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HESE little chansons, which take the place of nur-
jf ¢ sery rhymes in France, have been beloved by
+y generations of French children, for most of them
! are at least 2 hundred years old. They come to
America, bearing the lively, varied rhythms, now
gay and bounding in merriment, now sweet and
tender, which can well up from no single writer, but only from
the hearts of a whole people. There is more of the real France in
these rhymes than in volumes of more learned books. And what a
kaleidoscope of French lifc—shepherds and shepherdesses, now
from the dainty fancy of a Watteau, now from the rugged realicy
of a Jules Breton, peasants and princes, citizens and villagers, plough-
men and sailors, lawyers and millers, carpenters and blacksmiths,
duchesses and beggars! Now one wanders in shops and city squares,
where dames of Paris sweep all day; in a moment, presto! there is
the countryside—flowery meadows, green fields, and forests,
chateaux, thatched cottages and Gothic church spires This is
France and this is the French chanson.

May the rhythm of these poecms find an echo in the hearts of
the children of Americal




1o Peter and John

If a litele boy were to sail away,
Yea bo for the sailor boy!

He'd certainly come to France some day,
Yeo bo for the satlor boy!

B And there would be meadows, with daisies pied,
Where poppics red and blue corn-flowers hide,
And queer liccle cottages thatched wich straw, 3
Such hedgerows and church-spires as never you sawl 'ﬁ
But ah! no Peter or John would be there;

Nay, only a Jean, or perhaps a Pierre;

And they'd say “Bon jour!™ or they'd say, “Parlez vous?”
But never “Good day!” or “How do you do?” ﬁ'

o4 Ll =

Yet the sailor boy would not feel alone,
Yeo bo for the sailor boy! :

For in France he'd find some good friends of his own,

Yeo bo for the sailor boy! .
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There's dear D always saying Good-by!
And sweet Dame Tartine with her horses of piel
There’s lovely Rosina, the face-making belle,

And that very good fellow, Cadet Rouselle.

There's great la Palisse, as brave as bold,

Vi

And fair Coqueliquette, so big and so fat.

Ah, the sailor boy would not feel alone, F
i Yeo bo for the sailor boy! @
For in France he'd find some good friends of his own,
% Yeo bo for the sailor bay! -
There's Duchess Anne in her wooden shoes,
And the bold, brave boy who fled from cuckoos!
& There's Yverot's King, quite sim[_}]c :':Fld gay,
And he with the daughters so fair, Giroflay.
Oh, there is Pierrot by the light of the moon,
| And the King of Sardinia, fleeing too soon.
King Dagobert's there with his breeches on wrong, ﬁ?}
And other important heroes of song,
If Ah, the sailor boy would not feel alone,
Yeo bo for the sailor boy!
For in France he'd find some good friends of his own,
Yeo bo for the sailor boy! e
sl -l 2= “
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O Father Dear!
=1 O father dear,—

| Do ships at sea
& Have legs way down below?

gili 2 Of course they do,
- 3 { Little goosie, you!

S i

| For how clse could they go?
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Guilleri
There was a lictle fellow,
His name was Guilleree,— -
Carabee! 4
One day he went a-hunting,
For partndge hunted he,—
Carabee!
Tee-tee, carabee,
To-to, carabo!
Good fellow, Guilleree,
You do intend, youdo intend, to risk your lIﬁ:,I sr.::l




.....

To w.irch his d{:-gs a-running,
He climbed up in a tree,—
Carabee!
The branch began a-cracking,
And down fell Guilleree,—
Carabee!
Tee-tee, carabee,
To-to, carabo!
Good fellow, Guilleree,
You do intend, you do intend, to risk your life, I seel




We were ten maidens on the green,
Ready for to wed, I weenl
There was Jean,
There was Queen,
There were Claudine and Martine;
Ah! Ah!
Cathri-nette and Cathri-nah!
There was pretty, gay Suzon,
And the Duchess Montbazon;
There, also, was Madelaine,
And there was lovely Miss Dumaine!

The King's son came a-passing then,
Made a bow to all the ten;
Bowed to Jean,
Bowed to Queen,
Bowed ro Claudine and Martine;
Ah! Ahl
Cathri-nette and Cathri-nah!
Bowed to pretty, gay Suzon,
And the Duchess Montbazon,
Also bowed to Madelaine;
But ah! he kissed sweet Miss Dumaine.

# o Vitrrony fronds
. from France
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To cach he gave a gift so fine,
Gave a gift to one and ninel
Ring to Jean,
Ring to Queen,
Ring to Claudine and Martine;
Ahl Ahl
Cathri-nette and Cathri-nah!
Ring to pretty, gay Suzon,
And the Duchess Montbazon,
Ring also to Madelaine;
A diamond to Miss Dumaine!

And then he sent them all away,
Sent them all back home to stay.
Sent off Jean,
Sent off Queen,
Sent off Claudine and Martine.
Ah! Ah!
Cathri-nette and Cathri-nah!
Sent off precey, gay Suzon,
And the Duchess Montbazon.
Also sent off Madelaine;
But ah! he kept sweet Miss Dumaine!




N\ (S
R/ 2 NRoeaa
'I-!.i e ————

King Dagobert

King Dagobert once wore
His breeches turned hindside before.

Said Eloi, the friar:

“Oh, my King and Sire,

Those fine clothes on you

Are all wrong side to!”
The King said: “You don't say?
Then I'll turn them the other way!”

The ehair in this pictere war capred from

rhe golden throne ;}ng Dagebers which JT:T_‘T:T""

is ket im the reasure chawmber of the abbey ,:'n. Hurron fm-n‘!’.ri}
at Saint Denis, wear Paviv, wheed many of % _;l"-'"'fwn' LI

rhe kings and queens of France are buried. N ety P
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King Dagobert, the brave,
In winter-time never would shave.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
For your chin I hope
You'll soon buy some soap!”
The King replied: “Ayel Aye!
Just lend me two sous and I'll buyl”

King Dagobert, so bold,
Went forth as a hunter, I'm told.
Said Eloi, che friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
Your poor checks are white
And you're breathless quite!”
The King replied: “Burt see,
Thart rabbit’s a-chasing of mel”
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King Dagobert, 1 hear,
Put his wig on over one ear.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
Now your wig looks queer,—
"Twas made wrong, 1 fearl”
The King said: “So I see!
What but a new wig can help me?”

King Dagobert, our Lord,
Once got him a handsome steel sword
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
You might prick your toe
On that thing, you know ™
The King said: “So I could!
Then bring me a sword made of wood

King Dagobert of yore
Set out for to hunt the wild boar.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
To chase the cuckoo
Would be more like youl”
The King said: “In chat case,
Take care then, "tis you I will chasel”




King Dagobert, ah me!
Once thought he'd adventure to sea
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
You might tumble in
Way up to your chin!”
The King replied: “To think
Men might say I'd gone there to drinkl

King Dagobert was seen
A-wearing his best coat of green.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
You have, I believe,
A hole in your sleevel”
The King said: “Can it be?
Your coat’s good, so lend it to mel”

King Dagobert at times
Made up the most halting of rhymes.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
Tis but geese, you know,
Who make songs, ho! hol”
The King replied: “I see;
"Tis you then shall make them for me!”
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i King Dagobert set forth
1 One cold day to conquer the carth.
Said Eloi, the friar:
“Oh, my King and Sire,
MNow, alas! whart if
You should freeze quite sdffI”
The King replied: “Ah, true! i
I'd better stay home here with you!” |

King Dagobert, the hero of this ridiculous rhyme, was in reality a grear and good King of France.
He came to the throne in 628 A, D. and was the last worthy descendant of Clovis, betore t::: line, the
Merovingians, fell under the iron rule of their Mayors of the Palace. It was King Dagobert's custom
to journcy throughout his kingdom on horseback, stopping everywhere in towns and villages to hear
the complaints of the people and to render justice. 5o kindly, just and beloved was he, that for gen-
crations he was called the grear King Dagobere. This song, one of the best-known in France, arose a
thousand years or more after his time, a Fact which accounts for the ridiculous combination of seven-
teenth century wigs and breeches with the robes of the seventh century.

¢ dom ror Da-go- berd, A - vast sa r‘l—fﬂ#;:i len - vere bon roi Da. o
Le Bdon roi Da- go- berf, Fai- saif peu sa barbe en Af - ver; Le bom rod Da-go-
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Pingo, Pango,
Nuts are Good!

Way back home there is 2 wood,
Pingo, pango, nuts are good;—
Where once two little rabbits stood—
Bee-be-lin, Bee-be-lo,
Po-po,
La gay-na-go,
Ho, nuts are good!

=20k T,
1 R

Pingo, pango, nuts are good;—
They hopped off fast as rabbits could!
Bee-be-lin, Bee-be-lo,
Po-po,
La gay-na-go,
Ho, nuts arc good!

Don't hunt rabbits in the wood,
Pingo, pango, nuts are good;—

Bee-be-lin, Bee-be-lo,
Po-pa,
La gay-na-go,
Ho, nuts are good!

______




Have We

Ecﬂ’fﬁﬂ_}’ Children to Wed

So many children to wed have we, S
OQur attic’s full of them, you see! o
Ah, great heavens, now tell me, pray, | o8

How to marry all these away!

it
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4 There was once a dame called Tartine,
1 Had a butter palace, "tis said.
1 Oh, its walls were all of white flour,
And its floors were crisp gingerbread.
Unless I mistake,
Her bed-room was cake!
She slept every night
On a biscuir light!
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When she sallied forth to the town, | ﬂa%

| She'd a bonnet fine as a king's; B
| Of good grape preserve was the crown, .I - o
Of sweet ribbon candy the strings! . ey
Her carriage, 'twould scem, 1 (A::

Was all of ice cream; i i

Her horses, O my! i &

Each one a cold piel 1 El
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Now her husband, Mister Gimbletre,
Wore a fine white cheese on his head;
And their daughter,sweet Charlotte Russe,
Had 2 nose of cherry jam red!

Her best party gown

Had bands up and down,

Festoons made with art,

Of apricot tare!

Curled and frizz'd, young Prince Lemonade
Came in style to sue for her hand;
Hair all garnished with marmalade,

Trimmed with gems of baked apples grand! [ S :

The crown on his head
Was cookies, "tis said.
He bore as bouquet,

A fine raisin spray!




His strong fiery guards made one quake;
They were pickles and peppers hot;
Oh, of onions sharp were their swords,
From their guns "twas mustard they shot!
On her choc’late throne

Fair Charlottc sat down;

Her pockets, they say,

Streamed forth sweets all day!

Un paco allegro
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A “Bold “Brave “Boy

I passed by a wood one day,
Twas where the cuckoos stay—
"“Twas where the cuckoos stay;
And in their pretty song they say:
“Cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckool”
But II thought those cuckoos said:
“Cook you! Cook you! Cook you! Cook youl
And from that place [ fled, fled, fled, fled,—
I straightway fled awayl

I passed by a pond one day,

Twas where young ducklings play—

"Twas where young ducklings play;
And in their simple song chey say:

“Quack quack! quack quack! quack quack! quack quack!”
But I thought those ducklings said:

“W hack Jack! whack whack! whack whack! whack whackl”
And from that place I fled, fled, fled, fled,—

[ straightway fled away!

I passed by a home one day,
Twas where sweet music rang—
"Twas where sweet music rang;
And softly thus a good dame sang:
“Bye-bye! bye-bye! bye-bye! bye-bye!”
But I--I thought that good dame said:
“Bite boy! bite boy! bite boy! bite boy"
And from that place I fled, fled, fled, fled,—
I straightway fled away!
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Sir, What Have You Seen?

Sir, what have you seen?
Dame, I've scen a sighe!
Saw an ox lift his legs
Dancing lightly on eggs,
Never breaking one!
What a fib, my son!

Sir, what have you seen?
Dame, I've seen a sight!
Saw a frog in the sun—
With a distaff she spun,
Getting rich by a ditch!
What a fib, my son!

Sir, what have you seen?
Dame, I've seen a sightl
Saw a fly do tricks,
With paving bricks
On his nose, just for fun!
What a fib, my son!
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Cadet Rousselle
Cadet Rousselle has houses three,
But none that has a roof, Ah, me!
Therein he lets the swallows dwell.
What say you of Cadet Rousselle?
Oh! Oh!
Oh, 'u1s quite so!
Cader Rousselle's a fine fellow!
Cadee Rousselle has three ;:md coats,
One paper one, on which h

¢ dotes.
He wears his paper coat, you know,

Whene'er it storms with hail or snow!

Oh! Oh!

- Oh, ‘tis quite sol

25
Cadet Rousselle’s a fine fellow!
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Cadet Rousselle has three old hats,
Two ugly round ones black as bats;

Oh! Oh!
Oh, tis quite so!
Cader Rousselle'’s a fine fellow!

Cadet Rousselle has three old shoes:
Two for his feet he needs must use:
The third one has no sole whate'er, -
That one he gives his sweet to wear
Oh! Oh!
Oh, ’tis quite so!
Cadet Rousselle’s a fine fellow!

The third's three-cornered, so ‘tis said,—
It took its shape straighe from his head!

