


The Boy Scout Day

(Tune: End of a Perfect Day)
When you come to the end of a Boy Scout day,
And you sit in the campfire light,
And the sky has turned from blue to gray,
With the shades of the coming night,
Do you think what the end of a good Scout day,
Can mean in a real boy's life?
When the bugle blows and the flag comes down,
And there's peace in the world of strife.

Well, this is the end of a Boy Scout day,

And his soul is full to the brim,

For his heart is clean and his tho'ts are big,
And the whole world smiles on him,

And so 'twill be till the end of time,

And you're out 'neath the heaven's blue,

In the flick'ring light of the campfire bright,
With your friends drawn close to you,

Trail The Eagle

(Tune: On Wisconsin)
Trail the Eagle, Trail the Eagle
Climbing all the time,
First the Star and then the Life
Will on your bosom shine, Keep Climbing!
Blaze the trail, and we will follow
Hark, the Eagle's call;
On, Brothers, on until we're Eagles all.

Hail, Hail, Scouting Spirit
Haill Haill Scouting Spirit, Best in the land;
Haill Haill Scouting Spirit, Best in the land;
Onward and upward we're treading,

Always alert to make Scouting ready,
We are prepared.
Haill Hail! Scouting Spirit,

Hail! Haill Haill
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- Scout Songs

Three Good Turns
(Tune: Polly Wolly Doodle)

A Boy Scout hiked with careless stride
Along a dusty road.

When out from a tree there hopped with glee
A big, fat husky toad.

Says the toad to the Scout, "Hello my lad,
Where are you headed for?"

"I'm on a seven mile hike," says he,
"And I've only one mile more!'

Chorus: Hike along, hike along,
Hike along with stride so free;
But when you see an old black bear,
Just let that old bear be.

"What have you done while on this hike?"
Says the old fat toad, says he,

"I've had some fun and I've eaten a bun,

- And I've done my Good Turns three!

"What are those three Good Turns, my Scout?"
Says the old fat toad, says he.

"Well, I helped a man to catch a cow
And I found a lost baby.'

Chorus

"That's only two," says the old fat toad,
"And you say that you've done three!'
"Well, wait a while, till I get my breath,"
Says the Second Class Scout, says he
"As I went up the mountain side,
"I spied a tall oak tree,
And up on the top was a big black bear
A-looking down at me.’

Chorus

"And I thought to myself, when I spied that bear,
What an awful shame 'twould be

If T disturbed that big black bear
A-looking down at me.

So I turned around and piked right down
And I let that old bear be;

And that Good Turn with the other two
Just makes the Good Turns three!'

Chorus



Together

We're all together again, we're here, we're here,
We're all together again, we're here, we're here,
Who knows when we'll be all together again
Singing all together again, we're here.

Paddle Song

QOur paddles keen and bright, flashing like
silver,

Swift as the wild goose flight
Dip, dip and swing.

Dip, dip and swing them back, flashing like
silver,
Swift as the wild goose flight.

Hope He Lives To Be A Hundred

Hope he lives to be a hundred,
Hope he lives to be a hundred,
Hope he lives to be a hundred,
And then a hundred more,

The Blasted, Bloomin’ Spider

The blasted, bloomin' spider

Went up the bloomin' spout;

And then the bloomin' rain came down
And washed the blighter out;

And then the bloomin' sun came out
And dried up all the rain, and

The blasted, bloomin' spider

Went up the spout again.

We're On The Upward Trail

We're on the upward trail,

We're on the upward trail,

Singing as we go, Scouting bound.
We're on the upward trail,

We're on the upward trail,
Singing, singing, ev'rybody singing.
Scouting bound.

On My Honor

On my honor I11 do my best — to do my duty
to God

On my honor I'll do my best — To serve my
country as I may.

On my honor I'll do my best — To do my Good
Turn each day.

To keep my body strengthened
And keep my mind awakened.

To follow paths of righteousness.
On my honor I'll do my best.

Happy Wanderer

I love to go a-wandering along the mountain
track,

And as I go I love to sing — my knapsack on my
back.

Valdo-ree, val-do-rei, my knapsack on my back.

I’'m Happy When I'm Hiking

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp,
tramp, tramp,

I'm happy when I'm hiking.

Pack upon my back.

I'm happy when I'm hiking.

Off the beaten track.

Out in the open country,

That's the place for me.

With a true Scout friend

To the journey's end

Ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty miles a day.

Tramp, tramp, tramp. (Repeat tramp to end).

Scout Leader’s Prayer

Our Father in Heaven above us,
We ask Thee for guidance in our daily task
May virtue and manhood stand strongly among us
To Thee we give all of our thanks.
The Scout Oath, The Scout Law,
Their lessons unfolding to our youth, in
numbers untold,
Our motto, our Good Turn,
May we live it and teach it,
Great Spirit of Scouting we pray.



dFor tt_xe Beauty of the
Earth

For the beauty of the earth,

For the glory of the skies,

For the love from which our birth,
Over and around us lies;

Lord of all, to Thee we raise
This hymn of grateful praise.

For the wonder of each hour

Of the day and of the night,

Hill and vale, and tree and flow',
Sun and moon, and stars of light;
Lord of ali, to Thee we raise

This hymn of grateful praise.

For the joy of human love,

Brother, sister, parent, child,
Friends on earth and friends above,
For ali gentle thoughts and mild;
Lord of all, o Thes we raise

This hymn of grateful praise.

Morning Has Broken

Morning has broken like the first
morning,
Blackbird has spoken like the first
~ bird.
Praise for the singing,
Praise for morning,
Praise for them springing fresh from
the world.

Sweet the rain’s new fall sunlit from
heaven,

Like the first dewfall on the first
grass.

Sralne oy e wveeiness of the wet
garden,

Spring in completeness where His
feet pass,

Mine is the sunlight! Mine is the
morning.

Bom of the one light Eden saw pay!
Praise with elation, praise every
morning,

God's recreation of the new day.

This is my Father's
World

This is my Father's world,

And to my listening ears,

All nature sings and round me rings
The music of the spheres,

This is my Father's world,

I rest me in the thought

Of ricks and trees, of skies and
seas-

His hands the wonders wrought,

This is my Fathers world

The birds their carols raise,
The morning light, the lity white,
Declare their Maker's praise.
This is my Father's world,

He shines in all that's fair;

In the rustling grass | hear Him
pass,

He speaks to me everywhere.

Swing Low Sweet
Chariot

I looked over Jordan, and what did |
see

Some for to carry me home

A band of Angels coming after me
Come for to carry me home

Chorus: Swing low, sweet chariot,
coming for to carry me home.
Swing iow, sweet chariot,

coming for to carry me home.

If you get there before | do
Coming for to carry me home,

Tell all my friends I'm a coming too
Coming for to CaANy i nioie.

The brightest day that ever | saw
Coming for o carry me home,
When Heaven washed my sins
away

~ Coming for to carry me home,

in sometimes up and sometimes
down

Coming for to carry me home.

But still my soul feels heavenly bond
Coming for to carry me home.



Paradise
When | was a child my family would
fravel

Down to Westemn Kentucky where
my parents were bomn

And there's a backwards old town
that's often remembered ’
So many times that my memories
are worn. .

