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THE

Miller's T' A L E.

FROM

Geoffrey Chaucer.

N Days of Old, if Story does not cir,
E In Oxford dwelt an aged Carpenter ;
But tho’ with Riches he was amply ftor'd,
Greedy of Pelf, he Scholars Licpt at Board ;
Daily he thriv'd, and thriving learn’d Lo Save ,
A Jealous Dotard, and a Purle prevd Knave,

It fo befel, a Youngfter of the Goan.
For bus Diverfion, took a Room i1n Town

X At
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At this old Carpenter’s good Manfion-Houfe ;
He let the Room—the Scholar paid his Spoufe.
A Youth He was of moft accomplifh'd Parts,
Deep read in Sciences, and learn'd in Arts 5
Bat to Affrelsgy he moft inclin’d,

To that the Stars had influenc'd his Mind.
You coud propofe no Queftion ¢'re fo nice,
But he refolv'd the Problem in a Trice,

And drew infallible Conclufions by

The fare Determinations of the Sky ;

No Almanack cou'd half {o well explain

The dire Contingences of Drought, or Rain ;
No Farmer i the Neighbourhood around,
Without Confulting him, broke up his Ground ;
And Husbandmen their Contributions pay,

To know when they fhou'd Reap, or Cock[ Ptlheir
3yt

He'd form a Diagram, and there defcry
The Horofcope of a Natwvity ;

Au
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And much enlarge on num’rous Cuckelds born
Beneath the Forked Star of Capricors :
He correfponded with the Heav'nly Signs,
Conjunitions, Afpefls, Quartils, and their Trines ;
And Stars wou'd tip the Wink, to let him know
What Sublunary Thieves, or Lovers did below.

He by his Knowledge purchas’d goodly Fame,

And Gentle Nich'las was this Artift's Name ;

His Maiden Looks profefs'd a Saint-like Grace,
And well-diffembl’d Truth bely’d his Face ;

The Sophifter a Graduate might prove

In all th'Intrigues and fecret Arts of Love ;

And when to folace, Phillis gave Occafion,

He punually obey'd her Affignation.

X3 With
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With tinlly Fondle Wafe (as we have faid) )
He boarded ; and to propagate his Tradc,
Alone Apartment to himf{slf he had .

The Chamber well his blooming Thoughts ex.
The Chamber well his blooming Throughs expressed, lpl' Cf!a'd,

Spucd up with cheaful Greens, and quunlh
Spruc’d up with chearful Greens, and quaintly dress d. {fl‘E’.“i‘J,

Mpytles, and Flow’is in Sweets confus'dly me-t,

Saect were the Greens, and Flow ’rs, but he « 1imil
[more fie,

Sweet were the Greens, and Fow 'rs, but he himself more sweet.

Cn a Decypirizan Talle, near che Ped,
On a Decyph’, Jing able, near the Bed,
Hes ifrolearc’ Schewer, and Globes were 1ud,
His Asrologick Table, near .'rre bed,
Il 4ol e, that long'd to fhew his A t,
His Astrolabe, that long 'd to shew his Art.
W ih Co flef/struu Stones, welc fer apar:
ihf} (((;m’[l‘effamjrf’s!rme\ were sel apart: !
Upor a Shell’ vere Authors rang'd on hmh,
Ipmr a Shelf were Authors .ifmg ‘don .‘r:gh
W the farad Alwag.? of Pralemy
With the fam'd Almagist umeFrmn
Wherce he ! s Cant por rlond  and kearaed Duates
Whence he his Cant pur -’pom ‘d, and learned Banters,
Colnresy Avraot’ 1l 3ad dimicante s,

Colures, Azimuthals, and Almicanters.
T
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His Prefs was with a Scarlet Carpet grac'd,
Where he his tunctul Inftrument had plac'd,
On which a mghts harmonoufly he play’d,
With Strings and Voice fuch Melody he made,
He play’d fo fiveet, the Chamber ecchoing rung,
And Auzelus ad Virgenem he fing .
Tull many a Sonnet blefs'd his warbling Throat,
Shull as the Lark, as merry veas hus Note,

The Carpenter, devoid of Senfe and Grace,
(As 1t is many an Honeft Zownfinan’s Cafc)
But newly wedded had a Buxom Wife,
That he more dearly tender’d than Ius Life ,
Ihe gamefom Filly was about Eighteen,
Ba#'ry her Shape, ha Pafterns ftrait and clean,
Which made the Sot his Charge in Durance kecp,

Tet She promifcuoufly thou'd fleal a Leap
X 4 For
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For She was wild, and young ; He tame, and old,

And thought all Cuckolds fprung from Heat and
[Cold,

Unlearn'd, he ne’re had read Sage Cato’s Rules,
Which preach this Maxim from the Moral Schools,E
That who in Difproportion wed, are Fools,

Man ought to Couple with an equal Mate,

Tor Youth and Age get nothing—but Debate ;
The Husband Aged, and a Youthful Dame,

His chilling Snow but 1l requites her Flame :

But fince the Gull was fall’n into the Snare,

He mult endure what Fellow-Suff’rers bear,

And think that She from Others will receive

The Love He cannot, and which They can guve.