W
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Cadet Rousselle has three fine cats;
They never go a-catching rats!
The third, without a candle, mark!
Climbs to the attic in the dark!
Oh! Oh!
Oh, 'tis quite sol
Cadet Roussclle's a fine fellow!

Cadet Rousselle’s three dogs beware!
One hunts the rabbit, one hunts hare.
The third whene'er he's called, they say,
Doth straightway run the other way!
Oh! Oh!
Oh, 'tis quite sol
Cadet Roussclle’s a fine fellow!

7"—-"‘"——\—\.
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Cader Rousselle, a sword has he,
"Tis long, but rusty as can be;
He never secks a quarrel then,
Save with a sparrow or a wren!
Oh! Oh!
Oh, 'tis quirte so!
Cadet Rousselle’s a fine fellow!

Cadet Rousselle has pennies three
Wherewith to pay his debts, you see.
He shows how he can pay and then
Puts in his purse those coins again!
Oh! Oh!
Oh, ’tis quite sol
Cadet Rousselle’s a fine fellow!
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Cadet Rousselle has three eyes, too,
Onelookstoward "Caen; one toward "Bayeux;
The third,—no man has guessed it yet,
The third is what but his lorgnette!
Oh! Oh!
Oh, 'tis quite so!
Cadet Rouselle’s a fine fellow!

*Caen and Bayeux are two quaint old towns in Nor-
mandy. Caen posscsses two beautiful Norman abbeys
nearly nine hundred years old. One was buile by William
the ueror, the sturdy old Norman who sailed across
the En Esh Channel and conguered England in the year
1066, 'fh: other was built by his wife, Mathilda.

Baycux is most interesting because it possesses in a lictle
house near the cathedral a famous picce of embroidery,
called the Baycux tapestry, which gives the entire story
of the Norman Congquest, with Harold, the Saxon hero,
William the Morman, and all their men outlined by
needlework in the queerest, most angular figures. This
piece of embroidery is a narrow strip, so long thatit takes
an hour to walk its length and examine the whole of it.

Caen and Bayeux are still among the most famous towns
of Normandy.
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Ho, Pretty Dames
4 Ho, pretty dames, where are you going, pray?

Shoemaker fair, we're out to walk today. P
| Ho, pretty dames, you'll wear out your fine shoes! |
Shoemaker fair, then mend them if you choose. |
Ho, pretty dames, who'll pay me for them, pray?
| Shoemaker fair, the one you catch shall pay!
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Mr. Punch

Booh! see who's herel
Punchinello,
My Ma'mselle-O!

Booh! sce who's herel

Tis good Mr. Punch who's here!

— Qddly he's made,

e But he'll do you no wrong! o h
@/ ARV He only hopes w v"u_" ﬁ:
7 To sing for you a song! @;I N
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Booh! scc who's herel
Punchincllo,
My Ma'mselle-Of
Booh! see who's herel
Tis good Mr. Punch who's herel

Joyous all day,

He loves to skip and dance;
To sing at play,

To balance and to prance.

Booh! secec who's here!
Punchinello,
My Ma'mselle-Ol

Booh! see who's herel

Tis good Mr. Punch who's here!

Crowds shout and laugh,
When he humps up his back,
Plays monkey tricks,

And goes strut, scrut, good lack!

Booh! see who's herel
Punchinello,
My Ma'mselle-Of

Booh! sce who's herel

"Tis good Mr. Punch who's here!
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By the Shining Moonlight |

“By the shining moonlight,
O my friend, Pierrot,

Lend thy pen for writing
Just 2 word below.

I've burned out my candle,

: And my fire’s out too;

1 Come! thy door pray open!

1 Goodness sake, now dol”

By the shining moonlight,
Thus friend Pierrot said:
“I've no pen to lend you,
And I've gone to bed.
Go to my next neighbor’s,
She's at home tonight,—
In her kitchen—look you!
Some one strikes a lighe!”

| i i § L

Mon a - mi  Pier- ret,. Pra-te - moi Ia
Pier-rot  ré - pen - dit: Je nwr pan de
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Harlequin

] Harlequin his shop is holding
o Under that great parasol;
See, he draws a crowd of people,
Come to buy things at his stall
Yes, Mister Po,
Yes, Mister lee,
Yes, Mister shee,
Yes, Mister nell,
Yes, Mister Po-li-chi-nelle!*

| Harlequin sells sticks of licrice

| Waorth more than your stick, tis said;

| And less noisy than you surely,
W Are his men of gingerbread!
Yes, Mister Po,
Yes, Mister lee,
Yes, Mister shee,
Yes, Mister nell,
Yes, Mister Po-li-chi-nelle!

*Polichinelle is the French name for Punch.
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Little Marionettes

They do so, so, so,
Little marionettes, Ohol
They do so, so, so,
Turn three times and then they go!
Au revoir!

7 Eou b diolog micordoos sniivs ATaat fomlfont, fomt. Tvocaytiti fonse el tios ond.

3

Ainsi_font, font,
They do 5o, so, so, Little marionettes, 0 ho! They do 30, so, so Turnihree limesand then they go.

This is a game like pat-a-cake for young children. Both hands are held up and kept turning in singing,
""They do so, so, s0,”" and for the Iwufim:s following, to show how the marionettes dance. Wi:ﬁ tfc
last line, “*“Tum three times and then they go," the hands are brought together in front, and rolled
over cach other three times, then spread ourt far apart, as in a farewell bow, with the word, au revoir!
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Farni Plump’s young daughter bright,

Big and fat, bur most polite,
Coq’liquette,—

He did wed her to Pierrot;

Coq'liquette and Coq'licot.

His gift to her, now if you please,

Was some butter, bread and cheese,
Coq’liquette,—

And some salt in a sabort;

Coq'liquette and Coq'licot.

The Notary was Bow-Legs there,

Mister One-Eye was the Mayor,
Coq'liquette,—

Groom’s best man was Pigeon-toe;

Coq'liquette and Coq'licot




In Our ‘Uillage

In our village
There's a learned advocate;
Three young women came to him,
To sectle their debate.
Skip now, advocate, you ninny!
Skip you, skip you, skip you, advocate!

The poor advocate
Was taken by surprise,
To have studicd for so long,
And never grown more wise!
3kip now, advocate, you ninny!
Skip you, skip you, skip you, advocate!

There peasants
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—. || Straight men and bandy-legged, crooked of knee,
= | But,—nary one with such fine legs as youl

T T T T e T S T e

| There, with your hands in your pockets, you'll sce,

Happy Journey, Dear Dumollet!
Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
OIf to St. Malo sail safely away!

Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
And if you like us, come back some fine day!

Wise men and simpletons pass, not a few;
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Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
Off to St. Malo sail safely away!
Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
And if you like us, come back some fine day!

There sly young fellows will play waggish tricks;
Rogues! They will laugh at you under your nose!
Look out for spaniels and poodle-dogs, too,

Lest they come rubbing against your new hose!
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St. Malo was a very nice place indeed for Mr. Dumallet to be scuting out for. It is an old walled ciey
on the sea in Brircany with huge old towers at its gates. Before the walls lics a fine stretch of beach,

where all sores of people promenade in summer. OfF the shore are lircle islands of huge, gray, granite
rocks, and on the bluc sca may always be scen beautiful sailing vessels. )
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Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
Off to St. Malo sail safely away!
Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
And if you like us, come back some fine day!

=| Winds of the sea very stormy may be;

Take care to keep those blue socks of yours dry!
" And when you're tired of that place over there,
Y Pray you, come back safe and sound, by and by.

Happy journcy, dear Dumollay!
Off to St. Malo sail safely away!
Happy journey, dear Dumollay!
And if you like us, come back some fine d;}rr .
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There is a Little Grenadier
There is a lictle grenadier
With rosy cheek and tan:
He wears his bonnet on one ear
Like any soldier man.
Ho, shoulder arms, and sword at sidel
He's marching with a soldier's stride!
Rum-tum-tee-tum-tum,
Beat of the drum.
See there the guardsmen now advance.
Forward, ye bold grenadiers of France.
Advance, ye grenadiers! Advance!
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It is Dame Michelle,

Who has just lost her cat,

And from her window cries:
“Pray who will bring him back?”
*Tis comrade Lustucru,

Who says: “Now don't booh hooh! }
Come, come, good Dame Michelle, Kk
Your cat’s not lost to you!”

It is Dame Michelle,

Who crics out once again:

“Oh, is my cat not lost?

You must have found him then!”
"Tis comrade Lustucru,

Who says to her, “Quite true!

If you will pay the price,

I'll bring him back to you!”
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It is Dame Michelle,
Who begs the rogue like this:
“QOh, bring me back my car,
And I'll give you a kiss!”
“He's hunting in my barn

For rats,” cries Lustucru,
“Armed with his litcle sword,
And wooden sabre, too!”
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A lcss interesting, bur more common ending, in place of the last four lincs, is this: "Tis rascal
Lustucre, who says, “That price won't dol I called your cat a hare, and sold him for a soul”
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| My pretty, if we two should to the greenwoods go,

| There we'd stroll at leisure and there we'd cat,—

You've enchant—enchanted me, my sweet!

My Prerty, If We Two Should
to the Greenwoods CGo!

We would eat the nuts, nuts, nuts, heighol

Nick, nack, no, muse!

My heart, with ev’ry bea,
Now is yours complete.

My pretty, if we two should to the bakeshop go,

We would eat the cakes and pies, heigho!

There we'd stroll at leisure and there we'd ecat,—
Nick, nack, no, muse!

You've enchant—enchanted me, my sweetl
My heart, with ev'ry bear,
Now is yours complete.
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My

| You've enchant—enchanted me, my sweetl

[ 1 azt o o —

, if we two should to a garden go,

We would sing all day with a ho! heighol

All the flowers abloom with our songs we'd greer. —
Nick, nack, no, muse!

You've enchant—enchanted me, my sweet!
My heart, with ev'ry beat,
Now is yours complete.

My pretey, if we two should to the river go,

We would watch the ducklings swim, heigho!

There at leisure watch how they ply their feet,—
Nick, nack, no, muse!

My heart, with ev'ry beat,
Now is yours complete.
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Guod Day, Pretty Rosina

Good day, pretty Rosinal
Pray now, how do you do?
Ah, but you make such faces,—
Tell me, what's wrong with you!

Tis, O alack! that my friend's gone away!
That's what is making —
That’s what 1s making,—
Tis, O alack! that my friend's gone away!
That’s what is making me sad today!

el

Bon-gour  bel-lv Ro-gi-ne, Com- -u-m‘. vousporfes-vons?Fous me _.rm‘..fu'.;fq--;"_":
Good - day,  pretly Hosi-na, Pray now huw:h}‘wdu Ak, but  yoonmake suchfaces,
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?i'ﬁ_Eh':E:u:—H' '

o gui me cau-ge, ﬂhlmna-m’gl'kﬂmhﬂ mafin, Ceguimecasse Mendu chagrin.
Thats what is making "Tis that my friend that my friends gone away, That's what s making me sad to - day.
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On the "Bridge of Avignon

On the bridge of Avignon, :
There they're dancing! There they're dancing! |
| On the bridge of Avignon,
There they're dancing in a ring!
Gentlemen do this way;
Then again do this way!

On the bridge of Avignon,
There they're dancing! There they're dancing!
On the bridge of Avignon,
There they're dancing in a nng!
Ladies all do this way;
Then again do this way!

R S
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Avignon is a beautiful ¢ity on the banks of the river Rhone in southern France. It is so very old chat
it was an important town nearly two thousand years ago, in the days when France was called Gaul, and
was owned by the Romans. There is to this day an interesting old bridge in Avignon, where doubtless
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On the bridge of Avignon,
-+ There they're dancing! There they're dancing!
; On the bridge of Avignon,

There they're dancing in a ring!
Nursemaids all do this way;
Then again do this way!

| On the bridge of Avignon,

| There they're dancing! There they're dancing!
| On the bridge of Avignon,

=+ There they're dancing in a ring!

Organ-men do this way;

Then again do this way!

Exn . C,
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encrations of lords and ladies, organ-men and nursemaids, have danced ro their hearts’ content.
E’hi; interesting old bridge still stands there, and every year the people of Avignon hold a festival
and gather on the bridge o dance and sing this old song.
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My Father's Given a
Man to Me

My father's givin a man to me,
Good lack that man!
That lictle man!

One tiny leaf his clothes might be.
Good lack that man!
Great heav'ns how wee!

Standing on that small plate is he,
Good lack that manl!
That little man!

“Hal” thinks the cat, “a mouse I sce!”

Good lack that man!
Great heav'ns how wee!
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Nowl she's run off with him, Ah mel!
Good lack that man!
That little man!

() chase her! Chase her! Set him free!
Good lack that man!

Great heav'ns how weel

é_,i Miﬁu;}-ﬁ—t—_.l.— Jj,:.—.f—ﬂ
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There Was Once a Schooner

Oh, there was once a schooner

With thirty sailors free,
With thirty sailor men on the shore of Belle Isle,
With thirty sailor men down beside the seal

Now what's the trouble, pretty?
i What makes you cry,— Ah me!
gl What makes you cry so much on the shore of Belle Isle?
- What makes you cry so much down beside the sea?
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Do you weep for your father,

Or mother,—can it be?
Or for some cousin dear on the shore of Belle Isle,
Or for some cousin dear down beside the sca?

