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Hints to a new married sister, and It wont be my fault if | die an old maid. Sold wholesale and retail, by Leonard Deming, No. 61 Hanover Street, Boston

HINTS TO A
B MMAREBRBRHY) SRZDWDE,

‘_ A IPD
IT WONT BEH MY FAULT IF I DIBE AN OLD MAID.

Let not my sister, now a wife,
Bid all her fears adieu ;

Comforts there are in married life,
And there are crosses too.

I do not wish to mar your mirth
With an ungrateful sound;
But yet remember, bliss on earth

No mortal ever found.

Your prospects and your hopes are great,
May God those hopes fulfil;

But you will find in every state,
Some difficulties still.

The rights which lately joined your hands
Cannot ensure content ;

Religion forms the strongest bands,
And love, the best cement.

A friendship founded on esteem,
Life’s bathing blasts endures ;

It will not vanish in a dream,
And such a hope is yours.

But yet God's daily hlessing crave,
Nor trust your }'nuthru! heart,

You must divine assistance have
To act a prudent part.

Though you have left your parents’ wing
No longer ask their care;

It is but seldom husbands bring
A lighter yoke to wear.

They have their humours and their faults,
So mutable is man ;

Excuse his foibles in thy thoughts,
And hide them if you can.

No anger nor resentment keep,
Whatever is amiss,

Be reconcile’d before you sleep,
And seal it with a kiss,

Orif there’s cause for reprimand,
. Do it with mild address
Remember he's thy dearest friend
And love him ne’er the less.
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Mutual attempts to strive to please
Each other will endear—

Thus you may draw the yoke with ease,
Not discord interfere—

Thus give your tender passions seope,
Yet better things pursue;

Be Heaven the object of your hope,
And lead him thither too.

Since you must both resign your breath,
And God alone knows when,

So live that you may part at death,
And meet with joy again.

And may the Lord your ways approve,
And grant you both a share

Of His redeeming, saving love,
And providential care.

It wont be my fault if I die an Old Maid.

My mother pretends for a wife I‘m too young,
And says that men will deceive me,

But let her look back, she‘ll snon hold her tongue;
If not, tis no matter, believe me,

Sweet geutlemen, don’t be a moment in fear,

And suffer a damsel to keep singing here,

Remember no thought to a girl is so dread,

As the terrible one—she may die an Old Maid.

Mother preaches for ever against men, the vile sex,
And says every look is alarming,

But, between you and I, this she says only to vex, -

For I know that she thinks they are charming.
Three husbands she has had in the course of her lifes
Now I only want one, sir, pray who’ll have a good wife?
Now men don‘t be stupid and look half afraid,
Speak boldly, or else I must die an Old Maid.

Men boast they are kind, and are easily had,
And lovers are willing and plenty,
I vow it is false, for I’ve not got a lad,
Although I'm turned one-and-twenty.
The man T love best now stands in full view,
Don’t look sy <harp, sir, T did not mean you,
But that han 'soiae man, there—O, what have T said
But it wont be my fault if I die an oid maid.
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