THE REAL MOTHER GOOSE lllustrated by Blanche Fisher Wright
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CURLY-LOCKS, CURLY-LOCKS, WILT THOU BE MINE?

CURLY-LOCKS

Curly-locks, Curly-locks, wilt thou be mine?
Thou shalt not wash the dishes, nor yet feed
the swine;

But sit on a cushion, and sew a fine seam
And feed upon strawberries, sugar, and
cream.

THE DOVE AND THE WREN

The dove says coo, coo, what shall I do?
I can scarce maintain two.

Pooh, pooh! says the wren, I’ve got ten,
And keep them all like gentlemen.

ONE, TWO, THREE

One, two, three, four, five,
Once I caught a fish alive.
Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
But I let it go again.

Why did you let it go?
Because it bit my finger so.
Which finger did it bite?

The little one upon the right.

A CANDLE

Little Nanny Etticoat
In a white petticoat,
And a red nose;

The longer she stands
The shorter she grows.
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