The Wife was wond’rous Fair, and therewithal
Her gentle Body, as the Weezel, fmall ;
She worc a Girdle of Brocaded Silk,
Her Aoron wbiter was than Morning Milk,
Pur
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purfl'd about, it fell in Pleats all o're ;

Clean was her Smock—embrowder'd down before,
The Collar round with Needle Work was wrought,
Black as her Eyes, and wanton as her Thought ;
In gloffy Rounds the jetty Bugles deck

The graceful Column of her fnowy Neck :

Her Kercherf was of Lawn, with Rebbons ty'd

In mazy Xnots, and complicated Pride ;

Jult on the lefs'ning Calf her Busksns fall,

And gayly lac’d the well-proportion’d Small :
Her Fullet broad of S:A, was fet full high;

And the young Wanton had a liqu'nifh Eye s
Her Eyebrows pincht Like flender 4rches grow,
Bending in Shades, and blacker than a S/e ;

Her fpangld Purfe with tawdry Colours dy'd,
Taffell'd with Sulk, hung dangling by her Side 5
Her ey'ry Garment, with a Rival Aur,

Contended which fhou’d moft adorn the Fair :

Her
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Her Beauty and Attue each other giace,
1Jer Face the Drefs commends, the Diefs her Face,

Her famng Hue was bughter to behold
Than new cown'd 4ugels, or the Noble-Gold .
Her Genval Songs full gladfom Notes exprefs'd ,
%0 Spairows chirping tread, and build their Neft
But to her Voice She hike a Kid wou'd bound,
Fi'sking 1 Au, too light to touch the Ground.
Pa lovely Mouth, and Lips of Ruby, fhew
11%e bluMing Cheines pearl'd with Morning Dew:
Not fpicy Wines fuch Fragrancies difplay,

Nor 4pples hoarded 1n new-tedded Hay :
Wincing She was, asisa jolly Colt,

Long as a Maft, aad upnight as a Bolt :

Not Down of Swans, or Bloffoms on the Tice
ere half fo foft, fo fucet, fo berutiful as She

The
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'The Charmer was created for Delight,
tanvd to pravoke a Monarch’s Appetite,

A Penus fit to wanton by Fove's Side,
Or yet to make a good convenient Pulcan’s Bride,

Now Sir, and oft Sir, thus befel the Cale,
Upon a Day this Gentle Nucholas
(While the good Husband was to Os'ney gone,
And the young Wsfe was kindly left alone)
Began hus am’rous Paffion to declare,
And with outrageons Love attackd the Farr ;
He lufs'd—he ogl'd her—with Aidor prels's
Her balmy Hand, and {queez'd her heaving Brealt ;
Then wantonly he ftole down by degrees,

lirlt ftrok’d her fwelling Thigh, then grafp’d her
[Knees,

Tl s impatient Hand like Lightning flew

Toafhange Ploce ~wlnch fcaice her Hanrband knew ;

(There
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(There He had been indeed, but been in vain,
Gave Her fmall Pleafure, and Himfelf much Pain,)
One Arm in {tricteft Folds the Fair embrac'd,
Clinging like Fuy round her flender Wafte.

“ For Love of You (fays he) I inly mourn,

¢ All Night I languifh, and all Day I burn.

“ Permit me then—or I will ne’re remove,

“ O grant me——or I perifh for your Love ;

“ ‘Thus on your panting Bofom will I lie,

“ Here conquer, or—upon this Spot will die.

Now, as in Paffion, from his Arms She fprung,
Far from his Kiffes back her Head She flung,
Writhing her twining Neck,-as rack'd with Pain,
But whifper'd Kindnefs, tho’ She look'd Difdain ;
Balf-fmiling, and half frowning She appears,
Aad Vewus feem'd to chuckle thro’ her Tears ;

Says
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Says She-~* Yon fhall not—Heav'ns—nay fie-—for-
[bear,

“ 1 fhall cry outy—and fomebody may hear.
Thus as they in the wanton Battel {trove,
He boldly ftorm'd, and feiz'd the Fort of Love ;
Norcou'd She longer now the Foe withftand,
The Articles of Peace were in his Hand,

Yet Gentle Nich'las, fearing to difpleafc,
Fell, and ask’d Pardon on his bended Knees ;
He pray’d=-he fwore—and promis'd her fo faft,
That She as kindly promis'd him at laft.
“ You naughty Men have the prevailing Arts
“ To tyrannize o're filly Women's Hearts,
“ Undone by You, we fondly feek no Aid,
“ In Love moft happy, when by Love betray'd ;
Then fwore devoutly by St. Becker's Shrine,
* Thine will I be (quoth She) and only thine,

“ When-



1o warm her Gaskins . . .
.. . he patt’ring Kisses
Then firk'd his Fiddle, . .
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 Whenever by kind Abfence Iam frec

« From my old Husband’s watchful Jealoufy
¢ But T enjoin You, that You cautious prove,
“ And on your Life be fecret 1n your Love ;
“ For fhou'd You not to Secrefy incline,

“ The rath Difcov'ry may endanger mune.

“ Since I am bles'd (faid he) with your Fon
fen

]

“ Leave this Intnigue to my fole Management ,
¥ The Sel o/ar 1dly has cmploy d Ius Study,

¢ That of thy Logwood cannot make a Noddy.
Thus Both 2giced, and mutually they fvore

To wait the Time, as 'us exprefs'd before—
Then after he had taken lufty Pains

To weem har Giskens well, and thump d her Loyns,
Thick on her Lips he patt'ning Kifles laid ;
Lhen fuk'd s 7/44°2, and like wild he play’d,

Wit
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With eager Joy elate, he loudly fings,
Sw1ft flew hus Bow, and fearcely touch'd the Stiings.

1t {o befel, upon an Zoly-D.y,
The beauteous Convert went to Church to pray ;
But firft bethoughe her to confult her Glafs,
And there in private She coafefs’d her Lace,
Alfolv’d from venzal Stans her Beauties fhone,
Tn Luftre equal to the Mid-day Sun.

