So they sat in a tree, They called the next day
And said “ Beautiful! Hark!” On the tomtit and sparrow,
And they listened and looked  And wheeled a poor sick lamb

In the clouds for the lark. Home in a barrow.

Then sang, by the fireside, “ You shall all have some sprats
Symphonious-ly, For yoar humani-ty,

A song without words My seven good cats,”

To Dame Wiggins of Lee. Said Dame Wiggins of Lee.
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She wished them good night,

To look for its dam, And went up to bed:

They were warming the bed When, lo! in the morning,
For the poor sick lamb: The cats were all fled.
They turn’d up the clothes But soon—what a fuss!
All as neat as could be; ““Where can they all be ?
“1 shall ne’er want a nurse,” Here, pussy, puss, puss!”

Said Dame Wiggins of Lee, Cried Dame Wiggins of Lee,



