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The Trip to the Moon




THE TRIP TO THE MOON

T hree little tots looked out one night
Dickie, Willie, and Bee;

The moon was casting silvery light

Over the dark blue sea.

“Oh, how | wish we had a boat!”
Said curly-headed Bee;

“Wouldn’t it be so nice to float

Over the shining sea.”

A fairy with a wand appeared

Before the startled three;
About her shone a light so weird

“r‘(?”(/l")(l‘.‘ l"(l("'l{ fo see.

She waved her wand, a lovely boat
Came sailing in from sea;

“Now come with me, ond we shall float

Down the moon’s path,” said she.

Sweetly she smiled away their fears,
And, laughing in their glee,
The fairy and three little dears

Went sailing out to sea.

The Moon-Man spied them from afar,
Through his big telescope,

And, hopping in his motor car,

He started down the slope.

His big round face wore such a smile,
As he the boat drew near:

It could be seen off quite a mile

Least so it did appear.
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LILY BELL AND THE FAIRIES

A little girl, named Lily Bell,
Lived near a lovely hawthorn dell;
And oft at night, with airy tread

Came fairies singing round her bed

“Lily Bell, Lily Bell, come out and play;

Lily Bell, I ll, "tis bright as day;

j \
Fairies are dancing neath the May moon;

. : 2 ’
f'l;,-« rs are piping—hark to their tune.

{

One full moon night, so it 1s said,

Sweet Lily Bell crept out of bed;

Swiftly her little bare feet fleu

O er mead -;mr:\:;,g with the

time than one can tell,

the fragrant hawthorn dell
twinkling feet,

greeting sweet

yme out to play;

Lily Bell, | Jell, 'tis bright as day;
Fairies are dancing 'neath the May moon;

Pipers are piping hark to their tune.”

At peep of day the fairies fled;
Dear Lily Bell lew back to bed;
W fvu‘u" stealing o er her drowsy /'nnll.

Came the departing sweet refrain

“Lily Bell, Lily Bell, come out and /r[u\','
Lily Bell, Lily Bell, 'tis bright as day;
Fairies are dancing 'neath the May moon;

Pipers are piping—hark to their tune.”
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BABY BUNNY'S FRIGHT

An owl lived in a hollow tree,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!
And three fat owlets as « ould be,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

y 1 )
She slept all day, hunted all night,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Because owls can't see in sunlight,

oh my

» [ittle mouse,

'
»h my!

from his house,

J '
oh m)

T he owl would grab him in a trice,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!

For owls are very fond of mice,

Oh my! oh my vh my!

Mrs. Owl came flyving along,
' ’
Oh my! oh my! oh m)
Grabbed Bunny in her talons strong,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Bunny gave himself up for lost,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Too late he knew, to his sad cost,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

He should have done what mother said,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!
/l!"(i nou "f' m }IIN COs)y [7“".

Oh my! /

oh my! oh my




Near the nest in the hollow tree,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Pounced out Mrs. Owl’'s enemy,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!

The owls fought, and Bunny was dropped,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

His head swam round just like a top,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Half scared to death for home he flew,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

And found his mother in a stew,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Wringing her paws and sobbing sore,
“Oh my! oh my! oh my!

I'll never see my baby more,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!”

Her baby to her breast she drew,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

And cuddled him as mothers do,

Oh my! oh my! oh my!

Bunny never forgot his fright,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

And ne'er again went out at night,
Oh my! oh my! oh my!

BOY BOBBIE MIGHT HAVE DIED

Little Boy Bobbie ate a plum,
And swallowed the stone inside;

And if the Doctor hadn’t come,

Boy Bobby might have died.




LITTLE BILLY BUMBLE

Little Billy Bumble
Took an awful tumble

He tumbled far, he tum!’ied fast,

And reached the hill bottom at last;
T here he brought up against a stump,

And, oh my! but he got a bump

Said he to himse //, ‘Tis quite ['I(HH,
I'll ne’er get up that hill again.
Oh! I wish my mummie were here

’ " ’
T'o carry me up; oh dear! oh dear

Billy Boy thought his death was nigh,
When sw u/'(\/ an eagle from the sky;
Picked him up, and away it flew;

What could poor little Billy do.

