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Hoo’s fair set up, because hoo’
_ 'To be a blushin’ bride.
Its welly time hoo fun a mate,
“"'Hoo’s hed a lot, aw jtaow ; ?
An’ camped ’em oft till it’s bin late, -
At th’ end o’ th’ garden wo.
Aw’ll just bethink me, if aw con,

O’er th’ fella’s ag hoo’s hed; | - 3
Th’ fost wur a varra quate young mon, =§'°
~_Fooak coe’d him Simple Ned. :
He nobbut coom up once, poor lad !

But duddnd seem to tek
Her fancy, for soon after thad

Aw heeard hoo’d gi’en him t’ seck !
Her next chap wur a fancy un, :

Hoo leet ov him bi chance ;
His face wur like a crumpled bun,

An' he knew heaw to dance.
He swaggered like a new med Duke,

Ar’ wooar o steel curb cheon,

i “Till he wur towd to tek his hook

An’ never come ageon !

At th’after thad, aw see her wi’ s
A tall, good-lookin’ chap,
He warked i’ th’ factory, aw cud gee
Bi th’ way he wooar his cap ;
varya soon they disagreed,—
. Liove lost for them id charm ;
lorth’ next time as aw see him he'd
CA fresh‘la.{s linked bi th’ arm.

Then things dt.hooam wur quate awhile,
Though Kitty neaw an’ then, Z
Wod sigh, i’ sitch a doleful style,
As nowt Wur queer ag men.
An’ then we heeard as Limpin’ Joe
Hed bin.  Who towd Misdad
Aw ney¥er know--He geet to'
An’ then wont welys §

Joe geet chucked up—heaw vexed he wor
At us for mony a day ;

I’ th’ street, if he bi chance met hor,

He’d look another wajy

mehoo’d a stroll bi th’ leet o’ th’ moon,

4 1’ New oad swells ;

Hoo geet th’ cowd shouther middlin’ soon—
He went wi’ somebry else ! 7

Hoo’d happen others in between,
That's moor than aw con teli ;

But if it’s so—hoo’s nod 8o green—
Hoo keeps id to hersel.

Aw know, for o hoo’s tried to laugh,
As hoo’s bin middlin’ flayed ;

When we've kept tellin’ her, i’ chaff,
Hoo’d be a cramd owd maid !

Hoo’s sharpened up aboon a bit
Sin hoo méti Dan 7 th’ Delf,
For livo’s bin usin’ tact an’ wit
To ged ta’en cleymoff 7 shelf. 4
Hoo teks gret intevest in bersel
An’ logks o fresh an’ trim ; e
He glories in her, aw con tell
Hoo’s captivated him. £
Bawr Kitty’s lively, {free an’ bowd,
The amce hoo locked forlorn, R
For theraxed eawt, 5o aw ve bin towdsi
I’ th’ church, Tast time to morn ! i e |
An’ when tiher wed, may Dan ne’er try
To cross eawr Kithy's will,
For if he does, an’ they’ve a “fly,”
Her looks ’ll mek him ill !
Hoo’s tryin” on her weddin’ geawn, -
Id fits her weel for shure ;
Hoo’s browt some fancy things fro’ teawn,
To fasten in her yure.
Her boouet’s up to Dick, yo know,
An’ th’ best as hoo cud ged.
Hey, wernd ther be some gam i’ th’ row
When Kitty’s geddin’> wed ! |
: JACE O"ANN’S, .
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RHYMES IN THE DIALECT.
U [om1GINAL.] - i
LUV-SYRUCK JEM. *

Jem o’ Bob's geds on bad wi’ his cooartin’y
For he never progresses ut o, e
Tho’ aw. know as he’s weel known wi’ t’ lasses,
Fro th’ Ackadock Brig to Cob Wo. - s
He's booath bashful un back’ard bi natur, B
Un he’s drest, ov a neet, up ick,
But oth’ lasses think he’s a bit dooafy,
Un they play on him mony a trick. S

He’s a good, oppen-hearted young fella, =
Un he’s seldom beawt shillins or pence ; T
He’s brass un good clooas, drink un vietuals; &
Short o’ nowt bud one thing,—un thad’s sense! .
Aw’d forgetten, he’s daft for a woman,
" Un geds tost like a feather wi't’ wind;
He’s a “ mug” as buys t’ lasses nice presents,
Bud Luv;yo know, meks a foo blind !

