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The MILLER of TROMPINGTON.
A TALE

T Trempingtons not far from Cambridge
ftood
Acrofs a pleafant ftream, a bridge of wood ;
Near it a mill, in low and plathy ground ;
Where corn from all the ncighb’ring parts was
ground.

The fturdy Miller,with his powder'd locks,
Proud as a peacock, fubtile as a fox,
Could pipe, and fith, and wreftle, throw a net,
Turndrinking cups, and teach young dogs to fet 3
Brawny, big- bon’d, ftrong made was cv'ry limb,
But few durft venture to contend with him.
A dagger hanging at his belt he had,
Made of anancient fword’s well temper'd blade;
He wore a Sheffield whittle in his hofe;
Broad was his face, and very flat his nofe ;
Bald as an ape behind was this man’s crown ;
No one could better beat a market down :
But Millers will be thieves ; he us'd to fteal,
Slyly and artfully, much corn and meal.

This Miller’s wife came of a better race,
The Parfon’s daughter of the town fhe was :
Her portion {mall, her education high,

She had her breeding in a nunnery,
H 2 ¢ Who-
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¢ Whoc'cr he marry'd (Simkia boldly faid)

¢ Should be a maid well-born, and nicely bred.
Yon'd laugh to fee him in his beft array,
Strutting before her on a holy day.

3{ any boldly durft accoft his wifc,

He drew his dagger, or his Sheffield knife.
>T'is dang'rous to provoke a jealous fool;
She manag’d cunningly her ftubborn tool.
T'o all beneath her, infolently high;

Walk'd like a duck, and chatter'd like a pye:
Proud of her breeding, froward, full of fcorn,
As if fhe were of noble parents born ;
‘With other virtues of the fame degree,

All learn'd in that choice fchool, the Nianery,

Their daughter was juft twenty, coarfe and

bold;
A boy teo in a cradle, fix months old.
Thick, thort, an:d brawny, this plump damfel was,
Her nofe was flat, her eyes were grey as glafs 5
Her haunches broad, with breafts up to her chin ;
Fair was her hair, but tawny was her fkin.

A mighty trade this lufty Miller drove,
Ajifor convenicnce came, not one for love,
Much grift from Cambridze to his lot did- fall,
Aad all the corn they us'd at Scholar's-hall.
‘Their Manciple fell dangeroufly ill 5
Bread muft be had, their grift went to the mill:
"Uhis Siméia moderately ftole before,

‘Their fleward fick, he robb'd them ten times
more,

Their
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Their bread fell fhort ; the /Zarden ftorm’d, with
fkill
Examined thofc who brought it from the mill.
The Miller to a {triét account they call:
He impudently fwears he gave them all.
Two poor young fcholars, hungry, much
diftrefs’d,
(Who thought themfelves more wife than all
the reft)
Intreat the 7Pardeny the next corn he fent,
T'o trult it to their prudent management :
Both would attend him with fuch care and art,
Defy him then to fteal the fmalleft part.
At lalt the /Parden grants what they defire;
All is got ready as thefetwo require.
Rold men, tho’ difappointed, ne’er are fham’d ;
One was call'd Allen, t'other Fobn was nam’d,
Both Northerp men, both in one town were
born,
They mount, and lead the horfe that bears the
caorn.
¢ Be carclul, Allen cries, and do not ftray.’
¢ Fear nothing, he replies, I know the way.”
‘T'hus they jog on, and on the road contrive
T'o catch the thief; ’till at the mill they ’rive.
‘¢ Ho, Sim, faysFohn,what ho, the Miller there,
¢ Who calls ? fays Simkin, tell me who you are.
“ How farcs your comely daughter and your
¢ wife 7
¢ What, Fohx and Allen 2 welcome by my life ;
H 3 The
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The Miller faid, ¢ What wind has brought you
hither

¢ That which makes old wives trudge, brought
¢ us together,

¢ Who keeps no man, muft hisown fervant be;

¢ Qur Manciple is very fick, and we

¢ Are with the corn from our good #ardcn come,

¢ To fee it ground, and bring it fafely home :

¢ Difpatch it, §im, with all the hafte you may,”

¢ It fhall be done (he fays) without delay.

* What will you do whilc I have this in hand ?*

Says Fobn, ¢ Juft at the hopper will I ftand,

¢ (In my whole life I never faw grift ground,)

¢ And mark the clack how juftly it will found.”

