Coclmey Childrena's Games and
v~ , . Chantics, - .-

.-- BY EDWIN PU(:H.' -

" Om roch osoft, sweet evenings as this
‘which Huods the eountryside as | wrile,
I am reminded of the carly spring-tide
of my own Jife, when I played with the
I'a-lmﬂy_ “children in & ecertain backwasa
»f Lrafic in Lomdon. *2 , ,

- Alave the broken hlack line of houae-
tops the sky is still aflame with the
glory of departing duy. The eun has
goue down in red wrath, and the atars
shine pale in the meek blue of the East.
The street ia a riot of children; for if
*men must work and women must
weep,” it is mo desas certain thut ehild-
yen must play. And play they do, these
Jittle ones of Fondon, with a feverisa
eagerness which reems to betoken that,
kaowing their childbood must be all tos
short, they are bent on making the
miost nf it.

A -windmilt- \emlnr two, streeh away,
in shattering the settling evening husa
with drunken, raucous blasts on a
bugle. This backwash is gay with his
wares——windmilts, flags, and brilliant,
soaring balloons. It ja the children of
a quitter temperawent  who amuse
themoelves with such toys, leaving more
Tobustious delights to hardler juvenilds,
Here in one whipping a top; ancther ia
trundling a hoop; & boy on a pair of
stilts scemn bent on achieving some-
thing complicated in the way of a bro-
ken face; sowme girls are skipping. Let
us listen to the skippers’ chanties,
though some, it muat bz confessed, are
searcely refined:

Vates, wot#, vote tor l-:uml Jackson,
huck alt ¥lorrke eet o dooe;

Fer Kinel 18 4 wolnan,

Aud =he likes 1 hiz o' padden,

Ho we won 43 yele tor Florrle auy more.

Some are utrnngo mmghngs of qulmt-
mese aod volgarity:

Wéary. weary,
any longe E N

Thres tinies whistling for you.

Maudy, arc you ~oming Im? - - -

Hbe pulis my baje sidd hreaks my comhb?

}H el my oa when L Lo Lvine,

1 am waltlng, l LEBL WAk

'Am)ther nms

l’mht o clock beliw are ringlng. llulher. may
1 g0 oniy
Jl.’f yuung nnu Ig w-lllng to tlke me for -
k.

'!'lfﬂ e hus- me apyles, then he bars me .

PrATS, . oo -
Then he givea me a sixpence to klse him an

Lhe stalrs .

I dun't waut your lplnm. s don't want yenr

A,

T o't want your -txpence ta klls yon on
the niaire.

Then he boxs me hacen, Tries it lit & pan.

No oue emr shall have 1t but me and oy

Joung wan, T

Rut 1ot us turn from these, gentler di-
vergions to consider the tiercer games of
the boya, .

Here in a typical group. One boy
tTawls .om the pavement, swaddled .in
many jackets. He lholds the end of a
pieee of mtring. the other end <f which
is held by a companion. A harde of
yeling wrching circle  about the pair.
“Who brought this wgly beur to mar-
ket1” they erv' To which the crawling
Loy’s curtodian replies: “Such a man as
L7 “What's your name?’ “John Bull™
“How many whacks for a shiling?”" ~Aa
many a3 you can get.” AL that signal
the yelling horde helabour the lmplcsa
erawling boy with thieir caps while the
other tries to catch them. -~ -

7 A full and minule description nl’ tln-
'drluun fgames of thia eruel and vielent
eort would fill a considerable volume. In
most, the seme elemwent of spitefulne:n
or danger ssems to cunstitute
chiefent charm.” Thus one game of leap-
frog among the many is eclied Tinch-
11,7 anll 14 the most 'pnpular of ail, pre-
sumably heeause it offers unique appor-
tunitiea - to any ‘hd pining for a frae-
tured skulf, Tleir there are “Castion™
ARd “Duck " or “4ully,” in which hnge
flint stones are hurled reckicasly about
with sullirient fotve to break youthtul

lﬂ,ra like 8o muel crockery, There in
“Releane,” which _ in pluin rough-and-
tuinble

