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S i n g  h e y !  f o r  t h e  b a t h  a t  t h e  c l o s e  o f  d a y
t h a t  w a s h e s  t h e  w e a r y  m u d  a w a y !
A  l o o n  i s  h e  t h a t  w i l l  n o t  s i n g :
O !  W a t e r  H o t  i s  a  n o b l e  t h i n g !
 

( A B B R E V I A T E D  V E R S I O N )



B E D T I M E  
T H O M A S  H O O D

T h e  e v e n i n g  i s  c o m i n g ,  t h e  s u n  s i n k s  t o  r e s t ,
T h e  r o o m s  a r e  a l l  f l y i n g  s t r a i g h t  t o  t h e  n e s t ,
“ C a w ! ”  s a y s  t h e  r o o k ,  a s  h e  f l i e s  o v e r h e a d ;
“ I t ’ s  t i m e  l i t t l e  p e o p l e  w e r e  g o i n g  t o  b e d ! ”

T h e  f l o w e r s  a r e  c l o s i n g ;  t h e  d a i s y ’ s  a s l e e p ;
T h e  p r i m r o s e  i s  b u r i e d  i n  s l u m b e r  s o  d e e p .
S h u t  u p  f o r  t h e  n i g h t  i s  t h e  p i m p e r n e l  r e d ,
I t ’ s  t i m e  l i t t l e  p e o p l e  w e r e  g o i n g  t o  b e d .  

“ G o o d n i g h t ,  l i t t l e  p e o p l e ,  g o o d n i g h t ,  a n d  g o o d n i g h t .  
S w e e t  d r e a m s  t o  y o u r  e y e l i d s  ‘ t i l  d a w n i n g  o f  l i g h t ,
T h e  e v e n i n g  h a s  c o m e ,  t h e r e ’ s  n o  m o r e  t o  b e  s a i d ,
I t ’ s  t i m e  l i t t l e  p e o p l e  w e r e  g o i n g  t o  b e d ! ”

T h e  b u t t e r f l y  d r o w s y ,  h a s  f o l d e d  i t s  w i n g ,
T h e  b e e s  a r e  r e t u r n i n g ,  n o  m o r e  t h e  b i r d s  s i n g ,
T h e i r  l a b o r  i s  o v e r ,  t h e i r  n e s t l i n g s  a r e  f e d ;
I t ’ s  t i m e  l i t t l e  p e o p l e  w e r e  g o i n g  t o  b e d !

H e r e  c o m e s  t h e  p o n y ,  h i s  w o r k  i s  a l l  d o n e ,
D o w n  t h r o u g h  t h e  M e a d o w  h e  t a k e s  a  g o o d  r u n ,
U p  g o  h i s  h e e l s  a n d  d o w n  g o e s  h i s  h e a d ,
I t ’ s  t i m e  l i t t l e  p e o p l e  w e r e  g o i n g  t o  b e d ! ”



T H E  B U T T E R  B E T T Y  B O U G H T
C A R O L Y N  W E L L S  

Betty  Bot ter  bought  some but ter
But  she  sa id  the  but ter ’ s  b i t ter ,
“ I f  I  put  i t  in  my  bat ter
I t  w i l l  make  my bat ter  b i t ter ,
But  a  b i t  o f  bet ter  but ter
Wi l l  make  my bat ter  bet ter .”

So  she  bought  some bet ter  but ter
Bet ter  than  the  b i t ter  but ter ,
And she  put  i t  in  her  bat ter
And her  bat ter  was  not  b i t ter ,
So  ’ twas  bet ter  Bet ty  Bot ter
Bought  a  b i t  o f  bet ter  but ter



B L O C K  C I T Y
R O B E R T  L O U I S  S T E V E N S O N

What  are  you  ab le  to  bu i ld  w i th  your  b locks?
Cast les  and  pa laces ,  temples  and  docks .
Ra in  may  keep  ra in ing,  and  others  go  roam,
But  I  can  be  happy  and  bu i ld ing  at  home.

Let  the  so fa  be  mounta ins ,  the  carpet  be  sea,  
There  I ' l l  es tab l i sh  a  c i ty  for  me:
A  k i rk  and  a  mi l l  and  a  pa lace  bes ide ,
And a  harbor  as  we l l  where  my vesse l s  may  r ide .

