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Joiher Goose’s

MELODIES.

BYE, baby bunting,

! Daddy’s gone a hunting,

./ .. To get a little hare's skin,
“) To wrap a baby bunting in.

o

WHISKUM whaskum over
| the knee;

: 3 y Thank you, mamma, for
~S slapping of me.

(5)



6 MOTHER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

I HAD a little pony,

His name was Dapple Gray,
1 lent him to a lady,

To ride a mile away.

She whipp'd him, she lash’d him,
She rode him through the mive;

I would not lend my pony now
For all the lady's hive,

TOM, Tom, the piper’s gon,

Stole a pig and away he run.

The pig was eat, and Tom was beat,
And Tom ran crying down the street.




MOTHRER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

THREE children sliding on the ice,
Upon a summer’s day ;

It so fell out, they all fell in,
The rest they ran away.

Now had these children been at home,
Or sliding on dry ground,

Ten thousand pounds to one penny,
They had not all been drown’d.

You parents that have children dear,
And eke you that have none,

If you would have them safe abroad,
Pray keep them safe at home.

TIHIS pig went to market,
Squeak mounse, mouse, mousey ;
Shoe, shoe, ghoe the wild colt.
And here’s my own doll, Dowsy.



MOTIEN GOOS)K'S MELODIES.

THERE were two birda sat upon
o stone,
o Fa, ln, I, In, lal, de;
= () flew away, nod then there wos
R e
Fa, In, la, o, lal, de;
The othor Jew after, and then there
Wil none,
Fa, 1a, la, In, lnl, de;
And so the poor stone il was lefi
all alone,
Fa, ln, 1o, Ia, lal, de!

m Of these two birds one bock again
flew,

Fa, In, Ia, la, Inl, do;

Theother camealter, and then thewe
were [wo,

Fa, la, 1a, 1o, Inl, de;

Said one to the other, Pray how
do you do¥

Fa, Ia, la. In, lai, de;

Very well, thauk yon, wnd  pray
how do you?

Fa, In, ln, 10 lal, del



MOTHRN GOSE S MELHIUES

FHEAD o little hustennd,
Not Liigegor thip oy iy
1 ot him in o pint pot,
Ard thieve 1 Lid oo den.

I Lot o BEEETee Do,

Thitt  galloped up el
daven e

I badlod T and saddled
him,

A st lam ontof town,

Le

=
b

I mave him some parors,
To gorter up his hose,
And o Dittle had kerohief,

To wipie Lis pretty nose,

HIE hie, says Anthony,
Puss in the paairy

G g, s g

A mution matfon=hone
Sevr by shie beahles t,
Mee low she wipiles al,
sec Low shie fosses

The mntion mutlon-lane,




MOTIER Q00SE's NELODIES

The queen of hearls,
She wde somo tarts,

ALl om o sammer’s day ;
The knave of haarls
He sttlo those tarfs

Aned with them ran awey :
The king of Twsrts
Call'd for those tarts,

And boat the knave full sone,
The Kuave of heorts
Brovelt back those tarts,

Andd =il bie'd oeer stenl grome

The king of spudes
Hix kiss'd the maids,
Which ves'd tho queen foll sore;
The queen of spales
She beat those wnids
And twen'd them vut of door;
The knave of spades
Grrieved for those jodes,
And did for them implone;
The queen so gent,
She did relent,
And vow'd she'd ne'er strike more.




MOTIER GO0SE'S MELOLIRS.

The King of clubs
Hee often drabs

I loving queen and wife;
i iquecn of elubs
Retums hinm smulis,

Anid all s noise nwl steife;
The linove of clabs
Giives winks anl mbs,

Anel swenrs bo'll tuke ber part;
For when onr kings
Will do such thines,

They shonld be made to smant.

The dinmand king
I fuin would sing,

And lileewise Lix fair qucen,
But that the konnve,

A haughty slave,

Mitst, needs stop in betwepn.
“CGood dinmond king,
With hempen string

This hugbty knave destroy,
Then may your queen,
With wiind sepene,




ST GOnSE'S ILODIES,

DANCE to your dadity,
My bonny iy,

Dance to yonr ninny,
My swedt Il

You shall hiave o lishy

Tnen Titkle dishy,

And o whirligigey,
Al some nico jan

FHLUMPTY DUMPTY sat on a wall,

Humpty Doty lud o great fudl,

Nub all the king's borses, norall the king's D
men,

Cioulid ot Thampty Domply ap ageiin,

LITTLR Tom Tucler
Sings for his supper:
What shall he eat?
White bread and butter.
How shall hie ent it
Without ¢'or p knife?
How will lie e married
Without c'er a wife?




AGTUER GOOSR'S MELODIKS.

Taffy waos & Welshman,
Tuffy was a thief,

Fafly ciwie o my hotse,
Andd stale wopicer of el

I went to Taly's Liouse,
Tafly wasn't ol htme,

Tudtv étmne to my house,
At stole & mixrow wne

I went to Tafly's Lonse,
Tuily was in bed,

I took the manow bone,
And Beat about his liead,



LITILE maid, preity ol
whither goest tlou?

Down in the forest to milk
my Comw,

Shall 1 go with thee?  No,
not now |

When 1 send for thed, Lhen

come thou.

AL

’”i‘.i'.l.l_.'.'b OIS 1rTLE e, e o,

Wiralio s 1 where wast thon born ¥
: 4# M:r Far off, i Laneashive, under

n thormn,
"‘1'. Where they sup sour milk in

W A\ "- f.'- o ram's o,
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THERE was au old woman wenl, np in o Dasket,
Seventy tines as igh as thie auwn ;

What she did theve T oould not Lot ask i,

For i her band she careied o b,

“ 00 woman, old wown, old woman,” said 1,
“Whither, ob whither, ol whither, so bigh ¥
“Tosweep the ouliwebs ftom the sky,

And 1 shadk e Uaek again by ond by”

| HAL o litthe moppet,
bpmt it in my pocket,

Arel Gl at withe epen anad Dy ;
Them eame o proiel besm,
And swore e would hinve Lier

At stale little moppet nwny,




MOTHER GUOSE & Ao Es.

THERS wos unoold o,
Al Tie hadl o eall;
And that's lall;

Mo toak him oud of the stall,

Al G T do Rl wanll 5
Andd thint's all

SNAIL! snl! eome onl
af yone hinle,

Orp el T Dol o s Lkl
' ax g ol

——————

A LUPTLE oy and w Litgle girl
Lived in om alley,

Spied v Bittle Ty to the Binle givl,
Shall 17 ol shall 1

Sl the ek givl to the Tittle Doy,
Wit sill yom do?

Qi the Tittle oy Go the Hitle givl,
L will kis= you.




MOTLER GUOSE B A ELOTIES,

THERE wos unoold man,
And hie hadd o call;
And that's lall;

e toak him out of the stall,

Al e T Ao the wadl
Amil that's nll

SNAIL! saml! oome onl
af yoni hale,

O el T Dol yom s Bl
: ax gt el

————

A LUPTLE boy and w Tiltle gl
Lived in om alley.

Sl the little Doy to thae Binthe e,
Shadl 17 oly, slall | ¢

Said the Lotk givl to the Tittle boy,
Wit will xom do?

il the lietle oy Lo the Hitle givl,
L will kiss you.
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AR UV AR

THERE wis an ol woman, and what do vou think?
=he lived upon nothing but vietunls sl drink ;
Vietnals and drink were the ehief of ler diet,

Yet this grombling old woman conld never be quies.

