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THE HOUSE OF HENS.

(With rottijilinhnf.-i fn fl,r W(•/«f^^;

There's a sound of af^riculture on our hills and in our
n;lens,

So "tis only meet and proper we should have a House of
Hens

;

Wb-'ve a grand old na.g- to whinney, we liave seven eats
to )new,

Then the farm-yard were not decent with no eock-a-
doodle-doo.

Tln-ough the snowy months of winter all the hens do sit
and sit,

With an air of nrravo imjiortanee, hut thev never hatch
a hit

;

And they scratch and cluck and i^n-umhle if one only
murmurs " Shoo !

"

For they keep the yard a rin-in- with their cock-a-
doodle-doo.

Tliey are peckin-, ever peckin-, at the nation's crih of
corn,

And of all the hens that cackle they're the fattest ever
l)orn

;

Tliey are costly, hut they're funny, so we'll see them
sarely throujj;h.

For, like children, we an- tickled -vith their cock-a-
(loodle-doo.

Peoiile say a day is eomin- when the hens will era-.-
to he,

^\hi:n the farm-yard will he silent, and the corn—ah
nie ! ah, me !

len the na.g has ceased to whin
lon<i,-ei mew

I'W, and the cat s no

Will this nation he a nation with no cock-a-.loodle-do'?


