
 
 

 
 

This Little Light of Mine 
To be sung by the glow of LEDs 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine. 

This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine. 

This little light of mine,  
I'm gonna let it shine. 

Let it shine! 

Let it shine! 

Let it shine! 

 

Everywhere I go, 

I'm gonna let it shine. 

Everywhere I go, 

I'm gonna let it shine. 

Everywhere I go, 

I'm gonna let it shine. 

Let it shine! 

Let it shine! 

Let it shine! 

  



 
Daisy Bell 

Famously sung by HAL in 2001: A Space Odyssey, this song celebrates planting, bicycling, and lights. 
 

 
 

There is a flower within my heart, 

Daisy, Daisy, 

Planted one day by a glancing dart, 

Planted by Daisy Bell. 

Whether she loves me or loves me not 

Sometimes it's hard to tell, 

And yet I am longing to share the lot 

Of beautiful Daisy Bell. 
 

Chorus: 

Daisy, Daisy,  
Give me your answer, do! 

I'm half crazy, all for the love of you. 

It won't be a stylish marriage. 

I can't afford a carriage, 

But you'd look sweet upon the seat 

Of a bicycle built for two. 
 
 

 

We will go tandem as man and wife, 

Daisy, Daisy, 

Ped'ling away down the road of life, 

I and my Daisy Bell. 

When the road's dark, 
we can both despise 

P'licemen and lamps as well. 

There are bright lights 
in the dazzling eyes 

Of beautiful Daisy Bell. 
 

Chorus: 

Daisy, Daisy, 
Give me your answer, do... 

 
I will stand by you in weal or woe 

Daisy, Daisy, 

You'll be the bell which I'll ring, you know, 

Sweet little Daisy Bell. 

You'll take the lead on each trip we take. 

Then if I don't do well 
I will permit you to use the brake, 

beautiful Daisy Bell 
 

Chorus: 

Daisy, Daisy, 
Give me your answer, do... 



 
Hole in My Bucket 

This song runs through different tools and solutions to fixing a hole. 
 
 
 
 

There's a hole in the bucket, dear Liza, dear Liza, 

There's a hole in the bucket, dear Liza, a hole. 

Then mend it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry, 

Then mend it, dear Henry, dear Henry, mend it. 
 
 
 

With what shall I mend it, dear Liza, dear Liza? 

With what shall I mend it, dear Liza, with what? 

With a straw, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry, 

With a straw, dear Henry, dear Henry, with a straw. 
 
 
 

The straw is too long, dear Liza, dear Liza, 

The straw is too long, dear Liza, too long, 

Then cut it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry, 

Then cut it, dear Henry, dear Henry, cut it. 
 
 
 

With what shall I cut it, dear Liza, dear Liza? 

With what shall I cut it, dear Liza, with what? 

With a knife, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry, 

With a knife, dear Henry, dear Henry, with a knife. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
The knife is too dull… 

Then sharpen it… 

On what shall I sharpen it… 

On a stone… 
 
 
 

The stone is too dry… 

Well wet it… 

With what shall I wet it… 

Try water… 
 
 
 

In what shall I fetch it… 

In a bucket… 

There's a hole in my bucket… 

Use your head, then!  



 
 

Mama Don’t Allow 

A song featuring many fun instruments... that Mama really should allow! 
 
 

Mama don't allow 
no music playin' round here. 

Mama don't allow 
no music playin' round here. 

Well, we don't care what 
Mama don't allow. 

Gonna play that music anyhow. 

Mama don't allow 
no music playin' round here. 
 

Mama don't allow 
no guitar playin' round here. 

Mama don't allow 
no guitar playin' round here. 

Well, we don't care what 
Mama don't allow. 

Gonna play that guitar anyhow. 

Mama don't allow 
no guitar playin' round here. 
 

Mama don't allow 
no singin' round here. 

Mama don't allow 
no singin' round here. 

