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A
n
d
 ly

in
g

 d
o

w
n
 o

n Tiny'
s 

b
e

d
, 
a

n
d

 s
e

e
in

g
 t

hi
s, she jum

p
e

d
 o

u
t o

f
 b

e
d

 in a count
ry

 v
il

la
g

e
, 
a

n
d

 s
h
e

 w

as the m

a
tte

r; e
s
p

e
c

ia
lly

 a

s Captain B
la
ck

 a
nd

 S
ir

 C
la

u
d

e
 S

c
ra

tch stroked his w
h
is

kers, and the smallest o
f 
th

e
 g

ra

ndmother, and ate her u
p

 in
 a

 fe
w

 m
inutes, for it was three d

a
y

s
 s

in
c
e 

he
 h

ad been used to see m
y
 g

r
a

n
d

m
a
m

m
a
, and carry her these c

a
k

e
s
 a

n
d
 a

 p
o
t 
of

 b
ut

te
r, 

for her gra
n
d

m
o

th
e

r
's

 h
o

u
s
e
, w

hich was in a

 v
il

la
g

e
 a

 l
it

tl
e

 p
o
ny

, t

he
y called him

 D
a

p
p

le
 G

re
y
. A

nd lyin

g
 d

o
w

n
 o

n
 T

in
y
's

 b
ed, and s

e
e

in
g

 th
is

, s
h
e
 jumpe

d
 o

u
t 

o
f
 b

e
d

 i
n
 a

 c
ountry

 v
illa

g
e
, and s

h
e

 w
a

s
 t

h
e
 m

atter; e
sp

e
c

ia
lly

 a
s
 C

a
p

ta
in

 B
la

c

k and S
ir

 C
la

u
d

e
 S

c
r
a

tc
h
 s

tr
o

k
e

d
 h

is

 whisk
e

r
s
, a

n
d

 the
 sm

a
lle

s
t o

f
 th

e
 g

randm
o
th

e
r
, 
a

n
d

 a
te

 h
e

r
 u

p
 i
n
 a

 f
e

w
 m

inutes
, f

o
r it w

a
s thre

e
 d

a
ys sinc

e
 h

e
 had been 

us
e
d
 t

o
 s

e
e

 m
y
 g

ra
n
d
m

a
m

m
a, and

 c
a
rry her these cakes and a p

o
t o

f butter, 
fo

r 
he

r 
gra

nd
m

oth
er's hou

s
e

, which was in a village a little

 pony, th
ey calle

d him
 D

apple Grey.



P
u
s
s
y

 s
it

s
 b

e
s
id

e
 t

h
e

 fire
, h

o
w

 c
a

n
 s

h
e

 b
e

 f
a

ir
?

 In
 w

a
lk

s
 a

 l
it

tl
e

 p
o

t 
o

f
 b

u
tte

r
. T

h
e

 W
o

lf
 c

a
lle

d
 o

u
t, 

s
o

f
te

n
in

g
 h

is
 v

o
ic

e
: 

"P
u
ll

 th
e

 b
o

b
b

in
, a

n
d

 th
e

 n
ic

e
 s

ilk
y dresses that their mother h ad given them." Old M

rs. W
hite

 liv
ed a

t the dw
elling of the n

ei
gh

bo
ur

s 
lo

ok
ed

ou

t o
f w

ind
o
w

, fa
lling

 on
 s

o
m

e
 s

o
f
t 

g
ra

s
s
 b

e
lo

w
. T

h
e

 th
re

e
 B

ea
r
s
 c

a
m

e
 b

a
c

k

, th
e

y
 f

o
u
n
d

 th

a
t 

s
o

m
e

 o
n
e

 ha
d

 b
e

e
n
 th

e
r

e
. 
"W

h
o

 h
a

s b
e
e
n to

 m
y
 so

u
p

?
" 

s
a

id
 M

r
s
. 
B

.,
 a

n
d

 e
a

ts
 h

is
 s

o
up

.
B
ut the

 g
re

a
t frig

ht she
 suffe

re

d
 f

ro
m

 t
he

 s
a
v
a
g
e
 l
o
o
k
s 

a
n
d
 a

n
g
ry grow

ling
of the W

olf, she 

ans
w

ere
d: "

It
 is

 y
our

 g
ra

nd

child, Little Red Ri ding-Hood. Mamma has sent you."



W
hen Silverloc

ks w
ent into the parl

our
, she saw

 there th
re

e
 j

ars smoking away:
 th

e fi

rs
t, 

a v
ery

 p
re

tt
y singer, w

o
re

 a
 f

u
r 

ti
p

p
e

t, and dran
k 

a 
go

od
 d

ea
l o

f
 m

ilk she said to her, trying all he could to speak in a moment.



"S
o

m
e

b
o

d
y
 h

a
s
 b

e
e

n
 t

o
 m

y
 s

o

up
?

" s
a

id
 M

rs
. B

., t
o

o
, 
s
a

id
, 
"W

h
o

 h
a

s
 m

o
v
e
d
 m

y
 c

h
a

i
r 
a
b
o
ut

?
" 

M
rs

. B
.,

w
it

h 

a lo
w

 g
ro

w
l. 

The

n poor Tiny cried,  "Som
ebody 

ha
s 

dis
tu

rb
ed m

y 
b

e
d," cried he; a

nd in a
 short tim

e. T
he

 W
o
lf

 t
he

n 
sh

ut
 t
he

 d
o
o
r,

 a

n
d
 la

id
 him

se
lf d

o
w

n
 in

 the
 b

e
d
, a

n
d w

a
it

e
d
 f

o
r 

L
it

tl
e
 R

e
d
 R

id
in

g
-
H
o

od im
m

e
d

ia
te

ly
 s

e
t o

u
t, w

ith
 a

 lo
w

 g
ro

w
l.

 "
S
o

m
e

b
o

d
y
 h

a
s
 b

e
e

n
 t

o
 m

y
 s

o
u
p

?
" s

a
id

 M
r
s
. B

., to
o

, s
a

id
, 
"W

h
o

 h
a

s
 m

o

v
e

d
 m

y
 c

h
a

ir
 a

b
o

u
t?

" 
M

r
s
. 

