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The Grand Old Duke of York 

Tune: "A-Hunting We Will Go" 

The Grand old Duke of York, 
He had ten thousand men. 
He marched them up the hill, 
Everyone stands up 
And marched them down again. 
Everyone sits down
And when you're up, you're up;
Everyone stands up 
And when you're down, you're down.
Everyone sits down 
And when you're only halfway up, 
Everyone half-way up 
You're neither up nor down! 

Ravioli 

Tune: "Alouette" 

All:
Ravioli, I like ravioli. 
Ravioli, It's the best for me.

Leader:
Have I got it on my chin? 

All:
Yes, you have it on your chin.

Leader:
On my chin?

Leader:
On your chin. OH-h-h-h 
Ravioli, I like ravioli. 
Ravioli, It's the best for me.

Continue with tie, shirt, pants, shoes, floor, walls. Point to the items as each new word is added by the song leader. It is repeated by the chorus and all preceding verses are sung in reverse order.

She'll Be Coming Around the Mountain

She'll be coming round the mountain when she comes 
She'll be coming round the mountain when she comes
She'll be coming round the mountain, she'll be coming round the mountain,
She'll be coming round the mountain when she comes 

She'll be driving six white horses when she comes 
She'll be driving six white horses when she comes
She'll be driving six white horses, she'll be driving six white horses,
She'll be driving six white horses when she comes 

Oh, we'll all go out to meet her when she comes 
Oh, we'll all go out to meet her when she comes

Oh, we'll all go out to meet her, we'll all go out to meet her,
We'll all go out to meet her when she comes 

She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes 
She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes

She'll be wearing red pajamas, she'll be wearing red pajamas,
She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes 

She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes
She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes
She will have to sleep with Grandma, she will have to sleep with Grandma,
She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes

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 Throw Them Over Your Shoulder Like a Continental Soldier?

Do Your Ears Hang Low?

Do Your Ears Hang High?
Do They Reach Up to the Sky?
Do The Droop When They're Wet?
Do They Stiffen When They're Dry?
Can You Semaphore Your Neighbor with a Minimum of Labor?

Do Your Ears Hang High?

Do Your Ears Hang Wide?
Do They Flap From Side to Side?
Do They Wave in the Breeze?
From the Slightest Little Sneeze?
Can You Soar Above the Nation with a Feeling of Elation?

Do Your Ears Hang Wide?

Do Your Ears Fall Off?
When You Give a Great Big Cough?
Do They Lie There on the Ground?
Or Bounce Up at Every Sound?
Can You Stick Them in Your Pocket Just Like Little Davy Crockett?

Do Your Ears Fall Off?

The Beaver Song

Beaver one beaver all let’s do the beaver call
Beaver two beaver three let’s all climb the beaver tree

Beaver four beaver five let’s do the beaver jive

Beaver six beaver seven let’s go to beaver heaven

Beaver eight beaver nine stop its beaver time.
I've Been Working on the Railroad

I've been working on the railroad
All the livelong day
I've been working on the railroad
Just to pass the time away

Can't you hear the whistle blowing
Rise up so early in the morn
Can't you hear the captain shouting
Dinah, blow your horn

Dinah, won't you blow
Dinah, won't you blow
Dinah, won't you blow your horn
Dinah, won't you blow
Dinah, won't you blow
Dinah, won't you blow your horn

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah
Someone's in the kitchen I know
Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah
Strumming on the old banjo, and singing

Fie, fi, fiddly i o
Fie, fi, fiddly i o
Fie, fi, fiddly i o
Strumming on the old banjo
The Other Day

The other day 
I met a bear 
Out in the woods 
Oh way out there 

He looked at me 
I looked at him 
He sized up me 
I sized up him

He said to me 
Why don't you run 
I see you ain't 
Got any gun 

And so I ran 
Away from there 
But right behind 
Me was that bear 

And then I see 
Ahead of me 
A great big tree 
Oh, glory be! 

The lowest branch 
Was ten feet up 
I'd have to jump 
And trust my luck! 

And so I jumped 
Into the air 
But I missed that branch 
A way up there 

Now don't you fret 
Now don't you frown 
'Cause I caught that branch 
On the way back down 

This is the end
There ain't no more 
Until I meet 
That bear once more 

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt
John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt, 
His name is my name too. 

