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SONGS FOR THE NURSERF.
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THE north wind doth blow,
And we shall have no snow,
And what will poor Robin do then ?
Poor thing !
He’ll sit in a barn

And hide his head under his wing,
Poor thing !

4
p like fairies,
Birds do couple, build, and sing.

THE Cuckoo’s a bonny bird,

She sings as she flies,

She brings us good tidings,

And tells us no lies,

She sucks little birds’ eggs

To make her voice clear,

And never cries Cuckoo !

*Till spring-time of the year.
SHOE the horse and shoe the mare 3
But let the little colt go bare.
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Song set to five Fingers.
THIS little pig went to market,
This littl-pig stayed at home ;
This little pig had a bit of bread and butter ;
“This little pig had none;
This little pig said wee, wee, wee ? Tcan't
find my way home.

EESTTE

Song set to five Toes.
LET us go to the wood, says this pig ;
What te de there ? says that pig;
To look for my mother, says this pig ;
What to do with her ? says that pig
Kiss her to death, says this pig;

s

HUSH-A-BY, baby, upon the tree top ;
When the wind blows the cradle will rock 5
‘When the bough breaks the cradle will fall 3
Down will come cradle and baby and all.

gone a hunting,
Mother’s gone 2 milking,
Sister’s gone a silking,

er’s gone to buy a skin,
rap the baby bunting in-

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

To get some meal to bake a cake

So pray, my dear baby, lie stills




GO to bed Tom,
Go to bed Tom,
Drank or sober,
Go to bed Tom.

TO bed, to bed,
Says Sleepy-Head ;
Let us stay awhile, says Slow ;
Puton the pot,
Says Greedy-Gut,
‘We’ll sup before we go.

RIDE a cock-horse to Banbury-cross,

To see an old woman ride on a bluck horse,
‘With rings on her fingers and bellsen her toes,
And she shall have music wherever she goes.

HEY my kitten, my Kkitten,

And hey my kitten, my deary,

Such a sweet pet as this

‘Was neither far nor neary

Here we go up, up, up,

And here we go down, down, downy,
And here we go backwards and forwards,
And here we go round, round, roundy.

RIDE a cock-horse to Banbury
To buy little Johnny a gullopin:
1t trots behind and it ambles before,

And Johnny shall ride till he can ride no more
TO market, to market to buy a penny bun,
Home again, home again, market is done.

~CTOSS;
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SEE-SAW, Margery Daw,
Sold her bed, and lay upon straw ;
i Was not she a dirty slut,

To sell her bed, and lay upon dirt.

Daw,

1 SEE-SAW, Jack-
Johuny shall have a new master ;
Johnny shall have a penny a day,
Because he can work no faster.

Ys
| Come again
| April d.ty 5
Little Johnuy
Wants to play.

THERE was a little buy wem. into a barn,
And lay down on some h:

An owl came out and flew about,
And the litgle boy ran away.

|
|
PAT a cake, pata cal,c. baker’s man : ‘
So I do, master, as fast asT can ; ’
Pat it, and prick it, and mark it with a C,
Then it will serve for Charley and me. 1

ROBERT Barnes, fellow fine,
: Can you shoe this horse of mine ?
Yes, good sir, that I can,
As well as any other man ;
There’s a nail and there’s a prod,
s shod.

And now, good sir, yoyr horse



CHARLEY loves good ale and wine,
Charley loves good brandy,

And Charley loves a pretty girl
As sweet as sugar-candy.

THERE was an old woman, and what do you
thin!

She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink ;

Victuals and drink were the chief of her diet,

And yet this old woman could never be quiet,

HICCORY, piccory, dock,
The mouse run up the clock ;
"The clock struck one,

And the mouse came down,
Hiccory, diccm‘y, dock.

‘WHO comes lwrc? A grenadier :
Wh ? A potof beer.
‘Where’s your none) ? Pve forgot =

Get you gone, you drunken sot !

CROSS Patch,
Draw the latch,

Sit by the fire and spin 3
Take a cup,
And drink it up,

And call your neighbors ine

LADY-BIRD, Ld(,) bl"d,
Fly away home,

Your house is on fire;
Your children will burn.




WASH me and comb me,
And lay me down softly,
And lay me on a bank to dry,

That I may look pretty,
When somebody comes by.

