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BEACE of Chiistmas Yoscs, dear,
Ta greet my Bitest child,

T plicke<] then in oy garden where
The ddritting snow lay piled,

1 cennot briog thes violets dear,

U cowslies growing wild,

Che daisy chain for thee to wear,

Faor thee ta weayr, by «hild.

For all the grassy mealows nelr

Are clagd wilh snow, my child;

Throveh all the days of wioter drear

Mo ray of sun has smoiled.

I placked thiz bunch of veraca, dear,

Frow oot my garden wild,

T ploeked thena in Lhe wisiter regr

Far you, my fairest child,

Vour wel ol wintry hours to cheet,

Thes're Christrmas Koces, child




P LHRASTAAN  NFOCATNG

- LHANT heliawe thal Bant [l‘..n:'-e will evmia &2 wau and me,
Said Title crippiend ™ell, o, we arg sU poOT s
dad then | daw't beliore tae ' chimidey's” wile soough fr Sim,

Lv'ge chinl: that Senea Claos will come, when all the Eghts are dim. *

O course be comss to every ooc, deas, wacclee rich or ouor;

Mote gro to bed dear Mell,” 833 MNan, “hell sowe ly-nicht U'm sure,”
* * & . 5

L dan’L knnw o Dy eniimmer o 00 by staic he crept,

But aeee gnongh he vigiled the rogm whene Helly slope.

IXe brovght = golden crange, and a monkey Tad mul e,

That climhed a Jittle wanden atick in 2 wey T couldn't o,

He hing 1hein in Seel's siocking, and Nan was ight, e sune,

Thal Jants Clavs loves every one bomever vich e fume,
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THE PFPET AAREST

: F4FEa little Bunny with a coat ag salt as down,
& Al maerly aboof Tine @4 wlite ceecpt ooe bit of Loown,
The Brst thing in e ogrning when I get out wf bed,

N

I wonder i mr Buony's 5131 sale in Tas Lictle shed.

And an the aext thing that I do 1 dare saF pon fave mnessed;
IE's Lox oo ol pne aned soe bim, whea I am washed and dressed.
And cvery day T see o T Jike hion ainra and mote,

And cach day be i=s bigrer thin he wis (e Jur before,

I feed hitn In the motnisg with bran and hita of bread,
And every mighl T ake snme straw to mabe hbia Lttle bod.
Whut with carrcts an Uhe everestig aad tarnip-tops Tor ded,
If a buooy can be happr, Tho siee he aughl be be,

Thcn when it's nearly bedtime [ xo down in bis shed,

A way ©Good night Fouw Huony ' betors T oo 1o Ded,

T think hetefs oaly one thing that would make me hippr goite,
I T ponh] ke my Bunny daar with me te bed at night! ™







FATEAS #0470

T8 Vather's boat we're watching,
Away aut on the sea,
Sliers named Lhe Tretly Tolly,
One bsnidees] and mioely three,
Latker called her the Polly,
Afeer Mother and me.

There isn't a smarier boat
Than Frthots oo the sea,
TFhe I'redry Tlly is our shap,
Yather's the skipper is he,
And we are watching for lather,
‘r'lr'n::'m watching, Mancy and me.

Sormctives e wind blews wildly,

Rt Nancy, and Baother, and me,
We sing o DAL al o v we ki,

The biyron foe thoss al sea,
Although when we think of Father,

We're as near to choke as can be.

To night the muon will be shinng,
A BERt it will be Lo se,

I'ather's ship all in silver,
A'zail om a silver Boa,

And Father himself a coming b
T BInther and Mancy and e,




FatHERE Bromi,



A METARE

0 W’Fﬂeaﬁ, waatever are Fou st
A-/ ¥nu cvght oo be at homs;
I tald you not 1o wel ponr foci—

I told o1 nod to s

“(3h, dear| Uma sure you wilt be drowned |
{ mover saw stch ek
Comoe home at grce, and go to b,

You nanphly nenghty chicks."

Muw miost of theva wera fve days oid,

Bud one, whage age was six

“ Please, ma'am, " said ne, T link we'te ducks:

1 don't believe we'ne ahicks!?

Tu
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A SAF FALE.

