Cotton Eyed Joe

Do you remember Long time ago

There was a man called Cotton eyed Joe

There was a man called Cotton eyed Joe

I could have been married long time ago

If it hadn't 'a been for Cotton Eyed Joe

If it hadn't 'a been for Cotton Eyed Joe

Old bull fiddle and a shoe-string bow

Wouldn't play nothin' but Cotton Eyed Joe

Wouldn't play nothin' but Cotton Eyed Joe

Play it fast or play it slow

Didn't play nothing but Cotton Eyed Joe

Didn't play nothing but Cotton Eyed Joe

Where do you come from where do you go

Where do you come from Cotton Eyed Joe

Where do you come from Cotton Eyed Joe

Come for to see you come for to sing

Come for to show you my diamond ring

Come for to show you my diamond ring 

I've Been Working on the Railroad

I've been workin' on the railroad

All the livelong day

I've been workin' on the railroad

just to pass the time away

Can't you hear the whistle blowin'

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

Strummin' on the old banjo, 

Singin' "Fe Fi Fiddly I Oh,

Fe Fi Fiddly I Oh,

Fe Fi Fiddly I Oh,"

Strummin' on the old banjo.

Kumbaya

Kumbaya, my Lord, Kumbaya!

Kumbaya, my Lord, Kumbaya!

Kumbaya, my Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, Lord! Kumbaya! 

Hear me crying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me crying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me crying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, Lord! Kumbaya! 

Hear me singing, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me singing, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me singing, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, Lord! Kumbaya! 

Hear me praying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me praying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Hear me praying, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, Lord! Kumbaya! 

Oh, I need you, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, I need you, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, I need you, Lord, Kumbaya!

Oh, Lord! Kumbaya! 

Yankee Doodle

Yankee Doodle went to town,

A-riding on a pony;

Stuck a feather in his cap, 

And called it macaroni.

Yankee Doodle keep it up,

Yankee Doodle dandy;

Mind your manners and your step, 

And with the girls be handy.

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.

Star light, star bright,

Very first star I've seen tonight;

I wish you may, I wish you might

Give me the wish I wish tonight.

She'll Be Comin' Round The Mountain

She'll be comin' round the mountain 

When she comes. 

She'll be comin' round the mountain 

When she comes. 

She'll be comin' round the mountain, 

She'll be comin' round the mountain, 

She'll be comin' round the mountain, 

When she comes.

She'll be drivin' six white horses 

When she comes. 

She'll be drivin' six white horses 

When she comes. 

She'll be drivin' six white horses, 

She'll be drivin' six white horses, 

She'll be drivin' 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 greet her, 

Oh, we'll all go out to greet her, 

Oh, we'll all go out to greet her, 

When she comes.

The Farmer in the Dell

The farmer in the dell, 

The farmer in the dell, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The farmer in the dell.

The farmer takes a wife, 

The farmer takes a wife, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The farmer takes a wife.

The wife takes a child, 

The wife takes a child, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The wife takes a child.

The child takes a nurse, 

The child takes a nurse, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The child takes a nurse.

The nurse takes the cow, 

The nurse takes the cow, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The nurse takes the cow.

The cow takes a dog, 

The cow takes a dog, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The cow takes a dog.

The dog takes a cat, 

The dog takes a cat, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The dog takes a cat.

The cat takes a rat, 

The cat takes a rat, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The cat takes a rat.

The rat takes the cheese, 

The rat takes the cheese, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The rat takes the cheese.

The cheese stands alone, 

The cheese stands alone, 

Hi-ho, the derry-o, 

The cheese stands alone.

Ten Little Indians
One little, two little, three little Indians. 

Four little, five little, six little Indians. 

Seven little, eight little, nine little Indians. 

Ten little Indian boys.

Ten little, nine little, eight little Indians. 

Seven little, six little, five little Indians. 

Four little, three little, two little Indians. 

One little Indian boy.

Row, Row, Row Your Boat
Row, row, row your boat 

Gently down the stream. 

Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, 

Life is but a dream.

Pop! Goes the Weasel 

All around the mulberry bush,

The monkey chased the weasel.

The monkey stopped to pull up his sock. 

Pop! goes the weasel.

A penny for a spool of thread,

A penny for a needle.

That's the way the money goes.

Pop! goes the weasel.

