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International Camp Song 
Here we are from near & far, In camp together for fun. 
We work together & we play together and we laugh together in the sun.  
Every day our hearts are gay & life is wonderful fun. 
For you’re my friend and you’re my friend, we are Guides everyone. 
 
When night is here and stars appear, the Southern Cross rides high. 
While campfires flicker and our hearts beat quicker as our songs echo round the sky.  
To their refrain we’ll live again these days of friendship and fun. 
For you’re my friend and you’re my friend, we are Guiding everyone. 

Guiding Light 
(Action, light guiding light from campfire) 

 

This little guiding light of mine, I’m going let it shine. 
This little guiding light of mine, I’m going let it shine. 
This little guiding light of mine, I’m going let it shine. 

Let it shine all the time, let it shine. 
 

Hide it under a bush, Oh No! I’m going let it shine. 
Hide it under a bush, Oh No! I’m going let it shine. 
Hide it under a bush, Oh No! I’m going let it shine. 

Let it shine all the time, let it shine. 
 

Walk my little light round the world, I’m going let it shine. 
Walk my little light round the world, I’m going let it shine. 
Walk my little light round the world, I’m going let it shine. 

Let it shine all the time, let it shine. 
 

Don’t you (blow) my little light out, I’m going let it shine. 
Don’t you (blow) my little light out, I’m going let it shine. 
Don’t you (blow) my little light out, I’m going let it shine. 

Let it shine all the time, let it shine. 
 

(Action, blow out guiding light) 

Land of the Silver Birch 
 

Land of the silver birch, home of the beaver  
where still the mighty moose wanders at will. 
 
Blue lake and rocky shore, I will return once more. 
Boom di-di eye di, Boom di-di eye di, Boom di-di eye di boom. 
 
My heart is sick for you here in the lowlands. 
I will return to you hills of the north. 
 
Swift as a silver fish, canoe of birch bark, 
Thy mighty waterways carry me forth. 
 
There where the blue lake lies, I’ll set my wigwam, 
Close to the water’s edge, silent and still.  
 
 (The chorus lends itself to an “echo”. Those singing the echo come in with 
“Blue lake & rocky shore….” Etc one bar later than the main group) 
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Little Chicken 
 

I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed boiled water up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed boiled water up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid a boiled egg! 
A boiled egg!  A boiled egg! And that darn little chicken laid a boiled egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed hot oil up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed hot oil up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid a fried egg! 
A fried egg!  A fried egg! And that darn little chicken laid a fried egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed hot chocolate up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed hot chocolate up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid an Easter egg! 
An Easter egg!  An Easter egg! And that darn little chicken laid an Easter egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed Australia up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed Australia up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid an Emu egg! 
An Emu egg!  An Emu egg! And that darn little chicken laid an Emu egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg, So I rubbed a bus up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed a bus up and down its leg, And that darn little chicken laid a busted egg! 
A busted egg!  A busted egg! And that darn little chicken laid a busted egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed Red Symons up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed Red Symons up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid a rotten egg! 
A rotten egg!  A rotten egg! And that darn little chicken laid a rotten egg! 

 
I had a little chicken but it wouldn’t lay an egg. So I rubbed myself up and down its leg. 
So I rubbed myself up and down its leg. And that darn little chicken laid a perfect egg! 
A perfect egg!  A perfect egg! And that darn little chicken laid a perfect egg! 
 

Flea Fly 
Flea. 
Flea, fly. 
Flea, fly, mosquito. 
Swat ‘em! 
Calamine, calamine, calamine lotion. 
Oh, no more calamine lotion. 
Itchy, itchy, scratchy, scratchy, got one on my backy, backy. 
Ohy, ohy, owwy, owwy, wish he’d go away. 
Quick get the bug spray, I think he went that-a-way-shhhhhh! 
[Make can-spraying motions.] 
 

Old MacDonald Had a Farm 
(Actions with a Fat “horse” Thin “horse” Big 

“horse” Little “horse”) 

There Ain’t No Flys on Me! 
(Round, gradually getting louder) 

There ain’t no fly’s on me! 
There ain’t no fly’s on me! 

There might be fly’s on some of you guys, 
But there ain’t no fly’s on me! 

