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PREFACE

William Barnes (1801-1886) wrote poems in Standard English from an early
age. Suddenly, in his early 30s, he began to write poems in the local dialect:
“I wrote the first of my Dorset poems ... when I was kept to my room in an
ailing from a chill. It was one of the dialogues called an eclogue, and was
printed in the poet’s corner of the Dorser County Chronicle where almost all of
them first came out,” he wrote in a notebook now at St John’s College,
Cambridge. This is not the place for a detailed discussion of the eclogue as a
literary form; suffice to say here that the word has come to denote a
dialogue between country people, that it takes its form from the Idylls of
Theocritus and its name from the Eclogues of Virgil, that it became
progressively more artificial over time, moving away from its earthy roots
and weighed down by the conventions of the pastoral tradition, and that
Barnes restored it to its former vigour and naturalism.

The poem was an immediate success, and became the first in a series
of eight eclogues published within the next two years, each originally with a
Latin title and an English subtitle:

Rusticus Dolens: Inclosures of Common, 2 January 1834

Rusticus Gandens: The Allotment System, 9 January 1834

Rusticus Narrans: A Cousin down vrom Lonon, 3 April 1834

Rusticus Emigrans: Emigration, 20 November 1834

Rusticus Rixans: The Best Man in the Field, 25 December 1834

Rusticus Domi: Faether Come Huom, 5 February 1835

Rusticus Procus: A Bit o Sly Coorten, 31 December 1835

Rusticus Res Politicas Animadpertens: The New Poor Laws, 21 January 1836

© NN

These poems cry out to be performed. This reading, in reconstructed 19th-
century dialect pronunciation, features five from the original series of eight
eclogues (numbers 1, 4, 5, 6, and 7), in the revised form in which they were
subsequently republished in Barnes’s first collection of Poewzs of Rural Life in
the Dorset Dialect (1844); and to these five is added a sixth, “Viairies”, from

the same collection.



Except where otherwise stated, words used in this key to illustrate the sounds
are assumed to have the same pronunciation as in RP (the ‘Received
Pronunciation’ of Standard English)." Parentheses around a phonetic character
indicate that it may be either sounded or silent; those around a length mark
indicate that the preceding character may be either long or short. The symbols
are a selection from amongst those offered by the International Phonetic
Association, along lines similar to the usage in the Oxford English Dictionary, with

KEY TO PHONETIC SYMBOLS

some modifications. ‘GenAm’ = General American pronunciation.

CONSONANTS

= S —_— - @ +h o
2 BE ~ = &LD-

as in bin
as in din
as in judge, gin
as in fin
as in get
as in hot
as in yet
as in cat
as in /et
as in mat
as in net
as in sing

as in finger

SHORT VOWELS

a

a
D
€

[

as in French madame
as in GenAm Jot

as in pot

as in pet

as in French s/

LNNg<:oxq>L:;H'-—-am - o

Ll

c Cc > O

as in pat

as in rat

as in sin

as in shin

as in #n

as in chin

as in #hin (voiceless #)-)
as in zhis (voiced #5-)
as in pat

as in win

as in 300

as in measure

as in pit

as in about

as in putt, cut

as in put, foot

as in French douce



LLONG VOWELS

a: asin German Tag or Australian o1 asin bum

car park o asin bom, dawn
€. asin German fibrt o: asin German Sobn
e asin German Schuee W as in boon

10 asin bean

DIPHTHONGS AND GLIDES

&1 as in Australian g'day, mate j€9 as in yair

19 asin fear ud combines /u/ with /9/

€0 asin fair 1 between buy and boy, with a
jar asin German ja, Jahr long first element

j€ asin yer d:u as in know, with a long first
j&r asin German jabrlich element

ALTERNATIVE PRONUNCIATIONS

As in Standard English, many common words may be pronounced in more
than one way in Barnes’s dialect. Wherever convenient, as with the final /d/ of
and, ground, etc., or the initial /h/ of when, where, etc., parentheses ate used to
show that a character may be either silent or sounded. Where this is not
possible, as in the case of alternative vowel pronunciations, different readers
may opt for different pronunciations, as may the same reader on different
occasions. The commonest examples are collected in the table on the following
page. The defining factor is often (but not necessarily) a matter of stress:
column 2 shows the pronunciation that is most probable when the word is
stressed; column 3 shows the pronunciation when it is unstressed or lightly
stressed. In many instances readers may wish to substitute the alternative form
for the form used in the transcripts of the poems that follow the table.



TABLE OF COMMON ALTERNATIVES

The -¢s ending on plural nouns (when syllabic) may be either /1z/ or /az/.
The -est ending on superlative adjectives may be either /1st/ or /ast/.
The ending -ess in -zess, -/ess, etc. may be either /1s/ or /as/.

Word Marked Unmarked

as az oz

at at ot

but bat bot

do du: do

dost dast dost

tor (var, vor) var vor

from vrom vrom

ha’ (= have) ha ho

he, ’e (hyi: )

must mAs(t) mas(t)

nor nar nar

or ar or

so (= to that extent) sO! So

some SAIM Sam

than dan 0an

that Oat oot

the 0i (beforea | 09 (before a
vowel) consonant)

their Oeor dor

there deor dor

to tu(y) o

wher (hywear (hywar

year joir jior

you (you, ya) ju jo

your juor jor




ECLOGUES

WITH

PHONEMIC TRANSCRIPTS



ECLOGUE.

THE COMMON A-TOOK IN.

THOMAS AN’ JOHN
THOMAS.
GOOD marn t'ye John. How b’ ye? how b’ ye?
Zoo you be gwain to market, I da zee. going
Why you be quite a-luoaded wi’ your geese.

JOHN.
Ees, Thomas, ees. _yes
I fear I must get rid ov ev’ry goose
An’ goslin I’'ve a-got; an’ what is woose, worse

I fear that I must zell my little cow.

THOMAS.
How zoo, then, John? Why, what’s the matter now?
What can’t ye get along? B’ ye run a-groun’?
An’ can’t pay twenty shillens var a poun’? Sor
What can’t ye put a luoaf on shelf?

JOHN.
Ees, now;
But I da fear I shan’t ’ithout my cow.
No, they be gwain to ’cluose the Common, I da hear enclose
An’ ’twull be soon begun upon;
Zoo I must zell my bit o’ stock to year, this year

Bekiase tha woon’t have any groun’ to run upon.

