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(J)Girls and Boys

Girls and boys, come out to play,
: The moon doth shine as bright as day;
Leave your supper and leave your sleep,

And come with your playfellows into the street.
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Come with a whoop,
Come with a call,
Come with a good will

Or come not at all.



J) Goose Feathers

Cackle, cackle, Mother Goose,

Have you any feathers loose?
Truly have I, pretty fellow,
Half enough to fill a pillow.

Here are quills, take one or two,

. And down to make a‘beé—f‘;@;-yqu. s
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Here is the bechive

But where are all the bees?

Hiding away where noboc

Here they come creeping

Out of their hive,

\ One and two and three, four, five.




(J) Here Is the Sea

Here is the sea, the wavy sea.

Here is a boat, and here is me.

And all the fishes down below,
Wriggle their tails and away they go.







(M High in the Pine Tree

: High in the pine tree,

The little turtledove
Made a little nursery

To please her little love.

“Co0,” said the turtledove,
“Coo0,” said she,

In the long shady branches of the dark pine tree.




Living Thin

urt No

b

Hurt no living thing;
" Ladybird, nor butterfly, .
Nor moth with dusty wing, = \
Nor cricket chirping cheerily, |
Nor grasshopper so light of leap,
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~ And the moon sees me.

7 God bless the moon,

« ‘ ~ And God bless me!




I’d rather have fingers than toes;
I’d rather have ears than a nose,
And as for my hair,
I’m glad it’s all there;
Il be awfully sad when it goes.
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I scream,

@ Ice Cream

You scream.

We all scream,

For Ice Cream









