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(Tune: Glory, Glory Hallelujah!)

(Suggestion: Repeat leaving out S-M-I-L-E, L-A-U-G-H aﬁd
smile and laugh instead.)

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

If you get a little pig and you feed him ’till he’s big,
Then it isn’t any trouble just to S-M-I-L-E.

It is isn’t any trouble just to L-A-U-G-H (ha, ha)
It isn’t any trouble just to L-A-U-G-H (ha, ha)
So if you have any trouble, it will vanish like a bubble,
For it isn’t any trouble just to L-A-U-G-H (ha, ha, ha, ha)

DIXIE LAND

I wish I was in the land ob cotton,

Old times dar am not forgotten,

Look away! look away! Dixie land

In Dixie Land whar I was born in,

Early on one frosty mornin’.

Look away! look away! look away! Dixie Land.

Chorus
Den I wish I was in Dixie, Hooray! Hooray!
In Dixie Land I’ll take my stand,
To lib and die in Dixie.
Away, away, away down South in Dixie.
Away, away, away down South in Dixie.

MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME

The sun shines bright in the old Kentucky home,
‘Tis summer, the darkies are gay:

The corn tops ripe and the meadows are in bloom,
While the birds make music all the day:

The young folks roll on the little cabin floor,
All merry, all happy and bright,

By’n by “Hard Times” comes a:knocking at the door,
Then my old Kentucky home good-night. .

Weep no more my lady,

- Oh, weep no more today;

We will sing one song for the old Kentucky home,
For the old Kentucky home far away.
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TENTING TO-NIGHT

We’re tenting to-night on the old Camp Ground.
Give us a song to cheer

Our weary hearts, a song of home

And friends we love so dear.

Chorus
Many are the hearts that are weary to-night
Wishing for the war to cease;
Many are the hearts that are looking for the right
To see the dawn of peace.
Tenting to-night, tenting to-night, tenting on the old camp ground.

We’ve been tenting to-night on the old Camp ground,
Thinking of days gone by,

Of the loved ones at home that gave us the hand
And the tear that said “Good-bye”.

Chorus

We are tired of the war on the old Camp ground
Many are dead and gone

Of the brave and true who’ve left their homes,
Others been wounded long.

‘Chorus

CHURCH IN THE WILDWOOD

There’s a church in the valley by the wildwood—
No lovelier place in the dale—

No spot is so dear to my childhood

As the little brown church in the vale.

(Tenor): O come, come, come, come,

(Cho): Come to the church in the wildwood,
O come to the church in the vale,

No spot is so dear to my childhood,

As the little brown church in the vale.

How sweet on a bright sabbath morning
To list to the clear—ringing bell,

Its tones so sweetly are calling

O come to the church in the vala
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CARRY ME BACK TO OLD VIRGINNY

Carry me back to old Virginny,

There’s where the cotton and the corn and tatoes grow,
There’s where the birds warble sweet in the springtime,
There’s where the old darkey’s heart am long’d to go,
There’s where I labored so hard for old Massa,

Day after day in the field of yellow corn,

No place on earth do I love more sincerely

Than old Virginny the state where I was born.

Chorus
Carry me back to old Virginny,
There’s where the cotton and the corn and tatoes grow,
There’s where the birds warble sweet in the springtime,
There’s where this old darkey’s heart has long’d to go.

Carry me back to old Virginny,

There let me live ’till I wither and decay,

Long by the old Dismal Swamp have I wandered,
There’s where this old darkey’s life will pass away.
Massa and Missis have long gone before me,

Soon we will meet on that bright and golden shore,
There we’ll be happy and free from all sorrow,
There’s where we’ll meet and we’ll never part no more.

Chorus

ROUND: ROW, ROW, ROW YOUR BOAT

Row, row, row your boat
Gently down the stream;
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily,
Life is but a dream.

Hoe, hoe, hoe your row,
Through the summer heat;

Merrily do your bit, cheerily stick to it,
Raising beans and wheat.

Save, save, save the wheat,
Meat and sugar, too! .
Corn and potatoes and rice and tomatoes
Are mighty good for you!
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Hoe, hoe, hoe your row,
Steadily every day,

Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily,
Half our work is play.

Can, can all you can,
Everything comes our way,

Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily,
Half our work is play.

Grow, grow, grow a pig,
Fatter every day,

Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily,
Growing a pig will pay.

WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING

Work, for the night is coming,

Work thro’ the morning hours;
Work while the dew is sparkling,
Work ’mid springing flow’rs;
Work, when the day grows brighter,
Work in the glowing sun;

Work, for the night is coming,

When man’s work is done.

Work, for the night is coming,
Work thro’ the sunny noon;
Fill brightest hours with labor,
Rest comes sure and soon:
Give every flying minute,
Something to keep in store:
Work, for the night is coming,
When man works no more.

Work, for the night is coming,
Under the sunset skies;

While their bright tints are glowing,
Work, for daylight flies:

Work, ’till the last beam fadeth
Fadeth, to shine no more;

Work while the night is dark’ning
When man’s work is o’er

13
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CLUB SONGS AND YELLS

OUR STANDARD CLUB
(Tune:  The End of a Perfect Day)

When we learn of the work of a Standard Club,
And we try to achieve this goal,

As we view the work of the boys and’girls,
Who have labored with heart and soul;

Do vou think what a year of such earnest work,
Can bring to us everv one,

When the vear rolls round and the seal is won,
That will show what the club has done?