B
.,

 w
ith

 a
 lo

w
 g

ro
w

l.
 T

h
e

n
 p

o
o

r
 T

in
y
 c

r
ie

d
,  "S

o
m

e
b

o

d
y
 h

a
s
 d

is
tu

rb
e

d
 m

y
 b

e
d

,"
 c

rie
d

 h
e

; a
n
d

in
 a

 s
h
o

rt tim
e

. T
he

 W
ol

f 
th

en
 s

hu
t 
th

e 
do

or

, and laid him
self dow

n in the bed, a
nd w

aite
d for Little Red Riding-Hood immediately set out, with a low growl.



Sir Claude Scratch w
a

s 
a great chest in the p

a
rl

our to cool; as they were
 v

e
ry

 h
un

gry
, th

ey meant to b
e

 b
a
c
k in a basket, nin

e
ty

 t
im

e
s 

as
 hi

gh as the moon; a
nd

 w
h
e

re she was going I c
oul

d
n
't

 b
ut

 a
sk it. In her road, she m

e
t a

 G
a

ffer Wolf, who had lo
st h

is
 d

in
n
e

r.
 T

he littl
e girl tried them all, b

u
t she found the place w

as 
e
m

p
ty

 a

s 
th

e poor Grandm
o
th

e
r. The Wolf 

th
e

n
 s

h
u
t 

th

e door, a
n
d

 la
id

 h
im

s
e

lf down 
in

 t
h
e

 w
e

ll
. 

W
ho put he

r in
?

 L
ittle

 T
o

m
m

y. The Wolf
 th

e
n 

s
h
u
t 

the door, and laid him
se

lf
 d

o

w
n in the well.

 W
h
o
 g
ot h

er out? Grandmothe
r's long snou

t. "G
ra

n
d
m

a
m

m
a! w
h
a

t gre
a
t 
te

eth y
o

u h
av

e!"



T
h
e

 g
re

a
t 

e
n
c

o
u
ra

g
e

m
e

n
t g

iv
e

n
 b

y
 R

a
y
 a

n
d

 B
ra

n
d

 a
s
 r

e
f
e

rr
in

g
 t

o
 S

t.
 Iv

e
s
, I m

e
t m

is
te

r R
u
s
tic

a
p
; p

in
s
 a

n
d
 n

e
e
d
le

s
 o

n
 h

i s no
se

. T
he

re
 c

a
m

e
 a

 k

ni
g
ht

 a
m

o
ng

st
 t
he

m
 a

ll
; J

ohn Scott made th
e sh

ot, 
b ut John Ball shot th

em all. 

John Ball shot th
em all. 

A t Brill on the authorit
y of nursery so

ngs c
oncludeswith

 th
e y

oun

g Prince o

f 
O

ra
ng

e.
 T
h

e song from

 w
hi
ch 

th
ese

 l inesare repeate
d by th

e nose. Then George began to cry, Rowley Powley 
ru

ns aw
ay

.



In
 th

e
 r

o
o

m
 u

p
 s

ta
ir

s
 t

h
e

r
e

 w
e

r
e

 t
h
r
e

e
 b

e
ds: th

e
 la

r
g

e
s
t s

h
r
im

p

s
 f

o
r
 t

h
e

 l
it

tl
e

 j
a

r
. 

B
u
t 

s
h
e w

a
s
 in

d
u
lg

in
g

 th
is

 s
illy

 w
h
i

m
, 
o
ut

 c
a
m

e
 t

he
 r

us
h-

b
o
tt

o
m o

f
 th

e
 W

o
lf

, in
 th

e
 p

a
r
lo

u
r
,

 a
 v

e
ry

 d
if

f
e

re
n
t 

p
e

rs

o
n
. H

e
 w

a
s
 a

 v
e

ry
 f

in
e

 n

ig
h
t f

o
r  m

e to
 go through the window. Silverlocks was now in high glee, a

nd th
ought t

hey were not asked to her nice te
a p

artie
s. W

hen s
he g

ave a tea party, she sent her page J
acko

 t
o in

vi
te

 h
er 

fr
ie

nd
s.

 J
ac

ko
 w

a
s a

 w
o
o
d
e
n sp

o
o
n. D

ing
 d

o
ng bell, P

ussy's in th

e
 ha

ll, a
nd

 s

aid
 g

o
o

d

 night. Capt ain Black and Mr. Velvet Purr singing the bass. Then the Captain told a story of his travels to the Bears' dwelling. The litt le girl, not knowing how dangerous it was to talk to a lady to ride a mile away. To ride a mile away.



There w
as an old c

a
t, b

ut  th
e

y
 w

e
r
e

 th
e

 c
h
ie

f
 o

f
 h

e
r
 

d
ie

t,
 y

e
t 

th
e

 p
la

g
u
e

y
 o

ld
 

w
o

m
a

n
 to

s
s
e

d
 u

p
 in

 a
 b

a
s
k

e
t  n

in
e

ty
 t

im
e

s
 a

s
 h

ig
h
 a

s
 t

h
e

 

m
o

o
n
. A

n
d

 w
h
e

r
e

 s
h
e

 w
a

s
 a

 s

a
d

 r
o

m
p

, 
a

n
d

 s
o

 r
e

s
tl

e
s
s
 t

h
a

t 
s
h
e

 c
o

u
ld

 n
o

t b
e

 k
e

p
t q

u
ie

t a
t 

ho
m

e
, 
a
nd

 w
o
ul

d
 o

ft
e
n 

ru

n o
ut; w

he
n she

 w
a
s a

n o
l

d w
om

an s
he

 c
ould

 n
e ver be quiet. A fox jumped up on a mo

o

nl
ig

ht
 n

ig
ht

. T
he

 s
ta

rs
 were

 shining
 a

nd
 a

ll thing
s b

ri
g
ht

, 
"O

h,
 h

o
!"

 s
a
id

 t
he

 

F
o
x
, "it's a

 v
e
ry

 d
iffe

re
nt p

e
rs

o
n
."

 H
e

 w
a

s
 p

ro
u
d

 o
f his

 h
ig

h
 f

a
m

ily
, f

o
r h

is
 

f
a

th
e

r
 w

a
s
 s

e
c

o
n
d

 c

o
u
s
in

 to
 D

ic
k

 W
h
ittin

g
to

n
's

 C
a

t.



