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This summer we have been very

fortunate to offer continued support to
all our Mother Goose families. Through
funding received from the Department
of Education we hosted 12 outdoor
programs, and continued our online
outreach with weekly Facebook posts of
songs, rhymes and stories.
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Patience and Ademola attended the
Mother Goose program for three
years. Ademola was just two Years old
when he started.

"We were always looking forward to attending the
Parent-Child Mother Goose Program®
each week. The children enjoyed all the program
activities a lot. My son was always very excited to be

Patience and Ademola
during a Mother Goose Program there and when at home, we sang the rhymes and

songs together. The facilitators are really nice and
fantastic people. They taught us new rhymes,
Head of Hair stories and songs every week to share with our

Lol (Cplae ) children. They made everyone feel comfortable; it

FOI‘ehead‘bafe (w“?h forehead)  4nesn't matter where you come from or who you
ﬁye “snkers (pomt]’;o e¥es)  gre, and to me; the group was a family outside your
t . .
CEPOROGLE (30U IICET) family at home. We enjoyed every moment we

Mouth eater (touch mouth) _ _
Chin chopper! Chin Chopper/ ~ SP€Nt there. This program is really helpful for both

Chin Chopper! Chin! parents and their children. Parents make new
(tickle under the chin) friends, share their experiences with everyone, and
learn from one another. The children learn how to
g communicate, and gain skills and confidence by
playing together."
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Shawn }[igcﬁ)n is 3 years old and has been

coming to the Mother Goose program with
his mom Kristen since he was a Eaﬁy. He
a[ways has lots of requests for songs,
rﬁymes and stories!

Here are a few of his favorites!

Bubble Gum! Bubble Gum!

Bubble gum, bubble gum in a dish.
How many bubble gum do you wish?
1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10!

Down By the Bay

Down by the bay
Where the watermelons grow
Back to my home
| dare not go.
For if | do, my mother would say,
"Did you ever see a llama wearing pajamas?”
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Down by the bay.

...Did you ever see a cat wearing a hat?
...Did you ever see a monkey, climbing a palm tree?




Caps For Sale
by Esther Slobodkina

Once there was a peddler who sold caps. But he
was not like an ordinary peddle, carrying his wares
on his back. He carried them on the top of his head.
First he had his own checked cap, then a bunch of
grey caps, a bunch of brown caps, a bunch of blue
caps, and on the very top a bunch of red caps.

He walked up and down the streets, holding
himself very straight so as not to upset his caps. As
he wet along he called, “Caps, caps for sale, 50
cents a cap!!” One morning he couldn't sell any
caps. He walked up the street and he walked down
the street calling “Caps, caps for sale, 50 cents a
cap!” But nobody wanted any caps that morning.
Nobody wanted even a red cap. He began to feel
very hungry, but he had no money for lunch. “l think
Il go for a walk in the country,” he said. And he
walked out of town, slowly, slowly, so as not to
upset his caps. He walked for a long time until he
came to a great big tree. “That's a nice place for a
rest,” he thought. And he sat down very slowly
under the tree and leaned back little by little against
the tree trunk, so as not to disturb the caps on his
head. Then he put up his hand to feel if they were
straight....first his own checked cap, then the grey
caps, then the brown caps, then the blue caps, then
the red caps on the very top. They were all there. So
he went to sleep. He slept for a long time. When he
woke up , he was refreshed and rested. But before
standing up he felt with his hand to make sure his
caps were in the right place. All he felt was his own
checked cap! He looked to the right of him. No
caps. He looked to the left of him. No caps. He
looked in back of him. No caps. He looked behind

the tree. No caps. q o

Then he looked up into the tree and what do you

think he saw? On every branch sat a monkey and

on every monkey was a grey, a brown, a blue or a
red cap!

The peddler looked at the monkeys and the
monkeys looked at the peddler. He didn't know
what to do. Finally, he spoke to them. “You
monkeys, you,” he said, shaking a finger at them,
“you give me back my caps.” But the monkeys only
shook their finger back at him and said, “Tsz, tsk,

tsz.” This made the peddler angry, so he shook both

hands at them and said, “You monkeys, you, you
give me back my caps.” But the monkeys only shook
their hands back at them and said, “Tsz, tsz, tsz.”
Now he felt quite angry. He stamped his foot, and
he said, “You monkeys, you, you better give me back
my caps!” But the monkeys only stamped their feet
back at him and said, “Tsz, tsz, tsz.”

By this time the peddler was really very, very angry.
He stamped both his feet and shouted, “You
monkeys, you, you give me back my caps!” But the
monkeys only stamped both their feet back at him
and said, “Tsz, tsz, tsz. At last he became so angry
that he pulled off his own cap, threw it on the
ground, and began to walk away.

But then each monkey pulled off his cap...and all
the grey caps, and all the brown caps, and all the
blue caps, and all the red caps came flying down
out of the tree. So the peddler picked up his caps
and put them back on his head...first his own
checked cap, then the grey caps, then the brown
caps, then the blue caps, then the red caps on the
very top. And slowly, slowly, he walked back to town
calling, “Caps, caps for sale, 50 cents a cap!”