He sobbed and cried, “If | get home,
From my own yard I'll never roam;
I'll be as good as good can be:

Dear Lord! don't let the eagle eat me.”

Tust when the eagle, fierce and bold,
Stopped on a crag to get fresh hold,
Came Billy’'s mother to her door,

Saw her son’s plight and out she tore

Her screams an hunter, with a gun,
Brought to the rescue at a run;

He shot the eagle !‘u'muj/n the head,
And fnvulk’/!l down Billy nearly dead.

“Now little dears;
What happened Billy might happen thee,
If when your mother bids you stay

"tis ;v/‘un fo see,

/Il your own \(”k{, you (I'\ll‘]’('\.“
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A YELLOW DOG

Only a common yellow dog;
But oh, the heart within!

He pulled wee Charlie from the lake
Wee Charlie couldn’t swim.

1 is lv-u;..’/l.‘ /u- |Il(1llvl Ll UIH['IUI‘II.
r display any spleen,
h he’d no bed, or roof o’erhead,

[ oh, his sides were [r‘(lll.

for a bare bone or crust;

a ¥ .l.‘.,/ w ,,“l' S0 g/-.n{.‘

LR

I'he trusting look in his big eyes

Sommehow made one feel sad.

PO

to his tail,

inside;

i
("j.-

ind from that day

2
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RAIN SPLASHES
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‘Aunty, what makes big drops of rain?”
“'Tis, so the story goes,
T'he Moon-Man's wife, as some maintain,

On wash day sprinkling clothes.

“She picks up the slarry dipper,
And dips it in the sea;
Then sprinkles big drops of water;
Some splash to earth, you see.”




ATy

5

THE FAIRY IN GRANDFATHER’S CLOCK

{ he Fa hat dwells in Grandfather’s clock,
( ! places the queerest
§ Dor Brocl
Who thi 5 N ol fauries dearest
A/ te i nignt bed
! air)
W he ¢ ie her vd
¢ 1p Lhe veel liltie dearte
e Dachk fum'k}xr
¢ ul Fairyland
’ hi f¢ h n £ sfitne ,{Y.’L'."'!
) 1 th tlvery strand
f ple take me?
R 1er hed
¢ ed [« €¢
t wt h | have read
I Fair
¢y } ’ {
et f
) ¢ { f 1 ) be
¢ | ry she sped
All that night the shuning strand
Dorothy danced with the fairies;
F mudst delighi f Fairyland,

never wearies




The Fairy
in Grandfather's Clock




BETTY

“I am so sleepy, mummie;
I cannot pray tonight.
Dear God, you'll please excuse me
If I shut my eves tight.”

“Why, Betty, that is sinful!
Suppose tonight you'd die!
Would it not be most awful
To meet God in the sky?”

Betty shook her curly head;
“Oh, that would be all right:
God knows I mean to say,” she said,

9
Two prayers tomorrow night

Drowsy eyes began to close;
A little head to nod;
Mother whispered as she 'rose,
“In Thy safe keeping, God."”

A MOUSE’'S LAMENT

y ’
poor me!

A‘I’ll"v l']l'.' Poor me.
I’m hungry as can be;
Of food there isn't a scrap;
Only that in the trap,
And | dare not touch that

No wonder I'm not fat.

“What a terrible life
Just one sad round of strife;
For if it isn’t mouse-traps,
T hen 'tis sure to be cats
Ready to catch poor me;
Poor me! poor me! poor me!”




FROM A BOY’'S STANDPOINT

When daddy whipped me yesterday
He said it hurt him more

Now that to me’s a mystery,
Because he wasn't sore.

I asked him where it hurt him, and
He said it was the thought

That | had been so naughty and
Done things | shouldn't ought.