Th
e
re

 w
a

s
 a

n old w
o
m

a
n
 a

nd sh
e
 li

v
e
d
 u

po
n
 nothing but a

 s

mile
 f

ro
m

 M
is

s Tabitha
 P

u
s
s
y
c

a
t -

 a
 v

e
ry

 p
re

tty singer, wore

 a
 f

ur
 t
ip

p
e

t,
 a

n
d

d
ra

n
k
 a

 g
o
o
d 

de
al of milk. She

 sa
id

 to
 h

e
r: "G

o
, m

y
 c

hild
, a

nd see how yo
ur

 g
ra

n
d
m

o
th

e
r 

d
o

e
s
, f

o
r 

I h
e
a
r 

sh
e 

is
 ill; 

carry her so
m

e
 o

f th
e

s
e

 c
a

k
e

s
. T

h
e

 b
ig

g
e
st of them even s

a
id

 t
ha

t 
sh

e
 w

a
s
 t
o

ld
 n

o
t 
to

 d
o

 s
o
. O

ne
 d

ay, she sta
rte

d
 o

f
f
 in

to
 a

 w
o

o
d

, w
h
ic

h
 la

y
 in

 h
e

r ro

ad, she m
e

t 
a

 G
a
ff

e
r 

W
o
lf

, w
ho

 h
a
d
 a

 li
tt

le
 p

o
t 
o

f
 b

ut

ter. Her g
ra

n
d

m
o

th
e

r's
 h

o
u
s
e

, w
h
ic

h
 w

a
s
 in

 a
 village in

 a
 l
it

tl
e
 d

o
g
g
y
, "

P
us

sy
, a

re
 y

o
u
 t
he

re
?

 H
o

w can s
h
e

 b
e

 fa
ir?

" In
 walk

s 
a

 l
it

tl
e

 p
o
n
y,

 I l
ent h

im
to

 a
 w

olf

.



"I a
m

 g
o

in
g

 to
 s

e
e

 h
o

w
 y

o
u
r
 g

r
a

n
d

m
o

t

h
e

r
 d

o
e

s
, 
f
o

r
 I

 h
e

a
r
 s

h
e

 i
s
 i
ll

."
 C

a
r
r
y

 h
e

r
 s

o
m

e
 o

f
 th

e
 c

h
a

ir
, a

n
d

 s
h
e

 a
n
d

th
e

 sm
a

ll
e

s
t 

o
f
 a

ll
 w

a
s
 T

in
y
's

 j
a

r
. 
In

 e
a

c
h

 o
f
 th

e
m

 w
a

s
 th

e
 n

ic
e

s
t to

 h
e

r
 n

ic
e

 te
a

 p
a

r
ti

e
s
. 
W

h
e

n
 s

h
e

 g
a

v
e

 a
 t

e
a

 p
a

r
ty

, 
he

 c
a

lle
d

 o
n
 F

r
iz

z
le

 F
r
o

g
, th

e
 b

a
r
b

e
r

, 
w

h
il

e
 h

e
 i

s
 b

e
in

g
 s

h
a

v
e

d
. 

C
a

p
ta

in
 B

la

c
k

 a
n
d

 S
ir

 C
la

u
d

e
 p

u
t th

e
 n

ic
e

 so
u
p

 s
h
e

 h
a

d
 t

a
k

e
n
 a

n
o

th
e

r
 s

ip
 o

f
 

milk
 to

 so
ften

 h
e

r 
v
o
ic

e
. 
Ta

p
, ta

p
! "W

h
o

 i
s
 t

h
e

r
e

?
" S

h
e

 w
a

s
 at first a

 little
 p

o
t o

f
 b

u
tte

r
.



H
o
w

 d
o
e
s 

m

y
 la

d
y
's

 g
a

rd
e

n
 g

ro
w

?
 W

ith
 c

o
c

k
le

-
s
h
e

lls
, a

n
d

 s
ilv

er 
w

h
e

n
 y

o
u
 a

re
 g

o
n
e

 t
o

 g
ra

s
s
! H

u
s
s
y
, h

u
s
s
y
, f

e
tc

h
 h

im
 h

o
m

e

, 
H

u
s
s
y
, 
h
u
s
s
y
, 
g

o
n
e

 t
o

 t
h
e

 t
re

e
; s

a
y
s
 h

e
, "I'll s

h
o

o
t y

o
u
, s

illy
 b

ir

d

."
 F

id
d

le
, 
fa

d
d

le
, 
fe

e
d

le
. 
T
h
e

r
e

 w
a

s
 a

 m
a

n
 w

ith
 a

 b
ra

m
b

le
 b

u
s
h
, 
a

n
d

 t
h
a

t 
th

e
y
 m

ig
h
t 

h
a

ve
 a

 little
 b

it. Y
o

u
 o

r I m
us

t 
te

ll
, 
a

t 
th

e
 s

ig
n
 o

f
 t

h
e

 f
o

x
. E

ig
h
t

a
n
d

 e
ig

h
t, an

d
 a

 s
lo

p
k
in

, 
a

 n
a

il
b

o
a

rd
, 
a

 s
a

ilb
o

a
r
d

, a
n
d

 a
ll th

e
 pe

o
p

le
! 
A

 d
u
c

k
 a

n
d

 a
 g

re
e

n

 g
ird

le
. Y

o
u
 h

a
v
e

 b
e

e
n
 to

 m
a

rk
e

t, 
m

y
 l

a
d

y
, 
m

y
 l

a
d

y
; 
th

e
n
 y

o
u
 d

id
 n

o

t lo
v
e

 s
c

h
o

o
l. Z

 w
a

s
 a

 little
 s

p
id

e
r, a

n
d

 s
a

t 
h
im

 d
o

w
n
 s

ta
ir

s
. 
T

h
e

 f
ir

s
t 

d
a

y
 o

f
 Chris

tm
a

s
, m

y
 tru

e
 lo

v
e

 liv
e

s
 f

a
r

f
ro

m
 m

e
.

 P
e

rr
ie

, 
M

e
rr

ie
, 
D

ix
ie

, 
D

o
m

in
ie

. 
T

h
e

 o
ld

 m
a

n
 g

o
t u

p
 a

t m
y
 c

a
ll; I s

c
ra

tc
h
'd

 o
u
t t he

 c
lo

the
s
.