CHORUS:

And daddy won't you take me back
to Muhlenberg County

Down by the Green River where
Paradise iay

Well, I'm Sorry my son, but you're
too late in asking

Mister Peabody's coal train has
hauled it away

Well sometimes we'q travel right
down the Green River

To the abandoned old prison down
by Adrie Hill

Where the air smelled like snakes
and we'd shoot with oyr pistols
But empty pop bottles was all we
would kill. (Chorus)

Then the coal company came with
the world's largest shovel

And they tortured the timber and
stripped all the land

Well, they dug for their coal till the
land was forsaken

Then they wrote it all down as the
progress of man, {Chorus)

When | die let my ashes float down
the Green River

Let my soul roll on up to the
Rochester dam

Il be halfway to Heaven with
Paradise waliting

Just five miles away from wherever |
am. (Chorus)

Mules
Tune: Auld Lang Syne

On mules we find two legs
behind,

and two we find before,

We stand behing before

we find what they two behind be
for,

When we're behind the two
bshind,

we find what these be for,

So stand before the two behind

and behind *h¢ we kot

When | Started
Scouting

(Tune: "Where O Where Are You
Tonight”)

When | started Scouting, all they
ever told me

Was "Go with the boys, and have
lots of fun”.

Now all that | do is go to Scout
meetings.

It seems like I'm always the one
on the run,

CHORUS:

Where, oh where, are you
tonight?

Why did you leave me here all
alone?

1 fixed the kids dinner and they
are in bed now.

Since you found this Scouting,
you're never at home. (CHORUS)

One day | was told to try basic
training.

I'went ‘cuz it sounded like lots of
fun,

Now | am in charge of _all_ of the
training.

Oh, Heaven help me! Now what
have | donel!??11 (CHORUS)

Wood Badge was something that
I'd never heard of,

Worked for those beads i} | was
blue in the face.

One day | came home and she
was spring cleaning:

Threw away those old beads on
that old shoe lacel! (CHORUS)

Trusty Tommy

Tune: Yankee Doodle

TRUSTY Tommy was a Scout
LOYAL to his mother
HELPFUL to the folks about
and FRIENDLY to his brother
COURTEOUS to the giris he
knew

HKIND unio his rabbit
OBEDIENT fo his father oo
and CHEERFUL i his habits
THRIFTY saving for a need
BRAVE but not 2 Teker
CLEAN in thought and word and
deed

and REVERENT to his maker



New Mexico Rain

Smoke cuts the night, in this old
campfire light

And I'm thinking, where I'd rather be
Maybe chasing senorita's, down in
old Mexico

Or standing at the edge of the sea
If I had the money, well I'd tell ya
honey

We'd be on that first plane to Spain
But as long as we're here, the
‘answer is clear

We'l dance, in the New Mexico rain.

New Mexico rain - It's hot down in
Texas

New Mexico rain - | call this my
home e -

If I ain't happy here, then | ain't
happy nowhere

New Mexico rain - When my mind
starts to roam.

Oh the lights of the city, keep callin’
my name

And you know, I've been through
that before

It's just a giant hotel on a long four
lane street

With a checkout time on the door.
If 1 had the money, I'd tell ya honey
We'd be, on the New Dethi train
But as long as we're here, the
answer is clear

We'll waltz in the New Mexico rain.

New Mexico rain - it's hot down in
Texas

New Mexico rain - | call this my
home

If I ain't happy here, then | ain't
happy nowhere

New Mexico rain - When my mind
starts to roam.

I've been talkin' all day, with a man
in town.

And he sure seems unhappy to me
He tells me he's going nowhere,
he's goin' there fast

And he envy's this life that | lead

If | had the money, I'd tell ya honey
I'd keep him from goin’ insane

You know there's one thing for sure,
there just ain't no cure

Like a walk in the New Mexico rain.

New Mexico rain - It's hot down in
Texas

New Mexico rain - Oh and | call this
my home

If | ain't happy here, then | ain't
happy nowhere

New Mexico rain - When my mind
starts to roam.

If I ain't happy here, | ain't happy
nowhere

New Mexico rain - When my mind
starts to roam.

“Froggle”

The leader or leaders begin this
song by starting the tempo by '
slapping their thighs then clapping
their hands. Then yell the
following. Remember - this is an

- echo song.

(body)
Dog
Dog (audience echo)
Dog - Cat
Dog - Cat (audience echo)
Dog - Cat - Mouse
Dog - Cat - Mouse (audience
echo)
Froggie
Froggie (audience echo)
ity Bitty teeney weenie little
greenie frogie
Ity Bitty teeney weenie little
greenie frogie (audience ech-o) )
Jump, jump, jump little froggie
Jump, jump, jump little froggie
(audience echo)
Little greenie froggie eating all the
bugs and spiders
Little greenie froggie eating all the
bugs and spiders (audience echo)
Fleas and flies are
scrumpditllyitious
Fleas and flies are
scrumpditllyitious (audience echo)
Ribit ribit ribit ribit ribit ribit
CROAK!
Ribit ribit ribit ribit ribit ribit
CROAK ! (audience echo)
(pause)

FASTER ! (speed up the tempo)
FASTER ! (audiance echo)
(repeat body)

{pause)

CUB SCOUT SPEED !! (speed up
the tempo)

CUB SCOUT SPEED !! (audience
echo)

(repeat bady)

(pause)

SUPER CUB SCOUT SPEED !}
(Heres the tricky one)

SUPER CUB SCOUT SPEED !l!
(audience echo) ‘

Dog croak ! (one slap "Dog", One
clap "Croak")

(After a few times the audience
will get SUPER CUB SCOUT
SPEED)



S
i,

Chorus: When the food stinks,
and back kinks,

And my patience has run dry,

| simply remember my snug bed

at home
And, then | begin...... to CRY!
THE HAPPY WANDERER

I love to go a-wandering, along
the mountain track,

And as | go | love to sing, my
knapsack on my back,

Chorus: Valderee, Valderaah
Valderee, Valderaah-Ha-Ha-Ha-
Ha-Ha-Ha-Ha

Valderee, Valderaah

My knapsack on my back.

| love to wander by the stream,

tha@ dances in the sun,

So joyously it calls to me,
come join our happy song,
Chorus

I wave my hat to all | meet
and they wave back at me,
And blackbirds call so loud

?nd sweet from every greenwood
ree.

Chorus

High overhead the skylarks wing

they never rest at home, ’
But just like me,

they love to sing as o’er the world
they roam,.

Chorus

Oh may | go a-wandering. until
the day | die, %

And may | always laugh

a::d sing beneath the clear blue
sky.

A Camper’'s Worst
Fears

Tune: A Few of My Favorite
Things

Rain drops on Campers and wet
smelly knee socks,

Tents dark & crowded and
sleeping on sharp rocks,

Small biting insects that fly in my
ear,

These are a few of a Camper's
worst fears.

Building a fire with wet wood and
matches,

Lighting the kindling that never
quite catches,

Tryin' to endure the sarcasm and
jeers,

These are a few of a Camper's
worst fears.

Chorus: When the food stinks,
and back kinks,

And my patience has run dry,

| simply remember my snug bed
at home

And, then | begin......to CRY!

Running to catch up, | fall down
the hillside,

Piles of wet laundry that smalls
like a skunk died,

Listenin’ to night sounds that no
one else hears,

These are a few of a Camper’s
worst fears.