CUSHY Cow bonny, let down thy milk,

And I will give thee a gown of silk,

A gown of silk and a silver tee,

If thou will let down

¢ milk to me.

i LITTLE king Boggen he built a fine hall,
| Pye-crust, and pasty-crust, that was the wall H

35 The w

rdows were made of black-puddings
and white,
with pancakes—you ne’er saw the |

s has my baby to play ?

day, Sunday, Monday,
lay, Wednesday, Thursday
Saturday, Sunday, Monday.

icaster undera thorny
spur milk out of a ram’

JACK and Jill
1§ Went up the hill
To fetch a pail of water ;
| Ja 1L down
i Aund crack’d his crown,
And Jiil came tumbling after.
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MARY, Mary,
Quite contrary,
How does your garden grow ?
Silver bells,
And cockle shells,
And pretty maids all of a row.

HARRY come parry, when will you marry 2
When apples and pears are ripe.
T’ll come to your wedding without any bidding,
And stay with the bride all night.

BAA baa, black sheep, have you any wool ?
Yes marry have I three bags full,

One for my master, and one for my dame,
And one for the littie boy that lives in the lane.

LITTLE Jack Horner,
Sat in a corner
Eating a Christmas pye ;
He put in his thumb
And pull’d Gut a plumb,
And said¢ # What a good boy am 1 1"

COLD and raw the north wind doth blow
Bleak in the morning early,

All the hills are covered with SNOWy
And winter’s now come fairly.

THE rose is red, the violet blue,

The gilly-flower sweet, and so are you.
These are the words you bade me
For a pair of new gloyves on Eas
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DINGTY diddledy,
My mammy’s maid,
She stole oranges;

I am afraid ;

Some in her pocket,
Some in her sleeve,
She stole oranges,

1 do belicve.

10)

THE lion and the unicorn
‘Were fighting for the crown ;
The lion beat the unicorn

All round about town.

Some gave them white bread,
‘And some gave them brown;
Some gave them plumb-cake,
And sent them out of town.

LAVENDER blue and rosemary green,
When I am king you shall be queen;

Call up my maids at four o’clock,

Some to the wheel and some to the rock,
Some to make hay and some to shell corn,
And you and I will keep the bed warm. |

To be sung in a High Wind. |
ARTHUR o’Bower has broken his band,
He comes roaring up the land ;

King of Scots with all bis power
Cannot turn Arthur of the Bower.

DAFFY-DOWN-Dilly is now come to town,
With a yellow petticoat, and a green gown,
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WHFN the snow is on the ground,
Little Robin Red-Breast grieves ;
For no berries can be found,
And on the trees there are no leaves.
The air is cold, the worms are hid,
For this poor bird what can be done ?
We'll strew him here some crumbs of bread,
And then he’ll live till the snow is gone.
NOSE, nose, jolly red nose,
Who gave thee that jolly red nose ?
Nutmegs and cinnamon, spices and cloves,
And they gave me this jolly red nose
THERE was an old woman lived under a hill
And if she’s not gone she lives there still.

BONNY lass! Bonny lass! Will you bemine?

‘Thou shalt neither wash dishes nov serve the
swine,

But sit on a cushion and sew up a searn,

And thou shalt have strawberries, su
creaun,

LITTLE boy blue, blow youy horn,  [corn,
The sheep’s in the meadow, the cows in the
W hat, this is the way you mind your sheep,
Under the hay-cock fast asleep !

HEY diddle diddle,
The cat and the fiddle,
The cow jump’d over the moon ;
B




The little dog laugh’d
“Fo see such fine ¢
Aud the dish ran after the spoon.

There 1 met an old man
Clothed a‘l in leather,
Clothed all in Tez m)u,
With cap \mm his chin.

How do you do, and how do you do,
And how do you do again.

WWILLY boy, Willy boy, where are you go-
ing ?
1 will go with you

fthat T may.
Y’m going to the mead:

ce them a mow-

in;

T'm going to help them make the hay.

¢-bag string.

JACK Sprat
Could eag no fat,
His wife céuld eat no lean;
And so betwixt then l;mh.
They lick’d the platter clean.

I be my whole care,

SATURDAY night s

To powder my locks and to curl my hair ;

On Sunday moming my love will come in,
And n he will marry me with a gold ring.







