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ICHOLAS aScholar ef Oxford, pra&ifeth
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Y Hirowm in Oxfard,an old Chauff did dwell,
VAVA A Carpenter by Trade, as Storics tell.

WA Who by his Craft had heap'd up many
(a hoard,

Aad furnifb'd Strangers both with Bed and Board.
B With
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With him a Scholar lodg'd, of flender means,
But notable for Scieaces and Senfe.

Yet, tho’ he took Degrees in Arts, his Mind
Was moftly to 4ffrology inclin'd.

A Lad in Divination skill'd and fhrewd,
Who by Interrogations could conclude,

If Men fhould ask him at what certain Hours

The droughty Barth would gape for cooling
(Show'rs,

When it fhould Rain, or Snow, what fhould befall
Of Fifty Things; I cannot reckon all.

This learned CZerk had got a mighty Fame
For Modefty, and Nicuoras his Name.
Subtle he was, well taught in Curip’s Trade,
But feem’d as Meek, and Bafhful as a Maid.

A Chamber in this Hoftelry he kepr,
Alone he ftudy’d, and alone he flept.

With
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With fweet and fragrant Herbs the Room was
( dreft

But He was ten times fweeter than the beft.

His Books of various fize, or great, or {mall,
His Augrim Stones to caft accounts withal ;

His Affrolabe and Almagif} ® aparr,

With Twenty more hard Names of cunning Art;
On feveral Shelves were couched nigh his Bed,
And the Prefs cover'd with a folding Red.

Above an Inftrument of Mufic lay,

On which fweet melody he us’d to play ;

So wond’rous {fweet, that all the Chamber rung,
And Angetus ad Virginem -+ he fung,

Then would he Chaunt in good King Davips
(Note,

Full often bleffed was his merry Throat.

* The Name of a2 Book of A/}ronomy, written by Peolemy.
4+ The Angels Salutation to the Vir’gin Mary. .

B 2 And
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And thus the Clerk in Books and Mufic fpent

His Time, and Exhibitions yearly rent.

This Carpenter had a new married Wife,
Lov'd as his Eyes, and dearer than his Life.
The buxom Lafs had twice Nine Summers feen,
And her brisk Blood ran highin ey’ry vein.
"The Dotard, jealous of fo ripe an Age,
Watchd her, and lock'd her, like a Bird in Cage.
For fhe was Wild, and in her lovely Prime;
But He poor Man! walk’d down the Fll of Time.
He knew the Temper of a Youthful Spoufe,
And oft was {een to rub his aking Brows,
He knew his own wesak fide, and dreamt in Bed
She had, or would, be planting on his Head.
He knew not CaTo, forhis Wit was rude;
That Men fhould Wed with their fimilitude.
Like fhould with Like in Love and Years ingage,

For Touth can never be a Rhyme to Age.
Hence



The Miller’s TALE. 5

Hence Jealbufies treate a Nuptial War,

And the warm Seafons wish the frigid Jar.

But when the Trap’s ance down, he muft endure
His Fate, and Patsience ss the only Cure,

Perbaps his Father and 2 hundred more

Of honeft Chriftians, were thus fery’d before:
Fair was his charming Cenfort, and withall
Slender her Wafte, and like a Wesfel’s {mall,

She had a Girdle barred all with Silk,

And a clean Apron, white as Morrow Milk,
‘White was her Smock, embroider’d all before
Which on her Loins in many Plaits {he wore.
Broad was her filken Fillet, fet full high,

And oft fhe twinkled with 2 Liquorifh kphe

Her Brows were arched like 2 beaded Bow,

Like Marble fmoogh, and blacker thana 8/ce, g
She fofter far than Wool, or fleecy Snow.

Were



& The Miller’s TALE.

‘Were you to fearch the Univerfal round,

So gay 2 Wench was never to be found.
With greater brightnefs did her Colour fhine,
Than a new Noble of the frefheft Coin.

Shrill was her Song, and loud her piercing Note,
No Swallow on a Barn had fuch a Throat.

"To this fhe skipp'd and caper’d, like a Lewb,
OrKjd, or Calf, when they purfue their Dam.
Sweet as Metheglin was her Honey Lip,

Or hoard of 4pples which in Hay are keps.
Wincing fhe was, as isa jolly Col#,

Long as a Maft, and upright asa Bolt:

Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe,

She wawr a Primrofe, and a Pigfnye too.

And fitto lig by any Chriftian’s fide,

Or a Lord’s Miftrefs, ora Yeoman’s Bride.

