
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dance, little baby, dance up high, 
Never mind, baby, mother is by; 

Crow and caper, caper and crow, 
There, little baby, there you go; 

 
Up to the ceiling, down to the ground, 

Backwards and forwards, round and round; 
Dance, little baby, and mother shall sing, 

With a merry gay coral, sing ding-a-ding ding, 
With a merry gay coral, sing ding-a-ding ding! 

Dance, little baby, dance up high 

 
Ann Taylor published this couplet in 1808 as ‘The baby’s dance’.  

Find out more about her life at:  

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/174580#about 

The words of this song suggest how you should move the baby. 


