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The 59th St. Bridge Song
(Feelin' Groovy)

by Paul Simon (1966)
C (capo 3)
Slow down, you move too fast.
You got to make the morning last.
Just kicking down the cobble stones.
Looking for fun and feelin' groovy.

Ba da, Ba da, Ba da, Ba da...Feelin' Groovy. 

Hello lamp-post,
What cha knowin'?
I've come to watch your flowers growin'.
Ain't cha got no rhymes for me?
Doot-in' doo-doo,
Feelin' groovy.
Ba da, Ba da, Ba da, Ba da...Feelin' Groovy. 

I've got no deeds to do,
No promises to keep.
I'm dappled and drowsy and ready to sleep.
Let the morning time drop all its petals on me.
Life, I love you,
All is groovy.

All I Really Need
By Raffi

G (capo 7)

All I really need is a song in my heart,
Food in my belly and love in my family. 
All I really need is a song in my heart, 
And love in my family. 

And I need the rain to fall,
And I need the sun to shine.
To give life to the seeds we sow,
To give the food we need to grow.

All I really need is a song in my heart, 
And love in my family.
And I need some clean water for drinking, 
And I need some clean air for breathing, 

So that I can grow up strong,
And take my place where I belong.
All I really need is a song in my heart, 
And love in my family.
All I really need is a song in my heart,
Food in my belly and love in my family.
All I really need is a song in my heart,
And love in my family. 
Love in my family. 
Love in my family.

All Through the Night
Sleep, my child, and peace attend thee,
All through the night;
Guardian angels God will send thee,
All through the night;
Soft the drowsy hours are creeping,
Hill and vale in slumber sleeping,
I my loving vigil keeping,
All through the night.

While the moon her watch is keeping,
All through the night;
While the weary world is sleeping,
All through the night;
O'er thy spirit gently stealing,
Visions of delight revealing,
Breathes a pure and holy feeling,
All through the night.

The Alphabet Song
by Johnny Bregar

E
Well, the alphabet has all the letters you need,
So you can understand all the books you read. 
Everybody knows it near and far,
And now you got to learn it, it’s not that hard.
It’s the alphabet, come on and sing it with me.

Here’s how it goes now:
ABCDEFG, HIJK, LMNOP, QRSTUV, WXYZ.
It’s the alphabet, come on and sing it with me.
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America
By Samuel Francis Smith, 1832

My country 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 
Of thee I sing. 
Land where my father's died, 
Land of the Pilgrims' pride, 
From every mountainside, 
Let freedom ring.

America the Beautiful
Words by Katherine Lee Bates

O beautiful for spacious skies, 
For amber waves of grain.
For purple mountain majesties,
Above the fruited plain.
America, America, 
God shed his grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood,
From sea to shining sea.

Baby Beluga
By Raffi

Baby Beluga in the deep blue sea,
Swim so wild and you swim so free,
Heaven above and the sea below,
You're just a little white whale on the go.
! Baby Beluga, Baby Beluga, 
! Is the water warm? 
! Is your mama home with you so 
happy?

Way down yonder where the dolphins play,
Where you dive and splash all day,
Waves roll in and the waves roll out,
See the water squirtin' out of your spout.
! Baby Beluga, Baby Beluga,
! Sing your little song, sing for all your 
friends,
! We like to hear you.
(Trumpet and clarinet solos)
When it's dark, and you're home and fed,

Curl up snug in your water bed,
Moon is shining and the stars are out,
Good night, little whale, good night.
! Baby Beluga, Baby Beluga,
! With tomorrow's sun, another day's 
begun,
! You'll soon be waking.

Baby Beluga in the deep blue sea,
Swim so wild and you swim so free,
Heaven above and the sea below,
You're just a little white whale on the go,
You're just a little white whale on the go.

Barges
As I sit by my window, looking at the night, 
I can see the barges flickering light.
Starboard is green and port is glowing red, 
You can see them flickering far ahead.

Chorus: 
Barges! I would like to sail with you, 
I would like to sail the ocean blue! 
Barges! Are there treasures in your hold? 
Do you fight with pirates brave and bold?

As I sit by my window looking at the night, 
I can see the barges flickering light. 
Silently flows the river to the sea, 
And the barges, too, go silently.

Chorus

The Bridges in Town Go Up and Down
By Ralph Nelson (1998)

(Chorus)
The bridges in town, go up and down.
So boats can pass through, oh yes, they do.
And cars have to wait, something they hate.
And drivers get mad, tough luck! Too bad!
But soon the boats pass, some slow some fast.
The waiting is done, oh my, ‘twas fun.
But quick look around, in the town,
The next bridge goes up and down.
(Verse)
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There’s the Burnside, BROAD-way, and Morri-
son.
Oh, what rascals, they are Bascules.
A big double lift, is the mighty Steel,
And the Hawthorne is the oldest lift, for real. 
(Repeat Chorus) 

Brush Your Teeth
Traditional
When you wake up in the morning and it's a 
quarter to one,
And you want to have a little fun.
You brush your teeth,
 you brush your teeth,

When you wake up in the morning and it's a 
quarter to two,
And you just want something to do.
You brush your teeth,
you brush your teeth,

When you wake up in the morning and it's a 
quarter to three,
And your mind starts humming twiddle dee dee.
You brush your teeth,
you brush your teeth,

When you wake up in the morning and it's a 
quarter to four,
And you hear someone knocking at the door.
You brush your teeth,
you brush your teeth,

When you wake up in the morning and it's a 
quarter to five,
And your mind starts comin', comin' alive.
You brush your teeth,
you brush your teeth.

Circle
Harry Chapin

Chorus

All my life's a circle, sunrise and sundown
Moon rolls through the night time, 
Till the daybreak rolls around.
All my life's a circle, but I can't tell you why
Seasons spinning round again, 

The years keep rolling by.

It seems like I've been here before, 
I can't remember when,
But I have this funny feeling, 

That we'll all be together again.

No straight lines make up my life, 
And all my roads have bends,
There's no clear-cut beginnings, 

And so far no dead ends.
Chorus
I found you a thousand times, 
I guess you've done the same,
But then we lose each other, 

It's like a children's game.

As I find you here again, 
A thought runs through my mind.
Our love is like a circle, 

Let's go 'round one more time.
Chorus
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The Circle Game
Joni Mitchell

1. Yesterday a child came out to wonder,
Caught a dragonfly inside a jar.
Fearful when the sky was full of thunder,
And tearful at the falling of a star.