But just the same his appetite
Was not the worse a b't:

While I could s(‘ur('(’ly eat a bite,
Nor on a chair could sit,

He took me to the dentist once,
And said I had no grit

I guess he'd holler out and wince
If he'd had to stand it.

One day he had the toothache bad;
Said mother, “Goodness sake!

If you an ounce of courage had
You'd have no root to ache,”

When | was made take castor oil
He called me “baby calf”:

But from a dose he did recoil,
And only swallowed half.

Because in church I fidgeted,
He was at me so mad

But sleep in church, as daddy did,
I think was quite as bad.

When I've a boy, I tell you what,
I'll not whip him and say
“It hurts me worse” ; for that is rot
Boys think so anyway.




THE LACE PATTERN CONTEST

Lived long ago, in a French town,
A Ri!l lace-maker poor
“’l‘f’l Sh(u'.\' worn down, in palc ’It'(f-u;) gown,

And hunger at her door.

Heralds one day throughout the land
Proclaimed a great contest

Purse of gold from the Queen's own hand
For the lace pattern best

You may be sure that many sought
So grand a prize to win:

Il).' poor Ill( {4 ’lhl’\'l'l' (l!‘l‘ll' nlh./ u'rmu:hl
Till she was sick and thin.

At last a lovely pattern greu
Like magic 'neath her hand,
And when she’'d finished it she knew

Fine winning chance she'd stand.

Just then a neighbor girl stepy ed in;
The pattern met her eye
T hought she this /nu’lr‘n’\ sure to win,

,‘\IHI :IH‘LH ('ll a 1(:1!4”[& '-:L'IY.

With joyful heart the poor girl took
T he lovely pattern in;
The judge said, with a puzzled look,

“'Tis strange, here is its twin!"

The neighbor girl it copied had

Now was not that a sin?
T he poor girl turned away heart-sad ;
Her eves with tears therein.




After a wretched sleepless night,
The lace girl early ’rose;

Her eyes met such a wondrous sight
Now what do you suppose?

Upon the pane Jack Frost had made
A fairy lace design;

Quickly she drew it ere it fade,
And cried—*The prize is mine!”

Not only did she win the prize
For loveliest pattern seen
But she became, to her surprise,

Lace-maker for the Queen.

BILLY PERKINS

Billy Perkins had the get-ups,
And couldn’t long sit down

They said his legs should be in stocks;
Called him a jumping clown.

His mother took him once to church,
And oh! he shamed her sore

He lost his penny, and did search
All over seat and floor.

A boy and he got in a boat;
He promised to stay down;
It wasn’t long they were afloat,
And both did nearly drown.

Even at meals he couldn’t sit still;
Kept jumping up and down;

His playmates named him Jump-Up-Bill
This boy who couldn’t sit down.




BABIES' SECRETS

Babies have secrets they won’t tell

{ { in Fairy-land-Dell;

yecrels (earned
Where they tell us, in fairy rhyme,
Babies lived for a long, long time

came down on sunbeams bright,

th hearts delight.

to mothers

and-Dell is a lovely spot
i, never too hot;
for the sun shines bright,
ldle of the night:
in see what play, what fun,

where day is never done.

Fairy-land-Dell all day long

lowers bloom, and the birds of song

2
ng the trees,

[ttter about am
beneath the h'ul't‘.\,

T he I« [v fairies dance and sing,

ind a magic ring.

ound

i
While on the g

W he abes asleep laugh loud with glee,
plain as plain can be,
reaming of the lovely dell,
Where the beautiful fairies dwell:
Now wasn't it good of baby dear,
from Fairy-land down here?

They're

RIMPLE! RIMPLE! RIMPLE!
Rimple! rimple! rimple!
Mary has a pimple!
Brother has the measles!
Baby has a dimple!
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#ahies’




WONDERS BENEATH THE SEA

Harry Ray went fishing one day,

A bent pin for a hook
And having heard his daddy say

No fish were in the brook
Thought he, “I'll go down to the sea;
A big fish there I'll catch maybe.”