Froggie! 
Dog. 
Dog, cat. 
Dog, cat, mouse. 
Froggie! 
Itsy bitsy, teeny weeny little bitty froggie. 
Jump, jump, jump, little froggie. 
Spiders and flies are scrum-deli-icious. 
Ribbit, Ribbit, Ribbit, Ribbit, Ribbit, Ribbit, Ribbit, 
Croak. 
Actions: Set up a clap/lap-slapping rhythm, and repeat each line after the 
leader. On the first run-through, do it slowly; with each repetition go faster. 
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Moose Song 
There was a great big moose 
He liked to drink a lot of juice 
There was a great big moose 
He like to drink a lot of juice 
 
(Chorus) 
Singin’ way-o way-o 
Way-o way-o way-o way-o 
Way-o way-o 
Way-o way-o way-o way-o 
 
The moose’s name was Fred 
He liked to drink his juice in bed 
The moose’s name was Fred 
He liked to drink his juice in bed 
(Chorus) 
 
He drank his juice with care 
But he spilled it everywhere 
He drank his juice with care 
But he spilled it everywhere 
(Chorus) 
 
There was a great big moose 
On the loose 
Eating cous-cous 
Tying a noose 
Roasting a goose 
Watching Footloose 
Talking to Bruce 
Drinking juice 

Goin’ On a Lion Hunt  
[Guides echoes each line and sets up clap/lap-slapping rhythm] 
Goin’ on a lion hunt. 
Goin to catch a big one. 
I’m not afraid. 
Look, what’s up ahead? 
Mud! 
Can’t go over it. 
Can’t go under it. 
Can’t go around it. 
Gotta go through it. [Make sloshing sounds and move hands as if 
slogging.] 
Sticks. [Snap fingers.] 
Tree. [Make gestures climbing up and down.] 
Gate. [Make gate-opening gestures.] 
River. [make swimming gestures.] 
Cave. [Go in it and find lion. Reverse all motions quickly to get home.] 

 

Boom Chikka Boom  
[Guides echoes each line and sets up clap/lap-
slapping rhythm] 
Are you ready? Allright, here we go 
I say, boom 
I say boom chikka boom 
I say boom chikka rakka chikka rakka chikka 
boom 
Oh yeah 
Uh Huh 
One more time ? style 
Then repeat but in a funny voice/accent. E.g. 
high, low pitch, posh , English etc  
 

 

In a Cottage In A Wood 
In a cottage in a wood, [action: draw square house] 

Little man at the window stood [action: hand above eyes look side to side] 
Saw a rabbit running by [action: run hands from left to right] 

Frightened as could be [action: cross hands in front of body protectively] 
“Help me help me” he said [action: stretch hands outwards & upwards] 

Before the huntsman shoots me dead” [action: hold arms & pretend to shoot] 
Come little rabbit come with me [action: beckon rabbit with hands] 

Happy we will be [action: hug & stroke rabbit] 
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The Ants Were Marching (Tune: The Battle Hymn of the Republic / John Brown’s Body) 
The ants were marching one by one hurrah, hurrah 
The ants were marching one by one, hurrah hurrah 
The ants were marching one by one, the little one stopped to scratch his bum 
And they all went marching, across the floor (hands flat out in front of you at shoulder height), under the door 
(make a down and up movement with hands), 
down the drain (point down, arms still full out), into the rain (tickly downwards movement with hands) Zoom, 
Zoom, Zoom! (exaggerated hips thrust out, arms pull in towards you) 
2 – tie his shoe                                     6- pick up some sticks 
3- have a wee                                       7- died and went to heaven 
4- shut the door                                   8- opened the gates 
5- said it’s great to be alive                9- said I feel fine 
               10- if you want any more you can sing it again 

 

Way Over the Irish Sea 
When I was one, I had just begun the day I went to sea,  
I climbed aboard a pirate ship and the captain said to me,  
"We're going this way, that way, forward backwards 
Over the deep blue sea (or the Irish Sea)  
A bottle of Rum to warm my tum,  
And that's the life for me.  
Da, da, da dum dum dum ... Da, da, da dum dum dum ... 
When I was two, I joined the crew the day I went to sea… 
When I was three, I bumped my knee ...  
When I was four, I shut the door ...  
When I was five, I was still alive ...  
When I was six, I gathered sticks ...  
When I was seven, I was in heaven ...  
When I was eight, I closed the gate ...  
When I was nine, I was feeling fine ...  
When I was ten, I started again ...  
[Suggested motions: "...climbed aboard..." {as if climbing up the side of a 
ship} "...the captain said..." {give salute} "We'll go..." {bend at the waist, 
forward, and back then left, right so it doesn’t tie in with the words} 
"...over the Irish Sea." {make waves with hand} "...bottle of rum..." {as if 
chugging a drink} "...to warm my tum..." {rub tum} "...that's the life..." 
{slap knee and raise hand} "...da, da, da dum dum dum ..." {step forward, 
step back or do the shadows walk} 
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The Bear Song [Guides echoes each line] 
The other day 
I met a bear 
A great big bear 
Away out there! 
 
