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But soon she grew tired
Of living alone;

So she sent for her cats
From school to come home.
Fach rowing a wherry,
Returning you see:

The frolic made merry
Dame Wiggins of Lee.

The Dame was quite pleas’d,
And ran out fo market;

‘When she came back

They were mending the carpet.
The needle each handled

As brisk as a bee;

“Well done, my good cats,”
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee.

To give them a treaf,

She ran out for some rice;
When she came back,

They were skating on ice.
“1 shall soon see one down,
Aye, perhaps, two or fhree,
Il bet half-a-crown,”

Said Dame Wiggins of Lee.

‘When spring-time eame back
They had breakfast of curds;
And wero greatly afraid

Of distarbing the birds.

“If you sit, like good cats,
All the seven in a tree,

They will teach you fo sing!”
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee.



