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It begins

Just where it ends,
And your lovely house
There stands.

H ouses run

Upon these rails,
Owver hills
And over dales.

Ihis young foal

Looks nice and gay.
He eats

Meither oats nor hay.
Firmly grip

The handle-bar,

If you want
To travel far.
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The answers are on page 48,









Th]s is a house

With one window in it,
Showing films

Nearly every minute.

It- is running

Night and day,
But it never
Runs away.

5: " ithout a tongue,

Without an ear,
| can speak,
And sing,

And hear.

Over fields,

And woods,

And rivers

This voice carries
(Sometimes quivers).
It is carried

By wires

Day and night,

It never tires,




: A thousand spades, ffg -5
And shovels, too, s w?

Can never do
What | can do.

; -‘“nen | ride,

)

I'm all right.
When | stop,
I flop.

H ave a look

L At this fine steed.
He looks very strange, indeed:
Eats petrol,
And never grazes,
Fast along the road he races.






: I'II dial the proper number,
And

Soon hear the voice
Of my very best friend.

5 Iwu little golden horns

Are sitting on a cloud,
Floating slowly in the sky,
Looking very proud.

I have no legs,

13 But I can run.
| have no tongue, : AN |
But | tell everyone: *—“"*
“Time to start work!"” ﬁﬂ*-
“Time to go to bed!” - | FEEELEER

“Time to get up again,
You, sleepy-head!”










Savm kids on a ladder
Are happy and gay.
They are swinging their feet
They are singing away.

I v 1 v hands and face

| never wash,
But, not a sloven,
| look posh!
Don’t wash them:
I'll stop to chime,
And you'll never
Know the time.
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A sach dot on this ladder

Looks like a bird.
They're all singing songs
That I've never heard.
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Mv beautiful tail _:

Is bushy,

And the colour of it
Is red.

| hate the idea

Of it being worn
Round your neck
Or upon your head.
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arly at dawn

He's the first to awake,

And a terrible sound _
He's ready to make. i
This shrill,

Alarming,

Deafening sound
Arouses from sleep
Everybody around.

In the distance

This sound dies away,
Ushering in

Another new day.




The black bird spread its wings,
Under their canopy lay
The wide world, sleeping sound,
Till the break of next day.
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B rother Thin

20 And Brother Thick
Fasten things,
Both small and big.

H'e doesn’t speak,

Nor does he sing,

Nor at the door-bell
Give a ring,

But still he lets

His master know

Who wants to see him,
Friend or foe.
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M‘f sharp steel teeth,

*e In any wood,
For cutting trees
Are very good.
So if you want
To fell a tree,
You'll have to make
Good use of me.
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