Now,
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Now, Sir, what think you, how the Cafe befell ?
This Nicuovras, (for Ithe Truth will tell;)
Was a mere Wag, and on a certain Day,
‘When the Good Man, the Husband, wasaway,
Began to fport and wanton with his Dame,
(For Clerks are {ly, and very full of Game)
And privily he caught her by That fame.
My Lemman * Dear (quoth he) I'm all on fire,
And perifh, if you grant not my defire.
He clafpt her round, and held her faft, and cry’d
O let me, let me— never be deny’d.
At this fhe wreath’d her Head and fprung aloof,
Like a young frisking Cols, whofe tender hoof
Ne're felt the Farrier’s hand, and never knew
The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe.

* Miftrefs,
Fye
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Fye Nicuovras, away your hands, quoth fhe,
s this your breeding, and Civility ?

Foh! Idle Sot! what means th’ unmanner'd
(Clown

To teize me thus, and tofs meupand dowa ?
I vow I’ll tell, and bawl it o’er the Town.
You're rude, and will you not be anfwer'd, No?

I'will not kifs you--prithee, let me go.

Here Nicuovras, a young, defigning Knave
Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave.
o fair he fpoke, and importun’d fo faft,
This feeming modeft Spoufe confents at laft.
By Good 8t. TuomAs * fwore, her ufual Oath,
That {he would meet his Love-- tho® mighty loath.
¢ If you, faid fhe, convenient Icifure wait ;
¢( You know my Husbaml has a jealous Pate.

¥ 5y, Thomas Becket,
L |
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¢ I will requite you; for if once the Beaft
¢ Should chance tofind usout, andf{mell the Jeft,

¢ I muft be a Dead Woman at the leaft.

Let that, quoth Nicuoras, ne’re vex your head
He muft be a meer learned AfS indeed,
And very foolifhly befets his Wile,
‘Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile.
And thus they were accorded, thus they fwore
To wait the Time, as [ have faid before,
And now, when Nicroras had wore away
The pleafant time, in harmlefs Amorous play.
To his melodious Pfaltery he flew,
Play'd Tunes of Love,by which his Paffion grew,
Then printed on her Lips a dear Adiex,
It happen'd thus, I cannot rightly tell,
¥ it on Eaffer or on Whitfon fell ;
That on a Holyday, this modelt Dame
To Church, with other honeft Neighbours came.

C In
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Ina good Fit to hear the Parfon preach
What the Divine Apoftles us'd to teach.
Bright was her Forehead, and no Summer’s Day,

Shone half{o clear, fo tempting, and fo gay.

Now to this Parifh did a C/erk belong,
Who many a time had rais’d a Holy Song.
His Name was AssaLoN, a filly Man,
‘Who curl'd hisHair, which ftrutted like a Faa.
Andtrom his jolly, pert, and empty head
In Golden Ringlets on his Shoulders fpread.
His face was Red, hisEyes as Grey as Gogfe,
With St. Paurs windows figur’d on his Shoes.
Full properly he walk’d in Scarlet Hofe,
But light, and Silver colour’d were his Cloths, g
And Surplice white as bloffoms on the Rofe. )
Thick Poynts and Taffelsdid the. Coxcomb pleafe,
And fetouflly they dangled on his knees.

He
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He could let 8lood,and thave your Beard or Head,
But a mere Barber Surgeon by his Trade.

Nay, hecould Write and Read, and that is more,
Than Twenty Parith Clerks could do before,
Nay,he could write a Bond,and leacnt from France,
In Thirty motions how to Trip, and Dance.
Could frisk and tofs his twirling Legs in Air,
Nice were his Feet, and trod it to a Hair,

Songs would he Play, and not to hide his Wit
Would {queak a Treble to his fquawling K¢ ;

His Drefs was finical, his Mulic queer,

And pleas'd a Taplter’s Eyes or Drawer’s Ear.
No Tavern, Brew-houfe, Ale houfe in the Town
‘Was to the gentle AssALoN unknown :

But he was very careful of his Wind,

And never let it fally out behind 3

To give the Dsvil his due, he had an Art

By civil Speech to win a Lady’s Heart.

C - This
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This Assaron, fo jolly, {pruce and gay,
Went with the Cenfer on the Sabbath Day.
He {wung the Incenfe Pot with Comly Grace,
But chiefly would he Fume a Pretty Face.
His wanton Eye, which every where he caft,
Dwelt on the Carpenter’s fine Dame at laft.

So fweet and proper was his lovely Wife
That he could freely gaze away his Life.
Were he a Car, this pretty Moafe would feel
"Toa foon his Talons, a delicious Meal.