And soon he had a bite;
He pulled a fish up - twas a shad
His eyes beamed with delight;
“I'll run right home with it,” thought he,
Eager to let his mother see.

But joy gave way to great surprise,
When the startled Harry,
Saw the \h‘ul‘ vu;/l! [e‘lur(' his eves,
Turn into a fairy.
“Come,"” said she, “and I'll show to thee
Wonderful sights under the sea.”

Ere Harry (rlu/u./ say yes or no,
He was beneath the sea,
And found that swimming there below
Was pleasant as could be.
At first the sea was dark as IllX’l’.
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But very scon it grew quite light,

A lot of fish went swimming past:
Said Fairy, " 'Tis a school.”
“Du they have schools here?” Harry asked,
]l}l’)l\"’lk’ ’4’)" l’l('(l (IT(’I[-
“As many as on land,” said she;
“But these are fishes' schools, you see!”




Poor Harry's eves grew large with dread,
As Big Whale came in vieu
“Now don't be frightened!” Fairy said,
“Because he’ll not hurt you:
He’s come to carry us, you know

’

We have some thousand miles to go.

As Harry mounted Big Whale's side,
He noticed a queer lump;

He uuu;,‘l/ it so he wouldn’t slide
His heart gave such a thump;

T he lump turned out a fish to be

‘A Sucking Fish explained Fairy.

On the whale's side appeared a scab,
.\':.(' ol a {I’)\ mouse;

It moved ; thought Harry, 'tis a crab;
Said Fairy, *“’Tis Whale Louse!”

Just then a Saw Fish hove in sight;

Big Whale dashed on with all his might.

It looked as if Saw Fish would win;
‘t /ll"l .\ll ('7(1 I '.')I] came ll[("lL’.’

Stuck his sword through the former’s fin
A fight was now on strong

The Saw Fish deftly whirled aside,

Al“l rippe A/ /ll§ llll‘ ersar \‘x h”ll'.

St‘urn € ,nu/ 1;11\' Hvlhlll’ lmni(‘ ’li.l escape,
When came Great Octopus

A monster formed in dreadful shape,
With snake arms numerous:

Its staring eyves made Harry creep,

As slowly it sank in the deep.

He saw the fish that builds a nest,
And lays its eggs therein;

The Red Fish with a silvery breast,
And Ribbon Fish so thin;

And fish that like the rainbow shine,

With colors brilliant and as fine.




T here were Climbing Fish, Flying Fish,
Cuttle Fish so queerish;
Dragon Fish and transparent fish,
Tube mouth fish so freakish;
But Harry thought the queerest sighl
Were fish that carried their own light.

Some jelly fish came swimming by:
One shaped like a balloon,

And one like an enormous eye,
Another like the moon.

Fantastic squids made Harry laugh;

He thought them funniest by half,

Another very comic sight
Was a grotesque Sea Horse
Prancing it came, almost upright,
Adown the water course;
It eyed them with a curious stare,
As if 'twere wondering what they were,

A lovely garden came in sight,

Full of gayest lowers
Scarlet coral, anemones bright,

And the sweetest bowers
Festooned with ropes like feather glass,
And trailing iridescent grass.

Beneath a phosphorescent tree
A group of lilies stood,
And ferns, as lovely as you'd see
In any dale or wood;
All kinds of Aowers could be seen,
With colors bright from red to green.

Upon his back a floral bed,
A Hermit Crab crawled on
Between a toadstool, rosy red,
And a huge carnation;
While Venus' Girdle shone in light,
An iridescent, dazzling sight.




While gazing at a Feather Star,
Near Neptune’s lacy sleeve,

The Fairy said, “Our journey’s far:
[)c'ur, we had better (('(u'(',

For fear thy parents feel alarm,

Thinking their boy has come to harm.”

“l wish there wasn’t any rain!”
Dear little Freddy sighed,

As, with his nose pressed 'gainst the pane,
He viewed the wet outside,

“For if there wasn’t any rain
I could on Dobbin ride,
Or I could run along the lane,

And not stay here inside.”