Now of this Cluich there was a Parsfp-Clerk
Tcleped Abfolon—a furious Spark,
His Goldy Locks were curld, and from hus Head
On each Side op ning, Iike a Fan, they fpread ;
His Countenance #ermilion was , his Eyes
Grey as a Goofe’s, and he look’d as wife ,
He tripp'd full featly with a mincing Pace,
In Zlefen 1ed, and an affected Grace ;

And
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And as on Bresd and Baster Children ufe,

He wore Glafs-Windsws printed on his Shees.
His Azwre Velt thick fet with Points, embrac'd
And narrowly confin'd his {piny Waffe ;

His Swrplice over sll did downward flow,

Fair as the Bloffom whit'ning on the Bough:

A terry Child he was, a parlous Knave,
Well cou'd he ufe the Lancez, Clip, or Shave;
Or draw a Leafe, as if b’ had learn'd by Heart
The Barber-Surgeon's, and the Lawyer's Att ;
His various Legs he threw in Figures rare,

And coupee’d with a Courtly Oxferd Air ;

He to his Strings his tow'ring Voice cou'd raife,
Aund on his Gittern thrum Harmonious Lays ;

No publick Jax, no Zavers in the Town,

Where He, and where his Fidd/e were not knowr ;
The merry Maids withour him knew no Blif5,
They took a Licenf¢ from his Strings to Kifs.

Ouw
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Our Joly Abfolon, thus brisk and gay,
Went with his Cenfer on a Sabbath-Day,
To fume the Parifs-Wivcs with pious Hafte,
And on them many a Holy Leer he caft.
But when fair Alsfor he view'd, each Glance
Made lis Heart caper, and his Spirits dance ;
The Potary did more devoutly look
Upon her Heav'nly Eyes, than on his Book .
To Her he Jon'd, unmindful of the Altar,
And on her Face repeats his Lady’s Pfalter 3
Before her Beauties Shrene devoutly whifpers
His Martins o're, and darkling fings his Pefpers.
Her Lovely Form fo gratify’d the Senfe,
He cou'd not keep his wand'ring Eyes from thence :
Had now the Pow’rs of Fove's fuperior Houfe
Transform'd our Clergy-Spark, and City-Spoule
Tto o Mafty-Cat, and a Sultana-Molfe, t

Y The
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The furry Orthodex had born away,
In his rapacious Claws, the ravif’d Prey,

This A2folon, o'recome with am'rous Care,
Felt fuch infatiate Longings for the Fair,
That for her Sake alone, he cou'd refufe
(Whar rarely Parifb-Clerk remits) his Dues :
For tho’ the Female-Off 'rings were many,
He out of Kindnefs wou'd not touch a Pemny ;
But that Religion might obliging prove,
He threw them in the Service—All for Love.

The Day was paft, at length approachd the
[Nighe,

Pale Gyathia glitter'd with her Silver Light ;
His trufty Gittern forth the Lover brings,

And foftly humming preludes to his Strings,
Till his inftructed Voice and Hand prepare

In goodly Strains to Serenade the Fair :

Along he trudg’d with thoughtful Love oppic(sd,

While Jealoufy confum’d his throbbing Breaft ; 3
G
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He jult before the Ladies Bow'r appear'd,

When wakeful Chanticleer's firft Crow was heard,

Which rouz'd the flumb'ring Strings, they foon
[obey'd,

And in an Eunach-Poice he fung, and playd,

His mouraful Lays in doleful Notes exprefs

A Canticle of Woe, and Lovers in Duftrefs.

S O N G

My dear Lady' O my Lady dear !
From gentle Flock-bed rouze, and eke vouch-
[fafe to bear,

Tour Paramour, whofe Brains (by the fame Token)

Are Iike bus Feddle cracke, with Strings and Heart nigh
[broken.

0 pity a difafProus Lover weeping,

o for Tou wakes all Nught , whele Tou are foundly
(fleeping,

Y While
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While thus he Sings, the Carpenter awoke,

And jogging Alfon, thus gently fpoke ;
 Hear'it Thou not how beneath our Bow’ry Walj
““ _Akfolon chaunts blythe Notes, and Quavers fmall!
As fcarce awake She yawn'd, and anfwer'd Gaping,
“ God wot I hear,—but ittle mind his Scraping,

Day after Day he courts the fcornful Dame,
W ho fhights his Paffion, and negle@s his Flame ;
His am’rous Cares each Hour augmented fo,—
The Love-fick Wretch was quite begon with Woe;
Pleas’d with hus Pains, he foaths the fond Difeafe,
And try'd all Methods, Lovers take, to pleafe,
He fleeks, careens, perfumes, and dreffes high,
Affe@s foft Aurs, and gambols i her Eye ;
Now bribes fome trafty Female Friend to try her,
And Bullet-Dovx imparts his am’rous Fure,

Rk
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Righteoufly fcrawld with many a Scripture-Portion,
To fhew how much he was—at her Devotion.

For Her he dainty Cates, and Viands got,
Flawns, Cuftards, Cakes, and Wafers piping hot,
And (for he knew the Dame was nigely bred)

He fent her fragrant Hydromel, and Mead ;

For well he deem’d fome Nymphs, not over-chafte,
By Courtly Prefents are fubdu’d at laft :

The heedlefs Sex too eafily believe,

And Men by various Stratagems deceive :

The Young and Vain cheap gltt'ning Toys ap-
[prove,

Some flatter'd are, fome bully'd into Love ;
But all his Skill can no Relief impart,
The Gentle Nich'las fo poffefs’d her Heart.

The Delphtan God in vain his Songs infpire,
His Mafter-Hand no more provokes the Lyre,

Y3 His
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His Mudnight Toils with no Reward are crownd,
His flighted Gifts are unfuccefsful found :

Th Ungrate repays his Flames with cold Difdain,
Smiles at his Torments, and negle&s his Pain,
With fportive Scorn infults her humble Slave,
And ridicules him for the Wounds She gave.

