Bug Juice
(Tune: On Top of Old Smokey)

At camp with the WeBeLoS, 
They gave us a drink; 
We thought it was Kool-Aid, 
Because it was pink.

But the thing that they told us, 
Would have grossed out a moose, 
For that good tasting pink drink, 
Was really bug juice.

It looked fresh and fruity, 
like tasty Kool-Aid, 
But the bugs that were in it, 
were murdered with Raid.

We drank by the gallons, 
We drank a whole lot, 
But then the next morning, 
We didn’t feel so hot.

Next time you drink bug juice, 
And a fly drives you mad, 
He's just getting even, 
Because you swallowed his dad.
Thanks to Robert J. Fisher

Collector’s Song

(Tune: Old MacDonald Had a Farm)

I know a guy who collects great stuff.  E, I, E, I, O

In his collection he had some rocks, E, I, E, I, O

With a big rock here and a big rock there,

Here a rock, there a rock,

Everywhere rocks, rocks,

I know a guy who collects great stuff.  E, I, E, I, O

Substitute ROCKS with Buttons, Bugs, Feathers, Coins, etc.

Singing in the Rain
We're singing in the rain, just singing in the rain.
What a glorious feeling, we're happy again.

Thumbs up! [Group echoes.]
A-root-ta-ta, root-ta-ta. root-ta-ta-TA

Add each of the following, in turn:
Thumbs Up
Arms Out
Elbows In
Knees Bent
Knees together
Toes together
Butt out
Chest out
Head Back
Tongue out
Goin' On a Lion Hunt
[Audience 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.]

Following verses:
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.