¢ Ah! Chum Jebn, cries Allen, will you fo ?
t Then wiil T watch how it fteals out below.’
Sim, at their plot malicicufly did Imile ;

None could, they thought, fuch learncd clerks
beguile.

He meant to caft a mift before their eye,

In fpite of all their fine philofophy ;

Neither thould find where he convey’d the meal ;

The narrower they-watch’d, the more he'd fteal.

Thefe {cholars for their flour thall have the bran ;

The learned'(t clerk is not the wifeft man.

Then out he fteals, and finds, where, by the
head,

Their horfe hung faften’d underneath a fhed ;

He flips the bridle o’er his neck; the fteed

Makes to the fens, where mares and fillies feed.
Unmifs'd



e MiLLER of TROMPINGTON. 151

Unmifs’d comes Sim, finds Fohn fix'd at his poft,
And Allen diligent, no meal was loft :
¢« Now do me juftice, friends, he fays, you can
¢ Convince your /Zarden I’m an honeft man.’
Now the great work is done the cornis ground,
The grift is facked, and every fack well bound:
“Fobn runs to fetch the horfe; aloud he cries,
¢ Come hither Allen 3" Allen to him flics.
® O friecnd, we are undone!”---¢ What mean
¢ you, Fobn?
¢ Look there’s the Bridle, but our Horfe is gone !”
“ Gone! whither? fays he.—¢ Nay, Heav'n
¢ knows, not ["—
Out bolts Sim’s wife, and (with a ready lye)
She cries, *“Ifaw him tofs his head, and play,
¢ Then flip the loofen'd rcins, and trot away,”
¢ Which way? they both demand -«- ¢ With
¢ wanton bounds,
¢ I faw him fcamp’ring tow’rd yon fenny grounds.
¢« Wild mares and coltsin thofe low marfhes feed.””
Away the fcholars run with utmoft fpeed,
Forget their former cautious hufbandry ;
Their fack does at the Miller's mercy lie,
He half a bufhel of their flour does take,
Then bids his wife fecure it in a cake.
¢ I'll fend thefe empty boys again to fchool,
¢ To plot and ftudy who’s the greater fool :
¢ Look where the learned blockheads make their
¢ way,
¢ Letus be merry, while thofe children play.’
Hg4 Thele
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Thefe filly fcholars ran from place to place;
Now here, now there, uncqual was the chace,
They call him by his name, whifilleand cry,
Ho Bail ! but Ball is pleas'd with liberty.

At night intoa narrow place they brought him,

Drove him intoaditch, and there they caught him,
Weary and wet, as cattle in the rain,

Allen, and fimple Fsbn, come back again.

*¢ Alas ! crics fobu, wou’d I had ne’er been born !

¢ When we return, we fhall be Jaugh'd to fcorn.

“« Call'd by the Fellsws, and our /¥ arden, fools ;

« Qur grift is ftolen, and we the Miller’s tools.”

Thus iz complains :  Allez without remorfe,

Gocs to the barn, and in he turns his horfc.

Both cold and hungry, wetand daub’d with mire ;

‘Uhey find the Miller fitting at his fire.

¢« We can’t return, they fay, before “tis light,

** Sa beg for lodging in your mill to-night.”

Sinmin repliesy ¢ Welcome with all my heart,
« Tl find you out the mo®t convenicnt part.
¢ My houfe is ftraight, butycuare learned men 5
* You can by dint of argument maintain,
¢« That twenty yards 2 mile in breadth comprife:
¢ Now fhow your art, and make 2 Miller wife.?
« You're merry, friend; but wet and clammy

¢ carth,
« Hunger and cold, provoke few men tomirth.
s¢ A man complies with neccflary things,
« Content with what he finds, or what he Priilgs.
“"Tis
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¢ 3Tis meat and drink we carncftly defire s
¢« To warm and dry us with 2 better fire.
¢ ook, we have coin to pay what you demand,
‘¢ We ne'er catch falcons with an empty hand.

