
Come to the Hoedown Jamboree 
         
Chorus:      
Come to the hoedown jamboree!   
Come to the hoedown jamboree!   
We can reap what we sow,  
While the dancers do si do.     
Come to the hoedown jamboree!   
 
Verse 1:      
We got a load of food a mile high.   
Oh, my!      
We’ve got cakes and corn and     
perfect pumpkin pie.     
Yum, yum!      
We’ve got yams and spuds and meat,   
Come on have yourself a treat.   
Come to the hoedown jamboree!   
 
(Repeat Chorus, then go to verse 2.)   
 
Verse 2:  
We’re dancin’ till the crazy cows come home. 
Moo-oo! 
All are welcome in our happy Pine Glen home. 
To-night! 
Swing your partner left and right, 
we’ll be dancin’ here all night. 
Come to the hoedown jamboree. 
 
Part I: Come to the hoedown jamboree--- 
Part II:     Come to the hoedown jamboree--- 
Part I: Come to the hoedown jamboree--- 
Part II:     Hoedown jamboree. 
Part I: We can reap what we sow 
Part II: While the dancers do si do   
 
All: 
Come to the hoedown jamboree! 
 
Come to the hoedown jamboree-ee-ee!      
 
 
 
 



Sourwood Mountain 
 
(1,2, 3, 4) CLAP (2, 3, 4)  (1,2,3,4) CLAP (2, 3, 4) 
 
Part I       Part II 
Roosters crowin’ in the Sourwood Mountain   
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
      So many pretty gals I can’t count’ em 
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
My true love lives over the river  Doo----------------------------- 
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
Oo-----------------------------   A few more jumps and I’ll be with her 
Ho-dee-id-dle-ee-day    Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
 
 
(1,2, 3, 4) CLAP (2, 3, 4)  (1,2,3,4) CLAP (2, 3, 4) 
 
 
My true love is fine and dandy  Doo-dee-oo-dee-oot-doot dan-dy 
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day  
      A kiss from her is sweeter than candy, 
(Clap) Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day  (Clap) Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
My true love is a blue eyed daisy  Oo---------------------------------------- 
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
If she won’t marry him, he’ll go crazy--- If she won’t marry him, he’ll go crazy--- 
 
Ho, Ho Ho,     Ho, Ho Ho, 
Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day   Ho-dee-um-dee-id-dle-ee-day 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Freedom 
(5th grade only) 

 
Freedom ain’t a state like Maine or Virginia,  
Freedom ain’t across some county line. 
Freedom is a flame that, burns with in ya,  
Freedom’s in the state 
(snap, snap) of mind. 
 
Free-dom, Free-dom, 
Free-dome, Free-dom. 
Freedom is a flame that  
burns within ya, freedom’s in the state---of mind. 
 
Ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba ba (repeat) 
 
You can’t get to freedom by ridin’ on a train. 
The only way to freedom is right on through your brain. 
Wo, wo, wo-o, wo. 
 
Freedom is a notion sweepin the nation, 
Freedom is the right of all man-kind.  
Free-dom is a bod-y’s ‘magination, 
Freedom’s in the state---of mind. 
 
Free-dom, Free-dom, 
Free-dom, Free-dom. 
Freedom is a notion sweepin’ the nation, 
Freedom is a bod-y’s, ‘magination, 
Freedom is a full time, occupation, 
Freedom’s in the state---- 
Of mind. Yes sir you’ll find. 
 
Freedom’s in the state---of mind------ 
 
Freedom’s in the state,  
(snap, snap) of mind.  
 

 
 
 
 
 



Cripple Creek 
(4th grade only) 

 
Part I:       Part II: 
 
Johnny’s got a gal at the head of the creek------ 
     Goes up to see her ‘bout the middle of the week 
Just like an apple from the tree-----  
     Sweetest little gal you ever did see. 
Goin’ up Cripple Creek, 
     Goin’ in a run, 
Goin’ up Cripple Creek, 
     Have a little fun. 
Goin’ up Cripple Creek,   
     Goin’ in a whirl, 
 
 (All) Goin’ up Cripple Creek to see his girl 
 
1(clap) 2 (clap) 1 (clap) (clap) 4. 1 (clap) 2 (clap) 1 (clap) (clap) 4   (REPEAT) 
 
(All) Cripple Creek’s wide and Cripple Creek’s deep 
 He’ll wade Cripple Creek before he sleeps 
 Rolls up his britches to his knees, 
 He’ll wade Cripple creek whenever he please.  
 