HEY, the dusty miller,

Avul hig dusty eoat.
e 'l enrn o shilling

U D11 spend o proat.
Thisty was ths cont,

Pusty was the eclonr,
Ihisty was the kiss

That I ot T the midlor,




MOTHER GOGSES MELODIRE.

JOHS COOKR bl o bt le giey waee; Lie, Law, hiom !

Her back staod ap, aod Dee Dones they wene biare; e,
heaw, lain !

Jolin Conl was vidinge ap shoter's Lank ;s be, haw, hom|

Al there s s Jdid kvl el prank ) Bie, s, Dom

Johin Cool was eidingg o Shotees Il he o, oo |

W= mmieed el down and shie made hee will; he, haw, hon!

The bridle and swdille were Jnid on the shelf ) Le, Law,
LTI

If won want any more you may sing it yoursell; he,
bawwe, linta !

=8 feaid,

AL Somein hor pockel, dome
' g i Do sleovy,

Wl <ic stole orunees, 1 do
bialiove.




MIEICE aSEETE stdaboie

HE 'l as mneh money as 1 eonld spond,
I never would ery old chaies {0 weni ;
CHiE chiovies to mend, old ehaivs to mond ;
T never would erv old elinies (o mend.

NV as e momey s 1 oonld (ol
b onever woubd evy old elothes to sl ;
Ul eluthes ta soll, old olotles to el
I ooever wonld ey old elothes 1o sell.

MULTIPLICATION s vexuation,
Division 1 as bail

The Hole of Thees doth presle e,
Aol Praetioe ditves me mml.



HOIET G S MELGHTE S

BARNABRY BRIGHT he was a sharp cur,

Mo always wonbl bark iF o0 o= il bl stie:

Bt o Die's gooown olel, ool en s Toggee bainki,

Ho's oo ’d D il geuestn G0 0 Tiing™d Ly tlie elark.

TIVE wn an Sl wiliferness askel me

Hiow sty strawhiogiies smw in e sen?

L answered him o= U thigshit gow],

Az miny 3is poel hervings drow do ile W,



pls. MOTIER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

The girl in the lune,

That couldu't speak pluin,
Crivd gobble, gobble, gobble:
The man on the hill,

That eonlin't stand stall,
Went hobble, hobble, hoblle,

LITTLE Nell Etiicoat,
In o white petticoat,
And with & red nosc;
The longer she stands
The shorler she grows.

I’ sing you n song,
1t's not vory long :
The woodeoek and the sparrow,
Tho little dog has burnt his tail,

Al e shndl be hang'd to-morraw.

LITTLE Dieky Dilver

Hinl 1 wife of siiver.

He took a stick and broke her back,
And sold her to the millesr-

Tho willer wouldn't have lier,

S0 he threw her in the river,



MOTUER GO0ST 'S MELGIIES.

HERE'S a potr conple fram Balylon,

With six poor elildren all alone

Uni can toke, and one can brow,

One can shape, and oné can sew,

U gan st ab the e and spin,

Une onn beke o ecake for the king:

Come choore you east, eome ehoose vou west,
Come chooso the one that you lve best

BRAVE nows s come (o lown,
Brave nows v eneried ;

Banve news s pome o town,
Jommy Diwwson's marveied.

Fost he got o porridge-pot,
Then he bamght a lodle;

Then he gob o wife and child,
Andl then hie boyght & ermlle.




24 MOTIEL GOOHE S MELODIER

(0l King Cole
Was 0 merry old sonl,
And o merry old soul was hej
He endlad for lis pipe,
And he endl'd for his boiel,
Andd e eadl’d for his fiddlers three.
Every Addiey, ho lud o fine fuldle,
And o very fine flddle had ho;
Twee tweedle dee, tweadle dee, went the fildlers.
Oh, there's none s rire
As can compare
With King Colo and his fiddlers thieen
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\ -!-

,_,.
I ITTLE Miss Muffot,
She sat on a tuflel,
Eating of eunds and whey ;
There enme & great spider,
Who st down beside hor,
Al frighten'd Miss Muffet awny.

e

— ._..
_— -F.

r:'--

" ——

LITTLE Miss, pretty Miss,
Ilessings rost upon you
1 1 hal balf-a-crown o day

Vil spend it all upon you,

ONE, two, bunekle iy
sliog,

Three, four, open the
door ;

Five, smix, piek ap
slicks

"!L, e Sovien, cight, lny them

straight;



28 MOTHER GO0SE'S MELObIRY,

ZICKETY, dickety,
ilock,

The wionse ran up tha
eloek:

The elock steaok ono,

B Down Hhie mouse mn,
il Zickety, dickety, dock.

& . 1LUD a dub daly,
i Threo men in o tub
@ And how do you think
thiy got there?
The butehier the haker,
Thecandlestick maker
Thoy all jump'd ont of
i ropsted potato,
"Twas enough (o make
i nEn hhll".’-t

THERE wasa man in onr lown,
And he was wond'rone wise,

He jomp'd into a beaanble bush,
And seratel’d out both his oyes

Awd when he gaw his eyes wera oub,
With ull his might and main

He jomp'd into another Tush,
And sermteh'd thom in agoin.



MOTUER GO0SE'S NELOTHES, 27

I8 Jolm Smith with-
in ?

Yea, thot hois;

Cun he seb o shoe ?

AY, iy, two;

Here n nail, theme a
rmil,

Tick, tack, too

LITTLE King Boyroon he built o fine hall,

Pie-runt, snd pastev-crost, that was the wall ;

The windows were mode of blosk puddings and white,
And slated with pancakes-—yon ne'er saw the like.

RIDE, Taby, ride,
Protty baby shall vide,
Andl v w little pappy-dog ticd
Lo her side,
And Dipve little pussy=cat tied fo
e uther,
And away she shall vide Lo see hor
grandmother;
To see hor grandmotlier,
To see her grandmotlier, in Ger-
AN oW




25 MOTIHER GOOSE'S M ELODIES.

THERE were two blnckbimds
Sitting on o hall,
The one named Jack,
The other nne'd Jidl,
Fly away, Jack!
Fly away Jill!
Come senin, Jaok!
Cone ngmin, Jilll !

AWA Lunds, away!

Take a little. amd leave n Titde,
And do net come nEain ;

For if you do,

[ will shoot you hrongh,

And there 1= an el of yon.




MUFUILER GUOSE B ARLGUIES, .

THERE wasw little won, and o Lnd @ Htle i,
And his bullets they weve mnde of lead, lead, el
He went unto the brook, and shot n littls duck,
And he hit hev right through the head, hend, lead
Then by wont home wnle his wife Joon,
And Lid hee o goodd five make, make, make;
For to voast the Hode duek s bad <hiot at the lirook,
Andl he'dl go and Teteli home the deake, dinde. dinkie

A DILLER, a dollar,

A ten o'dlook scluolar,

What makes von come s woon 7
You nsed to come 4t fon o'elock,
Bt now you eome ot noo.




MOTIRIE QO0BE' S MELGHIE

ol

Marv hind o protly Lind,
Feathors Indght and vellow,
Slendey logs, npon my word
Mo wns o pretty follow,
They sweetest notes he alwnyvs sung,
Which mneh delightod Mary
And often where the enge wns hung,
She stoarl to hear Canary.



MOTTIENR HUOSE' S MELODIES, 31

THERE was an ol mon
Whe v’ m Middle Bow,
Ha hil five hens,

Anil o e for thew, oh !
Bill and Ned and Battack.
Jut=hee-fool, wnd Pattock,
Cluek, my lady Pratiock,
Go to thy nest and loy.

