Bishop & Co. (London, England),printer
This book was produced in EPUB format by the Internet Archive.
The book pages were scanned and converted to EPUB format automatically. This process relies on optical character recognition, and is somewhat susceptible to errors. The book may not offer the correct reading sequence, and there may be weird characters, non-words, and incorrect guesses at structure. Some page numbers and headers or footers may remain from the scanned page. The process which identifies images might have found stray marks on the page which are not actually images from the book. The hidden page numbering which may be available to your ereader corresponds to the numbered pages in the print edition, but is not an exact match; page numbers will increment at the same rate as the corresponding print edition, but we may have started numbering before the print book's visible page numbers. The Internet Archive is working to improve the scanning process and resulting books, but in the meantime, we hope that this book will be useful to you.
The Internet Archive was founded in 1996 to build an Internet library and to promote universal access to all knowledge. The Archive's purposes include offering permanent access for researchers, historians, scholars, people with disabilities, and the general public to historical collections that exist in digital format. The Internet Archive includes texts, audio, moving images, and software as well as archived web pages, and provides specialized services for information access for the blind and other persons with disabilities.
Created with abbyy2epub (v.1.7.6)
FOR LITTLE CHILDREN.
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Oranges and Lemons,
Say the bells at St. Clements.
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You owe me five farthings,
Say the bells at St. Martin's
When will you pay me ?
Say the bells at the Old Bailey ;
When I grow rich,
Say the bells at Shoreditch.
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When will that be,
Say the bells at Stepney, I do not know Says the Great Bell at Bow.
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diddle diddle.
High diddle diddle, The cat and the fiddle, The cow jump'd over the moon : The little dog laugh'd to see such sport,
While the dish ran after the spoon.
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Bah, bah, black sheep,
Have you any wool ? Yes, Sir, I have,
Three bags full, One for ray maste^
One ft/, my dame, But none for the little boy
Who cries m the lane.
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Hide a Cock
j
Torse.
Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross, To see an old lady ride on a white | horse,
Rings on her fingers, bells on her toes,
She will have music wherever she
goes.
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