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PACKETY PACK
wor ds by Uncl e Hutch

1.
Take out your sl eeping bag and pack
And be prepared for a sore back
We're going for alittle hike
up on the Friendsville TurnpiKke.

CHORUS:
Packety pack now pack that pack, cause we aint never
com ng back. Take out your compass and your nmap.
Packety pack now pack that pack

2.
Purtle's Peak and Traver's Quarry,
We'll hit Salt Springs now don't you worry.
Kiss Ms. M ms cooking goodby,

We'll live on trail-packs "til we die.
CHORUS
CANCE SONG

My paddl e's keen and bri ght D p, dip and swi ng her back
Flashing with silver. Fl ashing with silver.
Fol l ow the wi |l d goose flight, Swift as the wild goose
flies,
D p, dip and sw ng. D p, dip and sw ng.

CAl SSONS
Over hill, over dale, as we hit the dusty trail

And the caissons go rolling al ong.
In and out, hear them shout, counter march and ri ght about,
And the caissons go rolling al ong.

Chor us: So it's hi, hi hee! inthe field artillery. Count out your
nunbers | oud and strong (one! two! For where'er you go, you
wi |l always know, That those caissons go rolling al ong.

Was it high, was it |low, where the heck did that one qo?
As those cai ssons go rolling al ong.

Was it left, was it right, now we won't get hone tonight,
As the caissons go rolling al ong.



GOOBER PEAS

Sitting by the roadside on a summer day

Chatting with ny nessmates, passing tine away.

Lying in the shadow underneath the trees,

Goodness, how delicious, eating goober peas!

Chor us: Peas! Peas! Peas! Peas! eating goober peas!
Goodness, how delicious, eating goober peas!

When a horsenan passes, the solders have a rule,
To cry out at their |oudest, "Mster here's your mule."
But anot her pl easure nore enchanting than these,
is wearing out your grinders, eating goober peas!

Just before the battle, the general hears a row,

He says, "The Yanks are comng, | hear their rifles now,
He turns around in wonder, and what do you think he sees?
The Georgia MIlitia, eating goober peas!

I think my song has | asted al nost | ong enough,

The subject's interesting, but rhynmes are m ghty rough.

| wish this war was over, when free fromrags and fl eas,
We' d kiss our wives and sweet hearts and gobbl e goober peas!

TOM DOOLEY
Chor us

Hang down your head, Tom Dool ey, FROM EAST TO WEST

Hang down your head, and cry,

Hang down your head, Tom Dool ey, From East to West,

Poor boy, you're bound to die. Choconut is the best.
(repeat)

1

| met her on the nountain, From Moon to Sun

And there | took her life; Choconut i s nunber one.

Met her on the nountain, (repeat)

And st abbed her with ny knife.
Fromtree to tree,

2. Choconut is you and ne.
This tinme tonorrow, (repeat)
Reckon where I'l1| be?
If it hadn'ta been for G ayson, Fromtown to town,
|'d-a be in Tennessee. Choconut is gettin' down.

(repeat)

3.
This tinme tonorrow, Fromland to | and,
Reckon where I'l1l be? Choconut is run by Ham
Down in sonme | onesone vall ey, (repeat)
A-hangin' froma white oak tree. lyrics conpiled by: Brian Rick

1985



STREETS OF LAREDO

As | wal ked out in the streets of Laredo,

As | wal ked out in Laredo one day,

| spied a poor cowboy wapped up in white |inen,
Wapped up in white linen as cold as the clay.

"Ch, beat the drumslowy and play the fife | owy;
Play the Death March as you carry nme al ong.

Take me to the green valley there lay the sod o' er ne,
For 1’m a young cowboy; | know |'ve done wong."

“lI see by your outfit that you are a cowboy, "
These words he did say as | boldly stepped by.
"Cone, sit down beside ne and hear ny sad story;
I was shot in the breast and | know | nust die.

"Let sixteen ganblers conme handle ny coffin

Let sixteen cowboys cone sing ne a song.

Take ne to the graveyard and |ay the sod o' er ne,
For I'"m a young cowboy; | know |'ve done w ong.

"It was once in the saddle | used to go dashing,

It was once in the saddle | used to be gay;

First to the dram house and then to the card-house;
CGot shot in the breast, | amdying today.

"Go gather around you a crowd of young cowboys
And tell themthe story of this, ny sad fate,
Tell one and the other before they go further
To stop their wild roving before "tis too |ate.

"Go fetch ne a cup, a cup of cold water

To cool ny parched |ips,” the poor cowboy said.
Before | returned, the spirit had left him

And gone to its Maker. The cowboy was dead.

We beat the drumslowy and played the fife |owy,

And bitterly wept as we bore him al ong;

For we all | oved our conrade so brave, young and handsone;
We all |oved our conrade although he'd done w ong.