Now when one Saturday Uxorious John
On urgent Bus'nefs was to Os’ney gone,
The Scholar with the Wife in Counfel join'd,
Dafcles'd the Proje&, which he had defign’d ;
Where tuas concluded, if the Game went right,
Nick'las fhou'd folace in her Arms all Night ;
T’ effet the Plot, they both their Wits employ,
Both equally impatient to enjoy.

Then to his Room he fecretly conveys
Provifions to fubfift him for Two Days ;

Bid
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Bidding her tell the Property, in Cafle

He ask'd for Him, She knew not where he was,
Nor had She all the Day beheld his Face ;

And that She fear'd fome Accident befel

The moody Scholar, or he was not well ;

Since nor the Maid, nor She her felf cou'd make,
With all their Art, the Gentle Nich'/as (peak.
Inclofe Retirement thus he pafs'd away,

Like fome Reclufe, the melancholy Day,

There eat, and flept till Sunday-Night came on,
And Light departed with the Setting-Sun,

The good old Carpenter with much Sarprize,
And fenfelefs Wonder, turn'd up both his Eyes,
Then wifely fhook his Noddle fage, and faid,

“ Pray Heav'n he be not fuddenly fall'n dead.
“ Ah! Benedicite by-this good Light,
* Ifear—much fear that all Things go not right.

Y 4 Book-
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¢ Book-Learning is, no doubt, a mighty Pain,
“* The Night-Sweat, and Day-Labour of the Brain,
“ Poring brings Scholars many a grievous Il ;
* An Apoplexy—and a Book may kill.
¢ Life is uncertain too, and full of Sorrow ;

“ We’re in our Shops To-Day, and Graves To.
[Morrov,

“ Latelv T (aw a Neighbour work full hard,

“ Who now refts from his Toils—in our C?urci]-
Yard :

“ Bankrapt of Life, I faw him, Trade forfaking,
“ Extended on a Bier of his own Making.

The Preachment done,he call'd in furious Fafhion,

A Trufty Squire to make an Application.

Up to the Scholar’s Room he flew in hafle,
And yumbl'd at the Door—but found all faft :

Again
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Again he ftorm’d it witha boifi’rous Force,

There bawl'd, and hallow’d till the Slave grew
[hoarfe,

“ What hoa! why Malter Nicholas, 1 fay,

“ What ! will you doze thus all the live-long Day ?
But, tho’ he thunderd, till he (hook the Room,
With rufty Nich'/as not a Word—but Mum,
Below he fpy'd a Port-bole wide and large,

Thro which the ftern Grsmalkin usd to charge
Pickeering Parties of the Vermin-Kind,

With whom he many a bloody Battel join'd ;
There he faw Nich'las fit, with Looks intent,
Gaping, and ftaring tow’rds the Firmament,

Asif he was examining the Moon

For Napkix gone aftray, or Stlver Spoon,

Refolvd to bring the Planets to Confeffion,

For Culprit Mortal’s, not their own Tran(grefflion.
Surprizd at this unufval Sight, the Man

Down Stairs agaft unto his Mafter ran,

Ready
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Ready to break his Neck with eager Hafte,
To tell what he had feen, and what had pafs's,
And gave 2 full and punctual Relation

Of the Refult—of his Negotiation.

The ftrange difaft rous News his Servant brought
Roll'd in his Mind, and hung upon his Thought
At which both Hands acrofs his Breaft he laid,
¢ Defend us good Saint Fridefivide, he faid ;
¢ We're foil'd by Providence, nor can we know
“ What (hall befal our Palgrimage below.

“ Aftrology, with Notions wild and vain,
# Has made him giddy, and quite turn’d his Brain.
“ *Tis a prefumptuous daring Crime to pry
“ Tnto the Counfels of the Deity.
* Unlearn’d my felf, T ull chis Truth profefst,
“ Moft Happy they that underftand the leaft,
“ Who in Religious Offices advance
* By an obedient, pious Ignorance,
“ And
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« And wifely in the beaten Path proceed,
“ Nor rafhly venture on beyond their Creed ;
“ Thro’ winding Lakyrinths we blindly ftray,

“ And in the wand’ring Maze of Knowledge lofe
[our Way.

“ A like Mifchance befel, if Fame don't Iye,
“ A Brother Student in Aftrology.
“ As He was faunt’ring out one Star-light Even,
“ To view the Revolution-State of Heav'n,
“ And poring thro’ his Necromantick Glafs,

“ To fee what, he nc're thought fhou'd come to
[pafs 3

“ Tato a Pit he fell.—Nor He, nor all

“ His trufty Planets cou'd forefee his Fall :

“ Alas ! he faw not that.—~And thus we find,

“ Tho’ Heav'n may wink, Afllrologers are blind.

“ But
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“ But yet exceedingly I rue the Cafe,
“ And fore Mifchance of Gentle Nickolas ;
“ He muft be waken'd, on this fad Occafion,

“ From Mufing deep, and death-like Contem.
[plation;

“ I ought my Strength or Cunning can prevail,
“ 1f well-known Spells, and Amulets don’t fail.
With that he call'd his Knave up from below,
And bid him bring along an Zren-Crow,

Which forcibly the brawny Ruftick thraft
Between the yawning Door, and fturdy Poft,

And with Three thundring Heaves the fhatterd
[Door,

Bora from its Hinges, flew into the Floor.

But Nich'las well appriz'd, in fullen State,
Stiff, without Motion, like a Statue, fat.
His ftony Eyes with wild Amazement ftare,
And upward {tll he gap'd into the Aur.