Pond scum and algae in my
swimming hole,

Hot tempers flaring and fights with
my best pal,

Blisters and rashes for me and my
peers,

These are a few of a Camper's
worst fears,



The Shooting of Dan
McGrew
By Robert W. Service

A bunch of the boys were whooping
itup

in the Malamute Saloon;

The kid that handles the music box
was hitting a jag-time tune;

Back of the bar, in a solo game,

sat Dangerous Dan McGrew,

And watching his luck was his
light-o'-love,

the lady that's known as Lou.

When out of the nigh, which was
fifty below,

and into the din and the glare,
There stumbled a miner fresh from
the creeks,

‘dog-dirty, and loaded for bear.

He looked like a man with a foot in
the grave

and scarcely the strength of a louse,

Yet he tilted a poke of dust on the
bar, .

and he called for drinks for the
house.

There was none could place the
stranger's face,

though we searched ourselves for a
clue;

But we drank his health, and the last
to drink

was Dangerous Dan McGrew.

There's men that somehow just grip
your eyes,

and hold them hard like a spell;
And such was he, and he looked to
me

like a man who had lived in hell;
With a face most hair, and a dreary
stare

of a dog whose day is done,

As he watered the green stuff in his
glass,

and the drops fell one by one.
Then | got to fingering who he was,
and wondering what he'd do,

And | tumed my head - and they're
watching him
was the lady that's known as Lou.

His eyes went rub Bering round the
room,

and he seemed in a kind of daze,
Till at last that old piano fell in the
way

of his wandering gaze.

The rag-time kid was having a drink;
there was no one else on the stool,
So the stranger stumbles across the
room,

and flops down there like a fool.

In a buckskin shirt that was glazed
with dirt

he sat, and | saw him sway;

Then he clutched the keys with his
talon hands -

my God! but that man could play.

Were you ever out in the Great
Alone,

when the moon was awful clear,
And the icy mountains hemmed you
in

with a silence you most could hear;
With only the howl of a timber wolf,
and you camped there in the cold,
A half-dead thing in a stark, dead
world,

clean mad for the muck called gold;
While high overhead, green, yellow
and red,

the North Lights swept in bars? -
Then you've a hunch what the
music meant. . .

hunger and night and the stars.

And hunger not of the belly kind,
that's banished with bacon and
beans,
But the gnawing hunger of lonely
men
for a home and all that it means;
For a fireside far from the cares that
are,
four walls and a roof above;
But oh! so careful of cozy joy,
and crowned with a woman's
love -



A woman dearer than all the world,
and true as Heaven is true -

(God! how ghastly she looks
through her rouge, -

the lady that's known as Lou.)

Then on a sudden the music
changed,

so soft that you scarce could hear;
But you felt that your life had been
looted clean

of all that it once held dear;

That someone had stolen the
woman you loved;

that her love was devil's lie;

That your guts were gone, and the
best for you

was to crawl away and die.

‘Taws the crowning cry of a heart's
despair,

and it thrilled you through and
through -

"l guess I'll make it a spread miser,"
said Dangerous Dan McGrew.

The music almost died away . . .
then it burst like a pent-up flood;

“And it seemed to say, "Repay,

repay,"

and my eyes were blind with blood.
The thought came back of an
ancient wrong,

and it stung like a frozen lash,

And the lust awoke to kill, to kill . . .

then the music stopped with a
crash,

And the stranger turned, and his
eyes they burned

in a most peculiar way;

In a buckskin shirt that was glazed
with dirt

he sat, and | saw him sway;

Then his lips went in a kind of grin,
and he spoke, and his voice was
calm,

And "Boys," says he, "you don't
know me,

and none of you care a damn;

But | want to state, and my words
are straight,

and I'll bet my poke they're true,

That one of you is a hound of hell . .
:and that one is Dan McGrew."

Then | ducked my head, and the
lights went out,

and two guns blazed in the dark,
And a woman screamed, and the
lights went up,

and two men lay stiff and stark.
Pitched on his head, and pumped
full of lead,

was Dangerous Dan McGrew.
While the man from the creeks lay

~clutched to the breast

of the lady that's known as Lou.

These are the simple facts of the
case,

and | guess | ought to know.

They say the stranger was crazed
with "hooch,"”

and I'm not denying it's so.

I'm not so wise as the lawyer guys,
but strictly between us two -

The woman that kissed him and -
pinched his poke -
was the lady that's known as Lou.



Ode to Scoruﬂeaders

(Tune: "Home on the Range")

Aren't Scoutleaders grand

For the programs they plan
And the hours they put in each
night?

If they're ever home

You know they're on the phone
For the boys who they want to
teach right.

CHORUS:

We're at home in the woods.

On weekends with our troops we
stay.

Thought we never get rest,

The boys are doing their best,
And that's what we're getting for
pay!

They hike to their site
Though it takes half the night

Through the wind and the rain

and the snow!

These leaders so brave

They could live in a cave

;;:‘lxt':ept that their wives just say
o!

Camp food tastes just great,
Like an old paper plate,

And the bug juice is not fit to
drink.

So why every year,

For a week we come here
It's not for vacation, we think!

They read magazines

With great camping scenes,
Frustration does things to their
brains. ‘
Champagne is taboo, Tooyees
Lite too,

Qn for Fhr'iy oighf hetirs thav
abstain.

They feel like old men,

On a camp out, they've been
To be clean, to be warm, to be
dry!

But to tell you the truth,

they're re-living their youth

So in answer they merely reply!

Three Jolly Fishermen

There were three jolly fishermen,
There were three jolly fishermen,
There were three jolly fishermen,
Fisher, fisher, men, men, men,
Fisher, fisher, men, men, men,
There were three jolly fishermen.

The first one's name was
Abraham,

The first one's name was
Abraham,

The first one's name was
Abraham,

Abra, Abra, ham, ham, ham,
Abra, Abra, ham, ham, ham,
The first one's name was
Abraham,

The second one's name was
|-l-saac,

The second one's name was
{-i-saac,

The second one's name was
|-l-saac,

I-1, I-1, saac, saac, saac,

I-1, I-1, saac, saac, saac,
The second one's name was
|-i-saac.

The third one's name was
Ja-a-cob,

The third one's name was
Ja-a-cob,

The third one's name was
Ja-a-cob,

Ja-a, Ja-a, cub, cub, cub,
Ja-a, Ja-a, cub, cub, cub,
The third one's name was
Ja-a-cob.

They all went up to Jericho,
They all went up to Jericho,
They all went up to Jericho,
Jer-1, Jer-l, cho, cho, cho,
Jer-1, Jer-l, cho, cho, cho,
They all went up to Jericho.

They should have gone to
Amsterdam,

They should have gone to
Amsterdam,

They should have gone to
Amsterdam,

Amster, amster, shh, shh, shh,
Amster, amster, shh, shh, shh,
They shouid have gone to
Amsterdam,



The Open Trail

Tune; “The Army Song”

Over hill, over dale, we will hit the
dusty trail,

As the Wood Badgers go hiking
along.

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

As the Wood Badgers go hiking
along,

Cause it's Hi Hi Hee, Wood
Badge is for me

Shout out our hames, and shout it
strong,

WOOD—BADGE—ERS!

For where'er we go, you will
always know,

That the Wood Badgers go hiking
along!