2. Then the child moved ten times round the 
seasons,
Skated over ten clear frozen streams.
Words like “When you’re older” must ap-
pease him,
And promises of someday make his dreams.

Chorus:
And the seasons, they go round and round, 
And the painted ponies go up and down.
We’re captive on a carousel of time.
We can’t return, we can only look,
Behind from where we came,
And go round and round and round in the circle 
game.

3. Sixteen springs and sixteen summers gone 
now.
Cartwheels turn to car wheels through the 
town.
And they tell him, take your time, it won’t 
be long now,
‘Til you drag your feet to slow the circle 
down.

4. So the years spin ‘round and now the boy 
is twenty,
Though his dreams have lost some grandeur 
coming true.
There’ll be new dreams, and better dreams 
and plenty,
Before the last revolving year is through.

Repeat Chorus (Sing last line twice)

Crawdad Song
Southern

C (capo 2)
You get a line and I'll get a pole, Honey,
 You get a line and I'll get a pole, Babe.
 You get a line and I'll get a pole,
 We'll go fishin' in the crawdad hole,
 Honey, Oh Baby mine.

 Sittin' on the bank 'til my feet get cold, Honey,
 Sittin' on the bank 'til my feet get cold, Babe,
 Sittin' on the bank 'til my feet get cold,
 Lookin' down that crawdad hole,
 Honey, Oh Baby mine.

 Yonder comes a man with a sack on his back, 
Honey,
 Yonder comes a man with a sack on his back, 
Babe,
 Yonder comes a man with a sack on his back,
 Packin' all the crawdads he can pack,
 Honey, Oh Baby mine.

 The man fell down and he broke that sack, 
Honey,
 The man fell down and he broke that sack, Babe,
 The man fell down and he broke that sack,
 See those crawdads backing back,
 Honey, Oh Baby mine.

 I heard the duck say to the drake, Honey,
 I heard the duck say to the drake, Babe,
 I heard the duck say to the drake,
 There ain't no crawdads in this lake,
 Honey, Oh Baby mine.

De colores
traditional Mexican folksong

De colores, de colores 
se visten los campos en la primavera
De colores, de colores 
son los pajaritos que vienen de afuera
De colores, de colores 
es el arco iris que vemos lucir
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Chorus:
Y por eso los grandes amores
 de muchos colores me gustan a mi
Y por eso los grandes amores
 de muchos colores me gustan a mi

Canta el gallo, canta el gallo con su quiri (5x)
La gallina la gallina con su cara (5x)
Los polluelos, los polluelos con su pio (4x) pi
Chorus

Do Your Ears Hang Low?
Do your ears hang low?
Do they wobble to and fro?
Can you tie them in a knot? 
Can you tie them in a bow?
Can you toss them over your shoulder 
Like a Continental soldier?
Do your ears hang low?

Don't Laugh at Me 
by Allen Shamblin & Steve Seskin

|: C   Am   F   G :|  Capo: 3rd
I'm a little boy with glasses, the one they call a 
geek 
A little girl who never smiles ‘cause I got braces 
on my teeth,
And I know how it feels to cry myself to sleep. 

I'm that kid on every playground who is always 
chosen last, 
I’m the one who’s slower than the others in my 
class.
You don't have to be my friend, but is it too much 
to ask? 

Don't laugh at me, don't call me names, 
Don't get your pleasure from my pain. 
In God's eyes we're all the same, 
Someday we'll all have perfect wings, 
Don't laugh at me. 

I'm the beggar on the corner, you pass me on the 
street, 

I wouldn't be out here begging if I had enough to 
eat, 
And don't think I don't notice, that our eyes never 
meet.

I was born a little different; 
I do my dreaming from this chair,
I pretend it doesn’t hurt me when people point 
and stare.
There’s a simple way to show me just how much 
you care.

Don't laugh at me, don't call me names, 
Don't get your pleasure from my pain. 
In God's eyes we're all the same, 
Someday we'll all have perfect wings, 
Don't laugh at me.

I'm fat, I'm thin.
I'm short, I'm tall.
I'm deaf, I'm blind.
Hey, aren't we all?

Don't laugh at me, don't call me names, 
Don't get your pleasure from my pain. 
In God's eyes we're all the same, 
Someday we'll all have perfect wings, 
Don't laugh at me.
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Erie Canal
Em
I've got a mule, and her name is Sal,
Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.
She's a good old worker and a good old pal,
Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.
We've hauled some barges in our day,
Filled with lumber, coal, and hay,
We know every inch of the way,
From Albany to Buffalo.
Ohhhhh,
Low bridge, everybody down!
Low bridge, for we're comin' through a town!
And you'll always know your neighbor,
You'll always know your pal,
If you've ever navigated on the Erie Canal.

We'd better look around for a job, old gal,
Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal!
You bet your life I'd never part with Sal,
Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal!
Get up, mule, here comes a lock,
We'll make Rome about six o'clock,
One more trip and back we'll go,
Right back home to Buffalo.
Family Tree

By John Forster and Tom Chapin, 1988
C (capo 2)
Before the days of Jello,
Lived a prehistoric fellow,
Who loved a maid and courted her beneath the 
banyan tree.
And they had lots of children,
Their children all had children.
They kept on having children, 
Until one of them had me!

We're a family and we're a tree. 
Our roots go deep down in history.

From my great great grand-daddy reaching 
up to me,
We're a green and growing family tree.

My grandpa came from Russia.
My grandma came from Prussia.
They met in Nova Scotia, had my dad in Tennes-
see.
Then they moved to Yokahama,
Where Daddy met my mama.
Her dad's from Alabama and her mom's part 
Cherokee.

One fine day I may go,
To Tierra Del Fuego.
Perhaps I'll meet my wife there and we'll move to 
Timbuktu.
Our kid will be bilingual,
And though she may stay single,
She could, of course, commingle with the
King of Katmandu.

The folks in Madagascar
Aren't the same as in Alaskar.
They have different foods, different moods and
Different colored skin.
You may have a different name, 
But underneath we're much the same;
You're probably my cousin and the whole world 
is our kin.

We're a family and we're a tree. 
Our roots go deep down in history
From my great-great grandmother reaching up 
to me,
We're a green and growing family tree.
We're a green and growing fam-i-ly.

Follow The Drinking Gourd
Em
Follow the drinking gourd. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom. 
Follow the drinking gourd.
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When the sun comes back, and the first quail 
calls. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
The riverbank makes a very good road, 
The dead trees will show you the way. 
Left foot peg foot traveling on. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 

Follow the drinking gourd. Follow the drink-
ing gourd. 
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom.
Follow the drinking gourd. 