THERE wis an old woinnn
Sold puddings and pies,
She went to the mill,
And the dust flew in her eyes.
L While throagh the streels
& o all she meels,
Shie ever eriey,

Hot Ples —Hot Pies,

A CAT vame lidddling out of W ban,

Withi o pair of Tige-bipes undor her o g
Sl comiel st nothing bk fiddlocome-fos,
The moose has woerped e bumblo ee:
Fipe eal,—tlanee, moise ;

Wa'll have o wadifing ot aue gond honse.



a2 MOTUEE GOOaE's MELBBIES

DICKERY, dickery dame,

The Stork flew wpoan the wir;

d The mon in bemwn sson brought
i dewn,

Dickervy, dickery dare.

e

B LHICKETY, pickely, wy guinen lien,
B Sho luys eges for gentlewen

SR Gontlemon coms evory doy

s T e what iy bluek hen dath lay,

S JOUNNY ARMETRONG %ill'd
calf,

Peter Henderson got tho Lall;

Al Willy Wilkinison got the head,

1, Ring thoe lell, the eall s dend |
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BURNILE bee, Lumie hee,

Tell me when Myour wedding ha ¥
Il it be te-morvow day,

Tuke your wings and fy awny,

BNAIL. snnul
Hobbers are eoming to pull down
your wall ;
snail, snanl,
Put out your horn,
Hobbers are eoming to steal yonr ¢
v,
Covaing at four o'clock in the mon. Shies

—_— -

HARK! bavk! the dogs do bark, A \ N
The beggars have enne o town | ¢t S W &

Some in rags, and some in lags, :
And seme in velvet gowns,

JACK SPRAT couli] cut no fat,
His wifir could ent no loan

And sp, betwixt them hatl, you soo,
They hiek'd the platter elean.



2| MOTHER GO052'E MELODIES.

LITTLE Bo-peep has lost
lwre shieap,

Awnd e, fell where to find

RUITH

vt home,
And Twing their tails behind
“en,

Little Bo-piep fell Rt aslospy,
Al dregunt she Lheoed them bleating §
When she awoke, she fouml it a joke,
For still they all wero Noeting.

Then up she took b e cioak,
Determin'd-for to find them ;
She fonmd 1 e indeed, bt

it moado lier hoaer Lo, $
For thoy'd left their inils

Dehind thew.

It bappen'd one day, as
Bo-pretaps did steny &

Unto o meadow band by : #84

Theveshaospied their tails §
sude by sidoe,

All hung ona tree bo dry.




MOTTIES QOOSE'S MELOUTES,

Shu heaved asigh, and wiped her eyve,
And over the hillocks she reed ;

And tried what she conld, ns a shepherdess should,
That each tail should be properly placed.

HEY diddle, dinkety, poppety, pet,

The werchants of London they wear searlet;
Silk in the collar and gold id the hem,

So merily el the merchantinen.

THE fox aml Lis wifie thoy had o great strife,

They never eat wnstand in nll their whols life;

They et themr meat without fork or knife,
Anit loved 1o he pieking n bone. e-oli!




A0 METUER CO03E'S MALAOTITA.

T'he: fox jumped up on s moonlight night ;

The stars were shining, anid all things Inight

Oh, ho! anid the fox, its o very fine night
For me to go through the tosmn, ol |

The fox whon he came to yonder stile,

e Tifted his lugs and he listened o while!

th, he! said the fox, it's bot o short mile
Fron this nnto yonder wee tovwn, e-oh |

The fox when he came to the nees gite,
Who should he see bat the farmer's ke
I lowe you woll for your master’s sake,

Amnil long to be picking vour bone, o-oh!

The grey goose she mn mwund the hay-stack,
O, Tio! sl the fox, von ans very fat;
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You'll grease my beard and ride on my back
From this into yonder wee town, e-oh!

The farmer’s wife she jump’d out of bed,

And out of the window she popped her head :

Oh, hushand! oh, husband! the geese are all dead,
For the fox hag been through the town, e-oh !

The farmer he loaded his pistol with lead,

And shot the old rogue of a fox through the head ;

Al, ha, said the farmer, 1 think youw're quite dead;
And no more you'll trouble the town, e-oh!

DIDDLE, diddle, dompling, my boy John
Went to bed with Tins stoekings on;

One shoe off, and one shoe on,

Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son, John,



MOTHRIE Gonsr's MITOTITES.

Home acun, come g, sncket is done,

HUSH o bye, baby, an the tree top,

When the wind blows; the crudle will rock ;
When the bovgh bends, the eradle will fall,
Dowen will eome Linhy, bongh, erdle, and all
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A CARRION crow saf
upon an oalk,

ol de rol, devol, de rol,
de 11 do,

Watching a tailor cutting
out his cloak;

Sing heigh ho! the carrion
Crow,

Fol de rol, de vol, de rol,
de 11 do.

Wife, wife! bring me my bow,
ol de rol, de rol, de rol, de ri do,
That 1 may shoot yon carrion crow ;
Sing heigh ho! the carrion crow,
Fol de 10}, de rol, de rol, de 11 do.

The tailor he shot and misg’d his mark,
Fol de rol, de rol, de rol, de ri do;

And shot his own gow quite through the heart,
Sing heigh ho! the carrion crow,
Fol de rol, de vol. de rol, de ri do.



11 BT o] 8 MELA IR,

Wife, wilee® linge we
b i spoon ;
Wl alis pod, ol pod, e ol
the i iy,

Hor vy ol <ow liges [l
dinwn in o swoon,

E Sing heigh hal the e
IO ROy,

i"'n| il 'I‘ut. e I.'n1. tho hl1.
de vi i,

A PRETTY [Hitle gl in o poanidasersd oap
I ot dn the streets Vother sdiy S
She oave we siel o i,
Thit my lisart it wenl bomp
I thiouielt T aloutd lnve fainted away |
1 thomghie 1 should hove fuinted away!

————

IN o marble as white as anlk,

Finesd with slin as sofp s silk;
Within o fosntain civ=ial elear,

A golden apprle doth wppear,

Nav dloors there aee (o Lhis sbreng-liold,
Yoo Lhipes brenk fu and steal the gold,




MOTILER G0osi' s M ELODLES.

THE tightingsle singes when wo're ut vest

The mghtingale sings when wo'ne nl rest

The little bivd climbs the troe for Lifs nest,
With n bop, stop, and & jomp,

e s lles e grineds Wi corn, bis eoen

The willey be grinds his o, his com:

The little boy blue tomes winding his Lo,
With a lop, steg, and o jump,

The conter e whistlos oside bis tepm :

Thee cartar he whistles aside lids team :

Anil “‘HTI_",' LR ] TR I]’i|l|+-llb:! with niee elontod AR LRy
With n (i, n1i'jr. sipud i jlun:l,
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The damsels are churning for enrds and whey;
The damsels are churning for curds and whey;
The lads in the fields are making hay,

With a hop, step, and o jump.

THERE wasan old woman had
nothing,
And there came thieves to
rob her;
When she eried out she made
1o noeise,
But all the country heard
her,

YOU shall have an apple,
You shall have a plum ;
Youshall bave arattle-hasket,

When your dad comes home.

A COW and a calf,

An ox and a half,

Forty good shillings and three,

s 18 not that enoueh tocher

For a shoemaker’s daughter,

A bonny lass with a Dlack
ele
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BESSYBELLand Mary
Gray,

They were two bonny
lasses :

They built their houses

upon the lea,

&% And cover'd it with
: rushes.