My Name Is Joe

Hey, My name is Joe

And | work in a button factory,
I've got a wife and a dog and a
famly,

One day the boss came up tome
and said

Hey Joe, Are you busy? | said no,
He said turn the button with your

1) Left hand
2) Right Hand
3) Left Foot
4) Right Foot
5) Butt

6) Tongue

Mom, Wash My
Underwear

(Tune: "God Bless America" )

Mom, wash my underwear, my only
pair.
We can find them, and move them,

From the heap by the side of the
chair.

To the washer, to the clothesline,
To my backpack, to my rear.

Mom, wash my underwear, my only
pair.

Mom, wash my underwear, my only
pair.

Paddle Song

Our paddles keen and bright,
Flashing like silver.
Swift as the wild goose flight,
Dip, dip, and swing.

Dip, dip, and swing them back,
Flashing like silver:

Swift as the wild goose flight,
Dip, dip, and swing.



Great Pud Bird in the
Sky

i

(Tune: Ghost Riders in the
Sky)

The mighty troop of Gilwell, one
bright Saturday did ride.

To a camp in Longhorn Council,
with a strange bird by it's side.
Thirty-six brave leaders came, to
learn to better lead.

To a land where ants and
chiggers thrive,

Aland of heat and rain,

CHORUS:
Yippee-ii-000, yippee-ii-aaa,
Great Pud Bird in the Sky.

The first day was confusing, as
patrol members did try,

To figure out what's going on, the
cried a mournful sigh,

By day three they were sure, it
was more than they could bear,
The Pud Bird had just flown right
by,

Left no feathers anywhere.

{Chorus)

The tickets they came fast and
hard,

How would it all get done.

But finally the Great Pud Bird, left
his plumage one by one.

Things must be getting better,
You could tell by smiles from staff
And in the pitch black of night
You could hear the Pud Bird
laugh.

(Chorus)

The course will soon be over, and
the troop will soon be gone

With everyone remembering, the
lessons hard and long

The Pud will take flight, as they .
scatter through the land

Trying to catch that Gilwell Troop,
His destiny's at hand.

(Chorus)

He Jumped from 40,000
Feet
(Tune: Battle Hymn of the

Republic)

He jumped from 40,000 feet and
forgot to pull the cord,

He jumped from 40,000 feet and
forgot to pull the cord,

He jumped from 40,000 feet and
forgot to pull the cord,

And he ain't gonna fly no more.

Chorus:
C(?lory, glory, what a heck of a way to
ie

Slory, glory, what a heck of a way to

ie

glory, glory, what a heck of a way to
ie

And he ain't gonna fly no more.

He was last to leave the cockpit and
the first to hit the ground..

He was last to leave the cockpit and
the first to hit the ground..

He was last to leave the cockplt and
the first to hit the ground..

And he ain't gonna fly no more.

(Chorus)

He landed on the runway like a blob
of strawberry jam.

He landed on the runway like a blob
of strawberry jam.

He landed on the runway like a blob
of strawberry jam.

And he ain't gonna fly no more.

(Chorus)
. They scraped him off the runway

with a silver spoon.

They scraped him off the runway
with a silver spoon.

They scraped him off the runway
with a silver spoon.

And he ain't gonna fly no more.
(Chorus)

They sent him home to mother in a
little wooden box.

They sent him home to mother in a
little wooden box,

They sent him home to mother in a
little wooden box.

And he ain't gonna fly no more.
{(Chorus) :

His mother didn't want him so she
sent him back to us.

His mother didn't want him so she
sent him back to us.

His mother didn't want him so she
sent him back to us.

And he ain't gonna fly no more.
{Chorus)

Suggested hand motions:

1. last to leave (flap arms like bird)
the cockpit.. .
2. first to (slap hands) hit the..

3. He (slap hands) landed on..

4. They (make scooping motion)
scraped him..

5. in a little (make small box with
hands) box.

6. so she sent (make overhand
throwing motion) him back to us.



Johnny Verbec

Once there was a Dutchman,
His name was Johnny Verbec,
He made the finest sausages,
And sauerkraut and spec:
He made the finest sausages,
That ever could be seen;
And one day he invented
A sausage-makin' machine.
CHORUS:
Oh, Mister Johnny Verbec
How could you be so mean,
I told you you'd be sorry
For inventin' that machine.
Now all the neighbor's cats & dogs
Will never more be seen,

For they'll all be ground to sausages
In Johnny Verbec's machine,

One day a boy came walkin'
A walkin' in the store.

He bought a pound of sausages
And laid them on the floor,

The boy began to whistle,

He whistled up a tune,

And all the little sausages

Went dancin' round the room:,

(CHORUS)

One day the thing got busted,

The darn thing wouldn't go,

So Johnny Verbec he climbed
Inside to see what made it so.

His wife she had a nightmare,

And was walkin' in her sleep,

She gave the crank a deuce of a
yank

And Johnny Verbec was meat.

(CHORUS)

The Twelve Days of
Wood Badge

On the first day of Wood Badge,
my mommy sent to me
A box of oatmeal cookies.

On the second day of Wood
Badge, my mommy sent to me
Two T-shirts

And a box of oatmeal cookies.

Third Day Three pairs of sox
Fourth Day Four woolen caps
Fifth Day Five underpants
Sixth Day Six postage
stamps
Seventh Day Seven nose
warmers
Eighth Day Eight Batman
Comicbooks
Ninth Day Nine bars of soap
Tenth Day Ten Band-Aids
Eleventh Day Eleven
shoestrings
Twelfth Day Twelve bottles of
blood-sucking
helicopter
repellent

Wood Badge Spirit

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
Up in my head (point to head)
Up in my head,

Up in my head.

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
Up in my head,
Up in my head to stay.

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
Deep in my heart, (point to heart) .
ETC...

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,

Down in my feet, (point to feet)
ETC...

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
All over me (Sweep hands all
over)

ETC...

I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
‘Up in my head (point to head)
Deep in my heart (point to heart)
Down in my feet (point to fee'g)
I've got that Wood Badge Spirit,
All over me (Sweep hands all
over)
All over me to stay.




I'm proud to be a Boy
Scout...

(Tune: This is the Music
Concert)

I'm proud to be a Boy Scout, as you
can plainly see. For if | weren'ta
Boy Scout a |
would be, and as you pass me by,
you would hear me cry....

[or]
If | were not a Boy Scout, | wonder
what | would be
If | were not a Boy Scout, a ...

1. A bird watcher | would be

Hark a lark, flying through the park,
SPLAT!

2. A plumber | would be
Plunge it, flush it, look out below!

3. A mermaid | would be
Bloom, bloom, bloom, bloom,
bloom, bloom!

4. A carpenter | would be
Two by four, nail it to the floor!

5. A secretary | would be
z-z-z-z get the point, z-z-z-z get the
point?

6. A teacher | would be

Sit down, shut up, throw away your
gum!

7. An airline attendant | would be
Coffee, tea, or me, sir; here's your
little bag, BLEH!

8. A typist | would be
Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, ZING!

9. A hippie | would be
Love and peace, my hair is full of
grease!

[or] Hey Man! Cool Man! Far out!
Wow!

10. A farmer | would be

Here's a cow, there's a cow, and
here's another yuck!

[or] Come on Betsy give... the
baby's got to live

11. A laundry worker | would be
Starchy hare starchy there

‘ WiCi G, S‘Lalb;ly
in your underwear!