And now had Curip fhot a piercing Dart,
As wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart.
No offering of the handfdm Wives he took,
He wanted nothing but a fmiling look,
The Parifh Fees refus’d, and faid, the Light
Of the fair Moon fhines brighteft in the Night.

Soon



The Miller’s TALE. 13

Soon as the Cosk had bid the Morning rife,

The fmitten Lover to his Fidd/e flies.

A hideous Noife his fqueaking Trillos make

And all the drowfy Neighbourhood awake,

Atthe lov'd Houfe fame Amorous Tunes he play'd,

And thus with gentle Voiee he {ung, or faid.

Now, desr Lady, if thy Wil ba,

I pray you that you will pity me.

And Twenty fuch complaining Notes he fuog,

Alike the Mufic of his K, and Tongue.

At this the ftaring Capanter awoke,

And thus his Wife, fair Acison, befpake.

Art Theu afleep, or art Thou deaf, my Dear

And cannot AssALoN at window hear ?

How with his Serenade he charms us all,

Chanting melodioufly beneath our Wall 2

Yes, yes, I hear him, Avisox reply’d,

Toowell, God wot 5 and then fhe turn'd afide,
Thus
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Thus went Affairs, till Assarox alafs!

‘Was a loft Creature, a mere whining 4/

All Night he wakes, and fighs, and wears away
On his broad Locks and Drefs, the live-long Day,
To fuch a height his coating fondanefs grew

To kifs the ground, and wipe her very Shoe.
Where're fhe went, be like a Slave purfu'd

With fpiced Ale, and fweet Metheglin woo'd.
All Daintles he could rap and rend, he got,

And fent her Tarss and Cuftards piping hot.

He fpar’d no Coff for an expenfive Treat,

Of Mead and. Cyder, and all forts of Meat.
Thrabbing he fings with his lamentimg Throat,
And rivals Philomels’s mournful Note.

With Rigour fome, and fome with gentle Arts
Have found a paffage to Young Ladies Hearts:
Some Wealth has won, and fomehave had the Lot
To fall inamour’d of a Treating Sot.

Somes
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Sometimes he Scaramouched it on high
And Harlequin’d it with Activity.
Betrays the lightnefs of his Empty Head,
And how he could cut Capers in a Bed.
But neither this nor that the Damfel move,
For Nicuovras has {fwept the Stakes of Love.
The Parifb Clerk has nothing met but Scorn,
And may go Fiddle now, or blow his Horn.
Thus gentle Assaron is made her Ape,
And all his Paffion turn'd into a Jape
For NicHorAs is always in her Eye:
True, fays the Proverb, that the Nigh are S)y.
A diftant Love may difappointment find,
For out of Sight is ever out of Mind.
"The Scholar was at hand, as I have told,
And gave the Parith Clerk the Dog o ho/d.

Now
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Now Nicuoras thy craft and cunning try,

That AssaLoN may De Profundis cry.

Now when this Carpenter was call’d away
To Work at Ofne, on a certain day ;
The fubtle Scholar, and his wanton Spoufe
Were decently contriving for his Brows:
Agreed, that Nicrnoras thould fhape a wile,
Her addle-pated Husband to beguile,
And, if fo be the game fucceeded right,
She then would fleep within his Arms all Nighe,
For both were in this one Defire concern’d,
Alike they Suffer'd, and alike they Burn’d.
Straita new Thought leapt crofs the Scholar’s head
Who at that inftant to his Chamber fled.
But to relieve his Thirft and Hunger bere
Of Meat.and Liquer a {ubftantial ftore,

And vi&ual’d it for one long Day or more.

ALcCE
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Acrck, thou'd your Husband ask for Us (quoth he)

Reply in fcorn, what’s Nicroras to me?

Am I his Keeper ? help ydur filly Head!
Perhaps the Man is Mad, alleep, or dead,

My Maid indeed has thump’d this hour or mere,
And knock'd, as if fhe'd thunder down the Door.
But He, a moaping Drone, no Anfwer gave,

Faft as a Charch, and filent as the Grave.

Thus did one Ssrurdsy entire confume,
Since Nicuaoras had lock'd him in his Room.
Nor was he Idle ; for no Lens he kept,

But cat, like other Men, and drank and flept,
Did what he lift, till the next Sun was new,
And went to reft, as common Mortals do.

This Carpenter was in a grievous pain
Left Nicroras fhould over work his Brain g
By Study lofe his Reafon or his Lifc ——
Well, by St. Taomas, I don’ likeit, Wife.

D The
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The World we live inis a ticklib place,

And {udden Death has often ftopt our Race.