And Mary kept the pantry:
Bessy always had to wait,
While Mary lived in plenty

HUSH-A-BYE, baby, lie still with thy mammy,
Thy daddy is gone to the mill,

To get some meal to bake a cake;
So pray, my dear baby, lie still.

I HAD a little nut tree, nothing would it Lear
But a silver nutmeg and a golden pear;

The king of Spain’s daughter came to visit me,
And all was because of my little nut tree.

1 skipp’d over water, I dauced over sea,

And all the birds in the air couldn’t cateh me.



MOTHER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

LITTLE Jenny Wren fell sick
upon a time;

In came Robin Redbreast, and
brought her eake and wine.

Lint of my eake, Jenny, and drink
of my wine,

Thank you, Rebin, kindly, you
shall be mine.

Jenny she gotwell, and stood upon
her feet,

And told Robin plainly, she lov'd
him not a bit.

Robin he was angry, and hopped
upon a twig;

Saying, Oul upon you, {y upon you
bold-faced jie!




MOTIIER GOOSE’S MELODIES.

ButJenny Wren fell sick again, and Jenny wren did die!
The doctors said they'd cure her, or know thereason why;
Doctor Hawk felt her pulse, and, shaking his head,

Said—I fear T can’t save her, because she’s quite dead |

Doctor Cat said —Indeed, T don’t think she's dead;
I believe, if I try, she may yet be bled !

You need not a lancet, Miss Pussy. indeed,

Your claws are enough a poor wren to bleed.
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Why, Puss, you're quite foolish, exclaimed doctor Goose;
To bleed a dead wren can e of 1o use !

Ah, doctor Goose, you're Very wise;
Your learning profound might ganders surprise.

4

She’ll do very well yet, exclaim’d doctor Fox,
If she’ll take but two pills from out of this hox!
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Ah, doetor Fox, you are very cunning ;
But if she's dead, you'll not get one in.

:"‘I.IL‘IeSJ'I s B -
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Doctor Jackass advanced— See this balsam: 7make it :
She yet may survive, if you get her to take it!

What you say, doctor Ass, may be very true,

But T ne’er saw the dead drink—pray, doctor, did you ?

Says Robin, Get out! you're a parcel of quacks;
Or Il put this good stick about each of vour backs,
So Robin began to bang them about ;
They stay'd for no fees, but were glad to get out.
Cock Robin long for Jenny gricves,
At Tast he covered her with leaves ;
And o'er the place a mournful lay
For Jenny Wren sings every day.
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JOME hither, little puppy dog,
I'll give you a new collar, collar,
LF you will Jearn to read your book,
Al be a clever scholar.
No, no! replied the puppy dog,
I've other fish to fry;
For I must lean to gnard your
house,
And bark when thieves come
nigh. -
With a tingle tangle titmonse |
i Robin knows great A,
~— % And B, and C, and D, and E,
4 F,G H 1 J K.

Come hither, pretty cockatoo,
Come and lewn your letters;
And you shall have a knife and forlk
To eat with, like your hetters.

No, no; the eockatoo replied,
My beak will do as well;
(2 1'd rather eat my victuals thus,
| Than go and lewrn to spell.

Robin knows great A,
And B, and C, and D, and E,
F, G, 1,00, K.
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BONNY  iass!  Vonny
lass !
Will you e mine ?
You shall neither wash
dishes
Nor serve the wine,
But sit on a cushion
And sew up a seam,
And youshall have st w-
Lierries,
Sugar, and cream

I WONT he my father'’s Juck,
[ wont be my father's Jill,
[ will be the fiddler’s wife,
And have wusic when [ will. g
T'other little tune, tother litile
Lune,
Prythee, love, play me Fother
little tune.
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PRETTY Jdohn Gratz
Wee e teonblid with wits,
Will sonn ddvives them ont of e house?
We live maen 1oo in pleaty
Thait fenst b thio poantiy,
But lot thern stay and nibililo sway,
Whint Teaorsn oo TidCle Diosw i i 2

THE litthe blaek dog ran vonml thie Dioss,
And et the bull & ronving,

Al deove the mopkoy in tho boat,
Whio gel Dby dues i fwine,

And soared the ook apon the roels,
Who erack®™ las tlovnt with arowing
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HOW many miles to Baby-
lon ?

Threescore miles and ten.

Can I get there by candle-
light ?

Yes, and back again.

MISS Jane had a bag, and a mouse was in it,

She opened the bag, he was out in a minute ;

The Cat saw him jump, and run under the table,

And the dog said, catch him, puss, soon as you're able.

WHAT’S the news of the day,
Good neighbor, T pray?

~ They say the balloon

- Has gone up to the moon.

3 you been ?

&= I’ve been to London to see the Quecn.

£ Pussy cat, pussy cat, what did you
there?

I frightened alittle mouse under the

chair.
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LITTLE Jack Jelf
Was put on the ghelf

Because he would not spell pie;
When his aunt, Mrs, Grace,
Saw his sorrowful face,

she could not help saying, O fic!

And sinee Master Jelf
Was put on the shelf

Because he would not spell pie,
Let him set there so grin,
And no more about him,

For 1 wish him a very good-hye!

OF all the birds that ever I see,

The owl is the fairest in her degree:

IFor all the day long she sits in a tree.

And when night comes, away flies
she!

Te whit, te whow !

Sir knave to thou,

This song is well sung, [ make you a
YOW,

And he is a knave that drinketh now.
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COCK a doodle doo,

My dame hus lost her shoe;

My master’s lost his fiddle-
stick,

_And Inows not what to do.

GO to bed Tom, go to bed
Tom—
Merry orsober, go to bed, Tom

e ——

THERE was a little man,

And he had a little gun,

And his bullets were made
of lead,

He shot John Sprig

Through the middle of his
wig,

And knocked it right off his
head.

HEY ding a ding, ding, 1
heard a bird sing,

The parliament soldiers are
gone to the king.




MOTHER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

SMILING  girls
rosy boys,

Come and buy my
little toys,

Monkeys made of
gingerbread,

| And sugar horses

painted red.

1

Il GRIAT A, Tittle a,
Il Bouncing B;
|l Thecat’sinthecup-
board
And she can’t see.

MISTRESS Mary, quite con-
travy,

How does your garden grow ? S

With silver bells and cockle gz
shells,

And cowslips all a row.

HOP away, skip away, my
baby wants to play.

M}* ba_by wants to 1)] ay every
day. :
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RIDE a cock horse to Banbury Cross,
I'o see a young woman jump ou a white horse,
With rings on her fingers and bells on her toes,
And shie shall have music wherever she goes.

ROBERT BARNS, fellow fine,

Can you shoe this horse of ming,
So that I may cut a shine?

Yes good sir, and that I can,

As well as any other man;

There a nail, and here a prod,

And now, good sir, your horseis shod.
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BLOW, wind, blow! and go, mill ao!
That the miller may grind his eorn ;
That the baker may take it,

And into rolls make it,

And send us some hot in the morn.

JENNY, good spinner,
Comedown toyour dinner,
And taste the leg of a
o frog

1l U Then all you good people,

|/ Look over the sseeple,
© And see the eat play with
the dog.
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|

THE north wind doth

‘ blow,

41 And we shall have

SOV,

And what will poor
Robin do then?

Poor thing!

Ul T

He'll sit in the barn
And keep himself warm,

Will hide his head under hig wing,
Poor thingl

I'LL tell you a story

About Mary Morey,

And now my story’s
begun. _

I'll tell you another

About ler brother,

And now my story’
done.
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PUSSY cat, pussy cat, with a white foot,
Tomorrow is my wedding, won’t you come to it.
I've cakes to bake, and beer to brew,

Ol pussy cat, pussy cat, what shall I do?

