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POINTS OF VIEW. 

The lambs they were skipping one morning so fair, 
Hippetty, hoppeHy. hop! 

And tossing the tips of their tails in the air, 
Tippetty, toppetty, top! 

"It is odd," said the children, u to see the lambs play, 
When they're going to IJe killed in a week and a day; 
I'm sure I should mope all the morning away1 

Mippetty, rnoppetty, mop I" 

The children ·were dancing that morning .so fair, 
Racketty, racketty, rack! 

With the sun in their eyes, and flow·rs in their hair, 
Clacketty, clacketty, clack! 

"It is odd,'' said the lambs, "to see them so gay, 
With so many home-lessons to do eYery day; 
And the thought of what Mr. M:undella -..vould say, 

\\ihacketty, whacketty, whack!" 

'Tis the way of the world a thousand times q'er, 
Pippetty, poppetty, pop! 

To be blind and IJe deaf to troubles in store, 
Lippetty, loppetty, lop! 

For when you go gaily and turn out your toes 
In placid reliance, 'tis hard to suppose 
That the very next step you'll be dO\,vh on your nose, 

Flippetty, floppetty, flop! 
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RESCUED. 

Rest, little lamb, upon my arm, 
Nor wind nor snow shall do thee harm, 
Rest, sweetly rest, thou needst not fear, 
The fold is near, the fold is near. 

Why didst thou wander from the fold? 
Didst thou not fear the bitter cold? 
Why didst thou leave thy mother's side, 
Didst tbou not know the world was wide? 

Bleat, softly bleat a message clear, 
Thy lonely mother longs to hear. 
Bleat! she will hear thee in her pain; 
Thou wilt not leave her side again. 

Ah, little one, the tale is old, 
'We love to wander from the fold, 
From mother's love, from mother's care, 
Into the world that seems so fair, 

Then when we find it wide and cold, 
The streets not really paved with gold, 
And all its brightness poor and vain, 
We long to turn us home again. 

God grant that then, where'er we roam, 
A mother's heart may call us home, 
And spite of wayward hope and will, 
Her loving arms await us still. 
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SPRING. 

" 0 joy at la.st, the winter's past, 
The gloomy days are done, 

From woods and leas the balmy breeze 
Sings welcome to the sun. 

The happy Luds begin to break, 
The merry birds to sing: 

The world that slept is broad awake 
To feel the kiss of spring." 

i O 'Tis true at last the winter's past, 
But ugh! the kiss of spring, 

J 

In sooth I trow the winter snow 's 
A far more honest thing. 

-

. The March wind blows and nips my nose, 
f Brings tears in either eye, l Give me the prime of summer time, 

the warmth of sweet July." 

Thus Content and Discontent, 
Sing the whole year thro'; 

~ Tell me true, then, 
Which are you, then, 

Tell me true, friend, which arc you? 
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"PEEP!" AND "BOO! HOU!" 

As I was playing (as I Joye best), 
I found four dicky-birds in one nest; 

Their eyes were blinking, and their bills were wide, 

But, '' peep, peep, peep" was all they cried. 
It's really absurd to be a uird, 

"\Vhen "peep, peep, peep" is your only word. 

"As I was pecking," said the old mother uird, 
"Pecking at a window, what d'you think I heard? 

I heard a little girl crying, 'boo ! boo ! boo! 

My lessons are so difficult, so difficult to do.' 
It's really absurd when you've work to do 
To sit down crying, 'boo! boo! hoo l'" 

"Go home, little girl, 'tis tim~ you were gone, 
And leave my poor little dicks alone; 

l[ you poke your finger down each little throat, 
How do you imagine they can sing ·one note? 

Their "peep, peep, peep" is not much, 'tis true, 

Dut it's certainly better than ''boo! boo! hoot" 
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"\\'ith a ho! little call, and a hey! little c:1.lf, 

Will you dance if I play you a tune? 

If I pipe diddle, diddle, 

Like the cat on the fiddle, 

\\'ill you try to jump OYer the moon? " 

"Prithee, no, little boy, prithee, nay, little boy, 

You may pipe me as sweet as you will i 

My mother long ago. 

She tried it, don't you know? 

And found it Yery up, up-hill.'' 