Great  i s  the  pa lace  w i th  p i l lar  and  wal l ,
A  sor t  o f  a  tower  on  top  o f  i t  a l l ,
And  s teps  coming  down in  an  order ly  way
To  where  my toy  vesse l s  l i e  sa fe  in  the  bay.  

Th is  one  i s  sa i l ing  and  that  one  i s  moored:
Hark  to  the  song  o f  the  sa i lors  on  board!
And see  on  the  s teps  o f  my  pa lace ,  the  k ings
Coming  and  go ing  w i th  presents  and  th ings !



T H E  B L U E B E L L

E M I L Y  B R O N T E  

The  B luebe l l  i s  the  sweetest  f lower
That  waves  in  summer  a i r :
I t s  b lossoms  have  the  might ies t  power
To  soothe  my  sp i r i t ’ s  care .

There  i s  a  spe l l  in  purp le  heath
Too  w i ld ly ,  sad ly  dear ;
The  v io le t  has  a  f ragrant  breath ,
But  f ragrance  w i l l  not  cheer ,

The  t rees  are  bare ,  the  sun  i s  co ld ,
And  se ldom,  se ldom seen;
The  heavens  have  los t  the i r  zone  o f  go ld ,
And  ear th  her  robe  o f  green.

And i ce  upon  the  g lanc ing  s t ream
Has  cast  i t s  sombre  shade;
And d i s tant  h i l l s  and  va l leys  seem
In  f rozen  mis t  ar rayed.

The  B luebe l l  cannot  charm me now,
The  heath  has  los t  i t s  b loom;
The  v io le ts  in  the  g len  be low,
They  y ie ld  no  sweet  per fume.

But ,  though  I  mourn  the  sweet  B luebe l l ,
’T i s  bet ter  far  away;
I  know how fas t  my  tears  would  swe l l
To  see  i t  smi le  to-day.

For ,  oh !  when  ch i l l  the  sunbeams fa l l
Adown that  dreary  sky ,
And  g i ld  yon  dank  and  darkened  wal l
With  t rans ient  br i l l iancy ;

How do  I  weep,  how do  I  p ine
For  the  t ime  o f  f lowers  to  come,
And turn  me f rom that  fad ing  sh ine ,
To  mourn  the  f i e lds  o f  home!



T H E  B L U E  M O U N T A I N S  

H E N R Y  L A W S O N

 
Above  the  ashes  s t ra ight  and  ta l l ,  
Through  ferns  w i th  mois ture  dr ipp ing,  
I  c l imb beneath  the  sandstone  wal l ,  
My  feet  on  mosses  s l ipp ing.  
L ike  ramparts  round  the  va l ley ' s  edge  
The  t in ted  c l i f f s  are  s tand ing,  
Wi th  many  a  broken  wal l  and  ledge,  
And  many  a  rocky  land ing.  
And  round  about  the i r  rugged  feet  
Deep  ferny  de l l s  are  h idden  
In  shadowed depths ,  whence  dust  and  heat  
Are  ban ished  and  forb idden.  
The  s t ream that ,  c roon ing  to  i t se l f ,  
Comes  down a  t i re less  rover ,  
F lows  ca lmly  to  the  rocky  she l f ,  
And  there  leaps  brave ly  over .  
Now pour ing  down,  now los t  in  spray  
When mounta in  breezes  sa l ly ,  
The  water  s t r ikes  the  rock  midway,  
And  leaps  in to  the  va l ley .  
Now in  the  west  the  co lours  change,  
The  b lue  w i th  c r imson  b lend ing;  
Beh ind  the  far  D iv id ing  Range,  
The  sun  i s  fas t  descend ing.  
And  mel lowed  day  comes  o 'er  the  p lace ,  
And  so f tens  ragged  edges ;  
The  r i s ing  moon's  great  p lac id  face  
Looks  grave ly  o 'er  the  ledges .



T H E  R O A D  T O  B U M P V I L L E  

E U G E N E  F I E L D  

Play  that  my  knee  was  a  ca l i co  mare
Saddled  and  br id led  for  Bumpv i l l e ;
Leap  to  the  back  o f  th i s  s teed  i f  you  dare ,
     And  ga l lop  away  to  Bumpv i l l e !

