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A blue robe on their shoulder . .
A little fairy comes at night “
A wind came up out of the sea

All the bells of heaven may ring

Are you awake, Gemelli .

At evening, when the lamp is lit

Because I set no snare .

Beyond the East the sunrise, beyond the Wat thc sea

Blue along the alley-ways, blue in the meadow

Buttercup is golden . . v . ‘ . . .
By the shore of Gitchee Gumee % 2 : 3 . :

Come, sweetheart, listen, for I have a thing .
Come unto these yellow sands R

Do you ask what the birds say? The sparrow, the dove
Father, we thank Thee for the night

Gally bedight . .

God make my life a little llght
Golden butterflies gleam in the sun .
Good-bye, good-bye to Summer
Grasshoppers four a-fiddling went

Her arms across her breast she laid

Here we go a-walking, so softly, so softly

How far is it to Bethlehem? . .
Hush a while, my darling, for the long day closcs .

I cling and swing . .

I come from haunts of coot and hern

I have a garden of my own

I have a little shadow that goes in and out wlth me

I heard the summer calling across great breadths of sea .

I saw a ship a-sailing .

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight

If I could be a gipsy-boy and hire a caravan . .

If you will come and stay withus . .

Into the sunshine

It’s a warm wind, the west wmd full of bm:ls’ Crl&s

It’s in Connacht or in Munster that yourself might travel Wlde
It’s wonderful dogs they’re breeding now « . .
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Kate rose up early as fresh as a lark . .

Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you mvmg? i
Lean out of the window i

Let us dance and let us sing

Little brown baby-bird, lapped in your nest

Little brown seed, oh! httlc brown brother

Little Jesus, wast Thou shy

Little lamb, who made thee?

Little White Lily

Look! look! the spring is come .

Loughareema! Loughareema

Minnie and Winnie .
My counterpane is soft as silk . :
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here

O hush thee, my ba.blc, thy sire was a kmght
Old Meg she was a gipsy .

O, men from the fields!

Over hill, over dale . .

P iping down the valleys wild .

Seven days he travelled . .

Sherwood in the twilight, is Robin Hood awake?

Sing for the sun your lyric, lark

Sing to us, cedars; the twilight is crccpmg

Sleep, Baby mine! The Jjackals by the river

Sleep, little pigeon, and fold your wings .

Some one is always sitting there .

Spindle-wood, spindle-wood, will you lend rne, pray
Spring is coming, spring is coming .

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant kmg
Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest . 5
Suppose...and suppose that a ‘little wild Horse of Maglc .
Sweet and low, sweet and low i "

T'he Christ-child lay on Mary's lap . .
The grand road from the mountain goes shmmg to the sea .
The high hills, the snow hills . ‘
The King of China’s daughter .

The Lion and the Scorpion

The little red lark is shaking his wmgs : ‘ i

The little Road says, Go . i om i e

The mill goes toiling slowly round . i
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The Moon on the one hand, the Dawn on the other

The sea

The silver birch is a damty lady
The wmd has such a ramy sound
The year’s at the spring

There’s no dew left on the dalSICS and clover .

There was a prince by the name of Tsing
There was a ship of Rio .

They live ’neath the curtain . .
They say that God lives very high

Tiger, tiger, burning bright

Time, you old gipsy man

Up the airy mountain

We are the poor children, come out to see the sights

We who are old, old and gray .

What does little bxrdxe say .
When cats run home and night is come .
Whenever the moon and stars are set
When icicles hang by the wall .

When I was just a little boy

When I was only six years old .

When Jesus lay on Mary’s knee

When Mary goes walking

When the fiddlers play their tunes, you may sometxmes hear .

When the herds are watching .
When the sap runs up the tree

When the voices of children are heard on the green

Where did you come from, baby dear?
Where the bee sucks, there lurk I .
Where the pools are bright and deep
Who has seen the wind? .

Who would be .

Why is the wind so ill to-mght?

Will he ever be weary of wandering
Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night

You spotted snakes with double tongue
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