Sim fends his daughter to a neighb'’ring houfe,
For good ftrong-ale, and roafls a well fed goofe.
Tho’ homely was his room, it was not {mall ;
They had no other, it muft ferve them all.
‘The daughter makes for thefe two youths a bed,
Lays onclean fhects, with blankets fairly fpread.
Thwelve foot beyond, in the remoteft place,
There ftood another for their daughter Grace.
"T'he fupper does with {prightly mirth abound,
Each has his jeft, the nappy alc goes round ;
Nor the fquabdaughter, nor the wife were nice,
Each health the youths began, Sim pledg'd it

tiwice.
The heady liquor ftupiiies their care,
But midnight paft, they 2ll to reft repair.
T'he Miller yawn'd, his eyes began to cloi=;
The wife got Sim to bed, he had his dofe.
She follow'd kim; but the was gay and light,
Her whiftle had been werted too thae night;
She plac’'d the child in cradic by her fide,
To give it fuck, or rock it if it cry'd.
"The daughter toa, when once the ale was gone,
Retir'd to bed; (o 4llen did, and Fobz,
Sleep on the moft did inflantly prevail ;
The Miller's lufty dufe of potent 2iz
s dade
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Made him like any ftone-horfe fnort and fnore,
The treble was behind, the bafe before :
The wife’s horfe-tenor vacant parts did fill,
"Thedaughter bore her part withwond’rousfkill, %
They might be heard a furlong from the mill.
When this melodious confort firft began,
Young Allen tumbling, puthes his friend Fobn :
< It is impoffible to flcep, he fays,
¢ I'll up and dance, while this choice mufic plays.
He cries, * Whatmeans my biother?”--4llen faid,
¢ I mean to fteal into the daughter’s bed.
¢ *T'is faid, the man who in one point is gricv'd,
¢ Ought in another point to be reliev’d.
¢ Qur cornis ftol'n, and we like fools arc caught 5
¢« The daughter fhall repay the father’s fault.
« O Allen, he replies, think while you can,
* ¢ Fore heav’n the Miller is a dang’rous man!
¢¢ Should he difcover you, I would be loth
¢ The thief fhould wreak his vengeance on us
both.”
¢ I fear him not, fays Allen, I am young ;
¢ Tho’ he’s well fet, my finews are as ftrong.
Then up he gets ; now friend good luck (he faid)
The daughter’s trumpet led him to her bed ;
Half ftupify’d with ale, fhe fprawling lay ;
He foftly creeping in, foon hit his way ;
Soon put all knotty queftions out of doubt,
Stopping her mouth, prevented crying out.
Johngrumblinglay, while Allen’s place was void-
¢ Am I then idle, while my friend’s employ’d ?
¢ He
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¢ He can revenge himfelf for all his harms,

¢ He has the Miller’s daughter in his arms,

¢« Whilel[ lic fpiritlefs, benumb’d and cold ;

¢ I fhall be jear'd to death, when thisis told;

““ They nothing can perform, who ne’er begin 3

 Faint heart they fay, did nc'er fair lady winJ’
Then up he rofe, and foftly groping round,

He found the cradle ftanding on the ground,

Clofe by the Miller’s bed ; this unefpy'd

He took, and fet it by his own bed-fide.

The Miller's wife had now more grifts to grind,

(Some mills by water move, and fome by wind)

The proper utenfil not plac’d at hand,

She rofe, by pure neceffity conftrain’d.

T'he grand affair difpatch’d, and feeling round

Her hufband’s bed, no cradle could be found.

« Where am I? Benedicite! fhe faid,

< This is undoubtedly the fcholar’s bed.”

Then turning t'other way, her hand did light

Full on the cradle.—Now, the cry’d, F'm rigit.

Lifting the clothes, into the bed fhe leap’d,

And clofe to Fobn full harmlefly fhe crept:

In a fhort time he takes her in his arms,

And kindly treats her with unufual charms.

She thought (ftrange fancies working in her

mind)

Some Saint had made her hufband over-kind.

Propitious fiars this fortunc did beftow

On both, till the third cock began to crow.