G RLS CAN NEVER CHANGE THEI R NATURE
tune: Silver Threads Anong the Gold

Grls can never change their nature; that is quite beyond their reach

If a girl is born a |enon, she can never be a peach.

But the | aw of conpensation is the one |I always preach,

You can al ways squeeze a |lenon, but just try to squeeze a peach. But
you can try!
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THE SAD M LLI ONAI R
by Peter D. Robinson '82

Chor us
" m south of the border, just crossed the G and
And | can't stop this itch
My pockets are heavy; each is ten mllion rich
But noney, Momsaid, is evil's root and won't
Wrk with just one stitch

On, Julio trailed nme mles to the line

And woul dn't give up

When he saw ny eneral ds, dianond ring and gold cup
He hid in the bush but felt hinself pushed

By ants on a branch!

As Rafael took ny path in the sand

| could feel his cold breath

It was one of us--to the death!

He then nmade a break, but slid on a snake
And rolled eight feet cold.

If Rodriguez wasn't ten feet behind, | would bite off my toe.
They called himthe fiercest bandit in Mexico He grabbed at ny
back and pulled off my pack And spied the |ice inside.

But Estaban took the sneakiest path Round a prickly pear

The sun was so hot, to get shade | sat down there He grabbed
all my cash, but got a cash rash
And sneezed till he wheezed

He screamed and he cried (Wat a fool!)
Cowered and crouched (Bit the dust!)
Tripped and fli pped

Sonersaul ted through sandy hill sides,
Purpl e pickers, forest fires--he was dead.

| gave up the fight. The noney was there,

But the cost was too nuch

A boy cane along wth bandages and crutch

| gave himthe noney: twenty mllion and a penny
He flew to the noon.

" m south of the border, just crossed the G and
Where the crocuses sing.

My pockets have holes, here's to air conditioning.
For noney, Momsaid, is evil's root,

And won't give you one darn thing.



WHAT SHALL WE DO W TH THE DRUNKEN SAl LOR?

1. What shall we do with the drunken sailor? (3 tines) Early in the
nor ni ng?
Chor us: Hoo-ray and up she rises; hoo-ray and up she rises; Hoo-ray

and up she rises, early in the norning.

2. Put himin the long boat till he's sober, (3 tines).. .Chorus.

3. Pull out the plug and wet himall over, (3 times). ..Chorus.

4. Put himin the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him (3 tines)..

Chor us.

5. Heave himby the leg with a runnin' bowine, (3 tines)...Chorus.
6. What shall we do with the drunken sailor? (3 tines).. Chorus.

NOW THE DAY | S OVER

1. Now the day is over, 3. Jesus, give the weary
Ni ght is draw ng nigh, Cal m and sweet repose;
Shadows of the evening Wth thy tenderest blessing
Steal across the sky. May our eyelids cl ose.

2. Now t he darkness gat hers, 4, Gant to little children
Stars begin to peep, Vi sions bright of thee;
Bi rds and beasts and flowers GQuard the sailors tossing
Soon wi Il be asl eep. On the deep bl ue sea.

5. Confort every sufferer
Wat ching late in pain;
Those who pl an sone evil
Fromtheir sin restrain.

6. Through the | ong night watches
May t hi ne Angel s spread
Their white w ngs above ne
Wat chi ng round ny bed.

7. \When the norning wakens,
Then may | arise
Pure, and fresh, and sinless
In thy holy eyes.

8. Aory to the Father, Gory to the Son, And
to thee, blest Spirit, Wilst all ages
run. Anmen

Sabi ne Bari ng- Goul d



| TS HOG CALLIN TIME I N THE OZARKS
(Repeat)

HE'S H'S OMN GRANPAW

1.
Now many, many years ago when | was twenty-three,
| was nmarried to a widder who was pretty as can be.
This wi dow had a growi ng daughter that had hair of red,
My father fell in love wwth her and soon the two were wed.

Chor us

2.
This made nay Dad nmy son-in-law and changed ny very life.
My daughter was ny not her cause she was ny father's wfe,
To conplicate the matter even tho it brought ne joy,
| soon becane the father of a bouncing baby boy.

Chor us

3.
My little baby then becane the brother-in-law to Dad,
And so becane ny Uncle tho it nade ne very sad.
For if he was ny uncle, that al so made hi m brot her,
O the widow s grown-up daughter who of course was ny step nother

Chor us

4.
My father's wife she had a son who kept himon the run,
And he becanme ny Gandchild for he was ny daughter's son.
My wife is now nmy nother's nother and it nmakes ne bl ue,
because al though she is my wife.. she's ny grandnot her too..

