America
My country, ‘tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing.

Land where my fathers died!

Land of the pilgrim’s pride!

From ev’ry mountain side,

Let freedom ring!

My native country, thee,

Land of the noble free,

Thy name I love.

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom’s song.

Let mortal tongues awake;

Let all that breathe partake;

Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong.

Our fathers’ God, to Thee,

Author of liberty,

To Thee we sing.

Long may our land be bright

With freedom’s holy light;

Protect us by Thy might,

Great God, our King!
America – Our Heritage
Helen Steele, 1943
High towering mountains, fields gold with grain,

Rich fertile farmlands, flocks on the plain,

Homes blest with peace, with love, without fears,

This is the heritage we’ve kept through the years.

Chorus:
Stout hearts and true, hold fast what is ours;

God, give us courage through darkest hours;

God gives us strength and guide with Thy hand

America, our heritage, our homeland.

Wide rolling prairies, lakes, deep and broad,

Canyons majestic, fashioned by God.

Life lived in peace, contented and free;

This is the heritage forever to be.

Chorus

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_DIFWILcAEo&feature=related
if you need to hear it sung      until youtube changes the page.
America, the Beautiful 
Katharine Lee Bates, 1893
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!

O beautiful for pilgrim feet

Whose stern impassioned stress

A thoroughfare for freedom beat

Across the wilderness.

America! America!

God mend thine every flaw,

Confirm thy soul in self-control

Thy liberty in law.

O beautiful for glorious tale

Of liberating strife,

When valiantly for man’s avail

Men lavished precious life.

America! America!

May God thy gold refine,

Till all success be nobleness

And ev’ry gain divine.

O beautiful for patriot dream

That sees beyond the years,

Thine alabaster cities gleam

Undimmed by human tears.

America!  America!

God shed his grace on thee,

And crown they good with brotherhood 

From sea to shining sea!

The Ash Grove
Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander

When twilight is fading I pensively roam.

Or at the bright noontide in solitude wander

Amid the dark shades of the lonely ash grove.

‘Tis there where the blackbird is cheerfully singing

Each warbler enchants with his notes from the tree.

Ah, then little think I of sorrow or sadness.

The ash grove entrancing spells beauty for me.
Barges
Out of my window, looking through the night

I can see the barges flickering light.

Silently, flows the river to the sea and the barges, too, go silently.

Chorus:
Barges, I would like to go with you

I would like to sail the ocean blue.

Barges, have you treasures in your hold

Do you fight with pirates brave and bold?

Out of my window, looking through the night

I can see the barges flickering light

Starboard shines green and port is glowing red 

I can see the barges far ahead.

Chorus
Out of my window, looking through the night

I can see the barges flickering light.

The Bear Song
The other day, 
I met a bear, 
Up in the woods, 
Away up there.

He looked at me, 
I looked at him, 
He sized me up, 
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, 
And right behind, 
Me was that bear

And now I see, 
Ahead of me, 
A great big tree, 
Oh lucky me.

The nearest branch, 
Was ten feet up, 
I’d have to jump, 
And trust to luck.

And so I jumped, 
Into the air, 
And missed that branch, 
Away up there.

Now don’t you fret, 
Now don’t you frown, 
I caught that branch, 
On the way back down.

That’s all there is, 
There ain’t no more, 
Until I meet, 
That bear once more.

Bed is Too Small
Bed is Too Small for my tiredness,

Give me a hill topped with trees,

Tuck a cloud up under my chin,

Lord, blow the moon out, please.

Rock me to sleep with a cradle of dreams,

Sing me a lullaby of leaves,

Tuck a cloud up under my chin,

Lord, blow the moon out, please.

Bill Grogan’s Goat
Bill Grogan’s goat

Was feeling fine

Ate three red shirts

Right off the line.

Bill got a stick

Gave him a whack

And tied him to

The railroad track.

The whistle blew

The train grew nigh

Bill Grogan’s goad

Was doomed to die.

Bill Grogan’s goat,

Without a pain,

Coughed up those shirts,

Flagged down the train.

Canoe Round
My paddle’s keen and bright, flashing with silver,

Follow the wild goose flight, dip, dip, and swing.

Dip, dip, and swing her back, flashing with silver,

Follow the wild goose flight, dip, dip, and swing.

Circus
5 parts
1) um pah pah

2) um tweedle dee

3) um chu chu

4) popcorn, peanuts, cracker jacks

5) He flies through the air

    With the greatest of ease,

    The daring young man on

    The flying trapeze

    His movements are graceful,

    All the girls he does please,

    And my love he has taken from me.

Dewy
Dewy is the grass in the early morn in May.

Dewey was the admiral at Manila Bay.

Dewy were her eyes as she bid her love adieu.

Do we love each other?  I should say we do.

Dona
On a wagon bound for market

There’s a calf with a mournful eye.

High above him there is a swallow

Winging swiftly through the sky.

Chorus 
How the winds are laughing

They laugh with all their might.

Laugh and laugh the whole day through

And half the summer’s night.
Dona   (18 times).

“Stop complaining,” said the farmer

“Who told you a calf to be?

Why don’t you have wings to fly with

Like the swallow so proud and free.”

Chorus

Calves are easily bound and slaughtered

Never knowing the reason why.

But all those who treasure freedom

Like the swallow have learned to fly.

Chorus
Donkey Riding
Were you ever in Quebec,

Stowing timber on the deck?

Where there’s a kind with a golden crown

Riding on a donkey.

Chorus
Hi, Ho! Away we go! Donkey riding, donkey riding.

Hi, Ho! Away we go! Riding on a donkey.

Were you ever off the Horn,

Where it’s always nice and warm?

Seen the Lion and the Unicorn

Riding on a donkey.

Chorus
Were you ever in Cardiff Bay,

Where the folks all shout, “Hooray?”

Here comes John with his three month’s pay

Riding on a donkey.

Chorus
Each group does their part four times before next group comes in.  End in opposite way of beginning.








