,A Word to the Wlfe,

A NEW BALLAD on the Times.

THE Monfieurs they fay have the world in a String, :
: They don’t like our Nobles, they don’t like cur King,
- But they Smuggle our Wool and thcy’d fain have our Wheat,
- And leave us poor Englithmen nothing to eat.

Derry down, down down derry. down.

Tbcy call us alrady a Province of France, e
“And come here by Hundreds to teach us to dance
" They fay we are heavy, they fay we are dull, &
: Aud that Beet and Plumb Puddmg s not 500& fot Johu Bull.

The Jaw in their Clubs, murder Wemen and Pncﬁa,
And then for their Fifhwives they make Civic feafts,
Civic feafts ! what are they ? why a new fathion’d thing,
s For which they renounce both their God and their ng€

- And yet there’s no eatmg, 'tla all foolifh play, -
For when Pies are cut opes, the Birds fly away,
But Frenchmen admire it and fancy they fee,

: That leerty sfix’d at thc topof 2 Tree,

45 They fay Man and ‘Wife fhou’d no longer be cne,
- Do you take a Daughter and’I’ll take 2.50n, =
And asall things are equal, and all thould bs fies,

If your Wife don t fuit you Sir, pezhaps ﬂxe’ii {uit me,

~ But our Lndul are Virtuous, our Ladics are fair,
“Which is more than they tell us your Frenchwomen are,
They know they are happy they know thay are free,

i Nor are Shves to a Mob, or a Paris decree,

The take from the Rich but don t gwc to the Poor, .
And te all forts of mifchief they'd open the door,
Then let’s be united and know when we're well, = :
Nor bchcvc all the Llcs thefe chubhcam telk. i Siin

Our Soldiers and Sailors will anfwer thcfe Sparks, -
“Though they threaten Dumourier fhall {pit us like larks,
True Britons don’t fear them, for Britons are free,
‘And know Liberty’s not to be found on a tree,

Ye Britons be wife as you'rs bravc and humane,
» You then will be happy ‘without any Paine ;

We know of no Defpots, we’ve nothing to fear,
Far this now-fangled nonfenfe w1ll never do here,

Then ftand by the Church, and the ng, and the Lam,
The Olid Lion fill has his teeth and his claws;
' Let Britain fill rule in the midft of her waves,
~And chaﬂ.xfe au thofe foes who daze call herfons faves,