“He geet cooartin ut fost wi a winder, :
As hed two or three strengs to her bow, - ,!
Bud wur dropt on wi one of herfella’s, |
Up i’ th’ fields,—un ther wur sitch a row !
Theer they fowt whoa shud hev Ais « fair lady ”
Un poor Jem hed a stroke o’ bad luck, 4
For they woked off, while deawn i’ th’ dyke botto
Jem wur fast among t' slutch in a bruck,

After thad do, he looked rayther sheepish, =
For a while, till he met ut th’ loyne end, - 7o
A fat, ginger-haired lass,—sitch auty l—
Hoo limpt o’ t’ left leg, un hoo skenned.
Yet, he thowt hur a angel or fairy, %
Hey dear ! his breet hopes wur soon wreckt,
Just bekose he cud treat hur no longer,
He wur towd varra plairihe wur seckt !

Nowt daunted, he dodged reawnd Bill Joiner’s,
Un he looked like a cove ut their Sue; .
Bud hoo sucked him ; hoo axed him to camp hur,—
He set deawn on a cheer, daubed wi glue. 3
A bit after, hoo skriked, “ Yon's mi fayther!
Do gooa eawt !” Jem wur fast as a rock,
Bud he tugged, un left part ov his breeches !
Heaw he shamed !;he wur t’ street’s laffin stock, |

For a bit, he wur lost otogether,

Then he coom eawt ageon o ut once;
For five lasses hed planned id among ’em,

To be “ treated ” un prove Jem a dunce.
i one they persuaded poor Jemmy
meet ’em, 0’ t’ Setterda neet; N
ie went, un wur t’ foo for th’ young wimmin,
med his brass fly eawt o’ seet.

other day, Jem geet sitch a nice letter,

Full o’ luv, scented, un o thad, :

¥ro a place sumwheer near th’ ¢ Balaclava,"—{"
Neaw, poor Jemmy looks terribly sad ! -

1d seems sum smart young chaps hed a merlock,
One wur drest in his sister’s best clooas. »

*Tur hur as he met,—then geet sodded i'th’ dark,

Till o’t” bark wur sceawred reet off his nooase.
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" Ifs a pity ! Bud two or three lessons

Like thad ull bring thowt to his skull ; -

'or he’s fun eawt sitch wimmin’s deceitiul,

Un they’ll lie, or do owt, just to gull.

3711 pay th’ best to try a fresh quarter

| T’ next time as he’s after a wife; _

Un aw hope,—if he’s t” luck to drop on one,— -

Hoo'll be t” gem for Jem o thro’ his life. —
T g Jack o' )|






| RHYMES IN THE DIALECT. \"'
[ORIGINAL] \.
. MI CUZZEN DICK. T

Mi Guzzan Dick’s come hooam ageon,

He’s left his gallant bark ; %
& He wears a nasty ganzey, an

His face is rayther dark. 7
s He chews thick twist an smooks his p:pe,

* ‘An spits both left an reet ;
An when he spins them arns ov his
- Truth scutters eawt o’ t’ seet.

Its just a fortnit sin to-day
He sed he'd tek a cruise;
In his quart kit he %0 acked his clooas,
An strapped two-bob for booze. -
Then off he went to t’ Bottom Locks,
~An hedn’d long to- wait.
_ Afoor held shipped as first mate on
. Tk owd Wigan fngat.e % Kate.”

Aw watched em sail pa.sﬁ W!nteley’s Bng,
[ ..  Wind-blown an tempest-tost ;
~_An th’ noblg eaptain stood at th helm,
An frothed at meawth an cossed.
He shea eawt, ¢ O hands on dec

! ' Then jumped off wi a whip,

J _An fairly laced th’ owd knacker up,

R As pood his stately ship.