"Very up, up, up, very down, clown, down, 

Her leg unfortunately !Jwke; 

And the little dog who saw, 

He gaYe a loud guffaw, 

For Ile had the best of the joke." 

"She said, with a sigh, 'my clear, don't try, 

Don't try to jump over the moon i 

Let the dog run away 

\Vith the dish as he may, 

But you stay at home with the spoon."' 
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BIRDIE FREE. 

Fly away, my little birdie, 

Upward, upward sing and soar, 

You are free to-day, my birdie, 

All your captive days are o'er. 

Fly awcty beyond the rain, 

:Nc,·cr to be caught again, 

Up into the morning sky, 

Birdie mine, good-bye, good-bye! 

Fly away, then, little birdie, 

Sing with joy. that you are free, 

Go<l has gi,·en life and freedom 

Unto you as unto me. 

Shall I follow, little birdie, 

Shall I also upvn:i.rd fly 1 

Where they say our loYing Father 

Dwells for ever in the sky? 

For I want to see His face, 

In that holy1 bappy place i 

If I could but touch His hand, 

I should better understand. 

Tell Him, tell Him, littk birdie, 

Tell Him all that I would say; 

Ask Hirn if I e'er may follow, 

Follow you and tly away. 
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I will tell Him, little maiden, 

All that you have done for me, 

As you set me free this moment, -

He will one day set you free. 

He will give you wings to fly; 

He will point yo ur wa.y on high, 

Upward as the earth grows dim, 

Up to heaven to be with Him. 

Trust Him, trust Him, little maiden, 

He who made us great or smaU, 

Knows when we with pa.in are laden, 

Loves His creatures, one and all. 
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THE COMING OF THE FLO\\'ERS. 

Sing! sing! let the bells ring[ 
Tbe flowers are coming to town, 

The roses and li!ies 
And daffy-down-dillies, 

Each in a swE>et new gown! 

Sec them shining like children's faces, 
Bringing the breath of the country sweet; 

Light and gladness to dingy places, 
Gloomy alley and noisy street. 

And those who never have seen a meadow, 
Never have plucked one country flower, 

Look out from their lives of want and shadow, 
And bless the gleam of this golden hour. 

And the busy passers stop and ponder·; 
Where have they seen those flowers before? 

And think of the woods where they used to wander 
Long ago in the days of yore. 

And hearts must tremble and lips must quiver, 
Eyes arc dim with a mist of tears, 

.As they think of what they have lost for ever, 
Lost in the innocent childhood-years. 
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FRIENDS TO S PPER. 

There were t\vo little children who sate by a well, 

Sing hey! for a little song. ma'am! 

They had porridge for supper, as I\ c hen.rd t 11, 
And they sate and they sate till the eYcning fell 

. And the shadows grew Yery long, rna·:un. 
''-.... I ..!k-...__ 

\ ......,_- \ -.,,... ...........\ 
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There were four little chickens came tripping up, 

No doubt it was very· ~rqng, ma'am! 

They tasted tbe porridge, and ate it up, 

And as tl1ere w.1.s nothing left to sup, 

Tbat slwuld be the end of my song, ma'am. 

The children were two, and the chickens four, 

So the tale cannot be , ·ery long, ma'am; 

The artist of course might haYe painted a score, 

But as be refosed to paint any more, 

I really must end my song, ma'am. 
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LADY BIRD. 

,, Lady-hire!, lady-bird, fly away home, 

Your house is on fire, and }'OUr children must roam!" 

"Little maid, little maid, fifty times o'er, 

I\·e heard that same story so often before; 

In fact, if it's true, there's not the least doubt 

That my house is burnt down, or the fire is burnt out.'' 

"Lady-bird, lady-bird, quick! fly a,vay, 

The news must l>e true, for I read it to-day." 

"Little maid, little maid, pardon, I pray, 

I haven't much faith in what newspapers say; 

Besides, I must tell you that lady-Lird land 

Is a very strange country you can't understand." 
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r/ PUSSY'S TREASURE. 

/ here once was a time, little maiden, 
l When my heart was so full of pride, 

", 

A fond old cat in the sun I sat 
With six little kits at my side. 

Miou ! miou ! little maiden, 

Miou ! for the cold, cold sea! 
They heeded me not, but they drowned the lot, 

And only left one for me. 