I'm weeping for a schooner

With sails set out to sea,
With sails set to the wind on the shore of Belle Isle,
With sails set to the wind down beside the seal

It's gone away for trading,

And carried off from me
My sweetheart, sweetheart, sweet, on the shore of Belle Isle, [f
My swecthecart, sweetheare, sweet, down beside the seal

Belle Isle is an island off the south coast of PBrittany.
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Margoton takes her jug;
O to the well she’s gone.
The well's deep! She falls in!

Alas, what has she done! :
“Ail Ail Ail Ail” ¥

So says Margoton. :
—_— - ST @@
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The well’s deep! She falls inl
Alas, what has she done!
Ah, lo! three handsome youths
Come passing by anon.
“Ail Ail Ail Ail”
So says Margoton.

Ah, lo! three handsome youths
Come passing by anon.
“What will you give us, pray,
To pull you our?” cries one.
“Ail Ail Ail Ail”
So says Margoton

“What will you give us, pray,
To pull you out?” cries one.
“A kiss as good as gold
To ev'ry mother's son
Ail A1l Ail Ail”
So says Margoton.
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To Paree, to Paree

"#4| To Paree, to Parce,

On 2 fine gray pony weel

To Verdun, to Verdun,
On a lietle pony brownl

To Cambrai, to Cambrai,
On a lictle pony bay!

Now come back, now come back,
On a licdle pony black!
Slow, slow,  slow, slow,
Trot, trot, trot, trot,
And gallop!  And gallop!

e P R

A Pa - ris, & Pa - ris, Sar un Sl 11

A Ver - dum, & Yer = dun, Sor un P = it

A Cam = brai, a Cam - brai, Sor un pe = i

Bt-v - mpens anm ma - wmoir Sor ao pe o= Lt
SFEAN:

Au pas! Au pas! Au trot! Aum trol! An galep! Am galep!

Bair.

Verdun is a fortified town in the north of France. Though battered by months of cannon fire, ic

withstood onc of the greatest assaults in history in 191 j:
Germans marched coveard Paris. Cambrat 1s anocher ol
walls and towers still :t.lmfing.
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ﬂ Miller, You S efﬁ'e

Miller, you sleep,
And your mill
Goes too quickly!
Miller, you sleep.
And your mill
Goes too fastl

Meu -nisr, tu-dors Tonmoo-lin va frep wi-te, Mev-nier, to-dors Ton moa-lin va trop fort.
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“Bye-lo, “Baby, ‘Bye!

Bye-lo, baby, bye,
Hush thee now and do not cry!
There's a2 hen all whirte,
In the barn tonight!
She is going to make cocoa
For the baby who goes bye-lo.
Bye-lo, my little chickie,
Bye-lo, my chickie-o!
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The Little Cock

Tick, tack, tock,

Whar's that rapping weak?

Rick, rack, rock,

"Tis a lictle beak.
Crick, crack, crock,
Egg shell breaking, dears;
Frick, track, frock,
Now a claw appears.
Click, clack, clock,
There's a lictle cock!

P— —t

- . i .,
e Murrory fronds %
X ] -
W, el SrOeee

o

-

e, o

by o

3

.

TA wEE RS ware suges ired J:-r o paintieg carlfead

“ira r ir:"-..rt ﬂr!m.r .flrjr;rr I_I'u_p.'ur: Fra B
Chardin [:E'g,- 177 1]-';'1" greateit of French artaits
i pi painting of sermes from bowme fife. His
work, dbewerer, resmained irile woriced on b
ownt day, whon peaple loved besr e favciful
Sigures of Waticaw and Bascher.



o

Long Live Wooden Shoes
- j ; It was Anne of Brittany,
= In her wooden shoes;
st Home from her rich lands came she,
In wooden shoes, O-tira-leel

Ah! Ah! Ah!
Long live wooden shoes!

This figure ir faken frem aun ancieat R
perreair of Anne of Drisrany found in a o g
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Home from her rich lands came she,
In her wooden shoes:

Round her lords of high degree,

In wooden shoes, O-tira-lee!
Ah! Ah! Ah!

Long live wooden shocs!

‘Round her lords of high degree,
In their wooden shoes;

At the gate of Rennes they be,

In wooden shoes, O-tira-lec!
Ah! Ah! Ah!

Long live wooden shoes!

At the gate of Rennes they be, R
In cheir wooden shoes; a
There are handsome captains three,
In wooden shoes, O-tira-lee!
Ah! Ah! Ah!
Long live wooden shocs! cﬁ; ﬁ.ﬁa

There are handsome caprains three,
In their wooden shoes;
Bearing her a gift, you see,
In wooden shoes, O-tira-lec!
Ah! Ah! Ah!

Long live wooden shoes!

-

Bearing her a gift, you see,
In cheir wooden shoes;
Tis a sprig of vervain wee, ‘f
In wooden shoes, O-tira-lee! :
Ah! Ah! Ah!
Long live wooden shoces!

— e

T T T T i

The cremivie, st a crown awd ermin
fatls abaré, was fhe coaf of aoms of

- o
o o Lurron fnomd Awne af Drivtrass

€ v France 3
'-‘; (H -;f?



% | Tis a sprig of vervain wee,

25 I:Pt?lﬁir wooden shoes;

| “If it blooms a queen you'll be,
In wooden shocs, O-tira-lee!”

\ Ah! Ah! Ah!
Long live wooden shoces!

¥'| “If it blooms a queen you'll be,

In your wooden shoes!”

= = It has bloomed, that vervain wee,
- 4b | In wooden shocs, O-tira-leel

Aol Ah! Ah! Ah!

| Long live wooden shoes!

| It has bloomed, that vervain wee,
In her wooden shoes!
| Wedding France's king is she,
In wooden shoes, O-tira-lee!
Ah! Ah! Ah!
Long live wooden shoes!

| Wedding France's king is she,
o In her wooden shoes!
| Bretons lose their fair ladye,
| In wooden shoes, O-tira-lee!
i Ah! Ah! Ah!
- | Long live wooden shoes!

| The young Duchess Anne, heiress of the fair prov-
| ince of Brittany, was carried off from under the very §
| nose of old Maximilian of Austria, who wished o
= gain all her rich lands b}_‘lwcdding her, and married
o to the youth, Charles V11T of France, in 1491, thus
| finally uniting the duchy of Brivtany co France. Al 558
through the fincst chateaux of France, memories of
her, statues, pictures, and emblems of her linger to
| thisday.
1 Renoes was once the capical of Brittany, and the
| Dukes of Brictany were crowned there. It still has
o] its old walls, towers and gartes of the middle ages, a

Ericm:uqm spot in the most picturcsque province of
ance.
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Pretty fPap}‘.fy O J@Lﬁdm

I wandered all my garden through,
To pick roscmary and the rue;—
Pretty poppy, Ob my ladies!
Pretty poppy, frech with dew!

I picked three sprays, but just so few,
When Nightingale to my hand flew,
Pretey poppy, Ob my ladies!
Preeey poppy, fresh with dew!

He spoke three words in latin true,
He said, “Men are not worth a soul”
Pretty poppy, Ob my ladies,
Pretty poppy, fresh with dew!

He said, “Men are not worth a sou!
And boys are worth as little, too!—"
Pretty pappy, Ob my ladies!
Pretey poppry, fresh with dew!

Of ladies nothing “twas he knew,

“But girls,” said he, “are fine, coo, cool”
Preery poppy, Ob my lLadies!
Pretty poppy, fresh with dew!

o ;':.T-r?n Frrcencis
front franco




Comrade, When I Start A-Dancing

Comrade, when I start a-dancing,

Don't you find my dance entrancing?
Now we go here, now we gothere,—
Hil it goes right well, my comrade!
Now we go there,now we go here,—
Hi! it goes right well, my dear!

Twist and turn! Come twirling after,—

Oh, I think Tl die wich laughter!
Now we go here, now we go there,—
Hi! it goes right well, my comrade!
Now we go there, now we go here,—
Hi! it goes right well, my dear!

e hurrony Yronds
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The King of Yvetor

There was a King of Yvetot,
But little known in story;
He snored righe early, slepe righe late,
And what cared he for glory?
By simple John crowned one fine day,
In a plain cotton cap, his way,
they say—

Oh, ring a ding!

O cheer, cheer, cheer!

What a nice licele King

Is here, here, here!
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He ate each day his four square meals,
| In his thatched palace humble,
And 'stride a donkey, slow of heels,
He rode out, stumble, stumble.
With faith in all and trusc profound,
He took but one guard on his round,—
his hound —

Oh, ring a ding!

O cheer, cheer, cheer!

What a nice little King

Is here, here, here!

He had no wish to fight for land—
As neighbor he'd no flaw—
And best of kings, he gave command:
“Make merry—that’s my law!l”
Ah! while he lived 'tis not denied
His jolly good folk never sighed,
nor cried —

Oh, ring a ding!

O cheer, cheer, cheer!

What a nice little King

Is here, here, here!




His portrait’s even now preserved,
That prince with friendly grin;
Hung out as sign 't may be observed
Before a famous inn.
There oft on feast days shouts arisc.
The crowd his kind face then espics,
and cnes:

“Oh, ring a ding!

O cheer, cheer, cheer!

What a nice lictle King

Is here, here, here!”

Yverot is an old, old town in Normandy, From the bf-
teenth to the middle of the sixteenth centuries, the lords
of Yverot bore the title King, and owed no service to the
Kings of France. It is by this very song, however, that the
]u[lE old town of Yveror is best known to the world.
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Little Christophe

I went to walk one day so fine
Down by the sca in bright sunshine.

Whom should I meer but small Christophe,

Dressed in his suit of gay silk stuff.
A pretty band of red
Made fine the hat upon his head.

Said I to him: “Why is it, pray,
You're all dressed up in chis grand way?”

| Little Christophe then raised his head;
| “There’s a grand fére in town,” he said

“A party there's to be
At Uncle Michael's home, you sce!”

What then should hap but at chat time

‘| His little dog played romp with mine.

Ah! Ah! Christophe to anger quick,—

| He thought to give his dog a kick.

As he did, sad to tell,

| He stubbed his toe and down he fell.
| Said I to him: “Christophe, my friend,

"Twas only thus your wrath could end.
You're served quite right for acting so,
To wish to kick vour dog, you know,
You've soiled your hat,” I said,
“And lost your band of lovely red!”
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La Palisse

Gentlemen, hark to the song
Of the great Palisse,—pray do!

He'll delight you, I am sure,—
If he only pleases you

La Palisse was poor at birth;
Ah! his early days were rough,

But he never lacked a thing,—
Just as soon as he'd enough!

He was taught with greatest care,
And was so polite, ‘ts said,

That he ne’er put on his hat
Without covering his head.

He was gentle, too, and kind,
Like his father, wise and sage,

And was never, never Cross,—
Save when he was in a rage.

His hair was a lovely gold,
And it shone bright as the sun;
He'd have been the best of men,—
If he'd been the only onc!
He had such a noble air

That he pleased both high and low.
The King would have made him duke,

If he'd chosen to do sol
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He sometimes sailed in a boat,
For at all times he was grand.
When he journeyed on the sea,
He would never go by land!
He bad servants rarely trained,
Serving wondrous fine croquettes,
And they never left out eggs,
When they made him omelettes!

He set out to run a race,
In a tournament onc day.
When he came before the King,
He was not behind, chey say!
As he rode a great black horse,

And 'twas there that he was scen
By cach one who looked at him!

All the maids thought him quite trim,
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When he wished to live in peace,
To the country he went down.
One would then have wasted time,
To have looked for him in town!
He was married to a maid,
And he loved her all his life.
On the day that they were wed,
He took her to be his wife.
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Adventures

I'm a jolly little man,

| And polite as you can see;

Oh, of candy, cake and jam

I'm as fond as I can bel

If you would give me some sweet,

Surely 1'd know how to cat!
Twould be jubilee,—

A treat!

Twould be jubilee!

Now it chances when small boys
Are gentle and wise,
They are given bon-bons and toys
And presents to prize.
When they're naughty, though, and bad,
"Tis a whip is giv'n each lad,—
Oh, adventure of sighs,—

Sad! : +
Oh, adventure of sighs! -
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The King of Sardinia

Twas a King of old Sardinia,

Who was powerful bold of yore;
[“Ho! I'll capture me the Sultan!”
One fine day he proudly sworc.
With a clap!—Hands behind you,
And a clap, clap before,

He had ninety knaves for army,

And not even one man more,

And he found, on counting cannon,
[That he had exactly four!

With a clap!Hands behind you,
And clap, clap before!

Ah, he reached the mountains crying,
“How the grand moonlightdoth pour!”
But just then he spied the Sultan—
T'Run for life!™ now he did roar!

With a clap!—Hands behind you,
And a clap, clap before!
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When Great Biron Wants
to’Dance

When great Biron wants to dance,
Bring him the best shoes in France!
In your shoes so gay,
Great Biron, dance away!