Polly Wolly Doodle 

Oh, I went down South 

For to see my Sal. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

My Sal, she is a spunky gal. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Oh, my Sal, she is a maiden fair. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

With curly eyes and laughing hair, 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Behind the barn, down on my knees, 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

I thought I heard a chicken sneeze. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

He sneezed so hard with the whooping cough. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

He sneezed his head and tail right off. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Oh, a grasshopper sittin' on a railroad track. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

A-pickin' his teeth with a carpet tack. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Oh, I went to bed but it wasn't any use. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day. 

My feet stuck out like a chicken roost. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Fare thee well my fairy fay. 

For I'm going to Lou'siana 

For to see my Susyanna. 

Sing Polly wolly doodle all the day.

Old MacDonald Had a Farm
Old MacDonald had a farm. 

Ee i ee i oh! 

And on his farm, he had some chicks. 

Ee i ee i oh! 

With a cheep-cheep here, 

And a cheep-cheep there. 

Here a cheep, there a cheep, 

Everywhere a cheep-cheep. 

Old MacDonald had a farm. 

Ee i ee i oh!

Other animals: cow (moo-moo), pig (oink-oink), duck (quack-quack), dog (bow-wow), cat (mew-mew), turkey (gobble-gobble)

Oh Where Has My Little Dog Gone? 

Oh where, oh where has my little dog gone? 

Oh where, oh where can he be? 

With his ears cut short and his tail cut long, 

Oh where, oh where can he be?

Oh, Susanna

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 my banjo on my knee

I had a dream the other night when everything was still 

I thought I saw Susanna a-comin' 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 my banjo on my knee

My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean

My Bonnie lies over the ocean, 

My Bonnie lies over the sea. 

My Bonnie lies over the ocean, 

Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me.

Bring back, bring back, 

Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me, to me. 

Bring back, bring back, 

Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me.

Muffin Man

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?

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.

Itsy Bitsy Spider 

An itsy bitsy spider 

Climbed up the waterspout. 

Down came the rain 

And washed the spider out. 

Out came the sun 

And dried up all the rain. 

And the itsy bitsy spider 

Climbed up the spout again.

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!"

It Ain't Gonna Rain No More
It ain't gonna rain no more, no more. 

It ain't gonna rain no more. 

How in the heck will we wash our neck 

If it ain't gonna rain no more?

If You're Happy and You Know It

If you're happy and you know it, 

Clap your hands. 

(Clap hands twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Clap your hands. 

(Clap hands twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Then your face will surely show it. 

If you're happy and you know it, 

Clap your hands. 

(Clap hands twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Stomp your feet. 

(Stomp feet twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Stomp your feet. 

(Stomp feet twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Then your face will surely show it. 

If you're happy and you know it, 

Stomp your feet. 

(Stomp feet twice)

If you're happy and you know it, 

Shout "Hurray!" 

(Shout "Hurray!")

If you're happy and you know it, 

Shout "Hurray!" 

(Shout "Hurray!")

If you're happy and you know it, 

Then your face will surely show it 

If you're happy and you know it, 

Shout "Hurray!" 

(Shout "Hurray!")

If you're happy and you know it, 

Do all three. 

(Clap hands twice, stomp feet twice, then shout "Hurray!")

If you're happy and you know it, 

Do all three. 

(Clap hands twice, stomp feet twice, then shout "Hurray!")

If you're happy and you know it, 

Then your face will surely show it. 

If you're happy and you know it,

Do all three. 

(Clap hands twice, stomp feet twice, then shout "Hurray!")

Hush, Little Baby

Hush, little baby, don't say a word.

Papa's gonna buy you a mockingbird

And if that mockingbird won't sing,

Papa's gonna buy you a diamond ring

And if that diamond ring turns brass,

Papa's gonna buy you a looking glass

And if that looking glass gets broke,

Papa's gonna buy you a billy goat

And if that billy goat won't pull,

Papa's gonna buy you a cart and bull

And if that cart and bull fall down,

You'll still be the sweetest little baby in town

Hokey, Pokey

You put your right foot in, 

You put your right foot out; 

You put your right foot in 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your left foot in, 

You put your left foot out; 

You put your left foot in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your right hand in, 

You put your right hand out; 

You put your right hand in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your left hand in, 

You put your left hand out; 

You put your left hand in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your right side in, 

You put your right side out; 

You put your right side in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your left side in, 

You put your left side out; 

You put your left side in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

You put your whole self in, 

You put your whole self out; 

You put your whole self in, 

And you shake it all about. 

