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Act III, Scene IV 
 
EDGAR 
This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: he begins at curfew and walks till the first cock; he gives 
the web and the pin, squints the eye and makes the hare-lip; mildews the white wheat and hurts 
the poor creature of earth. 
 
  Saint Withold footed thrice the ’old; 
  He met the night-mare and her nine-fold; 
   Bid her alight, 
   And her troth plight, 
  And aroint thee, witch aroint thee! . . . 
 
Poor Tom, that eats the swimming frog, the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt and the water; that in 
the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets; swallows the old rat 
and the ditch-dog; drinks the green mantle of the standing pool; who is whipped from tithing to 
tithing, and stock-punished, and imprisoned; who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to his 
body, horse to ride and weapon to wear; 
 
  But mice and rats and such small deer 
  Have been Tom’s food for seven long year 
 
   Child Rowland to the dark tower came: 
  His word was still ‘Fie, foh, and fum, 
   I smell the blood of a British man.’ 
 