When great Biron wants to dance,
Bring him the best wig in France!
His big wig
For a jig.
In your shoes so gay,
Great Biron, dance away!




When great Biron wants to dance,
Bring him the best vest in France!
His best vest,
Star on breast;
His big wig
For a jig.
In your shoes so gay,
Great Biron, dance away!

When great Biron wants to dance,
Bring him the best pants in France!
His dance pants
For to prance;
His best vest,
Star on breast;
His big wig
For 2 jig.
In your shoes so gay,
Great Biron, dance away.

When great Biron wants to dance,
Bring him the best coat in France!
Coat of note,
Lace at throar;
His dance pants
For to prance;
His best vest,
Star on breast;
His big wig
For a jig
In your shoes so gay,
Great Biron, dance away!

The Dukes of Biron were a famous, noble family of
France. In the vear 1600 onc of them was a stout

rebel against Henry IV,
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Music-in-the-Air

Little gentle sir,
What can you do there?
Can you, can you play
Music-in-the-air,
airy, airy, air?
Ah, ah, ah! What can you do there?

Little gentle sir,
What can you do there?
Can you, can you play
Music-on-the-flute,
flutey, flucey, flute,
airy, airy, air?
Ah, ah, ah! What can you do there?

Little gentle sir,

What can you do there?

Can you, can you play

Music-on-the-drum,
drummy, drummy, drum,
flutey, flutey, flute,
airy, airy, air?

Ah, ah, ah! What can you do there?
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Litele genrle sir,

What can you do there?

Can you, can you play

Music-on-the-horn,
horny, horny, horn,
drummy, drummy, drum,
flutey, flutey, flute,
airy, airy, air?

Ah, ah, ah, What can you do there?

Little gentle sir,

What can you do there?

Can you, can you play

Music-on-the-harp,
harpy, harpy, harp,
horny, hormy, horn,
drummy, drummy, drum,
flutey, flutey, flute,
airy, airy, air?

Ah, ah, ah! What can you do there?
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Little gentle sir,
What can you do there?
Can you, can you play
Music-on-the-viol,
viol, viol, viol,
harpy, harpy, harp,
horny, horny, horn,
drummy, drummy, drum,
flutey, flutey, flute,
airy, airy, air?
Ah, ah, ah! What can you do there?
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[ Would Tell You, Mother Dear

I would tell you, mother dear,
Why 1 sit a-crying here.
Papa’s set me sums to do,
Like a great big man, boo hoo!
Good sweet candy any day
Is worth more than sums, I say.

Ah! Fous  di - rai Je, ma - mam, Ce gui cau.se wmon four . ment!
Iwould fell wyom -or drar, Why I sl a ery ,jt; herel
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Our Donkey Got Up Early

Our donkey got up early,
An hour before the day;
And with his belt and saddle,
Took to the woods his way.

Ah, but he soon encountered
Friend Wolf so lean and gray

“I'll eat you like a cabbage,”
His friend, the wolf, did say!

“Oh don't do that, good fellow!
Instead, come with me, prayl

I'm going to a wedding;
Believe me, "twill be gay!”

He took best place at table,
Upon that wedding day!

“Fair bride, I drink your healch!”
Politely he did bray.
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Little Mousie Gray

We've caught you now at last,
You little mousie gray,

We've caught you now at last,
You shall not get away!

Ah, but God made me to run,
My gentle lictle girlies;
God made me to run, you know,

Let me go! Let me gol

Nay, nay, you came to steal,
You lictle mousie gray;
Nay, nay, you came to stcal
Qur breakast all away!

I will steal your food no more,
My gentle, liccle giclies;
I will steal your food no more,

I'll be good! I implore!

If you're sorry, you shall go,
You lictle mousie gray:

See, your prison door now yiclds,
Take the key to the ficlds!




Master Lark Took Mistress Finch

Master Lark took Mistress Finch
For to be his bride, tweet, tweetl
Bur it chanced the next day that
They had not a bite to eat.

Ah, you lark,

Sing tour-lou-ree-rect,

My bird so sweet,

No bite to cat!

There passed by a hare, 'tis said,

In one arm a loaf of bread;

But we've too much bread, indeed,—
"Tis of meat that we have need.

Ah, you lark,

Sing tour-lou-ree-reet,
My bird so sweet,
No bite to cat!

There passed by a crow alone,
In his beak a mutton bone;
But we've too much meat, indeed,—
"Tis of music we have need!
Ah, you lark,
Sing tour-lou-ree-reet,
My bird so sweet,
No bite to cat!
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{ “Art your service,” said the Rat,

Our car’s in the granary!

F.msod a rat then, gaunt and thin,
In his arm a violin

“If you've here no Mistress Cac!”

Ah, you lark,

Sing tour-lou-ree-reet,
My bird so sweet,

No bite to cat!

Enter! Enter, then and play,
Master of the dance, we pray!
Here, believe me, you're quite free;

Ah, you lark,
Sing tour-lou-ree-reet,
My bird so sweet,

No bite to eat!
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Tba Dance of the Pigs

When I was at home at Father's,—
Youp, la lal Lolly rah!

I was guarding pigs all day,
Youp, la lolly retto gay!

As I passed the meadows with them,—
Youp, la lal Lolly rah!

Ho, my pigs all ran away!
Youp, la lolly retro gay!

Said my little servant Peter,—
Youp, la 1a! Lolly rah!

“I'll bring back those pigs, I say,”
Youp, la lolly retto gay!

Peter took his merry bagpipe,—
Youp, la lal Lolly rahl

On his bagpipe he did play,

Youp, la lolly retto gay!




When they heard thac bagpipe playing,—
Youp, la, la! Lolly rahl

In that moment back came they,
Youp, la lolly retto gay!

By their paws they took cach other,—
Youp, la la! Lolly rah!

.| All began to dance away,

Youp, la lolly retto gay!

Only one old lady piggie,—
Youp, la la! Lolly rahl

Would not skip one skip,—nay, nay!
Youp, la lolly retto gay!

Fattest Mister Pig approached her,—
Youp, la lal Lolly rah!

“Fair one, come and dance, I pray!’
Youp, la lolly recto gay!

Then they made each other curtsics,—
Toup, la lal Lolly rah!

High, sky-high they skipped away,
Youp, la lolly reteo gay!
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Bye-Llo-bye, C!?JHJ Lz:rfe “Brother

Byec-lo-bye, Colas, little brother, )‘*
Hush now,—come;
I'll give you yum, yum! n)}“(
Mamma's up above; N
She makes cake, my love.

g Papa’s down below,
And he makes you cocoa! oN

Bye-lo-bye, Colas, little brother
Hush now,—come;
I'll give you yum, yum!

o
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Allegretia, ”
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There Was Once a Huntsman Small

There was once a2 huntsman small,
He rode horseback on a cane;
Boldly he set forth to chase,
To chase may-bugs o'er the plain.
O ree tum tum
and rum tum ree,
and tee tum tum
and tum tum fee!
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He heard roar! a cannon sound.
In a panic he fell flac
On his nose upon the ground.
O tee tum tum
and tum rum tee,
and tee tum tum
and tum tum tee!

From the village then came dames,
Bringing to him candy sweet.
“Thank you, ladies, I'm quite bold,
When there's candy I must cat.”
O ree tum tum
and tum tum ree,
and tee tum tum
and tum tum tee!

When he reached the hunting place, |
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sh Mussels |
A-fishing for fresh mussels,

I wish no more to go, mammal
& © | A-fishing for fresh musscls,

(") I wish no more to go! -

| A-Fishing o

They'll take my basket from me,— |
The bad boys of Marennes, mamma! |
Theyll take my basket from me, -
The bad boys of Marennes!

T




A-fishing for fresh mussels,

I wish no more to go, mammal
{ A-fishing for fresh mussels,
{ 1 wish no more to gol

Oh, if they catch and hold me,
Say, are they then good boys, mamma?
Oh, if they catch and hold me,

Say, are they then good boys?

I

A-fishing for fresh mussels,

I wish no more to go, mamma!
A-fishing for fresh mussels,

I wish no more to go!

If ocean’s fair and shiny,

I'll wear my best white shoes, mammal
If ocean’s fair and shiny,

I'll wear my best white shoes!

A-fishing for fresh mussels,

I wish no more to go, mammal!
A-fishing for fresh musscls,

I wish no more to go!

But if the weather's rainy,

I'll wear old wooden shoes, mamma!
But if the weather’s rainy,

I'll wear old wooden shoes!

| A-fishing for fresh musscls,
Wy || I wish no more to go, mammal

nssdasl A-fishing for fresh mussels,

== [ wish no morc to go!
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‘B.:;k Your ‘Bread, Mary

Break your bread, Mary;
Break your bread, Mary;
Break your bread in the saucer!
Break your bread, Mary;
Break your bread, Mary;
Break your bread in the milk!
We will go on Sunday
To the white house, honey;
You in pankeen,
I in bombazine,
Both in shoes of silk!




1 Break your bread, Mary;
S Break your bread, Mary. -
| Break your bread in the saucer! |

Break your bread, Mary; -
Break your bread, Mary;
Break your bread in the milk!
All along the Scinc—O!
We'll go to Suresne—0O!
Sit on green grass,
Eat small cakes, lass,
And watch the ships that pass.

A s mai-son blan - che

Tu-ul deux ¢n ¢4 - CAF - piDA.

Tei-zoen Mam = kin, Moi-z-en ba-zin,
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"Iis Dames of Paris

:" l *Tis dames of Paris, so they say,
Who clean their houses all the day,—
My fine ribbon gray!
Oh, my fine ribbon yellow!
My pretey gray yellow, my gray,
My fine ycllow ribbon so gay!

=,

From bed to table sweep away,
From table to the door, hooray,—
My fine ribbon gray!
Oh, my fine ribbon yellow!
My pretty gray yellow, my griy,
! My fine yellow ribbon so gay!
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Ne'er did 1 sce
Stitches so wee!

Ne‘er did 1 see
Sticches so wee!

Neer did 1 see

Stitches so weel!

The Little Seamstress *”‘"\L...
Far away in Paris a lictle seamstress sews, =

Takes such tiny stitches none ever shows.
Ne'er did I see such teeny, tiny stitches;

She hems linen for the notary so wary, ;
And takes work to Monsicur Apothecary. -
Ne'er did 1 see such teeny, tiny stitches; K

w# | “Seamstress, how much is what you have to scll me?” g
l. “Two sous and a half. Is thar dear, pray tell me?” / :
" Ne'er did I see such teeny, tiny sticches, |
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Thir picture of Parir sbswr the quaint
wramner of selfing baske on the walls aleng
the rreer Setne. I the backgrosnd i the
Catbedral of Notre Dawe de Parii,
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At Paris there’s a bright,

There's a bright sparkling fountain.
O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!
And thither came to bathe,
= Who but three pretty maidens.
| O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
| Drip, fountain, drop!

Just then passed by that way,
Little small King of England.
O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!




He bowed to two young maids,
On the third he turned his back.
O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!

“Why don't you bow to me,
Impolite King of England?”
O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!

“I did not bow to you
Just because you're not pretey!”
O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!

“Then take your sword in hand,
With my distaff I will fight!”

O drip, O drop! O drip, O dropl!

Drip, fountain, drop!

First blow of her distaff,
Down he fell—King of England!

O drip, O drop! O drip, O drop!
Drip, fountain, drop!

 Vorory T

4 o .wrg)‘. ’ B

* ﬁt:nru -:;.I"CFJ"W 4
i -

F.

= 1:::3' ;




dge |

At Paris N earthe Little Bri

At Paris near the little bridge,

By a fountain, fon-fon-tain-o,

My father builc 2 house,—ron, ron!
Ton-ton, ton-ton, ton-tain-ol

Now, good day, my pretty Margoton,
Spring brings you back again-ol

g 7 The carpenters who worked thercon,
RELY, By the fountain, fon-fon-tain-o,

s % 1% Asked me to tell my name.—ron, ron!
' Ton-ton, ton-ton, ton-tain-ol

Now, good day, my pretty Margoton,
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My Father Worked at Sawing Logs

My father worked at sawing logs,

And a fine big saw had he.
Fol-de-rol-rollo, Fol-de-rol-rollo.

Every day he worked this way,
Sing fol-de-rollo, fol-de-ray.

My facher was a blacksmich strong,

And he forged the red-hot iron.
Fol-de-rol-rollo, Fol-de-rol-rallo.

Every day he worked this way,
Sing fol-de-rollo, fol-de-ray.
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My father was a carpenter,

And a fine big plane had he.
Fol-de-rol-rollo, Fol-de-rol-rollo.

Every day he worked this way,
Sing fol-de-rollo, fol-de-ray.

My facher worked ac picking grapes,
In the vincyard he picked grapes;
Fol-de-rol-rollo, Fol-de-rol-rollo.
Every day he worked this way,
Sing fol-de-rollo, fol-de-ray.
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: O, they are fair and lovely,—

Girofle, Cjzmﬂ;s
You have such pretty daughters,—
Giroflay, Giroflah!
You have such pretty daughters;—
I'm in love,—ah, ah!