THOMAS.
Why what d’ye tell 0’2 I be very zarry sorry
To hear what they be gwain about;



eklng
09 komon otuk m
tomos on dzan

THOMAS
gud ma:rn tji: d3an hamu bji: homu biji:
zu: jo bi: gwaem to markit o1 do zi:
(hywau ju: bi: kwait oluadid wi jor gi:s

JOHN
i:s tomas iis
au fior a1 mos(t) get rid ov evri guis
on gozlm airv ogot an (h)ywot 1z wu:s
au fior 0ot o:1 moas(t) zel marr Iital ko

THOMAS
hamu zu: den dzan (hywa:r (hywots 0o mator nomu
(hywnot ket i: get alpy bji: ran agraiun
on ke:nt paer twenti f1lonz vor 9 pamun
(hywot ket i: pat o luof on felf

JOHN
i:s nowu
bat ai1 da fiar au1 fant 109:ut mair ko
no: de: bi: gwam to kluoz do komon a1 do hior
an twul bi: su:n bigan spon
zu: 91 mas(t) zel mair bit o stok to jior
bikjez de: wu(i)nt hav eni gromun to ran oapon

THOMAS
(hywaur (hywot dji: tel o au bi: veri zari
to hior (h)ywot de: bi: gwam oba:ut
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But eet I s’pose there’ll be a "lotment var ye

When they da come to mark it out.

JOHN.
No, not var I, I fear; an’ if ther shood,
Why ’twooden be so handy as ’tis now;
Var ’tis the Common that da do I good;

The run var my vew geese, Or var my cOw.

THOMAS.
Ees, that’s the job; why ’tis a handy #ing
To have a bit o’ common, 1 da know,
To put a little cow upon in spring,

The while oon’s bit ov archet grass da grow.

JOHN.
Ees, that’s the #ing ya zee: now I da mow
My bit 0’ grass, an’ miake a little rick,
An’ in the zummer, while da grow,
My cow da run in common var to pick

A bliade ar two 0’ grass, if she can vind ’em,

Var t'other cattle don’t leave much behind ’em.

Zo0o0, in the evemen, we da put a lock

O’ nice fresh grass avore the wicket;

An’ she da come at vive ar zix o’clock,

As constant as the zun, to pick it.

An’ then bezides the cow, why we da let
Our geese run out among the emmet hills;
An’ then when we da pluck em, we da get
Zome veathers var to zell, an’ quills;

An’ in the winter we da fat ’em well

An’ car ’em to the market var to zell

To gentlevo’ks, var we do’nt oft avvuord

To put a goose a-top ov ouer buoard;

8

yet; an allotment

orchard

haystack

Late

five or six

ant-hills

carry

afford
table



bat iit o1 spoiz deorl bi: o Iotmont var i:
(hywen de: do kam to mairk 1t o:ut

JOHN

no: not var a1 a1 fior an 1f dor fud
(hywa: twudon bi: so handi az tiz nomu
var tiz 69 komon dat do du: air gud

09 rAn Vor mair vju: giis ar vor mair ko

THOMAS
irs Gats 0o d3pb (h)ywar tiz o handi 0
to hav o bit o kpmon a1 do no:
to pat o Iital ko opon m spriy
09 (hywaul (w)uinz bit ov airtfot gra:s do gro:

JOHN

irs Oats 09 Oy jo zi: nowu a1 do mo:

ma1 bit 9 grais an mjek o Ital rik

an m 09 zamar (hywa:l da gro:

ma:1 ka:u da ran m koman var to pik

o bljed or tu: o gra:s 1f (i kon vermn(d) om
var tadar katol doimnt liov matf bihaiin(d) om
zu: m 0i itvman wi: da pat o Ink

o noaus fref gra:s ovuor 0o wikit

on fi: do kam ot vauv ar ziks oklnk

az konstont oz 39 zan to pik 1t

an Oen bizaidz 8o ko (hywarr wi: do let
awar giis ran a:ut omon 0i emat hilz

an 0en (hywen wi: do plak om wi: do get
zom vedarz var to zel an kwilz

an m 09 wintor wi: do fat om wel

on ka:rr om to 8o markit vor to zel

to dzentolvoks var wi: domt oft svuord
to pAt 9 guis otpp ov omuar buord
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But we da get ouer fedst; var we be yable
To clap the giblets up a-top o’ tiable.

THOMAS.

An’ I don’t know o’ many better #hings

Than geese’s heads an’ gizzards, lags an’ wings.

JOHN.
An’ then, when I got nothen else to do,
Why I can tiake my hook an’ gloves, an’ goo
To cut a lot 0’ vuzz an’ briars
Vor heten ovens, or var lighten viers.
An’ when the childern be too young to yarn
A penny, they can goo out in dry weather,
An run about an’ get together

A bag 0’ cow dung var to burn.

THOMAS.
"Tis handy to live near a common;
But I've a-zeed, an’ I’ve a-zaid,
That if a poor man got a bit o’ bread
They’ll try to tiake it vrom en.
But I wer tuold back t’other day
That they be got into a way

O’ letten bits o’ groun’ out to the poor.

JOHN.
Well I da hope ’tis true, I'm zure,
An’ I da hope that they wull do it here,

Ar I must goo to workhouse I da fear.

10

able

legs

furze (gorse)
heating

earn

seen

from him

or



bat wi: do get omor fiost var wi: bi: jebal
to klap do dziblits ap otop o tjebal

THOMAS
an o1 do:nt no: 9 meni betor dms
0an gi:siz hedz an gizordz lagz on wins

JOHN

an 0en (hywen ai1 gt naOen els to du:
(hywair a1 kon tjek ma:r huk an glavz an gu:
to kat o Iot o vAz on bronorz

var heton Avonz ar veor laiton vairorz

an (hywen 09 tfildorn bi: tu: jap to joirn

o peni de: kon gu: o:ut m droir wedor

an rAan abamut an get togedor

9 bag 9 ko day var to bairn

THOMAS
tiz handi to lrv nior o komon
bat airv ozi:d an airv ozed
dat 1f 9 pu(:)or man got o bit o bred
oe:l trau to tjek 1t vrom an
bat a1 war tuald bak tader de:
dat de: bi: got mtu o we:
o leton bits o groun amt to da pu(:)or

JOHN
wel a1 do hop tiz tru: o:xm fu(:)or
an ai1 do ho:p dat de: wul du: 1t hior
ar oi1 mas(t) gu: to warrkhotus o1 do fior
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ECLOGUE.

VIAIRIES.

SIMON AN’ SAMEIL.

SIMON.
THERE’S what the vo’kes da cal a viairy ring,
Out zher lo’k zee. Why ’tis an oddish #hing.

SAMEL.

Ees ’tis to 1. I wunder how da come.
What is it that da miake it, I da wunder.

SIMON.
Be hang’d if I can tell, I'm sure; but zome
Da zae da come by lightnen when da thunder.
An’ zome da zae sich rings as #iik ring there is
Da grow in dancen tracks o’ little viaries,
That in the nights 0’ zummer ar o’ spring
Da come by moonlight, when noo other veet
Da tread the dewy grass but their’s, an’ meet,

An’ dance awoy togither in a ring.

SAMEL.
An’ who d’ye #hink da work the fiddlestick,
A little viairy too, ar else wold Nick?