H6 Now
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Now Ailen fancy’d light would foon appear,
He kifs'd the wench, and faid, ¢ My Grace, my
dear!
¢ Thou kindeft of thy fex, the day comes on,
< And we muft part—* Alas, will you be gonc,
¢ She faid, and lcave poor harmlefs me alone i’
< If I ftay longer, we are both undone ;
¢ For fhould your father wake, and find me here,
« What will become of me and you, my dear '
« That dreadful thought (fhe cries) diftraéls
“ my heart,
«* Too foon you won me, and too foon we part.”
Thea clinging round his neck, with wecping
eyes,
She fays, ** Remember me ! Allen replics,
« T'll quickly find occafion to return ;
< You fhall not long for Aller’s abfence mourn.’
¢« Fareweil, fhe cries! But, dearefft, onc word
‘“ more ;
«« You'll find upon a fack behind the door
¢ A cake, and under it a bag of mexl ;
¢t The flour my father and myfelf did fieal
« Qut of your fack; but take it, 'tis your own;
«« Be careful, love—not a word more, be gone.”
Now Allen foftly feeling for his bed,
By chance his hand laid on the cradle-heac.
And fhrinking from it, {aid. with no fmall fear,
« That rogue the Miller 2nd his wife lie there.
Turning. he finds S7a's palate, in he crept;
« i'm right; hefays, dull Jobn all night has flepz.
Then
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Then fhaking him, ‘Wake,Swincherd, Allen cries,

¢ I've joyful news,=* What ?” grumbling Sim
replics.

¢ Tam the luckicft rogue—by this a0 Light,

¢ [ have had full employment all the night :

¢ The daughter kindly paid her father's fcore,

¢ All night [ have embrac'd her,'=¢ O the
“ whore !

“ O thou falfe traytor, Clerk ! thou haft defil'd

** Qur honcft family, deflow'r'd our child !

¢ Thylifefhall anfiwerit."--With that he caught

At Allen's throat : Young Allen ftoutly fought,

Both give and take, returning blows with blows;

But Allen ftruck the Miller on the nofe

With all his force ; out flics the ftreaming gore,

And down it runs : They tumble on the focr;

Then up they get, lab’ring withequal ftrife :

Sim ftumbling backwards quite acrofs his wife,

She, faft afleep, none of this fcuffie heard ;

Wak'd by his fall, and heartily afear’d :

“ Help, Haly Crofs of Brobalme ! (O] faint!)

“ Help my good Angel ! help my Patron Saint !

“ The Frend lies on me like a Joad of Jead !

¢ Remove this Dev’], this night-marc, or I'm
“dead!”

Then up &arts Fahn,and turns 'em from the wife,

Hunes for 2 cudgel to conclude the ftrife.

Up gets the Miller, Alicr grafps him clofe,

Both play at hard-head, ftruggling to get loofe.

-

OUL
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Out ftept the wife, well knowing where there
ftood,
In a by-corner, a tough picce of wood ;
On this fhe feiz'd, and by a glimm’ring light
Which enter’d at a chink, faw fomething white:
But by a foul miftake, *twas her ill hap
To take Sim's bald pate for the {cholar’s cap.
She lifts the ftaff, it fell on his bare crown,
Strong was the blow, fhe knock’d her hufband
down.
¢ O, Iam flain ! the Millerloudly cry’d ;
¢ Live to be hang'd thou thief,” Allen reply'd.
Away they go, firft take their meal and cake,
Then lay the grift upon their horfe’s back.
To Schalars- ball they march, for now "twas light,
Pleas’d with the ftrange adventures of the night.
The wife the fcholars curfes, binds Sim's head,

Then lifts him up, and lays him on the bed.
< O wife, fays he, our daughter is defil'd !
¢ That villain Allen has debauch’d our child !
¢« Miftaking me for Fobn, he told meall ;
< Ten thoufand furies plague that Scholars-ball.
¢ O falfe abufive knave ; (the wife reply’d)
« In ev’ry word the villain fpake, he ly’d.
«¢ JTwak'dand heard our harmlefs childcomplain,
¢ And rcfe to know the caufe, and cafe her pain.
¢« | found her torn with gripes,adram I brought,
¢ And made her take a comfortable draughts;
<t Then lay down by her,chaf’d her fwellingbreatt,
¢ And lull'd her in thefe very arms to reft.

<« All
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¢ All was contrivance, malice all, and fpite ;
¢ 1 have not parted from her all this night.”
Then is foe innocent 2 ¢ Ay, by my life,

¢ As pure and fpotlefs—as thy bofom wife.”
Pm fatisfydy {ays Sim. O that damn'd Hall !

Tl do the beft I can to flarve them all.

And thus the miller of his fear is eas’d,

The mother and the daughter both well-pleas'ds
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