Giroflay, Giroflah!
Pray give to me onc only,—
I'm in love,—ah, ah!

No hair of one I'll give you,—
Giroflay, Giroflah!

I'll seek the woods then lonely!
I'm in love,—ah, ah!

And what will you do there, pray,—
Giroflay, Giroflah!

The wviolets I'll gather,—
I'm in love,—ah, ah!
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And if the King should meet you,
Giroflay, Giroflah?

I'll make him three fine curtsies,
I'm in love,—ah, ahl

And if the Queen should meet you,
Giroflay, Giroflah?

I'll make her six fine curtsies,
I'm in love,—ah, ahl
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By the 1ail, Ail, Ail

By the tail, ail, ail,
By the tail, by the taill
By the tail, ail, ail,
By the tail, bang, bangl
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Listle Hen Upon the Wall [

Little hen upon the wall,
There you peck for wheat grains small;

Pick, pick, peck;
Pick, peck, pay!

Flop your tail and fly away!

Little cock below the wall,
There you peck for wheat grains small;

Pick, pick, peck;
Pick, peck, pay!

i | Lift your leg and strut away!
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An 0ld Round from Rouen
"Twas the cock of the Madeleine,

Who fought last week with might and main,
‘Gainst the cock of Saint Maclou.

Such a fuss they made, those two,

Men threw sticks at cach one’s back,—
Whack, whack!

Rouen, the ancient capital of Normandy, is 2 most picturesque old
€1ty on the river Scine, sct in a senncircle of beautiful green halls,
It narrow, crooked, lietle sereets, with quaine old houses of
plascer and timber, jutting out every which way. Ower all, rise the
eall, ceful spires of 1ts many churches, carved  delicately
out of stonc. It was in Roucn that Joan of Arc, the French girl
who once saved France, was so long imprisoned by the English.




"Twas Dames of Rouen

Twas ladies of Rou-on, they say,— :k
Who made a pie so huge one day, 3
The city gates "twould not go through,
They had to curt it quite in twol '

Inside they found a duck, good lack! ¥ 2o
He started off to sing, quack! quack! Bt e
Said he: “All men are rogues, I swear,
Long live Rou-on's fine ladies fair!
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Can you plant your cabbages
In the style-o,
In the style-o,
Can you plant your cabbages
In the style we like at home?
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Some folks plant chem with the nose,—
Tis the style-o, I
:| Tis the style-o,
Some folks plant them with the nose,—
# || 'Tis the style we like at home!

Pl B ko] (e e

Some folks plant them with the cars,— 3

—

| : Tis the style-o,

i : "Tis the style-o, :

X LA Some folks plant cthem with the cars,—
"Tis the style we like at home!
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| Some folks plant them with che heels,— |
Tis the style-o,
Tis the style-o,
Some folks plant them with heels,—
Tis the style we like at home!

Some folks plant them wich che chin— | !
'Tis the style-o, ¥

H "Tis the style-o,

Some folks plant them with the chin,— 8

| 'Tis the style we like at home! | N

’ Some folks plant them with the thumb,— |
i ‘Tis the style-o, i
| "Tis the style-o, |
< | Some folks plant them with the thumb,—
- « H 'Tis the style we like at home!
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mo - de, Sa - wez-vous plan-ter les  chouz, A la mo- de de  cher nogs?
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It Rains! It ‘Rains, My Lassze!

It rains! It rains, my lassie!
Hurry thy snow-white sheep!
Come into our cottage;

Quick, now! Climb the steep!
Hark! amid the tree-tops,
Noisy rain-drops crash.

The storm, the storm’s upon us!
See,—the lightning flash!
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And hearest thou the thunder,
Rolling as it comes?

By my side take shelter—

Lo! It rolls like drums!

Ah, but there’s our cottage,
There's my mother, —see!

And sister Anne who opens
Wide the shed for thee!

Good evening, O my mother!
Sister Anne, a light!

A shepherdess I'm bringing
Home to you tonight!

We'll take care, my mother,
Of her pretty sheep,

And wich fresh straw in plenty, |
Her lietle lamb we'll keep
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Qutside the wind is whistling,
'Gainst yonder cliff and byre

Pray take this chair for supper,
And sit thee by the fire!

Here’s bread and cheese before thee,
But,—thou dost not cat,—

Thou thinkest of the storm, then—
Did it tire chy feet?

Ah, well, here by my mother,
In our home, we pray,
Sweet shepherdess, just rest thee,
Till the break of day.
Good night now, my lassie;

=8 When the day shall come,

| I'll take thy hand and lcad thee

| Safely to thy home.
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I go my way,
And have no cares all day!
I go my way;
I go my way!

T
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| I've nothing ar all for clothing,
| Save a single shirt, you see;
| The raindrops do my washing;
| Fine weather dries for me!

With that I'm quite content;
In such a house as that is,
I'm never asked for rent!

| The father of my grandfather
The king of beggars was he;

And I, in my rags and tarcers,
Am happy as can be!

I go my way,
And have no cares all day;
1 go my way;
1 go my way!

My house is a hollow tree-trunk,
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In Paris there Lived a Lady

In Paris there lived a lady,
Lovely as the day was she;
But she had a proud maid-servant,
Who wished, who wished, who wished to be
Still more fair, more fair than she,
And could not be!

Off the maid went to the druggist;
“I want face-paint,—red” cried she.
“'Tis six francs the ounce, my precty;
That's two, that’s two, two crowns!” said he.
“Give me then a half an ounce, sir,—
Here's a crown, you seel”

“When your face you start a-painting,
Do it in the dark,” he said.
“First you must put out your candle,
Then daub, then daub, then daub the red!
Afrer that you'll be as pretty
As you should!” he said.

In the night she did her painting,
Decked herself at break of day

In hose of silk, and fine green skirt,

And white, and white, white bodice gay!
Forth then, strutting, to the cty

She took her way!

Thir pocrave swas sagpeired &y sbe famoss

portrasr of Madame Recamieor {4777+
ibys) by Jarguer Lowis David. It was

af the bome of the beawrifed Madiwwe
Recamitr that rhe greatest liverary avd
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As she went in proud parading,
Lo! she met a gay young beau;
Lack! where do you go, Manetta,
All daubed, all daubed, all daubed up so?
Face as black as any coal-man's!
Hah, hah! Ho, hol

Woe is me! she secks the druggist.
“'Twas no paint you sold!” she said.
“Nay, I gave you my best blacking;—
“Twas for, 'twas for, for shoes instead!
Wanting to outshine your mistress
Was wrong!” he said.
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Ding dong! I am the clock!

The castle clock am 1!
Ding dong! Ding dong! Tick tock! £

& Up in the tower so high!

& From height of thy tall tower,
Thy bell, O dock, now ring,
And tell us, pray, the hour
Wich thy Ding dong! Ding! Ding!
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Hens to Sell

I have hens to sell you!
Red or white, I tell youl
Four sous here,
Four sous here,
Mary, Mary, turn, my dear!
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La “Uerdi, La ‘Uerdon

Ah, 1f I had a sou so round,

I'd buy the best sheep to be found.
La Verdi, La Verdon,

And boop la! Skip you now, La Verdon!

I'd shear him when the time came round,
And celebrate with merry sound.

La Verdi, La Verdon,
And boop la! Skip you now, La Verdon!

Buctah! three roguescome sneaking ‘round,

They'll steal my fleece from off the ground.
La Verdi, La Verdon,

And boop la! Skip you now, La Verdon!

I'll chase to Lyons, I'll be bound;
Give back that fleece now, pound for pound.
La Verdi, La Verdon,

And boop la! Skip you now, La Verdon!
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Rose of Damascus
Away back home at father's,
O shepherd lad;

The orange trees do grow,—
With a ho! la-derry-rol

The orange trees do grow,—
Rose of Damascus, Ohl heighol

The branches are full laden,
O shepherd lad;
They're drooping down so low,—
With a ho! la-derry-ro!
They're drooping down so low,—
Rose of Damascus, Oh! heighol

I say then to my facher,
O shepherd lad;
“A-picking now let's go,—
With a ho! la-derry-ro!
A-picking now let’s go,"—
Rose of Damascus, Oh! heighol

And then I take a ladder,
O shepherd lad;
A basket take also,—
With a ho! la-derry-ro!
A basket take also,—
Rose of Damascus, Oh! heigho!

The yellowest I gather,

O shepherd lad,

And leave the rest to grow,—
With a hol la-derry-ro!

And leave the rest to grow,—

{ Rose of Damascus, Oh! heigho!
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From Fair Auvergne Returning |

From fair Auvergne returning,
Auvergne, my own countree,

I journeyed down the highway,
The highway to Parce;—

I sang Savoy's sweet chants,

I danced the mountain dancel
Hay, gay, jog, jog!

Hay, gay, jog, jog!

Now come and sce the dance of
The little ground-hog!
Now come and see the dance of
The little ground-hog!

The little ground-hog!
The licele ground-hog!
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I met a dame quite toothless: d
“Hol little boy,” said she, i \
“Come, let me sce you dancing \L
The dance of your countree!
O, sing Savoy's sweet chants, ) )
O, dance the mountain dance!” r
Hay, gay, jog, jog!

Hay, gay, jog, jog!

You shall not see the dance of
The lictle ground-hog!
You shall not see the dance of
The lictle ground-hog!

The lictle ground-hog! e
The little ground-hog! [ eaid

[ met a precey lassic:
“My fine young man,” said she,
“Pray show me how you're dancing
The dance of your countree!
Pray sing Savoy’s sweet chants,
Pray dance the mountain dance!”
Hay, gay, jog, jog!
Hay, gay, jog, jog!
I showed the lass the dance of

The little ground-hog!
I showed the lass the dance of

The little ground-hog!

The licele ground-hog!

The licele ground-hogl!

T
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Auvergne is a province of central France. Upper Auvergne is
rugged and mountainous, and many a sturdy mountaineer Jeaves
his poor home there to seek his fortunes in Paris. In these
mountains lives the little, chubby, short-legged, bushy-tailed §
marmot, woodchuck or groundhog, who dances so gaily
through this song. The men of Auvergne are related to other |
sturdy mountaineers, the men of Savoy. Savoy is a province o |8
castward, bordering on Italy, Switzcrland and the beauriful S
Lake of Geneva. Savoy has many, many mountains, among
which, mosr beauriful of all, towers up the Sij“ﬁﬂiﬂg, SmOwWs
capped peak of Mont Blanc.
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To the Waods Let Us Go

To the woods, let us go,

While old Wolf's not there, O hol
He will catch, catch us, catch,

If he’s there, you know!

Wolf, are you there?
No, I'm purting on my coat!

To the woods, let us go,
While old Wolf's not there, O ho!

I am Wolf! I am Wolf!

And T'll catch you,—sce!
[ am Deer! I am Deerl
No, you'll not catch mel

To the woods, let us go,

While old Wolf's not cthere, O hol
He will catch, catch us, catch,

If he's there, you know!

Wolf, are you there?
No, I'm putting on my boots!




" | To the woods, let us go,
While old Wolf's not there, O hol

- [ am Wolf! I am Wolf!
And TI'll catch you,—see!

I am Deer! I am Deerl

No, yvou'll not catch me!

To the woods, let us go,

While old Wolf's not there, O hol
He will cacch, catch us, catch,

It he's there, you know!

Wolf, are you there?
Yes, I'm taking down my gunl

Then we'll run away!

When French children play this game, one hides himself and pretends to be the Wolf. The others
form in a line and march around, following the lcader, who plays he is the Deer. When the Walf
springs out of his hiding place, he tries to catch and carry back to his den the child who is at the end
of the line, following the Deer. The child resists, but the Woll always ends by carrying him ofl.
In this way he takes all the children in the line until there are no more. Then the game is ended.

=
o _r..relupu‘;mc&
s P Ty
o

“grzd o



Allegreiio moderats,
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Eho! Eho! Eho!

G.QJ Eho! Eho! Eho!

@ ﬂ To the fields go the sheepl G&D L

Eho! Eho! Eho!

In the woods, wolves, I trow;
@ ié While by bright fountains deep, &5 @’

Or where fresh brooklees flow,

Lictle lambs wash and leap. @
c@ O'er the green, there they go! %

e ta s FEEs - Fo=

Eho! Eho! Eho! Les ;;uuuhlluu;ﬁiau.l- Eho! Eho! Eho!
}'Ehu' Eko! Ebo! To the Nields go the  sheep Eho!  Ebo! _ Ehol
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Ou dans Les frai russ-
Or where fresh brook-lets
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Les moutons baign'leurs lai - nes, ¥, danvants au pre  au,
Lit - il lambs wash and  lea ' rer the greenAbere they go.
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This picture war ruggested by a paintingcalled" Shepherds

and Shepberdesses” by Frawgeis Bowcher (rreg-1778).
Boseier, with Jean Anteive Wartean (1684-r721) s
measter, covered the wally and ceilingr of Fremch palaces
with the more fanciful figures of shepberds and shepberd-
r.uu,n"nua’i:ﬁamm:u,ih conclod ever bave warnm,
and enjoying all the delights of the cowntryside without
toil or labor. Their sbepberds were mat Laborers but ariste-
crats maiguerading and playing at being sbeplerds.



