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DANCE to your daddy,
My little babby ;
Dance to your daddy,
My little lamb.

You shall have a fishy
In a little dishy;

You shall have a fishy

When the boat comes in.
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THERE was an owl lived in an oak,
Whiskey, Whaskey, Weedle ;

And all the words he ever spoke
Were Fiddle, Faddle, Feedle.

A sportsman chanced to come that way,
Whiskey, Whaskey, Weedle :

Says he, “T'll shoot you, silly bird;

So Fiddle, Faddle, Feedle.”
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As I was going along, long, long,
A-singing a comical song, song, song,

The lane that I went was so long, long, long,

And the song that I sung was so long, long, long,

And so I went singing along.
s







Bow-wow-wow !
Whose dog art thou?

Little Tommy Tucker’s dog,

Bow-wow-wow |
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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.
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Jacky, come give me thy fiddle,
If ever thou mean to thrive. —
Nay, I'll not give my fiddle

To any man alive.

If T should give my fiddle,

They'll think that I'm gone mad;
For many a joyful day

My fiddle and I have had.

14







SivPLE Simon met a pieman,
Going to the fair:

Says Simple Simon to the pieman,
“Let me taste your ware.”

Says the pieman to Simple Simon,
«“Show me first your penny.”
Says Simple Simon to the pieman,

“Indeed, I have not any.”
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HE went to rob a bird’s nest,

Was built upon a bough :

The tree broke down, and Simon fell

Into a dirty slough.
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