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jlf Jackdaw sat on the Gardinal's chair!
,l)zs]wp and a%ot and prior were there ;
Manp a monk, and many a [riar,
Manp a 7i7zig}zt, and many a squire,
With a great many more of lesser degree,—

Jn sooth a ‘goodly company.







And thep served the Lord Frimate on bended knce.
Never, J ween, was a prouder scen,

Read of in books, or dreamt of in dreams,

Lhan the Gardinal Lord cﬂrcﬁéis]wp of Rheims!
Jn and out t/;rougf) the motley rout,

That Uttle Jackdaw 7ic/vt hopping about;

Here and there like a dog in a fair

‘Over comfits and cakes, and dishes and plates,
Gowl and cope, and rochet and pall,

Mitre and crosier! he hopp'd wpon all!

“‘With saucp air, he pcrc]z.'(l' on the chair






Where, in state, the great Lord Cardinal sat

JIn the great Lord Gardinal s great red hat;

And he pccr'd n the face of his Zordship’s Crace,
With a satisfied look, as if he would sap,

“We two are the greatest folks here to~dap !

And the priests, with awe, as such freaks they saw,
Said, ‘The Devil must be in that little Jackdaw !
{he feast was over, the board was clear'd,

Lhe flcm’zzs and the custards had all d[sappcar’d,
And six Little stnging~bops,— dear little souls!

Jn nice clean faccs, and nice white stoles, »
‘Came, in order duc, Lwo by two,

Jlal'(’]zz'ng that j/‘aml 7‘(’/0(‘/‘0/11’ Z]z./‘(vz{f//z 4




A nice little bop held a golden cwer,

LEmboss’d and filled with water, as pure

s anp that [lows between Rheims and Namur,
“Which a nice little bop stood ready to catch

JIn a fine golden hand-basin made to match.
Lwo nice little bops, rather more grown,

‘Garried lavender-waler, and Tauw de “Gologne;;
And a nice Little bop had a nice calic of soap,
“Worthy of washing the hands of the Tope.
One little bop more ka naplin bore,

Of the best white diaper’ fringcd with pink,

And a Cardinal s Hat mark'd in “permanent inlk)
F






Lhe great Lord Gardinal turns at the sight

Of these nice little bops all dressd in white :
Trom his finger he draws his costly turquoise;
And, not thinking at all about little Jackdaws,
@eposits it straight by the side of his plate,
“While the nice little bops on his Tminence wait ;

Lill when nobody's dreaming of anp such thing,
TS0 hat little Jackdaw ]zolbs off with the ring!
Lheré's a crp and a shout, and a deuce of a rout,

And nobody seems to Know what they're about,




DBut the monks have their pockcts all turned inside out:
Lhe friars are knecling, and 71unting, and fecling,
1776 carpet, the floor, and the walls, and the ceiling.
The Cardinal drew off each plum-colour’d sf;oc
And left his red stockings cxposed to the view;
He peeps, and he Jfeels in the toes and the hecls;
They turn up the dishes, —thep turn up the plates, —
Lhep take up the pokier and poke out the grates,

But, no!—no such thing; —
Tbey C(Ln)[ flTLCZ ﬂ)e Ring'/




He solemnly cursed
that rascally
L‘/z"f‘/'.’



And the Abbot declared that, “when nobody twigq'd it,
Some rascal or other had polv/)'cl in, and p/'ijjd it/
The Gardinal rose with a dignificd look,

Heor Tl for dis candle, dis Boll, and. his Took !

JIn holy anger, and ;;z'ous qrief,

Ae solemnly cursed that rascally thicef!

e cursed him at board, he cursed him in bed ;
From the sole of his foot to Z/z; crown of his head ;
He cursed him in sleeping, that everp night

He should dream of the devil, and wake in a f/'[g/w,

He cursed him in eating, he cursed him in (Zrin]iinda,

He cursed him in cougbz'ng, in sneezing, in wz'/zfii/zg :



FHe cursed him in sitting, in standing, in lping;
He cursed him in wzllking, in riding, in flying,
He cursed him in lring, he cursed him dping!/—

Never was- heard such a terrible curse!

But what gave rise ,T o no little surprise,

VNobody seem’d one pennp the worse!

Lhe dap was gone, The night came on,

The Monks and the Jriars they search’d Gl dawn ;
“When the Sacristan saw, on crumpled claw,
‘Gome Limping a poor little lame Jachdaw !
No longer gap, As on pesterdap ;

His [feathers all seem’d to be turn'd the
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His pinions droop’d — he could hardly stand, —
His head was as bald as the palm of your hand;

His epe so dim, So wasted each limb,

That, heedless of grammar, thep all cried, "That's him?—
That's the scamp that has done this scandalous thing !
That's the thief that has got mp Lord ‘Gardinal's Ring I
Lhe poor little Jackdaw, when the monks he saw,

Jrecbly gave vent to the ghost of a caw;
And turn’'d his bald head, as much as to sap;
Prap, be so good as to walk this wap iy

Slower and slower he Zimp’d on 50/bre,

Till thep came to the back of the belfry door.



Where the first thing
they saw,
" Midst the sticks
and the straw
“Was the Ring in the
nest of that little
Jackdaw!
Lhen the great Lord
Cardinal call'd
for his book,
And off that terrible

curse he took.




TLhe mute expression Served in liew of confession,

And, being thus coupled with fuZZ restitution,

Lhe Jaclidaw got plenary absolution !
Do — When those words were heard, that poor little bird
“Was so changed in a moment, ‘twas really absurd,
He grew sleck, and fat; Jn addition to that,
A [fresh crop of feathers came thick as a mat!
His tail waggled more even than before ;
But no longer it wagged with an impudent air,
No longer he perch’'d on the “Cardinal' s chair.
He hopp'd now about “With a gait devout!

At Matins, at rVe.slvers, he never was out.




And, so far from any more Jf any one lied,— or if anp one
(4 4 “

pilfering deeds, Swore,—
He alwavs seem’d telling the Or slumber'd in praver-time and
- (_g p A
“Gon/’c.s.jor)s beads. /1appcn’a’ to snore,

Lhat good Jackdaw “Would qive

p ) 3
a great “Gaw!
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eAs much as to sap, ‘Don’t do so anp more !
“While many remark'd, as his manners they saw,
That they never had known such a pious Jackdaw !
e long lived the pride of that country side,

Zlnd at last in the odour of sanctity dicd ;

“When, as words were too faint, his merits to paint,
The “Gonclave determined to make him a Saint;
And on newlp-made Saints and f@o/vc.s, as pou kinow,
JIEs the custom at Rome, new names to bestomw,

So thep canonized him by the name of Jim Crow!