AWAY, pretty robin, fly home to your nest,

To make you my captive I still should like best,
And feed you with worms and with bread :
Your eyes arve so sparkling, your feathers so soft,

Your little wings flutter so pretty aloft,
And your breast is all eover’d with red.
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A DUCK and a drake,
A nice barley cake,
With a penny to pay the old baker;
A hop and a scotch,
Is another noteh,
Shitherum, slathernm, take her.

HUSH-A-BYE, baby, upon the tree-top,
When the wind blows, the eradle will rock:
‘When the bough breaks the eradle will fall
Down tumble eradle and baby and all
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JACK and Jill went up the hill,
To fetch a pail of water;

Jack fell down, and broke his crown,
And Jill came tumbling a’ter.

PUSSY sits behind the log, how can she be fair?
Then comes in the little dog, pussy, arc yon there?
So, 80, dear mistress Pugsy, pray tell me how you do?
I thank you, little dog, I'm very well just now,

A LITTLE old man and I
fell out;

ITow shall we bring this
matter about 7

Bring it about as well as
you ean,

(ret you gone, you little old

man !
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ONE misty, moisty morning,

When cloudy was the weather,
| chanced to meet an old man clothed all in leather,
He began to eompliment, and I began to grin,

How do you do, and how do you do*?

And how do you do again ?

FATHER SHORT came down the lane,
Ol! T'm obliged to hammer and smite
Krom four in the morning tillcight at night,
For a bad master and a worse dame.
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COME hither, sweet Robin,
and benot afraid,
T would nothurteven afeather;
Come hither, sweet Robin, and
pick up some bread,
To feed you this very cold wea-
ther.

[ don’t mean to frighten you,
poor little thing,

And pussy-cat is not behind
me;

So hop about pretty, and drop
down your wing,

And pick up some crumbs, and
don’t mind me.

But now the wind blows, and
I must not stay long,

I shall let all the snow aud the
sleet in ;

So remember next summer to
give me a song,

To pay for the breakfast you're
eating.

I don’t mean to frighten you,
poor little thing,
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And pussy-cat 18 not behind me;
So hop about pretty, and drop down your wing
And pick up some crumbg, and don’t mind me.

THREE little mice sat down to spin,

Pussy passed by and she peep'd in;

What are you at my fine little men?

Making coats for gentlemen ?

Shall T come in and cut off your thread ?

No! no! Miss Pussy, you'll bite off our head.

CHARLEY loves good cake and ale,
Charley loves good candy,

Charley loves to kiss the girls,
When they are clean and handy.
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ROBIN the Bobbin the
bia-bellied Ben,
&= e ate more meat than
fourscore men ;
* He ate a cow, he ate a
call,
He ate a butelier and a
half;
- He ate achwreh, he ate
a steeple,
e ate the priest audd
all the people!

Three wise men of Gotham

Went to sea in a bowl

And if the bowl had been stronzer
My song had been longer,

BOBBY SHAFTO'S gone to sea,

Silver buckles on his knee;

He'll come back and marry me,
Pretty Boliby Shaftoe

Bobby Shaftoe’s fut and fair,
Combing down his vellow hair,
He's my love forevermore,

Pretty Bobby Shaftoe.




MOTILER GODSE'S$ MELODIES.

BOYS and girls come out to play,
The moon does shine as bright as day,
Leave your supper and leave your sleep,
And meet your playfellows in the street;
Oome with a whoop, and come with a call
And come with a good will, or not at all.
Up the ladder and down the wall,

A halfpenny roll will serve us all.

You {ind milk and T'll find flour,

And we'll have puddine in half an hour.

SEE saw, sacradown, sacradown,
Which is the way to Boston town?
One foot up, the other foot down,
That is the way to Boston town.
Boston town’s changed into a city
But I'veno room to change my ditty.
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THERE was an old woman had three SONs,
Jeffery, Jemmy and John :

Jeffery was hung, and J emmv was drowned,
And Johnny was never more found :

D0 there was an end of these three SOMS,
Jeffery, Jemmy, and John.

THREE little dogs were by sking in the cinders
Three little cats were playing in the w indows :
Three little mice popped out of a lole.

And a piece of cheese they stole,

The three little cats jumped down in a trice
And cracked the bones of the three little mice.



MOTIIER GOOSK'8 MELODIER.

I}

mother, 1 shall be marri tog
Mr. Punchinello.

——aar X e w, .
o fi& ¥ F"_. I
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To Mr. Punch, to Mr. Joe,
To Mr. Nell, to Mr. Lo,
Mr. Punch, Mr. Joe,

Mr. Nell, Mr. Lo,

To Mr. Punchinello.
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ONE, two, three, I love coffee, and Billy loves tea.
How good you be,
One, two, three, 1 love coffec, and Billy loves tea.

BARBER, barber, shave a pig,
How many hairs will make a wig?
Four and twenty; that's enough.
Give the poor barber a pinch of snuff.
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J|J THE rose is rea, the vio-

let's blue,

Carnation’s sweet, and so
are you.

Thou art my love, and 1 am
thine;

[ drew thee to my valen
tine :

The lot was cast, and then
I drew,

And fortune said it should
be you.
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DING —dong — hell, pussy
cat’s in the well,

Whoputherin? little Johnny
Grreen.

Who pulled her out? great
Johnny Stout.

What anaughty boy was that.

To drown poor pussy ecat;

Who never did him any harm,

And killed the mice in his
father's barn.

THERE was an owl lived in ¢
a tree,
Wisky, wasky, weedle {
And all the words he ever o/
spoke, f
Were fiddle, faddle, feedle. *

A gunner chanced to come
that way,
Wisky, wasky weedle;
Said he, I'll shoot you, silly
bird,
With your fiddle, faddle,
feedle.



HINK, minx! the old witeh winks,
The fat hegins to fry:

There’s noboby at howme but jumping Joan,
Father, mother, and I.
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8 ON Saturday night,

i Shall be all my care

e 1'o powder my locks
% And curl my hair.

" On Sunday morning

My love will come in,

' When he will marry

me

With a gold ring.

OLD Mistress McShuttle

Lived in a coal-scuttle,

Along with her dog and her
cat;

What they ate 1 can’t tell,

But 'tis known very well,

Thatnoneof the party were fat.
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LITTLE blue Betty lived in a den,
She sold good ale to gentlemen :
) - Gentlemen  came
every day,
And little  blue
Betty hopp’d away.
Shehopp’d upstairs
& to make her bed,
| /B And she tumbled
—— downand broke her
head.
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Whoop, whoop, and hollow,
Good dogs won't follow,
Without the hare eries “pee wit.”

NUMBER number nine,
This hoop’s mine ;
Number number ten,
Take it back again.

¢ GREEN cheese, yellow laces,
'Up and down the market
; places,

Turn, cheeses, {urn !



MOTHER GOOSE’S MELODIES.

HEY iny kitten, my kitten,
And hey my kitten my
deary,
Such o sweet pet as this
Was neither far nor ne ry.
Here we go up, up, up,
And here we go down, down,
downy,
Here we go backward and for-
ward,
And here we go round,
round, roundy.
. Where was a jewel and pretty,
¥  Where was a sugar and
- _-.._.. gpicy 7
Hush a bye baby in the cradle,
And we'll go abroad in a tricy.
Did his papa torment it?
And vex his own baby will he?
~ (zive me a hand and I'll beat him,
With your red coral and whistle.