Well, we don't care what 
Mama don't allow   
Gonna sing that song anyhow 

Mama don't allow 
no singin' round here. 

Mama don't allow 
no hand clapping here 

Mama don't allow 
no hand clapping here 

Well, we don't care what 
Mama don't allow 

We're gonna clap 
our hands anyhow 

Mama don't allow 
no hand clapping here 

 

Mama don't allow 
no foot stompin' round here. 

Mama don't allow  
no foot stompin' round here. 

Well, we don't care what 
Mama don't allow. 

Gonna stomp my feet anyhow. 

Mama don't allow 
no foot stompin' round here. 

 
 
 

 



Scarborough Fair 
 

It has herbs, sewing and other industry, and water conversation all in one. 
(We changed “lover” to “maker.”) 

 
 
 
 

Are you going to Scarborough Fair? 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

Remember me to one who lives there, 
For once she was a true maker of mine. 

 
Tell her to make me a cambric shirt, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

Without a seam or needlework, 
Then she shall be a true maker of mine. 

 
Tell her to wash it in yonder well, 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 
Where never spring water or rain ever fell, 

And she shall be a true maker of mine. 
 

Tell her to dry it on yonder thorn, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

Which never bore blossom 
since Adam was born, 

Then she shall be a true maker of mine. 
 

Now he has asked me questions three, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

I hope he'll answer as many for me 
Before he shall be a true maker of mine. 

Tell him to buy me an acre of land, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

Betwixt the salt water and the sea sand, 
Then he shall be a true maker of mine. 

 
Tell him to plough it with a ram's horn, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 

And sow it all over with one pepper corn, 
And he shall be a true maker of mine. 

 
Tell him to sheer't with a sickle of leather, 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme; 
And bind it up with a peacock feather. 
And he shall be a true maker of mine. 

 
Tell him to thrash it on yonder wall, 

Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme, 
And never let one corn of it fall, 

Then he shall be a true maker of mine. 
 

When he has done and finished his work. 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme: 

Oh, tell him to come & he'll have his shirt, 
And he shall be a true maker of mine. 

 
 

 
  



I’ve Been Working on the Railroad 
Who doesn’t love a train song? 

 
 
 
 
 

 

I've been working on the railroad 

All the live-long day. 

I've been working on the railroad 

Just to pass the time away. 
 
 
 

Can't you hear the whistle blowing, 

Rise up so early in the morn; 

Can't you hear the captain shouting, 

"Dinah, blow your horn!" 
 
 
 

Dinah, won't you blow, 

Dinah, won't you blow, 

Dinah, won't you blow your horn? 

Dinah, won't you blow, 

Dinah, won't you blow, 

Dinah, won't you blow your horn? 
 
 
 

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah 

Someone's in the kitchen I know 

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah 

Strummin' on the old banjo! 
 
 
 

Singin' fee-fie-fiddly-i-o 

Fee-fie-fiddly-i-o-o-o-o 

Fee-fie-fiddly-i-o 

Strummin' on the old banjo. 
 
 



 
This Land is Your Land 

This quasi-national anthem reminds us that this land was made (by and) for us all! 
 

 
 

This land is your land, this land is my land. 

From California to the New York Island, 

From the Redwood Forest to the Gulf Stream waters, 

This land was made for you and me. 
 
 

As I was walking that ribbon of highway, 

I saw above me that endless skyway. 

I saw below me that golden valley. 

This land was made for you and me. 
 
 

I roamed, and I rambled, and I followed my footsteps 

To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts 

While all around me a voice was sounding 

This land was made for you and me. 
 
 

When the sun came shining, and I was strolling, 

And the wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling. 

A voice was chanting, as the fog was lifting, 

This land was made for you and me. 
 
 

This land is your land, this land is my land. 

From California to the New York Island, 

From the Redwood Forest to the Gulf Stream waters, 

This land was made for you and me. 