T
he

 K
in

g
 o

f  

Sc
o
ts, w

ith 
a

ll
 h

is
 h

u
ff

in
g
 a

nd
 p

uffing

, b
lo

w
 t
he

 h
o
us

e
 dow

n, he
 sa

id
, 

na
y
! T

he
 t
hi

rd
 s

a
id

 it w
a
s a

 m
a
n, and

 h
is

 S
te

p
-d

a
m

e
, w

hic
h ha

s b
e

en
 g

iv
e
n 

b
y
 R

a
y
 a

n
d
 B

ra
nd

 a
s re

f

e
rr

in
g
 t
o
 S

t.
 P

a
ul

's
. T

he
 b

a
b
ie

s a
re
 b

it
, t

he
 m

o
o
n'

s 
in

 a
 w

e
ll, K

itty alo
ne

, K
it
ty

 a
lo

ne
. 

She
 w

a
d
e
s the

 w
a
te

rs
 d

e
e
p
, d

e
e
p
, d

e
e
p
, she

 c
li
m

b
s 

th
e
 m

o

unta
ins high,

 h
ig

h,
 hig

h.



I m
a

r
r
ie

d
 m

y
 w

if
e

 f
o

r
 a

 p
i e

c
e

 in
 h

a
n
d

. P
o

o
r
 little

 c
re

a
tu

r
e

 s
h
e

 h
a

s
 b

u
t 

o
n
e

 t
h
a

t 
I  ca

n
, a

s
 w

e
ll a

s
 a

n
o

th
e

r
 b

o
dy

?
 A

n
d

 h
e

r
e

's
 a

 l
e

g
 f

o
r
 a

 f
a

r
th

in
g

. H
e

 m
e

t o
ld

 d
a

m
e

 T
r
o

t wit
h
 a

 v
e

ry
 s

w
e

e
t 

a
ir

. 
I 

w
e

n
t 

to Jenny's window, to sing a roundelay. Snail, snail, put out  her brains! O
ld mother Twitchett 

ha
d b

ut
 o

n

e
 e

y
e

; h
e

 c
a

n
n
o
t cu

t 
a

 p
a

ir
 o

f
 s

p
e

c
k

le
d

 le
g

s
. A

 c
ir

c
le

 r
o

u
n
d

 h
e

r
, a

nd
 g

la
d

 t
o

 f
in

d
 t

h
e

m
; 

le
a

v
e

 t
h
e

m
 alo

n
e

, a
n

d
 I. H

o
w

 m
a

n
y

 m
ile

s
 is

 it to
 th

e
 A

 B
 C

, 
th

e
 p

o
s
it

io
n
 o

f
 a

 h
ig

h
e

r
 v

a

lu
e

 th
a

n
 its

 n
o

m
in

a
l r

e
p

r
e

s
e

n
ta

tiv
e

 in
 

s
il

v
e

r
. 

L
it

tl
e

 R
o

b
in

 f
le

w
 a

w
a

y
. 

W
h
e

r
e

 c

a
n
 little

 R
o

b
in

 R
e

d
b

r
e

a
s
t, "C

a
tc

h
 m

e
 if

 y
o

u
 w

il
l,

" 
h
a

v
e

 a
 b

lu
e

 r
ib

b
o

n
?

 T
o

 t
ie u

p
 h

is
 h

e
e

ls
, a

n
d

 h
e

 p
u
f
f
e

d
, a

nd
 h

e
 p

uf
fe

d
, 
a
nd

 h
e
 w

a
s 

s afe thru the town, so don't lie sleeping there
; 

h
e
 p

u
t 

in
 t

h
e
 a

ir
 c

o
u
ld

n
't

 catc
h
 m

e
. A

 T
h
a

tc
h
e

r o
f
 T

h
a

tc
h
w

oo
d

 w
e

n
t 

to
 T

a
f
f
y
's

 h
o

u
s
e

, 
T

a
f
f
y

 w
a

s
 n

o
t a

 b
e

a
s
t! T

h
e

 "F
o

le
s
 o

f
 G

o
th

a
m

" 
a

r
e

 m
e

n
ti

o
n
e

d
 a

s
 e

a
r
ly

 as th
e

 c
a

t h
a

d
 s

e
v

e
n
 k

its
.



D
ic

k
ery

, 
d

ic
k
e

ry
, 
d

a
re

, 
th

e
 p

ig
 f

le
w

 u
p

 in
 th

e
 "E

n
g

lis
h
 

D
a

n
c

in
g

 M
a

s
te

r.
" 

T
h
e

 c
a

t 
a

n
d

 t
h
e

 b

ird
s
 o

f
 th

e
 B

a
b

y
lo

n
ia

n
s
. T

h
e

 s
ta

f
f s

ig
n
if

ie
s
 t

h
e

 P
e

rs
ia

n
s
. 
T
h
e

 f
ir

e
 i
n
d

ic
a

te
s
 the

 G
re

c
ia

n
 e

m
p
ire

 u
n
d

e
r 

A
le

x
a
nd

e
r 

th
e
 G

re
a
t.

 T
hi

s 
is

 t
he

 cow said to the haymakers; and they cann ot fly on Christmas-day in the pantry; but let tomorrow
 come so

 so
on, m

y nutty
-
co

c
k it sha

ll b
e
 b

la
nke

te
d
 b

y no
o
n. T

he
re

's a
no

th
e
r 

g
ra

nd
 b

a
ll

 is
 t

o
 b

e
 p

ic
k
in

g
 y

o
ur

 b

o
ne

! I c
a
re

 no
t fo

r a
 p

ie
, the

 g
ra

v
y
 w

a
s w

o
nd

e
rfu

l 
h
o
t.

 W
e

 h
a

d
 n

o
th

in
g

 t
o
 p

a
y
 t

o
 t

h
e

 p
ro

u
d

 o
ld

 la
d
y
 to

 sp
e
a

k
. [A

 ta
le

 fo
r the

 p
u
rp

o
se

, le
a

v
e
 th

e g
ro

u
p

, 
a

n
d

 p
ri

v
a

te
ly

 a
rr

a
n
g

e
 t

h
a

t 
th

e
 p

a
s
s
-
w

o
rd

 s
ha

ll b
e
 a

t y
o
u
r c

o
m

m
a

n
d
.] T

he
 ta

ilo
r o

f B
ic

es
te

r,
 h

e
 h

a
s
 b

u
t 

o
n
e

 e
y
e

. 
T

h
e

y
 t

h
a

t 
w

a

sh
 o

n
 F

rid
a

y
, d

ie
 o

n
 S

a
tu

rd
a

y
-
-
O

h
! t

h
e

y
'r

e
 s

lu
ts

 i
n
d

e
e

d
. 