In the ‘Uineyard

“Come, sweetheart, to the vineyard;
"Tis rich beyond compare!”

| “I won't go in the vineyard
When there is nothing therel
*Tis only thorns arc growing;
Of thorns I would beware!”

“Come, come, my pretty, enter;
I'll give you gloves to wear!”
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I've @ "Bouquet

I've a bouquet here at my side,

To whom shall I give it, pray?
To mad'moiselle,

Owver here, over there!

Ah, who shall have it, I say?
Ma'mselle, skip away!
Ma'mselle, dance away!

Kiss the one you love best,—hooray!

Hark! I hear the drum that beats,

And mother calling to me,—

Quick now! Quick now! Hurry up,

And kiss the fairest maid you see!
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Song of the Oats

Shall T tell you how, how, how
The farmer sows his oats?
My father sows them just this way,
And rests from work at noon ¢ach day.
Clap your feet!
Clap your hands, tool
Swing round the maid who's nearest you!
O grain! O grain! O grain, grain, grain,
Fine weather brings you back again!

Shall T tell you how, how, how
The farmer cuts his oats?
My father cuts them just this way,
And rests from work at noon cach day.
Clap your feet!
Clap your hands, too!
Swing round the maid who's nearest youl
O grain! O grain! O grain, grain, grain,
Fine weather brings you back again!

In Frawce red pappies, whive daisies and
&."ﬂrun:{l"nwrr;mu- i amontg i the grain e —
ai in this pictare, Jcm‘.ﬂmf ihe ﬁnu, £ -'q]f-'-'?‘["” m""‘f\:ﬁ,
with friddfoas patcher af the matiemal . J"F’L-HJ- FT'J'H{.‘:' »
calavy af Fravice. ey e
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The Lass at Haying Harvest

Never will I forget

The lass at the haying harvest;

Never forget my sweet

At the harvest of the wheat.
Rich men would not give their daughters,
Though for them I should entreat.

Never will I forget

The lass at the haying harvest;

Never forget my sweet

At the harvest of the wheat.

— These Laborers are mor the famcifud was-

" - queraders of & Wattean or o Bowcher, but

: \; real French peasant figures as pacnted by

Jean Frangors Miller (s8rg-2875) or Jales

- 3 Brevan (pfzp=agsi) who, in airect con-

w135 erant #o Wattcan and Boscher, wirbed b

show toil ar it really ir, with all i1z
semple digmity.



| ng to the Oxen

Come on, my pretey pair:
' Come on, come on,—so!
We must do our work with care;
Come on, come on,—so!

Make straight your furrows now:
Come on, come on,— so!
Come, my licele children, plough!
Come on, come on,—so0!

Come on, my pretty pair:
Come on, come on,—s0!

My two little brochers,—on;
Come on, come on,—sol

This .l-.r.ﬂ'm was sgpesfead .ﬁ-__r & ?.aiq.r.rn‘;
by Roga Buchewr E‘tﬁ;bflﬂy} the great E :

Freneh painter of animals,

o
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The ‘Poor Laborer

¢/ The poor laborer
# J4 Is content all che day,
: When he follows the plough,
He sings alway;
= For there’s no King nor Prince,
No Duke, nor Seigneur,
1 But lives from the work

Of the poor laborer!

x'_"m“_
HNirrary Frondy
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The Shepherdess

There was a shepherd lassie,
O rom, ron, ron! Pitty pat-upon!
There was a shepherd lassie,
Who watched her sheep just yon,
ron, rom,

Who watched her sheep just yon!

She made a cheese, that I:tssu:
O rom, rom, ron! Pirty pat-
She made a cheese, that lnssic,
From milk of sheep, ton, ton,
ron, rom,
From milk of sheep, ton, ton.

Her cat stood by a-watching,
O ron, ron, ren! Pitty pat-upon!
Her cat stood by a-watching,
With roguish air looked on,
roM, rom,

With roguish air looked on.

Don't put your paw in, pussy,
O ron, rom, ron! Pitty pat-upon!
Don’t put your paw in, pussy,
Or you'll be switched, ton, ton,
ron, rom,
Or you'll be switched, ton, ton.

He did not put his paw in,
Q rom, ron, ren! Pirty pat-upon!
He did not put his paw in,—
Put in his chin, chin, chon,
rom, rom,
Put in his chin, chin, chon!

)
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A He Runs, He Runs, Ferret ‘Runs

In playing this pame the French children form a circle. They are |
given a rope which has been passed through a small ring and
| rticd together at the eads. All put their hands on this circle of
‘| rope. and, as they sing, ¢ ccp their hands moving, secretly

passing the ring from one child to another. In the center of the |
| circle stands a child who is trying to gucss which hand is over |
! the ring. When he ﬁm correctly and touches the hand, the .
' game stops; the child who held the ring becomes "'it™ and goes
into the center of the circle. The other child takes his place and |

the game gocs oo.

. Alegro.
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He runs, he runs, ferret runs,
Ferret of the woods, my ladies.

Runs, he runs, ferret runs,

| Pretty ferret of the woods.

He has just run past us here,

4 Ferret of the woods, my ladies. £

- | He has just run past us here,

“ | Preeey ferret of the wood

He runs, he runs, ferret runs, .-

| Ferret of the woods, my ladies! |

Runs, he runs, ferret runs, :
Pretey ferret of the woods!
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Where Are You Going?

Good day, Madame!
Good day, Madame!
Where are you going, Madame?
To the House in the Woods!
You to the House in the Woads, I to the House in the Woods;
Let us then go in company.

Have you a husband?
; Yes!
& What is his name, your husband?
k Big John!
Your husband, Big John, my husband, Big John;
You to the House in the Woods, I to the House in the Woods;
] Let us then go in company.

| Have you a baby?
! Yes!

What is his name, your baby?

Niniche!
Your baby, Niniche, my baby, Niniche;
| Your husband, Big John, my husband, Big John;
You to the House in the Woods, I to the House in the Woods;

o Let us then go in company.
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Have you a cradle?
Yesl!
What is its name, your cradle?
Baby-bye!

Your cradle, Baby-bye, my cradle, Baby-bye;

Your baby, Niniche, my baby, Niniche;

Your husband, Big John, my husband, Big John;

You to the House in the Woaods, I to the House in the Woods;
Let us then go in company.

Have you a scrvant?
Yes!
What is his name, your servant?
2 Not-too-bad!
| Your servant, Not-too-bad, my servant, Not-too-bad;
| Your cradlc, Baby-bye, my cradle, Baby-bye;
| Your baby, Niniche, my baby, Niniche;
i Your husband, Big John, my husband, Big John;
| You to the House in the Woods, I to the House in the Woods:

".rl
il Let us then go in company.
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"Twas a Lawyer

Twas a lawyer over yon,—
Tonr, tonr, tour-La-ri-retta!

To a wedding is he gone,—

Tour-La-ri-resta; Lir-ron-fon!

Went into an inn anon,—
Tour, tour, tonr-ba-ri-rettal
Eggs to fry! Pray put them on,—
Tour-la-ri-retta; lir-ron-fon!

When with supper he was done,—
Tour, tosir, towr-ba-ri-retra!
To his bed he would be gone,—

Tonr-la-ri-resra; lir-ron-fon!

Bed of straw he lay upon,—

Tour, towr, tour-la-ri-retta!

' All night long he snored,—flon, flon!

Towr-la-ri-rettal lin-ron-fon!
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T.e Baker’s Dame

| The baker's dame has bags of gold,

O money to burn has she;

| Yes she has,—I did behold!

| I saw the baker’s dame at her gold;—
With mine own eyes I did see! |
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My Father had a Garden Gay

My father had a garden gay;
My brother watered it each day.
Piberli, piberls,
Pin d'or derino!

My sister picked the pinks that grew,
Heavens, suppose my father knew!
Piberli, piberls,
Pin d'or derino!

My father loved those pinks so well,—
But then there's no one who will telll
Piberls, piberlo,

Pin d'or derino!

The birds will tell within the wood.
They'll not speak, they never could.
Piberli, piberls,

Pin d'or derine!

Ah, yes they can! They speak,—'tis so,
They'll tell your secret if they know!
Piberli, piberls,

Pin d'or dering!

What will they, in their latin, say?

Leave the flowers in the garden, pray
Piberli, piberls,
Pin d'or derino!

...
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Song of the Flowers
You, O my Rose, my pretey thing,
Come, if you please, inside this ring.
All of your charms now proudly show,
Making so fair our garden row.
Come once more, come, come, we sing,
Flowers of the lovely spring!

| You, Mister Coxcomb, you I know,
| Who play so well the courtly beau.
| Now, keeping time, salute Miss Rose,
She'll make a curtsy, I suppose!

Come once more, come, come, we sing, |

Flowers of the lovely Spring!

You, too, my modest flower and fair,
Men sing your frank face everywhere,
You, little Violer, my friend,
Your perfumes to the fields now send.
Come once more, come, come, we sing,
Flowers of the lovely Spring!

And Mister Dahlia, you so gay,
All in your clothes of heliday,
Sir Dahlia to our dance we call,—
The door will open wide for all
Come once more, come, come, we sing
Flowers of the lovely Spring.
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N I Planted a Rosebush | 4

I planted a rosebush,

My Mignon, in your bower;

_ At evning sct it out;

; By morning, ah!
s Tra la, tra lal

By morning 'twas in flower!

4 I said to it, “Rosebush,
4 You've bloomed before the hour;
Ah, why did you not waic
For April, ah!
e Tra la, tra la,
/| For April's pretty shower?

| “Ah, why did you not wait
For April's pretty shower,
When earth is all abud,

And greenwoods, ah!

Tra la, tra la!
s | And greenwoods all in flower?”




The Gardener "Boy

I got up one fine morning

The sunshine to enjoy;

But as I walked, 1 met,
Ho, hol

The daughter of a carpenter,—

I, the gardener boy!

Where do you go so carly,

My precty one and coy?

I'm going to the church,
Ho, hol

Now hearthe bells a-ringing,

You, the gardener boy!

For church it is too carly;
My garden you'll enjoy;
I take her lictle hand,

Ho, ho!
And lead her to the garden,
I, the gardener boy!
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Rondel

Old Time has lost his mantle drear,
Of wind, of winter, and of rain.
He's clothed in broidery again
Of radiant sunlight bright and clear;
And ne'er a beast or bird 1 hear
Buct in his joy sings this refrain:
“Old Time has lost his mantle drear,
Of wind, of winter, and of rain”
Now fountain, river, brook and mere,
Their finest robes once more regain,
Bespangled like some goldsmich’s chain.
Aye, each, new clothed, doth now appear.
Old Time has lost his mantle drear,
Of wind, of winter, and of rain.

Charles d'Orleans (1391-1464)
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"Tis the May!

Trimousette, 'tis the May, month of May,
Tis the pretty month of May!

Coming from the ficlds at noon,

There we saw the wheat stalks plume,
Saw the hawthorne all in bloom

Before God.

Trimousette, 'tis the May, month of May,
Tis the precty month of May!

There gures were J:Hfﬂd’ by a painting

warlle .f:'m'm'r Micholar Lawcret, ,
a painter of the same fawciful Fremch o ;ygy%m;
type as Wartean and Bomcher. [froeri France



The Sun

Lovely sun, in the skies;—
Shine all rosy when you rise!
Lovely sun, in the skies;—
Shine to bid us ope our cyes!

In the East when you appear,
All is fresh and smiling here,
And the dewy earth, behold!
Sparkling 'neath your rays of gold!

Lovely sun, in the skies;—
Shine all rosy when you rise!
Lovely sun, in the skies;—
Shine to bid us ope our eyes!

When the sky is bright in Spring,
Then thy rays, all shimmering,
Bring us back the flowers to bloom,

Gayest colors, sweet perfumel T

Lovely sun, in the skies;—
Shine all rosy when you rise!
Lovely sun, in the skies;—

Shine to bid us ope our cyes!
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The Laurels of rbe Wmd

| We'll seek no more the woods; we're cutting laurcls today; |
| My pretty lassie there, wilt dance with me, 1 pray? '

Come into the dance now!
See how we dance nowl

Skip now! Dance now!

Swing whatever lass you may!

The laurels of the wood, they must not wither, nay!
| Each one in turn shall go and gather in a spray.

Come into the dance now!
See how we dance now!

Skip now! Dance now!
Swing whatever lass you may!
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- | If Grassyhopper sleeps, oh, do not hurt him, pray!
The nightingale’s sweet song shall wake him to the day.

Come into the dance now! :
See how we dance now! =
Skip now! Dance now! =5
Swing whatever lass you may! r‘

And Jeanne, the shepherdess, will come with basket so gay,|
To gather berries there, and flowers of the May. !
Come into the dance now!
See how we dance now!
Skip now! Dance now!
Swing whatever lass you may!

O Grassyhopper mine, wake up and sing away,
The laurels of the wood are blossoming today!
Come into the dance now!

