ATHER ,and MOT H KR, md STUKIE . =8
tbout mixing, and brewing, and prefiing ;
But the loe.juice & ratsbane, & all that fine jo
Liﬂl.z woon i my stomach a ricing

Saye my father, says ke, one day to 1,
Thou knowest by false friendss we are undone
Should my law suit be lost then. thy good fortune try
Among owr relations in London

A fit of the gout makes me danaing for oy t;x-‘u,,/. knowing on which side w look ,
dtan ague I all i a glowing [ just savd my honor, and then 1 com'd back
i

v then my dear unde, crier 1,youre a guack Lo tather, and mother, and Suke
Why, dom it !y d Lwould vou kill the poor folk,| For ancther_afisstant o look, ) 7 found than as great as aKing on his thron
Herer Sukoy, the poor orphan. hild of Fiad 6rist, 51//«/@4/,»,:// Vold wire and not poison ; or veu sce without honor 1 munna 0 back
w/m, Kept thy father from starving, o

The law suct had banishd all sorrow,
Iin come, said 1, father, my honory my own

Wour place my good cousin wor't do for yourJuck)|To fither, and mother, and Suke
fortune thow'st made, thou shall take by the T make your broth gee another guchs cook ,

sy
For a wite, for shels 900d and deserving

<

4) From my cousin the parson 1 soon com'd away| Then thou shale have Sukey lomorrow
Besudes, without honor, I cannot go back Without ciher waiting or warning \But how about London 2itwon't do for a clown

But muind thee, i heart, B one macxim, Jack , Zo father, and mother, and Juke \For ke preach d about sobernefi three tines in one

s thoulst thy good fate in a book,

day| There vice rides with folly behind it ;
3) Zo my uncle the doctor Tnect went my way
e teack'd me the myatery quickly

\0F those that were dving to shorten the days,

Make honor Oy guide, or else never come back

\nd then comd home drunk the neat morming ; Notyou see, that 1 say “theres nro honor in town
To father, and mother, and Suke

\7/: rdution the awthor stole other mens dhoughts, |1 only say I could not find ie &
a 8y cousiin the baokseller sold them , vou went me to wlarve you found out m(m//u
2) S0 7 bust Suke % mother, and gready concernid) And they in good health to make sickly ; ity priries old @t found in innocence faults,  If'to live the wrong method you took ;

OF Lset, with my fathers “kind Blefiing , ) the music of groans !qyid my uncle ,dear bgy, And made virtue blush as she told them , For Lpoor went- to London, % poor I come back s,
) our cousin the wine merchant,where  soon leamt \Vapours set all my spirits @ Aowins ; o the prospect around me guite dismal and black\To father, and mother, and Suke
4y LAURIE & WHITTLE,
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