ALL GONE!

ALL gone! the supper’s gone!
White bread and milk so sweet,
For baby dear to eat.

All gono! the supper’s gone!
Where did baby’s supper go ?
Tongue, you had a share, I know,
Little mouth, with open lips,
Through your rosy gate it slips,
Little throat, you know full well
Where it went, if you would tell.

Little hands, grow strong;
Little legs, grow long;
Little cheeks, grow red:
You have all been fed.
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