But a time will come, little maiden, 
·when the rats have eaten the corn, 

And many a mouse in my master's house 

Is squeaking from night to morn. 
·when the bacon is steadily shrinking, 

And the cheese will not last for a day, 
Then he'll think of me, and the cold, cold sea, 

And my little ones gone away. 

Then I and my kit, little maiden, 
Will go in the moonlight dim, 

And sit on his chest, and disturb his rest, 
And placidly grin at him. 

The rats may gnaw at his fingers, 
Or nibble his nose in two, 

But kitty and I will calmly reply: 

~ ' Never again for you! " 

~ 
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~1AN AND MULL. 

Said an old maiden latly named Ann, 
As she toyed with her mirror and fan: 

"Too long ha Ye I tarried, 
It's time I was married, 

I'm off to the Island ofivlan." 

But the men in the Island of Man, 
They did not agree with her plan, 

For in spite of her grace, 
The sight of her fa<.:e 

'\Vas not an attraction in Man. 

So this poor rnaiden lady grew dull, 
And retired to the Island of Mull; 

And I don't think you 11 trace 
A more suit.lble place 

For maids unsuccessful than l\fol1. 

But it chanced that one evening in June, 
She was seen by the 1Ian in the 10011; 

At once he proposed, 
And the bargain was closed ; 

She married thc. J\Ian in the i\Ioon ! 

But the last time I saw th;:i.t uld man, 
I enquired for the health of aunt Ann; 

He winked his left eye, 
And said with a sigh: 

"They were wise in the Island of Man!'' 



THE .NIGHTINGALE. 

A nightingale sang by a moonlit lake, 
And the fairies and roses were wide awake, 
And a rosebud sighed to a moonbeam pale, 

"Ah, but to sing like a nightingale!" 

Rocked on the moon beams to and fro 
The fairies were floating high and low, 
And as one hung at the rosebud's side, 

"Ah, for the heart of a rose l" she cried. 

The fairy yearned, and the rosebud sighed, 
While the nightingale sang by the moonlit tide; 
Right up to heaven his singing went, 
For his heart was humble, and well content! 

I 
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-THE DOG'S PETITION. 

"I am the children·s dog, 

I\·e come on a very long jog, 
Their woes to relate 
To the council in state· 

Bow, wow!" said the children's dog. 

'· They come back from school every day, 
They haven't a moment to play, 

With such lessons to learn, 
It makes my heart burn, 

Though I'm only a dog, as you say." 

"Such pages of rhyme and of prose i 
Such figures in rows upon rows; 

Why, the thought of their sums 
Gives me pain from my gums 

Right down to my tail and my toes." 

"So, Mr. Mundella, I pray, 
Don't wear all their small brains away; 

Home-lessons abolish, 
And intellects polish 

By giving a little more play!" 





As I was going to No :\Ian's Land, 

Three children I did see i 

One called 1 rothing, ancl one ealk:cl Naught, 

And one called 1 ohody. 

"And where are you going this morning grand? " 

Nobody said to me; 

"I'm going" said I "to No l\,fan's Land, 

· Nothing and Naught to sec." 

"But I am Nothing," said one body, 

"And I am Naught," said one; 

"If Nothing and Naught you go to see, 
Your journey now is done!·• 

"Don't listen to them, sir," Nobody said, 

"They're Nothing and Naught, you sec; 

I'll show you the way to No Man's Land, 

I and my little Ncd-dy ! " 

So with Nothing and Naught on either hand, 

I will ride from day to day, 

And I'm certain to get to No Man's Land, 

While Nobody shows the way 
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HO:NEYl\L'\ID. 

Honeymaid's out in her garden, 

Honeyma1d's two times three, 

Honcymaid's out in her garden 

Plucking the flow·rs for me. 

All in the bright May morning 

Down came a Bumble Bee; 

"Honeymaid, give me some honey, 

. You are so sweet" said he. 

All in her dim oak parlour 

l\Iother was sitting at tea; 

'' Honcymaid, gi,·e me some honey, 

You are so sweet" said she. 

Hcneymaicl's arms are open, 

Up on her knees she climbs, 

Calling her "mother darling," 

Kissing her twenty times. 

"0, to be Honeyrnaid's mother'' 

\\"hispered the Bumble Bee, 

'!For Honcymaid's kisses arc honey, 

The sweetest of sweet" said he. 
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SU IMER . 