The river ends between two hills. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
There’s another river on the other side. 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
Follow the drinking gourd. Follow the drinking 
gourd. 
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom. 
Follow the drinking gourd.

For the Beauty of the Earth
19th-century Hymn

Words by Folliot Sandford Pierpoint, 
Music by Conrad Kocher, 1864

D (capo 2)

For the beauty of the earth, 
For the glory of the skies, 
For the love which from our birth, 
Over and around us lies, 
 Lord of all, to thee we raise, 
 This our hymn of grateful praise.
For the wonder of each hour, 
Of the day and of the night, 
Hill and vale, and tree and flower, 
Sun and moon, and stars of light, 
 Lord of all, to thee we raise, 
 This our hymn of grateful praise.

For the joy of human love,
 Brother, sister, parent, child,
 Friends on earth and friends above,
 For all gentle thoughts and mild.
 Lord of all, to thee we raise, 
 This our hymn of grateful praise.
Freight Train

Elizabeth Cotton
 C
Freight train, freight train going so fast,
 Freight train, freight train going so fast.
 Please don't tell what train I'm on,
 So they won't know where I'm gone.

Freight train, freight train, going round the bend,
Freight train, freight train, gone again.
One of these days, turn that train around,
Go back to my home town.

One more place I'd like to be,
One more place I'd love to see.
To watch those old Blue Ridge Mountain climb,
While I ride old Number Nine.

When I die please bury me deep,
Down at the end of Chestnut Street.
So I can hear old Number Nine,
As she goes rolling by.
Frere Jacques
French Traditional Round
Frere Jaques, Frere Jaques,
Dor-mez vous? Dor-mez vous?
Sonnez les matines, Sonnez les matines,
Din, dan, don
Din, dan, don.

Are you sleeping, are you sleeping,
Brother John? Brother John? 
Morning bells are ringing, 
Morning bells are ringing,
Ding, dong, dong,
Ding, dong, dong.
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The H1N1 Swine Flu Blues
By Mr. Colvin with the help of 

Toni Wyffels, Diana Colvin, and the Students of 
Woodmere

E
When I woke up this morning,
I was feeling mighty warm,
My throat hurt like crazy, 
And I was coughing up a storm.
My nose was running like a faucet,
My body ached all over,
I knew I wasn’t feeling too well.
And you know just what I’ve got:
Chorus:
I’ve got the H-1-N-1 Swine Flu Blues,
It’s making me sick right down to my shoes.
I’ve got the H-1-N-1 Swine Flu Blues,
You better believe me,
I’m paying my dues. 

I have got some advice for you,
On just how to avoid the Flu.
So please listen carefully,
And I’ll tell you exactly what to do:
You’ve got to wash your hands a lot,
Keep your hands away from your mouth and 
nose, 
Cover your cough with your sleeve, 
If you want those germs to leave.
Repeat Chorus

The Happy Wanderer
A (capo 1)

I love to go a-wandering
Along the mountain track,
And as I go, I love to sing,
My knapsack on my back.

Chorus: 
Val da ree, (Val da ree), 
Val da rah, (Val de rah)
 Val da ree, (Val da rah ha ha ha ha ha)
 Val da ree, (Val da rah)
 My knapsack on my back.

I love to wander by the stream,
That dances in the sun.
So joyously it calls to me,
Come join my happy song.

I wave my hat to all I meet,
And they wave back to me.
The bluebird calls so loud and sweet
From every greenwood tree.

High overhead the skylarks wing,
They never rest at home,
But just like me they love to sing
As o'er the world we roam.

Oh, may I go a-wandering,
Until the day I die.
Oh, may I always laugh and sing,
Beneath God's clear blue sky!

Hard Times Come Again No More
By Stephen C. Foster, 1854

Let us pause in life's pleasures and count its 
many tears,
While we all sup sorrow with the poor;
There's a song that will linger forever in our ears;
Oh hard times come again no more.
Chorus:
Tis the song, the sigh of the weary,
Hard Times, hard times, come again no more
Many days you have lingered around my cabin 
door;
Oh hard times come again no more.

While we seek mirth and beauty and music light 
and gay,
There are frail forms fainting at the door;
Though their voices are silent, their pleading 
looks will say
Oh hard times come again no more.
(Chorus)
There's a pale drooping maiden who toils her life 
away,
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With a worn heart whose better days are o'er:
Though her voice would be merry, 'tis sighing all 
the day,
Oh hard times come again no more.
(Chorus)
Tis a sigh that is wafted across the troubled wave,
Tis a wail that is heard upon the shore
Tis a dirge that is murmured around the lowly 
grave
Oh hard times come again no more.
(Chorus)

Here Comes the Sun
By George Harrison, 1969

D (capo 7)

Here comes the sun, here comes the sun, 
and I say it's all right.
Little darling, it's been a long cold lonely winter.
Little darling, it feels like years since it's been 
here. 
Here comes the sun, here comes the sun.
and I say it's all right.
Little darling, the smiles returning to the faces.
Little darling, it seems like years since it's been 
here. 
Here comes the sun, here comes the sun. 
and I say it's all right 
Sun, sun, sun, here it comes... 
Sun, sun, sun, here it comes... 
Sun, sun, sun, here it comes... 
Sun, sun, sun, here it comes... 
Sun, sun, sun, here it comes... 
Little darling, I feel that ice is slowly melting. 
Little darling, it seems like years since it's been 
clear. 
Here comes the sun, here comes the sun, 
and I say it's all right.
Here comes the sun, here comes the sun, 
It's all right.
It's all right.

Hush, Little Baby
Hush, little baby don’t say a word,

Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird.
If that mocking bird don’t sing,
Papa’s going to buy you a diamond ring.
If that diamond ring turns brass,
Papa’s going to buy you a looking glass.
If that looking glass gets broke,
Papa’s going to buy you billy goat.

If that billy goat won’t pull, 
Papa’s going to buy a cart and bull.
If that cart and bull turn over,
Papa’s going to buy you a dog named Rover.

If that dog named Rover won’t bark,
Papa’s going to buy you a horse and cart.
If that horse and cart fall down,
You’ll still be the sweetest little baby in town.

I Love the Mountains
(Sung as a round)
C (capo 4)

I love the mountains, 
I love the rolling hills, 

I love the flowers, 
I love the daffodils.