You do the Hokey-Pokey, 

And you turn yourself around. 

That's what it's all about!

Hey, Diddle Diddle 

Hey, diddle, diddle, 

The cat and the fiddle, 

The cow jumped over the moon. 

The little dog laughed 

To see such sport, 

And the dish ran away with the spoon.

Do your ears hang low?

Do your ears hang low? 

Do they wobble to and fro? 

Can you tie ‘em in a knot? 

Can you tie ‘em in a bow? 

Can you throw ‘em over your shoulder 

Like a Continental Soldier? 

Do your ears hang low?

Clementine

In a cavern, in a canyon, 

Excavating for a mine 

Lived a miner, forty-niner, 

And his daughter, Clementine.

Oh, my darling, oh, my darling, 

Oh, my darling Clementine, 

You are lost and gone forever. 

Dreadful sorry, Clementine.

Are You Sleeping (Frere Jaques)

Frere Jacques, Frere Jacques,

Dormez-vous, dormez-vous?

Sonnez les matines, sonnez les matines

Din din don, din din don.

Are you sleeping, are you sleeping?

Brother John, Brother John?

Morning bells are ringing, morning bells are ringing,

Ding ding dong, ding ding dong.

A-Tisket, A-Tasket

Dropped my hanker chief Saturday night,

where do you think I found it?

Up in the sky, ever so high,

a thousand stars around it.

A-tisket, a-tasket,

green and yellow basket.

I sent a letter to my love,

but on the way I lost it.

I lost it once, I lost it twice,

I lost it three times over.

Rock-a-bye Baby

Rock-a-bye baby, in the tree top

When the wind blows, the cradle will rock

When the bough breaks, the cradle will fall

And down will come baby, cradle and all

Day is Done

Day is done,

Gone the sun,

From the lake, from the hills, from the sky.

All is well, safely rest,

God is nigh.

Baa, Baa, Black Sheep

Baa, baa, black sheep,

Have you any wool?

Yes sir, yes sir,

Three bags full.

One for the master,

One for the dame,

And one for the little boy

Who lives down the lane.

Baa, baa, black sheep,

Have you any wool?

Yes sir, yes sir,

Three bags full.

The Blue Tail Fly (Jimmie Crack Corn)

When I was young I use' to wait

On massa an' hand him his plate

An' pass de bottle when he got dry

An' brush away de blue-tail fly

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Ol' Massa's gone away

One day he ride aroun' de farm

De flies so num'rous they did swarm

One chanced to bite him on de thigh

De devil take de blue-tail fly!

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Ol' Massa's gone away

De pony run, he jump he pitch

He threw my Massa in de ditch

He died an' de jury wondered why

De verdict was de blue-tail fly

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Ol' Massa's gone away

They lay him under a simmon tree

His epitaph is there to see --

"Beneath this stone I'm forced to lie -- 

Victim of de blue-tail fly."

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Jimmie crack corn an' I don't care

Ol' Massa's gone away 

Deck the Halls

Deck the halls with boughs of holly

Fa la la la la, la la la la

'Tis the season to be jolly

Fa la la la la, la la la la

Don we now our gay apparrel

Fa la la, la la la, la la la

Troll the ancient Yuletide carol

Fa la la la la, la la la la

See the blazing yule before us

Fa la la la la, la la la la

Strike the harp and join the chorus

Fa la la la la, la la la la

Follow me in merry measure

Fa la la, la la la, la la la

While I tell of Yuletide treasure

Fa la la la la, la la la la 

Fairies

Written By: Sybil Morford

Have you ever heard the tapping

Of the fairy cobbler men,

When the moon is shining brightly

Thro' the branches in the glen?

Have you seen a crew of goblins

In a water-lily boat,

Softly sliding, gently sliding,

'Mid the rushes tall afloat?

Have you seen the sleeping goblins

'Neath the mushrooms on the hills?

Have you heard the rippling music

Of the tiny fairy rills?

Have you seen the looms where spiders

Spin their sparkling silver threads?

Brightly shining and entwining

Round the nodding flower heads?

Have you seen the magic circles

Where the little fairies play,

From the last soft flush of sunset,

Till the first bright gleam of day?

