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It had a velvet cap, 

And wold syt upon my lap, 

And seke after small wormes, 

And somtyme white bred crommes; 

And many tymes and ofte 

Betwene my brestes softe 

It wolde lye and rest; 

It was propre and prest. 

Somtyme he wolde gaspe 

Whan he sawe a waspe; 

A fly or a gnat, 

He wolde flye at that; 

And prytely he wold pant 

Whan he saw an ant; 

Lord, how he wolde pry 

After the butterfly! 

Lorde, how he wolde hop 

After the gressop! 

And whan I sayd, "Phyp! Phyp!" 

Than he wold lepe and skyp, 

And take me by the lyp. 

Alas, it wyll me slo, 

That Phillyp is gone me fro! 
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