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Down the glen tramp little men.  

One hauls a basket,  

One bears a plate,  

One lugs a golden dish  

Of many pounds weight.  

How fair the vine must grow  

Whose grapes are so luscious;  

How warm the wind must blow  

Through those fruit bushes.”  

“No,” said Lizzie, “No, no, no;  

Their offers should not charm us,  

Their evil gifts would harm us.”  

She thrust a dimpled finger  

In each ear, shut eyes and ran:  

Curious Laura chose to linger  

Wondering at each merchant man.  

One had a cat’s face,  

One whisk’d a tail,  

One tramp’d at a rat’s pace,  

One crawl’d like a snail,  

One like a wombat prowl’d obtuse and furry,  

One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry.  

She heard a voice like voice of doves  

Cooing all together:  

They sounded kind and full of loves  

In the pleasant weather. 


