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Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross,
To see a fine lady upon a white horse.

With rings on her fingers and bells on her toes,
She shall have music wherever she goes.
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I wish I lived in a caravan, =~
With a horse to drive, like a pedlar man!
Where he comes from nobody knows,
Or where he goes to, but on he goes.
His caravan has windows too, -
And a chimney of tin that the smoke comes through;
He has a wife, with a baby brown,
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And they go riding from town to town. %
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“ Where are you going to, my pretty maid?
“ I'm going a-milking, sir,”” she said.

“ May I go with you, my pretty maid? ”

“ You're kindly welcome, sir,”” she said.

“ What is your father, my pretty maid?

“ My father’s a farmer, sir,” she said.

“ What is your fortune, my pretty maid?
“ My face is my fortune, sir,”” she said.

“ Then I can’t marry you, my pretty maid.”
““ Nobody asked you, sir,”” she said.
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There was a crooked man

Who walked a crooked mile.
He found a crooked sixpence

Upon a crooked stile:
He bought a crooked cat

Who caught a crooked mouse.
And they all lived together

In a little crooked house.