I faw a Corpfe, as to the Church it paft,
And tlre poor Man at ‘work but Mozdsy lafd.
Run, Dick, quoth he, run fpeedily up Stairs,
Thumgp at the Door, and fec how ftand affairs.
Up firait he runs, likeany Tempeft flics,

And knocks, and bawls, and likea Madman cries.
Hoh! Mafter NicHoras, what meanryou thus
To {fleep all Night and Day, and frighten Us?
He might as well have whiftld to the Wind,
As from good NiczoLss an anfwer find.

At laft he {py’d a hole; full low, and deep,
Where ufually rhe Cat was wont to ereep;
Here was-difcover'd to his wondring fight,

The Scholar gazing with his Eyes upright,
As if intent upon the Stars and Moon :

And down runs He, to tell his Mafter {oon,

In
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In what array he {aw this Studious Man :
"The Carpenter to crofs himfelf began.

And cry’d, St. Fripeswitp, help us oneandall!
Little we know what fate fhall us befall.

This Man with his Aftronomy is got

Into fome Frenzy, and ftark Mad, God wot.
This comes of poring on his cunning Books,
Of his Moon-fnuffing, and Star-peeping Looks.
‘Why fhould a filly Earth-born Mortal pry

On Heav’n, and fearch the Secrets of the Sky ?
Well fare thofe Men, who no moreLearning need

Than what’s contain’d in the Lord’s Prayerand
(Creed,

Scholars fufficient, if they can but Read!
Thus far’d a Sage Philofopher * of Old,
‘Who walking out, as ’is in Story told

* Thales

D2 Was
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‘Was fo much with Aftronomy bewitch'd,
That his Star-gazing Clerk-fhip was beditch’d.
Il Luck attends the Man, who looks too higl,
And can a Star, but not a Marlpit fpy.

But, by St. Tromas, this fhall never pafs;
Too well I love this gentle NicuoLAs.

T’1l ferret him, unlefs the Devil’s in it,

From his brown fit of Study in a Minute.

Rosin, let’s try if that an Iron Pur
And your firong back can make this Scholar ftir.
Now Rosin was a Lad of brawn and bones,
And by the hafp heav’d up the Door at once,
‘Which in the Chamber fell with dreadful found,
As would a Man, like you or me, aftound.
But Nicroras, did nothing do but ftare;
And like a Statue gape upon the Air.

This
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This Carpenter was in a piteous fear,
Becaufe he did not, or he would not hear.
Thought fome deep Melancholy had impair’d
His Brain, and that of Mercy he defpair’d,
For which the Student in his Arms he took
With mightand main, and by the Shoulders thook.
Cry'd, Nicrpras,awake! what? nota Word?
Look down, defpair not-- think upon the Logrp !
Then the Night-Spell he mumbled to himfelf,
Blefs Thee from Fiends, and every wicked EIf!
Hecroft the Threfhold,where a Devil might creep,

And each fmall Hole, thro’ which an Imp might
(peep-
With folemn Pater Noffers bleft the Door,

And Ave Marys after and before.

At this the Clerk fent forth a heavy figh,

With Tears, and woful rone began to cry—

And [bakl this World be loft fo foon ? Ah! why?
What
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What do I hear? the Carpenter reply'd,
What fay'ft Thou, Nicrras ? fureThou art befide
Thy fclf: Serve Gop, as we poor Lab'rers do,
And then no harm, nor danger will enfue.
Ah! Friend, quoth NicHoLaAs, you little think
What Ican Tell ; but firft let’s bave fome Drink.
Then, my dear Hoft, Thou fhalt in private learn
Some certain things, which Thee and Me concern.
It fhall no Mortal but your felf avail ;
Then fetch a Winchefter of mighty Ale.
And now when both had drank an equal (hare,
Cries NicHoLas, fit down, and draw ycur Chair.
But firft, fweet Landlord, you muft take an Oath,
To no Man liviag to betray the “I'roth.
For, truft me, what I'm going to relate
Is Revelation, and as {ure as Fate.
And if yon tell, this Vengeance will enfue,
No Hare in March, will be fo Mad as You.

Nay,
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Nay, quoth mine Hoft, I am no Blab, not I,
Aad hang me, if you catch meina Lye.
I would not tell, tho’ ‘twere to fave my Life,
To Chick or Child, to Man, or Maid, or Wife.

Now; Jonn, quoth Nicuoras, I will not hide
What by my Art I have of late defcry’d ;
How, as { por’d upoa fair CYNTHIA'S Lighe,
Should fall, on Monday next, at Quarter Night,
A Rain, fo fudden and {0 long to boot,
That Noaws Flood was but a Spoonful to’t.
This World within the Compafs of an hour
Shall all be drown'd, fo hideous is the thower,
As will the Cattle, and Mankind devour.
Cries thea this filly. Man, Alas, my Wife'!
My bofom-comfort, and my betrer Life!
And muft She drown, and perifh with the reft ?