See how we dance now!

Skip now! Dance now!
Swing whatever lass you may!

Noua n'f ronw p.'u ax  bods, Les lawritrs sonl cou - pés
We'll seek 2o mere the  woods, Were cut- ting  lam - rels to - day

gue oo = la, La laf-ro
las - sie l.':rrr“.]ld.unw
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Vo- yez comm'sn  dan - ge, - fes, n“uq srz, FKmbrasges gqui vous voudres.
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The Two Heroes

Two rabbits once swore, “We'll be heroes bold,
We're worth 2 hundred zouaves, we hold!”

They vowed to strike a mighty blow,
And to make an end of old Wolf, their foe.

Each swore to his wife to bring to her,
As a litele gift, old Wolf's gray fur.

Each promised his son Wolf’s tail, mayhap, 'i
To wear as a feather in his cap.

Drums beat as they marched and never ceased,
Till they reached the lair of the huge old beast.

Just then he appeared, old Wolf so hale,
They saw indeed,—saw the tip of his tail!

Then the two heroes fled as one hare from the place;
And each one brought back—a scratched-up facel
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I Went to "Bagnolet
| I went to Bagnolet to school,
| And there I met a huge old mule
: A-planting, planting carrots!
‘| My Madeleine, I love you so,
' I'm talking foolishness, I know!

A licele furcher on I saw
A jaunty lictle man of straw
' A-dancing a gavortte!
My Madeleine, I love you so,
I'm talking foolishness, I know!

Bagnoler (Bon yo lay™) is a town ncar Paris.
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> _ From Uersailles ’ ’
| | I was Returning |
J !E, From Versailles I was returning, "
| | Passing by St. Cloud, click, clack! o
} | When I met a little mannie '
: With his wife upon his back.
' - I've enough of my wife, sit,— ] -
Em__,_,_ o, Buy her now, good Jack! oo o =

Versailles is a town ncar Paris, famous for the great palace with beautiful gardens and fountains,
built there by Louis XIV in 1661. St. Cloud 1s also oear Paris, and once had a royal chateau.
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I am taking her to sell her,
- | And I offer her to you. N

|  She cost a thousand dollars, 3 :
| But I'll sell her for a sou. ¢ :

- I've enough of my wife,sit. | 5

33 ! Buy her now, pray do! [ fi :
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Who goes there so lace, I say,
Comrades of the Marjolaine?

Who goes there so late, I say,
Gay, gay, over the way?

Allegretto

Com - pa- ;mljr :
Com - pa - gaongde la
Com - rades ‘F:Jl'*_ ibe Mar




"Tis the night watch, bold and gay,
Comrades of the Marjolaine.
"Tis the night watch, bold and gay,
Gay, gay, over the way.

What's your wish, Sir?  Tell me, pray, |
Comrades of the Marjolaine? LRI
What's your wish, Sir?  Tell me, pray, |t
Gay, gay, over the way? I

I would wed tomorrow day,
Comrades of the Marjolaine;

I would wed tomorrow day,
Gay, gay, over the way.

. I've no maids to give you, nay,
— Comrades of the Marjolaine,

| I've no maids to give you, nay,
Gay, gay, over the way.

|  But you've daughters, people say,

| Comrades of the Marjolaine.

But you've daughters, people say,
Gay, gay, over the way.

|  They're in bed, so do not stay,

| Comrades of the Marjolaine.

They're in bed, so do not stay,
Gay, gay, over the way.

One's awake,—yon can't gainsay.
|| Comrades of the Marjolaine.
! One's awake,—you can't gainsay,
Gay, gay, over the way.
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What wouldst give my daughrters, pray,
Comrades of the Marjolaine?

What wouldst give my daughrers, pray,
Gay, gay, over the way?

Gold and gems in fine array,
Comrades of the Marjolaine;

Gold and gems in fine array,
Gay, gay, over the way.

They've no liking for display,
Comrades of the Marjolaine;

They've no liking for display,
Gay, gay, over the way.

But my heart I'll give away,
Comradces of the Marjolaine;

But my heart I'll give away,
Gay, gay, over the way.

Choose one then without delay,
Comrades of the Marjolaine;

Choose one then without delay.
Gay, gay, over the way.




My Father Buils Me
a Chatean

My father built me a chateau,

"Twas small but pretty, you must know.
He buile it of three bricks, I trow,—
The bricks were silver, shining so!
Inside, there was a fountain fair,—
Threewhite ducks went swimming there!




5 Do jo-

/| to dance in two rings, singing an hnldm gmds As long as the second
. mn the sccond group aceepes, the game ends
“| First Circle Sings:

Ah, my fine chateau,
|  Auncy, tira, lira, lira,
| Ah, my fine chateau, Second Circle Sings:
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

1. Abl mon besis chid-tean, Ma tant’ e |
3 Hmpﬂ’wum--pnu,lhun,h e, li-re, B -re; Noos pai-'rons ran - goos, Ma tast’, ti-re, B~
-re, B

Ab, My F:Em Chatean!

This is a game the French children form two groups, and begin |

p refuses the o pl:f.:r.l offered by the first FIJ‘I.IF.. the game continues.

We will break it down,
Aunty, tira, lira, lira,

We will break it down,
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

Ihrl' H=re, li=re; Ah!mon beaschd - tean, Mu tant’, ti-

- lis H}m:lhum*ttnﬁn E-re;De jo-lis b~ joux, Ma tent®,
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But well ransom pay,
Aunty, tira, lira, lira,

But we'll ransom pay,
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

What price will you pay? :
Aunty, tira, lira, lira, e
What price will you pay? |
4 Aunty, tira, lira, lo!
We'll give pretty jewels,
' Aunty, tira, lira, lira,
We'll give pretty jewels,
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

No, we won't take jewels,
Aunty, tira, lira, lira,
No, we won't take jewels,

Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

We will give toy ships,

;ui.u_' Aunty, tira, lira, lira,
We will give toy ships,
e | Aunty, tira, lira, lo!
-]

No, we won't take ships,
Aunty, tira, lira, lira,
No, we won't take ships,
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!
We'll give ginger-men,
Aunty, tira, lira, lira,
We'll give gingcr-mcn,
Aunty, tira, lira, lo!

We'll take ginger-men,

Aunty, tira, lira, lira, | h
We'l take ginger-men, |
Aunty, tira, lira, lo! By i
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The Style in the ‘Bourbonnais

Love me, fair;
Curl your hair;
'Tis the style in the Bourbonnais —
Love me, fair;
Curl your hair;
Do you like the fashion there?

One and two,
I like you!
"Tis the style in the Bourbonnais—
One and two,
I like you!
Here we are two friends truel

The Bourbonnais is an old province in central France, where
once the Dukes of Bourbon had their castle and stronghold.




= Hol drummer lad,
# §| Come home from war so far away; |

# 1| There at your belt
R A pretey, pretty rose so gay!

Rat-tat-a-tat!
Ll Drums beat like that!
_| A pretty, pretey rose so gay!

e
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King's daughter fair,
A-standing at her window said:
“Ho! drummer lad!
Will you give me your rosy red?”
Rat-tat-a-tac!
Drums beat like that—
“Will you give me your rosy red?”

Pray, King and Sire, |y
Your daughter,—may she be my bride? | |§
Nay, drummer lad! o
You're far too poor to suit my pride!
Rat-tat-a-tat!
Drums beat like thart!
You're far too poor to suit my pride!

Ah! but, my King,
I've three ships on the occan bluc;
One bears my gold,
The other gems of every hue!
Rat-tat-a-tac!
Drums beat like thar!

¥ @)/ | The other gems of cvery hucl
2= Best is the third;—

To bear my sweetheart home for mel
Ho! drummer lad!
Say, who can your facher be?
Rat-tat-a-tat!
Drums beat like that!
Say, who can your father be?

Master and Sire,
My facher's England’s lord and King!
Take then the maid,
And wedding bells for you shall ring!
Rat-tat-a-tat!
Drums beat like thac!
And wedding bells for you shall ring!

et B
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‘| In my own land

| Are other pretty maids as fair!

| Nay! 'Tis too late! T
| Thanks, but she’s not beyond compare!

=

Are other pretty maids as fair!
Rat-tat-a-tat!
Drums beat like that!
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To Nantes, to Nantes

To Mantes, to Nantes there comes a fleet, |

(Skip, fair one, and lifr your feer)
Behold three ships filled full of wheat
Skip, fair one, my pretry one,—
Skip, fair one, and lift your feer!

| Three ladies come those ships to greet,

(Skip, fair one, and lift your feer)
Good sailor, how much is your wheat?
Skip, fair one, my pretty one,—

Skip, fair one, and lift your feer!

L
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Full measure at six francs I'll mere,
(Skip, fair one, and lift your feer)
Pray come and sce,—'tis good and sweet
Skip, fair one, my pretty one,—
Skip, fair one, and Lift your feer!

She’s on his ship, but O deceir!
(Skip, fair one, and lift your feer)
He starts to sail away, the cheat!
Skip, fair one, my preeey one,—
Skip, fair one, and lift your feet!

Oh, take me back, I do entreat!
(Skip, fair one, and lift your feer)
I hear my children cry and greic!
Skip, fair one, my pretty one,—
Skip, fair one, and lift your feet!

Mantes is 2 beauriful ald city on the banks of the river Laire in
Brittany. It stands so near the Atlantic Ocean that it is a great
| place for ships, for sh.ip-bui]di.n,g and fisheries.
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I've a long, long voyage for some one,
And I don't know who should go,
If T gave the lark my message,
He would let the whole world know!
Violer, you grow dowble, double,
Violet, double you will grow!

Nightingale, from fresh green forests,
On chis errand will you go?
Nightingale his flight is winging
To the loved one’s far chateau.
Vialet, you grow double, double,
Violet, double you will grow!

There he finds the doors fast bolted,
By a window enters, lo!
Seces the ladies, all at table;
Now he greets the merry row.
Violet, you grow do ble, dowuble,
Vieler, double you will grow!




0, good dayl Good day, my ladies!
And to ma'mselle there, heigho!
Master begs you'll not forget him,—
I am sent to tell you sol
Violet, you grow double, double,
Violet, double you will grow!

Ah, but I've forgotten others,
Why not him, I'd like to know?
He who'll not do his own errands
Should forgotten be, I trow!
Violet, you grow double, double,
Violet, double you will grow!

- There fadier are wearing Hw cortume in

o g; o : siyle im the days of Joan of Are, the

{{ } young pird whe raved France from English
A"{t"n favaders. [ rgiz-raai).
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Elutter, Flutter, eﬂy Heart, Fiﬁ#ar

Way back home at Father's,—
Flutter, flutter, my heart, flutter!

Way back home at Father's,

There's an orchard fair;
O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare!
There's an orchard fair!

Three King's daughters precty,—
Flutter, flutter, my heart, fluccer!

Three King's daughters pretey

Lay a-sleeping there,
QO rare, so fair, so fair, O rare,
Lay a-sleeping therel!

“Wake up!” said the first one,—
Flutter, flutter, my heart, flueter!

“Wake up!” said the first one,

“Day is dawning fair!”
O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare,
Day is dawning fair!

“Hark you!” said the second, -
Flucter, flucter, my heart, flutter!

“Hark you!” said the second,

“Drums beat in the air!”

O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare,

Drums beat in the air!

[
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| “Truly,” said the th:lrd one,
| “Tis my sweetheare there!”
O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare,
"Tis my sweetheart there!

| Off he goes to bartle,—
' Flutter, flutter, my heart, flutcer!
Off he goes to battle,

Bold to do and darel

O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare
Bold to do and dare!

=

If he wins the battle,—
Flutter, fluccer, my heare, fluceer! |

If he wins the batele,

Him I'll love, 1 swear!

O rare, so fair, so fair, O rare!

Him I'll love, I swecar!

-

| Losing too, I'll love him,— |
] Flutter, flutter, my heart, flutter! | e
Always I will love him,
Whatc'er betides, whate'er!

O rare, so fair, so fair, O rarel
Wharte'er betides, whate'er!
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A Uegretio.

Tbe Tmuer. On g.ﬁdfd !

Two children take hands to represent the castle tower. The Capeain and
the Colonel, who are threatening to take the castle, walk around these two
children, singing their part. The great Duke of Bourbon and his son are
scated at a little distance, surrounded by their soldicrs.

The Caprain and the Colonel

The tower—on guard, now! The tower—on guard, now,
Or we'll capture the castle!

The Castle

You can't, I tell you! You can't, I tell you!
You can’t capture this cascle!

LE CAPITAINE ET LE COLONEL,

§1:1- 217
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The Captain and the Colonel
We'll go for help to the Duke of Bourbon;*
He will captrure the castle!
The Castle
Then go and bring him; then go and bring him;
He can't capture this castle!
(The Captain and the Colonel,
bending a knee before the Duke)

Great Duke of Bourbon! Grear Duke of Bourbon,
We come begging a favor.




The Duke
Speak out, my Caprtain; speak out, my Colonel,—
What boon is it you're asking?