~ Aw lost seet on em at Mill Hill,

* ~ Then Dick gripped t’ steerin’ pow

" An th’ captain woked on booard at th’ bng,
An kicked up sich a row !

Past th’ Isles o Dogs an Cats they went

.7 Anfowt to Riley Green :

Then th’ captain's nooase warknocked to sma
An Dick hed two black een!

Theer ¢’ captain browt a can o ale,
An med oreet wi t’ mate ;

Then they ankered to an owd tree stump,
For t’ neet wur geddin late.  *

K An soon a storm coom teearin on,
- An waves rolled meawntains high!
" Tho t’ neet wur wet o th’ crew o t’ “ Kate”

Waur gradely drunk an dry.

Neet passed ; tort Whittle Springs they went,
An tupt another ship,
Theirs give a lurch to t’ leeward side,
An then i t’ eut dud dip.
Yet o t’ crew bowdly kept ther pooasts,
An bawled eawt oer th’ uprooar,
“If yo wernd come an tek us off,
« Bigow ! we'll woke ashooare.”

Fro th’ “briney deep” they geet ther booat,
A coyler on th’ Can(n)el !— 1
Wi no&l a public-heawse abeaw ¢
Ther sufferins—whoa cud tell?
The Eo provisions nayther, sooa
! thowts they’d nod discard,
But iled a big fat Brama cock,
. Eawtov a powltry yard.
- On th’ oppen seea, they’ve hed to starve,—
' Three heawrs beawt ows to eyt.
“Once at a “pub” they’d fourteen pints
" Then sloped—o reck’nins streyt.
Sitch tales, he doles eawt to eawr fooak,
An preawd they seem to be,
Believin every word o Dicks,
- Bekose he’s bin to see/

Aw axed him once, while glarin lies
- *  He towd at rattlin rate,
If Ananias ever wor
? A-zallant booater’s mate ?
© - _%0,ay ! he sed, “aw know ker weel,
Hur fella steers t” “ Red Moon ;”
~ Aw dosn’t ax owt. else, bekose
He weears big cluntherin shoon.

Mi a.unt co’s him a sailor bmve, )
PR e e
s he’ll.com a ship 1
When ten bob he can

At th? bog?;z heswse, fi
To pilot him o’er,
HeA wants me




- Aw’ll keep thad relic ov owd times
~ Mi grondad’s silken sash !

~ A simple relic oft hes t’ peawer

: Id may be varra little wo’th,
- Scme little thing or other’s fun

MI GRONDAD'S SILKEN SASH!

To mek fond memories start, 7
Which bring mirth’s twinklin's to eawr een,
Or fling a gloom o’er th’ heart. :

 Yet regular away

'At’s laid by mony a day.
Then thowts as if by magic come,
O’er owd friends deod an’ gone,

’At’s restin’, free fro’ weariness,

I’ th' quate green churchyard yon. |
An’ t’other day while looking for S,
Some oddments in a drawer,

- Aw coom across th’ owd silken sash

Mi brave owd grondad wooar. £l

A simple broad, blue ribbon, edged
Wi’ crimson o th’ way deawn, e
Wi' W.R. IV. gilt on— 4
A lion an’ a creawn.
Tho’ rayther faded here an’ theer,
It’s food enough to show
Heaw loyal smooky Blegburn wor
I’ th' days o’ long ago. .
It’s sixty-six year, varra near,
Sin’ th’ owd chap hed id on, >
Twur when eawr Sailor King wur creawn
‘I’ eighteen thirty-one !
An’ when thad relic met mi gaze,
Mi memory, like a flash,
Browt back remembrances ov him,
‘Who wooar thad silken sash. .
When fost aw knew mi grondad, he
- Wur tort three scooar an’ ten
I’ height he’d be two yards, an’ stood -
As streyt as younger men.
A good 0353 Briyti;tfgreberan.
ho knew th’ owd Iron Duke ;
He'd tell sad tales o’r wod he’d sin,
An’ puffed his ’bacco smook.
For years he’d bin a pensioner,
An’ drew two bob a day,
But he wur seawnd i’ wind an’ limb,
Tho® wrinkled, worn, an’ grey,
An’ oft aw’ve heeard mi gronny say
He fairly cut a dash
At th’ Coronation festival,

An wooar thad silken sash. Z7id
Aye, th’ day when William th’ Fourth wur
creawned ?

