Waking Up

Horses eat hay,

Cows eat corn,

What do you eat

When you wake up In the morn?
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Lmle Rabbn‘

One day | saw a little rabbit
Going hop, hop, hop.
| said, OHello, little rabbit.

Can you stop, stop, stop? O
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Pease Por'r'ldge Hot
Pease porridge hot,
Pease porridge cold,

Pease porridge Iin the pot,

Nine days old.

Some like 1t hot,
Some like 1t cold,
Some likke 1t In the pot,

Nine days old.
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a, e I, o, u

All are vowels

That 1S true

a, e, I, 0, U.
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The Big Black Bug

The big black bug
Bit the big black bear,
But the big black bear

Bit the big black bug back!
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The Smile Song

IOve got something in my pocket

That belongs upon my face.
| keep it very close at hand

In @ most convenient place.

| think you wouldnOt guess it
If you guessed a long long while,
So IOl take it out and put it on.

tO's a great big happy smile.
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One, Two, Three, Four, Five

One, two, three, four, five

Once | caught a fish alive.

Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,

Then | let him go again.

Bt
=" Why did you let him go?

Becasue he bit my finger so.

Which finger did he bite?
This little finger on the right.
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Over the hills

And far away.
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K. Over the hills

And far away.
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Hlppl‘l'y hop to #he Candy Shop
Hippity-hop to the candy shop,
To buy a stick of candy.

One for you, and one for me,

And one for brother Andy.
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Bat, Bat

Bat, bat, come under my hat,

And, 10l give you a slice of bacon.
And when | bake,
10l give you a cake,

If | am not mistaken.
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The Little Green Frog

Glack, gloon, went the little green frog one day.
Glack, gloon, went the little green frog.
Glack, gloon, went the little green frog one day.

And his eyes went glock, glack, gloon.
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Engine, Engine, Number Nine

Engine, engine, number nine,
Running on Chicago line.

If the train should jump the track,
Do you want your money back?

Toot-toot! Toot-toot!
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