His mother stroked his curly head;
“My boy must not complain,
For don't you know, my dear,” she said,

“Tis God who sends the rain.”

“I think that God might 'ploy His time
In doing better things

T han sending rain, when He knows fine

How nasty it makes things.”

His mother smiling said, *“ 'Tis rain
Brings us fruit and flowers;

It fills our fields with yellow grain;

That’s why God sends showers.”
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PTY STOCKING

Christmas Day

wide
aside
/ { said
s head
hed its sor
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hur to a ch r
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pure white light
ith a glow so bright
m paled with fright.
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The Empty Stocking




THE WISH THAT WENT ASTRAY

“Oh, how I wish | were a bird!”’
Cried little Milly May ;
An old witch came along and heard;
Alas! alas! the day!
She turned poor Milly to a bird

Into an owl gray.

iYou

in the witch’s cave, all day,
Sits lLittle Milly Ma

Sleeping the sunny hours away;
Hunting all night for prey;

How gladly she’d her wish unsay;

But owl she must stay.

Now little girls content must be,
And not like Milly May;

\ wilc il nught pass (u‘ulu;, you see,
Unnoticed any Ju; ’

And she your wish maliciously

May cause to go astray.

GOD MUST USE A LOT OF MATCHES

God must use a lot of matches,
Lighting up the stars at might;
Burnt ones must fall down in batches,
But next day none are in sight.

Where He throws them, now I wonder,
Could it be into the sea,

Where they have no chance to smoulder

If some still should burning be.




GREEDY PIG

One time there lived a greedy boy;
A stingy one to boot

Taking and keeping was his joy;

Giving was pain acute.

He'd grab and eat up every tart,

Cakes, pies and everything;
Though oft his mother made him smart,
And caused his ears to ring.

When he got candy he would eat
T he whole of it himself ;
'"Twould break his heart to give a treat;
He thought of none but self.

A g('n(‘r(’(ls l'(?)' R(”..(' hin', one J('\'.
Half his big popcorn ball;

He snatched the other half away,

And quickly ate it all.

As he was going home that day,

Appeared a fierce old witch;
She stood in middle of the way,
And struck him with her switch.

“I turn thee to a pig!” cried she
“Greedy Pig is thy name;
'Tis all that thou art fit to be;
T hou hast thyself to blame.’

“So that is how the name, my dear,
‘Greedy Pig’ came to be

Greed is a thing to shun and fear;

S0’s siinginess, you see.”




:ND OF AN IMPERFECT DAY

One Subbath morn the sun got out the wrong side of the bed;
He st wed up the moon and stars, and then he scratched his head ;

tht until he tried to fasten his big collar,

ttton and he began to holler

in fo see what was the matter;

> the neighbours,” said she, “with all this clatter.”

the button there; someone it has taken

I'm sure yvou'll ind you are much mistaken.’

y sy "
ed him search, she said, “Look in your pockets

in angry tone like exploding rockets

Perhaps you've missed it in your hurried search

ar we shall be very late for church!”

“What use to look again, | KNOW it isn't there"”;
fingers in his vest, “Why here it is, my dear!”

¢ with sheepish look, said Mrs. Sun—"If men

er pockets there would be a deal less trouble then.”

Now while searching for the button the bacon stone cold got;
T'his, strange to say, caused Mr. Sun to get almost red hot
{ when at last they reached the church they had to go in late,

And heard a dust-dry sermon that a saint would irritate

Adverse fate all day pursued him, not once did it let up;

Even when he called for toddy there wasn't left a sup.

His troubles to forget he thought he'd early go to bed,

When getting in he skinned his shin and badly bumped his head.

Now one would think he'd had his share of trouble for a day;
But sad to say a climax fast was speeding on ils way—

He coughed; the stars came out: the moon refused, to his dismay,
And with stomach ache he ended that most imperfect day.
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Your dress may be fine
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JEALOUSY

Little Johnnie has the mumps;
He's proud as can be

Little Willie's in the dumps;
He hasn't them, you see
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