Sehool year calendar




gekteméer

C







Hallo, friends!

Hallo, girls and boys!

Hallo, to you.

We are the animals in the zoo.
We're your friends and we are here.
We're learning English all the year.

Hallo, girls and boys!

Hallo, to you.

We're your friends here in the zoo.
We like songs and books and fun.
Let’s learn English everyone!

Hallo, girls and boys!
Hallo, to you.
Well come to our zoo.
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Lucky lucky Ziggy
= —= Every day, he plays.

Lucky, lucky Ziggy

He's -on holiday.



December

























. . \ 1
What is the s:gnatt{r '- " ! 9?

>~
|

No one seemed o know. 7
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| love the early morning™ '
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Marguerite Gode

Hippity hoppity,
up hill and down,
Over the hill-top
to Cotton Tail Town —
Where shy little bunnies
are working away,

Coloring eggs
for a bright Easter day.

Here is one that is blue
as the sky overhead,
And one gaily splashed

with a bright poppy red —

Here is one sunny yellow
and one meadow green

And one like a sea shell,
the pinkest I’ve seen.

Perhaps Easter morning
yow’ll open your eyes,

To find on your doorstep
a happy surprise —

Of eggs, gaily painted . . .
red, yellow and brown,

By shy little bunnies

from Cotton Tail Town.
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Lillian K. Welch

The moon looked down upon the earth, ,
Closed one eye and rocked with mirth, ~
For what he saw was very funny —

It was our friend . . . the Easter Bunny.

Yes, Peter Cottontail it was,

With colored paint upon his paws.

He’d dropped the paint when doing eggs
And spilled it over all his legs.

One was yellow, another blue,

A third of rather purple hue,

The fourth, it was a reddish shade . . .
I can’t describe it, I’'m afraid.

Peter hopped from tree to tree,
Thinking not a soul could see
And not expecting Mr. Moon
Would be up in the sky so soon.

These Easter eggs he must deliver
Although his heart was all aquiver.
For well he knew he should be white —
Especially on Easter night.

But Mr. Moon, himself quite yellow,
Is really such a jolly fellow —

_ He quickly shut his other eye,
. So both were closed when Pete went by.

And Peter hurried on that night,
Believing he was out of sight,

That none would ever, ever know
But that he still was white as snow.
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Mrs. Roy L. Peifer

There’s a hurry and a flurry

In Bunnyland today . . .

Almost — well — like at the North Pole,
When old Santa loads his sleigh.

There’s a hustle and a bustle,

And excitement in the air. ..

There are baskets, paints and brushes,
And confusion everywhere.

There’s a flashing and a dashing,
And a rushing all about . . .
Grandma Bunny and the children
Getting trays and kettles out.
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Mrs. Roy L. Peifer

There’s a hurry and a flurry

In Bunnyland today . . .

Almost — well — like at the North Pole,
When old Santa loads his sleigh.

There’s a hustle and a bustle,

And excitement in the air . . .

There are baskets, paints and brushes,
And confusion everywhere.

There’s a flashing and a dashing,
And a rushing all about . ..
Grandma Bunny and the children
Getting trays and kettles out.







Goodbye, my friends !

Goodbye my friend.
Goodbye to you.
Be happy every day.
We won t be sad. We Il meet
again.
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