Here we go up, up, up,
And here we go down, down, downy,
And here we go backward and forward,
And here we go round, round, roundy.
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THERE was an old woman
in Surrey, _
Who was morn, noon, and =3
night in a huiry;
Call’d her husband a fool,
Drove the children to school, |,
The worrying old woman of
Suirey.

THE lion and the unicorn '-
Were fighting for the crown ; &
The lion beat the unicorn
All round about the town.
Some gave them white
bread,
Some gave them brown,
Some gave them plumeake, M
And sent them out of town. !

WE'RE all dry with drink-
ing on’t, \

We're all dry with drinking
on’t; 23

The piperkiss'd the fiddler’s &
wife, e N

And 1 can’t sleep for think- @, \w
ing on't,



MOTITER GOORE'S MELODIES.

B WHEN the snow 1s
= on {he gronnd,

Little Robin  Red
breast grieves;

For no berries ean be
found,

And on the trees there
4 are no leaves,

4 The air is cold, the
worms are had;
For this poor bird
what can be done?
We'll strew him here
some crumbsof bread.
3 And then he'll live till
.. the snow is gone.

LITTLE Robin Redbreast sat
upen a rail,
He noddled with his head, and
| wageled with his tail;
: He noddled with his head and
- waggled with lis tail,
> As litfle Robin Rebbreast sat
upon i rail.
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ABOUT the bush, Willy,
About the bee-hive,
About the bush, Willy,
I'll meet thee alive.
Then to my ten shillings
Add you but a groat,
['ll go to Newcastle,
And buy a new coat.

Five and five shillings,
Five and a erown ;
Five and five shillings
Will buy a new gown.
Five and five shillings,
Five and a groat; -
Five and five shillings
Will buy a new coat.

THERE was a Piper had a Cow,
And he had naught to give her,

He pull'd out his pipes and play’d her a tune,
And bade the cow consider.

The cow considered very well,
And gave the piper a penny,
And bade him play the other tune,
“Corn rigs are bonny.”
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THE Cuckoo’s a fine bird,
He sings as he flies;
He brings us good tidings,

He tells us no lies.

He sucks little birds's eggs,
To make his voice clear;

And when he sings ¢ Cueckoo!”
The summer is near.

CUCKOO, cuckoo,
What do you do?
In April

I open my bill;

In May

I sing night and day;
In June

I change my tune;
In July

Away I fly;

In August

Away 1 must.

IF wishes were horses,
Beggars would ride;

If turnips were watches,

I would wear one by my side.
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CURR dhoo, curr dhoo,
Love me, and T'll Tove you !

SHOE the horse, and shoe the mare;
But let the little colt go bare.
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DRIDDLETY drum, driddlety drum,
There you see the begzars are come ;
Some are here and some are there,
And some are gone to Chidley fair.
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LITTLE boy blue, come blow up your horn,
The sheep’s in the meadow, the cow’s in the corn;
Where's the little boy that looks after the sheep ?

He’s under the haycock fast asleep.

PETER, Peter, pumpkin cater,

Had a wife and couldn’t keep
her;

He put her in a pumpkin shell,

And then he kept her very well.

| Peter, Peter pumpkin eater,

| Had another and didn’t love
her;

Peter learned toread and spell,

“And then he loved her very

well,
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HEY, dorolot, dorolot!
Hey, dorolay, dorolay !

Hey my bonny boat, bonny boat,
Hey, drag away, drag away !

LITTLE Jack Jingle,
He used to live single:
But when he got tired of this kind of life,
He left off being single, and liv’d with his wife,
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OH, madam, I will give you the keys of Canterbury,
To set all the bells ringing when we shall be merry,
If you will but walk abroad with me,

If you will but walk with me.

Sir, I'll not aceept of the keys of Canterbury,

To set all the bells ringing when we shall be merry ;
Neither will I walk abroad with thec;

Neither will T talk with thee!

Oh, madam, I will give you a fine carved comb,
To comb out your ringlets when I am from home,
If you will but walk with me, &e.

Sir, T'll not aceept, &e.



56 MOTIIER GOOSE'S MELODIES.

Oh, madam, I will give you a pair of shoes of cork
One made in London, the other made in York,

[f you will but walk with me, &c.

Sir, I'll not accept, &c.

Madam, I will give you a sweet silver bell,

To ring up your maidens when you are not well,
Oh, my man John, what can the matter be?

[ love the lady and the lady loves not me!
Neither will she walk abroad with me,

Neither will she talk with me.

Oh, master, dear, do not despair,

The lady she shall be, shall be your only dear,
And she will walk and talk with thee,

And she will walk with thee!
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Oh, madam, I will give you the keys of my chest,

To count my gold and silver when I am gone {o rest,
If you will but walk abroad with e,

If you will but talk with me.

Ob, sir, T will accept of tho keys of your chest,

To count your gold and silver when you are gone to rest
And I will walk abroad with thee,

And I will talk with thee!

ONE a penny, two a penny, hot cross-buns;

If your danghters do not like them, give them to your
SO

But if you should have none of these pretty little elves,

You cannot do better than to eat them yourselves,
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Oh, madam, I will give you the keys of my chest,

To count my gold and silver when I am gone {o rest,
If you will but walk abroad with e,

If you will but talk with me.

Ob, sir, I will accept of tho keys of your chest,

To eount your gold and silver when you are gone to rest
And I will walk abroad with thee,

And I will talk with thee!

ONE a penny, two a penny, hot cross-buns;

If your daughters do not like them, give them to your
SOnS.

But if you should have none of these pretty little elves,

You cannot do better than to eat them yourselves.
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BUZ, quoth (he dragon fly,
Ium quoth the bee,

Buz and hum they ery,
And so do we:

In his ear, in his nose,
Thus, do vou see?

He ate the dormouse,
Else it was he.

THERE was an old woman who
lived i a shoe,

She had so many children she didn’t
know what to do;

She gave them some broth without
any bread,

She whipped them all well and put
them to bed.

HIGHER than o house, higher than
o tree;
Oh? whatever can that be?
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THE white dove sat on the castle wall,
[ bend my bow and shoot her I shall;

I put her in my glove, both feathers and all;
I laid my bridle upon the shell,
If you will any more, sing it yourself.

SEE, see! what shall T see?
A horse’s head where his tall should be.
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I CAN make dict bread.
Thick and thin;

I can make diet bresd
Fit for the king.

IF I were a little bird.
To rise upon the wing,
In the sky I would be heard,
Where larks in summer sing

Dear little birdie, soon I'd be

On every spray by side of thee;
Alas! I caunot mounit so high— -
And so, dear little bird good-bys
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CUSHY cow, bonny, let down thy milk,
And 1 will give thee a gown of silk;

A gown of silk and a silver tee.

If thou wilt let down thy milk to me.

JACK Dbe nimble,
Jack be quick :
And Jack jump over
The candle-stick.
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ONE-ERY, two-ery,
Ziccary zan;

Hollow Dbone, crack a
\  Ninery, ten:
Spittery spot,

It must be done;
S l'widdleum twaddleum,
Twenty-one.

WHEN I was a little he,

My mother took e on her
knee,

Smiles and kisses gave
with joy,

And call’d me oft her dar-
ling boy.

TWELVE pears hanging
high,

Twelve knightsriding by;

Each knight took a pear,

And yet left eleven there !
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THE north wind doth blow,
And we shall have snow,
And what will poor Robin do then ?
Poor thing!

He'll sit in a barn,
And to keep himsell warm,
Will hide his head under his wing,
Poor thing!

