CHAPTER IX
SOME OF JANET'S RHYMES

Waar Ime Tirep OF
ME tired of molasses and
rye bread,
% Ime tired of Shaker
ot (L1 bonnets on my head,
Ime tired of The College, ,
I hate knowledge.

Tur FRIEND

There is a girl who has a friend

And she will love he;' till the end.
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A Wisu

Ide like to be a fairy queen
And always have my way.

My friend and Ide have Fourth of July
Come every single day.

Tae Sty CREATURE

There is a little squirrel in the wood.

He doesnt know as much as he should.

He doesn’t know enough, the silly
thing,

To want some shoes that tie up with
a string..

THaE PATH BY THE SPRING

There is a path that goes down,
And there is a path that goes past,

And up the hill, toward the town;
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And a pink dress goes
That looks like a rose
‘With a girl in. She walks fast
And gets water at the spring.
I wish that girl was happy enough to
sing.

WaAT I’ Br

I guess nobody’ll ask for me
To be The President or Queen,
But I would like to be

As kind as any ever seen.

Wirb Swrer-WiLLIAM

I love the wild Sweet-William
" That looks up through the grass
And tries to make me kiss it

‘And pet it when I pass.
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But there’s a dear Sweet-Phebe
‘Who is not wild, at all,

But prettier than Sweet-Williams;
I love her best of all.

150



