
Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet,
Eating her curds and whey.
There came a big spider,
Who sat down beside her.
And frightened Miss Muffet away!

Can you ma e a spider to frighten Miss Muffet?
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The Queen of Hearts,
She made some tarts,
All on a summer’s day.

The Knave of Hearts,
He stole the tarts,
And too  them clean away.

The King of Hearts,
Called for the tarts,
And scolded the nave full bore.

The Knave of Hearts,
Brought bac  the tarts,
And vowed he’d steal no more.

Can you ma e some jam tarts for the Queen of Hearts?
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How many will you ma e?
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Mary, Mary, quite contrary,
How does your garden grow?
With silver bells and cockle shells,
And pretty maids all in a row.

Can you ma e some flowers for Mary’s garden?
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How many will
you ma e?



Can you ma e some new tails for the Three Blind Mice?
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Three blind mice,
three blind mice,
See how they run,
see how they run!

They all ran after
the farmer’s wife,
Who cut off their tails
with a carving knife.
Did you ever see such
a thing in your life,
As three blind mice?



Can you ma e some friends for Incy Wincy Spider?
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Incy wincy spider
climbed up the water spout,
Down came the rain
and washed poor Incy out,

Out came the sun shine
and dried up all the rain,
And Incy Wincy spider
climbed up the spout again.