I love the fireside 
when all the lights are low.

Boom dee ah dah 
Boom dee ah dah 
Boom dee ah dah 
Boom dee ah dah
(Repeat as needed)
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If I Only Had a Brain
Words by E.Y. Harburg, Music by Harold Arlen 

1938
I could while away the hours, 
Conferrin’ with the flowers,
Consultin’ with the rain.
And my head, I’d be scratchin’, 
While my thoughts were busy hatchin’,
If I only had a brain.

I’d unravel every riddle, for any individdle, 
In trouble or in pain,
With the thoughts I’d be thinkin’,
I could be another Lincoln,
If I only had a brain.

I could tell you why,
The ocean’s near the shore,
I could think of things,
I never thunk before,
And then I’d sit. . . and think some more.

I would not be just a muffin,
My head all full of stuffin’,
My heart all full of pain,
And perhaps I’d deserve you,
And be even worthy of you,
If I only had a brain.

If You're Happy and You Know It
If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands. 
If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands. 
If you're happy and you know it and you really 
wanna show it. 
If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands. 

. . .stomp your feet 

. . .smile real big 

. . .shout hooray 

. . .jump up high

It Ain't Gonna Rain No More
CHORUS:
Oh, it ain't gonna rain no more, no more,
it ain't gonna rain no more,
How in the heck can you wash your neck, 
If it ain't gonna rain no more?
Oh, a peanut sat on a railroad track, 
It's heart was all a-flutter.
Along came the 5:05, 
Oops, peanut butter.
CHORUS
Oh, a skinny old lady once took a bath, 
She didn't tell a soul.
She forgot to put the stopper in,
And slid right down the hole.
CHORUS
A cow sat on a railroad track, 
The train was coming fast.
The train got off the railroad track, 
To let the cow go past.
CHORUS
A boy stood on a burning deck, 
His feet were full of blisters.
He tore his pants on a rusty nail,
And now he wears his sister's.
CHORUS
I woke up in the morning, 
I glanced upon the wall.
The roaches and the bedbugs 
Were having a game of ball.
The score was six to nothing,
The roaches were ahead.
A bedbug hit a home run 
And knocked me out of bed.

It’s a Small World

It's a small world after all, 
It's a small world after all,
It's a small world after all,
It's a small, small world.

It's a world of laughter, a world of tears,
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It's a world of hopes and a world of fears,
There's so much that we share, 
And it's time we're aware,
It's a small world after all.

REPEAT CHORUS

There is just one moon and one golden sun,
And a smile means friendship to everyone.
Though the mountains divide, 
And the oceans are wide, 
It's a small world after all.

REPEAT CHORUS

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt
John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt,
That's my name, too!
Whenever I go out, 
The people always shout,
There goes John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt!
Lah lah lah lah lah lah lah lah

Keep on the Sunny Side
(A.P. Carter and Gary Garett 1928)
Verse 1:
There's a dark and a troubled side of life,
There's a bright, there's a sunny side, too.
Though we meet with the darkness and strife,
The sunny side we also may view.
Chorus:
Keep on the sunny side, always on the sunny 
side,
Keep on the sunny side of life.
It will help us every day, it will brighten all the 
way,
If we keep on the sunny side of life.
Verse 2:
The storm and its fury broke today,
Crushing hopes that we cherish so dear;
Clouds and storms will, in time, pass away
The sun again will shine bright and clear.
Repeat chorus

Let’s Get Together
Chet Powers

Love is but a song we sing, fear’s the way we die,
You can make the mountains ring or make the 
angels cry.
Though the bird is on the wing and you may not 
know why.

CHORUS
Come on people now, smile on your brother,
Everybody get together, try to love one an-
other, right now.

Some will come and some will go, we shall 
surely pass,
When the one that left us here returns for us at 
last.
We are but a moment’s sunlight, fading in the 
grass.
REPEAT CHORUS

If you hear the song I sing, you will understand,
You hold the key to love and fear in your trem-
bling hand.
Just one key unlocks them both, it’s there at your 
command.

REPEAT CHORUS
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Like Me and You
by Raffi

Janet lives in England, Pierre lives in France, 
Bonnie lives in Canada.
Ahmed lives in Egypt, Moshe lives in Israel, 
Bruce lives in Australia.
Ching lives in China, Olga lives in Russia, 
Ingrid lives in Germany.
Gita lives in India, Pablo lives in Spain, José 
lives in Colombia.

Chorus:
And each one is much like another,
A child of a mother and a father, 
A very special son or daughter, 
A lot like me and you. 

Koji lives in Japan, Nina lives in Chilé, 
Farida lives in Pakistan.
Zosia lives in Poland, Manuel lives in Brazil, 
Maria lives in Italy. 
Kofi lives in Ghana, Rahim lives in Iran, 
Rosa lives in Paraguay. 
Meja lives in Kenya, Demetri lives in Greece, 
Sue lives in America.

Liza Jane
I’ve got a gal who loves me so, Little Liza Jane,
Way down south in Baltimore. Little Liza Jane.

Oh, E-liza, Little Liza Jane. Oh, E-liza, Little 
Liza Jane.

Liza Jane looks good to me, Little Liza Jane,
Sweetest gal I ever did see. Little Liza Jane.

I fell in love when I first saw, Little Liza Jane,
Now I’ve got me a mother-in-law. Little Liza 
Jane.

House and lot in Baltimore, Little Liza Jane,
Lots of children around the door. Little Liza Jane.

I don’t care how far I roam,
Little Liza Jane,
The very best place is home sweet home. Little 

Liza Jane.

Magic Penny
By Malvina Reynolds

G (capo 3)

Love is something if you give it away,
Give it away, give it away,
Love is something if you give it away,
You end up having more.

It’s just like a magic penny,
Hold it tight and you won’t have any,
Lend it, spend it and you’ll have so many,
They’ll roll all over the floor, for…
Chorus
Money’s dandy and we like to use it,
But love is better if you don’t refuse it.
It’s a treasure and you’ll never lose it,
Unless you lock up your door.

Mail Myself to You
by Woody Guthrie

D
I'm gonna wrap myself in paper,
I'm gonna daub myself with glue,
Stick some stamps on top of my head;
I'm gonna mail myself to you.

I'm gonna tie me up in a red string,
I'm gonna tie blue ribbons too,
I'm gonna climb up in my mail box;
I'm gonna mail myself to you.

When you see me in your mail box,
Cut the string and let me out;
Wash the glue off my fingers,
Stick some bubble gum in my mouth.