The



Poems upon feveral Occafions, 333

The Carpenter advanc'd and fhook him hard,

The more he fhook, the more he gap'd, and ftar'd ;
Then piteoufly he yell'd, and in his Ear

Sent hideous Screams j=~but Nick refus’d to hear :
Then firft to Exorcife the Room he falls,

Crofing the Door, the Threfhold and the Walls,
And after mumbl'd o're in baleful Tone

The dreary Night-Spell thrice, which thus goes oz :

* From Fairy Elves, and Church-yard Sprights,
“ That walk thewr Ghoftly Rounds & mghts,

“ From the deaf Adder’s forked Sting,

“ And the Night-Raven’s {ooty Wing,

** From that feducing wand'ring Fire,

* That Peafant leads thro’ Dirt and Mure,

* The Night-Mare that on Mortal gets,

‘ And rides lum till he groans, and fiveats ;

“ Saint Beneds defend this Room ;

“ Nor let the foul Fiend hither come,

Thus
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Thus, after he had charm’d, and fhook him long,
He by degrees began to ufe his Tongue ;
Then with 2 Groan his Words a Paifage found,

“ And fhall (fays he) eftfoons the World be
[drown'd

The Carpenter cry'd, Well-a-day ! Alas!
“ What is it you forebode muft come to pafs !

““ Ah! think on God—to Heav'n thy Pray’ss al-
[dref,

*“ Like poor Mechamck Mortals in Diftrefs.

“ Fetch me (faid he)—again my Spirits fall ;
* Fetch me—a potent Mug of hummmg Ale ;
“ And afterward in private thou fhalt hear

“ What much concerns us both—but firft produce
[the Beer.

Of mighty 4le he brought a Double Quart,
And after each had fwallow'd down his Part,
The Scholar rais'd the Door, and made it faft,
And at his Side the Carpenter he plac'd.

“ Now
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“ Now obn, my kindeft Hoft, and Landlord dear,
“ Thou on the Gofpel of thy Faith fhalt fwear,
“ To living Wight thou never wilt betray
“ The Tewor of the Words I now fhall fay :
“ For. know the Secrets I impart to thee,
“ Were firlt by Gracious Heav'n reveal'd to me ;
“ Duftraction fhall enfue, 1f I'm betray'd,
“ And Frenzy feize on thy perfidious Head,
Sage Fobm rejoin'd, “ You do me mighty wrong,
“ Thus to fulpe@ me lavith of my Tongue ;
“ T am no Cask, 1 which the Waters fink,
“ And loofely flow thro’ evry leaky Chink ;
“ T'll not dufclofe on Forfeit of my Life,
“ Not ev’n to 4lifon my deareft Wie.
Quoth Nick'las then—and paus'd as at a Stand,
And with  friendly Preffure gra(p'd his Hand ;
“ To thee, and thee alone, I will declare
“ The fecret Sentiments of ev'ry Star.

“ As
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“ As lately Ithe various Moox beheld,

¢ *Twas therc by my 4frology reveald,

“ (Durected by her kind, aufpicious Light)

‘“ That upon Monday next, at Quarter-night,

“ Rains fhall defcend too fierce to be withftoed,
“ And greater far than thofe of Noal’s Tlood ;
¢ The delug'd Globe fhll fink within an Hour,
“ The Storm fo great, {o terrible the Show’,

“ Mankind fhall perifh in the boift rous Tide.
¢ Alas ' my Wife - (the Capenter reply’d.)

“ Shall She be diown’d > --Alas ! mine Alefon!
Then almofl fonks with Giief 1nto a Swoon ;
“ Ts there no Remedy 1n this fad Cafe »

“ Yes, yos, full geod (quoth Gentle NucLolas)
¢ Ti thoa v It fccr by Sotomor’s Advice,

“ And cheaply giow, by other's Counfels, wife.
** Hall thou not been inftru@ted, how of old

% The General Flood to Noh was (oretold »

5 How
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« How he, by fecret Revelatzon, found

“ Mankind muft peri{ls, and the World be drown’d !
“ What wily Projecks fill'd his thought(ul Head,
“ Te fave the beauteous Confort of lus Bed !

“ He at this Neck much rather wouw'd incline
“The Patrrarchal Grandeur to refiga

“Of all his fleeccy Ewes, and all his milky
King,

“ Than not to have procur'd a fingle Ship,
¥ To walt her fafely o’re the rolling Deep
“ Therefore, without more Ceremony, go,
“ And inftantly get ready for us Two
“ And Alifon, three Kneadng-Troughs, fo large,
“ That we may ride fecure as 1n a Barge 3
“ Then, after that, proportionably get
“ Provifions good of Ligueds, and of Meat,
“To victual for a Day the little Flee: :
“ The Waters fhall abate, and ebb away,
“ About the Prime upon th’ enfuing Day.
& " Bue
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“ But ah ! beware that not a Word be faid

¢ Or to thy Knave, or G:l/zan the Maid,

‘¢ Both doom’d to die ;—no kind Reprieve is giv'n,
¢ Such is the Sentence, fuch the Will of Heav'n !
¢ Ask me not why—You but in vain require,

“ T may not gratify thy fond Defire ;

“ As often as you ask, I will deny,

¢ Nor once divulge the Sccrets of the Sky :

“ Suffice it, that thy Grandfire Noah's Fate

“ Succefsfully fhall on thy Fortunes wait,

“ Thou fhalt enjoy the wat’ry Globe alone,

“ The boundlefs Riches of the World thine own,
“ As for thy Wife—takc thou no further Care,

“ The Stars determine to preferve the Fasr.

“ Now when thou haft perform’d what I ha\{rie
[faud,

** And all my Precepts punctually obey’d,

4 (Ha n g.
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“ (Hanging the Veffels in the Roof {o high,
“ As fcarce to be difcern’d by Mortal Eye)
“ And carefully n ev’ry Wherry ftord

“ A trufty Ax to cut th’impending Cord ;

“ Next I enjoin thee, hew a Paffage wide
“Tn Front of thy fair Manfion, and provide

“ To back th’unruly Waves, and ftem the boi-
[rous Tide.