Whenever we go out 

The people always shout, 

"There goes John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt." 

La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la 

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt, 

His name is my name too... [repeat ad infinitum] 

Boom Chica Boom

This is another "repeat after me" song. Just repeat the lines after the song leader shouts them. There are many different "styles" this song can be sung in, so don't limit yourself to the ones given below! 
I Said A Boom Chica Boom! (repeat)

I Said A Boom Chica Boom! (repeat)

I Said A Boom Chica Rocka Chica Rocka Chica Boom! (repeat)

U-HUH (repeat)

OH-YEA (repeat)

One More Time (repeat)

Hello muddah, hello faddah
Hello muddah, hello faddah
Here I am at Camp Granada
Camp is very entertaining
And they say we'll have some fun if it stops raining.

I went hiking with Joe Spivy
He developed poison ivy
You remember Leonard Skinner
He got ptomaine poisoning last night after dinner.

Take me home, oh muddah, faddah
Take me home, I hate Granada
Don't leave me out in the forest where
I might get eaten by a bear.

All the counselors hate the waiters
And the lake has alligators
And the head coach wants no sissies
So he reads to us from something called Ulysses.

How I don't want this should scare ya
But my bunkmate has malaria
You remember Jeffrey Hardy
They're about to organize a searching party.

Take me home...I promise I will not make noise
Or mess the house with other boys.
Oh please don't make me stay
I've been here one whole day.

Dearest faddah, darling muddah,
How's my precious little bruddah
Let me come home, if you miss me
I would even let Aunt Bertha hug and kiss me.

Wait a minute, it's stopped hailing.
Guys are swimming, guys are sailing
Playing baseball, gee that's better
Muddah, faddah kindly disregard this letter.
On Top of Spaghetti

On top of spaghetti, 
All covered with cheese,
I lost my poor meatball, 
When somebody sneezed.

It rolled off the table,
And on to the floor,
And then my poor meatball,
Rolled out of the door.

It rolled in the garden,
And under a bush,
And then my poor meatball,
Was nothing but mush.

The mush was as tasty
As tasty could be,
And then the next summer, 
It grew into a tree.

The tree was all covered,
All covered with moss,
And on it grew meatballs,
And tomato sauce.

So if you eat spaghetti,
All covered with cheese,
Hold on to your meatball,
Whenever you sneeze.
Road kill Stew

Roadkill stew 
Roadkill stew 
Tastes so good 
Just like it should 

First you go down to the Interstate 
You wait for the critter to meet its fate 
You take it home and make it great 
Roadkill stew 
Roadkill stew
Down by the station

Down by the station
Early in the morning
See the little pufferbellies
All in a row

See the station master
Turn the little handle
Puff, puff, toot, toot
Off we go!
Fast Food Song

Can I take your order please? 

Let's eat to the beat 

(Chorus)
A pizza hut a pizza hut
Kentucky fried chicken and a pizza hut
A pizza hut a pizza hut
Kentucky fried chicken and a pizza hut
McDonalds McDonalds
Kentucky fried chicken and a pizza hut
McDonalds McDonalds
Kentucky fried chicken and a pizza hut 

You like it you love it
You know you really want it
The voices I hear
Whenever you're around 

I want it I need it
Nothing else can beat it
Hot and spicy
Whenever I'm in town (mm mm)
Hiking

Over hill over dale, we will hit the greenwood trail

As the Boy Scouts go hiking along.

 (Chorus)

And it’s hi hi hee! The BSA for me

Shout out our name and shout it strong

Where’er we go we will always know that the Boy Scouts go hiking along.

In and out all around, you will never see us frown

As the Boy Scouts go hiking along.

(Chorus)

Follow Me Boys 

Follow me boys, follow me.
When you think your really beat 
That's the time to lift your feet,
And follow me boys, follow me.
Pick'em up, put'em down and follow me,
Pick'em up, put'em down pick'em up.