12. A cashier | would be

Twenty nine, forty nine, here is your
change, sirl

13. A gymteacher | would be

We must, we must, improve the
bust! '

14. A medic | would be
Turn around, drop your pants, jab,
jab, jab!

15. A doctor | would be

Take a pill; pay my billl I'm going
golfing!

[or] Bend Over, Drop Your Pants,
This won't hurt a bit.

[or] Needle! Thread! Stick 'me in the
head!

16. An electrician | would be
Positive, negative bbzzzzt zap
[or] Check the bulb, flip the switch.
z-z-z-z-z-z-z-at

47. A fireman | would be
Jump lady, jump... whoa splat!

18. A cook | would be
Mix it, bake it; heartburn-BURP!

19. A ice cream maker | would be
Tutti-frutti, tutti-frutti, nice ice cream!

20. A politician | would be
Raise the taxes, lower the pay, vote
for me on election day!

21. A butcher | would be
Chop it up, grind it up, make a little
patty!

22. A garbage collector | would be
Lift it, dump it, pick out the good
stuff

[or] Pite that garbage. Pile that
garbage. Pile it to the sky.

23. A [Domino's] pizza maker |
would be
30 minute, fast delivery!

24. A clam digger | would be
Dig one here, dig one there-Oh my
frozen derriere!

25. Superman | would be
It's a bird, it's a plane, where is Lois
Lane?



26. Lois Lane | would be
Get away, get away, get away,
Clark Kent!

27. A cyclist | would be
peddle, peddle, peddie, peddile; ring,
ring, ring!

28. A truck driver | would be
Here's a curve, there's a curve.
HERE'S A BETTER CURVE!
[Makes outline of shapely woman.]

29. A house cleaner | would be
Ooh, a bug; squish it in the rug!

30. A baby | would be
Mama, Dada, | wove youl!

31. A Preacher | would be

Well, well, you never can tell; you
might go to heaven, or you might go
to ...

32. ADJ 1 would Be,
Miles of smiles on the radio dial.

33. A Stewardess | would be,
Here's your coffee, here's your tea.
here's your paper bag, burro

34. A Baker | would be,
Donuts! Eclairs! Buy My Buns!

35. A Lifeguard | would be,

‘Save yourself, Man. I'm working on
my tan!

[or] Mouth to Mouth Resuscitate,
What a way to get a date.

36. A Lawyer | would be,
Honest. | swear, My client wasn't
there

37. An Undertaker | would be,
6 x 4, nail them to the floor.

38. An Engineer, | would be,
Push the button, push the button,
kick the darm machine.

39. A Ranger | would be,
Get eaten by a bear, see if | care.

40. A Jockey | would be,
Grab the bridle, grab the bit, watch
out for that pile of...

41. A Dog | would be,
Oh golly, oh gee, | got to find a tree.

42. A Boxer | would be,
Hit him with a left, hit him with a
right, knock out his jaw,

43. A Nose picker | would be,
stick it, pick it, wipe it on the wall

44, A Jester | would be,
Please laugh, don't cry, | don't want
die.

45. A Knight | would be,
bang, clink, clang, how am |
supposed to fight in this thing

46. A Dolly | would be,

Mommy, Daddy, ! love you. (blows a
kiss})

47. A Cub master | would be,
A Stomach, no hair, my scouts are
everywhere,

48. A Policeman | would Be,
Here's a Crime...There's a
Crime...Here's a donut shop.

49. A Cereal Killer | would Be,
Cheerios, Lucky Charms, Wearies
your Next.

50. A Scoutmaster | would be,

Do this, do that, I'm gonna take a
nap.

[or] Big belly, no hair, my scouts are
everywhere!



Wheat-n-Chew

(Leader says line,

then everyone repeats)

wheat-n-chew

bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

oaten dote little beaten
its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

item dittany little kitten
oaten dote little beaten
its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

easel level little beetle
iterm dittany little kitten
oaten dote little beaten
its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate

chew-n-chew

rudely curdle little turtle
easel level little beetle
item dittany little kitten
oaten dote little beaten
its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

oodies poodle little poodie

rudely curdle little turtle
easel level little beetle
item dittany little kitten
oaten dote little beaten
its skittle-lid oaten dote
bode sidemen ate
chew-n-chew

Commercial Mixup
(Tune: Farmer in the Dell)

Last night | watched TV.

| saw my favorite show

| heard this strange commercial
{ can't believe it's so.

Feed your dog Chiffon,
Comet cures a cold

Use SOS pads on your face
To keep from looking old.

Mop your floor with Crest.

Use Crisco on your tile.

Clean your teeth with Borateem,
it leaves a shining smile.

For headaches take some Certs,
Use Tide to clean your face.

And do shampoo with Elmer's Glue
It holds your hair in place.

Perhaps | am confused.

| might not have it right.

But one things that I'm certain of. . .

I'l watch TV. tonight!

The Moose Song

(Leader sings 2 line, everyone
repeats)

There was a great big moose
He liked to drink his juice
Thete was a great big moose
He liked to drink his juice

Chorus: Singing whoa-oh-oh-oh
Way-oh, way-oh, way-oh, way-oh
Way-oh, way-oh

Way-oh, way-oh, way-oh, way-oh

The moose's name was Fred
He drank his juice in bed
The moose's name was Fred
He drank his juice in bed
Chorus

Now he's a sticky moose
Full of juice

He's a moose

On the loose!

Chorus

Now he's a sticky moose
Full of juice

He's a moose

On the loosel

Chorus

The Battle of New

Orleans

In 1814 we took a little trip.

Along with Colonel Jackson down
the Mighty Mississipp

We took a little bacon and we took a
little beans,

- And we met the bloody British near

the town of New Orleans.

CHORUS:

We fired our guns the British kept a
coming

There wasn't nigh as many as there
was a while ago.

We fired once more and they began
to running,

On down the Mississippi to the Gulf
of Mexico.

We looked down the river and we
seen the British come...

There must have been a hundred of
‘me beating on the drum.

They stepped so high and they
made their bugles ring;

While we stood beside our cotton
bales and didn't say a thing.

Old Hickory said we could take ‘em
by surprise.

If we didn't fire a musket till we
looked i ime in the eyes.

We held our fire till we seen their
faces well;

Then we opened up our squirrel
guns and really gave 'em--Well,
They ran through the briars and they
ran thru the brambles,

And they ran thru the bushes where
a rabbit couldn't go.

They ran so fast the hounds couldnt
catch 'em

On down the Mississippi to the Gulf
of Mexico.

We fired our cannon {ill the barrel
melted down,

So we grabbed and alligator and we
poured another round.

We put the ball between his teeth
and powdered his behind,

And when we touched the powder
off the [.igator lost his mind.

They ran through the briars and they
ran thru the brambiles,

And they ran thru the bushes where
a rabbit couldn’t go.

They ran so fast the hounds couldn’t
catch ‘me

On down the Mississippi to the Gulf
of Mexico.



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 flip-flop?

Can you use them for a mop?
Are they stringy at the bottom?
Are they curly at the top?

Can you use them for a swatter?
Can you use them for a blotter?
Do your ears flip-flop?

Do your ears hang high?

Do they reach up to the sky?

Do they 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 around at every sound?
Can you stick them in your pocket,
Just like little Davey Crocket?

