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Music: Una Coello; Words: Lyn Carroll © Una Coello & Lyn Carroll 2015 

Singalong-a-singalong-a-singalong with me! x3 

Singalong-a-singalong, singalong with me! 

All the babies, singalong with me! x3 

Singalong-a, singalong, singalong with me! 

All the children… 

All the mummies… 

All the daddies… 

All the grannies… 

All the grandads… 

Everybody, play along with me… 

 

Yorkshire children’s action song from the 19th century 

Wind the bobbin up, wind the bobbin up! Pull, pull and clap, clap, clap! 

Wind it back again, wind it back again! Pull, pull and clap, clap, clap! 

Point to the ceiling, point to the floor!  

Point to the window and point to the door! 

Clap your hands together 1,2,3!  

Put your hands upon your knees! 

 

There's a crocodile, there's a crocodile! Look, look! Snap! Snap! Snap! 

There's another one, there's another one! Look, look! Snap! Snap! Snap! 

There's one on the ceiling, there's one on the floor!  

There's one at the window!  

And there's one at the door! 

Clap your hands together 1,2, 3!  

And tell that crocodile: “Please don't eat me!” 
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(Wind the bobbin up - continued) 

There's a spider! There's a spider! Look, look! Run! Run! Run! 

There's another one, there's another one! Look, look! Run! Run! Run! 

There's one on the ceiling and there's one on the floor;  

One at the window and there's one at the door! 

Clap your hands together 1,2,3!  

And tell that spider: “Don't chase after me!”  

 

Traditional American folk song 

She'll be comin’ ‘round the mountain when she comes! x2 

She'll be comin’ ‘round the mountain, comin’ ‘round the mountain,  

She’ll be comin’ ‘round the mountain when she comes! 

 

Singin’ “Aye, aye, ippey, ippey, aye!” x2 

Singin’ “Aye, aye, ippey, ippey! Aye aye, ippey ippey! Aye aye, ippey ippey, aye!”  

 

She'll be wearing pink pyjamas when she comes… 

She'll be riding 6 white horses when she comes…   

 

Traditional children’s song 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a rocket and it cost one pence and I put my rocket by the fence; 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOSH!” 

 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a whizzer and it cost two pence and I put my whizzer by the fence; 

And my whizzer went: “Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz!” 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOSH!” 
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(Firework song - continued) 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a rip-rap and it cost three pence and I put my rip-rap by the fence; 

And my rip-rap went: “Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip” 

And my whizzer went: “Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz!” 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOSH!” 

 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a fountain and it cost four pence and I put my fountain by the fence; 

And my fountain went: “Whish, whish, whish, whish, whish!” 

And my rip-rap went: “Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip” 

And my whizzer went: “Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz!” 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOSH!” 

 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a banger and it cost five pence and I put my banger by the fence; 

And my banger went: “Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!” 

And my fountain went: “Whish, whish, whish, whish, whish!” 

And my rip-rap went: “Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip” 

And my whizzer went: “Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz!” 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOSH!” 

 

On bonfire night at five o'clock, I took my money to the firework shop. 

I bought a Roman Candle and it cost six pence and I put my Roman Candle by the fence; 

My Roman candle went: “Phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, phut, 

phut, phut, phut, phut, PHUT!” 

And my banger went: “Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!” 

And my fountain went: “Whish, whish, whish, whish, whish!” 

And my rip-rap went: “Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip-Rap-Rip” 

And my whizzer went: “Whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz, whizz!” 

And my rocket went: “WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOSSSSSSHHHHHH!” 
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Traditional American folk song 

Up, down, turn around, pick a bale o’ cotton! 

Up down turn around pick a bale o’ hay! x2 

 

Me and my Mamma gonna pick a bale of cotton! 

Me and my Daddy gonna pick a bale of hay! x2 

 

Traditional children’s action song 

See the little bunnies sleeping till it's noon - shall we try and wake them with a merry tune? 

But - oh so still! Are these bunnies ill? Wake up now! 

 

Hop, little bunnies, hop, hop, hop! Hop, hop, hop! Hop, hop, hop! 

Hop, little bunnies, hop, hop, hop! Hop and STOP!  

 

Go back to sleep, little bunnies! 

 

Traditional children’s action song 

When I was 1, I banged my drum the day I went to sea. 

I climbed aboard the pirate ship and the captain said to me: 

“We’re going this way, that way, forwards and backwards, over the Irish Sea! 

A bottle of rum to fill my tum and that's the life for me!” 

 

When I was 2, I buckled my shoe...... 

When I was 3, I banged my knee....... 

When I was 4, I knocked on the door....... 

When I was 5, I felt alive........ 
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Traditional sea shanty blended with Traditional Irish song 

What shall we do with a drunken sailor? x3 Early1 in the morning! 

(Verse in Gaelic) 2 Óró, sé do bheatha 'bhaile x3  anois ar theacht an tsamhraidh! 

Pronunciation: oh row shay dhuh vaha wallya x3 a nish err hyockth on thou rig! 

Where are all the babies hiding? x3 Early in the morning! 

Peekaboo! I can see you x3 - Hiding over there! 

Where are all the children hiding? x3 

Where are all the grown-ups hiding? x3 

 

Traditional Irish folk song 

O-ro, the rattlin' bog, the bog down in the valley-o x2 

And in that bog there was a tree, a rare tree, a rattlin' tree; 

With the tree in the bog and the bog down in the valley-o. 

