Or, HALF a LoAF is better than no BREAD.

In @ Diacocue between Fack Anvil and Tom Hod.
To the Tune of A Cobler there was,” &e.

T O M.
COME neighbours, no longer be patient and

quict,
Come let us go kick up a bit of a riot ;
T am hungry, my lads, but I've little to eat,
So we’ll pull down the mills, and feize all the meat :
rn gi\'elyou good fport, boys, as ever you faw,
So a fig for the Juftice, a fig for the law.
Derry down.

Then his pitchfork Tom feiz’d—Hold a mement
fays Jack,

Tl fhew thee thy blunder, brave boy, in a crack,

And if I don’t prove we had better be ftill,

T'll affift thee ftraitway to pull down every mill;

I'll fhew thee how paflion thy rcafon does cheat,

Or I'll join thee in plunder for bread and for meat.
Derry down.

‘What a whimfey (o think thus our bellies to fill,
For we ftop all the grinding by breaking the mill !
‘Wiata whimfey to think we fhall get more to eat
By abuling the butchers who get us the meat !
What a whimfey to think we f{hall mend our {pare

diet
By breeding difturbance, by murder and riot !
Derry down.

Becaufe I am dry "twould be foolifh, I think
To pull out mz tap and to fpill all my drink ;

Becaufe I am hungry and want to be fed,

That is fure no wife reafon for wafting my bread;

And juft fuch wife reafons for mending their diet

Are us'd by thofe blockheads who rufh into riot.
erry down.

. I would not take comfort from others diftrefTes,
But ftill I would mark how God our land bleffes ;
For tho’ in Old England the times are but fad,
Abrizd T am told they are ten times as bad ;

In the land of the Pope there is fcarce any grain,
And 'tis fill worfe, they fay, bothin Holland and
Spain.
Derry down.
Let us look to the harveft our wants to beguile,
See the lands with rich crops how they every
where fmile !
Mean time to affift us, by each Weftern breeze,
Some corn is brought daily acrofs the falt feas,
Of tea we'll drink little, ot gin none at all,
And we'll patiently wax and the prices will fall,

Derry down,

But if we're not quiet, then let us not wonder

If things grow much worfe by our riot and plunder;

And let us remember whenever we meet,

‘The more Ale we drink, boys, the lefs we fhall eat.

On thofe days fpentin riot 7o bread you brought home,

Had you fpent them in labour you muft have had fome.
Derry down |

A dinner of herbs, fays the wife man, with quiet,

Is better than beef amid difcord and riot.

If the thing can’t be help’d I'm a foe to all frife,

And I pray for a peace every night of my life;

Bat in matsers of ftate not an inch will I budge,

Becaule I conceive I'm no very good judge.
Derry downs

But tho’ poor 1 can work, my brave boy, with
the beft,

Let the King and the Parliament manage the reft ;

1 lament beth the War and the Taxes together,

Tho’ 1 verily think they don’t alter the weather.

The King, as I take it, with very good reafon,

May prevent a bad law, but can’t help a bad feafon.
Detry down.

The Parliament-men, altho’ great is their power,
Yet they cannot contrive us a bit of a thower ;
And I never yet heard, tho’ dur Rulers are wife 5
That they know very well how to manage the fkies ;
For the beft of them all, as they feund to their coft,
Were not able to hinder laft winter’s hard froft.
Detry dewn.

Befides T muft fhare in the wants of the times,

Becaufe I have had my full fhare in it’s crimes ;

Ard I'm apt to believe the diftrefs which is fent,

Is to punith and cure us of all difcontent.

—But harveft is coming==Potatoes are come !

Our profpect clears up; Ye complainers be dumb !
Derry down.

And tho’ I've no money, and tho’ I've no lands,
I'vea head on my fhoulders, and a pair of good
hands ;
So I'll work the whole day, and on Sundays I’ll feek
At church how to bear all the wants of the week.
"I'he Gentlefolks too will afford us fupplies ;
They’ll fubforibe—and they’ll give up their puddings
and pies.
Derry downy

Then before I'm induc’d to take part ina Riot,
T'll afk this thort queftion—What fhall I get by it?
So I'll €’en wait a little till cheaper the bread,
For a mittimus hangs o’er each Rioter’s head ;
And when of two evils I’m afk’d which is beft,
I’d rather be hungry than hang’d, I proteft.

Derry down.

Quoth Tom, thou art right; If I&ﬁ'e, I'm a Turk,
Se he threw down his pitchfork, and gentto his work.

Z.
———
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