THE cat sat asleep by the side of the fire,
The mistress snored lond as a pig:

Jack took up his fiddle by Jenny's desire,
And struck up a bit of a jig.
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A FARMER went frotting upon
s grey mare,
Bumpety, bumpety, hump !
With his dauehter behind him so
rosy and fair,
Lunipety, Tnmpety, Tnmp!

A raven erien Croak! and thev all
tumbled down,
Bunipety, bumpety. bomp !
The mare broke her knees, and the
farmer his erown,
Lumpety, Tuinpety, lnp |

Thie mischievous raven flew laugh-
g away,

Bumpety, bumpety, bump !
Acd vow'd he would serve them the
same, the next day,

Lampety, lnnpety, Tnwp !

THERE was an old erow
Sat upen a clod :

There’s an end of my song,
That’s odd !
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NOW the spring iscoining on,

\

4

Now thesnow and ice aregone,
Come, my little snowdrop

100t

Will you not begin to shoot ?
Ah! I see your little head
Peeping on my flower-bed,
Looking all so green and gay
On this fine and pleasant day.
For the mild south wind dotli

blow,

And hath melted all the snow;
And the sun shines out so

Wi,

You need not fear another

storm.

So your pretty Hower show,

And your petals white undo,

Then you'll hang your mod-
est head

Down upon my Hower-bed.

THREE straws on a staff,
Would make a baby cry and
laugh.
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THERE were three crows sat on a stone,

Fal la, la, la, lal, de.
Two flew away, and then there was one,

Fal la, la, la, lal. de,
The other crow finding himsell alone,

Fal la, la, la, lal, de.
He flew away, and then there was none,

Fal 1a, la, la, lal, de.

NEEDLES and pins, needles and pins,
Wlhen a man marries his trouble begins.
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- ONT to make ready,
' And two to prepare;
Here goes the rider,
Aud away goes the mare.

B CUCKOO, cherry tree,

R Catchabird, andgive it to mn:
= |.ct the tree be high or Tow,

~ Lt it hail, rain, or snow.,

HERE am 1, little jump-
g Joan;

When nobody’s with me,

['m always alone.

GOOSEY goosey gander,
Where shall 1 wander?
Up stairs. down stairs, IS
Andinmy lady’s chamber 77T
There T met an old man
That would not say his
prayers;
[ took him by the left leg,
And threw him down
stairs.
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GRAY goose and gander,
Waft your wings together;

And carry the good king's daughter
Over the one strand river,

THE sow came in with the saddle,

The little pig rock’d the cradle,

The dish jump’d over the table,

To see the pot with the laddle.

The broom behind the butt

Call'd the dish-clout o nasty slut;:
(dds-bobs, says the gridiron, can’t you agree?
['m the head constable.—come along with me.
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PRETTY dower, tell me
why,

All your leaves do open
wide

Every morning, when on
high

The noble sun begins to
ride.

This is why, my lady fair,

If you would the reason

know,
IFor betimes the pleasant
air
Very cheerfully doth
blow.

And the birds on every tree
Sing a merry, merry tune,
And the busy honey-bee
Comes to suck my sugar
SOON.
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This is all the reason why
[ my little leaves undo:

If T have not told yow
true.
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My dears, do you know
That a long time ago,
Two poor little children,
Whose names I dont know,
Were stolen away on a fine summer’s day,
And left in a wood, so I've heard people say.

And when it was night,
How sad was their plight !
The sun it went down,
And the moon gave no light, !
They sobb’d and they sigh’d, and they bitterly cried,
And the poor little things, they lay down and died

And when they were dead,
The Robins so red
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Brought strawberry leaves,
And over them spread;
And all the day long,
They sung them this song,
“ Poor babes in the wood! poor babes in the wood |
Ah! don’t you remember the babes in the wood ?”

RIDE a cock-horse to Coventry-cross;
To see what Emma can buy;

A penny white cake I'll buy for her sake,
And a twopenny tart or a pie.
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A P1E sat on a pear
tree,

A pie sat on a pear
tree,

A pie sat on a pear
tree,

Heigh O! heigh O!
heigh O!
Once so  merrily

hopp'd she,
Twice so merrily
hopp'd she,
«Thrice so merrily

hopp’d she,
Heigh O heigh O!

heigh O!

[ HAVE a little sister, they call her Peep, Peep,
She wades in the water, deep; deep, deep,

She climbs up the mountains, high, high, high;
My poor little sister—she has but one eye!

TIE king of France, with twenty thousand men,
March’d up the hill, and then—mareh’d back agam.
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As [ was going to sell my eggs,

I met a man with bandy legs,

Bandy legs and crooked toes,

I tripp’d up his heels, aud he fell on
his nose.

HUSH a bye a ba lamb,
Hush a bye a milk cow,

You shall have a little stick
To beat the nanghty bow-wow,

DOCTOR Foster went tu
Gloster,

In a shower of rain ;

He stepped in a puddle, up
to his middle, :

And never went there again. |

THERE was an old woman
Lived under a hill;

And if she’s not gone,
She lives there still.
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BYE, O my baby!
When I was a lady
O then my poor baby didn’t cry |
But my baby is weeping,
For want of good keeping,
Oh I fear my poor baby will dic!

SWAN swam over the seca—
Swim, swan, swim ;

Swan swam back again,
Well swam swan.
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PETER WHITE will ne’er go right;
Would you know the reason why ?

He follows his nose where’er he goes
And that stands all awry.
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BYE, baby bumpkin,
Where's Tony Lumpkin ?
My lady’s on her death-bed,
With eating half a pumpkin.

TIDDLE liddle lightum, pitch and tar;
Tiddle liddle lightum, what’s that for?
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ALL of arow,
Bend the bow,
Shot at a pigeon,
And killed a crow,

SEE-SAW, jack a daw,

What 1s a ¢row to do with her?

She has not a stocking to pul on
her,

And the erow has nol one for to give
her.

PUNCH and Judy
Fought for a pie;
Punch gave Judy
A knock of the oye.

Savs Punch to Judy,

Will you have any more?
Says Judy to Punch,

My eve's Loo sore.

THERE was a girl in our town,

Silk an’ satin was her 2own,

Sk an’ satin, gold an’ velvet,

(xuess her name, three times I'yve
tell'd it.
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THERE was a jolly miller
Lived on the river Dee,
He looked upon his pillow,
And there he saw a flea
Oh! Mr. Flea,
You have been biting me,
And you must die:
So he cracked his bones
Upon the stones,
And there he let him lie.

- BT. DUNSTAN, as the story goes,

. Once pulled the tempter by the nose,
= With red-hot tongs, whieh made him
(= roar, '

* That he was heard ten miles or more.

LITTLE givl, little girl, where
have you been?

N = Gathering reses to give to the
; Queen.
~ Little girl, little girl, what
gave ghe you?

lie gave me a diamond as big
as my shoe.
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THERE was an old woman of 1eeds,
Who spent all her time in good deeds;
She worked for the poor,
Till her fingers were sore,
This pious old woman of Leeds!

MISS one, two, and three could never agree,
While they gossiped round a fea-caddy,

- You shall have a duck my dear,

_ And you shall have a drake,

@’ And you shall have a yonng
. nan

g J Apprentice for your sake.
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THERE was a cobbler clowting shuou,
When they were mended, they were done.

There was a monkey climbed up a tree,
When he fell down, then down fell he.

There was a butcher cut his thumb,
When it did bleed, then blood did come.

There was a navy went into Spain,
When it return’d, it came again,
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RIDDLE me, viddle me,
ree,

A hawk sat upon a tree ;

And he says to himself,
says he,

La!l what a fine bird |
he!