Goin’ up, Cripple Creek  Goin’ up Cripple Creek, goin’ in a run 
Goin’ up to have a little fun  Goin’ up to Cripple Creek to have a little fun 
Goin’ up    Goin’ up Cripple Creek 
Cripple Creek    goin’ in a whirl 
Goin’ up to    goin’ up Cripple Creek to 
see his girl.    see his girl. 
 
(All) Halfway there he stops to rest 
 Thinks about the gal that he loves best. 
 Picks him a watermelon fresh off the vine, 
 Spittin ‘ them seeds sure do feel fine! 
 
Goin’ up    Goin’ up Cripple Creek 
Cripple Creek    goin’ in a run, 
Goin’ up to     goin’ up Cripple Creek to 
have a little fun.    have a little fun. 
Goin’ up    Goin’ up Cripple Creek 
Cripple Creek,    Goin in a whirl, 
Goin’ up to see his girl  Goin up Cripple Creek to see his girl. 
(Repeat)    (Repeat) 



 
(All) Goin’ up Cripple Creek to see his girl! 
 
 
 

An American Folksong Spectacular! 
****Red River Valley**** 
 
1. From this valley they say you are goin’ 
we will miss your bright eyes and sweet smile, 
for they say you are takin’ the sunshine 
that brightens our pathway awhile. 
 
2. I’ve been thinking a long time my darling, 
of the sweet words you never would say, 
now alas must my fond hopes all vanish,  
for they say you are going a way. 
 
****The Old Chisolm Trail**** 
 
Well come a long boys and listen to my tale, 
I’ll tell you of my troubles on the old Chisoholm Trail.  
(PART I):       (PART II): 
My feet are in the stirrups and my rope is at my side, Oo, Oo, Oo, 
show me a hoss that I can’t ride.    Oo. 
 
(All) Coma ti yi youpy yappy yay, yappy yay, 
        Coma ti yi, youpy yappy yay. 
 
Part I:         Part II: 
I’m up in the mornin’ before daylight,   Click click, click click, click  
Click click, click click, click click, click click,  click, click click, click click, 
Click click, click click, click click, click click  click click, click click,  
I’ll ride my horse to the top of the hill.    click click, click click, click 
I’ll work all day, you know I will.     click, click click, click click 
Coma ti yi youpy yappy yay, yayppy yay,   click click, click click,  
Coma ti yi youpy yappy yay.     click click and be- 
        fore I sleep the moon shines  
        bright. 
        I’ll ride my horse  
        to the top of the hill. 
        
        I’ll work all day you know I 
        will. 
        Coma ti yi youppy yappy  
        yay,  



       yappy yay. 
       Coma ti yi youppy yappy yay.  
 
Note: Part I and II sing from “I’ll ride my horse…” together until the end. 
 
***Oh Susanna*** 
 
(Whistling to the tune of Oh Susanna) 
 
I—come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee, 
I’m goin’ to Louisiana my true love for to see. 
Oh! Susanna, oh, don’t you cry for me, 
I’ve come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee.  
 
Oh! Susanna. 
 
***Skip To My Lou*** 
 
Part I: 
Lou (clap, clap) Lou (clap, clap)  
Skip to my lou, 
 
Part II: 
Lou (clap, clap) Lou (clap, clap) 
Skip to my lou, 
 
(All) Lou (clap, clap) Lou, (clap, clap)  
Skip to my Lou,  
Skip to my Lou my darlin’ 
 
Part I:  
Oh! Susanna 
 
Part II: 
Susanna 
 
(All) Oh, don’t you cry for me 
I”ve come from Alabama with my ban-jo, 
On my knee. 
 
Hoo-ray! 
 
 
         
 
  



Home on the Range 
 

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. 
Part I (4th grade)          Part II (5th grade) 
Where the deer and the antelope, antelope play   Where the deer and the antelope play 
(All) 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  
where the breezes are balmy and light,  
And I would not exchange my home on the range  
For all of the cities so bright.  
 
Home, home on the range 
Part I (4th grade)          Part II (5th grade) 
Where the deer and the antelope, antelope play   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 
 
Where seldom is heard 
a discouraging word,  
and the skies are not cloudy all day. 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An American Folksong Spectacular 
 


