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SPRING

The Blackbird

Ov all the birds upon the wing

Between the zunny show’rs o’ spring,—
Vor all the lark, a-swingen high,

Mid zing below a cloudless sky,

An’ sparrows, clust’rén roun’ the bough,
Mid chatter to the men at plough,—
The blackbird, whisslen in among

The boughs, do zing the gayest zong.

Vor we do hear the blackbird zing

His sweetest ditties in the spring,

When nippén win’s noo mwore do blow
Vrom northern skies, wi’ sleet or snow,
But dréve light doust along between
The ledne-zide hedges, thick an’ green;
An’ zoo the blackbird in among

The boughs do zing the gajest zong.

"Tis blithe, wi’ newly-open’d eyes,

To zee the morneén’s ruddy skies;

Or, out a-hauleén frith or lops

Vrom new-plésh’d hedge or new vell’d copse,
To rest at noon in primrwose beds

Below the white-bark’d woak trees” heads;
But there’s noo time, the whole day long,
Lik’ evenen wi’ the blackbird’s zong.

Vor when my work is all a-done
Avore the zettén o’ the zun,

Then blushen Jedne do walk along
The hedge to meet me in the drong,




An’stay till all is dimyan’ dark
Bezides the.ashen tree’s white bark;
An’ all bezides the blackbird’s shrill
An ’runnén evenén-whissle’s still.

An’ there in bwoyhood I did rove

WY pryen eyes along the drove

To vind the nest the blackbird meide

O’ grass-stalks in the high bough’s shedde:
Or clim’ aloft, wi’ clingén knees,

Vor crows’ aggs up in swayen trees,

While frighten’d blackbirds down below
Did chatter o their little foe.

An’ zoo there’s noo pleice lik’ the drong,
Where I do hear the blackbird’s zong.

dréve, drive; frith, brushwood; lops, kindling sticks; plésh, to lay a hedge by
pegging down the cut stems; drong, a narrow way

Vellén o’ the Tree

Aye, the girt elem tree out in little hwome groun’

Wer a-stannén this mornen, an’ now’s a-cut down.

Aye, the girt elem tree, so big roun’ an’ so high,

Where the mowers did goo to their drink, an’ did lie

In the sheidde ov his head, when the zun at his heighth

Had a-drove em vrom moweén, wi het an’ wi’ drith,

Where the haj-meikers put all their picks an’ their reikes,
Ar’ did squot down to snabble their cheese an’ their ceékes,
Ar’ did vill vrom their flaggons their cups wi’ their eile,
An’ did meike theirzelves merry wi’ joke an wi’ tele.

Ees, we took up a rwope an’ we tied en all round

At the top o'n, wi’ woone end a-hangen to ground,

An’ we cut, near the ground, his girt stem a’most drough,
An’ we bent the wold head o’n wi’ woone tug or two;

An’ he sway’d all his limbs, an’ he nodded his head,

Till he vell away down like a pillar o’ lead:

An’ as we did run vrom en, there, clwose at our backs,
Oh! his boughs come to groun’ wi’ sich whizzes an’ cracks;
An’ his top wer so lofty that, now he is down,

The stem o’n do reach a'most over the groun’.

Zoo the girt elem tree out in little hwome groun,

Wer a-stanneén this mornén, an’ now’s a-cut down.

girt, great; drith, dryness, thirst; het, heat; squot, squat (also to flatten at a
blow); snabble, snap up quickly



Eclogue:The’Lotments
John and Richard

JOHN
Zoo you be in your groun’ then, I do zee,
A-worken and a-zingen lik’ a bee.

How do it answer? what d’ye think about it?
D’ye think ’tis better wi’ it than without it?
A-reck’nén rent, an’ time, an’ zeed to stock it,
D’ye think that you be any thing in pocket?

RICHARD
O, ’tis a goodish help to woone, I'm sure o’t.
If I had not a-got it, my poor bwones

Would now ha’ edch’d a-cracken stwones
Upon the road; I wish I had zome mwore 0’t.

JOHN
I wish the girt woones had a-got the greice
To let out land lik this in ouer pledce;

But I do fear there’ll never be nwone vor us,
An I can’t tell whatever we shall do:

We be a most a-starven, an’ we'd goo

To merica, if we'd enough to car us.

RICHARD
Why ’twer the squire, good now! a worthy man,
That vu’st brought into ouer pleice the plan;
He zaid he'd let a vew odd edcres

O’ land to us poor leib’rén men;

An) faith, he had enough o’ teiikers

Vor that, an’ twice so much agein.

Zoo I took zome here, near my hovel,

To exercise my speide an’ shovel;

An’ what wi’ dungen, diggen up, an’ zeedeén,
A-thinneén, cledneén, howen up an’ weedén,

I, an’ the biggest o’ the children too,
Do always vind some useful jobs to do.

JOHN
Aye, wi’ a bit 0’ ground, if woone got any,
Woone’s bwoys can soon get out an’ edrn a penny;
An’ then, by worken, they do learn the vaster
The way to do things when they have a meister;
Vor woone must know a deil about the land
Bevore woone’s fit to lend a useful hand,

In geidrden or a-vield upon a farm.

RICHARD
An’ then the work do keep em out 0" harm;
Vor vo’ks that don’t do nothén wull be vound
Soon doen woorse than nothén, I'll be bound.
But as vor me, d’ye zee, wi’ theise here bit

O’ land, why I have ev’ry thing amwost:

Vor I can fatten vowels vor the spit,

Or zell a good fat goose or two to rwoast;

An’ have my beins or cabbage, greens or grass,
Or bit o’ wheat, or, sich my happy feite is,
That I can keep a little cow, or ass,

An’ a vew pigs to eat the little tedties.

JOHN
An’ when your pig’s a-fatted pretty well
W1’ teidties, or wi’ barley an’ some bran,
Why you've a-got zome vlitches vor to zell,
Or hang in chimney-corner, if you can.

RICHARD
Aye, that’s the thing; an’ when the pig do die,
We got a lot ov offal vor to fry,

An’ netléns vor to bwoil; or put the blood in,
An’ meidke a meal or two 0’good black-pudden.