Chor us
5.
Now if ny wife is ny grandnother, then |I'm her grandchild.
And every tine | think of it:, it nearly drives ne wld.

For now | have becone the strangest case you ever saw.
As husband of ny grandnother | am ny own GRANPAW. ..

Chor us

["'mnmy own G anpaw,
He's his own granpaw.
It sounds funny | know,
but it really is so....
for I"mny own granpaw.
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HEY- HO ROUND

Hey- ho, Nobody honme, Meat nor drink nor noney have | none!

Yet, | will be ne-e-e-e~e-rry!

TAPS

Day is done, Gone the sun, Fromthe Lake, Fromthe hills,
Fromthe sky. All is well, Safely rest, God is nigh.

KUM BA YAH
Kum ba yah, nmy Lord, Kum ba yah. 1. Sonmeone’s crying, Lord, Kum ba
ﬁaﬂ{ba yah, ny Lord, Kum ba yabh. 2. Soneone's singing, Lord, Kum ba
ﬁﬁE{ba yah, ny Lord, Kum ba yah. 3. Soneone’s praying, Lord, Kum ba
yah.

Oh Lord, Kum ba yah.

THE WORM SONG

Sing three tines:

Nobody | oves ne, everybody hates ne, guess |I'I|l go eat worms:
Big fat juicy worns, itty bitty squishy worns, see how they w ggle and
squi rm

Oh, bite their heads off,suck their juice out, throw their skins away---
Nobody knows how man can thrive on worns three tinmes a day.

Ref r ai n: Bodoski deet endot en what | can chew
itten bitten little bitten bodoski deet endoten what | can chew.
I shbi di |l i ot endot en bodoski deet endoten what | can chew



W LD ROVER

1.
|'ve been a wild rover
for many a year,
And |'ve spent ne noney
on whi skey and beer.

But now I'Il give over,
nme noney |'l| store,
And | will never play the

W d Rover no nore.

2.
| went to a toilet,
| used to frequent,
And told the attendant
me penny was bent.
| asked himfor credit,
he showed ne his mtt.

And he said , "In ny toilet
you'll get no credit."
Chor us

And its no, nay never;
noo- o no, never no nore.
WIIl | play the WIld Rover;

no never no nor el

3.

Then out of ny pocket,

| drew coins of gold.
have plenty of noney,"
the attendant | told.

At the sight of ny noney his

eyes grew bri ght
And he said, "We'll make an
exception tonight." Chorus

4.
"1l go honme to ny parents,
tell themwhat |'ve done.

And ask themto pardon their

prodi gal son
And if they forgive nme |like
t hey' ve done before,
Then | never will play the
WIld Rover no nore! Chorus

THI'S LAND IS YOUR LAND

As | was wal king that ribbon of

hi ghway,
| saw above ne the endl ess skyway,
| saw bel ow me a gol den vall ey:

Chor us
This [ and was nade for you and ne.
This land is your land, this |and

is ny |and,
FromCalifornia to the New York
| sl and,

From t he Redwood Forest, to the
Qul f Stream wat ers:
This I and was nade for you and ne.

2.
| roaned and ranbl ed, and I
foll owed ny footsteps,
O er the sparkling sands of
her di anond deserts,
And all around ne this voi ce was
cal l'i ng: Chor us

3.
| followed your low hills, and I
foll owed your cliff rins,
Your marbl e canyons and sunny
bri ght waters,
This voice canme calling as the fog

was lifting: Chor us
4.
As the sun was a-shining and | was
strol ling,

Through the wheat fields waving
and the dust clouds rolling,

| could feel inside ne and see
all around ne: Chorus



WHO THREW THE OVERALLS
IN M STRESS MURPHY' S
CHOWDER?

1.
M stress Murphy gave a party
j ust about a week ago.
Everyt hi ng was plentiful
the Murphy's they're not sl ow
They treated us |ike gentlenen;
we tried to act the sane,
And only for what happened,
was an awful shane.
When M's. Murphy dished the
chowder out she fainted on
t he spot;
She found a pair of overalls at
the bottom of the pot.
Ti m Nol and he got ri pping nmad,
his eyes were bul gi ng out,
He j unped upon the piano
and | oudly he did shout:

Chor us

Who threw the overalls

in Ms. Mirphy's chowder?
Nobody spoke so he shout ed

all the | ouder.
Its an Irish trick that's true

| can lick the man that threw
The overalls in Ms. Mirphy's chowder.

2.
They dragged the pants from out
the soup and laid themon the floor;
Each man swore upon his life, he'd
ne 'er seen them before.
They were plastered up with nortar
and were worn out at the knee,
They had their many ups and downs
as we could plainly see.