“ Thus fhall the floating Navy glide away,

“ As from the Dock, and launch into the Sea.

“ Then merrily we'll feud (T undertake)

* As the white Dack, when fhe purfues the Drafe.
“ Now will I call—hoa Alsfon '—hoa Fobn !

“ Chear y* my Hearts—the Flood will pafs anon.
" But on that Night, when we the Veffls board,
“ All muft be filent, and oot fpeak a Word,

“ But fecretly to Heav'n our Pray'rs addrefs,

" And importune the Gods for our Succefs.

AR * Once



340 Poems upon [everal Occafions.

“ Once more,~and then T have dilcharg'd my
[Hear,

‘ Thou, and thy Wife muft diftant fwing apart,

“ Leaft any impious, foul Offence anfe

* From Touch obfcene, lewd Thoughts, or wap.
[ton Eyes,

T Inftrutions gwv'n, away the Husband went,
His Soul diftracted, full of Difcontent,
And to his Wife difeover'd all, which She
Was confcious of, and better knew than He:
But yet pretending well-diffembl'd Fear,
She beat her faithlefs Breafl, and tore her Hair;
True Sex all o're,—the Nymph began to cry,
“ Ah' do not fet thy fathful Turtle die ;
“ Preferve thy Alifon,—O fave my Life!
“ T am thy truc, thy very wedded Wife.

Afletion can th'External Senfes blind,

And Qlamps fuch deep Impre(fions on the Mind,

Th' Im
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T’ Imagmation is fo firongly wrought,

With Fancy we grow fick , and ev'n expire with
[Thought,

Hence Vifionary Floods his Soul moleft,

And roll and tumble in his troubl'd Breaft ;

He thinks he fees mad Waves infult the Shore,
And hears the loud tempeftuous Billows roar,
Then many a Tear he fheds, and inly groans,
Sighs to the Winds, and fends forth bitter Moans,
For Fear the rolling Deluge fhou'd deftroy

The darling Confort of his Nuptial Joy.

Under 2 Colonr, and a Sham Pretence,
Of weighty Bus'nefs, and of Confequence,
The Prentzce and the Mard (not well aware on’t)
Were fent to London on an April-Errand.

At length thy’ appointed Monday-Night was come,
The Doors faft fhut, no Zaper 1n the Room,

Z3 All
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All Things adjufted as they ought to be,

The Ladders fixt,-—-and up they climb'd all Three,
Firlt Nuch'las ftalk’d ; then gravely mounted Jobn ;
With nimble Strides next tipt Fair 4lsfon :
There the good Husband fat with Lift’ning Ears,
At his Devorion, mutt'ring o're his Pray’rs,
Bidding his Beads from Peril to defend,
Expecting fhill to hear the Rans defcend.

Tn Death-like Sleep the Carpenter foon lay,
Fatigw'd with toilfom Labours of the Day ;
Much about Curfew-time, or httle more,

His troubl'd Gholt in Travail groan'd full fore,
His Head mif-laid upon the naked Board,

Made lum uneafy, and he foundly fnord :
Which fairly feem’d the friendly Husband’s Cue,
T’ inftru@ the Lovers what they ought to do.

When Gentle Nichokas percav'd lum faft,
Doun by the Ladder he defcends in Haflle 5
Tllih
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Then Alsfon full foftly after fped,

And both fans Ceremony went to Bed.

What wanton Revellings! what am’rous Feats
Were play'd between the Matrimonial Sheets !
What breathlefs Extafies ! what dying Charms !
And how they curl'd in one another’s Arms !
In melting Pattime, Solace, and Delight,

They pafs'd the pleafing Hours, and entertan’d the
[Night ;

Till ev'n the Bel of Lauds began to ring,
And Frears to the Chancells went to fing,

The Parifh Clerk, the am’rous Abfolon,
With vain Fantaftick Love fo wo begon,
To Os'ney-Abby on the Monday went,
Where he his Fours in anxious Pleafure fpent ;
Of a Monaftsck privately he fought
If there the Carpenter had lately wrought :

Z 4 The
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The Brotherhood reply’d—* His Ghoftly Beard

“ Has not fince Saturday to us appeard ;

“ Or to the Graunge, our Abbot fends from thence,
“ To get Church-Timber and Cathedral-Pence,

“ Where frequently the Wight's empow'rd to go,
“ And often tarries there a Day or two ;

“ Or fwunt'ring 1 hus Shop, he fpends the Day,

*“ But where he plies, 1 footh I cannot fay.

This Paramour full jocund grew and hght,
And thus bethought limfelf— I, in Defpite
“ Of Jealouly, will kufs fawr A/sfon this Nughe :
“ I'm confident Old Grey-beard has not ftirr'd
“ About Ius Door, fince Morming firlt appeard ;
“ $o may I thrive, at Crowing of the Cock
“ Tl at her Chamber-Window foftly knocl:,
“ Tl the fair Dame, 1n Pity from above,

** Shall mourn the Story of my fruitlefs Love ;

“ How
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“ Howe're (evere my Fate, I cannot mifs
« The Civil Favour of a welcome Kifs ;

“ Surely I fhall fome Comfort bear away,
“ My Lips have itch’d {o merrily all Day.

