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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, y
Bad luck you’ll have all the day.
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SiMpLE Simon met a pieman,
Goirig 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.”
16
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SiMPLE Simon went a-fishing
For to catch a whale :
All the water he had got

Was in his mother’s pail.
24
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WHEN good King Arthur ruled this land,
He was a goodly king:

He bought three pecks of barley-meal,
To make a bag-pudding.

A bag-pudding the king did make,
And stuffed it well with plums,

And in it put great lumps of fat,
As big as my two thumbs.

The king and queen did eat thereof,
And noblemen beside ;
And what they could not cat that night,

The queen’ next morning fried.
30


















Doctor FosTER went to Glo'ster
In a shower of rain:
He stepped in a puddle, up to the middle,

And never went there again.
36
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SING a song of sixpence,
A bag full of rye;

Four and twenty blackbirds
Baked in a pie.

‘When the pie was opened,
The birds began to sing:
Was not that a dainty dish

To set before the king?
43
























[A North Country Song.]

Says t'auld man tit’ oak tree,

Young and lusty was I when I kenn'd thee:
I was young and lusty, I was fair and clear,
Young and lusty was I mony a lang year;
But sair fail'd am I, sair fail'd now,

Sair fail'd am I sen I kenn'd thou.
56






MULTIPLICATION is vexation ;
Division is as bad;
The Rule of Three perplexes me;

And Practice drives me mad.’
8






OH, dear! what can the matter be?

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

And the other staid till Saturday.
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Ir T'd as much money as I could spend,
I never would cry, “Old chairs to mend!
OId chairs to mend! old chairs to mend!”

I never would cry, “Old chairs to mend!”

If I'd as much money as I could tell,
I never would cry, “Old clothes to sell!
Old clothes to sell! old clothes to sell!”

I never would cry, “Old clothes to sell!”
64






THE cat sat asleep by the side of the fire;
The mistress snored loud as a pig;
Jack took up his fiddle by Jenny's desire,

And struck up a.bit of a jig.

66






MR. ISBISTER, and Betsy his sister,
Resolve upon giving a treat:
So letters they write,
Their friends to invite

To their house in Great Camomile Street.
68






THis
This
That
That
That
That
That
That
That
That

is the House that Jack built:

is the farmer who sowed the corn,

kept the cock that crowed in the morn,
waked the priest all shaven and shorn,
married the man all tattered and torn,
kissed the maiden all forlorn,

milked the cow with the crumpled horn,
tossed the dog, that worried the cat,
killed the rat, that ate the malt

lay in the House that Jack built.
70






A LITTLE cock sparrow sat on a tree,
Looking as happy as happy could be,
Till a boy came by with his bow and arrow:
Says he, “I will shoot the little cock sparrow.

His body will make me a nice little stew,
And his giblets will make me a little pie too.”
Says the little cock sparrow, “T’ll be shot if I stay:”

So he clapped his wings, and flew away.
72












THoMAs and Annis met in the dark:
“Good morning,” said Thomas;
“Good morning,” said Annis;

And so they began to talk.

“1 love you,” said Thomas.
“Love me!” said Annis:
“I prithee, love, tell me where.”
“In my heart,” said Thomas.
“In your heart!” said Annis:
“How came you to love me there?”

“I'll marry you,” said Thomas.
“Marry me!” said Annis:

“1 prithee, love, tell me when?"”’
“Next Sunday,” said Thomas.
“Next Sunday!” said Annis:

“I wish next Sunday were come.”
76






RoBERT RowLEY rolled a round roll round;
A round roll Robert Rowley rolled round;

Where rolled the round roll Robert Rowley rolled round?
78






PAT-A-CAKE, pat-a-cake, baker's man,
Bake me a cake as fast as you can;
Prick it and pat it, and mark it with T;

And put it in the oven for Teddy and me.
8o






THERE was an old woman in Surrey,

Who was morn, noon, and night in a hurry;
Called her husband a fool;
Drove the children to school, —

The worrying old woman of Surrey.
8e






WHAT care 1 how black I be?
Twenty pounds will marry me;
If twenty won’t, forty shall:

I'm my mother’s bouncing girl!
84






THERE was a little boy and a little girl,

" Lived in an allé}/‘;

Says the little boy to the little girl,
“Shall I, oh! shall I?”

Says the little girl to the little boy,
“What shall we do?”
Says the little boy to the little girl,

“1 will kiss you.”
86






Ersie MARLEY is grown so fine,
She won't get up to serve the swine,
But lies in bed till eight or nine,
And surely she does take her time.

And do you ken Elsie Marley, honey, —
The wife who sells the barley, honey?
She won't get up to serve her swine.
And do you ken Elsie Marley, honey?

88






LittLE Tee Wee,

He went to sea

In an open boat;

And while afloat,

The little boat bended,
And my story’s ended.

90
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Saw ye aught of my love a-coming from ye market?
A peck of meal upon her back,
A babby in her basket.

Saw ye aught of my love a-coming from ye market?

100






WiLLy boy, Willy boy, where are you going?
I will go with you if I may.

I am going to the meadows, to see them mowing:
I am going to see them make the hay.

102
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