SIMON.
Why they da zae that at the viairies” bal
Thet’s nar a fiddle that’s a-heir’d at al:
But tha da play upon a little pipe

A-miade 0’ kexes ar 0’ stra’s, dead ripe,

12

Jolks; fairy
look

yes

say
that

or

feet

never

hemlock stalks;” straws



eklng
vjeariz
sa:1man an samal

SIMON
dgorz (hywot 8o voiks do ka:l o vjeari riy
ot dar luk zi: (hywar tiz on odif oy

SAMEL
irs tiz tu a1 9:1 wandar hou do kam
(hywot 1z 1t dat do mjek 1t a:1 do wandor

SIMON
bi: hand 1f a:1 kon tel oiim fu()or bat zam
do ze: do kam b(a:)1 lairitnon (hywen do Oandar
an zam do ze: sitf riyz oz d1k riy deor 1z
da gro: in demnson traks o Iital vjeariz
0at m 09 naiIts 0 ZAmar ar 9 spriy
da kam b(a:)1 mu:nloirt (hywen nu: adar vit
do tred 0o dju:i gra:s bat Ogorz an mi:t
on de:ns awar tagidar I 9 11y

SAMEL
an hu: dji: digk do warrk 0o fidalstik
o Irtal vjeari tu: ar els (w)uoald nik

SIMON
(hywai de: do ze: 0ot at 09 vjeariz ba:l
0orz nair o fidal dats ohiord ot a:l
bat de: do plaer opon o lital pap
omjed o keksiz ar o stre:z ded raup
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A-stuck in row, (zome shart an’ longer zome),
W1’ slime o’ snails, ar bits o’ plum-tree gum.
An’ miake sich music that to hear it sound

You’d stick so still’s a pollard to the ground.

SAMEL.
What do ’em dance? ’tis plain by theds green wheéels
Tha don’t frisk in an’ out in dree-hand reels;
Var else, instead o’ the6s here girt roun’ O,

Tha’d cut us out a figure *v 8 d’ye know.

SIMON.
Oh! they ha jigs to fit ther little veet:
They woodden dance, ya know, at ther fine bal,
The dree an’ vow’r han’ reels that we da spra’l

An’ kick about in, when we men da meet.

SAMEL.
An’ have zome fellers, in ther midnight rambles,

A-catch’d the viairies then in thedsem gambols.

SIMON.
Why ees, but they be off lik” any shot

So soon’s a man ’s a-comen near the spot.

SAMEL.
But, in the dae-time, whet da viaities hide?

Wher be ther huomes then, wher da viairies bide?

SIMON.
O they da git awoy down under groun’
In holler pliazen, wher tha can’t be voun’;

But still my gramfer, many years agoo,
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short

beheaded tree’

they; these
they, three-hand
Sfory this; great

have; feet

three; foury sprawl

these

Pplaces; found
grandfather



ostak m ro: zam fairt on loggor zam

wi slo:itm o sn&i1lz ar bits o plamtri: gam
an mjek sitf mju:zik dat to hior 1t sorun(d)
jod stik sa stilz o polaird to 89 gra:un(d)

SAMEL
(hywot du: om de:ns tiz plaem b(a:)1 dioz grin (h)wilz
de: domt frisk m on ot m drithan(d) ri:lz
var €els msted o dios hior goirt romun o:
Oe:d kat os amut o figorv @it dji: no:

SIMON
o: Oe: ha dzigz to fit dor Iital viit
oe: wudon deins jo no: ot dar foun ba:l
09 dri: an vaar han ri:lz dot wi: do spra:l
on kik aba:ut m (hywen wi: men do mi:t

SAMEL
an hav zam felorz m dor midna:t rambalz
okatft 0o vjeariz den m diozom gambalz

SIMON
(hywa iis bat de: bi: of lik eni fpt
$9 swnz 9 manz akaman nior 9 spot

SAMEL
bat m 8o de:torrm (hywor do vjeariz haud
(hywar bi: dor huomz den (hywar do vjeariz baid

SIMON
o: de: do git awair doun Andor gromun
mn holor pljezon (h)ywar de: ke:nt bi: vorun
bat stil mair gramfor meni jiorz agu:
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CE liv’d at Grenley farm, an’ milk’d a diairy,)
If what the vo’kes da tell is true,

Oone marnen yerly voun’ a viairy.

SAMEL.
An’ did er stop then wi’ the good wold buoy?

Ar did er soon contrive to slip awoy?

SIMON.
Why, when the vo’kes were al asleep a-bed,
The viairies us’d to come, as ’tis a-zed,
Avore the vire wer cuold, an’ dance an hour
Ar two at dead o’ night upon the vlour,
Var they, by only utterén a word
Ar charm, can come down chimley, lik” a bird;
Ar dra ther bodies out so long an’ narra,
That they can vlee droo keyholes lik” an arra.
An’ zoo oone midnight, when the moon did drow
His light droo winder roun’ the vlour below,
An’ crickets roun’ the bricken heth did zing,
Tha come an’ danced about the hal in ring;
An’ tapp’d, droo little holes noo eyes cood spy,
A kag o’ poor ant’s meid a-stannen by;
An’ oone 6’m drink’d so much ’e coodden mind
The word ’e wer to zae to make en smal,
’E got a-dather’d zoo that a’ter al
Out t’others went an’ left en back behind.
An’ 2’ter he’d a-beit about his head
Agen the keyhole, till e wer hafe dead,
’E laid down al along upon the vlour
Till gran’fer, comen down, unlocked the door:
And then, ’e zeed en (twer enough to frighten én)

Bolt out 0’ door, an’ down the road lik lightenen.
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morning; early

he/ she/ it

said

fire
floor

draw; narrow
[y through; arrow
throw

window

brick hearth

keg

one of them; remember

say
confused

half

saw



it Irvd ot grenli fairm on milkt o djeori
if (hywot &0 voiks do tel 1z tru:
(W)win ma:rnon joirli vomun 9 vjeori

SAMEL
an did ar stop den wi 09 gud (w)uald bwain
ar did or suin kontramv to slip owai

SIMON
(hywair (hywen 0o voiks waer a:l asli:p obed
09 vjeariz juist to kam az tiz ozed
ovuar 8o vairer war kuold on deins an omuor
ar tu: ot ded o no:rt opon 09 viloror
var de: b(a:)1 oimli Atoron o woird
or tfarrm kon kam domun tfimli Iik o baird
ar dre: dar bodiz st so loy on naro
Oat de: kon vli: dru: ketho:lz lik on ara
an zu: (W)uin midna:t (hywen do mu:n did dro:
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on tapt dru: Iital ho:lz nu: a1z kud spa:x
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an (w)un o:m drigkt so matf o kudon ma:n(d)
09 waird o war to ze: to mjek on sma:l
9 got adadard zu: dat e:tor a:l
ot tadarz went an left on bak bihaim(d)
an ertor hixd obist obo:ut hiz hed
agen 09 ke:hol til o war he:f ded
o led dowun a:l aloy opon do vlomor
til granfor kamon domun anlokt 8o du(:)or
an(d) Oen o zi:d on twar maf to framton on
bo:lt a:ut o duar an domun 89 ro:d lik lairtonon
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ECLOGUE.

FAETHER COME HUOME.

JOHN, WIFE, AN’ CHILE.

CHILE.
O MOTHER, mother, be the tiaties done?

Here’s faecther now a-comeén down the track.