Now when fhrill Chanticleer firlt crow’d, anon
Up rofe the Jolly Lover 4éfolon ;
His Courtly Drefs adjulted was, and nice
With Trappings gay, and many a quaint Device 3
And to put on a more furprizing Air,
He #1ff'd hus Locks, and jeflamin’'d hus Hair,
Sweet fragrant Seeds, and perfum’d Paffs//s eat,

To feem more gracious, and to breath more {weet,

Thus in his gawdy Trim he took huis Road
To the good Carpenter’s defird Abode,
The Cafement beat with many a Gentle Stroke,
And as hus bufy Kouckle play’d, he fpoke :

6¢ My
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¢ My Honycomb---my Fair---my Breath of Spice,
“ Dear of all Dears—fweet Burd of Paradife,
“ Awake---and ro thy faithful Lover fpeak,

“ Who fighs for Grief, with Woe whofe Heart-
[trings break.

“ You difregard the Suff’rings which I bear,

“ Unmundful to reward my am’rous Care ;
 Wounded with Love, and bleeding withDifdain,
¢ T faint, and ftagger underncath the Pain ;

¢« 1 for thy Beauties pant, defire, and burn,

“ Like Infant-Lambs that for the Nipple mourn ;
“ All Night I weep, lament my doleful State,

“ The Turtle true ne’re mourn'd {o for her Mate ,
“ Laftlefs of Food, I like fond Virgns prove,

“ That will admt no Nourifhment—but Love.

“ Away-—-be gone—7 1k Fool---be gone—away,
“IF this 1s all your Clerdfhsp has to fay ;

“ So help me Heav'n and {weet St Fames (fays She)
“ T love another better far than thee.

“ Mortal,
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“ Mortal, Avaunt—(She cry'd)—no more moleft
“ My fofter Dreams, nor interrupt my Reft ;

“ A Score of Devils feize thee ;—prithee keep

* No longer whimng here—but let me fleep,

“ Unhappy Youth, ungrateful Nymph (he faid)
¢ Are thus my Suff 'mngs in the Ballance wleigh’d H
“ Never was faithful Love {o fhamefully repaid :

% Since twill no better be---yet grant me this,

“ Vouchfafe the Favour of a fingle Kifs.

“ If fo, wilt thou contentedly be gone 2

“ Upon thy Lips I'll fwear (quoth Aéfo/on )

“ Prepare to Xifs the Book---I come anon.

Then whifpring Nicholas, She cry’d, “ Lie full
“ Of mirthful Laughter thou fhalt have thy Fiit.
Down on his Marrow-bones he falls, and there
To Love’s propitious Pow’rs directs his Pray’r,
And Thanks returning, filently confes'd

¢ No Lord fo happy, and no King fo bles’d ;

“ This
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% This Pledge may prove an Earmeft of a Sum
“ Of Endlefs Wealth, and Golden Joys to come.
The Cafément then Sh’unloos'd with eager Hafte ;

“ Quickly (fays She) difparch, and fpeed [tfhae
alt,
“ For fear our envious Neighbours fhou’d prove
[Spies,
“ And then they will have Tongues as well as
(Eyes.

With freth Perfumes his Mouth he then fupply'd,
Firft lightly brufi’d his Lips, and then more E‘licely
dry'd.

Blind was the Night, and black as Patch or Cole,
When fair and foft She to the Window ftole,
And thro’ the Cafement jutted out behind
Her Nether Countenance with Cheeks as blind ;
Where Abfolon clofe buckling to the Matter,
Kifs'd her full fav'rily—"twixc Wind and Water.

At
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Something he feltbufh’d o've with curling Hair,
Monftroufly rough, and fhaggy as a Bear ;

On fecond Thoughts his Error fooa appear'd,

He well confiderd Woman wore no Beard ;
Whence he profoundly gue(s'd, he might accolt
The Fair Oae in Reverle—and kifs—a Parse poff.
Fretting he ferubs to wipe away the Sevour

Of Olid Salts, and Amwmeniack Flavour,

He {pit—he fputter'd—made a foul ado ;

“ Ze-He (quoth She) and clapt the Window too,
Wrathful away he ftalk’d a fullen Pace,

Wild with his Wrongs, impatient of Difgrace,
Diftracted when his Rival’s Voice he heard
Infulting cry within—" 4 Beard! a Beard!

He bit his Lips between his Teeth, like Food

He ground theFlefh, and churn’d the frothy Blood,

At firft he ftarted back, furpriz'd with Fear, E

Refent-
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Refentment now had cool'd his warm Delire;
No more he glows with Love’s impetuous Fire ;
The Fever in his Blood no longer burns,

The Brand extinguilh'd, nto Aches turns.

Averfe to Love, he fhuns the hateful Caufe

Of Paramonrs, and difavows thewr Laws :

This Backward Kufs had eas’d his Love-fick Heart,
Reliev'd the Malady, and cur'd the Smart :

Love and the farthlefs Ses he now defy'd,

And fobbing, like a School-Boy flogg'd, he cryd ;
“ Alas ! (faid he) that I fhou'd be fo blind,

“ Not to confider, fickle Womankind, g

¢ Like Weather Cocls, are hght, and veermg}
[with the Wind.

“ Down will I go to Satar’s Darkfom Cell,
# Thence will I fetch Revenge, if there’s Revenge
[in Hell.