Do your ears fall off

The Ants Go Marching

The ants go marching one by one,
hook-rah, rah-rah,

the ants go marching one by one,
rah-rah, rah-rah,

the ants go machine one by one,
the little one stops to suck his
thumb,

and they all go marching

down into the ground to get out of
the rain.

Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom,
boom, boom.

The ants go marching two by two,
rah-rah, rah-rah.

The ants go marching two by two,
rah-rah, rah-rah.

The ants go marching two by two,
the little one stops to tie his shoe,
and they all go marching

down into the ground to get out of
the rain.

Boom, boom, boom, boom, boom,
boom, boom.

The little one stops to climb a tree.
The little one stops to open a door.
The little one stops to do a jive.

The little one stops to pick up sticks.

The little one stops to look at

heaven.

The little on stops to open a gate.
The little one stops to pick up dime.
The little one stops to say "this is the
end"

or the little one stops to start again.

National Embalming
School

(Tune: Oh Christmas Tree)

We live for you, we die for you,
National Embalming School.
We do our best to give you rest,
National Embalming School.
We make a coffin out of tin,
Then dig a hole to put you in.
We live for you, we die for you,
National Embalming School.

To thee we sing, to thee we drool,
National Embalming School.

We stuff the corpse, we stuff the
ghoul,

National Embalming School.

When you feel hollow deep inside,
We fill you up with formaldehyde.

QOur boys get hot when you get cool.
National Embaiming School.

{Tune: A Hunting We Will Go)

Post mortem, Post mortem, Post
mortem,

Autopsy we must have.

Post mortem, Post mortem, Post
mortem,

Autopsy we must have.

(Tune: The Anvil Chorus)

Cut, slice, slash the body,
We must have a reason.
Gee how the body stinks,
It must be out of season.

We live for you, we die for you,
National Embalming School.



Ravioli

Tone: " AMouette”

All: Ravioli, I like ravioli.
Ravioli, it’s the best for me.

Leader: Have 1 got it on my chin?

All: Yes, you got it on your chin.

{eader: On my chin?

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

{Continue tie, shirt, punts, 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. )

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

Leader: 1s it all over?

All: Yes, it's all over.

Leader: Yes, it’s all over.
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and "0 etc., until all five letters are clapped out.
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hap - py and you know it clap your hands.

If you're happy and you know it,
Clap vour hands. Clap-clap

If you're happy and you know it,
Clap your hands. Clap-clap

If you're happy and vou know it,
Then you really ought to show it,
If you're happy and you know it,
Clap vour hands. Clap-clap

For following verses, repeut first verse wid snbstitute wew words
and motions.

If you're happy and you know it,
Stamp your feet. Stamp-stamp

U yvou're happy and vou know it
shout HOORAY!

il

H vou're happy and you know it,
Do all three. Clup-clap, stamp-stamp, HOORAY!



We're All Together Again, We’'re Here

Hello! Hello!

Key: EFlat  Time: 4/4
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O Dad O’ Mine

Tune: “Sweet Adeline”
Boys use Dad, Fathers echo with Lad.

Key:BFlat Time: 4/4

() Dad o’ mine (O Lad ¢’ mine),

Dear Dad o' mine (Dear Lad o’ mine),
We'll stand as one (We'll stand as one),

In rain or shine (In rain or shine);

Fach night and day (Each night and day),
Pll always say (T'll always say),

You're the best friend in the world,

0 Dad o' mine (O Lad o’ mine),

Hel - lo, Hel - lo, Hel lo, We're glad to meet you,
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We're glad to greet you. Hel - lo, hel - lo, hel - lo, hel - lo.

We’re Here for Fun

Tune: “Auld Lang Syne”

We're here for fun right from the start,
So drop your dignity!

Just laugh and sing with all your heart,
And show your loyalty.

May all your troubles be forgot,
Let this night be the best;

Join in the songs we sing tonight,
Be happy with the rest.



Ham and Eggs

Tune: “Tammany”
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Flip'em Flop'em Flop'em Flip'em

Tup kemees rapidly to imitate frying.

Ham and eggs,
First group sings.

Ham and eggs,
Second growp sings.

[ tike mine fried nice and brown.
Bivst group sings.

’.4

Ham and eggs!

Variation: Divide boys into two groups and sing a second timoe.

Hike mine fried upside down.
Second group echoes.

Ham and eggs,

First growp sings.

Ham and eggs,
Second group yells.

Flip ’em
First group yells.

Flop’em
Second group yells.

Flop 'em
First group yells,

Flip’em
Second group yells.

Ham and eggs!
All sing.



Mary Had a Little Lamb

Mary had a little lamb,
I1s fleece was white as snow

And everywhere that Mary went

She threw it out the window,

. The window, the window,

She threw it out the window.

And everywhere that Mary went

She threw it out the window.

Variation: Divide the group into two or more teams, One team
starts by singing a rhyme. As soon as one leum JSinishes,
another starts. A team is eliminated if it fails to start singing

as soon as its turn comes.

O Chester!

Tune: “Yankee Doodle”

Sing through once without action. Repeat four times, acting
oul an additional line each time.

) Chester, did you "ear about Harry?
Strike chest, touch ears, pat head.

He “chest” got back from the Army.
Stvike chest and buck, then fold arms.

I 'ear he knows how to wear a rose,

Touch car, nose, lapel,

FHip! Hip! Hooray — for the Army!
Keise Jists for cheers; fold arms.

Throw It Out the Window
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When she got there the cup-board was bare, She
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threw it out the win - dow.

Sing as a group song using a new Mother Goose rhyme each
time you repeat melody. Substitute She threw it out the win-
dow for last line of each rhyme and make throwing motions
with urms,




Auld Lang Syne The Torch of Sceuting

By Rob ns
v Hobert Burns Words by 0. A. Kirkham Music by V. E. Carvoll

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
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Camporee (or Jamboree) Hymn

Words and music by M. H. McMasters
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Fires have light-ed in  our jam-bo-ree.

Fading campfires 'neath a starry sky,
Silv’ry bugles sound their lullaby,

Scouting friendships fashioned here today,
Bind us closer—when we are away.

[ather, guide us, where brave men have trod,
Help us know the Fatherhood of God,

Here beside us—!let us know Thy plan,
May we show the Brotherhood of Man.

On My Honor

Waords and music by Harry Bartelt
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Around the Campfire Bright

A Kirkham
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Scouting Marches On

(). B. Mathews

John T. Boudrean

NN B . . !

el 3 4 i 4. - Dol i 1

g!th 1 - 1 i I =

5 & LA § 1 T 1 3 T N

¥4 ) I d“‘" P M - T 1
v/ = d - 1

Seout-ing

march-es, Scout-ing march-es, Scoul-ing

Ol Ab Qb Bb L
i I 1 1 i
P SR Y ! H A 1
P e
march - eg o] I Strong and read - v,
N L Eb } Bb 7 Bb
y: I B TIoT iy T s
Fara= I o e s — A si——
s 1 § oty
£k i 4 § 3. 3. e a
rvj T t
true and stead-y, Till the goal is  won. —
0L Eb " N L
A & ' " 2 i) i X a4
f J N { i ' k i 1 1 1 -
28" UL L i) ) k)
17 " 1 o
o - o e | v
Daunt-ed nev-er, cour-age gv-er, For the
» :’1 1 ! 3 B IF i lr : m
V-4 1 I < T T 1 1]
u ¥
right  PIGHT ON! — To our home-land
Eb . bk B7 Eb

b P

=
S ot ol I
1 1 i
ny 3 l 1) i

ot i

ey - er

loy - al

T v LS

Seout - ing march - es (1Y ppam———

Tie Me Kangaroo Down

Ti+ e kangaroo down, sport.
Tieme kangaroo down.
Tie me kangaroo down, sport.
Tie e kangaroo down.

