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OFF TO SANDYTOWHN.

ﬁU RRAH! hurrah! the day has come!' the happy, happy day!

Pull up the blind; yes, see the sun is shining blithe and gay.
. We've scarcely slept a wink all night; we've been awake since three,
Y For were going down to Sandytown to paddle in the sea.

“Be quick and dress:’ eries brother #Belh i 6 il-e you'll lose the train.”
“It's far too early,” says Mammia: & oo baels ol dias i

So back we go, and try to think how“happy we shall be

When we start off to Sandytown to paddle in the sea.

Oh, slowly, slowly goes the time; thé clock has stopped, I guess ;
But no, the hands are ‘moving ‘on, land nows af < i ee il 0
All 1n ‘our nice new sailor isuits, las prenid s e inin

We'll soon be off to Sandytown to paddle in the sea.

We cant eat any breakiast: we dre mot hungry, no!

Oh dear! oh dear! why is the clock so very, very slow?
But here, at last, here. comes the cab, with such a lazy ioee,
He surely doesn't know we're off to paddle in the sea.

Such lots of boxes on the top they pile before we go;

But really just our pails and spades are all we want, you know.

We get inside; crack goes the whip; we laugh and shout with ‘glee,
For now we're really going down to paddle in the sea.

This 1s the station! where’s the train? Oh dear, it isn’t here!
“I'm sure it's gone,” says 'Reginald’: but Pa iy N cvieiie
We wait and wait, and then it comes and snorts so noisily,

I'm sure 1t knows we want to go and paddle in the sea.

The whistle sounds ;. we give a shout: ¢ Were off tweiic ©fl e @y
And watch the ugly chimney pots as they go flying by,
Here are the fields and hedees, with many a leafy tree:
It can’t be long before we go a-paddling in the sea.

But all the day we travel on, and oh! so hungry grow,

And fall asleep, and wake and eat, and doze again, you know ;
T1ll when 1t's night, and we are tired, as tired as tired can be,
We all arrive at Sandytown to paddle in the sea.




I preameD of castles built of sand, Just then I woke, and saw the sea
And donkey-rides along the strand ; Outside the window smile to me.
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FEF with your stockings, off with your socks,

And come and climb on the slippery rocks ;
Wade 1 the pools and fill your pails,

Or watch the fish with frisking tails.
Then put on your bathing dress, my dear,
And plunge 1n the sea without any fear;
Up and down, while the waves dash high,
And the fishing-boats go merrily by.

[sn't 1t glorious, grand, and free,

To splash about in the sparkling sea?

And when our bathing 1s over and done,
We'll run about on the sands in the sun,

Or: in- Peter's boat'well ‘go for. a row,

And catch fresh fish for tea, you know.

Oh! happy, happy children ‘we,

Romping about by the summer sea.
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Tossing about on the bright blue sea,
Isn't 1t fun for you and me?
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IS Bank Holiday by the sea,

Just as gay as gay can be.

Crowds of people, lots of fun—
All are happy, every one :
Strolling on the Sea Parade,
While the niggers serenade :
Going for a merry sai
(Some are lookin

o Voryl pale)is

Romping, splashing in the water,

Father, mother, son, and daughter ;

While the children all around

Make the sands a playing ground.

Some on donkeys gallop by- -

See the little ‘creatures fly !

Here's a naughty donkey lac
aking little Annie sad.




oesn't like to go
In the water—that you know ;

But the boy,

Tries to make him wet his toes.

eddy

vith cries and blows,

Neddy gives an awful bray;

Annte ecries, as well she 'may.
om 1s playing with his train;

He drags it up and down again.

S Rhs Wi IOl o ¥orapd |
Nommmsatmade it out! o saml.
Baby May 1s only three,

But she’s now the guard, you see.

When the little train comes out,

"hen shell wave her flag and shout.

1! we're all so full of glee

On Bank Holiday by the sea.



‘ E'VE found a lovely, lovely nook,  You'll see us paddling gay and free,

O
Where we can romp and play : With laughter, shout, and fun:
And 1f you only come to look, I'm sure you'll think that we must be

You'll find us there each day. Sea urchins, every one.
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A\ “MAN-OF-WAR"” has Tommy Gray

He sails it in a little bay.

t
It has real guns, and sailors too.

I'd like to have 'it: wouldn’t you ?

)

SAILING THE °° MAN-OF-WAR.
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BEEP ansthe

sea, quite

out of sight,

Are many maid-
ens fair:

They slovei 4o

look 1n mirrors

bright,
And comb their
tangled hair.
They swim about
i s homies {of
bliss,

Aol e oot
SHOARTLS Or
gales ;

They're just like you, except in this,
That all of them have Tarts.

Gee-up! gee-up! my steeds I drive
Along the sands by the water-side.



DEAR SE4.

W@ BN cood bye iyou' dean old sea!
Good-bye—we're off to town ;
We're just as|strong .as wie can be,

And oh'! so very brown.

We've paddled in your waves, you know,
Caught crabs and things with fins ;
I nom talas il e llhiavic fiolloo -

On Monday school begins.

Bcloreiwe 'see your lace again,
Twelve months will dawdle by.
(L really think dt's somg to rain ;

There's water in my eye.)

Sand-castles, donkey-rides, adieu!
Boaitsnio cens, spades, and pails
J

When we're in town welll think of you

And tell such lovely tales.

@ineetimione dleant sca el sav sood-hye
Weeaie ol withe pain';

mioutlloye s v please "don't ery—
é

WERE COMING BACK AGAIN !

BDMWRRIDES SR Y .