My ALisoN, the darling of my Breaft?
At
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At this well nigh he fwoon’d, o’erwhelm’'d with
( grief,

Fetch'd a deep figh, And is there no Relief;
No Remedy, he cry’d, no fuccour left ?

Are we alas! of every Hope bereft ?

No, by no means, quoth this defigning Clerk,
Be of good heart, and by Inftru&ion Work.
For if by Nicuoras you will be led,

And build no Caftles in your owa wild Head,
None {o fecure : for SoLomoN fays true,
Work all by Councel, and you camnot rae.

If you’l be govern'd, and be rul'd by me,

I'll andertake to fave Thy Wife and Thee.
By my own Artagainft the Flood prevail,
And make no ufe of either Maft or Sail.

Have you not heard, how, when the World was
( naught,

Noan by Heavenly Infpiration tavught —

(Ay
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(Ay, ay, quoth Joux, I'vein my Bible found

That onte upon a time the World was drown’d.)

Haft thou not heard how Noan was concern’d

For his dear Wife, and how his Bowels yearn'd.

Till he had built and furnifh'd out a Bark,

And lodg’d her with her Children in the Ark.

Now Expedition, is the Soul and Life

Of Bufinefs ; if you love your Seif or Wife,

Run, Fly---for in this Cafe it isa Crime

To loyter, or to lofe an Inch of Time.

For Arisox, your felf, and me provide

Three kneading Troughs, to Sail upon the Tide.

But take moft fpecial care, that they be large,

In which a Man may fwim, as in a Barge.

Let them be vittuall’d well, and fee you lay

Sufftcient ftores againft a rainy Day.

Enough to ferve You twenty hours, and more,

For then the Flood will fwage, and not before.
E But
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But one thing let me whifper in your Ear,

Let not thy fturdy Servant Rosix hear,

Nor bonny GiLLIAN know what I relate;

I muft not utter the Decrees of Fate.

Ask me not Reafons why I cannot fave

Your trufty Serving-Maid, and honeft Knave.
Suffice it thee; unlefs Thy Wits be mad,

To have as great a Grace, as Noau had,

Do you make hafte, and mind the grand Affair ;
To fave your Wife fhall be my proper care.

But when thefe kneading Tubs ar¢ ready made
‘Which may fecure us, when the Floods invade;
Sce, that you hang them in the roof full high,
That none our Providential Plot defcry.

And when Thou haft convey'd fufficient ftore
Of Meats and Drink, as I have faid before,
And put a fharpned Ax in every Boat,

To cut the Cord, and fct us all afloat

Then
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/
Then thro’ the Gab/e of the Houfe, which lies
Above the Stable, and the Garden fpies,
Break out a hole, {o very large and wide,

Thro® which our Tubs may Sail upon the Tide.

Then wilt thou fo much Mirth and Pleafuretake
In fwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake.
Then will T cry, Hoh! Avrison, and Jonn,

Be merry, for the Flood will pafs anon.

Then wilt Thou anf{wer, Mafter Nicroray,
Good morrow, for I fee it is broad Day.

Then fhall we reign, as Emperors for Life,

O'er all the World, like Noan, and his Wife.

But one thing T almoft forgot to tell

W hich now comes in my head,{and mark me well)
That on that very Night we go aboard,

All muft be hufh’d, and whifper not a word.

But all the time employ our holy mind

In earneft Prayers; For thus has Heav’n injoyn d.
E 3 You
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You and your Wife muft take a feparate place,
Nor is thereany Sin in fuch a Cafe.
To morrow Night, when Men are faft afleep,
We to our Kneading Tubs will{lyly creep.
"There will we fit, each in his Ship apart,
And wait the Deluge with a patient heart.
Go now 3 I have no longer time to fpare
In Sermoning, ufe Expeditious care.
Your apprehenfion needs no mere advice:
One fingle Word's [ufficient for the Wife.
And none, Dear Landlord, can your Wit inform;
Go, fave our Lives from this impending ftorm.
Away hies Jonn, with melancholy look,
And figh'd, and groan'd, atevery ftep he took.
To Avrisox he does his fate deplore,

And tells a Secret which fhe knew before.

But
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But yet {he trembl'd, like an A/pin leaf,

And feem’d to perifh with diffembled grief.
Crying, .Alas! What fhall T do?- begone..

Help us to’lcape, or weare all undone.