Take me out of my wrapping paper,
Wash the stamps off my head;
Pour me full of ice cream sodas,
Put me in my nice warm bed.
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The Marvelous Toy
By Tom Paxton

When I was just a wee little lad full of health and 
joy,
My father homeward came one night, and gave to 
me a toy.
A wonder to behold, it was, with many colors 
bright,
And the moment I laid eyes on it, it became my 
heart's delight.

Chorus:
It went "zip" when it moved and "bop" when 
it stopped and "whirrrrrrrrrr" when it stood 
still
I never knew just what it was and I guess I 
never will.

The first time that I picked it up, I had a big 
surprise,
For right on its bottom were two big buttons that
Looked like big green eyes.
I first pushed one and then the other, and then I 
twisted its lid, 
And when I set it down again, this is what it did:
Chorus
It first marched left and then marched right,
And then marched under a chair.
And when I looked where it had gone, it wasn't 
even there:
I started to cry but my daddy laughed, for he 
knew that I would find,
When I turned around, my marvelous toy, 
Would be chugging from behind.
Chorus
Well, the years have gone by too quickly, it 
seems,
I have my own little boy
And yesterday I gave to him my marvelous little 
toy.
His eyes nearly popped right out of his head,
And he gave a squeal of glee,
Neither one of us knows just what it is,
 but he loves it, just like me.
Chorus: It still goes…

May There Always Be Sunshine
GECNM DCTULF <ELTN CJKYWT
(In Russian)
GECNM DCTULF <ELTN CJKYWT
GECNM DCTULF <ELTN YT<J
GECNM DCTULF <ELTN VFVF
GECNM DCTULF <ELE Z

(In English)
D (capo 2)

May there always be sunshine,
May there always be blue sky,
May there always be mama,
May there always be me.
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Midnight Special
by Huddie Ledbetter (Leadbelly)

D
Well you wake up in the mornin´, 
You hear the work bell ring 
And they march you to the table, 
To see the same old thing. 
Ain´t no food upon the table, 
And no pork up in the pan. 
But you better not complain boy, 
You get in trouble with the man. 

CHORUS:
Let the Midnight Special shine a light on me ,
Let the Midnight Special shine a light on me. 

Yonder come Miss Rosie, how in the world did 
you know? 
By the way she wears her apron, and the clothes 
she wore. 
Umbrella on her shoulder, piece of paper in her 
hand; 
She come to see the gov´nor, she wants to free 
her man. 

Chorus

If you´re ever in Houston, well, you better do the 
right; 
You better not gamble, you better not fight, 
Or the sheriff will arrest you, and the boys will 
bring you down. 
The next thing you know, boy, Oh! You´re 
penitentiary bound. 

Chorus

Miss Mary Mack

Miss Mary Mack, Mack, Mack, 
All dressed in black, black, black,
With silver buttons, buttons, buttons, 

All down her back, back, back.

She asked her mother, mother, mother, 
For fifteen cents, cents, cents,
To see the elephants, elephants, elephants. 
Jump the fence, fence, fence.
They jumped so high, high, high,

They touched the sky, sky, sky,
And they never came back, back, back,
‘Till the Fourth of July, ‘ly, ‘ly,
And they never came back, back, back,
‘Till the Fourth of July, ‘ly, ‘ly.

Morningtown Ride
By Malvina Reynolds, 1957

Train whistle blowing, makes a sleepy noise.
Underneath their blankets, 
Go all the girls and boys.
Heading from the station, out along the bay, 
All bound for Morningtown, many miles away.

Sarah’s at the engine, Tony rings the bell,
John swings the lantern to show that all is well.
Rocking, rolling, riding, out along the Bay,
All bound for Morningtown, many miles away.

Maybe it is raining where our train will ride, 
But all the little travelers are snug and warm 
inside.
Somewhere there is sunshine, somewhere there is 
day,
Somewhere there is Morningtown, many miles 
away.
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My Grandfather’s Clock

By Henry C. Work, 1876
My grandfather's clock was too tall for the shelf,
So it stood ninety years on the floor.
It was taller by half than the old man himself,
Though it weighed not a pennyweight more.
It was bought on the morn of the day that he was 
born,
And was always his treasure and pride,
But it stopped, short, never to go again,
When the old man died.

In watching its pendulum swing to and fro,
Many hours he spent as a boy.
And in childhood and manhood, the clock 
seemed to know,
And to share both his sorrow and joy.
For it struck twenty-four, when he walked into 
the door,
With a charming and beautiful bride,
But it stopped, short, never to go again,
When the old man died.

It rang an alarm in the dead of the night,
An alarm that for years had been dumb.
And we knew that his spirit was yearning 
for flight,
And his hour of departure had come.
Still the clock kept its time with a soft and 
muffled chime,
As we silently stood by his side,
But it stopped, short, never to go again,
When the old man died.

(Last time only)
Ninety years without slumbering,
His life seconds numbering,
It stopped, short, never to go again,
When the old man died.

Oh, Susanna!
By Stephen Foster
Oh, I come from Alabama with a banjo on my 
knee,

I'm going to Louisiana, my true love for to see.
It rained all night the day I left,
The weather it was dry.
The sun so hot, I froze to death,
Susanna, don't you cry.

 Oh, Susanna, oh don't you cry for me,
 For I come from Alabama, with a banjo on 
my knee.

I had a dream the other night, when everything 
was still,
I thought I saw Susanna, a-coming down the hill.
The buckwheat cake was in her mouth,
The tear was in her eye.
Says I, I'm coming from the south,
Susanna, don't you cry.

 Oh, Susanna, oh don't you cry for me,
 For I come from Alabama, with a banjo on 
my knee.

Oregon, My Oregon
words by J.A. Buchanan and music by Henry B. 

Murtagh 1927
Land of the empire builders, 
Land of the golden west.
Conquered and held by free men, 
Fairest and the best.
Onward and upward ever, 
Forward and on and on,
Hail to thee, 
Land of heroes, my Oregon.

Land of the rose and sunshine, 
Land of the summer breeze.
Laden with health and vigor, 
Fresh from the Western seas.
Blest by the blood of martyrs, 
Land of the setting sun,
Hail to thee, 
Land of promise, my Oregon.
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Over the River and Through the 
Wood
Over the river and through the wood,
To grandmother’s house we go.
The horse knows the way to carry the sleigh,
Through white and drifted snow-oh.
Over the river and through the wood,
Oh, how the wind does blow!
It stings the toes and bites the nose,
As over the fields we go.