Watch me wallabies feed, mate.
Watch me wallabies feed.

They're a dangerous breed, mate.
So watch me wallabies feed.

Keep me cockatoos cool, cool.
Keep me cockatoos cool.

Can't go away from the pool, pool.
Just keep me cockatoos cool.

Take me koala back, Jack.

Take me koala back.

He lives somewhere out on the track, Mac,
Sor take me koala back.

"Tan me hide when I'm dead, Fred.
Tan me hide when I'm dead. ‘
%6 we tanned his hides when he died, Clyde.
And that's it hanging on the shed.

Edelweiss
Austrian national

Edelweiss, edelweiss,

Every morning you greet me,

Small and white, clean and bright,

You look happy to meet me.

Blossom of snow, may you bloom and grow,
Bloom and grow forever.

lidelweiss, edelweiss,

Bless my homeland forever.



A-way out there they have a name, for rain and wind and fire,

The rain is Tess, the fire is Joe, and they call the wind Mariah.
Mariah blows the stars around and sets the clouds a-flyin’,

Mariah makes the mountains sound like folks were out there dyin’.

Chorus
Mariah, Mariah, they call the wind Mariah!

Before I knew Mariah’s name, or heard her wailing-whinin’,
I'had a girl and she had me, and the sun was always shinin’.
Then one day | left that girl, I left her far behind me,

And now I'm lost, so doggone lost, not even God can find me.

Chorus

Out here they have a name for rain, for wind, and fire only,

And when you're lost and all alone, there ain't no word for lonely.
Now I'm a lost and lonely man, without a star to guide me,
Mariah blow my love to me, I need my love beside me.

Chorus
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Sixteen Tons

Some people say a man is made out of mud,

A poor man's made out of muscle and blood,
Muscle and blood and skin and bones,

A mind that’s weak and a back that's strong.

Chorus

You load sixteen tons and what do you get?
Another day older and deeper in debt,

St Peter don't you call me 'cause I can't go,
1 owe my soul to the company store.

| was born one morning when the sun didn’t shine.
1 picked up my shovel and walked to the mine,

I loaded sixteen tons of number nine coal,

And the strong boss said, “Well, bless my soul.”

Chorus

I was born one morning it was drizzling rain.
Fighting and trouble are my middle name.

| was raised in a cave, by an old mama lion.

“I'ain’t no high-tone woman make me walk the line.

Chorus

If you see me coming, better step aside.

A lot of men didn’t and a lot of men died.

Ome fist of iron, the other of steel,

1 the right one don’t get you, then the left one will,

Chorus

Sgout Law Version
(Kepeat verse with score,)

A S‘cout is trustworthy, Lord, Kum ba vah!
A Scout is loyal, Lord, Kum ba yah! ‘
A Scout is helpful, Lord, Kum ba yah!
O Lord, Kum ba yah. '

A Scout is friendly, Lord, Kum ba yah!

A Scout is courteous, Lord, Kum ba y;lh’
A Scout is kind, Lord, Kum ba yah! ‘
O Lord, Kum ba yah. ‘

A Scout is obedient, Lord
A Scout is cheerful, Lord,
A Scout is thrifty, Lord,
O Lord, Kum ba yah.

» Kum ba yah|
Kum ba yah!
Kum ba yah!

A Scout is brave, Lord, Kum ba yah!
A Scout is clean, Lord, Kum ba yah!

A Scout ig reverent, Lord, K
, » Kum ba yah!
O Lord, Kum ba yah. g



Waltzing Matilda
01 Eb Bb
I W A iy i ¥ i i i
m A i) s A 1 1 1
3 e e s ’ - i 1
Once ) jol =1y swag - man
Cm ab ub
1 AN A e 1 b ]%T B
v ") A iy P F
S e R
camped by a bil-la-bong Un-der the shade of 4
0 Bb Eb Bb
P A 17 3. I+ Y 2 i L i
- ;_ $o K1 13 13 1. i) 1
i 1 i 1 - H““"‘""““"‘i""""“é"‘”‘“‘l
1 L4 14 | hd
cool-i-bah tree, Andhe sang as he watched and
Cm Ab
P =
u!.l & t 4 | _‘1?1 a‘l éx :

wait - ed till his bil - ly  boiled,
N,  ED ) b7 Eb
32, kY 8. Iy 1
I3 L A A 1 HY
¥ t  L— ; 1 Hl ;‘I r 3
“You'll come a-waltz-ing, Ma - til - da,. with me!”
chorus. '
AL Eb Ab
5" A 1.4 L
]
Waltz-ing Ma- til - da, wallz-ing Ma-til - da,
n, Eb sb
2] & 'y
g p p IhY 1 LY K.
o 1 -
You'll come a-waltz-ing Ma-til-da with me. And he
0 Bb Bb Cm ab
i —h— T N —t—
o iﬁtﬁ!’:ﬁt;ﬁ:ﬁ::ﬂ

sanyg  as he watched and

| walit - ed till his bil - Iy boiled.

Eb Bb 7 )

A\ 3 1 1 A 2
- knt X A W 1 ) ! .Y 1,9 T re
:éng 143 I 1Y P B 4 L Y { 2
% A 1 P - 1 & -4
.t hef 1 Nt

“Vou'll come a-waltz-ing  Ma - til - da with me!”

Down came a jumbuck to drink beside the billabong,
Up jumped the swagman and seized him with glee;

And he sang as he talked to that jumbuck in his tucker-
hag®
“You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.”
Repeat chorus.

Down came the stockman, riding on his thoroughbred;
Down came the troopers one, two, three.

“Where's the jolly jumbuck, you've got in your tucker-
by ?*

“You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.”
Repeat chorus.

Up jumped the swagman and plunged into the billabong,
“You'll never catch me alive,” eried he.

And his ghost may be heard as you ride beside the billa-
bong.'

“You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.”

Repeat chorus.

sxpbatitute this e for third live of chorus



in the Evening by t;ﬂe Moonlight

By James A, Bland Not too slow
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blue, Tell me(Camp)

Because God made the stars to snuc,
Because God made the ivy twine,

Because God made the skies so blue,
Dear old (Camp)

just why I

that's why I love you.

love vou.

'rhere’s
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Fhere's o long, long traj]
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Campfire Medley
Key: G

Our hoys will shine tonite, our boys will shine;
Our boys will shine tonite, all down the line.
They're all dressed up tonite, don’t they look fine!
When the sun goes down, and the moon comes up,
Our boys will shine.

My Bonnie lies over the ocean,
My Bonnie lies over the sea;

My Bonnie lies over the ocean,
0), bring back my Bonnie to me.

Bring back, bring back, O hring back my Bonnie to me,
Lo me, i ) )
Bring back, bring back, () bring back my Bonnie to me.