4 '8 afraid of & cati " zaid he;
2 2 “Thn mod afriadd of o o™
He was a bivd who sat on a rail,

Wilh Nve olfer Thircs, won] This wis 1as Late o

“I'm not afraid of = cat.™

L wiegde e albaicd IE I were a monse,
Ohr even 0 Y were oot !
But as I'tvoa hind
T pive you my word
1'm noc afraid of 2 cat "
Aocac and Ter ki came down 0 the scene,
Five irds flowr over the vaily
Ciur hers was caugzhe
Mg quick as a thonzht,
Al didn'l he alter his tale!
“ ¥oo've made 3 moistilee, Mister Cal, " said hes
“¥ou muac please let me go,-Mister Cat,
T got atall e,
L dom't teste like mice:
Foe't] inoech hatlor have a woang rak
waid the i, “T0% o e,
Yo may be a roaze,

Flloot let vou go fur all (hat "




Il CRERF OF TEE NANCY LREA

POLLES the mane of the ¥ancy Lec,
P.-‘u:l.d I'om i the siipper buld,
Thcy sail topetier
1o vowr mind wnd wether,

And tacy are the creor, all tehl,

I thelr cant and ceiw little Doat ther e
Away u'cr the beight Llue sen,
Wizh hands ever ey,
And hearts ever sleanly,
Waarever the Jangers mnzy e

'-. ;
:
Ak & amarzer ceew Wil never he (oond, \II

Though yon may acarch dhe Rhole world rocnd.
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Lome wilder,
Dring vs holly,
Dizing Jow al Clzistioas,

0F with Melsncholyl

Siag hie, sing hay,

Ring be,

Fing Tolly.
Sime pie for Chiisteoas|

Lzn't winter jolly 2

Bing fack, Siayg T,
Sing Jo
Ring Polly,

Sing hic Fer Chaslomas,
Wzslletoe and Haollr,

e,







LI LIELALE

it's e to TAE SLway,
Yenr Tidle Koah's ars dear
Tonlil anulher day,

Vet knnw 10, den't cieht as all

“/F"S bedtine, badlineg, Clsy dear,

T tire poorsei? wilh play,

And ey too most be tivend Jear,
The clephants wanl, L go
Tur besd, — iF 1Ry re mznea later,
ThoyT all e il 1 Inowv,
And every well bred carmel,
15 im bed lang apao.

Aund aurely o can soe dear
Tt really isw't ripht,

Tle Litle dove's s Ll dear,
She ssiree oo sinonil aprizhs,

It docs not o to keep them up
3n verr lae at nighl”




PLES TN THE (GORENER

b CHT e A manpgluy pussy-cit,
YI think i mght 10 meotien that,
L'er all wha fee your pictare here,
*Twas vou whe broke my Bunny dear.

An hour ago, 25 von can tell.

Llelt him bere, alive and well;

Al naw he's oeed and, wlat # none,
Yuaa've Tnrke g lep 'm prelty seee,

Fac you my puass I' mever eacs,
WO never, pever, never, foer,

And von sre inodisprase von know,
And in the corner Fou must go.

What eryizg®  Then 1 mnst cep tao
And L can't bear o puoial voo;
Ferhapa my Bunny el dessd,
Forbaps yow've only slapne] Tes hegl.

Aowdd thaugh Tin sube wou Gruke his Tear
It way B meodls] witl g per,

Ard Uwugh he's very, very, funny,

My Bunoy's oul & real LBonoy.

And T fureive and tell you that,
YouTe my own precions possy cat”







THE LITTRE HFR AXND SHE

N there lived, 1'm oot sure whete,
O May be Arcadee,
Swael-FHeast woid biz mistress Maar,
Laille He awd Zle,

And they danced a meascee Light,
Danced i very glec.

Hand in band, 2 pratty sight,
Titde He and Soe.

When hey ceasal s bright eves fell,
Itaclioyr toust wo stay §

Can't we dance 5o happily
Yo aned I for aye?

Then she clasped bz wnd again,
Whispered sweet and lowr,

@ Diearest, alwars hand in band
Yoo and | will goo "

S0 they danced with moiry feet,
E'en in Arcadee,

Happier pair you sefer will mesl,
Liltle He and She,




LrTTLE RO-MERR

SITLE Boovoep
has lost bar Sheey,

(Il 4 secaet bo poo
T conliding.)
At tle enid of tha ghell
Where she pal Uheso Beesell
Her Ban-lambs are zafely hiding.