Wur med i’ Blegburn here :
A time o’ gret rejoicin’s, an’

Flags fluttered everywheer. :
Bells gaily rung, an’ brass bands played,
As creawds lined each main street S

To watch th’ procession marchin’ past,
Tho’ id wur cowd an’ weet. :
Aye, o' th’ top nobs, an’ humbler chaps
Marched preawdly as cud be ; y
They keered nowt heaw id rained, id ne’er
Cud damp ther loyalty.
Among ’em theer mi grondad strode =5
To th’ drums an’ cymbals clash, y
Th’ reight-hand mon ov his company, &
An’ wooar thad silken sash. &
Salutes wur fired for th’ new creawned King, |
Till th’ air wi’ peawder stunk ; :
Then a rare English feost they hed,
Wheer th’ Royal toasts wur drunk.
Th’ same things wur done i’ o th’ big teawns
O’ Britain near an’ far,
When William’s peaceful rule begun,— e ]
A reign witheawt a war | :
For they’d a likin’ keen as us
For glitter, din, an’ show,
I’ th’ good owd merry coachin’ days
O’er sixty years ago. =
Sin then, Times changed this world a lot,
Owd ways hev gone to smash,
But aw’ve thad faded relic left—
Mi grondad’s silken sash.

Mi grondad lived to seventy four,
A hale an’ hearty mon ;

Then he wur ta’en bi gentle hands
To Harrud churchyard yon.

An’ theer among his kin he sleeps
I’ nature’s kindly arms,

Away fro pomp an’ vanity,

- An’ th’ seawnd o’ war’s alarms. 3

When Gabriel blows his trumpet co
Which th’ wick an’ deod shall hear,

An’ th’ mighty muster’s up aboon
Aw fancy he’ll be theer. ! -

But for his sake, till spiteful Deoth
Mi link o’ life shall smash, :

£\ Jack o’ ANV’
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~ Tho' ¢’ bri et aw’d ra erea.r;‘“‘
5 Herv s_mg i.g ? best ! 2 :

Qioe,-i-hi d sui 8’3 me,,

ati th?nd mony a scene,
; Bu’b ov o ther is, these two een 0’ mine,
.~ They nobbut keer for one.

R i

ﬂem wt o’ t>
ﬁ&mﬁ’st’ pmﬁ;%mﬁm d to me— i

It’s theer aw meet mi lags.

~ Let others brag o'er ther forrun maids,
8o charmin’, fresh, an’ fair; ‘
- Wi’ ther beauteous cheeks, an’ rooagxsh een,
~ An’ dark unbraided hair.
© But nooan o’ t’ lot con be hawf as nice
 __As Rooasey, kind an’ true ;
,ﬁgy ‘aw like mi lass reet weel, bekose \
i hnow hoo likes me too ! i
~ Just look on th’ billside, among yon trees,
" Yo'll see a little cot ;
- It’s like a lamb as hed waudered theer
To rest i’ th’ shady spot
'rha-t's ‘wheer hoo's lived 0 her cheerful life,
- Contented as con be,
: An’ hoost hev a hooam at’s as snug as thad
- When hoo gets wed to me.
_ But afeoar thad comes,wod a dreesome while
Aw’st hev to mope an’ wait;
tawked things o’er last neet till th’ moon
~ Showed id wur geddin’ late.
sattled t’ job, an’ ther's nooan as knows
dut R oasey sweet, a.n’—-mell—- 3
.wnr.gd an’ wod gond lips met,

