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1. Good Christian people, pray now lend an ear  

And you a dreadful story soon shall hear,  

A story strange, but certain true indeed,  

Enough to make a heart of stone to bleed. 

2. In Kent there lived a labouring man of late,  

Whose family, indeed, was very great; 

Provisions dear, his children being small,  

And nought had he to keep his babes withal.  

3. Now this poor man, quite overwhelmed with grief,  

Took to his bed; for there was no relief.  

In ten days' time he did resign bis breath,  

His wife and children now all being left.  

4. One morn his widow left her babes in bed :  

“Stay, dears,” says she, “while I go get you bread.” 

Unto her brother’s house direct she went,  



Who a baker was, and lived four miles from Kent.  

5. This weeping widow found to her dismay  

That she had come upon the market day.  

He was forced to go, because he couldn't stay;  

So he called unto his wife, and thus did say:  

6. “Here is my sister: she's in want, I know;  

Give her a loaf of bread, with cheese also,  

That her dear infants may not starve and die  

In such a time of woe and misery.”  

7. The baker's wife did then begin to fume,  

Bidding the widow quit the room,  

“Out of my house, unto your brats,” said she;  

You shall have neither loaf nor cheese of me!”  

8. Now this poor widow, overwhelmed with grief,  

Found for her babes she could get no relief  

And when she saw them in their chamber lay,  

She cut their throats; sure 'twas a bloody fray!  

9. As they lay bleeding in their purple gore,  

She quickly rose, and closed the door.  

A rope unto the bedstead she then tied,  

And hanged herself quite close to their bedside.  

10. And when the baker, he came home at night,  

He said, “My dear, my joy, my heart's delight  

Have you relieved my sister dear this day  

In what I ordered? Tell me, love, I pray.” 

11. “It is in vain to flatter you,” said she:  

Your sister's had no loaf or cheese of me!  

Indeed, we may give all we have away,  



And come to want ourselves another day.”  

12. And then the baker, overwhelmed with grief,  

Straight to his sister's house he took relief;  

And never could his horror all be told,  

At the most dismal sight he did behold.  

13. No mortal man could e'er be more concerned  

Than her dear brother; and he home returned.  

 

(He quarrels with his wife.)  

14. As in this angry passion he did stand,  

He chanced to have his peel in hand.  

With which be hit her an unlucky blow, 

Which split her head, and soon did lay her low.  

15. He tore his hair, to see what he had done.  

And upstairs in a frenzy he did run.  

A loaded pistol in his chamber lay.  

He shot himself! Sure, 'twas a bloody day!” 

 

MORAL.  

16. Ye covetous people, whom God has blessed with store,  

Remember this, and give unto the poor;  

For God, you know has promised a reward,  

“What's given the poor is lent unto the Lord.”  

"Learnt from the drs of a Kentish Squire the last of whom died 1865 at an advanced age". 

A baker’s peel is an instrument used for putting bread in the oven. 