Over the river and through the wood,
Trot fast my dapple gray!
Spring over the ground like a hunting hound,
For this is Thanksgiving Day-ay!
Over the river and through the wood,
Now grandmother’s cap I spy!
Hurrah for the fun! Is the pudding done?
Hurrah for the pumpkin pie!

Polly Put the Kettle On
Written in 1794

Polly put the kettle on, Polly put the kettle on, 
Polly put the kettle on, we’ll all have tea. 
Sukey take it off again, Sukey take it off again, 
Sukey take it off again, They’ve all gone away. 

Polly Wolly Doodle
Oh, I went down south for to see my Sal,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.
My Sal she is a spunky gal,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

Chorus: Fare thee well, fare thee well,
 Fare thee well, my fairy fay,
 For I'm goin' to Louisiana, 
 For to see my Susyanna,
 Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

Oh, my Sal, she is a maiden fair,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.
With curly eyes and laughing hair,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

REPEAT CHORUS
Behind the barn, down on my knees,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.
I thought I heard that chicken sneeze.
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

A grasshopper sitting on a railroad track,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.
Picking his teeth with a carpet tack.
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

REPEAT CHORUS
I went to bed, but it wasn’t any use,
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.
My feet stuck out for a chicken roost.
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day.

Puff the Magic Dragon
By Peter Yarrow

Puff, the magic dragon lived by the sea,
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called 
Honah Lee.
Little Jackie Paper loved that rascal Puff, 
and brought him strings and sealing wax and 
other fancy stuff. 

Chorus
 Oh, Puff, the magic dragon lived by the sea,
 And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land 
called Honah Lee.
 Puff, the magic dragon lived by the sea,
 And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land 
called Honah Lee.

Together they would travel on a boat with bil-
lowed sail
Jackie kept a lookout perched on Puff's gigantic 
tail,
Noble kings and princes would bow whene'er 
they came,
Pirate ships would lower their flags when Puff 
roared out his name. Oh

Chorus
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A dragon lives forever but not so little boys
Painted wings and giant rings make way for other 
toys.
One grey night it happened, Jackie Paper came 
no more,
And Puff that mighty dragon, he ceased his fear-
less roar.

His head was bent in sorrow, green scales fell 
like rain,
Puff no longer went to play along the cherry lane.
Without his life-long friend, Puff could not be 
brave,
So Puff that mighty dragon sadly slipped into his 
cave. Oh
Chorus

Roll On, Columbia
By Woody Guthrie

D
1. Green Douglas firs where the waters cut 
through,
Down her wild mountains and canyons she flew, 
Canadian Northwest to the ocean so blue,
Roll on, Columbia, roll on

2. Other great rivers add power to you; 
Yakima, Snake, and the Klickitat, too.
Sandy, Willamette, and Hood River, too,
Roll on, Columbia, roll on.

Roll on, Columbia, roll on.
Roll On, Columbia, roll on,
Roll On, Columbia, roll on.
Your power is turning our darkness to dawn,
So, roll on, Columbia, roll on.

3. Tom Jefferson’s vision would not let him rest,
An empire he saw in the Pacific Northwest.
Sent Lewis and Clark and they did the rest,
Roll on, Columbia, roll on.

4. At Bonneville now there are ships in the locks,
The waters have risen and cleared all the rocks, 

Shiploads of plenty will steam past the docks,
Roll on, Columbia, roll on.
Repeat Chorus

Shady Grove
Traditional

Peaches in the summertime, 
Apples in the fall,
If I can't get the girl I love,
I’ll have no one at all.

CHORUS
Shady Grove, my little love, 
Shady Grove, I know,
Shady Grove, my little love, 
Bound for Shady Grove.

Cheeks as red as the blooming rose,
Eyes of the deepest brown,
She’s the darling of my heart,
Stay till the morning comes.

If I had a banjo made of gold,
Every string would shine.
The only song that it would play,
“Wish That Girl Were Mine.”

Wish I had a banjo string,
Made of golden twine,
I’d play the prettiest tune for her, 
Till her love was mine.

When I was in Shady Grove,
Heard the pretty birds sing,
The next I go to Shady Grove,
Take along a diamond ring.
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She'll Be Coming 'Round the Mountain
Traditional American folksong
She be coming 'round the mountain when she 
comes, (toot-toot)
She'll be driving six white horses when she 
comes, (whoa back!)
Oh, we'll all go out to greet her when she comes, 
(Hi, Babe!)
Then we'll kill the old red rooster when she 
comes, (Hack, hack!)
And we'll all have chicken and dumplings when 
she comes, (Mmm, good!)

Skidamarink
Traditional

Skidamarink a dink a dink a doo,
Skidamarink a doo,
I love you.
Skidamarink a dink a dink,
Skidamarink a doo,
I love you.

I love you in the morning
And in the afternoon,
I love you in the evening
And underneath the moon;
Oh, Skidamarink a dink a dink,
Skidamarink a doo,
I love you!

Short'nin' Bread 
 (Plantation Song)

C (capo 2)

Three little children, lyin' in bed
Two were sick and the other 'most dead
Sent for the doctor and the doctor said,
"Give those children some short'nin' bread."

Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread,
Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread.

Put on the skillet, slip on the lid,

Mama's gonna make a little short'nin' bread.
That ain't all she's gonna do,
Mama's gonna make a little coffee, too.

Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread,
Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread.

 When those children, sick in bed,
Heard that talk about short'nin' bread,
Popped up well to dance and sing,
Skipped around and cut the pigeon wing.

Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread,
Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread.

Simple Gifts
Joseph Brackett, 1848

'Tis the gift to be simple, 'tis the gift to be free
'Tis the gift to come down where we ought to be,
And when we find ourselves in the place just 
right,
'Twill be in the valley of love and delight.
When true simplicity is gain'd,
To bow and to bend we shan't be ashamed,
To turn, turn will be our delight,
Till by turning, turning we come 'round right.