He looked at me 
I looked at him 
He sized up me 
I sized up him! 
 
He said to me 
“Why don’t you run? 
I see you ain’t  
Got any gun!” 
 
And so I ran 
Away from there 
But right behind 
Me was that bear!  
 
Ahead of me 
There was a tree 
A great big tree 
Oh, glory be! 
 
The nearest branch 
Was ten feet up 
I’d have to jum 
And trust my luck!  
 
And so I jumped 
Into the air 
But I missed that branch  
Away up there! 
 
Now don’t you fret 
Now don’t you frown 
‘Cause I caught that branch  
The way back down! 

Three Little Angels 
Three little angels all dressed in white 
Tried to get to heaven on the end of a kite 
But the kite string was broken, down they all fell 
Instead of going to heaven, they all went to 
Two little angels . . . 
One little angel . . . 
Three little devils all dressed in red 
Tried to get to heaven on the end of a bed 
But the bedpost was broken, down they all fell 
Instead of going to heaven they all went to 
Two little devils . . ., One little devil . . . 
Three little Girl Guides, all dressed in blue 
Tried to get to heaven on the end of the loo 
But the loo chain was broken, down they all fell 
Instead of going to heaven they all went to 
Two little Girl Guides . . ., One little Girl Guide . . . 
Three little Brownies all dressed in brown 
Tried to get to heaven but their knickers fell down 
The elastic was broken, down they all fell 
Instead of going to heaven they all went to 
Two little Brownies . . ., One little Brownie . . . 
Angels and devils all white and red 
Couldn’t get to heaven 
So they all went to bed 

 

The Chinese Fan 
My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea 
All laden with presents for you and for me 
They brought me a fan, just imagine my bliss 
When I fan myself gently, like this, like this, like this 
Actions; follow the beat with an even flowing movement 
Verse 1: Fan with right hand 
Verse 2: Fan with both hands – crossing them 
Verse 3: Fan with both hands and right foot (sweeping it over left hand 
and back) 
Verse 4: Both hands and feet (apart and crossing) 
Verse 5: As above, plus head nodding slowly forwards and back 
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Make New Friends 
Make new friends, and keep the old 

One is silver & the others gold 
 

A circle is round, it has no end 
That’s how long, I’ll be your friend 

 
Actions: Form a circle. Everyone holds hand of the person next but one to them 
on each side; all “cross-overs” must be the same way – all right arms over left 

arms. One person has “both” arms on top of their neighbour’s arms. Start singing 
& in time to the song, life right arm backwards over the head of the person in 

between them, then the next pair on the right lift their hands over the one 
between them & so on carrying on anti-clockwise in time.  

Linger 
Mmm I want to longer 

Mmm a little longer 
Mmm a little longer here with you. 

 
Mmm it’s such a perfect night 

Mmm it doesn’t seem quite right 
Mmm that this should be our last with you.  

 
Mmm and as the years go by 

Mmm we’ll think of you and sigh 
Mmm this is goodnight and not goodbye. 

Softly Falls the Light of Day 
Softly falls the light of day, as our campfire fades away.  

Silently each guide should ask, have a done my daily task? 
Have I kept my honour bright? Can I guilt-less sleep tonight? 

Have I done & have I dared, everything to be prepared? 

Taps 
Day is done, Gone the sun, From the sea, from the hills, from the 
sky.  
All is well, safely rest. God is nigh. 

Brownie Bells  
O Lord our God, Thy children call, Grant us thy peace, & bless us all 

Daylight Taps 
Thanks & praise, for our days. ‘Neath the sun, ‘neath the stars, ‘neath the sky. 
As we go, this we know, God is nigh. 