’E got his nitch 0’ wood upon his back,
An’ sich a spyeker in en! I’ll be boun’
E’s long enough to reach vrom groun’
Up to the top ov ouer tun!

Tis jist the very #hing var Jack an’ I

To goo a colepecksen wi’ by an’ by.

WIFE.
The tiaties must be ready pirty nigh;
Do tiake oone up upon the fark, an’ try.
The kiake upon the vier too ’s a-burnen

I be afeird: do run an’ zee; an’ turn en.

JOHN.

Well, mother, here I be a-come oonce muore.

WIFE.
Ah!'T be very glad ya be, I'm sure;

Ya be a-tired, an’ cuold enough, I s’pose.

Zit down, an’ ease yer buones, an’ warm yer nose.

JOHN.
Why I be peckish: what is ther to eat?
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CHILE
o: mAdar madar bi: 09 tjetiz dan
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to gu: o ko:lpekson wi ba:r on bai

WIFE
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09 kjek appn 09 vaurer tu:z abairnan
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JOHN
wel mador hior a1 bi: okam (wW)wins muor

WIFE
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jo bi: otamrord an kuald maf o spo:z
zit doiun an i:z jor buonz an wairm jor no:z

JOHN
(hywatr au bi: pekif (hywot 1z dor tu iit
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WIFE.
Yer suppet’s nearly ready; I've a-got
Some tiaties here a-doén in the pot;
I wish wi” al my heart I had some meat.
I got a little kiake too here, a-biakén 6’n of it
Upon the vier. "Tis done by this time though.
’E’s nice an’ moist; var when I wer a-miakén 6'n,

I stuck some bits ov apple in the dough.

CHILE.
Well, faether, what d’ye #ink? The pig got out
This marnen; an’ avore we zeed ar heird en, morning; saw or
’E runned about an’ got out into giarden,

An’ routed up the groun’ zoo wi’ his snout!

JOHN.
Now what d’ye #hink o’ that! You must contrive

To keep en in, ar else ’¢’ll never thrive.

CHILE.
An’ facther, what d’ye #ink? I voun’ to-day
The nest wher #hik wold hen ov out’s da lay: that old
"T'wer out in archet hedge, an’ had vive aggs. orchard; five eggs
WIFE.
Lok there! how wet ya got yer veet an’ lags! Jeet and legs

How did ye git in sich a pickle, Jahn?

JOHN.
I broke my hoss, an’ ben a-fuossed to stan’ hedger’s platform;” forced
Right in the mud an’ water var to dig,

An’ miade myzelf so watshod as a pig. wet-shod
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WIFE
jor saparz niorli redi a:1v ogot
som tjetiz hior adu:on m 89 pot
o wif wi a:l mair hairt o1 had som mi:t
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CHILE
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WIFE
luk dear haiu wet jo got jor viit on lagz
homu did i: git m sitf o pikal dzan

JOHN

a1 bro:k moa:r hos on bin ofupst to stan
rait 80 mad on wotor var to dig

on mjed maizelf so watfpd oz 9 pig
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CHILE.
Faether, tiake off yer shoes, an’ gi’e ’em to I:

Here be yer wold oones var ye, nice an’ dry.

WIFE.

An’ have ye got much hedgen muore to do?

JOHN.

Enough to leste var dree weeks muore ar zoo.

WIFE.
An’ when y’ave done the job ya be about,
D’ye #hink ya’ll have another vound ye out?

JOHN.
O ees, there’ll be some muore: when 1 done that
I got a job o’ trenchén to goo at:
An’ then zome trees to shroud, an’ wood to vell;
Z00 I da hope to rub on pirty well
Till Zummer time; an’ then I be to cut
The wood an’ do the trenchen by the tut.

CHILE.
An’ nex’ week, faether, I be gwain to goo

A-picken stuones, ya know, var Farmer True.

WIFE.
An’ little Jack, ya know, is gwain to yarn

A penny keepén birds off vrom his carn.

JOHN.

O brave! What wages do er mein to gi’e?
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CHILE
fe:dar tjek of jor fuiz an gi: om tu au
hior bi: jor (w)usld (W)uinz var i: na:s on drar

WIFE
on hav i: got matf hedzon muor to du:

JOHN
maf to leist vor dri: wi()ks muor or zu:

WIFE
an (hywen jov dan 0o d3pb jo bi: oborut
dji: dmk jol hav oanadar vamun(d) i: omut

JOHN

o: irs 0arl bi: som muoar (hywen a:1 dan dat
a1 got 2 d3pb 2 trentfon to gu: at

an Oen zom tri:z to rorud on wud to vel
zu: i1 do horp to rab pn pairti wel

til zamar to:rm an den i bi: to kat

09 wud on du: da trentfon b(a:)1 09 tat

CHILE
an neks wi()k fe:0or a:1 bi: gwaem to gu:
apikon stuonz jo no: var fairrmor tru:

WIFE

an Irtal dzak jo no: 1z gwein to jarrn
9 peni ki()pon bairdz of vrom hiz kairn

JOHN
o: brjev (hywot wjedziz du: or mion to gi:
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WIFE.
She dreppence var a day, an’ twopence he.

JOHN.
Well, Polly, thee must work a little spracker
When thee bist out, ar else thee wu’ten pick

A dungpot luoad o’ stuones not very quick.

CHILE.
O ees I sholl: but Jack da want a clacker.
An’ faether, wull ye tiake an’ cut
A stick ar two to miake his hut.

JOHN.
Ya little wench, why thee bist always baggen!
I be too tired now to-night, I'm sure,

To zet a-doen any muore;

Zoo I shall goo up out 0’ the woy o’ the waggon.
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WIFE
fir drepans vor o de: an tapans hi:

JOHN

wel poli 0i: mast woirk o Iital sprakor
(hywen 0i: bist omut ar els di: wuton pik
o dagpot luad o stuonz not veri kwik

CHILE
o: its a1 ful bat dzak do wont o klakor
an fe:dor wul i: tjek an kat
o stik or tu: to mjek hiz hat

JOHN

jo Iitol wentf (hywai 0i: bist aslwe:z bagon
au bi: tu: tomrord natu tonait oirm fu(i)or

to zet aduion eni muor

zw: ai1 fal gu: Ap ot o 89 wair 9 0o wagon
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ECLOGUE.

THE BEST MAN IN THE VIELD.

SAM AND BOB.

[For Barnes’s excplanation of the technical terms of haymatking used in this eclogne—
pook, wiale, ted, roller, tip, ground the pick, skim(my), etc— see note 11, p. 51 below. |

SAM.
THAT’S slowish work, Bob. What’s a-ben about?
Thy pooken don’t goo on not auver sprack.
Why I've a-pook’d my wiale lo’k zee, clear out,

And here I got another, turnén back.

BOB.
I'll work wi’ thee then, Sammy, any dae,
At any work bist minded to goo at,
Var any money thee dost like to lae.
Now, Mister Sammy: what dost #ink o’ that?
My girt wiale here is twice so big as thine;
Or else, I warnd, I shoodden be behine.

SAM.

