All the Pretty Horses

Hush-a-bye, don't you cry

Go to sleep-y, little baby.
When you wake you shall have
All the pretty little horses.

Blacks and bays, dapples and grays,

Coach and six-a-little horses.
Hush-a-bye, don't you cry,
Go to sleep-y, little baby.

Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star

Twinkle, twinkle, little star
How | wonder what you are.
Up above the world so high
Like a diamond in the sky

Twinkle, twinkle, little star
How | wonder what you are!
When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How | wonder what you are!
Then the traveler in the dark
Thanks you for your tiny spark;

He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How | wonder what you are!

All Through the Night
By Sir Harold Boulton

Sleep my child and peace attend thee,
All through the night

Guardian angels God will send thee,
All through the night;

Soft the drowsy hours are creeping,
Hill and vale in slumber sleeping,

| my loved ones' watch am keeping,
All through the night

Angels watching, e'er around thee,

All through the night

Midnight slumber close surround thee,
All through the night

Soft the drowsy hours are creeping,
Hill and vale in slumber sleeping

| my loved ones' watch am keeping,
All through the night



While the moon her watch is keeping,
All through the night

While the weary world is sleeping, |
All through the night

O'er thy spirit gently stealing,
Visions of delight revealing
Breathes a pure and holy feeling,
All through the night.

Sleep, baby, sleep

Sleep, baby, sleep

Your father tends the sheep

Your mother shakes the dreamland tree
And from it fall sweet dreams for thee
Sleep, baby, sleep

Sleep, baby, sleep

Sleep, baby, sleep

Our cottage vale is deep

The little lamb is on the green

With snowy fleece so soft and clean
Sleep, baby, sleep

Sleep, baby, sleep

Sleep, baby, sleep,
Down where the woodbines creep
Be always like the lamb so mild

A kind, and sweet, and gentle child
Sleep, baby, sleep
Sleep, baby, sleep

Rock-a-bye baby

Rock-a-bye baby, in the treetop

When the wind blows, the cradle will rock
When the bough breaks, the cradle will fall
And down will come baby, cradle and all

Baby is drowsing, cozy and fair

Mother sits near, in her rocking chair

Forward and back, the cradle she swings

And though baby sleeps, he hears what she sings

From the high rooftops, down to the sea
No one's as dear, as baby to me

Wee little fingers, eyes wide and bright
Now sound asleep, until morning light.

Toora, [L,oora, [L,OOra

Toora, loora, loora
Toora, loora, i

Toora, loora, loora
Hush, now, don't you cry

Ah,
Toora, loora, loora



Toora, loora, i
Toora, loora, loora
It's an Irish lullaby

Over in Killarney, many years ago

My mother sang this song to me in tones so sweet and
low

Just a simple little ditty in her good old Irish way

And I'd give the world if she could sing that song to me
this day

Toora, loora, loora
Toora, loora, i

Toora, loora, loora
Hush, now, don't you cry

Ah,

Toora, loora, loora
Toora, loora, i
Toora, loora, loora
It's an Irish lullaby

Golden Slumbers

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles await you when you rise.
Sleep, pretty baby,

Do not cry,

And | will sing a lullaby.

Cares you know not,
Therefore sleep,
While over you a watch I'll keep.
Sleep, pretty darling,
Do not cry,

And | will sing a lullaby.

Lavender's Blue

Lavender's blue, dilly dilly,
Lavender's green

When you are King, dilly dilly,
| shall be Queen

Who told you so, dilly dilly,
Who told you so?

‘Twas my own heart, dilly dilly,
That told me so

Call up your friends, dilly, dilly
Set them to work
Some to the plough, dilly dilly,
Some to the fork

Some to the hay, dilly dilly,
Some to thresh corn
Whilst you and |, dilly dilly,
Keep ourselves warm



Lavender's blue, dilly dilly,
Lavender's green

When you are King, dilly dilly,
| shall be Queen

Who told you so, dilly dilly,
Who told you so?

‘Twas my own heart, dilly dilly,
That told me so.

Hush, Little Baby

Hush, little baby, don't say a word.
Mama's gonna buy you a mockingbird
And if that mockingbird won't sing,
Mama's gonna buy you a diamond ring

And if that diamond ring turns brass,
Mama's gonna buy you a looking glass
And if that looking glass gets broke,
Mama's gonna buy you a billy goat

And if that billy goat won't pull,
Mama's gonna buy you a cart and bull
And if that cart and bull turn over,

Mama's gonna buy you a dog named Rover

And if that dog named Rover won't bark
Mama's gonna buy you a horse and cart

And if that horse and cart fall down,

You'll still be the sweetest little baby in town.