AS 1 went to Bonner,

I met a pig
Without o wig,
pon my word and ho-

nor.

RAIN, rain, go away,

Come again anotherday |

Little Arthur wants to
Il]:!-}f.

[ HAD a little eastle upon the sea-side,

One-hall wag water. the other was land ;

[ open'd my little castle-door, and gness what T found ;
I found a fair lady with a cup in her hand.

The cup was gold, filled with wine;

Drink. fair lady, and thon shalt be mine!
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SOLOMON GRUNDY,
Born on a Monday,
Christened on Tuesday,
Married on Wednesday, . _.
Took ill on Thursday, by . -
Worse on Friday,
Died on Saturday,
Buried on Sunday :
This is the end

Of Solomon Grundy.

JACK SPRAT

Had a cat,
[t had but one ear;

[t went to buy butter, SH=
When butter was dear. =il

ELIZABETH, Elspeth, Betsy,
and Bess,

They all went together to seek

a bird’s nest.

 They found a bird’s nest, with
five eggs in,

They all took one, and left four
in
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CATCH him crow ! carry him,
kite !

Take him away till the apples
are ripe;

When they are ripe and ready
to fﬂni

Home comes Johnny apples,
and all.

THE tailor of Bicester,
He has but one eye;
He cannot eut a pair of green
galagasking,
If he were to try.

THE cock doth erow
To let you know,

If you be wise,

"Tis time to rise.

ONE’S none ;

Two’s some ;

Three's a many;

Four’s a penny ;

Five is a little hundred.
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CROSS pateh,
Draw the latch,
Sit by the fire and spin ;
Take a eup,
And drink it up,
Then call your neighbors in.

IN fir tar 1s,

In oak none is.
In mud eel is,
In clay none is,
Goat eatb ivy,
Mare eat oa's.

THE man in the moon came down too soon
To inquire the way to Norridge ;

The man in the south, he burnt his mouth
With eating cold plum-porridge.
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Twenty pounds will marry me;
If twenty won't, forty shall,
I am my mother’s bouncing girl

HE that would thrive must rise at five;
He that hath thriven may lie till seven;
And he that by the plough would thrive,
Himself must either hold or drive.



MOTHER GOOSE’S MELODIES.

BAT, Dat,
Come under my hat,
And I'll give you a slice of bacon;
And when 1 bake,
[l give you a cake,
If I am not mistaken.

THIS pig went to market ;
This pig staid at home

This pig had a bit of meat ;
And this pig had none;

This pig said, Wee, wee, wee!
[ can’t find my way home.

SEIVE my lady’s oatmeal,
Grind my lady’s flour,
Put it in a chestnut,
Let it stand an hour;
One may rush, two may rush,
Come, my girls, walk under the bush
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When I was a bachelor, T lived by myself,

And all the bread and cheese T got I put upon the shel?
But the rats and the mice they made sueh a strife,

I was foreed to go to London to get myself a wife :
The roads were o bad, and the lanes were so narrow,
I was forced to take my wife home in a wheclbarrow,
The wheelbarrow broke, and my wife had a fall,
Down came the wheelbarrow, my wife and all.

LITTLE Jack Horner
Sat in a corner,
Eating a Christmas pie;
He put i his thumb
And pull'd out a plum,
And said, *“ What a brave boy am [!”
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BAH, bah, black sheep, have you any wool ?
Yes, marry, have 1, three bags full :

One for my master, and one for my dame,

And one for the little boy who lives in the lane.

ROBIN and Richard
Were two pretty men,
They lay in bed

Till the clock struck ten;
Then up starts Robin £
And looks at the sky,
Oh, brother Richard,
The sun’s very high!
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WIEN good King Ay-
thur
Ruled this land,
Hewas agoodly king ;
He stole three peeks
of barley-meal,
To make a bag-pud-
(ing.
A bag-pudding the king did male,
And stufi*d it well with plums:
And in it put great lumps of faft,
Ag big as my two thumbs.

The king and queen did eal thercof,
And noblemen beside ;

And what they eould not eat at night,
The queen next morning fried.

TOMMY TROT, a man of
law,

Sold his bed and lay upon
straw :

Sold the sfraw and slepl
On grass,

To buy his wife a looking |
olass.
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WILLYWITE, Willywite, with his
long bill;

If he’s mot gone, he stands there
still,

T e e

HE toss’d the ball so high, so high,

_ He toss’d the ball so low,

I He toss’d the ball in the Jew’s garden,
And the Jfows were all below.

Oh! then out came the Jew's daughter,
She was dress’d all in green;

Come hither, came hither, my sweet

fellow,

And fetch your ball again.

ONE, two, three, four, five,
I caught o hare alive;

Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
I let it go again.
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SING jigimijole, the pudding-bow],
The table and the frame;

My master he did cudgel me
For kissing of my dame.

OH, dear what can the matter be!

Two old women got up in an apple-tree;
One came down,

And the other staid up till Saturday.
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ONCE I saw a little bird come hop, hep, hop;
So I eried, little bird, will you stop, stop, stop ?

And was going to the window to say how do you do?
But he shook his little tail, and far away he tlew.

ADONKEY walks
on four legs,

And I'walkon two;

The last donkey 1

B | v
tmse S ,
Was very like you,
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Here we are a singing,
First in spring and then in May ;

The queen she sits upon the sand,
Fair as a lily, white as a wand;

King John has sent you letters three,
And begs you'll read them unto me;
We can’t read one without them all,
So pray, Miss Bridget, deliver the ball.

My father was a Frenchman,
He brought to me a fiddle,

ITe ent me here, he cut me here,
He cut me right in the middle.
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ACK SPRAT'S pig,

e was not very little
Nor yet very big;

He was not very lean,
He was not very fat;
He'll do well for a grunt,
Says little Jack Sprat.

THERE was a little nobby colt,

¢ His name was Nobby Gray ;

His head was made of ponce bild W,
His tail was made of hay;

He could ramble, Le could trot,
He could carry a mustard pot,
Round the town of Woodstock.
Hey, Jenny, hey!
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PUSSY-CAT eat the dumplings, the dumplings
Pussy-cat eat the dumplings.

Mamma stood by,

And eried, Oh, fie!
Why did you eat the dumplings?

TO make yourcandles last

_ for aye,

. WYou wivesand maids give

1 ear-o !

To put ’em out’s the only
way,

Says honest John Boldero.
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SWING swong, the days are long;

Up hill and down dale; butter is made in every vale;
And if that Nancy Cook is a good girl,

She shall have a spouse, and make butter anon,
Before her old grandmother grows a young man,

AS I was going by Charing Cross,

I saw a black man upon a black horse;
They told me it was King Charles the First;
Oh dear! my heart was ready to burst!
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THERE were three sisters in a hall,
There came a beau ameng them all.
Good morrow, aunt, to the one;
Good morrow, aunt, to the other;
Good morrow, gentwoman, to the third.
If you were my aunt,
As the other two be,
I would say, Good morrow,
Then, aunts all three.

THERE was a little boy went into a
barn,
And lay down on some hay;
An owl came out and flew about,
And the little boy ran away.
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SEE a pin and pick it up.

All the day you'll have good luck;
See a pin and let it lay,

Bad luck you'll have all the day!

——

CRIPPLE Dick npon a stick,
And Sandy on a sow,
Riding away to Galloway,
To buy a pound o’ woo.

THE little priest of Felton,

The little priest of Felton,

He kill’'d a mouse within his house,
And ne’er a one to help him.