1 am thy true and very wedded Wife,

Go, dear, dear Spoufe, and help to favemy Life,

What firong impreffions does Affeétion give 2
By fancy Men have gften ceas’d to live,
Howe're abfurd things in them[elves appear,
Weak Minds are apt to credit, what they fear.

This filly Carpenter is almoft Wood,
And thinks of nothing elfe, but Noasu's Flood.
Believes he fees it, and begins to quake,
And all for Arison, his Hony's fake.
He’s over-run with Sorrows and with fear,

And fends forth many a Groan, and manya Tear.

A



30 The Miller’s TALE.

A Kneading Trough, a Tub,and * Kemeling

He gets by Stealth, and fends them to his Ian.

He makes Three Ladders, whence he climbs aloof,
And privately he hangs them in the Roof.

But firft he vittual'd them, both Trough, and Tub,

With Bread and Chefe, and Bottles fill'd with
(mighty Bub.

Enough o’Confcience to relieve their Faft,
And be fufficient for a Day’s Repatt.

But e're this Preparation had been made,
He fent to Lonpox both his Man and Maid,

On certain matters, which concern’d his Trade.

And now came on the fatal Mozday Night,
Barr’d are the Doors, out goes the Candle light.
And whenall things in readinefs were fet,

Thefe Three their Ladders take, and up they get.

# Brewer’s Vefle’ N
ow



The Miller’s TALE. 31

Now Pater-Nofler, * clum, faid ArisoN,

And clum, quoth NicrovrAs,and c/um, quoth Jonn.
This Carpenter his Orifons did fay,

For Men in fear are very apt to pray.

Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour

This unaccountable, and difmal Shower.

And now at -+ Cerfew time, dead Sleep began
To fall upon this eafy, fimple Man.
‘Who, after fo much care and bufinefs paft,
And fpent with fad concern, was quickly faft,

* A Note of Silence.

+ Curfew, WILLIAM the Congueror, in the firft Year of his
Reigo, commanded that incvery Iown and Village a Bel) fhould
b= rung every Night, at Eight of the Clock, and that all People
fhould then put out their Fire and Caadle and go to Bed. The
Ringlng of this Bell, was called Gurfew, thas is, Cover Fire.

Sofe
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Soft down the Ladder ftole this Loving Pair,

Good Nicroras, and ALisoN the Fair;
Then without {peaking to the Bed they creep
Of Joun, poor Cuckold ! who was faft afleep.
There all the Night they revel, fport, ard toy,
And a& the merry Scene of Amorous Joy ;
Till that the Bell of Lexds began to ning,

Aad the fat Fryars in the Chancel fing,

The Patifh Clerk, this Amorous AssALoN,
Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone,
At Ofney happen’d with a Jovial Crew
To fpend the Monday, as they us'd to do;
There pulls a certain Fryar by the Sleeve,
With Pardon begg’d, and Father, By your leave,
When faw you Joun the Carpenter, he cries,
Laft Saturday, the Cloifterer replies,

Sincc when I have not feen him with thefe Eyes;

Perhaps
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Perhaps Abroad he's playing faft and loofe ;
Or fetching Timber for the Abbot’s Ufe,
And lodges at the Grauzge a Day or two,

Or elfe at Home — I know no more than youe

This made Nas’s boiling Blood with Pleafure
(ftare,

The News rejoyc’d the Cockles of his Heart.
Now is my time, thinks he ; the Moon is bright,
Nor care I, if I travel all the Night 5

For at his Door, fince Day began to fpring,

I've feen, like him, no kind of Man or thing,

It isrefolv’d ; to Awrzsox I’ll go,
When the firft Morning Cock begins to crow;
And to her Window privately repair,
Then knock, and tell her my tormenting Care.
11l openall my Breaft, and eafe my Heart,
For ’tis too much to bear Love’s ftinging Smart,

E Some
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Some little Comfort fure I fhall not mifs,

At leaft fhe'll grant the Favour of a Kifs;

My Mouth hasitch’d all Day, from whence it feems
That I fhall kifs : Befides my pleafant Dreams
Of Feafts and Banquets, whence a Man may guefs
That I may haply meet with fome fuccefs :

But for an Hour or two before I go,

I'll firft refrefh me with a Nap, or fo.

Now the firft Cock had wak’d from his Repofe
The jolly Assarox, and up he rofe.

But firft he dreffes finical and gay,
And looks like any Beax, at Church or Play, E
And brisk as Bridegroem on a2 Wedding Day.
Nicely he combs the Ringlets of his Hair,

And wafh’d with Rofe-water, looks frefh and fair 3
Then with his Finger he her Window twang’d,

Whifper'd a gentle Tone, and thus harangu'd.