Skip to My Lou
Traditional American folksong
Choose your partners, Skip to my Lou,
Choose your partners, Skip to my Lou,
Choose your partners, Skip to my Lou,
Skip to my Lou, my darlin'.
Can't get a red bird, a blue bird will do ...
(repeat)...
Skip to my Lou,...
I got a red bird, a pretty one too...
Cat's in the cream jar, what'll I do?...
Fly's in the buttermilk, Shoo, shoo, shoo...
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Sweet Betsy From Pike 
 (Pioneer Song, 1849)

 Did you ever hear of sweet Betsy from Pike,
 Who crossed the wide prairies with her husband, 
Ike,
 With two yoke of cattle and one spotted hog
 A tall Shanghai rooster and an old yeller dog?
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay
 The alkali desert was burning and bare
 And Ike cried in fear, "We are lost, I declare!
 My dear old Pike County, I'll go back to you."
 Said Betsy, "You'll go by yourself, if you do."
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay
 They swam the wide rivers and crossed the tall 
peaks
 They camped on the prairie for weeks upon 
weeks
 They fought off the Indians with musket and ball
 And reached California in spite of it all
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay
 Sing toorali, oorali, oorali ay

Take Me Out to the Ballgame
Words by Jack Norwoth

Music by Albert von Tilzer, 1908

Take me out to the ball game,
Take me out to the crowd.
Buy me some peanuts and crackerjack,
I don’t care if I never get back. 
Let me root, root, root for the home team,
If they don’t win it’s a shame,
For it’s one, two, three strikes you’re out,
At the old, ball game.

Teddy Bears’ Picnic
By John W. Bratton and James B. Kennedy 

(1913)
Am E7 (capo 3)

If you go out in the woods today,
You're sure of a big surprise.
If you go out in the woods today,
You'd better go in disguise.

For every bear that ever there was,
Will gather there for certain, because,
Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.

If you go out in the woods today,
You'd better not go alone.
It's lovely out in the woods today,
But safer to stay at home.

For every bear that ever there was,
Will gather there for certain, because,
Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.

Picnic time for teddy bears,
The little teddy bears are having a lovely time 

today.
Watch them, catch them unawares,
And see them picnic on their holiday.
See them gaily gad 'bout.
They love to play and shout.
They never have any cares.
At six o'clock their mommies and daddies
Will take them home to bed
Because they're tired little teddy bears.

Every teddy bear, that's been good,
Is sure of a treat today.
There's lots of marvelous things to eat,
And wonderful games to play.

Beneath the trees, where nobody sees,
They'll hide and seek as long as they please.
Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.
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This is the Song That Never Ends!
This is the song that never ends, yes it goes on 

and on, my friend! Some people started singing 
it, not knowing what it was, and they'll continue 
singing it forever just because this is the song 
that never ends! Yes it goes on and on, my friend! 
Some people started singing it, not knowing what 

it was, and they'll continue singing it forever just 
because this is the song that never ends! (repeat 
as needed)

This Land is Your Land
words and music by Woody Guthrie

Chorus:
This land is your land, this land is my land,
From California, to the New York Island.
From the redwood forest, to the gulf stream wa-
ters,
This land was made for you and me.

As I was walking that ribbon of highway,
I saw above me the endless skyway.
I saw below me that golden valley,
This land was made for you and me.

Chorus

I've roamed and rambled, and followed my foot-
steps,
To the sparkling sands of, her diamond deserts.
And all around me, a voice was sounding,
This land was made for you and me.

Chorus

The sun comes shining, as I was strolling,
The wheat fields waving, and the dust clouds 
rolling.
As the fog was lifting, a voice come chanting,
This land was made for you and me.

This Pretty Planet
By Tom Chapin, 1988

(Sung as a round)
This pretty planet, spinning through space,
You're a garden, you're a harbor, you're a holy 
place.
 
Golden sun going down,
Gentle blue giant, spin us around.

All through the night, 
Safe 'till the morning light.

Turkey Dinner
(to the tune of Frere Jacques)

Turkey dinner, turkey dinner,
Gather ‘round, gather ‘round.
Who will get the drumstick?
Yummy, yummy yum-stick?
All sit down, All sit down.

Cornbread muffin, Chestnut stuffin’,
Pumpkin pie, one foot high!
We were all much thinner,
Before we came to dinner.
Me-oh-my, me-oh-my.

Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!
Up above the world so high,
Like a diamond in the sky.
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!

Then the traveler in the dark,
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Thanks you for your tiny spark,
He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!

In the dark blue sky you keep,
And often through my curtains peep,
For you never shut your eye,
Till the sun is in the sky.
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!

Vem Kan Segla? (Who Can Sail?)
Swedish Folksong
Vem kan segla förutan vind?
Vem kan ro utan åror?
Vem kan skiljas från vännen sin
Utan att fälla tårar?

Jag kan segla förutan vind,
Jag kan ro utan åror.
Men ej skiljas från vännen min
Utan att fälla tårar.

English Translation:
Who can sail without blowing wind?
Who can row without oars?
Who can part from friends?
Without a falling tear?

I can sail without blowing winds,
I can row without oars,
But I never can part from friends,
Without a falling tear.

Wells Fargo Wagon
G-->
Oh-ho the Wells-Fargo Wagon is a 

Comin’ down the street.
Oh please let it be for me.
Oh-ho the Wells-Fargo wagon is a 
Comin’ down the street. 
I wish, I wish I knew what it could be.

I got a box of maple sugar on my birthday!
In March, I got a gray mackinaw.
And once I got some grapefruit from Tampa.
Montgomery Ward sent me a bathtub and a 
crosscut saw.
 
Oh-ho the Wells-Fargo Wagon is a *
comin’ now. Is it a pre-paid surprise or C.O.D.?
It could be curtains, or dishes, or a *
double boiler, or it could be - - 
somethin’ special - - -
just for me!

Oh-ho the Wells Fargo Wagon is a * 
comin’ down the street.
Oh don’t let him pass my door.
Oh-ho the Wells Fargo Wagon is a * 
Comin’ down the street. 
I wish I knew what he was comin’ for.

I got some salmon from Seattle last September!
And I expect a new rocking chair.
I hope I get my raisins from Fresno.
The D.A.R. sent us a cannon for the courthouse 
square!

Oh-ho the Wells-Fargo Wagon is a *
Comin’ now. 
I don’t know how I can ever wait to see. 
It could be somethin’ for someone who is * 
no relation, or it could be –
Somethin’ special –
JUST FOR ME - - - !