Lo fighting with the anger left out.
No Man Standing™ is raok, red aava-
gery bound  do % ta _ yules. SHorny
“Winkle's Horses” -houu-er,.,u only like-
ly to prove faial ¥ ¥ou don't chast. Tt
s w erudely Wk gae, " One” bay ©
slands orect gguinat .the swalt. { Twar g
:::r k:f! :ngkg a Fridge of theirbowed
n, - ihe. foremon dray <ha 4
the bey who s atal y ot “

have all to find plucs.

Bm thip . )n;m“ 1,
iy llym:;nlgf; by t-lung = lhori

- Xhen dhere ATg spch gambling, ]Illlll

Sleir

it
e B

aa “Marbles” and “Buttons™ ghe latter

a )l:}'ed Jmnatly rwith o heavy leaden disc

=-knowe ss s “sicer,” and somrtimea
with a peg-top or & bell. In commexion
with these gumbling gmmes are sothe
strange, immutable cenvestions “which-
are’ pever tranagressed or rebelled
againit by sny boy rlaiming .fo be a
. spurismap,  For instance: you uay ngt
phay: “Buttoms” with_ butions made “of
irom, and called, “fairly obviously,
“ironies,” or wilh any very small brass
" buttons, kuuwn as “cunnies.” You may
not use a top the peg of which is
shorter than the averuge boy's u.umb—
nail, Hwch a top is known a8 & “moun-
ter,”
pouncing en it and destroying jt- - i
“Chevy (hase™ ia Cockney rbyming-
slang for “Prisoner's Kare,” and - is
played on historic lines with only a few
- slight differences.  “I-spy-1” is hide-and-

seek. . “Tom Tiddier's Ground,” “Red
. Roxer,” and "Puu-puu, give me a
drop’ o water,” _are all a apecies
of “Touch”; other wariants be-
ing  “Teuch Wood,” “Touch Irom™
“French Tourh,” _ *“Crosa Fouch,”
and “Widdy-widdy-warny!” and they

have this in commion, that one player is
always made the butt of the rest, and
- dtubbed He. e is 3 kiod of nport of
fortune whe ia invariably esst for all
the uncomfortable, rushing-about parts;
He it is who receives the buﬂellngs aml
jeers—as in “Ugly Bear.”
- The (ockn?) pame of “Ornnges and
Lemons,” with its very ancient chanty,
played by children of both rexes, after
wuch elaborate tinessing, resolves itself
into a tug of war:

- Oranges aud Wmous—bells of Bt. Clrement s,
I owe You Give fardens, 3ays the Bells of Si.
Murtin'a.
_ When will you pay me? gays the bells of
4Md RBniley.

T TWhen L get r!cn sayn the Mlll of slmre-

diteh. 1o
When wiit mlt be‘.’ BAyE the Dbeills of !lep—

But here the two appointed heads of the
game evade Chis awkward question by
joining both their hands and croouing,
sepulchrally; as the remainder of lhr
children pams, - stooping, under their
linked zrms; -

lere comies a Eght ta Jght Jon to bed:
1lere comes a chopper to ¢hop off yout béad.
Last—last—|ast— iact—ingt—man's heau'

‘The average “gutlemmpe" has sadlvr
- .. little fecling -for Llhe picturesque or bi-
It is the little girls who impart

zarre.
& savour of poesy to lhese street revels,
There were no flowern in that backwash
of traflic in which T played, but there
were the litile London lassies, and, hav-
ing them always with us, we hardly felt
the lack of buttercups and daisies. “Poor
little frights!” T have heard fine ladies
say, observingr them. Matted hair, sickly
faces, and thin rickety Jimba. Ugly and
weak amd shril and old before their
time! True. Yei every one of them is a
complete romance, badly bound in the
shabbiest of cloth, but well worth the
closest stody, Ty
" Think of them at “Heopscotch™ Ta
there any myvetery in the world more
fascinating? It is the Eiternal Feminine
in epitome. - -They de . something with
chatk and a hit of chinz, and if they seem
ta do it wrongly they go on just the
same. And if they do it right they are
an plessed a8 a eat in the fender, nl-
thongh it seemis to make but little differ-
euce.