And when M's. Mirphy she cane to
she 'gan to cry and pout,

She had themin the wash that day

and forgot to take them out.
Ti m Nol and, he excused hinsel f for
what he said that night,
seat,
So we put nusic to the words and
sang with all our m ght. Chorus

THE DESPERADO

1.

He was a desperado fromthe
wi |l d and wool |y West,

He cane East to Chicago just to
give the West a rest.
He wore a big sonbrero and a
gun beneath his vest,

And everywhere he went he gave
H s War \Whoop!

Chor us
He was a brave,
Desper ado,
From Cripple Creek, way down in
Col or ado,
And he wal ked around |ike a:
Bi g t ornado,
And everywhere he went he gave
H s War \Whoop!

bold nan and a:

2.
He went to Coney Island just to
take in all the sights,

He saw t he hoot chi e- Koot chi e and
the girls all dressed in tights
He got so darned excited that he
shot out all the lights,

And everywhere he went he gave

H s War \Whoop! Chor us

3.
A great big fat policeman was
a-wal ki ng down his beat,
He saw t he desperado cone a-
Wal ki ng down the street.

He grabbed hi m by the whiskers,
and he grabbed hi mby the

And threw hi m where he woul dn't
give H s War \Whoop! Chor us



M NGULAY BOAT SONG

Chor us
Heal your oars boys,
| et her go boys.
Swi ng her head round, and al
t oget her,
Heel your oars boys,
| et her go boys.
Sai ling homeward to M ngul ay.

1.
What care we boys for w nch
or | eather,

What care we boys, for w nd
weat her Chor us

2

Wves are méiting, by the harbor,

They' ve been waiting since
Break of day. Chorus

3

Wves are méiting, by the harbor,
As the sun sets on M ngul ay.

Chor us

IF 1 HAD A HAMMER

VWHERE HAVE ALL THE
FLONERS GONE?
1
Were have all the flowers gone?
Long tinme passing.
Wiere have all the flowers gone?
Long tine ago.
Where have all the flowers gone?
Gone to young girls every one;
Wen will they ever |earn?
When will they ever |earn?

2.
Where have all the young girls
gone?
Gone to young nmen every one. or

3.
Where have all the young nmen gone?
Gone to soldiers every one.

4.
Where have all the soldiers gone?
Gone to graveyards every one.

5.
Were have all the flowers gone?
Gone to young girls every
one.

1. If I had a hamrer, |1'd hamer in the norning.
I'"d hammer in the evening, all over this |and;
I'd hanmer out danger, |'d hamrer out warning;
I'd hanmer out | ove between ny brothers and ny sisters, all over
this |and.
2. If | had a bell, 1'd ring it in the norning.
3. If I had a song, 1'd sing it in the norning.
4. Now |'ve got a hammer, And |'ve got a bell.

And |'ve got a song to sing all over this |and,

It's the hamrer of ju-~tice,

it's the bell of freedom

It's the song of the | ove between ny brothers and ny sisters, al

over
this | and.



FI VE HUNDRED M LES

1
If you miss the train |I'rn on
You will know that | am gone,

You can hear the whistle bl ow,
One hundred m | es.

One hundred mles, 100 m | es,
100 mles, 100 m | es,

You can hear the whistle bl ow
One hundred m | es.

2.
Lord, I'"mone, Lord, |I'mtwo,
Lord I"'mthree, Lord, |I'm four,
Lord 1"'m500 mles fromny hone,
hone,
500 mles, 500 mles,
500 mles, 500 mles,
Lord I'"'m500 mles fromny hone.

3.
Not a shirt on ny back
Not a penny to ny nane,
Lord, | can't

Thi s-a-way, this-a-way,
Lord, I can't go back hone
t hi s-a-way.

(Repeat chorus "500 m | es")

go back this-a-way.

THE SLOOP JOHN B
1.
We conme on the sloop John "B",
My grandfat her and ne,
Around Nassau town we did roam

Drinking all night
we got into a fight,
| feel so break-up

| want to go hone.

Chor us
So hoi st up the John B sails,
See how the mains'| sets,
Send for the captain ashore,
Let nme go hone,
Let me go hone! | want to go

| feel so break-up
| want to go hone.

2.

The first nate he got drunk,
He broke up the people's trunk,
Const abl e had to cone

and take hi m away,
M. Johnstone,
| feel so break-up

| want to go hone.

3.
The cook he got the fits,
He ate up all of ny grits,
Then he cone and ate up
all of ny corn,

Let ne go hone! |

This is the worst trip
|'ve ever been on.
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THE LAST LONG M LE
1.
Oh, the put me in the Arny and
t hey handed nme a pack
They took away my nice new cl ot hes
and dolled nme up in tack
They marched nme twenty mles a day
to fit me for the war,
| didn't miss the first nineteen
but the [ast one nmade nme sore.