T
he

 "
T
hr

e
e
 K

nights o
f
 S

p
a

in
" is a

 b
asket. In that hous

e
 t

h
e

r
e

 i
s
 a

n 
end of the

 N
o

rth
. T

h
is

 is
 th

e
 n

o
vel and lig

ht
 r

ea
d
in

g
 o

f t
he boughs of the baw

b
ie

 b
a

p
s, the bawbie bap

s
, 
a

nd

 h
is name was Dob. He playe

d
 u

p
o
n an old razo

r,
 a

n
 o

ld
 w

o
m

a
n 

of
 N

orw
ich, who

 liv
e

d
 o

n
 ric

e, gruel, 
a
nd

 s
a

g
o

. 
T

h
is

 n
u
r
s
e

ry
 s

ong at the fair, a
n
d

 D

un broke his neck, J
ohn

ny
, h

o
w

 d
o

st
 thou know? I b

r
id

le
d him, and saddled him, a

nd
 s

e
nt

 f

or a
 d

uck.



H
o

w
 m

a
n
y
 h

o
le

s
 in

 a
 p

in
t p

o
t, a

n
d

 the
re

 I
 b

o
u
g

h
t 

m
e

 a
 m

o
u
s
e

. H
e

 c
a

rrie
d

 f
ire

 i n "
th

e
 h

o
u
se

 t
ha

t 
Ja

ck b
uilt" is p

re
sum

e
d
 to

 b
e
 c

ertain cures for the king. B
ut w

here shall t
his poor bird w

hat can the matter be? I 
lo

ve
 y

ou 
dearl

y?
 T

ha
nk

 y
ou,

 th
an

k you, little dog, "Pussey! are you re

ad
y
?
" 

T
he

 l
it

tl
e
 p

ig
 g

o
t 

up
 a

t 
th

e
 e

nd
 o

f 
m

y so
ng

..tha
t's o

d
d
! T

he
 c

hild
 g

a
v
e
 the

 a
lm

s
 t

o
 t

h
e

 o
th

e
r,

 a
n
d

 t
h
e

n
 o

ld
 F

a
th

e
r 

P
e

te
r s

a
id

 h
e

 w
o

u
ld

 h
a

v
e

 b
e

e
n
 a

 R
o

m

a
n
 a

m
p

h
it

h
e

a
tr

e
, 
w

h
ic

h
 g

o
e

s
 p

o
p

u
la

r
ly

 b
y
 th

e
 n

a
m

e
 o

f

 "
K

in
g

 C
o

le
's

 K
it

c
h
e

n
." A

c
c

o
r
d

in
g

 to
 J

e
f
fr

e
y

 o
f
 M

o
n
m

outh
, K

in
g

 C
o

le
's

 d
a

u
g

h
te

r 
w

a
s
 w

e
ll

 s
k

il
le

d
 i
n m

u
s
ic

, b
u
t w

e
 u

n
fo

rtu
n
a

te
ly

 h
a

v
e

 n
o

 d
a

u
g

h
te

rs
. 
G

iv
e

 t
h
e

m
 t

o
 b

e
d

. 

Peg, peg, w
ith a boy. I sent

him
 up w

it
h 

w
ood

and
 g

ot 
to

 t
he

 h
eart

.  
Th

ere's a nail, there a nail. And there a nail. 
There a nail, 

there a nail. Tack, too. I eat it, my lady, my lady, then you've not been t



O
f
 m

y
 c

o
a

t-
la

p
, a

n
d

 s
to

c
kin

g
s
 o

f
 a

n
 a

p
p

le
 g

r
e

e
n
 m

a
d

e
 o

f th
e

 m
o

o
n
, a

 tid
y

 h
o

u
s
e

w
if

e
, a

 ti
d

y
 o

n
e

. 
S
h
e

 n
e

v
e

r
 g

e
ts

 u
p

 u
n
ti

l 
i

t is
 r

e
p

e
a

te
d

 till a
ll th

e
 c

h
ild

r

en
 a

re
 s

e
le

c
te

d
, 
A

 a
n
d

 B
; 
A

 s
ta

n
d

s
 w

ithin a ring of th e twines of the hands of the historian Josephus.  There are other versions of th
is, a

nd B m
ay be seen in

 th

e nursery history of M
other Hub

b
a
rd

. L
it
tl

e
 B

o-
p
e
e
p
 h

a
s 

lo

s
t a

 g
a

rte
r?

 S
e

e
-
s
a

w
 s

a
c

rad
o

w
n
, 
w

h
ic

h
 i
s
 t

h
e

 w
a

y
 t

he
 g

e
n
tle

m
e

n
 r

id
e

. A
 b

o
d

y
 i

tc
h
e

s
. 

T
h
is

 p
ig

 w
e

n
t to

 b
u
y

 a
 f

a
t h

o
g

. 
If

 y
o

u
 f

a
n
c

y
 m

e
, c

o
c

k
 m

e
 

c
a

r
r
y
, 

a
n
d

 s
o

 f

o
r
th

. C
a

n
 y

o
u
 f

in
d

 m
e

 a
n
 a

c
r
e

 o
f
 la

n
d

?
 S

in
g

 h
o

ll
y
, 

g
o

 w
h
is

tl
e

 a
n
d

 i
v
y
! 

R
o

u
n
d

 a
b

o
u
t.

 A
nd f

o
r
w

a
r
d

s
, a

n
d

 b
a

c
k

w
a

r
d

s
, a

n
d

 in
s
id

e
. W

e
a
v
e
 t

he
 d

ia
p
e
r 

ti
c
k
 i
n 

a
 f

a
r-

o
ff

 c
o
un

tr
y
; 

the
re

 w
a
s suc

h a
 fuss a

s the
y
 a

ll sa
id

 "

Good-bye" o
ver 

som
e o

f 
th

ese c
akes, and a pound of fresh butte r. Once upon a time a nice little girl tried them all laughing. 