.. U it's terribly, terribly hot, hot, hot, 
On summer I do not dote, 

\Vith the gnats and flies in one's nose and eyes, 
And the dust on one's lips and throat. 

'Tis too hot to talk, much more to walk, 
There's ne,·er a breeze for a sail: 

Gi,·e me the haze of the Autumn days, 
Ur a fresh September gale." 

'l-=-=-:=cc--,cc-----' 
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Sing the whole year thro'; 
Tell me true, then, 

\\'hich are you, then, 
--~·- Tell me true, friend, which nrc you:-
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THE GRAY DO YRS' A S \VER. 

The lcaYes were reddening to their fall, 

"Coo," said the gray doves, "coo," 

As they sunned thcmselYes on the garden wall, 

And the swallows round them flew. 

"Whither away, sweet swallows? 

"Coo," said the gray doves, "coo." 

"Far from this land of ice and snow, 

To a sunny southern clime we go, 

Where the sky is warm and bright and gay, 

Come with us, away, away!'' 

"Come," they said, "to that sunny clime," 

"Coo," said the gray doves, "coo!" 

"You will die in this land of mist and rime, 

Where 'tis bleak the winter thro'. 

Come, away!" said the swallows. 

"Coo I" said the gray doves, "coo!" 

" 0, God in heaven," they said, "is good, 

And little hands will give us food, 

And guard us all the winter through, 

Coo!" said the gray cloves, "coo!" 
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SWINGING. 

"Here we go np, my Dolly, 

Here we go up," said she, 

"\\'hilc leaflets are falling, 

. And dicky-birds calling 

Up to the poplar tree." 

"Yes, here we go up," s•aid Dolly, 

'' Here we go up," said she; 

'' But what you delight in, 

Puts me s_uch a fright in, 

I scarcely can hold to yonr knee." 

" Here we go up, my Dolly, 

Up to the morning sky, 

When over the s~eeple, 

We'll laugh at the people. 

Dolly alone and I." . 

'.' I suppose it is fate," sighed Dolly, 

"But yet it is hard," said she, 

·' That what little Miss Sunny 

:Finds awfully funny 

Is not at all fun for me." 
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OPINIONS DIFFER. 

"Little kittens," said Minnie, one cfoy, 

"A re all very well in their way, 

·when lessons are ended, 

And clothes are all mended, 

And you've time and you\·e temper to play.'' 

"But when you are knitting away, 

And you've no inclination to play, 

And they tangle and pull 

At your needles and wool, 

They're a terriule nuisance, I say." 

"Little maidens," said Kitty one day, 

"Are all very well in their way, 

\Vhen they fondle and pct you, 

And never forget you, 

.-\nd give you nice milk e\'ery day. 

l 
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"But when you are settled at play, 

And a little maid passes your way, 

And gives a cross pull 

At vour nice ball of wool, 
✓ 

They're a terrible nuisance, I say." 

S:iid the \\' ool, on the needles, sedate: 

'· Little kittens, permit me to state, 

That the older you grow, 

You'll ;-ery soon know, 

That it's useless to grumule at fate." 

"Little maid. with the pretty gold locks, 

Don't frO\vn at life's sbado\-vs and shocks i 

Your fate-this is it-

To be teased uy a kit i 

But mine-to be made into socks!" 



FI.NE FE.-\THERS. 

"Just luok at me," ;i, gay bird said. 

\\"hose name I need not mention; 

He preened his feathers, < ranecl his head, 

And screamed to call attention. 

"Fine feathers make fine birds," said he, 

In placid contemplation, 

"Di<l e'er you see a bird like me.:, 

So fit for admiration?" 





.,,. 

"Just look at me:," a maiden said. 

\V ith dainty airs and graces, 

From tip or toe to crown or head 

All r cathers, frills, and laces. 

"Fine fashions make fine folk," said she 

In happy contemplation, 

"Did e'er you see one drest l ikc me. 

So fit for admiration?" 

And outside in the moonlit sq uarc 

A nightingale was trilling, 

A beggar-child stood listening thc:rc , 

Her eyes with rapture filling. 

The bird--of uut a dingy lrne, 

The child-in rags ar,d tatters ; 

But if the heart and Yoicc ue true, 

D ' you think that "fashion" matters ? 