pahemase’etawcon, g
cowd an’ sfeg'
me _ y-t;meao‘.bn—

, m'y just bi € enk tree ai thY bend o' ¢ lone,




Sm;b th ow_den time notioas whoa will,
~ An’ bid ’em be chuckt eawt 0’t’ gﬁe
. - :Itsasign ovammd, A
B2 . ’At’s tort folly inclined,— <
' If they’n wisdom at o, they’d be. qm S|
7 ‘-‘ftra’ﬁzthowts will erop up into th’ brain,
: An teych us wae’s failin’s to know,
' For when t’ rooad o’ Life's mﬂ*
 Then we lara soon enuff .
e Owd friends nt ¥ best sosart after o1 Seiie
- We find, everywheer i’ this worldy <" e
w mon'phys a pititul part. BRI
Heaw & smooth sooapy tongue 3
_ Often leods $o0 gret wro 5
‘While t’ smilin’ face masks th’ holloheatt.
An’ heaw, just to serve ther own ends,
Ronk wastrels e th’ unﬂerhand bfow,
¢ Then we ; ‘
~ Them ’ats t.rus  an’ true.
- For owd friends are th’ best after o !

" Ther’s fooak ’at are reckoned A 1, e o
- As good solid, noble, an’just ; =~
o ;hgy desave us at fost,

. or when tested, ther t’ wost

~ We cud pick eawt as nod fit to trust.
~ They’ll smirk an’ smile, fair for a time,
- Ar’ then ther ﬁrﬁe colours they’ll sﬁow - I
; A new mate’s nod secure, :
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~ But good owd uns endure,—
!Aye,ewdfnendtuet’ best aftero !

Aw like a ehsp\xpreet an’ square,
At sticks to Lis pal, true as steel ;
One who scoras empty words, ;
~_ But good succour aﬂ’.ords; o
: When Trubble's tripped crovies bi th’ beeL
‘Wod sitch a mate does is for th’ goole.x =
: _He’sth’bugboaut’atteksnsx'tow. TE '_‘
- Ar’ eawr eare disapp Gaeal
_ Asa streyt cooarse eateem,—- e
S Bey, owd friends are th’ best after o !

re often misled bi thad chss
«;gal( ’at’s a gret %eol %‘2 say

y 'ﬁejvalook; sollum an’sad,
“tell us he's. tekk@nj;’ wrong Way
odd&_ther on s’ s&me track tlael'selaq




















































 RHYMES IN THE DIALECT.
B ~ [ommGINAL]  \ e
e % TO AN OWD SWEETHEART.

Hey, lass ! aw dornd know wheer tha lives ;
‘ . Blest iv aw know thi name !
'~ Tho’ thad’s forgetten, memory gives
R Nice thowts o’ thee, o t’ same.
Aw know aw thowt weel on thee, once,
Un tha thowt t’ same o’ me;
For tho’ we met, as ‘twur, bi chonce,
_Aw yet remember thee.

',l‘une’s played quare marlocks sin aw heeard

| tha spooak un sung,
= As auxbg me at th’ time, un cheered
E Mi heart, when we wur young.
Tha waited mony a time for me
Wi’ breetness 1’ thi een,
Un aw wur gradely fond o’ thee,
Bud then, we booath wur green.

. ' Tha never stopt long fro’ mi side,
k- I’ weather mild or cowd ;
No dreoms o’ wealth, or fame, or pride
Wur eawrs, i’ th’ days ov owd.
Tha used to let me hev mi pick
5 O’ th’ pears fro’ Unkle Rawf;
%, Un when aw bowt a toffy stmk \
; Aw allus gie thee hawt. :

Tha allus wur med welcome, lass,
Among o th’ kin 0’ mine;
~ Un aw wur th’ same, whene’er aw’d pass
Inside yo'r heawse, wi thine.
We'd ceawr un tell o sooarts o’ tales,
While th’ owd sun temd id leet ;
Un sit aside-o’ th garden rails
Till th’ moon coom eawt ut neet..

“We've linked eawr arms, lass, mony a time,
Nooan else wur fair as thee;
Wod speech, mooarsweet than 't church-bell chlme
Tha used to say to me.
Tha looked just like—aw dornd know ‘wod,—
ish glints tha threw ;
Un 0’ thi cheeks, health breeter glowed
Than onny rooase as grew.