-Every little gfrl has her own idea of
l!ne rules of every game. and plays it ac-
vording to' that idea without the least
regard to any of her companions. And
they play with such am intense gravity
¥you would thiuk they were at the funeral
Wi their childhood. * For haurs they will
nurce a-bundle of ragn and. sing to it, and
rock it in their hony arms, and fondle it
aml s]up it, and talk to it as if they
imagined it to be-alive—an, doubtless,
they, do. - It woukl reem that they are
playing ab life, and playing at love and
meatherhgmt for pructice.

- . Here ‘are”sonw: miore of cur chanties,
- transeribed exactly as I remember to
have sung them myrelf, without reggrd
to the meaning—or, rather, Jack of mean-
ing—of the words, caring only for their
music and their rhythm. Most are waed
-.un -eeomplmmenl.u to -the mnmnprnhle
varinnis of “Kiss-in-the-Ring.”” Hut they
are snployed also it yet another sort
of game: & curiously compeh!we Zame in
which one of mora girls—ususlly the
eldént or mont fofceful pernonalities in
a cerfdin circle—-—stand their playfel-
lowa s Tow and cal! them out from
the rankd, oiie hy one, in the order of
their pnnulaniy. Kometimes thens most
Auperior, yousg persona, alopt the guise
of rohbers or oiher evilly-disponed char-
acters; . bul Jhe ouu;om. is mevilally

aud any lanrer Loy in justified m ; ¢

-l?p and down Xo-and.«o XIreel,
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the saine: they mselect from the row of

43

Tweo of the wikler and merg non-mnl-

palpitating__infania, those Wwhom :. they~ éal rhgme~, and ¥ have done. The first fo

Jike bent. . To sce the:emger line of Jesser:

mites baggardly hangimg en their senions’
smile, their nod, their beek, and striving
to atiract their altention, B fo witneas
» spectacle intinitely patbetic in its frank
expresvion of the clamant need these
Young things feel for pome human lovre
and approbution. -Ia* “The Huntera,”

usun)ly three of the older glrls open the
proceedings thui: _‘ N

P T -1

Here come thred j.uy h.nku lhe Fing-B-
tiog, my Jdartih

Herr come three Joll.v hunlers—llu 'Illll
uug. my l:lcar. N

’.l'lu ehlldren repl_v-' e T s

.lnd wlu! 1a tb y- -Inl l'nr'l—um ring-a-
tng. my darling.
And whnt & 11 you

Hug, my dear.
Klt3: We wish fur & ﬂau:merfln:
e,

"Aud what shall ber name be?
luy, e
tler pame amhall

Wwish Ier? the ring-a-

e Jl—nny
Jrues, ete.
LUKIN: Jenny tracels all 1he waoy, all
e way, all the way,

Jdenuy ravets a1l Lhe way, my Talr 124y,

A second cha;lty is used in eomnection
with a gume of & closely pimilar sort,
cailed “The Robbers™:  _

CUILDREX: Atk Ia 1he robhery breaking
fhrough, DEeAKIDg  Tnrough, Lreaking
Through.

Hurk 1o ihe rnbbers breaking  ihrough,
ny fair ladles.

ROGHBEKRS: What have The rohbers done to
yon, done ts yan, done to you?

What have the rybbers deoe {o yon,
Tair iadies?

CHLLDHREXN: They harve stolen my ‘.lll‘ll
Anit chab.