Chor us
Ch, it's not the pack that you
carry on your back,
Nor the Springfield on your shoul der
Nor the five inch crust of
cof fee col ored dust
That makes you feel your
linbs are growi ng ol der.
And its not the hike on the hard
turnpi ke, that w pes away your smle;
Nor the socks of sisters
that raise the bloom ng blisters,

Its the last long mle! Chor us
2.
Sone day they'll send us over and
they'Il put us in the trench

Taki ng pop shots at the Fritzes
with the Tonmys and the French
And sonmeday we'll be marching
t hrough a town across the Rhine
And then you bet we'll all forget
t hese nournful words of mine
Chor us

3.
Ch, they put us on the Salt Springs
hi ke and handed us a pack
They took away our nice new cl ot hes
and dolled us up in tack
marched us twenty mles a day

to fit us for the chore,
W didn't mnd the first nineteen
but the | ast one nmade us sore.
Chor us
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DRI LL YE TARRI ERS
1

Every norning at seven o' clock
There were twenty tarriers

a working at the rock,
And the boss cones al ong
And he says, keep still,
And cones down heavy on the

cast iron drill,

Chor us
And drill, ye tarriers, drill!
Drill, ye tarriers, drill!

It's work all day for some
sugar in your tay,

Down behind the old rail way,

And drill, ye tarriers, drill,
and blast, and firel

2.
The boss was a fine nman down
to the ground,
And he married a | ady
six feet round,
She baked good bread
And she cooked it well
But she baked it hard as the
hol es of hell
Chor us

3.
The new foreman was Jean McCann,
by Cod, he was a bl ast nean nan
Last week a premature bl ast
went of f,
And a nile in the air went
Big Jim Gof f.

4.
When t he next pay day cane
around, Jim Goff a dollar

short was found;

When he asked, what for
Cane this reply:
You' re docked for the tine
you was in the sky!

Chor us



BARLOW SONG

1. Were living here at Canp Choconut,
Along with Barney and the little Black nutt,
At m |k shakes they are doing fine,
Eilling up cups,
Standing in |ine.

2. Oh, the canpers play the flour bonb war, And the team at Forest
Landi ng scores nore, But the others didn't even know, They thought
they were fast, but they were sl ow

3. And so the plaques hang on the wall,
And the Grosses still are not very tall
But for counselors its a job that's real ---
No Pepsi or Coke,
But very good neal s.

4. And the canpfire is burning down, And were taking all the wood from

the ground, And there's the stinking Brent Knarr--Me fell asleep,
he crashed the car.

By John Barlow '84 '85, August 15, 1985

PATSY OREE- AY

1851, Anerican railroad had just begun
American railroad just begun
Workin' on the railroad.

Chor us:

Pat - sy- o-ree-o-ree-ay

Pat - sy- o-ree- o-ree- ay,
Pat -sy-o0 -ree-o-ree-ay,
work in' on the railroad.

1852 | ooking for sonething to do:

1853 railroad conpany accepted ne:

1854 found ny back was m ghty sore:

1855 found nyself nore dedd than alive:
1856 stepped on a pile of dynamte sticks:
1857 found nyself on the way to heaven:
1858 pickin' the lock at the pearly gate:
1859 floating around on the clouds subline:



THE CRAZY SONG
Chor us:

Boom boom ain't it great to be
crazy,
Boom boom ain't it great to be
crazy?
Silly and foolish all day I ong,
Boom boomain't it great to be
crazy!
1.
A horsey and a flea and three
blind mce,
Sittin' on a tonbstone shootin
di ce,
The horsey slipped and fell on
the flee,
Qoops, said the flea, there's a
Horsey on ne!. Chor us:
2.
Way down sout h where bananas
gr ow,
A flea stepped on an el ephant's
t oe.
The el ephant cried out with tears
inits eyes,
Pi ck on someone your own si ze!
Chor us:
3.
Sonny, sonny, he sells socks:
A dollar a pair and ten cents a box,
The | onger you wear themthe
shorter they get,
And if you put themin water
t hey
don' t
get
wet Chor us:

THE BOVB SONG
1
In an anarchist's garret,
so lowy and so nean,
Ch, snell the pungent odor
of nitroglycerine;
They' re busy maki ng fuses, and
filling cans with nails,
And the little Slavic children
set up this nmournful wail
2.
Oh, it's Sister Jenny's turn
to throw t he bonb'
The last one it was thrown by
Brot her Tom
Poor Mama's aimis bad and the
Copskys all know Dad,
So it's Sister Jenny's turn to
t hrow t he bonb.
3.
Si ster Jenny took the bonb
and started off,
"Ch, mind you now," said Mana,
"to blow up Tenpl ehoff."
And so the party waited, while
the dawn turned into day,
And the little Slavic children
set up this nournful wail:
4.
Oh, it's Brother lvanoitch's
turn to throw t he bonb.
Si ster Jenny's gone the way of
Br ot her Tom
Poor Mama's aimis bad and the
Copsky's all know Dad,
So it's Brother Ivanovitch's
turn to throw t he bonb.