Page 23



The Wheels on the Bus
C
The wheels on the bus go round and round
Round and round, round and round
The wheels on the bus go round and round
All through the town.
(Roll hands over each other)

The wipers on the bus go "Swish, swish, swish,
Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish"
The wipers on the bus go "Swish, swish, swish"
All through the town.
(Put arms together in front of you and
('swish' like windshield wipers)

The door on the bus goes open and shut
Open and shut, open and shut
The door on the bus goes open and shut
All through the town.
(Cover eyes with hands on 'shut' and
uncover them on 'open')

The horn on the bus goes "Beep, beep, beep
Beep, beep, beep, beep, beep, beep"
The horn on the bus goes "Beep, beep, beep"
All through the town.
(Pretend to honk horn)

The gas on the bus goes "Glug, glug, glug
Glug, glug, glug, glug, glug, glug"
The gas on the bus goes "Glug, glug, glug"
All through the town.
(Pretend to fill tank using pointer finger as gas 
nozzle)

The money on the bus goes "Clink, clink, clink,
Clink, clink, clink, clink, clink, clink"
The money on the bus goes "Clink, clink, clink"
All through the town.
(Pretend to put money in cash box on bus)

The baby on the bus says, "Wah, wah, wah!
Wah, wah, wah, wah, wah, wah!"
The baby on the bus says, "Wah, wah, wah!"
All through the town.

(Fisted hands in front of eyes
and rub them like baby crying)

The people on the bus say, "Shh, shh, shh,
Shh, shh, shh, shh, shh, shh"
The people on the bus say, "Shh, shh, shh"
All through the town.
(Put pointer finger to mouth to 'shhh')

The mommy on the bus says, "I love you,
I love you, I love you"
The daddy on the bus says, "I love you, too"
All through the town.
(Point to self on 'I’, right hand over heart on 
'love', and point to other on 'you')

Vista
Nonsense Camp Song

Flea! 
Flea, fly! 
Flea, fly, flo. 
Vista. 
Mama lama cuma lama cuma la vista.
Oh, no, no, no not da vista.
Essa meeny solla meeny oowalla walla meeny.
Essa meeny solla meeny oowalla wah.
Eesch billy ahten dotten, bobo be deeten dotten.

Walking the Dog
B7
Mary Mack, dressed in black,
silver buttons all down her back.
Hi Ho, Daddy-O,
She broke the needle and she can't sew.

Walkin' the dog,
just 'a walkin' the dog.
If you don't know how to do it,
I'll show you how to walk the dog.

I asked my mother for fifteen cents,
See the elephant jump the fence.
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He jumped so high, he touched the sky.
Didn’t get back till the Fourth of July.

Walkin' the dog,
just 'a walkin' the dog.
If you don't know how to do it,
I'll show you how to walk the dog. 

Mary, Mary, quite contrary,
tell me, how does your garden grow?
You got silver bells,
and you got cockleshells.
Could you make it all in a row?

Walkin' the dog,
just 'a walkin' the dog.
If you don't know how to do it,
I’ll show you how to walk the dog.

When I First Came to This Land
By Oscar Brand, 1957

G (capo 3)
When I first came to this land,
I was not a wealthy man.
Then I built myself a shack, 
I did what I could.
And I called my shack, Break-my-back.
Still the land was sweet and good, 
And I did what I could.

When I first came to this land,
I was not a wealthy man.
Then I bought myself a cow
I did what I could.
And I called my cow, No-milk-now.
And I called my shack, Break-my-back.
Still the land was sweet and good,
And I did what I could.

When I first came to this land,

I was not a wealthy man.
Then I bought myself a horse
I did what I could.
And I called my horse, Lame-of-course.
And I called my cow, No-milk-now.
And I called my shack, Break-my-back.
Still the land was sweet and good,
And I did what I could.

When I first came to this land,
I was not a wealthy man.
Then I bought myself a duck.
I did what I could.
And I called my duck, Out-of -luck.
And I called my horse, Lame-of-course.
And I called my cow, No-milk-now.
And I called my shack, Break-my-back.
Still the land was sweet and good,
And I did what I could.

When I first came to this land,
I was not a wealthy man.
Then I got myself a wife.
I did what I could.
And I called my wife, Joy-of-my-life.
And I called my duck, Out-of-luck.
And I called my horse, Lame-of-course.
And I called my cow, No-milk-now.
And I called my shack, Break-my-back.
Still the land was sweet and good,
And I did what I could.

When I first came to this land,
I was not a wealthy man.
Then I got myself a son.
I did what I could.
And I told my son, "My work's done."
For the land was sweet and good,
And I did what I could.
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Willaby Wallaby Woo
Willaby wallaby woo,
An elephant sat on you.

Willaby wallaby wee,
An elephant sat on me.
(Name game song--replace first letter or letters in 
name with a “w.” 
Ex. Willaby wallaby wall,

An elephant sat on Paul.)

Yellow Submarine
by Paul McCartney and John Lennon 1966

G D C G
In the town where I was born, 
Em Am C D

Lived a man who sailed to sea. 
G D C G
And he told us of his life,
Em Am C D
In the land of submarines.

So we sailed up to the sun,
Till we found the sea of green. 
And we lived beneath the waves, 
In our yellow submarine.

Chorus:
G D
We all live in a yellow submarine,
 G

A yellow submarine, a yellow submarine. 
We all live in a yellow submarine,
A yellow submarine, a yellow submarine.

And our friends are all aboard, 

Many more of them live next door. 

And the band begins to play.
(Trumpets play)
Repeat Chorus
As we live a life of ease,
Every one of us (every one of us),

Has all we need, (has all we need).
Sky of blue, (sky of blue) and sea of green, (sea 
of green),
In our yellow (In our yellow) submarine. (subma-
rine). (Haha!)

Repeat Chorus

You Are My Sunshine
You are my sunshine, my only sunshine,
You make me happy when skies are grey.
You’ll never know dear how much I love you,
Please don’t take my sunshine away.

The other night dear, as I lay sleeping,
I dreamt I held you in my arms.
When I awoke dear, I was mistaken,
So I held my head down and cried.

You're a Grand Old Flag
by George M. Cohan, 1906

You're a grand old flag, 

You're a high flying flag;
And forever in peace, may you wave;
You're the emblem of the land I love, 
The home of the free and the brave.
Every heart beats true,

'Neath the red, white, and blue, 
Where there's never a boast or brag;
But, should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Keep your eye on the grand old flag.
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Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah
By Allie Wrubel and Ray Gilbert, 1946

G (capo 3)

Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, Zip-a-dee day. 
My, oh my, what a wonderful day. 
Plenty of sunshine headed my way. 
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, Zip-a-dee day.

Mr. Bluebird on my shoulder, 
It’s the truth, it’s actual, 
Everything is satisfactual. 
Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, Zip-a-dee ay. 
Wonderful feeling, wonderful day.
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