Have you seen a band of fairies,

With their pickaxes so bold,

Talking gravely, trudging bravely,

Off to seek for fairy gold?

If you want to see the fairies,

You must visit them at night,

When the silvery stars are gleaming

And the moon is shining bright.

If you make no sound to warn them,

You will see the fairy men

Laughing, singing, harebells ringing

While the moonbeams light the glen. 

The Elephant's Trunk

Written By: Elsie Jean

The elephant carries

A great big trunk,

He never packs it with clothes:

No socks, no shirt,

And no overcoat,

Yet he takes it wherever he goes. 

The First Noël

The first Noël, the angels did say

Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay

In fields where they lay keeping their sheep

On a cold winter's night that was so deep

Noël, Noël, Noël, Noël

Born is the King of Israel!

Great Granddad

Great Granddad, when the land was young,

Barred the door with a wagon tongue,

For the times was rough and the redskins mocked,

And he said his prayers with his shotgun cocked.

Twenty-one children came to bless

The old man's home in the wilderness,

They slept on the floor with the dogs and the cats,

And they hunted in the woods in their coonskin caps.

Great Granddad was a busy man,

Cooked his grub in a frying pan,

He picked his teeth with his hunting knife,

And he wore the same suit all his life. 

Home on the Range

Written By: Brewster Higley

Music By: Daniel Kelley

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

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

How often at night when the heavens are bright

With the light from the glittering stars

Have I stood there amazed and asked as I gazed

If their glory exceeds that of ours

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

Where the air is so pure, the zephyrs so free

The breezes so balmy and light

That I would not exchange my home on the range

For all of the cities so bright

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

Oh, I love those wild flow'rs in this dear land of ours

The curlew, I love to hear scream

And I love the white rocks and the antelope flocks

That graze on the mountaintops green

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 Old Man

This old man, he played one,

He played knick-knack on my thumb;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played two,

He played knick-knack on my shoe;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played three,

He played knick-knack on my knee;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played four,

He played knick-knack on my door;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played five,

He played knick-knack on my hive;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played six,

He played knick-knack on my sticks;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played seven,

He played knick-knack up in Heaven;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played eight,

He played knick-knack on my gate;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played nine,

He played knick-knack on my spine;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home.

This old man, he played ten,

He played knick-knack once again;

Knick-knack paddywhack,

Give a dog a bone,

This old man came rolling home. 

Kookaburra

Written By: Marion Sinclair

Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree

Merry, merry king of the bush is he

Laugh, Kookaburra! Laugh, Kookaburra!

Gay your life must be

Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree

Eating all the gum drops he can see

Stop, Kookaburra! Stop, Kookaburra!

Leave some there for me

Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree

Counting all the monkeys he can see

Stop, Kookaburra! Stop, Kookaburra!

That's not a monkey that's me

Kookaburra sits on a rusty nail

Gets a boo-boo in his tail

Cry, Kookaburra! Cry, kookaburra!

Oh how life can be

Old Dan Tucker

Come to town the other night

Heard the noise and saw the fight

Watchman was a-runnin' 'round

Said "Old Dan Tucker's come to town."

So, git out the way for Old Dan Tucker

He's too late to get his supper

Supper is over and breakfast's cookin'

Old Dan Tucker just stands there lookin'

Old Dan Tucker come to town

Ridin' a billygoat, leadin' a hound

Hound, he barked and the billygoat jumped

Throwed old Dan, he straddled a stump.

So, git out the way for Old Dan Tucker

He's too late to get his supper

Supper is over and breakfast's cookin'

Old Dan Tucker just stands there lookin'

Old Dan Tucker was a fine old man

Washed his face in a frying pan

Combed his hair with a wagon wheel

And died with a toothache in his heel.

So, git out the way for Old Dan Tucker

He's too late to get his supper

Supper is over and breakfast's cookin'

Old Dan Tucker just stands there lookin' 

Old King Cole

Music By: J.W. Elliott

Old King Cole was a merry old soul,

And a merry old soul was he;

He called for his pipe,

And he called for his bowl,

And he called for his fiddlers three.

Ev'ry fiddler had a fiddle,

And a very fine fiddle had he.

Tweedle dee, tweedle dee,

Tweedle dee, tweedle dee,

Tweedle dee, tweedle dee,

Went the fiddlers three,

Oh there's none so rare

As can compare,

With King Cole and his fiddlers three. 