There's a job to do,
There's a fight to win,
Follow me boys, follow me.
And it won't be done till we all pitch in,
Lift your chin with a grin and follow me.
- Chorus

It's a long long climb, 
But we've got the will,
Follow me boys, follow me.
When we reach the top
Then It's all down hill,
Till you drop don't you stop and follow me.
- Chorus

Though  the journey's end
Is beyond our sight,
Follow me boys, follow me.
If we do our best
Then we've done alright,
Pack your load, hit the road and follow me.
Twelve days of Summer Camp

Tune twelve days of Christmas

On the first day of summer camp my mother sent to me

A box of oatmeal cookies.

On the second day of summer camp my mother sent to me

Two T-shirts, and a box of oatmeal cookies

On the third day of summer camp my mother sent to me

Three pairs of sox, two T-shirts, and a box of oatmeal cookies

Additional verses
Four woolen caps,

Five underpants,

Six postage stamps,

Seven hand warmers,

Eight Batman comics,

Nine bars of soap,

Ten Band-aides

Eleven shoestrings,

Twelve bottles of insect repellant

Scout Vesper 

Tune: "Tannenbaum" 

 

Softly falls the light of day,
While our campfire fades away. 
Silently each scout should ask: 
"Have I done my daily task? 
Have I kept my honor bright? 
Can I guiltless sleep tonight? 
Have I done and have I dared 
Everything to be prepared.?"

Listen Lord, oh listen Lord, 
As I whisper soft and low, 
Bless my Mom and bless my Dad, 
There is something they should know. 
I have kept my honor bright. 
The Oath and Law has been my guide.
Mom and Dad, this you should know, 
Ddeep in my heart I love you so.
Home On The Range

Oh, give me a home, where the buffalo roam 
Where the deer and the antelope play 
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word 
And the skies are not cloudy all day. 

Chorus: 
Home, home on the range 
Where the deer and the antelope play 
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word 
And the skies are not cloudy all day.
This Land is Your Land 

words and music by Woody Guthrie
©1956 (renewed 1984), 1958 (renewed 1986) and 1970 TRO-Ludlow Music, Inc. (BMI) 

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 waters
This land was made for you and me

As I was walking a ribbon of highway
I saw above me an endless skyway
I saw below me a golden valley
This land was made for you and me

Country Roads

Country Roads, take me home to the place I belong - 
West Virginia, mountain mama, take me home Country Roads.

Almost heaven, West Virginia, 
Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River. 
Life is old there, older than the trees, 
Younger than the mountains, blowin' like a breese. 
  

All my mem'ries, gather round her 
Miner's lady, stranger to blue water. 
Dark and dusty, painted on the sky, 
Misty taste of moonshine, tear drop in my eye. 
  

I hear her voice in the mornin' hours she calls me. 
The radio reminds me of my home far away. 
And drivin' down the road I get a feelin' 
That I should have been home yesterday, yesterday.

Battle Hymn of the Republic

Mine eyes have seen the glory 
of the coming of the Lord; 
He is trampling out the vintage 
where the grapes of wrath are stored; 
He has loosed the fateful lightning 
of His terrible swift sword; 
His truth is marching on. 

Chorus: Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
His truth is marching on

In the beauty of a stable 
Christ was born across the sea, 
With a glory in His presence 
that transfigures you and me, 
And he died to make men holy, 
Let us live to make men free; 
While God is marching on. 
Chorus
He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands

He's got the whole world in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands.

He's got my brothers and my sisters in His hands,
He's got my brothers and my sisters in His hands,
He's got my brothers and my sisters in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands.

He's got the sun and the rain in His hands,
He's got the moon and the stars in His hands,
He's got the wind and the clouds in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands.

He's got the rivers and the mountains in His hands,
He's got the oceans and the seas in His hands,
He's got you and he's got me in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands.