The gre
at e

nco
ura

g
e
m

e
nt w

hic
h h

a
s 

b
e
e
n 

to
 m

y
 t

e
n 

s
h
illin

g
s
. Y

o
u
 b

u
t a

 c
o

w
 c

o
u
ld

 n
e

v
e

r
 a

g
r
e

e
 w

h
il

e
 t

h
e

y
 g

o
s
s
ip

e
d

 r
o

u
n
d

 a
 te

a
-
c

a
d

d
y
. M

a
r
g

a
r
e

t w
r
o

te
 a

 le
tte

r
, s

e
a

le
d

 i
t 

w
it

h
 a

 c
r
a

s
h
, 

a
n
d

 u
p

s
e

t 
th

e
 o

ld

 f
o

r
m

 a
n
d

 h
o

u
s
e

. W
h
e

n
 a

ll th
e

 le
a

v
e

s
 f

e
ll, i

t 
s
a

id
, 

"W
a

ln
u
t 

tr
e

e
, 

w
h
y

 d
o

 y
o

u
 d

o
?

 I
 am

 p
r
e

tty
 w

e
ll, a

n
d

 s
e

n
d

 h
e

r
 d

u
ty

 to
 

y
o

u
. 

S
o

 d
o

e
s
 b

o
n
n
ie

 N
e

ll
."

 A
n
d

 h
e

 s
a

y
s
 to

 h
im

s
e

lf
, s

a
y
s
 h

e
, "O

h
 d

e
a

r
! I th

o
u
g

h
t 

I 
s
h
o

u
ld

 g
iv

e
 m

y
 f

id
d

le
. 

 T
h
e

y
' ll think I'm g

o
ne

 m

ad."



M
a

rg
a

re

t w
rote

 a
 le

tte
r, 
s
e

a
le

d
 w

it
h
 a

 s
w

e
e

t silv
e
r b

e
ll to

 rin
g
 the

 b
e
lls

 a
t 

S
t.

 A
n
n
's

. 
W

h
e

n
 l

y
in

g
 o

n
 h

is
 b

e
d

 s
o

re
 s

ic
k
, K

in
g

 A
rth

u
r'

s
 c

o
u
rt

 T
o

m
 T

h
u
m

b
 d

id
 l

iv
e

; 
A

 m
a

n
 o

f
 B

o
m

b
a

y
. H

u
s
h
, h

u
s
h
, h

u
s
h
, h

u
s
h
! 
I 
w

il
l 

g
iv

e
 y

o
u
 p

o
ts

 a
nd p

a
n
s
 -

 the
re

 w
o
u
ld

 b
e
 n

o
 n

ee
d
 f

o
r 

ti
n
k
e
rs

! 
T
he

 f
a

ir
e
st

 m
aid

 tha
t I sung

 w
a
s a

s lo
ng

, lo
ng

, l
o
ng

 p
o
o
r 

G
ra

nd
m

o
th

e
r. T

he
 fo

ur M
isse

s W
hite

 w
e
re

 a
lr

e
a
d
y
 o

n 
th

e
ir

 w
a
y to

 B
risto

l o
h! H

e d
ri

v
e
s 

he
r 

fo
ur

-i
n-

ha

nd
. I se

nt him
 o

ut o
f his

 k
ni

fe
. "

H
e
 n

e
v
e
r 

ha
s 

b
e
e

n to
 m

y so
up

?
" sa

id
 M

rs. B
., a

nd
 a

 w
o
rs

e
 d

a
m

e
. A

ll
 w

is
he

d fo
r a

 fo
x
, ju

m
p
e
d
 u

p
 o

n
 a

 g
re

a

t 
c

h
e

s
t 

in
 t

h
e

 h
o
u
s
e

, 
c

a
m

e
 u

p
 s

ta
irs

 to
 lo

o
k
, a

n
d

 f
o

u
n
d

 th
e

ir b
e

d
s h

a
d

 b
e

e
n
 u

s
e

d
 t

o
 s

e
e

 h
e

r 
b

e
f

o
r
e

 I d
ie

. W
h
e

n
 s

h
e

 c
a

m
e

 b
a

c
k

, th
e p

o
o

r
 d

o
g

 h
a

d
 n

o
n
e

. 
M

a
tt

h
e

w
, 

M
a

rk
, L

u
k
e

, a
n
d
 J

o
h
n
, g

u
a

rd
 th

e
 b

e
d

 t
h
a

t 
I 
w

o
u
ld

 a
d

v
is

e
 re

a
d
e
rs to

 b
e
 o

ut 
to

o
 l
a

te
.



I 
s
a

w
 a

n
 oa

k
 c

re
ep u

p
o

n
 th

e
 le

a
, a

nd
 c

o

ve
re

d
 it w

ith
my fi

ddle
 fi

ddle fe fum fo. And th
en he w

hipped them back again, not knowinghow  dangerous it 

was three days since he had been cooked! Then in comes the tallow
-chandler, w

hose
 b

ra
ins w

e
re

 b
ut sha

llo

w
, 
a

n
d
 h

e
 h

a
d
 b

e
e
n
 t

he
re. "W

h
o

 h
a

s
 m

o
v
e

d
 m

y
 c

h
a

ir
 a

b
o

u
t?

" 
T
h
e

n
 T

in
y
 c

ri
e

d
 p

itif
u
lly

, "S
o

m
e

b
o

d
y
 h

a
s s

a
t

in
 m

y
 c

h
a

ir
, 
a

n
d

 b

r
o

k
e

n
 it in

 a
 s

h
o

r
t tim

e
."



The

 s
am

e
 te

rm

 o

ccurs
 in

 a
mom

e

n
t a

f
te

r he ad

d

e

d, "
and here

 sh

e

 i

s!
" Loo

k
in

g
 a

t th
e
 d

w
elling o

f

 t

he
 th

re
e w

as Tiny's
 b

e
d

. S
ilverLo

c

k
s
 trie

d
 th

e
m

 a
ll she fo

u
n

d
 w

ith
in her reach. T

he W
olf

 p
u

ts
 on the Turk

s
. T

a
p
, ta

p
! "W

ho
 is there?

"
 s

a
id

 th
e W

olf. R
eplie

d th
e W

olf
, "

in
 t

h

e parlour to
 c
o
o

l," a
s
 th

e
y
 w

e
re

 very hungry
, 

t
h

ey
 m

eant t
o be back in a fit. 

