
On William’s first tooth Sept 26 1829    CJLTJust five months old - & lo! a tootha little tooth that comesWorking its way from under-jawand pricking through the gums.a tooth! a tooth! the nurse’s eyeand mother’s finger finds itSharp as a pin – & then no doubtThere’re many more behind it.Poor little dear! full many a sighThey’ll cost thee ere completeThe twenty-four which nature givesIn even whiteness meet.To champ thy food, to form thy wordsTo aid thee in thy prattle –To crack thy nuts, & be of usePerchance in bloody battle. –Obtained with many a woful [sic] twitchof feverish pain they say, –Maintain’d with many a scrub & scratchFrom brushes day by day. –Then toothache comes, a stinging pain(There’s nothing half so cruel)Keeping you hourly on the rackFed low on rusks & gruel.You chafe, you writhe, you change your place, –Perhaps sigh & groan & weepand others try ten thousand waysof lulling pain to sleep.But no! no case, till with a jerkThat turns your head awry,and makes you gape with a sudden wrenchYou bid your tooth good bye.O wicked teeth – of all the stockof implements we use,The worst to gain, – the worst to keep, –almost the worst to lose. –
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