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THE LINE GOES SPLASH.-—
ALL THE LITTLEEISHES SWIM AWAY INA
T WpRtASHL




Wisky, frisky,
hippity, hop
Up he climbs
to the tree top.
Whirly, twirly,
round and round
Down he scampers
to the ground.
Where's his supper?
In a shell
Snappy, cracky,
out it fell.







Hickety pickety,
my black hens
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LA wis& old owl

. liged in an oak
The more he saw

*the less he spoke
The less he spaoke
the more he heard.

* Why can't we all
¥ be like that wise

* 4 old bird?
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Baa, baa, black sheep,
have you any wool? “
Yes sir, yes sir, three bags full!
One for the master, One for the dame,
And one for the little boy
Who lives down the lane




I'm a friendly
dragon
Once | met
a Prince
in a wagon.
First he tried to
fight me,
but | invited
him for tea!