THE SH P TI TANI C

Onh, they built the ship Titanic to sail the ocean blue, And they thought
they had a ship that the water woul d never |eak through, But the Lord's
al m ghty hand knew the ship would never [ and;

Chorus: It was sad when the great ship went down.
Oh, it was sad, Lord, sad (repeat); it was sad when the
great ship went down, to the bottomof the (sea):
Husbands and wi ves, little children lost their |ives,
It was sad when the great ship went down.

Oh, they sailed from England, and were alnost to the shore, Wen the
rich refused to associate with the poor, So they put them down bel ow,
where they were the first to go. . . Chorus

The boat was full of sin, and the sides about to burst, Wen the captain
shouted, "A-wonen and children first!"
Oh, the captain tried to wire, but the lines were all on fire Chor us

Ch, they swng the |ifeboats out o' er the deep and ragi ng sea, Wen the
band struck up with "A-Nearer My Cod To Thee;"

Little children weptand cried, as the waves swept o' er the side.

Chor us

Ch, they were not far from Wndsor, and heading for a tree
When John Ham lton's crew woul dn't paddl e on the |ee;
A d Philsy nearly died when they hit the bottomside. . Chorus

JOHN JACOB JI NGLEHEI MER SCHM DT
John Jacob Jingl eheiner Schmi dt, his nane is ny nane too.
Whenever we go out, the people always shout,
Hey, John Jacob Ji ngl ehei mer Schm dt!
da- da- da- da- da- da

SHE' LL BE COM N ' ROUND THE MOUNTAI N

1. She' |l be comm 'round the nmountain when she cones. toot toot
(twice) She'll be conmi  'round the nountain when she cones,
(twce) She'll be conmi 'round the nountain when she cones. Toot
toot.

2. Singing Kki-yi-yippy yippi-yay. Yippe-yay.. (etc.)

3. She' Il be driving six white horses when she cones, whoa-back!

4. Ch, we'll all go out to neet her when she cones. Hi, Babe!

5. Onh, we'll kill the old read rooster when she cones. Hack, hack.

6. Oh, we'll all have chicken and dunplings when she cones. Yum yum

7. She'l| be wearing red paj amas when she cones. Scratch, scratch.

8. Oh, she'll have to sleep with G andma when she cones. Snore,
snor e.

9. Oh, we'll all be on the Villa Party when she cones. CAUGHT CAUGHT
CAUGHT!
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THE MT. A
1.
Let nme tell you a story
"bout a man naned Charl ey,

On that tragic and fateful day,
He put ten cents in his pocket,
Kissed his wife and famly,

Went to ride on the MT. A
Chor us
But did he ever return?
No, he never returned,
And his fate is still
He may ride for ever
"neath the streets of Boston,

He's the man who never returned.
2.
Charley put in his dine at the
Kendal | Square Station
Made to change for Jamaica Pl ains,
When he got there, the conductor

unl ear ned,

told him "One nore nickel!"
Charley couldn't get off of that
train.

3.
Well, all night |ong Chancy
rides through the station,
Crying "What will becone of ne?"

How can | afford to see ny sister
i n Chel sea
O ny cousin in Roxbury.

4.
Charley's wife goes down to the
Scul ly Square Station
Every day at a quarter past two,
And t hrough the open w ndow she
hands Charlie a sandwi chq as the

Train cones runbling through.
5.
Now you citizens of Boston, don't
you think it's a scandal, how
The peopl e have to pay and pay?
Fight the fare increase! Vote for
George O Brien
CGet poor Charlie off the MT. A

VWHEN THE SAI NTS GO MARCHI NG I N

Oh, when the Saints go marching in,
Ch, when the Saints go marching in,

Lord, | want to be in that nunber,
When the Saints go marching in.

2. And when the sun begins to shine..
3. And when the new world is reveal ed. .
4. And when the Saints go marching in..
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THE CAMPERS RAG

1
Well c'non all you big s~rong men
Uncl e Ham needs your hel p again
He's got hinself in a terrible rut
Way down yonder in Choconut.

So put down your shovel and

pi ck up a pack
"Cause we ain't never com ng back
Chor us

2.
Wel | come counselors, gotta nove fast
your day off has come at |ast!
Go to Binghanton, drink sone booze,
Cone back hone and have a snooze!