Over the River and Through the Wood

Written By: Lydia Maria Child

Over the river and thru the wood,

To grandfather's house we go;

The horse knows the way

To carry the sleigh,

Thru the white and drifted snow, oh!

Over the river and thru the wood,

Oh, how the wind does blow!

It stings the toes,

And bites the nose,

As over the ground we go.

Over the river and thru the wood,

To have a first-rate play;

Oh, hear the bell ring,

"Ting-a-ling-ling!"

Hurrah for Thanksgiving Day-ay!

Over the river and thru the wood,

Trot fast my dapple gray!

Spring over the ground,

Like a hunting hound!

For this is Thanksgiving Day. 

Pease Porridge Hot

Pease porridge hot,

Pease porridge cold,

Pease porridge in the pot

Nine days old.

Some like it hot,

Some like it cold,

Some like it in the pot

Nine days old. 

Rock-A-Bye, Baby

Rock-a-bye, baby,

In the treetop,

When the wind blows

The cradle will rock;

When the bough breaks

The cradle will fall,

And down will come baby,

Cradle and all.

Baby is drowsing,

Cosy and fair.

Mother sits near,

In her rocking chair.

Forward and back

The cradle she swings,

And though baby sleeps,

He hears what she sings.

From the high rooftops

Down to the sea,

No one's as dear

As baby to me.

Wee little fingers,

Eyes wide and bright --

Now sound asleep

Until morning light. 

Scotch Lullaby

Oh, hush thee, my baby,

Thy sire was a knight,

Thy mother a lady,

Both lovely and bright;

The woods and the glens,

From the towers which we see,

They all are belonging,

Dear baby, to thee.

Oh, hush thee, my baby,

Thy sire was a knight,

Oh, hush thee, my baby,

So bonnie, so bright.

Oh, fear not the bugle,

Tho' loudly it blows,

It calls but the warders

That guard thy repose;

Their bows would be bended,

Their blades would be red,

Ere the step of a foeman

Draws near to thy bed.

Oh, hush thee, my baby,

Thy sire was a knight,

Oh, hush thee, my baby,

So bonnie, so bright. 

Short'nin' Bread

Put on the skillet, put 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.

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.

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.

Sing a Song of Sixpence

Sing a song of sixpence,

A pocket full of rye;

Four and twenty blackbirds

Baked in a pie!

When the pie was opened,

The birds began to sing;

Wasn't that a dainty dish

To set before the king?

The king was in his counting house,

Counting all the money;

The queen was in the parlor,

Eating bread with honey

The maid was in the garden,

Hanging out the clothes;

When down came a blackbird

Who snapped off her nose!

Silent Night

Translated By: Joseph Mohr

Music By: Franz Gruber

Silent night, holy night

All is calm, all is bright

Round yon Virgin Mother and Child

Holy Infant so tender and mild

Sleep in heavenly peace

Sleep in heavenly peace

Silent night, holy night!

Shepherds quake at the sight

Glories stream from heaven afar

Heav'nly hosts sing Alleluia!

Christ, the Saviour is born

Christ, the Saviour is born

Silent night, holy night

Son of God, love's pure light

Radiant beams from Thy holy face

With the dawn of redeeming grace

Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth

Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth 

Strange Facts

Written By: Mabel Livingstone

Music By: Mana-Zucca

The river's mouth is very wide,

The acre's feet are square;

Potatoes have a lot of eyes,

But can't see anywhere.

A chair can neither walk nor run,

Yet on four legs it stands.

Although it doesn't have arms or feet,

A clock has face and hands.

There Was a Man

There was a man in my hometown,

The wisest of the wise;

He jumped into a bramble bush

And scratched out both his eyes.

But when he found his eyes were out,

With all his might and main,

He jumped into another bush

And scratched them in again,

And scratched them in again. 

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?

To Grandma's House

Tune: The Farmer in the Dell

To Grandma's house we go

Heigh ho, heigh ho, heigh ho

We're on our way with horse and sleigh

Through fluffy drifts of snow

Oh, what a trip to take

She'll have a chocolate cake

There'll be some pies, of monstrous size

And chestnuts we can bake

To Grandma's house we go

Heigh ho, heigh ho, heigh ho

What lovely things Thanksgiving brings

The nicest things we know