Sweet
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Sweet AL1SON, my Hoxy-comb, my Dear,
My Bird, my Cinamon, your Lover hear,
Awake, and [peak ome Word before I part,
But one kind Word, the Balfam to my Heart.
Little you think alas! the mighty Woe,
Which Jor the Love of Thee I undergo.
For Thee 1 fwelter, and for Thee 1 [weat,
And mourn as Lamb-kins for the Mother’s Teat.
Nor falfe my Grief, nor doesthe Turtle Dove
Lament more truly, or more traly love.
I cannot eat mor drink, and all for Thee ——
Get from my Window, you Jack Fool, faid fhe 5
I love another of a different Hew
From fuch a filly Dunder-head s you.
If you ftand talking at that foolifh Rate,
My Chamber-pot {ball be about your Pate.
Begene you empty Sot, and let me Sleep —e—e

At this poor AzsaLon began to weep,

F 2 And
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And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans deplore,
Was ever faithfal Love thas ferv'd before ?

Since then, my Sweet, what I defire *sin vain,

Let me bnt one [mall Boon, a Kj[s, obtain.

And will you then be gone, nor loyter here,
Quoth ‘ALisoN ? 4y certainly, my Dear !

Make ready then—— Now, NicHoLA4s, lye ftill,
*Tis {fuch a Jeft that you fhall laugh you fill.

Ravifh’d with Joy, Na= fell upon his Knees,
The happicft Man alivein all Degrees ;
In Silent Raptures he began to cry,
No Lord in Burope is [0 bleft as I.
Imay expet more Favours ; for a Kifs
Is an afJurance of & further Blifs.
The Window now unclafp'd, with {lender-Voice,
Cries Ausox, be quick, and make no Noife g
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1 would not for the World cur Neighbours hear,
For they’re made up of Jealoufy and Fear.

Then filken Handkerchief from Pocket came,
To wipe his Mouth full clean to kifs the Dame.
Dark was the Night, as any Cole or Pitch,
When at the Window fhe clapt out her Breech
The Parifb Clerk ne’re doubted what to do,

But ask’d no Queftions, and in haft fell to.
On her blind Side full favourly he preft

A loving Kifs, ¢’er he fmelt out the Jeft.

A back he ftarts, for he knew well enough,

That Women’ Lips are {mooth, but thefe were
(rough.

What have I dons, quoth he? and rav’d and ftar'd,

Ab me ! Pve kiff 4 Woman with 4 Beard.

He curft the Hour, and rail’d againft the Stars,

That he was barn to kifs my Lady’s

Tebea
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* Tehes, fhe cvy'd, and clapt the 'Window clofe,
While Assaron withGrief and Anger goes
To meditate Revenge ; and to requite

"The foul Affront, he would not fleep that Night.

And now with Duft, with Sand, with Straw,
(with Chips,

He {crubs and rubs the Kiffes from his Lips.
Oft would he fay, eas ! O bafeff Evil!

Than met with this Difgace [o demn’d uncivil,

I rather had went headlong to the Devil.

To kifs aWoman's e—— ? oh ! it cant’t be born !

But by my Soul 1l be wwevg’d by Mors.

Hot Love, the Proverbfays, grows qusckly cool,
And Aesarox’s no more an Am’rous Fool
For fince his Purpofe was fo fouly croft,

He gains his Quiet, tho his Love is loft

* A Note of Laughter, And
n
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And, cur'd of his Diftemper, can defy
All whining Coxcomb’s with a fcornful Eye :
But for meer Anger, as he pafs'd the Street,
He wept, as does a School-boy, when he's beat.
In a foft, doleful Pace at laft he came
To an old Vulcan, Jarvis was his Name ;
Who late and early at the Forge turmoyl'd,
In hammering Iron Bars,and Plough-fhares,toil’d.
Hither repair’d, by One or Two a Clock,
Poor AssALoN, and gave .. eafy knock.
Who's there thas knocks fo late, Sir JARvIS cries ?
*[is I, the penfive ArsALON replies,
Open the Door.  What AmsALON, quoth He ?
The Parifh Clerk. Ah ! Benedicite.
Where haft thou been ? fome pretty Girly Iwot,
Has led you out [o late upon the tros.
Some meryy meeting on the Wenching [core,
but Tl fay no more,
This

2oa knowmy Meaning,
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This AssarLoN another Diftaff drew,
And had more Toweto fpin than JARvis knew:
He minded not a Bean of all he faid,
For other Things employ’d his careful Head.
At laft he Silence breaks, Dear Friend, he cries,
Lend’s that hot Pur, which in the Chimney lies ;
I bave oueafion for't, no Queftions ask,

To bring it back again (ball be my Task.