Now ’dhang thee, Bob, don’t tell sich woppeén lies.

My wiale is biggest, if da come to size.

"Tis jist the siame whatever bist about;

Why when bist teddén grass, ya liazy sloth,
Zomebody is a-fuoss’d to tiake thy zwath

An’ ted a hafe woy back to help thee out.

An’ when bist riakén rollers, bist so slack,
That thee dost kip the buoys an’ women back.
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09 best man m 89 vil(d)

sam an(d) bob

SAM
Oats slo:f wairk bob (hywpts obin oba:ut
0a:1 pukon doint gu: pn not o:vor sprak
(hywar a:rv opukt mair wijel luk zi: klisr ot
an hior a:1 got anadar ta:rnon bak

BOB
aul warrk wi 0i: 0en sami eni de:
ot eni wairrk bist ma:ndid to gu: at
var eni mani di: dost lork to le:
nomu mistor sami (h)ywot dost digk o dat
ma:r gairt wjel hior 1z twars sa big oz 0a:m
ar els air wairnd a:1 fudon bi: bihain

SAM
namu dan 0i: bob domt tel sitf wopan laiiz
ma:1 wjel 1z bigist 1f do kam to sa:1z
tiz dzist 09 sjem (hywotevar bist aba:ut
(hywair (hywen bist tedon gra:s jo ljezi slo0
zambodi 1z ofupst to tjek doi1 zwp0
on ted o he:f waur bak to help di: ot
an (hywen bist rjekon rolorz bist so slak
dat 0i: dost kip 8o bwatiz on wumin bak
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An’ if dost #hink that thee canst challenge 1,

At any thing then, Bob, we’ll tiake a pick apiece,
An’ oonce the6s zummer, goo an’ try

To miake a rick apiece.

A rick o’ thine wull look a little funny,

When thee’s a-done en, I'll bet any money.

BOB.
Ya noggerhead; laste year thee miade’st a rick,
An’ we wer fuoss’d to trig en wi’ a stick:
An’ what did John that tipp’d en zae? Why zed
’E stood a-top 0’en al the while in dread,
A-hinken that avore ’e shood a-done en

’E’d tumble auver slap wi” he upon en.

SAM.
Ya lyen liazy #hief. I warnd my rick
Wer better than thy luoad o’ hay laste wik.
Tha hadden got a hunderd yards to hal en,
An’ then tha wer a-fuoss’d to hab’n boun,
Var if tha hadden ’twood a-tumbl’d down:
An’ 2’ter that I zeed ’e wer a-valén,
An’ push’d agen en wi’ my pitchen pick
To kip en up jist till we got to rick;
An’ when the humpty-dumpty wer unboun

’E vell to pieces down upon the groun.

BOB.
Do shut thy Iyen chops. What dosten mind
Thy pitchen to me out in Gully-plot?
A-miaken o’ me wait (wast zoo behind)

A hafe an hour var ev’ry pitch I got.
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SAM
jo loman ljezi 0i:f o1 wairnd mo:r rik
war betor don da:1 luad o heer leist wik
oe: hadon got o handard jairdz to ha:l an
an Oen Oe: war ofupst to hab on boun
var 1f de: hadon twud o tambold domun
on ertor dat air zi:d o war availon
on puft agen an wi mar pitfon pik
to kip on Ap dzist til wi: got to 1k
an (hywen 0o hamptidampti wor Anbo:un
o vel to piisiz do:un opon 8o groun

BOB
du: fat dar lommon tfops (hywot dason ma:mn(d)
0a:1 pitfon to mi: ot m galiplot
omjekon o mi: wert wost zu: biha:in(d)
o he:f on omior var evri pitf air got

29



An’ then how thee didst groun’ thy pick, an’ blow,
An’ quirk to get en up on end, dost know;

To rise a pitch that wer about so big

’S a goodish crow’s nest, or a wold man’s wig.
Why bist so weak, dost know, as any roller.

Z.ome o’ the women vo’kes wull beat thee holler.

SAM.
Ya snubnos’d flobberchops. I pitch’d so quick
That thee dost know thee had’st a hardish job
To tiake the pitches in vrom my slow pick,
An’ dissen zee I groun’ en, nother, Bob.
An’ thee bist stronger, thee dost #ink, than I,
Girt bandylags, I jist shood like to try.
We'll goo, if thee dost like, an’ jist zee which

Can heave the muost, or car the biggest nitch.

BOB.
Ther, Sam, da miake I zick to hear thy braggen:
Why bissen strong enough to car a flaggon.

SAM.
Ya grinnen fool! I warnd I'd zet thee blowen,
If thee wast wi’ me var a dae a-moweén.
I’d wear my cuoat, an’ thee sha’st pull thy rags off,

An’ in ten minutes why I’d mow thy lags off.

BOB.
Thee mow wi’ Il why coossen keep up wi’ me.
Why bissen fit to goo a-vield to skimmy,
Or mow the docks an’ #iistles: why I’ll bet

A shillen, Samel, that thee cassen whet.
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SAM.
Now don’t thee zae much muore than what’st a-zaid
Or else I’'ll knock thee down, heels auver head.

BOB.

Thee knock I down, ya fool; why cassen hit
A blow hafe hard enough to kill a nit.

SAM.
Well thee sha’t veel upon thy chops and snout. you'll feel (i)

BOB.

Come on then, Samel, let’s jist have oone bout.
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ECLOGUE.

EMIGRATION.

ROBERT AND RICHARD.

ROBERT.
Well Richat, zoo ’tis true what I do hear
That you be guoin to Dieman’s Land to-year.

RICHARD.
Ees, I shall never eat another pound
O’ zalt in England here, where I wer barn;
Nor dig another spit o’ English ground;
Nor cut a bit moore English grass or carn.
Ees, we must get to Lon’on now next Zunday
Abuoard the Ship that is to car us,
Vor if the weather should be rightish var us
We shall put out to Sea 0® Monday,
Z.00 our vew tools and clothes (for we must car all
That we can get by buyen, or by baggen),
Here tother day I packed up in a barrel

And zent ’em on to Lon’on by the waggon.

ROBERT.

And how d’ye zend your children and your women?

RICHARD.
We got a lightish waggon to clap them in.

ROBERT.

And how d’ye get up yourzelves, you men?
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ROBERT
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RICHARD
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nar kat o bit muor mglif grais or kairn
i:s wit mas(t) get to lanon no:u neks(t) zande:
obuord 8o [1p dat 1z to kair os
var 1f 05 wedar fud bi: rautif vair os
wi: fal pat amwt to si: 9 mande:
zu: owuar vju: tuilz ond klo:z vor wi: mast kair a:l
0ot wi: kon get b(a:)1 batron ar b(a:)1 bagon
hiar tador de: a1 pakt Ap mn 9 baral
an(d) zent om pn to lanan b(a:)1 0o wagen

ROBERT
an(d) hawu dji: zend jor tfildorn an(d) jor wumin

RICHARD
wi: got o lamtif wagen to klap (0)om m

ROBERT
an(d) howu dji: get Ap jorzelvz ju: men
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RICHARD.
O we shall walk and ride oonce now and then
When we do meet wi’ any driv]e]n lads
W1’ lightish luoads to tiake us up vor cads.