I  hope  you ' l l  be  sure  to  s i t  fas t  in  your  seat ,
For  th i s  ca l i co  mare  i s  prod ig ious ly  f leet ,
And  many  adventures  you ' re  l ike ly  to  meet
     As  you  journey  a long  to  Bumpv i l l e .

Th i s  ca l i co  mare  both  ga l lops  and  t rots
     Whi le  wh isk ing  you  o f f  to  Bumpv i l l e ;
She  paces ,  she  sh ies ,  and  she  s tumbles ,  in  spots ,
     In  the  tor tuous  road  to  Bumpv i l l e ;

And  somet imes  th i s  s t range ly  mercur ia l  s teed
Wi l l  sudden ly  s top  and  re fuse  to  proceed,
Which ,  a l l  w i l l  admit ,  i s  vexat ious  indeed,
     When one  i s  en  route  to  Bumpv i l l e !

She 's  scared  o f  the  cars  when  the  eng ine  goes  "Toot !"
Down by  the  cross ing  at  Bumpv i l l e ;
You'd  bet ter  look  out  for  that  t reacherous  brute
     Bear ing  you  o f f  to  Bumpv i l l e !

With  a  snor t  she  rears  up  on  her  h indermost  hee ls ,
And  executes  j igs  and  V i rg in ia  ree l s--
Words  fa i l  to  exp la in  how embarrassed  one  fee l s
     Danc ing  so  w i ld ly  to  Bumpv i l l e !

I t ' s  bumpytybump and  i t ' s  j igg i ty jog ,
     Journey ing  on  to  Bumpv i l l e ;
I t ' s  over  the  h i l l top  and  down through  the  bog
     You  r ide  on  your  way  to  Bumpv i l l e ;

I t ' s  rat t le tybang  over  bou lder  and  s tump,
There  are  r i vers  to  ford ,  there  are  fences  to  jump,
And the  corduroy  road  i t  goes  bumpytybump,
     Mi le  a f ter  mi le  to  Bumpv i l l e !

 Perhaps  you ' l l  observe  i t ' s  no  easy  th ing
     Mak ing  the  journey  to  Bumpv i l l e ,
So  I  th ink ,  on  the  whole ,  i t  were  prudent  to  br ing
     An  end  to  th i s  r ide  to  Bumpv i l l e ;

For ,  though  she  has  ut tered  no  protes t  or  p la int ,
The  ca l i co  mare  must  be  b lowing  and  fa int--
What 's  more  to  the  po int ,  I 'm b lowed i f  I  a in ' t !
     So  p lay  we  have  got  to  Bumpv i l l e !



B U T T E R C U P S  

W I L F R I D  T H O R L E Y  

There  must  be  fa i ry  miners
Just  underneath  the  mould ,
Such  wondrous  qua int  des igners
Who l i ve  in  caves  o f  go ld .  

They  take  the  sh in ing  meta ls
And  beat  them into  shreds ;
And  mould  them into  peta ls ,
To  make  the  f lowers ’  heads .  

Somet imes  they  mel t  the  f lowers
To  t iny  seeds  l ike  pear l s ,
And  s tore  them up  in  bowers
For  l i t t le  boys  and  g i r l s .  

And  s t i l l  a  t iny  fan  turns
Above  a  forge  o f  go ld ,
To  keep,  w i th  fa i ry  lanterns ,
The  wor ld  f rom growing  o ld .  



