it may be liken'd to
A Grain of Gold in Tuns of Dung,
Which thou fhalt look for very long
Before thou find; and when thou doft,
*Twill prove not worth the fearch it coft.

. Wit has he none ; but reads to get
A thoufand ends and thrums of Wit.

4. 0dd fcraps and fhreds ; Apollo blefs us?
Sure "tis a Rag-man of Parzaffus.

F. Yet he pretends how inf'nitely
He's raptur'd with good Poetry.

4. And is (poor Bard) not Ballad high.

43
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. The Devil fcow™r his Roads, and draw
A brace of Hedg-hogs thro™ his Maw.
A. And then a Journey thro” him take,
Booted and fpur'd, with Sithe at’s Back.
&. Let's Body in Spicy Jakes and Gummy
Embalming lye to make a Mummy,
To give with wound Drinks, when the Elves
Have fought and bang'd and bruis’d themfelves.
A. Infernal Stink-pot ftop up clofe
His Spirit and Soul, to hold to th’ Nofe g
Of Satan's Wife when vaporous.
. Pox take him ! he's not worth a Curfe:
We can’t find out a Subje& worfe.
Yl ftart another : let it be
The Clink and Blank of Poetry.
A. The Clink of Syllables call'd Rymes,
Brought in ith’ barb’rous Runick timnes,
‘To fober Criticks feems to be
A paultry part of Poetry,
Becoming Monkifh dull Divines,
Who traded much in Zeonines,
3. Altho’ to fpoil 1 thould be forsy,
An undergraduate Antigquary,

Yet
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Yet I'll produce 2 Line or two g

Of Leonines in Citero,
Before the Monks long time ago.
Calum mitefeere 5 Arbores frondefeere;
Vites latifeere, Pampinis pubefcere ;
Rami baccarum wbertate incurvafeere,
Tufc. Quaft, Lib. 1.
4. Antique, or Novel, matters not :
But it confines and hampers Though,
And brings in Trifling : thererore I
Wou'd fling it out of Poetry;
Excepting fuch, whofe main intent
Is mere Burlefque and Merriment.
3. If any Perfon fhould engage
Himfelf alone t’ oppofe the Age ;
And moft dire&y run his Face
Againft the ufage of the Place ;
Depend upon't, he will but harm
Himfelf, unlefs good Reafon arm
And guard bim § therefore let us fee
How thoul't Explain and Amplifie.
A. When lab’ring Thought is working up
A noble Gragdeur, then to fiop

Ta
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