A POOR LAYMAN

The barn-yard fowl!
What without it would we do?
The laying-hens, the little chicks,
And cock-a-doodle-doo !

The hen: we know her modest work
(Her feathers ain't so very fine,)

But Rooster, loudly he doth squalk,
And cuts the biggest shine!

This one: the theme of present story,
Was proudest of the hunch!

He stalked about in all his glory,
Not modest he, but proud as Punch!

But lo! his pride soon has a fall;
T'he far wife on him had eye
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T'hus mourned the little chicks to mother-hen:
What pity ‘tis that dad should die!

I'he widow young w orry too, and then
Just this was her
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