ROBERT.
And how d’ye veel now Richat in your mind,

To leave your bethpleace and your friends behind?

RICHARD.
Why very queer, I do, I cant deny:
When I do think o’ be’en piarted
Vrom al my friends var ever, I could cry
But var the shiame o’ be’en so softhearted.
Here be the trees that I did use to clim in,

Here is the brook that I did use to zwim in,

Here be the ground where I've a worked and played;

Here is the hut that I wer barn and bred in;

Here is the little church where we’ve a prayed,

And churchyard that my kinsvolk’s buones be laid in

And I myzelf, you know, should like to lie
Among ’em too when I do come to die;
But ’tis noo use to have zich foolish wishes;

I shall be tossed, 1" may be, to the vishes.

ROBERT.
"Tis hard a man can’t get a luoaf to veed ’en
Upon the pliace wher life wer vust a gied ’en;
"Tis hard that if he’d work, there’s noo work var’n,
Or that his work woon’t bring enough o’ money
To keep en, though the land is vull a carn
And cattle; and do flow wi’ milk and honey.
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ar 0at hiz warrk wu()nt briy maf o mani
to ki()p an do: 82 lan(d) 1z vul o kairn
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RICHARD.
Why ees, ’tis rather hardish, oone ca’nt doubt it,
But ’tis’n any use to tak about it;
There’s noo work here at huome that I can come at,

And zoo I'll goo abroad and try var some’hat.

ROBERT.
But you’ll be zome time out upon the ocean;
You woon’t get ovver very quick;
And if the Sea is rough, the vessel’s motion,
I s’puose, wull miake ye rather zick.

RICHARD.
Eees *twull be voorteen weeks, I s’puose, or muore,

"Forever we shall stratch our lags ashore.

ROBERT.
And then, " may be, you mid come to land
Down at the bottom, in the mud ot zand;
You mident goo to Dieman’s Land at all,

Var you mid get a drownded in a squall.

RICHARD.
I don’t mind that, var a’ter I be dead
I shan’t be zoo a puzzled to get bread.
They that "ave got the wordle’s goods, noo doubt on’t,
Do like it, and ben’t willing to goo out on’t:
There’s nothin here var I but want and zorrow,
Zoo I don’t mind o’ leaven it to-motrow.
If twerden var my children and my wife,

I wou’dent gi’ a zixpence var my life.
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RICHARD
(hywa iis tiz re:dar harrdif (w)uin kemt dowut 1t
bat tidon eni ju:s to terk oborut 1t
0orz nu: wairk hior ot huom 9ot a:1 kon kam ot
an(d) zu: au1l gu: abro:d on(d) trair vor zamat

ROBERT
bat ju:l bi: zam toirm o:ut opon di o:fon
jo wu()nt get orvor veri kwik
an(d) 1f 09 si: 1z raf 0o vesolz mo:fon
a1 spuaz wul mjek i: re:dor zik

RICHARD
its twul bi: vawartin wi)ks ai1 spuaz ar muor
vuar evar wit fol stratf omor lagz ofuor

ROBERT
an(d) 0en 1 me1 bi: jo mid kam to lan(d)
damun ot 0o botom m do mad or zan(d)
jo midon(t) gu: to ditmonz lan(d) ot a:l
var jo mid get odromundid m o skwa:l

RICHARD

a1 domnt main(d) dat var e:tor o bi: ded

a1 fant bi: zu: opazald to get bred

de: dat ov got 00 wairdalz gudz nu: do:ut ont
do laiik 1t ond bemnt wilan to gu: o:ut ont
0arz na0Oan hiar vor a:1 bat wont an(d) za()ro
zu: a1 doint ma:mn(d) olitven 1t toma()ro

if twairdon vor ma tfildorn on(d) mair wauf
a1 wudan(t) gi: 9 zikspans vor mar laif
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ROBERT.
Ah! we must stay till GOD is plieased to tiake us;
If we do do our best he woon’t forsiake us.
Good bye, and if I shou’dent zee ye agaen,
GOD bless you, Richat, drough your life. through

RICHARD.
Amen.
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ROBERT
a: wit mas(t) ster til god 1z pliozd to tjek as
if wit do du: amuer best hi: wu()nt varsjek os
gud bair an(d) 1f am1 fudon(t) zi: i: ogen
god bles ju: ritfot dru: jor louf

RICHARD
aimen
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ECLOGUE

A BIT O’ SLY COORTEN

JOHN AND FANNY.

JOHN.
Now Fanny, ’tis too bad, ya téazeén maid,;
How liate ya be a-come. Wher have ye stay’d?
How long ya have a-miade me wait about!
I thought ya werden gwain to come, agen,
I had a mind to goo back huome agen.

This idden when ya promis’d to come out.

FANNY.
Now ’tidden any use to miake a row,
Var ’pon my word I cooden come till now.
I ben a-kept in al the da, by mother,
At work about oon little job an’ t'other.
If you da want to goo, though, don’t ye stay

Var I a minute longer I da pray.

JOHN.
I thought ya mid be out wi’ Jemmy Bliake.

FANNY.
Why should I be wi” he var goodness’ siake?

JOHN.
Ya wa’k’d o’ Zunday evemen wi'n d’ye know.

Ya went vrom Church a-hitch’d up in his yarm.
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eklng
9 bt 2 sla:x kuarton

dzan on(d) fani

JOHN

namu fani tiz tu: bad jo teizon maerd
hamu ljet jo bi: okam (h)war hov i: steid
hatu loy jo hav amjed mi: wert aba:ut
air doit jo warrdon gwaem to kam agen
a1 had o maimn(d) to gu: bak huom ogen
01s 1don (h)wen jo promist to kam a:ut

FANNY
na:u tidon eni juis to mjek o rowu
var pon ma:1 waird a1 kudon kam til nowu
o b okept m a:l 89 de: b(a:)r mader
ot warrk abamut (w)win lital d3zpb on tador
if ju: do wont to gu: 0o: doint i: ster
var i1 9 minit Ionger a1 do preer

JOHN
a1 0ot jo mid bi: o:ut wi dzemi bljek

FANNY
(hywatr fud i bi: wi hi: vor gudnis sjek

JOHN

jo weikt 9 zande: irzvmon wi on dji: no:
jo went vrom tfartf shitft Ap m hiz jarrm
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FANNY.
Well, if I did, that werden any harm;

b

Lauk! that 7s zome’hat to tiake nodice o’.

JOHN.
’E took ye roun’ the middle at the stile,
An’ kiss’d ye twice ’ithin the hafe a mile.

FANNY.
"Ees, at the stile, bekiase I shooden val,
’E took me hold to help me down, that’s al;
An’ I can’t zee what very mighty harm
’E cood ha’ done a-lenden me his yarm.
An’ var his kissén o’ me, if ’e did
I didden ax en to, nar zz ’e mid;
An’ if ’e kiss’d me dree times ar a dozen,
What harm wer it? Why idden er my cousin?
An’ I cant zee, then, what ther is amiss

In cousin Jem’s jist gi’en I a kiss.