43 
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\\'HE. DOCTUPS UIFFEP. 

"Dolly's stuffed with sawdust,' 

Sai<l littlc Du< tor Minnie. 

'' ~o. she's not! she's not!! shes not!!!" 

Persisted Doctor \\'innic. 

'Dolly's made of fcsh and bud,'' 

Said little Doctor\\ innic. 

·' ~ o, she's not! :;l1e's not!! she's not!!!" 

Persisted Doctor .i\Iinnie. 

So they clash it, tear it, sm:1sh it; 

Neither of them ceases, 

Till Dolly lies with glazing cycs, 

All tatters, rags, and pieces. 

A.nd then these little doctors weep, 

Repenting of their folly i 

'Twas neither sawdust, fesh, nor bud, 

But bran, inside of dolly. 

Kiss, and be friends, my little clears, 

Your story points a moral; 

The patient Yery often <lies 

When doctors stop to quarrel. 
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THE LA:'.vlP OF NIGHT. 

Shine, little glow-worm, shine, 

For the night is dark and long· 

The flow'rs are asleep in the forest deep, 

Hushed is the birdies' song. 

Shine, little glow-worm, shine, 

Lead me and light me home, 

Your golden light is a lamp in the night, 

Wherever the wanderers roam. 

Smile, little maiden, smile, 

For joy is childhood's part, 

And carry the light of your laughter bright 

To many a shadowed heart. 

Smile, little maiden, smile, 

_\.nd tears will forget to flow, 

And the sad old world will be glad for a. while 

'\\ hcreYer yom footsteps go. 
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AUTUMN. 

'' 0, sad and sweet by wood and wold 
To watch the dead leaYes fall, 

And to know the light of the days of old 
Is vanished beyond recall. 

But sweet, 0, sweet, to feel and know, 
That though our tears are vain, 

\\'hen winter is dead and snows are fled , 
The leaYes will come again ." 

"The leaves are falling, alack! alack!/ . 
For Autumn I do not care, · r 

\Vhen the grass is too wet to lie o 6rt 
And there's nothing but mist e air. 

When colder and duller the twilights grow, 
And there 's nothing but winter in store, 

And good-bye to the sun, for the holiday's <lone, 
And it's back to one's work once more." 

Thus Content and Discontent, 
Sing the whole year thro ' ; 

T ell me true, then, . ,\ 
Which are you, then, \, j .1 

Tell me true, friend, which are you? 2 
. -1' ..; 
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THE L VALID. 

"Yes, I feel rather better this morning. 

I should like to go out for a ride, 

If you'll get me your little wheelbarrow, 

And put me a cushion inside. 

Tie a handkerchief carefully round me· 

You'll promise to \'Valk and not run ; 

Hold your Sunday umbrella above me 

To keep off the glare of the sun." 

"You may take me across IJy the gardens, 

And then for a turn on the s:ind, 

And home by the painted pavilion, 

To hear the Hungarian band. 

For it always reminds me of dinner, 

So on the way home we will stop 

At old Mr. Flesher's, and ask him 

To cut me a nice little chop." 

"And when I have finished my dinner, 

• You may carefully put me to rest 

In your mother's uest antimacassar, 

In the chair which your father likes best. 

And if t]1ey should happen to want them, 

As l've not the least donut but they will i 

Just tell them they must not disturb me, 

For I\·e really lJeen dreadfully ill." 



HAPPY DOG 

The wind 1s blowing. mistress mine. 

The day is late, the air is foggy. 

But yonder, see! our windmvs shine. 

And I'm your happy little doggy . 

A king may sleep on finest down. 

In bed of gold if he but ask it. 

But gi\·e to me my cushion brown, 

Tucked snugly in my little basket 

A king may ba;-e a courtier band 

To bend and bow in praise and blessing) 

But giYe to me your gentle hand 

My little lifted nose caressing. 

And when I'm dead you'll bury me 

Beneath the dear old poplars shady, 

And come sometimes and ma.kc some rhymes 

Above my grave, my little lady. 

No mournful elegy indite 

Of lofty style, l1ut meaning foggy, 

Write, sirnpl y write in ktt~rs white­

., He was a lo\'inu- little do(rav. ,. 
b hb.,1 
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FEARS. 

