
A  S O N G  F O R  A  M E R R Y  H A R V E S T  

E L I Z A  C O O K  

B r i n g  f o r t h  t h e  h a r p ,  a n d  l e t  u s  s w e e p  i t s  f u l l e s t ,  l o u d e s t  s t r i n g .
T h e  b e e  b e l o w ,  t h e  b i r d  a b o v e ,  a r e  t e a c h i n g  u s  t o  s i n g
A  s o n g  f o r  m e r r y  h a r v e s t ;  a n d  t h e  o n e  w h o  w i l l  n o t  b e a r
H i s  g r a t e f u l  p a r t  p a r t a k e s  a  b o o n  b e  i l l  d e s e r v e s  t o  s h a r e .
T h e  g r a s s h o p p e r  i s  p o u r i n g  f o r t h  h i s  q u i c k  a n d  t r e m b l i n g  n o t e s ;
T h e  l a u g h t e r  i s  t h e  g l e a n e r ’ s  c h i l d ,  t h e  h e a r t ’ s  o w n  m u s i c  f l o a t s .
U p !  U p !  I  s a y ,  a  r o u n d e l a y  f r o m  e v e r y  v o i c e  t h a t  l i v e s
S h o u l d  w e l c o m e  m e r r y  h a r v e s t ,  a n d  b l e s s  t h e  G o d  t h a t  g i v e s .  



H O M E  I N D E E D

D O U G L A S  M A L L O C H  

Draw up  a  cha i r  and  l ight  a  l ight
And f ind  a  book  to  read.
The  heavens  are  dark ,  and  w i ld  the  n ight ,
And  home i s  home indeed.  
The  louder  seems  the  w inter ’ s  i re
Ton ight ,  the  br ighter  seems  the  f i re ;
For  when  the  w int ry  s torms  beg in ,
The  more  the  comfort  here  w i th in .  

The  w ind  i s  a t  the  w indowpane,
The  w ind  i s  a t  the  door ;
I t  shakes  the  house  and  shakes  in  va in ,
For  loud  the  ch imney ’s  roar .  
And  h igher  leaps  the  cr imson  b laze
In  w inter  than  in  summer  days ;
The  more  the  weather  i s  unk ind,
A  greater  joy  w i th in  we  f ind .  

The  f i e lds  in  spr ingt ime  ca l l  us  for th ,
The i r  rosy  paths  to  roam;
But  when  the  w ind  i s  in  the  nor th ,
We p luck  the  rose  at  home.  
Perhaps  God sends  the  w int ry  hours
To  show that  there  are  other  f lowers ;
For  when  a  roof  and  f i re  you  need,
Ah,  then  a  home i s  home indeed!
 



T H E  L I T T L E  H O U S E  

E L I Z A B E T H  G O D L E Y  

In  a  great  b ig  wood  in  a  great  b ig  t ree
There ’ s  the  n ices t  l i t t le  house  that  cou ld  poss ib ly  be

There ’ s  a  t iny  l i t t le  knocker  on  the  t iny  l i t t le  door ,
And  a  t iny  l i t t le  carpet  on  the  t iny  l i t t le  f loor ;

There ’ s  a  t iny  l i t t le  tab le ,  and  a  t iny  l i t t le  bed,
And  a  t iny  l i t t le  p i l low for  a  t iny  weeny  head;

A  t iny  l i t t le  b lanket ,  and  a  t iny  l i t t le  sheet ,
And  a  t iny  water  bot t le  (hot )  for  t iny  l i t t le  feet .  

A  t iny  l i t t le  e iderdown;  a  t iny  l i t t le  cha i r ;
And  a  t iny  l i t t le  ket t le  for  the  owner  (when  he ’s  there ) .

In  a  t iny  l i t t le  larder  there ’ s  a  t iny  thermos  bot t le
For  a  t iny  l i t t le  greedy  man who  knows  the  Woods  o f  Pot t le .

There ’ s  a  t iny  l i t t le  peg  for  a  t iny  l i t t le  hat
And a  t iny  l i t t le  dog  and  a  t iny  t iny  cat .  

I f  you ’ve  got  a  t iny  house  and  you  keep  i t  sp ick  and  span,
Perhaps  there ’ l l  come to  l i ve  in  i t  a  t iny  l i t t le  man.

You may  not  ever  see  h im (He  i s  ext remely  shy ) :
But  i f  you  f ind  a  c rumpled  sheet ,
Or  p ins  upon  the  w indow seat ,
Or  see  the  marks  o f  t iny  feet
You’ l l  know the  reason  why.  