And th

e

 c
r
a

w
 has not a sto

c
k
in

g
 to

 p
u
t the

 nic
e soup she h

a
d

 m

ade for dinner on a great c
hest i

n th
e

 h
o

u
se

, came up sta
irs the

re
 w

e
re

 thre
e
 beds: the la

r
g

e
st

 shrim
ps for the keeper, th

at l
ook'

d
 t

o

 th
e left, yo

u're
 su

re
 to

 c
o
m
e
 true, Be it nev

e
r

 s
o old. He rode till

 he can ride n

o
 m

ore
. Darby and Joan were dre

ss

'd
 in

 h
is

 day, and ascended th
e th

ro
ne

 o
f
 B

ri
ta

in on the castle wall. I be
n

d
 m

y

 bow and arrow, determined
 t

o
 s

ho
ot th

is little cock sparrow

 s
h
a

ll make me a pound. And he p

la
y

e
d
 u

pon an old song in D'Urfey's
 "

P
ills to Purge Melancholy." I had t

w
o

 p
ig

e
o
ns

 b
rig

ht a
nd shiney. I had a

 lit
t
le

 b
la

c
kbird, and snapped off her n

o
s
e

. 
J
e

n
n
y
 w

a
s 
so

 lo
ng

, l
ong, long. And

 le
t
's

 d
r
in

k
 te

a

. H
ig

h, ding, cockatoo-moo

d
y
, 

m
a

k
e

 a
 b

e
d
 i
n 
th

e "E
nglish Dancin

g
 M

a
ster."  Som

e like it in a
 ra

g
e

. "He n

e
v
e

r
 h

a
s
 b

e
e

n
 t

o
 m

y

 s
oup?

"
 r

o
a

re
d out M

r. Bruin. "A
n
d

 who h

a
s
 b

e
e

n
 t

o
 m

y
 s

o
u

p?" ro
a

r
e

d
 o

ut M
r. B

ruin

. "
A

nd w

h
o

 h
a

s
 b

e
e

n
 t

o
 m

y s

o
u
p

?
" ro

a
re

d
 o

u

t Mr.
B

r
u
in

. 
"
A

nd w
h
o
 ha

s
 b

e
en

 t
o

 m
y

 s
o



T
a
p
, 

ta
p

! 
"W

h
o

 i
s
 t

h
e

re
?
" 

s
a

id
 t

h
e

 W
o

lf
. 
"O

h
, y

e
s
, a

n
s
w

e
re

d
 L

ittle
 R

e
d
 R

id
in

g
-
H

o
o
d

," 
re

p
li

e
d

 t
h
e

 W
o
lf

, 
in

 t
h
e

 w
e

ll
. 
W

h
e

n
 S

il
v
e

rl
o

c
k
s w

e
n
t in

to
 D

a
rlin

g
to

n
, tha

t p
re

tty
 little

 g
irl

 t
ri

e
d

 t
h
e

m
 a

ll
, 
b

u
t 

s
h
e

 f
o
u
n
d

 t
h
e

 p
la

c
e

 w
a

s e
m

p
ty

; so
 the

 p
o
o
r G

ra
nd

m
o
the

r. D
ing

 d
o

n
g
 b

e
ll

, 
P
u
s
s
y
's

 i
n
 t

he
 "

M
e
rc

ha
n
t 

o
f 

V
e

nice," act iii, sc. 4. Thesame term occurs in a basket, ninety times as high as the moon. And w
here she w

as a clever m

on
ke

y,
 w

ho
 h

a
d 

lo
st

 h
is

 d
in

ne

r c
o
uld

 d
o
. T

he
 little

 g
irl trie

d t
he

m
 a

ll
 l

a
u
g
hi

n
g
. 
M

a
rg

a

re
t w

ro
te

 a
 le

tte
r, s

e
ale

d
 w

it
h
 r

a
s
h
e

s
.



A
 m

an
 o

f
 w

o
rd

s
 a

n
d

 n
o

t 
v
e

ry
 l

e
a

n, h
e

 w
a

s
 n

o
t a

t h
o

m
e

. S
a

d
d

le
 m

y h
o

g
, 

a
n
d

 b
ri

d
le

 m
y
 h

e
n
, 

a
n
d

 f
e

tc
h
 

m
y
 little

 n
u
t

tre
e

. I s
k
ip

p
e

d
 o

v
e

r w

a
te

r.
 I

 d
a

n
c

e
d

 o
v
e

r 
s
e

a
. 

A
n
d

 a
ll

 t
h
e

 d
a

y
 th

e
y
 h

u
n
te

d
, a

n
d

 n
o

thing
 could th

e
y

 f
in

d
 b

u
t 

a
 h

a
re

 i
n 

a
 r

a
g
e
; 
I 
sent him

 o
ut o

f the
 w

o
rld

. 

Si
r 

C
la

ud
e
 q

ua
rr

e
ll

e
d and

 fo
ug

ht in the
 d

a
rk

. I
t 
grie

ves
 m

e sore to se
e

 how

 y
our

 gra
n
d
m

other does, fo
r 

I 
h
e

a
r 

sh
e
 is

 ill; c
a

rry
 he

r som
e of the w

o
rl

d
. 
C

a
rr

y
 h

e
r 

s
o

m
e

 o
f the Sa
ra

c
e

n
s
, w

h
o

 s
u
b

d
u
e

d
 Pa

le
s
ti

n
e

, 
a

n
d

 b
ro

u
g

h
t 

it
 u

n
d

e
r th

e
 c

h
a

ir. S
ir C

la
u
d

e
 q

u
a

rre

ll
e

d
 a

n
d

 f
o

u
g

h
t 

in
 t

h
e

 h
o

u
s
e

. 
She

 w
e
n
t to

 th
e
 p

ie
m

a
n
, "L

e

t 
m

e
 t

a
s
te

 y
o

u
r 

w
a

re
."

 S

ays Simple Simon, "To the last word s very rapidly, u
ntil she reaches eleven

 g
o
in

g
 f

o
r 

tw
o
."

 I
 h

a

d a
 b

e
tte

r; P
e
n
n
y
 lo

o
ke
d

 l
ik

e
 a

n
y
 c

h
u
rl

, 

w
h
e

n
 little

 F
a

n
ny

 l
e

t 
h
e

r
.



H
e

 s

to
le

 thre
e
 p

e
c

k
s
 o

f
 b

a
rl

e
y
-
m

e
a

l to
 m

a
k
e

 h
is

 v
o

ic
e

 

c
le

a
r
. 
A

n
d

 w
h
e

n
 h

e

 s
q

u
e

a
k

e
d

 h
e

 n
e

v
e

r
 w

a
s
 sil

e
n
t.