There were two little children one d:n­
\\ cnt out in the forest to play, 

\\'l1en they came on two hares 
In the grass unawares, 

Who frightened their senses away. 

"0, come along, come along, do," 
Said poor little \Vinnie to Prue; 

"Their e::trs are so long, 
And their teeth are so strong, 

I'm certain they'll eat us, aren't you?" 

Said the hares, with a smile, to the two, 
'' Our teeth they are strong, it is true; 

But as for your fears, 

Dismiss them, my dears, 

It is we who'll be eaten, not yon!" 
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\\'INTER. 

".-\.lack! alack! the clays are black, 
The trees are wet with rime; 

If one's out for a day, one is ill for a week, 
I hate this Christm<ls time, 

·with its aches and ills, its pills and bills, 
To me it Lrings no cheer, 

'Tis a very good thing, as some folks sing, 
It comes lJUt once a year." 

"Heap high the logs, fling wide your doors, 
And let all folks draw near; 

And ring a cbime for this blessed time 
That comes but once a year: 

When envy flies from jealous eyes, 
When all heart-bmnings ccas_e, 

And hand clasps hand thro' all the l::i.nd, 
In fellow hip and peace.,. 

Sing the whole year tliro'; 
Tell me true, then, 
\\' hich arc you, then, 

Tell me true, friend; which arc you? 
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THE DEAD BIRD'S SO~(;. 

Birdie is dead, little maiden, 

Gone to the dead-bird-land; 

He ne,·er will perch at your casement, 

NeYer will come to your hand. 

His bright little eyes a.re closcu, 

Still is each weary wing; 

There is only a far faint echo 

Of the song he used to sing. 

But at night when you sleep, little maiden, 

There will come to your dreaming ear, 

Such a chorus of magic music, 

Such a wonder of pipings clear. 

It will sing at your moonlit casement 

It will float round your little bed, 

'Tis the song of your clear lost darling, 

The heart of your l>irdie dead. 

For under the cartli and the grasses 

The l>irdies cannot rest, 

And their hearts fly Lack at midnight 

To the hearts that ha,·e loved them best. 

An<l hovering near in the moonlight, 

Where in dreams at peace we lie, 

They sing us the old-world story 

Of lo\·e that can nc, er <lie. 
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OlTk PET.· . 

\\ ho ma.cl you. gentle lJirdi<'? 

\\'ho "aYC \'Oll winers tq Jh· . b .. ~ ... .,. 

1\bovc the Jlow'rs, ;1,!Jo, e the show'r:-

Up to the hright l1lue sky~ 

\\'ho watches you when w:nrn aslct~p · 
.\\')HiloH~S to StC you li,c ~ 

\Vho pities you when you an.: sad? . 

\\'ho sends the food I .gin~? · 

\Vho made me, gentle birdie? 

\\'ho ga"e me eyes to see 

The waves that flow, the flow'rs that l>lo\,·, 
The leaves upon the tree? 

Who gives me all things beautiful? 

\\'ho hears me when I pray, 
And wants me ~hvays to lie good; 

. And lore Him day by day? 

God made us, gentle birdie; 

God made lioth yon and me, 

And placed us in ·His lm·ely " ··o rl<l 

To hear, and feel , and see. 
So, -birdie, let me always be 

Gentle and kind to you, 

For all whom God ·bas made and loves 
Should loYe each other too. 
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U~TIL NEXT YEAR. 

l;ood-bye, dear swallows! you must go, 

The perfect summer days :1.re done· 

For us, the winter time and snow: 

For you a southern land and sun. 

Rut oh, the winter days ·will w,rne, 

An<l then the sweet May morn draws ne:i.r; 

Good-bye, good-bye! you'll come again: 

Good-bye, good-uye, until next ye,n ! 

And you who read, and I who write, 

Are standing at tl1e final stage; 

The hour is over. and the night 

Falls softly on the closing page. 

Your gentle faces fade from me· 

Your Yoices I no longer hear; 

Goud night! good-bye! or sl1all it Le 

Only "good-bye until next year~" 
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THE LAST LEAF. 

On the bare and desolate branches 

There is only one leaf lert no,Y, .. 

There is only one bird in the forest, 

That sings on the wintry bough. 

The children have gone and left us, 

Their songs into silence die; 

There is only my heart that is singing, 

And only this song-" good bye! " 
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