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From the Tales of BonavenTure DES Perigrs, Valet de Chambre

to the Queen of Navarge ;

ApDRESSED to Mifs * HOTH A M.
MDCCLXIV.

OW anxious is the penfive parent’s thought!
How bleft the fav'rite fondling’s early lot!
Joy ftrings her hours on pleafure’s golden twine,
And fancy forms it to an endlefs line.
But ah! the charm muft’ ceafe or foon ar late,
When chicks and miffes rife to woman's ‘{fate.
‘The little tyrant grows in turn a. flave,

ty the gave.

And feels the foft anxiety
This truth, my pretty friend, an ancient wit,
Who many a jocund tale and legend writ,

: -

e,

Couch’d in that :155-."5 unaffected ¢
When fables were the wifdom of the wile.
To carelefs notes I've tun’d his gothic ftyle;

Content, if you approve, and Suifolk fmile.

* Henrnetta, |';1|!j: ll.'.'.l|§:.h[|:f of colonel Chatrles He
Hotham, byl hy Hobart, daughter of Ho
John earl of B iire, with whofe fifter; hill,
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from home,

to earn their brea

new mate fhould r
d to each worm and fly,
I ','_='LJ.: the 1‘_\_\‘

the call'd.

the I.Jl:r_'i]:_' '..‘LLZ".--..

her documents were va

13

would not budee, the urchin train,
But caw’d, and cry'd, and fquall'd.

“hey wanted to be back at neil

Clofe nuzzled to mamma’s warm 1

And thou

JJ.‘I".' after day to find 1]1\2)11 meat 2
But Madre knew better things.
i

the, behold the plains,

! muft fweat

_;i?t that the, poor foul !

My loves,
Where ftore of

I was not half fo big as vou,

food and plenty re

When me my honour’d mother drew
Forth to the

& !
She flew awav;:; G

wes and ]i|1'1:1-.v‘l;,

3 od reft her {prite!
Tho' 1 could neither read nor write,
I made a thift to live.
So muft you too: come, !].,',Li-u away :
Get what you can; fleal what you may,
Th' induftri always thrive. s
Lord blefs us! cried the
Can babes like us Ui
With perils compa

Preferve our lives or
How 1hall we
Or eard’ner’s t

o

in air ?

f we but pilfer plums or nuts,
The leaden ball will piere

ler he

e our guts:

will bleed

And then, mamma, your t

o B (a e Tirel L 3 ] 1
I'o {ee your little pies lie dead.
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My dears, faid fhe, and bufs'd their callow bills,
The wife by forefight intercept their ills:
And you of no dull lineage came.
To fire a gun it takes fome time;
The man muft load, the man muit prime,
And: af that, take aim.
He lifts e, he winks his eyes
"Twill then be time enough to fly :
and chatter;
matter.

You out of reach may

To bilk a man is no

Avel |

Should reach a ftone to knock us down—
Why, if he does, ye:brats,

Muift not he ftoop to reach the ftone?

His po

ut—DBut what 7—Why, if the clown

warns you to be gone:
Birds are not kill’d like cats.
till, good mamma, our cafe is hard:

1 th

The rogue, you Kknow, may come prepar'd,
A huge ftone in his fift!

Indeed ! my youngfters, Madge replies,

If you already are fo wife,
Go. cater where you lift.
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