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A diller, a dollar, 

A ten oclock scholar, 

What makes you come 

sO soon? | 

You used to come 

at ten o'clock, 

But now you come 

at noon. 

Peas pudding hot, 

Peas pudding cold, 

Peas pudding in the pot, 

Nine days old. 

Some like it hot, 

Some like it cold, 

Some like it in the pot, 

Nine days old.



    

   Bye, baby, bunting,    
Daddy's gone a-hunting, 

    

To get’a little rabbit “skin,           To wrap his baby bunting in. 

   

    

See-saw, sacradown, sacradown, 

Which is the way to Boston town? 
One foot up, the other foot down. 
That is the way to Boston town.        

   

There was an old woman 
lived under the hill, 

And if she’s not gone, 
she lives there still. 

Baked apples she sold, 
and cranberry pies, 

And she’s the old woman 
that never told lies. 

 



 



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, 

That I too went singing 

_along, long, long. 

If I'd as much money 

as I could spend, 

I never would cry 

old chairs to mend 

Old chairs to mend, 

old chairs to mend; 

I never would cry 

old chairs to mend, 

If Vd 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.  



  

   

    

    

        

: Hot cross buns, 

| Hot cross buns, 

| One a penny, two a penny, 

Hot cross buns. - feels corer 

If your daughters. 

Don't like ‘em, 

Give them to your sons. 

One a penny, two a penny, 

- Hot cross buns. 

A cat came fiddling 
out of a barn, 

With a pair of bag-pipes 
under her arm; 

She could sing nothing 
but fiddle cum fee, 

The mouse has married 
the humble-bee 

Pipe, cat---dance, mouse, 
Well have a wedding 

at our good house. 

     

    
    

    
    
    
    

    

  

    

  

   

  

    There was a man in our town, 
And he was wondrous wise; 

He jumpd into a bramble bush, 
And scratch’d out both his eyes; 

  

    
    

  

And when he saw his eyes were out, 
With all his might and main, 

He jump into another bush, 
And seratchd them in again.        

   



 



  

  
Sing a song of sixpence, a pocket full of rye,’ . The king was in the parlor, counting out his money, 
Four-and-twenty blackbirds baked in a pie; The queen was in the kitchen, eating bread and honey 
When the pie was opened the birds began to sing, The maid was in the garden, hanging out the clothes; 

_And was not that a dainty dish to set before the king? ! There came a little blackbird and peck’d off her nose. 

 



 



    

    

   

Daffy-down-dilly has come up to town, 

In a fine petticoat and a green gown. 

On a white pony the fair maid is seen 

With posies and silver-bells fit for a queen. 

There was a fat man 
of Bombay, 

Who was smoking 
one sunshiny day; 

When a bird, 

called a snipe, 

Flew away 
with his pipe, 

Which: vex'd the fat man 

of Bombay. 

  
The fair maid who, 

~ the first of May, 

Goes fo the fields 

at break of day, 

And washes in dew 

from the hawthorn tree, 

Will ever after : 

handsome be.



                

   

Hush-a-bye, baby, 
On the tree top, 

When the wind blows, 

The cradle will rock; 

When the bough breaks, 

The cradle will fall, 

Down comes hush-a-bye, 

Baby, and all. 

    

   

    

   

  

Little Jack Jingle, 

He used to live single; 

But when he got tired 

of this kind of life, 

He left off being single; 

and liv’d with his wife. 

          

IT saw a ship a-sailing, 
A. sailing on the sea; 

And, oh! it was all laden 

With pretty things for thee! 

    

There were comfits in the cabin 
And apples in the hold: 

The sails were made of silk, 
And the masts were made of gold. 

> 

        

The four-and-twenty sailors, 
That stood between the decks, 

Were four-and-twenty white mice, 
With chains about their necks. 

        

The captain was a duck, 
With a packet on his back; 

And when the ship began to move, 
The captain said, “Quack! quack !” 

    
     
    

    

  

  



 



There was an Old Woman, and what do you think ? 

She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink; 

And though victuals and drink were the chief of her diet, 

This little Old Woman could never be quiet. 

  

    
    

   

  

       

    

There was an old woman 

Lived under a hill; 

She put a mouse in a bag, 

And sent it to mall. 

   
The miller declard 

By the point of his knife, 

He never took toll 

Of a mouse in his life.



    

  

    

When good king Arthur ruled his land, 

He was a goodly king; ; 

He stole three packs of barley meal, 

To make a bag-pudding. 

A bag-pudding the king did make, The king and queen did eat thereof, 

4 And stuff'd it well with plums; _ And noblemen beside ; 

And in it put great lumps of fat, And what they could not eat that night, 

As big as my two thumbs. The queen next morning fried. 
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