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Music Program Announcement:  (Concert on Friday, November 6, 6:30 p.m.)
 4th Grade Lyrics (words)

“We are Sher-man” 
We are Sher-man, home of the Ga-tors.  

Wel-come to our way cool school! 

When you're in the home of the Ga-tors, 

we won't snap or bite at you.  

We're kind.  We're nice!  

And you won't need to ask us twice 

to do what's right.  

And we can solve a prob-lem with-out a figh--t.  

When you leave the home of the Ga-tors, 

we hope you'll re-call our tune.  

And, when you'd like to be with friend-ly ga-tors, 
we hope you will come back soon.

Deep in-side the home of the Ga-tors, 

we all learn to read and think.  

If you need some help in your learn-ing, 

we'll give you a friend-ly wink, 

and help you too.  

We'll help you know just what to do.  

We're smart!  and good!

And, when we make mis-takes, 

we fix 'em like we shou-ld.

While we're in the home of the ga-tors, 

we will learn, and share, and care.  

And when we leave the home of the ga-tors, 

we'll be great 'most an-y-where!  

La-ter Ga-tor!!!

“Ode to Joy”
Freu-de, schon-*er Got-ter-fun-ken,

Toch-ter aus E-ly-si-um,

Wir be-tre-ten feu-er-trunk-en,

Himm-li-sche, dein Hei-lig-tum!

Dei-ne Zau-ber bin-den wie-der

was die Mo-de streng ge-teilt;

al-le Men-schen wer-den Bru-der,

wo dein sanf-ter Flu-gel weilt.

Come and sing a joyful chorus,

Lift your voices to the sky.

Helping hands now join in friendship,

Keeping hearts and spirits high.

Sister, brother, care for each other,

Care for the world and keep it free.

Come—together, sing together,

As a peaceful family.

“Dry Bones”
Ezekiel cried, “Dem dry bones!”

Ezekiel cried, “Dem dry bones!”

Ezekiel cried, “Dem dry bones!”

Now hear de word of de Lord!

De foot bone connected to de leg bone,

De leg bone connected to de knee bone,

De knee bone connected to de thigh bone,

De thigh bone connected to de hip bone,

De hip bone connected to de back bone,

De back bone connected to de shoulder bone,

De shoulder bone connected to de neck bone,

De neck bone connected to de jaw bone,

De jaw bone connected to de head bone,

Now hear de word of de Lord!

Dem bones dem bones gonna walk around,

Dem bones dem bones gonna walk around,

Dem bones dem bones gonna walk around,

Now hear de word of de Lord!

Dem bones, dem bones, dem dry bones,

Dem bones, dem bones, dem dry bones,

Dem bones, dem bones, dem dry bones,

Now hear de word of de Lord!

 “At the Hop”
Well, you can rock it, you can roll it, 
do the stomp and even stroll it at the hop.
When the record starts a spinnin’ 
you calypso when you chicken at the hop.
Do the dance sensation 
that is sweepin’ the nation at the hop.  

(Refrain)
Let’s go to the hop!  
Let’s go to the hop! (Oh, baby!) 
Let’s go to the hop! (Oh, baby!) 
Let’s go to the hop!  
Come on.  Let’s go to the hop!  

Well you can swing it, you can groove it, 
you can really start to move it at the hop.
Where the jumpin’ is the smoothest 
and the music is the coolest at the hop.  
All the cats and chicks 
can get their kicks at the hop.  (Refrain)

“Little Shop of Horrors”
Little shop, little shoppa horrors
Little shop, little shoppa terror

Call a cop, little shoppa horrors.

No.  No.  No.  Oh, no!
Little shop, little shoppa horror
Bob-shi-bop, little shoppa terror

Watch ‘em drop, little shoppa horror.

No.  No.  No.  Oh, no!

Shing a ling, 
what a creepy thing to be happening.  
(Look out!  Look out!  Look out!  Look out!)

Shang a lang,

Feel the sturm and drang in the air.

(Yeah, yeah, yeah!)

Sha la la.

Stop right where you are!  Don’t move a thing!

(You better!)

You better, tellin’ you you better,

Tell your Momma somethin’s gonna get her.

She better, everybody better beware!

(Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!)(Come-a, come-a, come-a!)
Little shop, little shoppa horrors
Little shop, little shoppa terror

Call a cop, little shoppa horrors.

No!  Oh, oh, oh no!  Oh, oh, oh no!  Oh, oh, oh no!  

“Kookabura”
Kookabura sits in the old gum tree.

Merry merry king of the bush is he.

Laugh, kookaburra. Laugh kookaburra.

Gay your life must be.
Kookabura sits in the old gum tree.

Eating all the gumdrops he can see.

Stop, kookaburra. Stop kookaburra.

Save some there for me.
Kookabura sits in the old gum tree.

Counting all the monkeys he can see.

Wait, kookaburra. Wait, kookaburra.

That’s no monkey.  That’s me.
 “Oh, Susanna”
I came from Alabama 
with my banjo on my knee.

I’m going to Louisiana 

my true love for to see.

It rained all night the day I left,

The weather it was dry;

The sun so hot I froze to death;

Susanna don’t you cry.

Oh Susanna, don’t you cry for me.

I come from Alabama

with my banjo on my knee.

I had a dream the other night,

When everything was still.

I thought I saw Susanna

a-coming down the hill.

The buckwheat cake was in her mouth.

A tear was in her eye.

Says I, “I’m coming from the South.

Susanna don’t you cry.”

“Sakura”
Sakura, Sakura, 

cherry blossoms everywhere,

clouds of glory fill the sky,

mist of beauty in the air,

lovely colors floating by

Sakura, Sakura

Let all come singing

Sakura, Sakura, 

Blossoms waving in the breeze.

Yo shi no, the cherry land,

Tat su ta, the maple trees,

Ka ra sa ki, pine tree grand,

Sakura, Sakura

Let all come singing

Other Concerts:
1st Grade:  November 5th, 6:00 p.m.  

2nd Grade:  November 5th, 7:00 p.m.

3rd Grade:  November 5th, 8:00 p.m.

4th Grade:  November 6th, 6:30 p.m.

5th Grade:  November 6th, 7:30 p.m.