It
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1t happen’d, as he Ruminating {tood,
An early Piudean in the Neighbourhood
Ply'd at his Forge,~acrofs the Stteet he went,
And quickly reach'd the fmoky Tenement ;
He, forming Plough-fhares, on the Anvil beat,
Mid day Repaft to earn by Morning-Sweat ;
At Gervafe's he knock'd, who anfwer'd ftrait ;
One open'd, and one {tooping pafs'd the Gate.
“ Friend 4bfolon, what makes you up fo foon 2
“ Haft thou been Catterwawl/ing by the Moon 2
“ Some bonny Lafs (I trow) or Damfel bright
“ Has to thy wanton Fiddle danc’d all Night.
Bufy in Thought, revolving oft his Wrong,
His (uf'd Words withun ne're reach’d his Tongue :
He from the Dsffaff had more Flax to draw
Of finer Zhread than what good Gervafe faw :

Moody
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Moody he frown'd, refus'd to tell his Cafe,

But ask'd the Culter for a little Space,

That fparkl'd in the Forge, a glowing Maf.
Quoth Smutty-Face, ** To gratify a Friend,

‘ T wou'd not, tho’ twas Gold, refufe to lend ;

““ But—prithee fay—on what Defign you borrow :
“ Ask me not now,—1'll tell thee more To Morrow,
Pleas'd with the Grant, his eager Gripe lad hold
Falt on the Culter, where the Steel was cold,

Then with impatient Strides began to {teal
Tow'rds Antique Fobn’s more aged Citadel.
Thuther arrv’d, he nimbly patter'd o’re

The ratthing Cifement, as he did Lefore ;

But firlt he cough'd, and hem'd,—fure Sigasto know

When an unpatient Lover waits below.

She heard, and hearing thus her felf exprefs’t ;
* What Vagabond that thus diturbs my Reft 2

ke Sﬂm*“
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“ Some Midmght Robber fent on vile Defign,

“ Felonioufly attempting to purloin

“ My Husband's beft Commoditses~his Wife, and
[Coya.s

Soft he reply'd--- "Tis I—and I alone.

“ You '=who are You>—I am thiae 44folon
“ 1 here prefent thee with a precious Thing,
¢ My Mother’s Gift, a fair Enamel’'d Ring

“ Of well-wrought Gold— T'll freely give thee
[ths,

“ And give it only for another Kifs.

Nich'las was from the tumbl’d Blankets got,
Trom uling of the Wife, to ufe the Por;
And ro promote the Jeft, and mend the Story,
Swore he thou'd kifs him—a Poffersori 3
Then up he climbs, and thro’ the Wandow launches

Fis mounted Camnon-bore quite to the Hamnches.

Aa Quoth



And Nich'las. . .

Off goes the Skin . . .

The Patient . . .

For Anguish . . .

Furious herag'd . . .

“Help--Water . . .
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Quoth Abfolon,— My precious Sweet, my Heart,

¢ Speak, Deareft, fpeak ; I know not where thou
[arr,

Nich'las Tull-chmg'd, 1n Joud Return let fly
A Bemb, that burft like Thander from the Sky ;
The Sulph’rous Exhalation from behnd,
Blalled the Sight, and almoft ftruck him blind ;
‘The othet flood prepar’d with Iron hot,
' Tich’las on the Fundamentals (mote.
2.+ he ~hin a [ull Hand’s Bieadth, or more,
i o ent with the Blow toimented fore,
v Lo athh of the Smart began to roar ;
i we heapd, confornded at the Matter,

“ Glp - Wata, loud he cry’d,— ¢ Help—Water,
[Water.

4 12 Husband Rarting fiom lus Slumber 10fe,

Ana 1n Confufion quitted his Repofe ;

=/0w comes the Flood, thought he,—fans moic ado
IIe Gatch'd lus oy, and cut the Cord a-two.

Dcfeend-
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Defcending—down he fell ;~and tumbling dow n,
Lay breathlefs on the Pavement 1n & Swoon ;

The Lovers flart from their polluted Sheets,

And yelling Murder cry about the Sticets.

In Flocks the Neighbowms feamper’d far anl near ;
With (tupid Eyes, and gaping Wonder ftare E
Upon the poor deluded Carpenter.

Mcn, Women, Dogs, and Boys together ran,
And flood agaft to {ee lum look (o wan ;

Seholars and Crts-- the H7fe and the Wifies,
Wrves with then Cuelolds, and thew Ceeloldinalers
So fore the Tall, that in Preciptation

tomc Bones weie broke, fome fifer’d Diffsiarrcn

In vain he pleaded 1n lus own Delfence, Y
Lhe17ifeand Scholar form'd fome fhmm Dietence, ')

And jowntly 1an Iim dean wueh frontlels lmpu-}
{dence

Bant11nig the Neighbouts that around Lum ftood,
e cotertary'd wach B hnas of Noabs Iood,

Aa - ;\:.'-‘_I
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Notions fo wild, fantaftick, and {o vain

They made him frantick, and had cracldd his Brain,
For this Three Kneading-Tronghy aloft he hung,
Tor this all Night aloft he dangling fwung,

And by Intreaties long prevail'd, that we

Wou'd kundly Sit with him for Conipany.
Upward they gape 1nto the Roof, and there
Efpy Two Veflels waving 1n the Air.

Soon the Sagacious Mob his Fozble found,

They fneer'd in Confort, and the Laugh wen
[round,

They laugh'd the more, the more he did protefl,
And lightly turn'd hus Earaeff into Feft

The fober Plea, his Reafon offerd, went

For Bedlam-Proof, and Moorfield Argument .

In Rudicule Confedate Scholars join,

1ot well they {mok'd the Jocular Defign ;
Brother to Brother’s bound by mutual Laws,

Theid's Party Laugh, as well as Party Canfe.

Hencn
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Hence in a Moment was the Story known,
And he 2 Madman deem’d thro’ all the Town.

Thus Nrch'/as all Night clafp'd the wantoa Dame,
And the Good Wite had Plenty of that Same ;
Spruce Abfolon was bilke of his Defire,

One Jilted was, and One felt Ordeal Fire.
Night made our Vocal Sternbold mufapply,
And Kufs prepoft’roully her Nether Eye.

The Gown's-Man he his Clergy claim’d, and fo
Was only Jranded on the Cheek below.

As for the Clerk I leave hum to refent,

The injur'd Husband to his Difcontent,

The Phtlomath and Wife for ever to repent.

Aag Imita-
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