3.
Well ¢ 'non canpers, don't nove sl ow

This is your chance to really go.
Have a raid every other night,
Throw the batteries from your
flashlight!
Get your counsel ors when you can,
But, don't get caught by Ham
Chor us

4.
Mot hers, fathers throughout the |and,
Send your sons to Uncle Ham
Swi nm ng, boatingq fishing too,
Rebuil d cabins with nails and gl ue.
They' || be having lots of fun,
Just sitting there under the Sun

6 days of Choconut seens too much, Chor us
"Cause you find out that you're
Losi ng your touch! Chor us
Chor us
And its 12-3 what are we hiking for? Don't ask me, | just don't care; next stop is

the Delaware! And it's 5, 6, 7, hurry up don't be late. Pick up your stuff and cone
on the run! W're going to have a whole | ot of fun!

BLOANN |IN THE WND

1.

How many roads nust a man wal k
down before you can call hima man,

Yes, 'n' how many seas nmust a white
dove sail before she can sleep
in the sand,

Yes, 'n' how many tinmes nust the
cannon balls fly before they're
forever banned?

The answer, ny friend, is blown'
in the w nd:

The answer is blowin' in the wind.

2.
How nmany tines nust a man | ook up
bef ore he can see the sky,

How many ears nust one man have
bef ore he can hear people cry,

How many deaths will it take til
he knows that too nmany people
have di ed?

3.
How many years can sone peopl e
exi st before they're allowed to
be free,
How many times can a nan turn his
head pretending he just doesn't
see?
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A- ROVI NG

1.
In Pl ynouth town
there lived a naid,

Bl ess you, fair nmaiden;
in Plynmouth town
there lived a maid,

Mark well what | do say;
In Plymouth town
there lived a maid,

And she was ni stress of
her trade1

"1l go no nore a roving,
with youp fair maid.
Chor us:
A-roving, a-roving
Since roving's been ny ru-i-n;
"1l go no nore a-roving,
with you, fair maid.

2.
| took this fair maid
for a wal k.
And we had such a loving tal k.

3.
Ch, | didn't tell her
stories too. . .
O the gold | found in
Ti mbukt oo.

4.
Her eyes are |ike
two stars so bright.
Her face is fair,
her step is |ight.

DUNDERBECK' S MACHI NE

Chor us
Dunder beck, Oh Dunder beck,
how coul d you be so nean,

To ever have invented the
sausage- neat machi ne,

For all the cats and dogs and rats
will never nore be seen,

They' ve all been ground to sausage
nmeat in Dunderbeck’s machi ne.

1

One day a boy cane wal ki ng,
a wal king in the store,

He bought a pound of s~usage and
| aid themon the floor,
Then he began to whistle and he
whi stled up a tune,
And all the little sausages
went dancing 'round the room
Chor us

2.
One day the thing got busted,
it refuse to go.
And Dunderbeck clinmbed init,
the reason for to know,
Hs wife she cane a wal ki ng,
a wal king in her sleep,
She gave the crank a heck of a
yank, and Dunderbeck was ' neat.
Chor us
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THE CAT CAME BACK
Chor us

The cat cane back the very next day, Ch the cat cane back. They

t hought he was a goner, but the cat came back. He just couldn t stay,
away. . away. . away, yeah. . yeah. . yeah

1.

A d man Johnson had problenms of his own,
A great big yellow cat that would not |eave his hone
He tried and he tried to give that cat away,
He gave himto a man going far, far away,
but. . . Chorus
2.

He gave himto a man going far out to the West,
He told himto give himto the one he | oved the best,
The train junped the track and then it left the rail,
There is no one alive today to tell the gruesone tale,
but. . . Chorus

3.

The man around the corner said he d shoot that cat on site, He |oaded
up his shotgun with nails and dynamte, He waited and he waited for
that cat to come around, but ninety-seven pieces of man are all they
ever found, and. . Chorus

4,

He gave it to a little boy with a dollar note,
He told himto take it down to the river in a boat,
He tied a rock around its neck, it nust have wei ghed 100 pounds,
And now they drag the river for the little boy that drowned,
but. . . Chorus

5.

He gave it to a man going up in a ball oon,
He told himto give it to the man in the noon,
The ball oon cane down about ninety mles away,
And where that man is | can't say today
but. . . Chorus

6.

The A-bonb fell just the other day .

The H-bonb fell in the very sanme way.

Engl and went. . .Russia went.

and then the U S A

Al l manki nd was destroyed w thout a chance to pray
but. . . Chorus
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MOUNTAI N DEW

1.

First you get a lot of trash and mx it with sone hash And put it in

an ol d rubber shoe,
Then you get a rusty file, and you stir it 'round a while And that's
how you rmake that Good ol d' Mountain Dew.