If you put & thing canefully, sufely away,
YVou'te sure not to find it when wimiced noxt day.,
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SARES ANVD FREARS,

©AAE clouds the: fiit actoss the sk,
L %o follow hopes and Fears.
¥ihar in cheee cloeds see vou and me
Tear Sweclhearl, srales ne teags?

Thas Nulle aiey ey witg,
Thal Rk aamrass lose hlue,

Wl message Iweeshear] does it ang
O hape or fear 1o vou?

T'ray Gl 1 Umnygs yon semer foury
And haply some lew derrr

Ta bless like shower: your summer Howers
In the lour cominy Fears.

23




THE STORY HOUE FATRY.

HALL T zin f_sungr, not short and nat long,
O 3 stoey” fait w,bru hides all amang
The.eh aned beaves af yaur plebures s jponks,
Hil‘lfﬁﬁrﬁ thiens all with such Leanlibul tnis?
.

(Fﬁ;t § keisseq the girls with Lhe faireat ol cuils
i gy Elush ke real rases aonl eswch head whirls,
5 -

ille eye drops a ol of bloe =ky, &
Ahdd cislurs each iTock with a wanderfal dyc

o car
-r-\:

LLis beeathing T weko 35 the wunderinl sliskn, \',‘

Tlul. phelhies trees and meadows with lovelicst green,

The buttcrcups boid, it need hardly pe Lald,

Ave gilded hy T widls e finest of pehl,

It iz be I sopnioee whe paines the red soac,

Az Lhe est af the fawers which every ane kaows,
Al the same recd will gle (or g simalar e,

For Kobio and littte Ked Kiding 1lood tao

He's awitke il s sand whan wiel are gled,

For the pletore-Souk dogeies and cats must be Bed,
To the pieture-bock children seme storica he'll tel,
Aod snmelimes Te'll rrid Uien thelr werscs as wall,

TFle mument yoa open your pieture book he
1z away out ol 2ight a8 quick as can be,

Yar fairy law saps thal o Fare mug die
The inslant he's scen by one homan eye.

.}



NEERENG

FEADy crocus s se hold
1% peeps ks hgul albove e nonlkld,

Before the flovess wwaken,
To aay thar aoring is coming, desr,
With smsiine and that sinter drear

Wil snga T averoaksn.

3




GOEDFN DAV

SRR are days of siameT sunshine,
[{JJ’ wartu aned gunoy westher,
When the hedpe iz full of hawtlero

And halls are glad wich heacher

There are days ol silenst 22dness,
O Erast, wnd snow, and i,
When wre fear thet summer's pladness
Will never come ®Tain.

And mow our songs ars miner ke,
Andl wres 2k LOCTTY tune

The wincdwaed side will change oo 1o,
And Junwary le Tune,

iy aral maght the sun iz shicitig,
Theigh T enay Tnde Tis lead

Each vl bas w sitver dinang,
The fowers are aslesy nol ded,

Lvery day may dave s playiime
Made bright by checrful lays;

And Yife be one loag Blaoydme,
A vear of polden days.







A NLANDFER,

Y AARE oz, shake bands my leltle gick™
BanT Mister Crafs Ly Mell,
"I'm very slad to meet you deac,
I hope you are quoite well.
I think it's ¥coy ot to-day,
I fecl it in vy shell”

YT eant shake handa with poo,” said el
YTE s I longhl palite,

Withisie 4o Inkroddetion ;
Fesides, no donle it's spite,

It marn't be toee, but still thes do,
They do say that rou—ELTE"

25




LTEAR 0 Song
I think %is a thrush’s,

Hi aings to the Wild Ross

See haw she blushes|

23






NEARLY HELTINE,

SN hadl an Lnut ar a2
Belore nurse calls taern o Ted,
Ans] the endddy light of a cheertil fire

Shincs over cach curly hesul,

No iroable have they, Do sormow—-
L heir hsires are lighlee Lhan air,
Ha fear 1nat o dark so-morrew

May bring with 11 waal oF fiPc.

God sendd thew sach an Uik rathmay
Aoany 2 wavsids fower
And rmane, o e evening ol liktime,

The joy of the cveatng hoor,
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