JOHN.
Well, he shon’t kiss ye then; ya shon’t be kiss’d
By his girt ugly chops, a lanky houn’;
If I da zee’n I'll jist wring up my vist
An’ knock en down.
I'll squot his girt pug nose, if I don’t miss en,

I'll warnd I’ll spwile his pirty lips var kissen.

FANNY.
Well, John, I'm sure I little #hought to vind
That you had sich a nasty jealous mind.
What, then! I s’pose that I must be a dummy,

An’ mussen goo about, nar wag my tongue
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FANNY
wel 1f a1 did 0at wairdon eni haxrm
lotk dat 1z zamat to tjek no:dis o:

JOHN
ir tuk i: ro;un 02 midal at 0o starl
an kist i: twarts 10m 09 he:f 9 mo:l

FANNY
irs at 09 staul bikjez a1 fudon vail
i tuk mi: ho:ld to help mi: dowun dats a:l
on a:1 ket zi: (hywot veri mati ha:rrm
9 kud ha dan alendon mi: hiz jarrm
an var hiz kison o mi: if o did
a1 didon aiks on tu nar ze: @ mid
an 1f o kist mi: dri: to:rmz ar o dazon
(hywot ha:irm war 1t (hywair 1don or ma:r kazon
an a:1 ket zi: den (h)ywot dar 1z amis
m kazon dzemz dzist gian a1 9 kis

JOHN
wel hi: fant kis i: 0en jo fant bi: kist
ba:r hiz gart agli tfops o lanki hamun
if ai1 do zi: on a1l dzist riy Ap mar vist
an nok on do:un
aul skwot hiz goirt pag no:z 1f ai1 do:nt mis an
aul wairnd a:l spwail hiz pairti lips ver kison

FANNY
wel dzan a:rm fu(r)or a1 Iital doit to vaun(d)
Oat ju: had sitf o nasti dzelos main(d)
(hywot 0en a1 spo:z dat o1 mas(t) bi: o dami
an masan gu: abaiut nar wag ma tay
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To any soul, if he’s a man, an young;

Ar else you’ll put yerzelf up in a passion,

An’ ta’k awoy o’ gi’en vo’ke a drashen,

An’ breaken buones, an’ beiten heads to pummy.
If you’ve a-got sich jealous woys about ye,

I'm sure I shoo’d be better off ’ithout ye.

JOHN.
Well, if girt Jemmy have a’~winn’d your heart,
We’d better break the coortship off, an’ piart.

FANNY.
He winn’d my heart! there, John, don’t ta’k sich stuff,
Don’t ta’k noo muore; var ya’ve a-zed enough.
If I’d a-lik’d another muore than you
I’m sure I shooden come to meet ye zoo,
Var, I’'ve a-tuold to father many a starry
An’ took 0’ mother many a scuolden var ye.
[Weeping.]
But t’'wull be auver now, var you shon’t zee me

Out wi’ ye noo muore to pick a quarrel wi’ me.

JOHN.
Well, Fanny, I woon’t zae noo muore, my deat.
Let’s miake it up. Come wipe off #iik zhere tear,
Let’s goo an’ zit 0’ top 0’ theos here stile,
And rest, and look about a little while.

FANNY.

Now goo awoy, ya nasty jealous chap,
Ya shon’t kiss I: ya shon’t: I'll gi’ ye a slap.
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tu eni so:l 1f hi:iz 9 man on jag

ar els ju:l pat jorzelf Ap m o pafon

an tetk owarr o giton voik o drafon

on bre:kon buonz on bioton hedz to pami
if ju:v ogot sitf dzelos waits oborut i
aum fu()or o fud bi: betor of 102:ut i

JOHN
wel 1f gairt dzemi hov owind jor ha:rt
wiid betar bre:k da kuortfip of an pjairt

FANNY
hi: wind ma:r hairt dear dzan domnt teik sitf staf
do:mt tetk nu: muor var jov ozed maf
1f aird olikt oanadar muor don ju:
aum fu()or a1 fudon kam to mit i: zu:
var a:1v atuoald to fe:dor meni o stairi
on tuk @ mador meni 9 skualdon varr i
[Weeping]
bat twul bi: orvar nomu var ju: fant zi: mi:
ot wi it nu: muar to pik o kwa()ral wi mi:

JOHN
wel fani a1 wu()nt ze: nu: muor ma: dior
lets mjek 1t Ap kam warrp of d1k dear tior
lets gu: an zit otop o dios hior staul
an(d) rest an(d) luk aba:ut o Iital (hywa:il

FANNY

natu gu: owai jo nasti dzelos tfap
jo fant kis a1 jo fant aul gi: it 9 slap
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JOHN.
Then you look smilén; don’t you pout an’ toss

Yer head at I, an’ look so very cross.

FANNY.

Now John! don’t squeeze me roun’ the middle zoo.

I woon’t stop here noo longer if ya do.—

Why John! be quiet wull ye, fie upon it.

Now zee how you’ve a-rumpl’d up my bonnet,
Mother ’ill zee it 2’ter I’m at huome,

An’ gi’e a guess directly how it come.

JOHN.
Then don’t ye zae that I be jealous, Fanny.

FANNY.

I wull: var you be jealous, Mister Jabnny.

JOHN.
If I be jealous you be rather fickle-ish.

FANNY.
John! ledve aluone my neck. I be so tickle-ish!

There’s somebody a-comeén down the groun’

Towards the6s stile. Who is it? Come git down.

I must rin huome, upon my word then, now;
If T da stay they’ll kick up sich a row.
Good night. I can’t stay now.

JOHN.

Then good night, Fanny

Come out a-bit to-marrer evemen, can ye?
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JOHN
den ju: luk smairlon do:int ju: parut on tos
jor hed ot o1 an luk so veri kros

FANNY
na:u d3an do:nt skwiiz mi: rorun 8o midal zu:
a1 wu()nt stop hior nu: loggor 1f jo du:
(hywair dzan bi: kwaiet wul i: foir opon 1t
namu zi: hawu jurv arampald Ap ma:r bonit
maAdar al zi: 1t extor o:xm ot huom
on gi: o gues dorek(t)li howu 1t kam

JOHN
Oen doint i: ze: 0ot a1 bi: dzelos fani

FANNY
o wul var jo bi: dzelos mistor dzani

JOHN
if i1 bi: dzelos ju: bi: re:dor fiklif

FANNY
dzan liav oluon ma:r nek a:1 bi: so tiklif
darz sambodi akamon do:un 8o gromun
towairdz Oias staiil hu: 1z 1t kam git do:un
a1 mas(t) rin huom opon ma:r waird den notu
if o do staer de:l kik ap sitf o rowu
gud na:t a1 kemnt ster nou

JOHN

den gud na:t fani
kam a:ut 2 bit tomarar i:vmoan kan i:
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Notes
A. S. = Anglo-Saxon; F. = French.

