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Time gets along, and I grow up;
I'm seventeen next year.

What shall I choose—
what sort of job

to start
on my career?
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Carpenters are clever folk.
Making furniture’s no joke;
we take

a big, round log,

first thing,
and to a bench
the log we bring.
Now we saw it—
like that!—
into planks,
long and flat.
After working such a lot
the busy saw
becomes red-hot.
Round about the sawdust flies—
there in yellow heaps it lies.






Now
we take a plane
and set to work again.
Back and forth,
to and fro—

off the knots and, snags all go.




If
we need
a ball or knob
a lathe is used
to do the job.
One by one we make the parts,
then the work of joining starts.
Wardrobe, armchair,
table, chest—

neat and strong—

the very best!



Making furniture is good
yet building is no worse.
I'd be a builder, yes, I would,
Just let them teach me first.
I'd make a drawing
for a start

Of a house

that’s to my heart.
What the builders have to do
1s make the house look fine,
spacious, handsome,

nice and new,
windows all ashine!
Here’s the front—
it’s called fagade;
there
the garden will be laid.

Here we'll have a gravel path,
there the pantry and the bath.
The drawing’s finished.

' You and I
and all the rest get busy.







The scaffolding goes up sky-high;
to look down makes you dizzy.
Where |
the work’s too hard for man
cranes and pulleys
lend a hand;
steel girders
they hoist up like sticks
together with
whole piles of bricks.
We lay tin sheets upon the roof
to make it strong
and waterproof.
The house 1s ready,
spacious, tall,
and beautiful to see.
There’s room enough in it for all
for every family.
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