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Orp King Cole
Was a merry old soul,

And a merry old soul was he;
And he called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,

And he called for his fiddlers three.

And every fiddler had a fine fiddle,
And a very fine fiddle had he.
“Tweedle dee, tweedle dee,” said the fiddlers,
“Oh, there's none so rare
As can compare

With Old King Cole and his fiddlers three!”







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 tends the sheep?

He's under the haycock, fast asleep.

Go wake him, go wake him! Oh, no, not I

For if T do he will certainly cry.

As T was going to sell my eggs,
I met a man with bandy legs,—
Bandy legs and crooked toes :

I tripped up his heels, and he fell on his nose.







THERE was a little man, and he had a little gun; «
And his bullets were made of lead, lead, lead:

He shot David Sprigg through the middle of his wig, *
And knocked it right off his head, head, head. ‘






Towm, Tom, the piper’s son,
Stole a pig, and away he run!
The pig was eat, and Tom was beat,

And Tom ran crying down the street.






HaRrk, hark, hark!
The dogs do bark,

The beggars are coming to town:
Some in rags,
Some in tags,

And some in velvet gowns.
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THERE was an old man,
And he had a calf;
And that’s half.
He took him out of the stall,
And put him on the wall;
And that’s all.

THERE were two blind men went to see

Two cripples run a race;
The bull did fight the bumble-bee,
And scratched him on the face.







Pussy sits beside the fire. How can she be fair?

In walks a little doggy: “Pussy, are you there?
So, so, dear Mistress Pussy:
Pray tell me how you do.”
“Thank you, thank you, little dog,

I'm very well just now.”

SHOE the horse, and shoe the mare,
But let the little colt go bare.
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PeasE porridge hot,
Pease porridge cold;
Pease porridge in the pot

Nine days old.
Some like it hot,

Some like it cold,
Some like it in the pot

Nine days old.







BoeBY SHAFTO'S gone to sea,
With silver buckles on his knee;
When he comes back he'll marry me, —

Pretty Bobby Shafto.

Bobby Shafto’s fat and fair,
Combing down his yellow hair:
He's my love for evermore, —

Pretty Bobby Shafto.

Rock-A-By baby, thy cradle is green;
Father's a nobleman, mother’s a queen;
And Betty's a lady, and wears a gold ring;

And Johnny's a drummer, and drums for the king.
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THERE was a crooked man, and he went a crooked mile;
He found a crooked sixpence against a crooked stile;
He bought a crooked cat, which caught a crooked mouse;

And they all lived together in a little crooked house.







Hey diddle diddle, the cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon ;
The little dog laughed to see such sport,

And the dish ran after the spoon.







THERE was a man in our town,
And he was wondrous wise :
He jumped into a bramble-bush,

And scratched out both his eyes.

And when he saw his eyes were out,
With all his might and main,
He jumped into another bush,

And scratched them in again.
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