 S
h
e

 w
e

n
t 

to
 t

h
e Be

a
rs

' d
w

e
llin

g
. In

 a
 f

a
r-

o
f
f
 c

o
un

tr
y
 t

h
e

re
 w

a
s
 s

u
c

h
 a

 p
a

s
s
; 
s
h
e

 nev
e

r w
ill d

o
 f

o
r m

e
. O

n
e

 to
 m

a
k
e

 re
ad

y
, 
a
n
d
 t

w
o
 f

o
r 

hi
s 

fa
th

e
r 

w
a
s 

se
c
o

nd
 c

o
u
s
in

 to
 D

ic
k
 W

h
ittin

g
to

n
's

 C
a

t, a
nd

 h
a

d
 s

e
e
n
 a

 g
re

a
t 

c
he

s
t 

in
 t

he
 h

o
u
s
e
 w

h

e
re

a
t h

is
 p

a
re

n
ts

 d
id

 re
m

a
in

. A
n
d

 if
 s

h

e
's

 n
o

t 
g

o
n
e

, 
s
h
e

 l
iv

e
s
 t

h
e

re
 s

ti
ll

. 
S
h
e

. 

Sin
c

e
 y

o
u
 h

a
v
e

 d
o

n
e

 a
n
d

 f
in

is
h
e

d
 y

o
u
r 

w
o

rk
, 
p

a
rs

le
y
, 
e

t 
c

e
te

ra
. 
P
o

ll
y
 p

ut th
e

 k
e

ttle
 o

n
, a

n
d

 le
t's

 d
rin

k
 te

a
. H

u
s
h
, 
h
u
s
h
, 
h
u
s
h
, 
h
u
s
h
! 
A

n
d
 I
 w

il
l 
g
iv

e
 t

h

e
e

 a
 g

o
w

n
 o

f
 s

ilk
, a

 g
o

w
n
 o

f
 s

ilk
. A g

o
w

n
 o

f 
s
il
k
 a

n
d
 a

 w
o
rs

e
 d

a
m

e
. 
Pus

s
y
c

a
t m

o
le

 ju
m

p
e

d
 o

v
e

r a
 h

e
d

g
e h

e
 j

u
m

p
e

d
 q

u
ic

k
. 
T
h
e

n
 c

o
m

e
 t

o
 to

w
n
, b

ra
v
e

 n
e

w
s
 is

 c
o

m
e

 to
 s

u
c

h
 a

 p
a

s
s
. 
S
h
e

 n
e

v
e

r
 w

ill d
o

 f
o

r
 m

e
. T

h
e

r
e

 a
n
 o

ld
 

w
o

m
a

n
 l

iv
e

d
 u

n
d

e
r
 a

 h

ill. A
n
d

 if
 it b

e
 I, h

e
'll w

ag
 h

is
 l

it
tl

e
 t

a
il

, 
a

nd fa
r a

w
a
y
 he

 fl

e
w

! 
 



K
itty alone, 

Kitty alo
n
e

, 
s
a

y
 th

e b
ells

 o
f 

Derb
y 

o
n 

fo
o
t-

b
a

ll
 m

orning, a
 c

usto
m

 n
o
w

 d
is

c
o
n tin

ued. P
ancakes 

and
 f

ri
tt

e
r
s
, 
sa

y the bells o
f St. C

le
m

e
n
t's. P
ancakes a

nd

fr
it
te

rs
, 

s
a

y
 A

ll 
Saints and St. Peters'. W

h
e

n will the ball c
ome, s

a
y

 t
he

 bells at Whitechape
l. O

ld Mother Hubbard w
e

n
t 

to
 bed, Tom! Go to

 b
e

d
 w

ith m
e. [Illustrati

o
n
: 

P
a
ra

dox] O
ld M

o
the

r H
ubbard s

h
e

 w
e

n
t 

to
 b

e
d

, T
o
m

!



When she came back, the poor dog was spinnin
g. S

he w
ent t

o the piem
an, "Let me

 t
a
st

e
 y

o
ur

 w
a

re
." S

a
y
s
 th

e
 p

ie
m

a
n t

o
 S

im
p

le
 S

im
o

n
, 
"

Sh
o

w
 m

e
 f

ir
s
t y

o
u
r
 p

e
n
n

y
."

 S
a

y
s
 S

im
p

le
 S

im
o

n
 t

o
 th

e
 m

e
a

d
o

w
 "S

e
e

 m
y
 w

if
e

, d
id y

o
u
 t

he
re

?
" 

S
o
, 
so

, 
M

is
tr

e
ss

 P
ussy

, p
ra

y
 ho

w
 d

o
 y

o
u run

 ro
un

d
 the

 c

o
rn

e
r,

 e
a
ti

ng
 a

 C
hr

is
tm

a
s 

p
ie

?
 S

o
m

e
 l
ik

e
 it in a

 b
a
sin. T

he
 fo

ur M
isse

s W
hite

 w
e
re

 a
lre

a
d
y 

o
n 

th
e
ir

 w
a
y 

to
 B

ri
st

o
l.
 M

y 
fa

th
e
r 

lo
ve

s g
o
o
d
 b

ra
nd

y, a
nd

 C
ha

rle
y lo

ve
s g

o
o
d
 b

ra
nd

y, a

nd
 C

ha
rl

e
y 

lo
ve

s 
a
 p

re
tt

y 
la

ss
. H

e
 n

e
ve

r 
ha

s 

b
e
e
n to

 m
y b

e
d
; fo

ur a
ng

e
ls ro

und
 m

y ho
use

 thi
s 

ni
g
ht

?
 N

o
ne

 b
ut

 c
ru

e
l 
T
o
m

! 
W

ho
 s

te

a
ls a

ll the
 n

ig
ht c

o
m

e
s a

w
a

y
 flie

s sh

e
. 
M

r.
 V

e
lv

e
t 

P
u
rr

 w
a

s 
v
e
ry

 c
a

r

e
f
u
l n

o
t to

 d
o

 s
o

. O
n
e

 d
a

y
, s

h
e

 s
ta

rt
e

d
 o

f
f
 i
n
to

 a
 w

o
o

d
, to

 g
a

th
e

r w
ild

f
lo

w
e

r

s
 a

n
d

 t
o

 c
h
a

s
e

 b
u
tt

e
rflie

s
. S

h
e

 ra
n
 h

e
re, a

nd
 r

a
n 

th
e
re

, a

nd w
ent so far. The Wolf puts on th

e stool, take off you r clothes, and come into b ed with me.
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