With all my Heart, quoth Jarvis, were it
(Gold,

Or fplendid Nobles in a Purfe untold,

With all my Heart, as I’m an honeft Smib,

Tl lend it Thee ; but what wilt do therewith ?

For that, quoth ABsALON, nor care, nor forrow,

I'll give a good Account of it to Morrow.

Then up the Culter in his Hand he caught,

Tripp’d out with filent Pace,and wicked Thoughe.
Red
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Red-hot it was, as any burning coal,

With which to Joun the Carpenter’s he ftole.
There firft he cough’d, and as his ufual wont,
Up to the Window came, and tapp'd upon’t.

Who's there, quoth Arison? fome Midnight
(Rook,

Some Thief, I warrant, witha hanging look.
Ah! God forbid, quoth this diffembling EIFf,
*Tis AssaLoN, my Life! my better felf!

A rich Gold Ring I’ve to my Darling brought,
By a known Graver exquifitely wrought.
Befide, a Pofie, moft divinely writ

By a fam’d Poet, and notorious Wit.

My Mother gave it me (’tis wond’rous fine)
She clapp’d it on my Finger, I on thine,

If thou wilt deign the favour of a Kifs —

Now Nicroras by chance rofe up to Pifs,

G Thinking
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Thinking to better, and improve the jeft,
He fhould falute his Breech,. before the reft.
With eager hafte, and fecret joy he weat,
And his Pofteriors eut at Window fenc.

Here AssaLon, the Wag, with fubtle Tone
Whifpers, my Love! my Sou!! my Arisox!

Speak, my f{weet Bird, I know not where thou
(AT G

At this the Scholar let a rouzing Fart.

80 loud the Noife, as frightful was the ftroke,
As Thunder, when it fplits the fturdy Oak.
The Clerk was ready, and with hearty guft
The red hot Iron in his Buttocks thruit.

Streight off the Skin, like fhrivel’d Parchmeat,
(flew,

His Breech as raw as Saint BARTHOLOMEW.

The Culter had fo fing’d his hinder part,
He thought he fhould have dy’d for very fmart.

In



The Miller’s TALE. 43

In a2 mad fit about the room he ran,

Help, Water, Water, for a dying Man.

The Carpenter, as ene befides his Wits,
Starts at the dreadful found, and up he gets.
The Name of Water rouz’d him from his fleep,
He rubb’d his Eye-lids, and began to peep.
Alas! thought he, now comes the fatal hour,
And from the Clouds does Noan’s Deluge pour.
Up then he fits, and without more ado
He takes his Ax, and {mites the Cord in two.

Down goes the Bread, and Ale, and Cheefe, :mcli1
@

And Joux himfelf had a corfounded fall.

Dropp’d from the Roof upon the Floar, aftun'd
He lies, as Dead, and fwims upon dry Ground.

G 2 Than
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Then Nicuowvas, to play the Counterfeit,
With Avrison, cries Murder in the Street.

In came the Neighbours pouring, like the

(Tide,

To know the reafon why was Marder cry’d.
There they beheld poor Jonn, a gafping Man,
Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan,
Batter’d his Sides, and broken was his Arm,.
But ftand it out he muft to his own harm.
For when he aim'd to fpeak in his defence,
They bore him down, and baffi’d all his Senfe,
They told the People that the Man was Wood,
And dream’t of nothing elfe, but Noar’s Flood.
His heated fancy of this Del4ge rung,

That to the Roof three kneading Troughs he
(hung,

With
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With which in danger he defign’d to fwim,
And we, forfooth, muft carry on the whims:

He begg'd, and pray’d, and fo we hunm(ohgﬁ

At hearing this, the fneering Neighbours gave
An univerfal fhout, and hideous Laugh.
Now on the Roof, and now on Joun they gape,
Aand all his Earpeft turn into a jape.
He {fwore againft the Scholar and his Wife,
And never look’d fo foolifh in his Life.
Whate’re he fpeaks, the People never mind,
His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind.
Thus all confent to fcoff each ferious Word,

And Jonn remain’d a Cuckold on Record.

Thus
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"Thus Doors of Brafs, and Bars of Steel are vain,
And watchful Jealoufie, and carking Pain
Is fruitlefs all, when a good-natur’d Spoufe
Defigns Preferment for her Husband’s Brows.
Thus ArisoN her Cuckold does defye,
And Assaron has kifs'd her nether Eye;
‘While Nicuoras is {calded in the Breech,
My Tale is done, God fave usall, and each!

FINIS
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