Now on that tree there was a limb, a rare limb, a rattlin' limb; 

With the limb on the tree and the tree in the bog and the bog down in the valley-o. 

Now on that limb there was a branch, a rare branch, a rattlin' branch; 

With the branch on the limb and the limb on the tree and the tree in the bog  

And the bog down in the valley-o. 

(Repeat, adding a line each time) 

Now on that branch there was a limb, a rare limb, a rattlin' limb… 

Now on that twig there was a nest, a rare nest, a rattlin' nest… 

Now in that nest there was an egg, a rare egg, a rattlin' egg… 

Now in that egg there was a bird, a rare bird, a rattlin' bird… 

Now on that bird there was a feather, a rare feather, a rattlin' feather... 

Now on that feather there was a flea, a rare flea, a rattlin' flea… 

                                                           
1 Pronounced “Err-lie” 
2 Meaning is “O-ro, you're welcome home, now that summer's coming!”. It’s a very old song associated with 
Gráinne Ní Mháille or Granuaile (Grace O’Malley), the 16th century Pirate Queen of the Ó Máille clan in the 
west of Ireland.  
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Music: Una Coello; Words: Una Coello © Una Coello 2015 

 

It's Hallowe’en night, it's Hallowe’en night! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

Happy Hallowe’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

 

All the children dressing up tonight! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

To give everybody a terrible fright! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

Happy Hallowe’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

 

There's a witch and there's a cat! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

There's a vampire and there’s a bat! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

Happy Hallowe’’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

 

Pumpkins flash and skeletons clatter! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

All we can hear is laughter and chatter! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

Happy Hallowe’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

 

Spooky creatures say: “Trick or treat!” Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

Fill their buckets with lots of sweets! Ooooooouuuuuuu! 

Happy Hallowe’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

  

It's Halloween night, it's Halloween night!  

Ooooooouuuuuuu!  

It's Halloween night, it's Halloween night!  

Ooooooouuuuuuu!  

Happy Hallowe’en! Ooooooouuuuuuu! x2 

 



 

SINGALONG SONGBOOK 

 

Copyright © Una Coello Guitar Girl 2015                   Page 8 

 

TM 

Traditional Hebrew round song 

Haida, haida, hai-da-da, haida, haida! (clap) Haida, haida! x2 

Haida! Hai-da-da, haida, haida! (clap) Haida, haida! x2 

 

Traditional children’s action song 

Grandma, Grandma, sick in bed! She sent for the doctor and the doctor said: 

“Grandma, grandma - you’re not sick! All you need is a walking stick!” 

I said-a: “Hands up, shake, shake, shake-e-ty shake!” 

I said-a: “Hands down, shake, shake, shak-e-ty shake!  

To the front! To the back! To the s-s-side, to the s-s-side!” 

She never went to college, she never went to school;  

But I bet you a dollar she can wriggle like a fool!  

 

Traditional children’s song from the 1930s 

The wheels on the bus go round and round, round and round, round and round. 

The wheels on the bus go round and round, all day long!  

 

The horn on the bus goes: “Beep! Beep! Beep!”… 

The wipers on the bus go: “Swish! Swish! Swish!”… 

The doors on the bus go open and shut, open and shut, open and shut!... 

The conductor on the bus says: “Tickets, please! Tickets, please! Tickets, please!”… 

The mommies on the bus go: “Chatter, chatter, chatter!”…  

The daddies on the bus say: “Sssh! Sssh! Sssh!”… 

The babies on the bus go: “Waa-waa-waa!”… 

The children on the bus go up and down… 

The wheels on the bus go round and round… 
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Song from Louisiana, early 20th century 

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine. You make me happy when skies are grey. 

You’ll never know, dear, how much I love you! Please don't take my sunshine away! 

 

Music: Una Coello; Words: Lyn Carroll © Una Coello & Lyn Carroll 2015 

See the snowflakes falling, drifting to the ground. 

Everything is silent, nothing makes a sound. 

It's too cold for the robin and it's too cold for the wren. 

It's too cold for the squirrels - they're sleeping in their den. 

 

The ducks are cold and shivering, ruffling their feathers.  

The lake is frozen solid by the icy, frosty weather. 

But I don't care at all! I love the freezing snow! 

Time to put on gloves and scarves - off to the park we go!    

 

Grass that once was green now blanketed in white. 

Trees like big black skeletons, eerie in the light. 

Our boots go crunchy-crunchy as we stomp through the snow 

Our cheeks and noses rosy where the cold makes them glow 

 

Look! There's a snowman, right over there! 

Hat upon his head, some straw for his hair. 

Raisins for his eyes and a carrot for his snout 

A jaunty, stripy scarf and a pipe in his mouth! 

 

"Hello, Mr Snowman! What brings you here?" 

"I'm here to make things pretty at this grey time of year! 

I cover it with snow, so everything can rest 

and then when springtime comes, the park will look its best!" 
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(Snow song - continued) 

"Thank you Mr Snowman, that's really good of you! 

I'm glad I got to meet you and hear the things you do! 

I love the snowy winter days where everything is white! 

I love the snowflakes dancing and glittering in the light!" 

 

See the snowflakes falling, drifting to the ground. 

Everything is silent, nothing makes a sound. 
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