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Here We Go Round
The Mulberry Bush
Here we go round the mulberry bush,
The mulberry bush, the mulberry bush,
Here we go round the mulberry b ush.
On a cold and frosty mo rning .
This is the way we wash our h a nds,
Wash our hands, wash our hands,
This is the way we wash our hands,
On a cold and frosty morning.
This is the way we wash our clo t hes.
Wash our clothes, wash our clothes,
This is the way we wash our clo t hes,
On a cold and frosty morning.
This is the way
Go to school,
This is the way
On a cold and
This
Come
This

is the way we
out of school,
is the way we
On a cold and

we go
go to
we go
frosty

to sc h ool,
school,
to school,
morning.

come out of school,
come out of school,
come out of sc h ool,
frosty morning.

As I Was Going To St Ives
As I was going to St Ives
I met a man with seven wives
Each wife had seven sacks
Each sack had seven cats
Each cat had seven kits
Kits, cats, sacks, wives
How many were going to St Ives?

Baa, Baa, Black Sheep
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 dow n the lane .
Baa, baa, black sheep,
Have you any wool?
Yes sir, yes sir,
Three bags full.

Bobby Shafto's gone to sea,
With silver buckles at his knee;
He'll come back and marry me,
Pretty Bobby Shafto!
Bobby Shafto's fat and fair,
Combing out his yellow hair,
He's my love for evermore,
Pretty Bobby Shafto!

Christmas Is Coming
The Geese Are Getting Fat
Christm a s is coming, the geese are getting fat,
Please to put a penny in an old man ' s hat ;
you haven't got a pe n ny a ha'penny will do,
you ha ven't g ot a ha'penny, God bless you.

Ding Dong Bell
Ding Dong B ell,
Pussy's in the well.
Who put her in?
Little Tommy Lin.
Who pulled her out?
Litt le Tommy Trout.
What a naughty boy was that,
To drown poor little Pussy cat,
Who never did hi m any harm,
But killed the mice in his father's barn .

Doctor Foster
Went to Gloucester
Doctor Foster went to
Gloucester
In a shower of rain,
He stepped in a puddle,
Right up to his middle,
And never went there again.

Georgie Porgie
Pudding and Pie
Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie
Kissed the girls and made them cry;
When the boys came out to p lay,
Georgie Porgie ran away.

Goosey, Goosey Gander
Goosey, Goosey Gander,
Whither shall I wander?
Upstairs, downst a irs,
In my lady's chamber.
There I met an old man
Who would not sa y his prayers;
I took him by the left leg,
And threw him down the stairs.

Hey Diddle Diddle
Hey diddle diddle,
The cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon.
The little dog laughed
To see such sport,
And the dish ran away with the spoon.

Hickery, Dickery, Dock
Hickery, dickery, dock,
The mouse ran up the clock,
The clock struck one,
The mouse ran d own,
Hickery, dickery, dock.
The clock struck three,
The mouse ran a way,
Hickery, dickery, dock.
The clock struck ten,
The mouse came a g ain,
Hickery, dickery, d ock.

Hot - cross Buns!
Hot - cross Buns!
Hot - cross Buns!
One a penny, two a penny,
Hot - cross Buns!
Hot - cross
Hot - cross
If ye have no
Give them to

Buns!
Buns!
daughters,
your sons .

Humpty Dumpty

Humpty Dumpty
Sat on a wall,
Humpty Dumpty
Had a great fall.
All the King's horses,
And all the King's men
Couldn't put Humpty
Together again.

Incy Wincy Spider
Incy wincy spider
Climbed up the spout
Down came the rain
And washed the spider out
Out came the sunshine
And dried up all the rain
So incy wincy spider
Climbed the spout again.

It's Raining, It's Pouring
It's raining, it's pouring,
The old man is snoring.
He went to bed and he
Bumped his head
And he couldn't get up in the morning.
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