The Captain and the Colone!
We ask a soldier; we ask a soldier;
To help capture the castle.
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The Duke =
, : s
R Then go, my soldier! Then go, my soldier, 7o
And help capture the castle! S

“ The soldier gocs with the officers and all three march aroond the castle
BT singing _
~ [The tower—on guard,now! The tower—on guard, now, |
Ly Or we'll caprure the castle. :

e The Castle
You can't, I tell you! You can't I, tell you! ad
You can’t capture this castle.

The officers return to the Duke demanding two, then three, then four moce [0

4 soldiers, each time circling about the castle and singing their song of chal- |=
lenge, to be scoffed at by the tower. When all the soldiers are gone, the | 0

followers of the Captain and the Colonel bow before the Duke and sing: |© &

Pray send your son, now! Pray send your son, now,|
To help capture the castle. SR

The same play is again carried on around the castle. The troop then re-
tarns to the Duke and sayvs:

Pray come, your highness! Pray come, your highness,|
To help capture the castle. c

The Duke

I come myself, then! I come myself, then!
And I'll capture the cascle.

The Duke puts himself at the head of the troop and tries to force :!,:un'.
the hands of the children who represent the castle. IF he fails, each of the
children who follow him, tries in turn. The one who succeeds becomes Duke,

*There were many famous Dukes of Bourbon. They had a castle and strong-
hold in the Bourbonnais, a province of central France. One of the most
famous of these dukes was Charles (1490-1427) who was made Constable of
France, and called Constable Bourbon. Constable Bourbon was an able gen-
cral, but he had a grudge againse the French King, Francis 1, and caused him
a great deal of trouble in his time. From this great family of the Bourbons
came Henry IV of France. It also furnished a ﬁl:: of kings to Spain and to

. Naples.
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1' g Live Henry Fourth.

Long life to Henry,

And may this song nc'er cease!
God grant his children

And children’s children peace,—
Till some man comes taking
The moon berween his tecth!

Henry IV, called Henry of Navarre, (148g-1610) was a favorite hero with the people of Paris. A greac
statue of him on horseback stands on the Pont Neuf, one of the principal bridges of Paris.

Henry IV was the first King of France from the family of the Bourbons and was related no doubr
to that famous Duke, who is always being summoned by the children of France to take the tower,
when they play *'The tower, on guard!]" Henry's children's children did indeed kecp their scars on
the throne of France for two hundred years,—not till someone came “taking the moon berween his
teeth!" but until the French Revolution swepe his great, great, great, great, great grandsen, Louis
XV1, off the throne, and made a republic with a president ar its head, instead of a King. To this
very day, however, Heary's children's children are still claiming che chrone of France.




If the King Should Give to Me

If the King should give to me

His grand city of Parce,

And should say that I must leave
My sweetheart behind, you see,

I would say to King Henree:

“Pray you take back your Paree,—
I prefer my sweetheart fair;

My sweetheart means more to mel’




| w Prerry erl Ship

| There was a preeey lirele ship,

A-sailing o'er the bounding sea;
“Twas seven years she sailed and sailed,
And never once to land came she.

| But when the seventh year was gone,

Alack! she had nor bread nor meart;
The Captain cried: “We must draw lots
To sce which sailor we shall eac!”

It was the Captain, woe is me!
Who drew the shortest straw of all.

He cried: “Great heavens! Is 1t 1

To whom this sorry fate shall fall?”

Up spake the lictle cabin boy:

“O nay! good Captain of the crew,
This shall not be! I'll take your placel
"Tis I will give my lifc for you!
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“But first I beg you let me climb
High up atop the mast,” he cried.

He climbs atop the tall main mast,
And looks about on every side.

He strains his eyes for sight of land;

And now, ah! now, he sings from there:
“] see the towers of Babylon,

And Barbary's green shore so fairl

I see the white sheep on the plain,
A shepherdess beneach a tree!
1 see our Caprain’s daughter, too,
And lo! she feeds her pigeons threel”

O sing! You're safc! brave cabin boy!
On yonder land is food to eat!

The Captain’s daughter is your bride;
And yours the ship beneach your feer!
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Fan-fan, the Tulip

"Twas the husband of my mother,
I am very sad to say,—

For some reason or another,

He scized hold of me one day,

And hedragged me down stairs withashout,
Speaking strange words for a father to use;
“Faith now, there's the door!

I'll keep you no more!
I refuse!
Take five sous,
And get out!”
Forward, march, Fan-fan, the Tulip!
Thousand names of a pipe, forward marchl!

Now a youth will chink wich pleasure
He'd from Paris go to Rome,
If he had five sous for treasure,
So quite gaily I left home.
First I ran, finding life jolly good,
| But alack! soon I starved for want of food.
Then a soldier said:
“Join the army, lad!”
Just to think
Made me blink,
But I must have food!
Forward, march, Fan- fan, the Tulip!
Thousand names of a pipe, forward march!

eMiarrory Frcncs
froni Fremne
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Hearing cannon roar and ractle,
I was filled with sudden fears,
Till I saw march into bactle
All our fine old grenadiers.
For an instant they stood on parade,
Then, egad! to myself I said that day:
“Come, come, my bold boy,
Fan-fan, you're no toy!
Quick away!
They sha'n't say
You're afraid!”
Forward, march, Fan-fan, che Tulip!
Thousand names of a pipe, forward marchl

-
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Twenty years [ was a soldier,
Ever up at duty’s call,
But when battles once were over,
I'd no enemies at all.
Prayers of poorconquered men,sad to hear,
Made me ever fly to help them anew.
What I did perhaps
For unha chaps,
They igh: an:s
In turn, true,
For my mother dear.
Forward, march, Fan-fan, the Tulip!
Thousand names of a pipe, forward march!

Then the time came when my facher
Asked for help when poor and ill
What a2 moment to get even
If I'd kept my anger stilll
Ah, but true soldier boys every onc,
Alwayshelpfultotheir parentsyou'll find,—
Father did not care
If I starved, but therel —
Never mind!
That's behind!
I am his son.
Forward, march, Fan-fan, the Tulip!
Thousand names of a pipe, forward marchl!




Hurk Dont'’s You Hoar, R Dadb! #be Draems

Hark! don't you hear, rub dub! the drum?
Quick, come and dance now!

Hark! don't you hear, rub dub! the drum?

It calls you villagers — “Come, come!”

Fie on the city!

Life there’s slow,—the picy!
No one is gay wich lively dance, my boys!
But the wvillage,—ah, there men are witty;
In the village good folk laugh at noise!

Hark! don’t you hear, rub dub! the drum?
Quick, come and dance now!

Hark! don't you hear, rub dub! the drum?

It calls you villagers, —“Come, come!”

How now, Lisctee,

You're not ready yet!
What keeps you back? The combing of your hair?
Bagpipe's calling, lictle gay coquette;
And young Colin awaits you there!

Hark! don't you hear, rub dub! the drum?

Quick, come and dance now!
Hark! don’t you hear, rub dub, the drum?
It calls you villagers,—“Come, come!”

)
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Marcoton Goes To THE WeLL (Margeton va-t-a l'ian) . . . . . . .
Master Larx Toox Mistress Fisacw (L' Alowesre et le Pinson) . . . . .

Micver, You Sveee (Mewmier, twdors) . . . . . . . . . . .. ..
Mn. Punen (La Polichimefle) . . . . . . . . . . . . ... ....

Music-in-Tae-Ar (La Mise'en-I"aire) .

My Farner Buint Mg A Cuateav (Mon Ph'r a fmr B.ul’.r:r C.&ernr) =

My Faruex Hap o Garoew Gax (Men Pire avait un Jardine?) . . . .
My Fatuer's Given a Max to Me (Mon Pire m'a domné un Mari) . .
My Fatner Workep at Sawine Loos (Maen Pire ftait Sciear de Long) .
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My Prerry, 1¥r we Two Swourp To tue Greexwoons Go! (La Belle, $i nous

fionsdedanscabawt Boir) . . . . . . . . v i i b w i e e e 48
O Fatugr Dear! (Papa, les perits Bateanx) . . . . . . . . . . . .. ... g
Ovp Rounp rrom Roven, An (Une Vieille Ronde de Rowewd . . . . . . . . . 110
Ow tug Brivoe or Avienon (Sur le Pont & Avignow) . . . . . . . . . . .. 352
Our Doxkey Gor Ue Earvy (Notre Awesse s'est levée . . . . . . . . . . . . 86
Pinco, Pavco, Nuts are Goon! (Pingui, Pingo les Nois) . . . . . . . . .. 20
Poowr Lasorer, Tue (Le Pawore Labosrenr) . . . . . . . . . . . . . o . .. 137
Prerry Porey, O My Lamiss (Gentil Cog'licor, Mesdames) . . . . . . . . . . ' 68
RONDREL CRMEY oo 3on e won ao wowsw G5 ASE GpCeaY WO ELWTE G 150
Rose oF Damascus (La Resede Damas) . . . . . . . . . v v o v v v v v 123
Sneprerpess, TRR (Lo Berglre) . . . . . . . . . . . L o000 138
S1r, WHaT Have You Seex? (Compire, qeas-twen?) . . . . . . . . . . . .. 17
So Mawy CuiLoren To Wep Have W (['ai tant d' Enfants @ marier) . . . . 21
Sonc or THE FLowers (Chansen des Flewrs) . . . . . . . . . . . . .. .. 147
Sono or THE Oavs (Chamsonr de P'Avoine) . . . . . . . . . . . .. .. ... 134
Sonc or tue Oxen, A (Allons, mes jolis Boewfs) . . . . . . . . . . . ... 136
StyLe 1N THE Bourponnars, Tne (La Noweelle Bowrbowmaisee) . . . . . . . . . 166
Sum, TuB (Le Soleil) . . . . . . . .. ... . e I e RS 153
Tuere Is & Lrrree Grevapier (Le Perst Gremadier) . . . . . . . . . . . .. 45
Tuere was a Prerry Lrrree Smie (I était wn Petit Navire) . . . . . . . . . 182
Tuere Was Once A Hoxrsaman Smace (Le Perit Chassene) . . . . . . . . . . 94
Tuere Was Ownce A Scnoover (I! était wne Bargue) . . . . . . . . . . . .. 56
Tue Towsr! Ox Guarp! (La Tewr! Prends Garde!) . . . . . . . . . . . .. 176
"Tis Dases or Panis (Ce sonr les Dames de Paris) . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 100
"Ths Tu May! (Trimouserte, c'ese e Mai) . . . . . . . . . . . . .. ... 152
To Nawtes, To Nantes (A Nantes est arrivée) . . . . . . . . . . . . ... 170
To Pares, 1o Paree (A Paris, d Paris) . . . . . . . . . . . o v v ... co
To e Woons, Ler Us Go ( Promsensns wous dans les Bois) . . . . . . . . .. 127
‘Twas a Lawyer (Il étaitam Avecat) . . . . . . . . . . o v v v v e 144
“Twas Dases or Rovex (Ce sont fes Dames de Rowew) . . . . . . . . . . .. 111
Two Henoes, Tus (Les Dewx Braves) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. .. 156
Viorer, You Grow Dousce, Dousce! (La Vielerte double, donble) . . . . . . 171
Wi Were Ten Maioews (Nows érions dix Filles @ marier) . . . . . . . . . . 12
Waen Anero Turee Hexs Do Go (Quand Trois Poules vont aux Champs) . . . 19
Waen Great Birox Wants To Davce (Quand Biron vowlut danser) . . . . . . 8o
Wuere Are You Gomwee? (08 alleg-vons?y . . . . . . . . S 7 (1
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My TRAVELSHIP

A New and Decidedly Diflerent Series of
Travel Books for Children

MCE again has Olive Besupre” Miller performed a real and lastin

service both o mothers and o childwa. Her pew kind of Lra'ccl!l'
boaks are snigue i concopt and e conteat, piviag the child 2a undorigand.
ing of the peoples of the world, intodeciag kim 1o che besusy 10 be found
i foreign lives and lands, and brosdening this thoeght 1o an interagional
wicwpat,

Mot obviowly, by preaching and eeaching: of coure pot! Bat by 2 mul-
ritde of fucinating color pHleserarions showing every phase of a different
life, by intorosting veris and soory selocted and wranslabcd with an inherent
.,:.-_lgnu_n_'m; of the child; and through thi selection and prrwntstion
permitring our children 1o learn for themulves thar in work asd in play,
e chought snd in deed, thore b g fundamcoral snity of interosts and
ptivitics throughoat the wotld.

My TRAVELSHIPF brings to yoor child mair of the privilopes and
experiences gained by forcign travel. Asnd be doci nog view these different
lendy thrao .;h the oy of arogher, bur in ingimare fouches chroagh char
Hteragure of the poople themuclver which bese cxpeeiscs their thoaghe,
customi, and manner of living. Each book is a voyage mo a3 ontirely
new country, &nd i wonderfully illuwerated in four foll eolom on pracecally
cvery page by arvism sebecied for their personal knowled ge, closs cones,
and vaderpanding of the Lives they paitray.

NURSERY FRIENDS FROM FHANCE  LITTLE FICTURESR OF JAPAN
TALES TOLD 1IN HOLLAND
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The End.
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