' For a detailed account of the sounds of Barnes’s dialect see T. L. Burton,
William Barnes’s Dialect Poems: A Pronunciation Guide, Adelaide & Provo: The
Chaucer Studio Press, 2010.

? ‘Kecks or Kex. A dead stalk of hemlock or cow parsley.” (Quoted from
the1844 Glossary. Other definitions given in these notes are from the same
source, unless otherwise stated.)

? “Pollard (poll, to shear). A tree having its head polled or shorn off.’

* “Nitch. A burthen, as much as one can carry of wood, hay, or straw, and
sometimes of drink. Hedgers are sometimes allowed to carry home every
night a nitch of wood which they put on the end of a pole called a
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“Speiker”’ [spelled spyekerin the next line of the poem].

*“Tun. A. S. Tun, a tower. The chimney top from the ridge of the house.’
% ‘Colepexy. In Somerset Pixyhording from pixy ot colepixy, a fairy? To beat
down the few apples that may be left on the trees after the crop has been
taken in; to take as it were the fairies” horde.’

" “Hoss ... A horse. Also a plank or faggot to stand upon in digging in wet
ditches, moved forwards by a knobbed stick inserted through it.’

® “Tut. To do work by the #tis by the piece or lump, not by the day.’

? ‘Clacker or Bird-clacker. A kind of rattle to frighten away birds from a
corn-field.”

" Not glossed in 1844, but the 1847 Glossary explains, in a new entty,
“Where the waggon can’t goo auver me.” Upstairs; in bed.’

"' “Haymaking consists of several operations which, with fine weather,
commonly follow each other, in Dorsetshire, thus: The mown grass—in
gwath—is thrown abroad—7edded—and afterwards turned once or twice and
in the evening raked up into little ridges,—ro/lers,—single or double as they
may be formed by one raker or by two raking against each other; and
sometimes put up into small cones or heaps, called cocks. On the following
morning the rollers or cocks are thrown abroad into—passels—parcels;
which, after being turned, are in the evening put up into large ridges,—
wiales—and the wales are sometimes pooked, put up into larger cones,—
pooks,—in which the hay is loaded. In raking grass into double rollers, or



pushing hay up into wiales, the fore raker or pickman is said to rake in or
push in, and the other to cluose.”

To these comments may be added some further notes, appended to the first
published version of the poem, printed in DCC:

“To ground the pick.” To put the end of the pitchfork on the ground, as a
fulcrum to raise the pitch. Young men, proud of their strength, would scorn
such a mechanical aid.

To skimmy. To skim. To mow the tufts and patches of long grass in a
summer leaze.

“Cassen whet.” Canst not whet a scythe. There is a false notion among
many who do not understand rural matters, that in the field of work of the
labourer there is no skill. Let them try to make a rick, build a load of hay, or
strike a stroke in mowing; or let them whet a scythe, and see how long they
will rub before they bring up the test of good whetting, the thread on the
edge. A London apprentice should not laugh at a rustic because he cannot
dance a quadrille, and knows nothing of the drama; since he of the town
knows nothing of crops, cattle, and correctives of soil; and would be as
awkward in a field as the other in a ball-room. “Non omnia possumus
omnes.” We cannot all do everything: city folks are superior to rustics in
many things, and rustics to them in others.

12 “Tip. “To tip a rick,” to make its top conical and sharp so as to shoot the
wet, by raking and pulling loose hay from its side and undercutting it and
putting the hay gotten from these operations on the top.”

" ‘Humpty-dumpty ... A humpy and dumpy or shapeless mass.”

' ‘Quirk. To emit the breath forcibly after retaining it in violent exertion.’

" These pronunciations are confirmed by the spellings Roberd (the preferred
form in 7844) and Richat (3 times in this poem; cf. archet for orchard, pp. 8
and 20 above). The text of this poem (not printed in 7844) is from DCC.

' Spit. A. S. Spad, a spade. As much as is turned at once by a spade in
digging.’

' driven] driveed DCC.

' Cad: ‘An unbooked passenger whom the driver of a coach took up for his
own profit on the way’ (OED, cad’, sense T1, one quotation only).

" “Pummy, Pummice. F. Pomme, an apple. The dry substance of apples
after the cider is expressed from it.’
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Cast (in order of appearance in the eclogues)

Ben McCann is Chair of the University of Adelaide Theatre Guild. Last
year, he directed David Mamet’s Oleanna, and has recently acted in

Marat/ Sade, The Real Inspector Hound, and What the Butler Saw. At the 2008
Adelaide Fringe, he appeared in Abelard and Heloise: The Lost Love Letters and
the Music They Inspired.

Michael Pole has performed professionally both in Australia and England.
His most recent production was Vanity Fair for Independent Theatre,
playing various roles ranging from Jos Sedley to Napoleon. He is

currently directing the SA premiere of the Monty Python musical Spamalot!

for this year’s Fringe opening on March 12 and he urges everyone to see it!

Kathryn Dineen graduated in 1980 from the University of Adelaide with a
BMus (Hons) in Vocal Performance. She was a soloist with the Australian
Opera (1983-87) before continuing her operatic career in Germany (1989—
2003). Since 2000 Kathryn has been a concert soloist with the Symphony
Otrchestras in Sydney, Perth, Darwin and Brisbane.

Prudence Pole is currently a Bachelor of Arts and Teaching student at the
University of Adelaide. She has worked with many theatre companies

around Adelaide and also with the Leicester Drama Society in the UK. Her
most recent production was a son, who started his own acting career at the

top playing Baby Jesus last December.

Tom Burton is Founding Director of the Chaucer Studio, author of
William Barnes’s Dialect Poems: A Pronunciation Guide, and Co-Editor (with
K. K. Ruthven) of The Complete Poems of William Barnes (3 volumes, in
preparation for Oxford University Press). He has directed The Merchant of
Venice and King Lear for the University of Adelaide Theatre Guild.
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Casting of the individual eclogues

Numbers in parentheses give the order of publication in the Dorset County
Chronicle, followed by the page numbers of the text in the 1844 collection.

1. The Common A-Took In (DCC, 1; 1844, pp. 172-75)
Thomas: Ben McCann
John: Mike Pole

2. Viairies (not from the original series; 7844, pp. 134-37)
Simon:  Kathryn Dineen

Samel: Pru Pole

3. Faether Come Huome (DCC, 6; 1844, pp. 209—-12)
Chile: Pru Pole
Wife: Kathryn Dineen

John: Tom Burton

4. The Best Man in the Vield (DCC, 5; 1844, pp. 109—-13)
Sam: Ben McCann
Bob: Mike Pole

5. Emigration (DCC, 4; not reprinted in 7844)
Robert: Tom Burton
Richard: Ben McCann

6. A Bit o’ Sly Coorten (DCC, T; 1844, pp. 76-80)

John: Mike Pole
Fanny:  Pru Pole
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This book is also available in a free PDF edition
from adelaide.edu.au/press with fully searchable
text.

Please use the electronic edition to serve as an
index.

This book is accompanied by audio files of
the poems, which are also available from our
website.
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