_ Ther’s nobry knows wod happy heawrs
Us two together spent ; -
Wod feeasts we hed, ’mong t’ Summer fleawrs,
When into th’ fields we went.
Heaw sweet them blackberries used to ta.ste,
When chewed wi’ corrun cake. §
- Bud mony a time, heaw ugly-faced -
. Wewur thro’ t’ bally-ache!
z Fooak cb’d"u‘s “ gooarters ” i’ them days,
= Un mony'a 3ooak wur sed
5 n.me, cha.tt.erm’ ]nys,

i Tbro' tba,d tawk aw geet; rayther stnct
_Mi temper rooase, petl-meil
Hey, lass, for thee aw’ve fowt un lickt
bigger than misel’.
E We'd fo'in’ eawt do’s oft enuff,
We booath ut times wur nowt ;
% Dear, dear, wod thowts o’ smoot.h un mﬁr
s Memory fro’ th’ past hes browt.” oF
It’s quare as Fancy should contrive 3
I’ th’ brain sitch thowts to mix ; .
When last aw knew thee—tha’d turned five,
Un aw wur weliv siw.

JACK 0 ANN'S.

 REYMES IN THE DlALEcT

KORIGINLL]

TO TH' OWD YEAR.

Owd Year, tha's o but ﬁnmhed.
Thi number’s up to-neet, -
- An’ theawsands nll feel happy e
g sneaks eawt o” seet.
o Becose tlms bin a L\ﬂ.er.
) For o'er t’ land, far an’ “wide,
~ Tha's cansed duma:, an’ trouble
1" teawn an’ countryside.

- Twelve month sin. when tha landeﬂ
- I’ th' solluin mi ‘gloom
A gret cheer rooase to greet thee-

As modestly tha coom.
 Then voices gleeful mingled,

To th’ peal o’ merty ¢himes,
For mortals thowt thee th’ herald
LI ‘breet an’ better times.
Gmmls xml:( ;nonlwd gn !rohcnd,

Wil cen aglint wi' fun,
stiully t’hf:«x anel'e,d
thy new rule begun .
lyzd bnng a sheawer o’ blessms.
.oquorts i’ thi frain,
To leeten th’ poor's gnm burdens,

A"n lessen grief an’ pain.

" Alas! they o expected
A lot meoar than tha browt,
Ther keen anticipations ;
~_Tha soon put deawn as nowt.
They thowt tha'd use ’em kindly,
But they wur ill desaved,
Then murmurs wur heeard rog’hr
Thro t" way tha misbehaved. A

& Aw’m tellin’ blant an’ plamly
e Wod theawsands think o thee,
| For tha's left deep impressions
A I'm nyamamory
| _’ od wur longed an’ hoped for
3 Bx o raﬂks, rxch an’ poor,

200 comin’, while thi antnca
o Med wartehin’ hearts feel sooar.

O th’ glorious visions faded
~_An’ vanished fro’ eawr seet
'\ Becose astid o’ harmony
b ‘We discords racket geet.
- Among thi earliest antlcs
~_Disturbin® th’ peace o’ life,
= Wa’d th* hubbub ov a ’lectio
7 An' th' din o’ parfy strife.

~ .

Wlule sides for victory struggled,
. Ther: greb aim th’ nation's good, = o
- "P'wur ne’er thowt tha'd repeat id, )
e - () hey, bigum, tha dud! ¢
=% “An’ tho' t' results pleosed plenl:v,

7 Ther's fooak who sigh an” fre(
"Cose ' fexght wi' t' Peers an’ Peoplq,

‘em sadly yef.

= Fooak say ‘at’s watched thee koenly %)
“Tha's shown ‘em little thowt, .

© Buf actin® wild an’ keerless. o
g Tha's plunged an’ keered for nowt;
2= Thpt ‘why bhar't coad “a failure”—
., A wrong un i’ thi wnys, 3
),' At' ‘kept th® big pon o' trouble
- On ¢’ bubble o thi days.

‘_; Trnde struggles an depressmn
% '.I")m’s nourished i’ thi heart,
A It harsh blows at Lal)ou
¢ s med s&d tear d,rops start.
Bmde, astid o’ mekkin
Thy.“ﬂ lsl:(fqt ‘an’ mooar sr::!;me. Y
cawr papers reg’lar ”
Wi t’ ebroznielés o crme 5