RUBBLEHE. We have

my

Eet mo watrh and

+-bain, .
CHILLIREN: G 10 prisen ¥on must go.
LHOBBERS: IMT {0 prisom we wou'l go.
CHILPREN: Fifty pounds you'll have lo

Py
ROLBEEWRS: We won't pay no AfIy pounds

Tliere remaine an unwieldly mass of
“Risa-in-the-Ring” rhymes to be selected
from. “Ring-0"-Roses,” “Pour Jenny is
a-weeping,” omi “Here stands a lady”
are fairly familiat 10 many, 1 durezay;
but, perhaps, “Bingo™ is leas well known:

‘tThere wag a2 boteher had g dof, and H.ngo
. ®Wag his nzme—LpI
R-l-n-g-o! H-lun-g-o! rln-gn' -
‘Al Hiuge wis his name —
Kl we quick amk go?!
\

l\lm me quick

a !
"Cin a4 atarey DIght. [he . moon Shiles
Lright —kiss e guiek aik go!

There in = spi"o of piyuant daintiness
about “Bingo.”’ grestiy cmhanecd by the
plaintive tune to which it is sung, but in
“Allalone-i-o” we tourh 1he gruesomely
horrific, Here, as before, | leave ant the
endlesa repetitions, whiclh must be heard
to be appreciated.

Two little children sttiug on the Kol -
All—all—alone-i-o!

Twa lit chilirea silhing
dluwl by the greenwiaal

Theve came on old woman w
alolg o me!™  AU- all

These 1wo ehilirén sild, ““No,

- All—ualoHE-4-0 - -

Bbe atuck a perokpile through tcir hearrs
All—ali—al <av,

The more she washed, the nrve hlood came,
All -all—along-1-0.

o

1he  samd,

SUoIng

Alr —

“And there the tragic story emls with an
abruptiness that is Greek in its fereeious
sugpestivenesa.

In "The Hard-Working Boy” we ynin
find that curious admixture of zentiment
and practieality so  charaets e of
Cockneys of all apvs. The names nsed
are, of conrse, always those of partici
panta in the gume. [ use Aelitious names
for conveniene: sake: ,

Her name = Kate Llopking, she works ot

ier moedle, )

Aud when wbe Bas Inoncy fine clethea she
Rball wear.

Bhe shall sit im the g.lnlen

. til! nwwrming,

Adnumhlx ol Freddy,

noine glrdu n

(he naru working

(]
“Now, 1 mul;- my deatT, why dun't yun rome

hereY

“FH Kles yout aRd catl you miy awi Serling-
enr.

-U'H \uk€ you all rn\md and show you llne

S e,

And huy you seme l‘h-rﬂrs at aixpenre a
paud,

Hut the Pick of all i~, T thiok, the llwny
wous chanty;

the wintows

re made of glams,

Uil at Number Ba-aud-ho, amd Lthere you'll
fiud w laen.

ler name Ia A.lny Kobmgnm - eateh her 0
¥ ran—

Hue's afrer Johnny Yomblitr befors he - a

wman,
Ife huilidier her and coddies her amd sets
her on Bin EKpee,

- Al aAFN, "W hy, dvar, e you love WETT

"L lwye yoo. 1hy Fon lwye Diet
*1'o-| WFTow, io-Mcrtow,
Let” _ Ca

S T i

the weddlig anail

‘oftan. sung, over and owver agaim, with .

' maddening iteration for hours on ond, ;.
Malty zo round the stam, Bally ge reawd ihs

moon, }
Bally gzo ronnd 1% cR'mpey-pets on 1 Haw-
day altetuoon. Who-gop,
My last dnll, ends % & sudden col-
lapse of thé smudl players In the dirl of
1be road, Il'h.l runs thus: 1

Uur lmq;n sre made o Wpaniak, our stock-

- lngw ate wimde of wlik, b

Our plvafores mnde cof callco, as white,
white as mitk. -

‘Here we go! around— arounu! *

“Ftll ‘'we 'nil shaii touch Lhe ground.