Sailing, sailing, over the hounding main,

ffor many astormy wind shall blow
Fore Juck comes home again!

Repeal.

Koy b
(oodnight, ladies! (}oodnigbt, ladies! '
Goodnight, ladies! We're going to leave you now.
Merrily we roll along, roll along, roll along,
Merrily we roll along, o'er the deep blue sea.



Bug Juice®
Tune: “On Top of Old Smoky”

At camp with the Boy Scouts, they gave us a drink.
We thought it was Kool-Aid, because it was pink.

But the thing that they told us would've grossed out a moose.
For that great tasting pink drink was really bug juice.

It looked fresh and fruity, like tasty Kool-Aid.

But the bugs that were in it were murdered with Raid!

We drank it by gallons 'cause we couldn’t stop,
But we never noticed the bugs floating on top.

At camp with the Boy Scouts, they gave us a drink.
We thought it was Kool-Aid, because it was pink.

So the next time you drink bug juice, and a fly drives you mad,
He's just getting even 'cause you swallowed his dad.

*This song Is performed on the Boy Scout Songhook CD, No. AV-059CD, avallable from

the Supply Division.

Scout Wetspurs®
Tune: “O Tannenbaum”

Softly falls the rain today

As our campfire floats away.
Silently each Scout should ask,
Have I packed my diving mask?
Have | checked my raft for leaks?
My PFI)'s been gone for weeks.
Have | done and have I dared
Everything to be prepared?

Heout’s Good-Night Song

Tane "Sauta Lueia”
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Here is your heart’s de-sire, Rest when your feet shall tire;
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() - pen air and pals and feod and fire; Joy ne’er end-ing,.

Camplires are burning low,
No longer leaping;
meouts sing their evening song,
Shadows come ereeping;
Sun ginks below the west,
Gond-night and may vou rest;
Blankets warm and by soft sounds caressed;
Heouts all are sleeping.



Philmont Hymn
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-y Boy Scout’s

Prayer

Words and music by Gwen Beck
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Bow vour head in prayer

to the Lord up therve,
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Seoutin® USA*
Tune: "Surfin’ USA”

I everybody had a notion across the USA,

Then everbody’d be campin’ just like the BSA.

You'd see 'em wearin’ their backpacks and hikin® all the way.
Fverybody’s gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.

You see "em campin’ at Philmont to climb the Tooth of Time.
Lookin’ out on the ocean, high adventure unwind.

All over the Rockies, South Padre Island way,

Fverybody’s gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.

Il you really want to have fun in the outdoor way,

Then you really oughta sign up for Scoutin’ USA.

They're into learnin’ computers and trackin’ nature’s signs,
Fverybody’s gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.

You gel them going on rock climbs sleepin’ under the stars
Gazing up to the heavens to find out who they are.

Coast to coast from New York to Californ--A,

Fverybody’s gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.

You catch them going on rock climbs and sleepin’ under
the stars,

Giazing up to the heavens to find out who they are.

Coast o coast from New York to Californ---A,

Fverybody's gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.

Hikin', bikin® USA.

Divin', elimbin® USA,

Swimmin’, campin’ USA.

Floatin®, backpackin® USA.

Coast 1o coast from New York to Californ-l-A,
Exerybody’s gone Scoutin’, Scoutin' USA.
Everybudy's gone Scoutin’, Scoutin’ USA.
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plow.  Seout -ing we  go, Scout -ing  we go.
Hail! Hail! Scouting Spirit
Tone: “My Hero"—from The Chocolate Soldier
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Hadlt Hail! Seouting Spirit,
Best in the land;
Hail! Hail! Scouting Spirit,
Loval we stand.
finward and upward we're treading,
Always alert to make Scouting ready,
We are prepared.
Hail! Hail! Scouting Spirit.
Hail! Haill Hail!



You Can Tell a Scout

Tune: “Long, Long Trail”
Key: AFlat  Time: 4/4

You can tell a Scout from . ..
Insert troop number, city, or camp name in place of dotted

lines. e

You can tell him by his talk;
You can tell a Scout from . ..
You can tell him by his walk;
You can tell him by his manner,
By his appetite and such.

You can tell a Seout from . ..
But you cannot tell him much.

Here's to the Boy Scouts
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Scout Hearted Men
Tune: “Stout Hearted Men”

Give me some men, who are Scout hearted men,
Who will fight for the right they adore.

Start me with ten, who are Scout hearted men,
And I'll soon give you ten thousand more,

Oh! Shoulder to shoulder and bolder and bolder
They grow as they go on the fore!

Then — There’s nothing in the world can halt or mar a plan
When Scout hearted men can stick together man to man!

Teail the Bagle
Tune: "On Wisconsin” Key:C  Time: 2/4

Trail the Kagle,

Trail the Kagle,

Climbing all the time.

first the Star and then the Life,
Will on your bosom shine.

Keep elimbing!

Blaze the trail and we will follow,
Hark the Eagle’s call;

On, brothers, on until we're Eagles all,
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Pack Up Your Troubles

Tune: “Smile, Smile, Smile”
By George Asaf

Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile,

Now we're a’hiking on the old Scout trail,
smile, bovs, that’s the style.

What's the use of worrying?
It never was worthwhile . .. SO00!

Paeck up vour troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile.



I'm Happy When I'm Hiking*

Faglish hiking song
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Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp,tramp,htramp, tramp.
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1" carly in the springtime, we round up the dogies,

Mark- -and brand—and bob off their tails;
Round up the ponies—load up the chuck wagon,
And throw the dogies out onto the trail.

Chorus

Three pairs of socks, two T-shirts, and a box of oatmeal cookics.

Additional verses
Four woolen caps,
Five underpants,

Six postage stamps,
Seven nose warmers,
Eight Batman comics,
Nine bars of soap,
Ten Band-Aids,
Fleven shoestrings,

Twelve bottles of insect repellent
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Oh, Shenandoah, [love your daughter, .
Way, hey. yourolling river! Oh. we might ride the saddle of a ridge we could stick;
Oh, Shenandoah, 1ove your daughter, We might spear our grub with the fork of a crick;
Way, hey, we're bound away ‘cross the wide Missouri. Lise the riverbed to sleep on;
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Oh, Shenandoih, Im bound to leave you, IBut we can't serub our teeth with this darn hillside brush.

Wy, hey, vou rolling river!
Oh, Bhenandoah, 'l not deceive you,

{'horus
Way, hey, we're bound away ‘cross the wide Missouri.
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Variations

When song is sung through once, « small group may sing the
lust line over and over as a chant while rest sing the song a
second 1me,
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Nmile Song

Tune: “Joho Brown's Body” Key: B Flat

I isn’t any trouble just to S-M-I-L-E,

It isn't any trouble just to S-M-I-L-E.

There isn’t any trouble, but will vanish like a bubble,
If you'll only take the trouble just to S-M-I-L-E.

Second verse: It isn't any trouble just to G-R-I-N, et¢.

Third verse: It isn’t any trouble just to L-A-U-G-H, etc.

IFonrth verse: It isn’t any trouble just to HA! HA! HA!
HA!HA! ete.

Michael Finnegan
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There was an old man named Mich-ael Fin-ne-gan,
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wind blew them off and they grew in a-gain,
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Voo old Mich-ael Fin-ne-gan, Be-gin  a-gain.