B U T T E R C U P S  A N D  D A I S I E S  

E L I Z A  C O O K  

I  never  see  a  young  hand  ho ld  
The  s tarry  bunch  o f  wh i te  and  go ld ,  
But  someth ing  warm and  f resh  w i l l  s tar t  
About  the  reg ion  o f  my  heart ;  -  
My  smi le  exp i res  in to  a  s igh ;  
I  fee l  a  s t rugg l ing  in  my  eye ,  
'Twix t  humid  drop  and  spark l ing  ray ,  
T i l l  ro l l ing  tears  have  won  the i r  way;  
For ,  sou l  and  bra in  w i l l  t rave l  back ,  
Through  memory 's  chequer 'd  mazes ,
To  days ,  when  I  but  t rod  l i fe ' s  t rack  
For  but tercups  and  da is ies .  
There  seems  a  br ight  and  fa i ry  spe l l
About  there  very  names  to  dwel l ;  
And  though  o ld  T ime has  mark 'd  my  brow
With  care  and  thought ,  I  love  them now.
Smi le ,  i f  you  w i l l ,  but  some hearts t r ings
Are  c losest  l ink 'd  to  s imples t  th ings ;  
And  these  w i ld  f lowers  w i l l  ho ld  mine  fas t ,
T i l l  love ,  and  l i fe ,  and  a l l  be  past ;
And  then  the  on ly  w ish  I  have
Is ,  that  the  one  who  ra i ses
The  tur f  sod  o 'er  me,  p lant  my  grave
With  but tercups  and  da is ies .



B U T T E R C U P S  A N D  D A I S I E S  

J O S E P H  H O R A T I O  C H A N T  

Buttercups  and  da is ies  growing  everywhere ,
In  the  f i e ld  o f  c lover ,  on  the  h i l l s ide  fa i r ,
And  in  love ly  va l ley ,  t i l l ed  w i th  greatest  care .  

Naughty  but  weeds  and  rubb ish ,  in  the  farmer ’ s  eyes ,
Drawing  o f f  the  nur ture  f rom the  gra in  they  pr ize ,
And  the i r  great  luxur iance  sore  the i r  pat ience  t r ies .  

But  the  dews  o f  heaven  g ive  them r ichest  b loom,
And the i r  smi l ing  beauty  dr ives  away  our  g loom;
For  such  l i t t le  beaut ies  sure ly  there  i s  room.  

In  th i s  wor ld  o f  sor row,  f lowers  ne ’er  b loom in  va in ,
Though they  in  the i r  b looming  sap  the  go lden  gra in ,
And  dr ink  in  the  mois ture  o f  the  la t ter  ra in ;

For  our  Heaven ly  Father  deemed i t  w i se  and  good
To  d i f fuse  th i s  beauty  w i th  the  gra in  for  food
And th i s  w ise  ar rangement  He  has  never  rued.

Teach ing  us  th i s  l esson  we  are  s low to  learn ;
Man l i ves  not  for  eat ing ,  nor  for  dut ies  s tern ,
But  to  serve  God’s  p leasure ,  then  to  H im return .  

Room for  joy  i s  g iven  and  for  purest  b l i s s ,
And  we  may  a l l  f ind  them in  a  wor ld  l ike  th i s ,
I f  our  a ims  are  sord id ,  a l l  th i s  go ld  we  miss ;

But  i f  we  are  fa i th fu l  and  to  God inc l ined,
See ing  H im in  nature ,  and  o f  heaven ly  mind,
A iming  to  be  l ike  H im,  and  by  grace  re f ined,

We sha l l  l i ve  forever  where  there  i s  no  g loom;
Though the  path  to  g lory  leadeth  through  the  tomb;
But  a  moment ’ s  darkness—f lowers  that  ever  b loom.  



T H E  C A S T L E - B U I L D E R  

H E N R Y  W A D S W O R T H  L O N G F E L L O W  

A gent le  boy ,  w i th  so f t  and  s i lken  locks ,
      A  dreamy boy ,  w i th  brown and  tender  eyes ,
A  cast le-bu i lder ,  w i th  h i s  wooden  b locks ,
      And  towers  that  touch  imaginary  sk ies .
A  fear less  r ider  on  h i s  fa ther ' s  knee ,
      An  eager  l i s tener  unto  s tor ies  to ld
At  the  Round Table  o f  the  nursery ,
      Of  heroes  and  adventures  mani fo ld .
There  w i l l  be  o ther  towers  for  thee  to  bu i ld ;
      There  w i l l  be  o ther  s teeds  for  thee  to  r ide ;
There  w i l l  be  o ther  legends ,  and  a l l  f i l l ed
      Wi th  greater  marve ls  and  more  g lor i f i ed .
Bu i ld  on ,  and  make  thy  cast les  h igh  and  fa i r ,
      R i s ing  and  reach ing  upward  to  the  sk ies ;
L i s ten  to  vo ices  in  the  upper  a i r ,
      Nor  lose  thy  s imple  fa i th  in  myster ies .