Chor us

Oh, the call it that good old Mountain Dew, And themthat refuse
it are few,

"1l Hush my Mug, if you "11 fill up ny Jug Wth that good ol d
Mount ai n Dewl

2.

Down the road here from ne there's an old holler tree Wiere you |ay
down a dollar or two.

You wal k around the bend, And you cone back again There's a jug of
t hat good ol d Mountai n Dew.

3.

My Uncle Bill built a still on the hill,
Were he rolled off a gallon or two,

The buzzards in the sky, got so drunk they couldn't fly,
Fromthe funmes of that good old Mountain Dew.

4.

My Auntie June bought a bottle of perfune,
And she said it was from Peru

But wasn't she surprised when they had it anal yzed,
It was nothing but that good ol d Muuntain Dew.

5.

Well, my Uncle Nort, he's sawed-off and short,
He nmeasures just four feet two,

But he feels |ike a giant when you give hima pint
O that good ol d Mountain Dew.

6.
The preacher rode by with his head hoi sted high,
Said his wfe had been down with the flu,
He thought that | ort should sell hima quart
O ny good ol d Mouuntain Dew
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THE HAPPY WANDERER

| love to go a wandering
Al ong the nountain track,

2.

Hi gh overhead the skyl arks wi ng,
They never
But | ust

rest at hone,
like nme they I ove to sing

As o'er the world we roam

And as | go | love to sing,
My knapsack on ny back.
Chor us

Val eri, valera, Valeri,

Val er a- ha- ha- ha- a- a,
Val eri, valera,
My knapsack on ny back

3

| love to wander by the stream
That dances in the sun

So joyously it calls to ne,
"Cone join my happy song!"

1.
| wave ny hat to all | neet, 4,
And they wave back at ne, Oh, may | go a wandering
The bl ackbirds call so | oud Until the day | die,
and sweet And may | always | augh and si ng,

From every greenwood tree.

Beneath God's cl ear

bl ue sky.

THE ERI E CANAL

1.
|"ve got a mule,
Her nane is Sal,
Fifteen mles on the Erie Canal.
She's a good ol d worKker,
and a good old pal,
Fifteen mles on the Erie Canal.
W' ve haul ed sorne barges in our day,

Filled with | unber,
o' cl ock,
And she knows every inch of the way
From Al bany to Buffal o-o.

coal and hay,

2.

We better get al ong
On our way, old gal,
Fifteen mles on the Erie Canal.
' Cause you bet your life,
|'d never part with Sal,
Fifteen mles on the Erie canal.
Get up there mule, here cones a

| ock,
We' Il make Rone 'bout six
One nore trip and back we go,
Ri ght back hone to Buffalo.

Chor us
Low bridge, everybody down! Low bridge, for we are comng to a town.
And you' Il always kncw your nei ghbor, You'll always know your pal,

| f you' ve ever

navi gated on the Erie Canal



CAMPTOM RACES
1
Canpt own | adi es sing this song,
doo-dah, do-dah!

Canptown race track's five mles |ong,
oh, de doo-dah day!
(Chorus) Coin' to run al

Coin' to run all day;
| bet my noney on the bob-tailed nag
Sonebody bet on the bay.

ni gh~,

2.
Ch, the long tailed filly and the big bl ack horse,
Doo- dah, Doo-dah, Conme to a nud hol e and they al
cut across, Oh, de doo-dah day.

3.
I went down South with nmy hat caved in
doo-dah, doo-dah
| cone back North with a pocket ful
Oh, de doo-dah day.

of tin,

4.
AOd nmully cow come onto the track
doo- dah, doo-dah
The bobtail fling her over his back,
They fly along like a railroad car
Runnin' a race wid a shootin' star

5.
See themflyin' on a ten-nile heat
doo-dah, doo-dah
Round the race-track and then repeat,
I win ny money in an old tow bag.
Ch de doo-dah day!

Chor us

S| XTEEN TONS
1
Sone people say a man i s nade
out of mud.
A poor man's nmade out of rnuscle
and bl ood.
Muscl e and bl ood & skin & bones,
A mnd that's weak and a back
that's strong

Chor us
You | oad si xteen tons,
do you get?
Anot her day ol der and deeper

and what

i n debt.

Saint Peter, don't you call ne,
‘cause | can't go..

I owe ny soul to the conpany
store.

2.
| was born one nornin' when the
sun didn't shine..
| picked up nmy shove
wal ked to the m ne:
| | oaded 16 tons of number 9
coal ,and the straw boss said,

and |

"Well bless ny soul."
3.
If you see ne conmi better step
asi de. .
Alotta nen didn't & a lotta nen
di ed,
One fist of iron, the other
of steel,

If the right one don't get you,
the left one will.