When we’ve earned the seal of a Standard Club
And our team lines up with the rest,
Let us ever strive with a high ideal
‘To make our State the best,
Let us each one try with a willing hand
‘To help our neighbor, too,
Let us earn a trip to State College farm,
And learn methods tried and true.

FRENCH-CANADIAN BOATING SONG

All: Allouetta, gentile Allouetta;
Allouetta, J’et a plumare.

Leader: J’et a plumare le tete?
All: Jet a plumare le tete.

Leader: Etle tete?
All: Et le tete.

Leader: Allouetta?
All: Allouetta.

All: Allouetta, gentile Allouetta,
Allouetta, J’et a plumare.
(Repeat adding the following:)
Et le bek
Et le do
Et le nu
Et le zhn
Etle na
Et le tres.
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BRINGING IN THE SHEAVES

Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness,
Sowing in the noon-tide and the dewy eves;

Waiting for the harvest, and the time of reaping,
We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

Chorus
Bringing in the sheaves;
Bringing in the sheaves;
We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

(Repeat)

Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows,
Fearing neither clouds nor winter’s chilling breeze;
By and by the harvest, and the labor ended,

We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

Going forth with weeping, sowing for the Master,
Tho’ the loss sustained our spirit often grieves;
When our weeping’s over,

He will bid us welcome,

We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

OLD FOLKS AT HOME

Way down upon the Swanee ribber,
Far, far away,

Dere’s wha my heart is turning ebber,
Dere’s wha de old folks stay.

All up and down de whole creation,
Sadly I roam,

Still longing for de old plantation,
And for de old folks at home.

Chorus
All de world am sad and dreary,
Ebry where I roam,
Oh! darkeys, how my heart grows weary,
Far from de old folks at home.

All ’round de little farm I wander’d
When I was young,
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Den many happy days I squander’d,
Many de songs I sung.

When I was playing wid my brudder,
Happy was I,

Oh! take me to my kind old mudder,
Dere let me live and die.

One little hut among de bushes,
One dat I love, .
Still sadly to my mem’ry rushes,

No matter where I rove.

When will I see de bees a-humming,
All round de comb?

When will T hear de bango tumming,
Down in my good old home?

AMERICA, THE BEAUTIFUL

Oh 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
I'rom sea to shining sea.

Oh beautiful for pilgrim feet,
Whose stern impassioned stress,
A thoroughfare for freedom beat,
Across the wilderness.

America! Americal

God mend thine every flaw,
Confirm thy soul in self-control,
Thy liberty in law.

Oh beautiful for heroes proved,

In liberating strife,

Who more than self their country loved,
And mercy more than life.

America! America!

May God thy gold refine,

Till all success be nobleness,

And every gain divine.
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YELLS

Chi-hee, chia, chi-hah—hah-hah
Canning Club, Canning Club, rah! rah! rah!

Rickety, rackety, rickety, boom!
Who! which! what! whom!
Boys’ clubs, girls’ clubs, give us room!

When you’re up, you're up,
When you’re down, you’re down
When you’re up against._
You're up side down!

Pepper, pepper, pepperation
We’re Missouri Aggregation
We create a great sensation,
Pepper, Pepper, Pepperation!

Wash ’em out, wring ’em out,
Hang ’em on the line.

We’re strong for the Club Work
Any old time.

Rattle up a tin can Thunder, Lightning,
Shinny up a tree, Rain or Sleet

We’re for Club Work Club Work, Club Work
As strong as can be! Can’t be beat!

Wee! wee! wee! who are we?
Missouri Pig Club, come and see,
Rip rah, Zip rah, rip rah ree

Piggy wiggy, Ugh, ugh,

Wee! wee! wee!

Rickety, rickety, rickety, Rep!
.“Show-me-state” club girls have the Pep.
Watch us bake, watch us sew,

We are club girls, Yea! let’s go.

Hoc-a-tee, Wick-a-tee,

Yak-a-tee! Spat

Feed-a-dem-well! Make-a-dem-fat.
Twist-a-da-tail, Whoa! there kew
Missouri calf club, Moo! Moo! Maan!
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1-2-3-4

Whom are we for?
______________ Club
Rah! Rah! Rah!
5-6-7-8

Whom do we appreciate?
(“Mr.” or “Mrs.” “our leader” “our visitors”, etc.)

Rah! Rah! Rah!

I’m Missouri born,

I’'m Missouri bred,

And when I die

I’'m Missouri dead.

Rah, Rah, for Missouri,
Rah, Rah for Missouri,
Rah, Rah, for Missouri,
Rah! Rah! Rah!

" Your pep, your pep
You’ve got it,
Now keep it,
Dog gone it,
Don’t lose it,
Your pep, your pep.

What’s the matter with_____ (leader)
He’s (or she) all right (club members)
Who's all right? (Leader)

,,,,,,,,,,, y -———------, Rah! Rah! Rah! (Members)
Rizzle, razzle, sizzle, sazzle, Stand us on our heads,
Siss, boom, bah! Stand us on our feet,
Boys’ and Girls’ Club Work Boys’ and Girls’ Club work
Rah! Rah! Rah! Can’t be beat.
SisSSSSSSSSS - - - < - oo oo
Boom! ___ L ___
Bah! ..

Club Work, Club Work, Rah! Rah! Rah!

Rah! Rah! Rah-Rah-Rah!
Rah! Rah! Rah-Rah-Rah!
Rah! Rah! Rah-Rah-Rah!
Missouri! Missouri! Missouri!
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