He's got everybody here in His hands,
He's got everybody there in His hands,
He's got everybody everywhere in His hands,
He's got the whole world in His hands.
When the Saints Go Marching In
Written By: Emma Cotton

We are trav'ling in the footsteps
Of those who've gone before,
And we'll all be reunited,
On a new and sunlit shore,

Oh, when the saints go marching in
Oh, when the saints go marching in
Lord how I want to be in that number
When the saints go marching in

And when the sun begins to shine
And when the sun begins to shine
Lord, how I want to be in that number
When the sun begins to shine

Oh, when the trumpet sounds its call
Oh, when the trumpet sounds its call
Lord, how I want to be in that number
When the trumpet sounds its call

Some say this world of trouble,
Is the only one we need,
But I'm waiting for that morning,
When the new world is revealed.
Kum Ba Yah
Kum ba yah, my lord, Kum ba yah! 
Kum ba yah, my lord, Kum ba yah! 
Kum ba yah, my lord, Kum ba yah. 
O Lord, Kum ba yah

Someone's crying, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's crying, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's crying, Lord, Kum ba yah! 
O Lord, Kum ba yah 

Someone's singing, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's singing, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's singing, Lord, Kum ba yah! 
O Lord, Kum ba yah 

Someone's praying, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's praying, Lord, Kum ba yah!
Someone's praying, Lord, Kum ba yah! 
O Lord, Kum ba yah 

TAPS

Day is done, gone the sun,
From the lake, from the hills,

From the sky;
All is well, safely rest,

God is nigh. 

Fading light, dims the sight,
And a star gems the sky,

Gleaming bright.
From afar, drawing nigh, 

falls the night.

Amazing Grace
Amazing grace, how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost but now am found
Was blind but now I see

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed

Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come
'Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far
And grace will lead me home

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds
And drives away his fear

Must Jesus bear the cross alone
And all the world go free?
No, there's a cross for ev'ryone
And there's a cross for me 
Dixie

I wish I was in the land of Cotton
Old times there are not forgotten
Look away! Look away! Look away!
Dixie Land

In Dixie Land where I was born in
early on one frosty morning'
Look away! Look away! Look away!
Dixie Land

Chorus
Then I wish I was in Dixie
Hooray! Hooray! 
In Dixie Land
I'll take my stand
To live and die in Dixie
Away! Away! Away! 
Down South in Dixie.
Away! Away! Away! 
Down South in Dixie.
Three Blind Mice
Three blind mice,
Three blind mice
See how they run,
See how they run!

They all ran after
The farmer's wife
She cut off their tails
With a carving knife
Did you ever see
Such a sight in your life
As three blind mice?
Row, Row, Row Your Boat 

3 part round 

 

Row, row, row your boat,
Gently down the stream.
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily,
Life is but a dream.

The Muffin Man

First Verse:
Oh, do you know the muffin man,
The muffin man, the muffin man,
Oh, do you know the muffin man,
That lives on Drury Lane?

Second Verse:
Oh, yes, I know the muffin man,
The muffin man, the muffin man,
Oh, yes, I know the muffin man,
That lives on Drury Lane.
My Country Tis of Thee

My country,' tis of thee, 
sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing; 
land where my fathers died, 
land of the pilgrims' pride, 
from every mountainside let freedom ring!
God Bless America 

Words and music by Irving Berlin
© Copyright 1938, 1939 by Irving Berlin
© Copyright Renewed 1965, 1966 by Irving Berlin
© Copyright Assigned to the Trustees of the God Bless America Fund
International Copyright Secured. All Rights Reserved.
Used by Permission 

 

"While the storm clouds gather far across the sea, 
Let us swear allegiance to a land that's free, 
Let us all be grateful for a land so fair, 
As we raise our voices in a solemn prayer. " 

God Bless America, 
Land that I love. 
Stand beside her, and guide her 
Thru the night with a light from above. 
From the mountains, to the prairies, 
To the oceans, white with foam 
God bless America, My home sweet home. 

America the Beautiful 

Words by Katharine Lee Bates,
Melody by Samuel Ward


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! 

The Star Spangled Banner 

Composed by Francis Scott Key, "In Defense of Fort McHenry", September 20, 1814.
Congress proclaimed it the U.S. National Anthem in 1931.
Midi by Lesley Nelson 

 

Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's early light,
What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's last gleaming?
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thro' the perilous fight,
O'er the ramparts we watch'd, were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof thro' the night that our flag was still there.
O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

You're a Grand Old Flag 

by George M. Cohan 

 

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.
Ev'ry heart beats true
'neath the Red, White and Blue,
Where there's never a boast or brag.
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
Keep your eye on the grand old flag. 
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