One wopnders what was the origin of
thepe stirange motsels ol doggerel which
have come down to Cocknry chikiren
through 1be ceniurics; wmangled and
garbled, muomt of thewm, out of ajl mean-
ing, yet otill preacrving & ecrinin rhywue
and thythm. ‘There have been times
when 1 have seemed to scent in the welter
of worda somne sugpestion of an obsenyed
sense of the ironiv, of the grim, of ihm
playful, even of the religious and the
political; but I have found the pursait
of researches in ihis direction mo=t bak-
fling and elusive, and so 1 am grown con-
ient to bear lhﬂn in wind as mementoes
of my own chiidheod, . and 1y axsociate

* thew with gy high spirita and excited
little boddics in swift breathless motion.

Rain Fairics.

Pitler! patter! Drops of raio

Fail vpel the window pany,

Ifrom ine ctonds each falry Boats
For the raiu-drops are Lhelr Dotk

Pitler? patier! Through Lhe air
SwiHl ihey hasten here nnd there,
For they have a lot 1o do

Ere the sky agaln is blue

Pitter! pativr) Now lhey fiy
O'er the meadvw lunds so dyy.
To refresh the earth ihey strive,
Al the drouping fowers revive.

Pitter! palter? Nexi they mret

4 the pavenwenism in Ebe sireet,
Driving all the doul awey

Fhat hiam lain ibere through the day.

Pitier! patier! Through ibe towh
They gu dakelng up and down,

Nt n apeck of Jirl i seen,
Kyery roof and gulicc's clean.

Titter! paller?
Suon Lave made the country sweet:
‘Fhen they beckon 10 Wae suD,
‘Feiling him Lhelr work ba done.

EYA . ROGERA

Fairy feet

’l'he Hurricane and the Bee.

A brown hee in the mornlng to my window
CTEAper CATIC.
1 mmx 1he Ilurrlunc s very

Andd shghel:
muoh [ blame,
Fur, tearing through (he gardgn o Lbe

darkesl honor of night,
1t sumnched a hindred bloresonme, and bas
thrown themn left and right;
A ruee [ weant o vish baa beeu soatlersd
o [he Inwn,
“’Inlp four and-twenly coluhines are
absolutely gour.” '

Just then the crecper rasticd sa a erented

nch @ fauey you are very

wiml
riZht (Ime's darkest Bourn

Wasn But A gentie reaper of ibe
witherad flowens;

The best aml brightesl blosaoms yon'd harn

The that hwrpt the glnh'u in !nu

nearly

!'ouml poh 1he -pny

mnmlug n a Ien

Impatlru

e, 17" the Bee roupondul, a8 be buzeed

meruRe the law
1} eourns, on one was minzing, 1 ex-
. pectet all weer goie R
Rut tell you friead the Purricanc, wh-'u

Text yono wmeel Lhim, phease,
1n prescuce in the '-n]rn ibu t relished b]'
the Heen.'* -

The volce Kréw falnt and falnier,
- aofily «dksl oway,
Amrd 1 heard {he
. maeved fhe vy mpray:
Thet's just lke sany pmph'.
buitd a pile of worn

T'pon the  seatlobed pedsis o! a singhe

< owithersd Tose,

And whea they And Ilu:lr .rmr
Rrace enough fto sy,

They'te aoery ho hau u-elwn In so pra
jlllll.-ed a way'

un it

T murmur aa it

wlm wlll
Raren' l

P SR .

“Whal a lotiery savriape is!" ot
claiuwd Cora. “Why, there's Mary As-
idrews. s married e anyllw—rnl.har
atupid. but L hest “eateh of Lie sravon.

“Yoeu® anenied Miss Foyder: “Hat 1§
-in & queer kbtery, Mhe dvew & bluok thad
s worth ten Ll.(.umml a yeavr.” -y

cae P



